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      The moment the soft morning light drifted over my face, I startled awake. The slightly less than perfect, almost unmarked ceiling was the first thing I took notice of. And that was because of the floating speck of dust I could see. I liked order and tidiness. Some may have considered it a touch of OCD, but it was what it was. I would need to leave a note for the cleaning company that came by while I was at work. They were remarkably good at keeping up with my demands. But some of their staff had better vision than others. The most recent, being one of the better ones.

      And I paid them well for it.

      Sitting up, I pulled my wings free of the bed. The wonders of the twenty-first century meant that for the first time in my life, I could sleep on my back. The molded foam cost as much as my entire month’s expenditure. At least according to my financial adviser. But it was well worth it. Even in today’s world, it was hard to find a company that made furniture and other items for beings as large as I.

      That was neither here nor there. For today was a new day. That meant, there was work to do. The signs all pointed to it being today. Not that the signs were always correct, or on time. Or even relevant. But that wasn’t my purpose. My purpose was to respond. So it was time to start my day.

      I straightened my sheets, pulling the wrinkles from them as I did so. The cleaners would change them while I was out. But the wrinkled mess made me feel uneasy. Only when I was satisfied did I turn and glance outside. My rear deck backed out onto picturesque river view. Occasionally, a boat would pass by. But none came close unless they had an emergency or they were just lost.

      Today was a good day, though. Nothing in sight but the water and the trees. It was the perks of owning all this land. No neighbors in any direction that wasn’t obscured by trees. Just the way I liked it. And it wasn’t that I didn’t like people. But… people were messy, loud, annoying, and downright obnoxious. And for that, I preferred to keep my distance.

      On the far side of the main bedroom was a custom-built ensuite. Like everything in this world, I had to get it built to accommodate my size. At nine feet tall, I couldn’t fit within most dwellings. Let alone take a shower. Here though. This was my sanctuary, a place where I could relax and I enjoyed it to the fullest. The door slid into the wall at my approach and I stepped within. A bathroom was off to one side, where I stepped to relieve myself. Not that I needed to. A being such as myself could simply vanish the waste away, as I did with the plaque around my teeth. However, there were two reasons I acted like a mortal: The first was to help balance my OCD. I liked everything in its place, clean and orderly. The second—and both of these valid points were given to me by an old friend— was as a reminder. Never forget my place in the world. The moment I ‘acted’ like a god, I would likely forget that I wasn’t one… and there were consequences when one pretended to be a god.

      And so I finished my business, washed my hands—double checked my teeth and then stepped into the shower. It was truly massive. And I stretched all four of my wings out as water fell from the ceiling in sheets. The shower head and multiple nozzles were built into the ceiling to ensure a wider coverage of spray for my wings, with sensors designed to activate wherever my body or wings were in the enormous space of my shower. From an outside view it looked like rain pelting down upon me. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of it running over my skin. I lifted my nine foot frame and I floated, suspended during flight by four, ten-foot wings. I beat them softly, getting the water into the feathers. And then I started the long process of working specialized soap and conditioner through my feathers… With only a small amount of magical help. There were a lot of feathers to clean, and my arms wouldn’t be able to get into the hard-to-reach areas. With wings there were a lot of hard-to-reach areas.

       

      My OCD flared if even a single feather was out of place, it drove me to distraction. Back when I was a fledgling, if I found damage, it would have once affected my ability to fly. Now I was in my prime so that wasn’t much of a concern. Most of my flight capability came from manipulating my element to levitate and reduce the weight of a nine foot muscled male. These days, even with the worst life had thrown at me, it was one of the first lessons I learned as a hatchling. I understood my element on an instinctive level making it easy to manipulate, to the point damage to my wings no longer caused flight issues. However, my wings had taught me a great deal about controlling my power in the last three-thousand years. But for whatever reason, that didn’t translate well to my own body. Another reason to remind myself I was still mortal even if my power was growing with each century accumulated, and the reason I cleaned my wings daily. Both as part of my regular morning ritual and in thanks for the lessons learned from them.

       

      Daily maintenance wasn’t just to keep my body pristine, it helped prepare me for the day ahead. It was a form of meditation. A way to connect mind with body. It was through this method I had discovered how my wings channeled mana, and by trial and error I learned to channel it through the meridians of my own body. Over the centuries, and as my nature demanded, I took my time, internally following the patterns and flows—building upon the foundations I started and enhancing each channel. Yet, there was still a disconnect and my body still struggled to keep up with my power. That thought nearly took me out of my meditative trance and I pushed the annoyance away before my OCD kicked in and I ended up on that hamster wheel. It took over an hour to get each wing soaped, rinsed and conditioned with an oil to keep my feathers glossy, shiny and water resistant. Only when that was done did I move to my own hair. Long ago, someone told me I suited longer hair. I simply felt it was natural to let it trail down my feathers during flight. There was a different product for my hair, though. And once that was taken care of, I finally scrubbed my skin.

      When I was finally satisfied, it was time to start my day. I turned off the water. And activated the jets. Blasts of hot air hit me from all directions. I kept my wings out, flaring them in the current. I could feel them dry as the feathers lost their weight and started catching in the air currents. The installers had it tuned well that I wouldn’t have any accidents inside. And it also meant that no water escaped out to mar my floor.

      Soon enough, when I was dry, I stepped clear of the shower and back out into the bedroom. I found myself in a pair of gray pants. I never wore a shirt. My wings got in the way, and flowing robes caught too much dust and bugs for my liking.

      I did, however, slip on a comfortable pair of loafers. Like everything, they were custom made. Lined with the down of my own thermal feathers, they were extremely comfortable. Which left my hair to braid before I was ready. I stood before the mirror and combed my hair over my shoulder. I had done this ritual since watching the Spartans prepare for battle. Though I didn’t use their oils, I still brushed it straight and smooth. My own twist, though, was to braid it into a single strand. That way, the wind didn’t blow it around into my face while I was airborne.

      I took my time. Ensured the braid was straight. And then made my way outside. Some days I cooked myself breakfast. But the urge to start moving was getting stronger. So I pushed that thought aside. In the early morning air, I beat my wings sensing the atmosphere density and pressure around me. It was really a perfect day. It was almost sad I had to be elsewhere. I bent my knees, looked to the sky. And leapt.

      The air rushed around me as I surged into the sky. I glanced down at my home. It looked like a small gray box in the middle of a large forest. I could see the exact point where my land stopped. Those pesky developers had tried for years to buy me out. They had succeeded in buying everything up to the property line. One got a little overzealous and cut down a few of my trees. The resulting lawsuits paid for the fence that ran around the perimeter to prevent it from happening again and the surveillance set up to monitor any future intrusions.

      The fence and long driveway did stop them knocking on my front door, every time I got home. Now, the smarmy lawyers and property developers needed to deal with my lawyers if they wanted direct access to me and therefore my property. Something that few companies were willing to do nowadays.

      For now, though, I drifted along on the air currents. It had taken a bit of prodding on my behalf to alter the wind streams without affecting the natural weather systems in place. Over the centuries—and before people congregated this part of the world—I’d altered the topography of the land and encouraged the natural wind currents to flow where I desired. It meant there was always a steady stream of air that brought me into town.

      Along its path, I had pushed the idea of setting up a coffee store. I didn’t always visit. But I was there often enough that a small landing pad of sorts was situated by a second entrance—set aside for my arrival. I floated along before setting down on the concrete and made my way inside.

      This early, the traffic was still light. But there were people milling about inside. This entrance had been expanded at my expense to allow for easy entrance. But as I took my first step, I spotted a small flash and the click of a camera.

      I turned and looked at a small woman. Or… well, she was a teen. Barely more than a child. She had short hair and long ears and was dressed in a school uniform I recognized from the area. Some kind of rabbit beastkin. She stood with an older version of herself in a black suit, who looked suddenly worried.

      “S-sorry, Sir,” the girl grimaced as her floating crystal phone shrunk and lowered into her palm.

      It was to be expected. As only the second member of my kind. Combined with my prestige. People were aware that I didn’t like big crowds or people approaching me. To the population at large, I was a curiosity. An enigma that drove the locals and the tabloids into hours of speculation concerning my private life. I’d declined many interviews over the decades.  Besides, the young beastkin girl meant no harm. I inclined my head without speaking and stepped inside.

      Dahnia, the genderless slime was on today. They couldn’t wear a uniform, but their hat was lodged somewhere I would expect their brain to be, if they were humanoid.

      “Morning Gadriel!” The slime bubbled. “Your usual?”

      “Please,” I nodded politely. “Today is going to be a very busy day. The portal calls strongly.”

      Dahnia bobbed their small hat in acknowledgement. The other patrons and regulars in the café moved to the side as I strode towards the counter. It was common for me to get preferential treatment in certain places. These were locals, they knew what my job was. Besides, I was informed anywhere I frequented, turned into literal endorsements for the local businesses and therefore many were happy to cater to me first. In case of an emergency, I had been known to abandon orders and pay for them later. Which meant most places dealt with me first to avoid hassle. It ruffled a few tails here and there. But nobody other than the gossip magazines ever complained about it.

      And that was for the best. Just a few minutes after I arrived, I had my coffee, and I had my plain, cinnamon-free donut. With a nod of thanks, I stepped back outside. The donut was only a single bite, and without the sugar, it left no mess. I swallowed and then took a sip of my coffee, before taking flight once more. I surged into the sky, feeling the pull of the wind, and angled for the most efficient way to reach the portal.

      “Good morning, Gadriel!”

      I turned, seeing my counterpart. The only other one of my kind. She was smaller, at seven feet tall, when we stood side by side. We had the same number of wings. Though mine were white feathers tipped with gray. And hers were white with contrasting dark feathers for her primary and secondaries. We had a cordial relationship. One I knew would one day lead to procreation. But that sort of thing was messy. And after an initial discussion about it, we concluded it was best to leave that until Earth was more stable.

      “Greetings Ophiel, I believe we are needed today,” I told her as we flew over agricultural farming lands below.

      She nodded politely and beat her wings in time with my own. This was a longstanding formation. One my regimented mind approved of. Neither of us was in charge of the other. We were equals, and so, we flew side by side. Other than our gender, and the color of our wings, the only real differences between us, was that she wore a halter top designed specifically for people with wings. She also wore a pair of pants that clung to her lean limbs, to cover her modesty.

       

      It was established centuries ago there was a dimensional plane that existed between this realm, Paradiie and the mana-less realm of Earth. It was a strong bond that had the many visiting gods stating the two worlds’ fates were intertwined, like two faces of the same coin. Thus, whenever there was a disaster involving the destruction of lives in the mana-less realm, I sensed the disturbance ripple across the dimensional barrier and a portal appeared. A siren song Ophiel and I were unable to resist, urging us to protect.  However, the portal opened in random locations, rarely opening in the same place twice. Ophiel and I had been doing this for centuries now. We both had our ways of sensing when and where the portal would appear. Thankfully the only consistent positioning for each portal, was that they always appeared near the interdimensional barrier. A barrier that was similar to Earth’s ozone layer. Everyone knew it was there, even if it was invisible to the naked eye. Meaning the portals always appeared high in the skies. Thankfully only the gods, Ophiel and I were able to enter or even see these portals. I dreaded to think what would happen to the Paradiie natives if they entered a world without mana such as Earth… Or vice versa. Ophiel and I were protected against the effects of interdimensional travel, and due to our race and natural abilities we didn’t suffer mana depletion while on Earth.

      The biggest issue we discovered when protecting the natives of earth… or Paradiie, was the interference from the gods. Paradiie was literally a holiday resort for gods these days. Yet in the past, many gods established pantheons on Earth and their fighting created the mana-less world it had become. Without our intervention, I fear the natives of Earth would have ceased to be. It was the main reason we established ourselves here, rather than on Earth. We could keep a better eye on the gods if we were seen more openly interceding where they ‘vacationed’. Paradiie officials were vocal advocates for keeping Earth protected from the gods. Thankfully they had set up regulations and rules with severe penalties in place, but some gods didn’t care and merely paid the penalty infringements’. When earth natives were left on their own, they flourished. But more importantly, they had a knack for invention and creation. It was their ingenuity and ideas that Paradiie natives thrived upon.

      Humans were powerful dreamers and citizens all over Paradiie had a connection to many inventors, artists and free thinkers. Enough that cultural norms from Earth were similarly represented here. The Paradiie natives may have been longer lived, but most of the technology on Paradiie had a basis from earth technology—using mana and Paradiie resources to recreate it.

      “You take the lead,” my counterpart instructed, pulling me from my thoughts.

      The portal shimmered, like a mirage, if that mirage was made up of the refracted colors of the rainbow. Ophiel held off a beat of her wings, choosing to slip into my wake and ride that instead. Which left me to pass through first. It wasn’t a safety thing, simply that what was on the other side likely required my attention first.

      We passed through, and I looked down around us. I looked at the shape of the continent and guessed we were off the coast of Australia. It wasn’t a country I was used to visiting, and I considered this a rare treat. At least, I would have, if this weren’t the middle of the wet season, on an unusually warm year.

      The swirling vortex told me everything. Though, in this part of the world, they called them cyclones. There’s your useless information for the day. And it was a big one. Ophiel dived for the ground, where the population was bunkering down. She would be ready to intervene in order to save lives. My job was to redirect the storm. To bring order to this chaos.

      This storm didn’t feel like the natural patterns created from this world. The Portal had a tendency of directing us to places where gods had interfered. Not always, but enough to see a pattern. I could already feel weather patterns were twisted and knotted. If I didn’t help, it could easily de-stabilize the eco-system on this side of the hemisphere. Weather and its eco-systems were a fine balancing act here in this realm. The laws of physics were more rigid without the transmutation power of mana… or the interference of gods.

      I sensed a slight knot of mana in this cyclone. Not enough to leave a signature of who had created it, but enough to cause a reaction from the world around it. As I’d mentioned before, mana and this world didn’t not mesh well. It may have been a small knot, but its effects were accumulative and the power of nature behind it was unstoppable. There was no way I would be able to outright stop it. There was too much momentum behind it. Rather, my job was simply to push and prod it to behave with as little destruction as possible. For that, I needed to reach the eye.

      As Ophiel vanished from my view, I surged for the storm itself. I had less than an hour before the destructive winds hit the coastline. I needed to adjust it as best I could right now. The eye was the clear spot in the middle. The calm at the center. As I dove into it, I could feel the energy around me. It may not have the full potential of mana, but I was still connected to the element that filled the world around me. Wind, water, heat and light were just aspects that swirled around and through me. Yet, to me, without mana, the elements were a shadow of what a storm should truly feel like. A cardboard print-out, a knock off. The power and ferocity of its effects on human lives; however, was no joke.

       I stared around at this diorama of moving parts. The blue sky above and gorgeous, tropical water below, peaceful and tranquil—a trapped paradise. Diametrically opposed to the ferocity of wind and water and its moving wall of impending force.

      Storing that image away for another time, I pushed my will into the wall of wind and water that surrounded me on all sides. I felt it tug at my consciousness. It pulled on my mind and tried to yank me into its destructive embrace. But this was just a storm, and I was very used to dealing with this kind of presence, even if it had its unusual bite thanks to the small core of mana. I pushed back, digging in my mental hooks, searching for the knots that needed to be unraveled. I felt the storm surge, trying to tug free, and almost like a living thing, it tried to hide the knots from me. But I held firm. Whoever created the mana core of this storm knew what they were doing. There was a level of sophistication that told me this storm had a pseudo-sentience—enough to hide it’s inner workings from me at least. But that wouldn’t deter me, nor would it stop what I was about to do. I may not be able to stop this cyclone, but mana was something I knew well. Just like the elements of wind, water and lightning, mana responded to my call. I could see the faint gleam of a shimmering blue twirling within the weaves of nature. Its mana-blue energy signature stood out to my vision against the less vibrant elements surrounding me. Had it been anyone but myself or Ophiel, this mana construct would have gone unnoticed by most mana users and even some minor deities.

      However, we were designed differently. Earth and Paradiie was ours to protect. Our stories were similar, we both woke up alone on our respective worlds. Ophiel on Earth with me on Paradiie. The first century or so, I fought the titans and gave the rest of the natives a chance to survive. Ophiel was a traveling healer. Then one day, we both sensed each other through the dimensional plane. It’s merely conjecture on our parts, but Ophiel and I believe Earth and Paradiie had a hand in creating the portals for us… We don’t remember who our parents were, or if we had any. So, we have two theories: We were created by the two worlds to be their guardians, or we were sent here by our people to act as the guardians. Earth was Ophiel’s domain while Paradiie was mine, but together we shared the responsibility of both, and the two worlds allowed us to do things that no one else could.

      What the gods had done to Earth was an atrocity and over the centuries I’d seen Ophiel numb herself to the pain. She’d endured it. They were gods. We were mortal. Long lived though we may be, we could still die like any mortal. Powerful in our own way, we were still no match to gods, especially in their pantheons.

      How we differed to the gods and their pantheons was simple. Many gods were only a concept or an ideal and they had dominion over that concept. Powerful and literally unstoppable in what they controlled, they still had rules and limits. By directing our minds, Ophiel and I could alter the world around us. Ophiel was a healer at heart. She did not like tampering into the destructive abilities that Earth could offer her. Instead, I took the mantle of being Earth’s defender with lightning and all the power at my call. Since this wasn’t my true domain, the way Paradiie was, I couldn’t tap into it the way Ophiel could, but I could still draw upon it. So I did.   

      The storm shivered, almost as if it sensed what I had done. I asked the world to anchor me in place, and began to pull. The storm howled, desperately trying to escape. It still pushed for the coast, but my mental hooks were fully wrapped around the mana core, and like a rubber band, the storm stretched and reluctantly returned. The harder it pulled, the more it stretched, and the firmer I became. I quickly unraveled the knots pulling at the mana core before destroying it.

       Finally, I felt more give. Some part of it broke. Its desire to push onto land and destroy the coast fading now that the core was gone. And like my analogy of a rubber band, I felt it snap back towards me, building momentum. I released it once more; flying higher to get out of its way.

      Like the roaring of a disgruntled beast, the cyclone, turned away from the coastline of this beautiful land, and back out to sea. But my work wasn’t done yet. Storm-water surges rushed over the land. Rivers bulged, and towns flooded.

      I gave the storm one final prod before beating my wings towards land. I could sense Ophiel in the waters. She was helping people. Technically, we both were. But I was focused on the big picture, moving the storm itself. She was focused on the individuals, pulling families from the water. Besides, she had an intrinsic connection to the people of this world. She had a knack for sensing any living soul in her vicinity. Her healing and empathy for those from Earth was only eclipsed by the connection she shared with her world. Earth was her domain after all.

      I mentally pushed against the worst of the flooding from the houses and streets around me. I landed on a nearby roof. There was a family who shrieked at my sudden appearance. But I ignored them as I sank my will into the rising waters. Like the cyclone, they responded, but there was an aggressive tone within it. So much water was still coming, it was almost useless to try to push it back. Almost being the operative word. I pushed anyway, directing the surges towards forests and areas that could act as breakers.

      Homes washed by, first inland, away from the sea. And then slowly back the way they came. Ophiel and I had been at this for hours and we were running out of stamina. Still, the water remained, but it was no longer rising. Only now did I sense a presence behind me. I glanced down and saw the eyes of a child. Without thinking, I reached down and placed my hand on their head. I wanted to push her away, back to her family and safety, but I felt grubby little fingers take my own. I stared in shock at being touched without my consent for the first time—

      “Ouch!” Her bite truly didn’t hurt. It was more from shock that my skin could break so easily in this world, and another reminder I was still mortal and not within my domain.

      I pulled my hand away. The parents, who rushed over to collect her, finally realized the actions of the child. I just stared at the small tooth marks on my finger and shook my head. With them now staring at me in horror, I decided that was enough.

      With a beat of my wings, I was airborne once more. I circled the area, admiring the progress I had made. Ophiel was still out there, but I had done enough for today. Besides, I needed to sterilize the bite on my hand. I was immune to most forms of infection, disease, and poison. But one could never be too careful.

      I angled for the portal and made my way home. There was even a questioning tug from Ophiel as she sensed my departure. But she declined to follow. I passed through the portal moments later and sighed at the fresh mana that pulsed through my body. My job was done, and Paradiie welcomed me with open arms. Flying towards my home, I remembered I hadn’t left a note for housekeeping about the speck of dust on my ceiling.

      I landed on my deck, and… staggered. The action itself was so out of the norm, I almost stumbled again. Thinking it was mana depletion I pulled on the environment around me and mana began to collect in my body, replacing the power I spent this day. My wings flared feeling the mana lift them slightly.

      That’s when I felt it. A dull throb in my hand. When I looked at the bite, I could see a tiny nick, near the cuticle. There was swelling around the small cut. I frowned. Perhaps humans carried more diseases than I was aware of.

      I sighed and made my way into the house. I didn’t know what was happening. But I needed to clean this. I knew from an incident a while back that the cleaners had medical supplies stored in the kitchen. After a few minutes, I found a red box under the sink, and opened it up. I looked at the wound and decided on an anti-hex spray, some purifying gauze, and a waterproof regeneration enhanced bandage.

      In no time at all, I was grimacing as the burn of the spray was pressed down harder as I covered the wound. Only now, I could feel the heat coming from it. I didn’t want to believe it was infected, but from my recollection, that’s what it appeared to be. I thought about taking myself to see a witch doctor or healer. But with a check of the clock, I could see most clinics were about to close. That meant the emergency room and… well, that was very much a last resort.

      Instead, I resigned myself to the fate of having to deal with this in the morning. So I stumbled into the bathroom once more to wash. The wind and rain had covered me in dust and tiny particles of debris. Even standing on that roof, I had collected dirt though… That was the least of my problems.

      At the same time, I noticed I had an erection. I also felt a wave of nausea. I staggered inside the shower, and fell to my knees. For the first time since their invention, I wished I had a crystal phone. If I could just call someone… Anyone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “This is Dispatch. Are there any units near Main street?”

      “Roger dispatch, this is unit five. What’s the problem?”

      “Break in, in progress. Movement detection spell was tripped, and the individual is inside.”

      “One perp?”

      “That is affirmative.”

      Officer Doyle hit the lights. This late, and for a simple burglary, he wouldn’t worry about the siren. Besides, it was only just down the road. Likely a tweaker looking for a fix, or a street fight gone wrong. Either way, it was his problem to deal with.

      “What do you think?” his partner, Jinit, asked.

      She was a Terranian. Her race was a cross between a lizard and a rock, but humanoid enough to wear the enchanted uniform. If shit hit the fan, Doyle was glad to have her. He, being a mixed-heritage beastkin, was quick on his toes, but lacking in musculature. Together they made a solid team.

      The store in question was right around the corner, and Doyle steered them into the parking lot. He expected to see a crowd, maybe a lookout. Even some property damage. But, as he got out, he could see where they’d magically busted the wards open to gain access to the store.

      “Careful,” he pointed out the lock. “Whoever’s in there knows what they’re doing.”

      “Then why are they breaking into a video store?”

      Doyle didn’t have an answer. He just drew his rune crafted sidearm. The design looked similar to the ones police officers used on Earth. But this didn’t fire a lethal projectile. It was a solidified core of mana that would stun whoever it hit, and he was comfortable using it.

      Jinit stepped ahead, passing inside first. If the perp came out swinging, she was best to deal with it. Which left Doyle stepping in behind. He scanned the shelves and heard a crash on the far side. He exchanged a look with Jinit before they both headed in that direction.

      “More, need more.”

      They paused before moving forward. They could hear something. Like soft clapping. But they weren’t sure what it was.

      “More!”

      Doyle stepped around the corner and froze at what he saw in front of him. It was a young man. Five feet tall at most, with short black hair. He was completely nude as he stared at the front cover of an animated movie with a Neko on the front, titled Suki goes wild. His eyes were wide as he… well, Doyle didn’t want to think about what he was witnessing. And thankfully, Jinit didn’t either.

      “FREEZE!”

      “AIIIIIIEEEEEEEEE!”

      The young man was off like a shot. Arms trailing behind like a bad cartoon, his… third leg, standing out front like a spear. His head rolled around as he desperately looked for a way to escape before he locked eyes with Jinit.

      “Ohmygod,” he froze, and turned.

      “GET ON THE GROUND!” Doyle roared, putting himself forward.

      The young man’s eyes snapped to him, and he frowned. “Fluffy, but… no titties.”

      “What?”

      “Need the titties,” he said, switching back to Jinit. “Please? I just… JUST. NYAH!”

      Jinit looked down at herself. She wasn’t sure what he was talking about. She was only humanoid by the strictest legal definition and… she shook her head and raised her weapon once more.

      “Last chance, get on the ground!”

      He whimpered. And as he stepped from side to side, his cock swung dangerously like a meaty metronome. But it was another anime girl cover that caught his eye. He froze before reaching for it. And that was enough for Jinit to pull the trigger.

      The young man jerked as the mana slug hit him. He squealed as a jet of something Doyle never wanted to discuss ever again sprayed across the shelves. As the young man convulsed on the floor, he picked up his radio.

      “Dispatch, I think we need medical here. Some kind of new drug, maybe?”

      “This is dispatch, sending medical your way. Do you require backup?”

      Doyle watched the still twitching young man and let out a sigh. “We have it handled.”

      “TITTIES!”
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      It wasn’t the buzzing of his phone that woke Chief Dermin. It was his wife’s elbow, nudging him because it woke her. The Alpha bitch, being what she was, didn’t take kindly to the interruption to her sleep schedule, and Chief Dermin wasn’t either. He remembered the stories told to him by his grandparents. Calls to arms in the night. Raiders coming from the forests. Then after the great war… and the successive one, things got better for a time. A few riots and protests over the years. But now, in the twenty-first century, it was very odd for someone to bother ringing him at the crack of dawn. And that could only mean that something extraordinarily bad had happened.

      Reaching for his crystal phone, Chief Dermin plucked it from the nightstand. And sure enough, the caller ID showed it was from work. He sighed and hit the answer button before placing it to his ear.

      “Yeah?”

      “Sorry to bother you, chief. But I’m in over my head, and I have no idea what to do about it.”

      Chief Dermin sighed, “Start at the top, then. Who’s breathing down your neck?”

      “Well, sir… So far, nobody. He’s being pretty calm about the whole situation.”

      Officer Dermin turned his phone around and checked the time before letting out a sigh. “How about you start at the top?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “What the fuck?”

      I blinked before letting out a groan. My wing was caught under me at an odd angle. It was like sleeping with your arm trapped under you. Pressure on the nerves in the joints made it both ache and feel numb at the same time. But… that was hardly the largest problem with what I was seeing.

      I pushed myself up and glanced at the concrete walls and ceiling. That was relatively normal. But this concrete was pale, covered in graffiti and… well, it was a box. I looked around. I was lying on a stone bench. My wing was stuck under me because I was half rolled on one side, propped against the wall. There was a toilet designed for someone half my size, and it lacked a shower.

      I noticed movement to one side, and I looked to my left as a pair of eyes vanished from view. And that view was rather narrow, between the thick steel door and the tiny slit that slammed shut, obscuring my view from the outside. Without thinking, I tried to stand, only to bump my head on the ceiling, which made me sit back down once more. I rubbed the sore spot while looking up to get my bearings. But the only other feature of the room was the security eye mounted in the corner of the room.

      It blinked slowly at me and I stared right back. “Is someone coming to tell me what I am doing here?”

      The security eye, being… well, an eyestalk on the wall just blinked in response. The soft click of its eyelid closing was the only other sound I could hear. Part of me wanted to rip the door open. But… there was a reason I was in this cell. And despite my clear ability to get out of it. Likely that would cause problems. I would much rather have, whatever this was, swept under the rug. Which meant I needed to play nice until I could get in contact with my lawyers.

      So, for now, I explored my senses. My energies flowed smoothly enough. But I could sense the entire room was hermetically mana sealed. Meaning this room was as sterile as Earth when it came to ambient mana. Some kind of spell or rune was sucking out mana, while dampening any spells that required mana to trigger in this room. If all my abilities drew solely upon mana, that would have been a problem. Again, I didn’t draw mana the way everyone else here on Paradiie did. Including the gods. Perhaps it was an intentional ploy to keep me on the back foot and defensive. But I had a routine and I wasn’t going to let a little incarceration interrupt what I did on a daily basis.

      I took a deep breath, held it, and let it out slowly. I sank into that inner space, a mental picture of myself already seated with legs folded. It was time to look for signs. To sense when and where another portal would open.

      Before the portals, my senses were only connected to Paradiie. This world once had Titans. Elemental beings that ravaged across the lands. These senses were designed to help me detect where they would be and when they would create a natural disaster. Since they were native to Paradiie, many of the indigenous people had found ways to adapt to the elemental energies and properties that these Titans gave off. So it wasn’t about destroying the Titans when I fought them. More about warning the natives where and when a natural disaster, such as the Titans, would appear, and then battling them to redirect them away from the villages. Because of the Titans and their powerful elemental energy, divergent races were created and festivals and rituals galore were created with them as the focal points.

      Like the natives, my connection to the elements and therefore Paradiie grew. When the gods arrived, they captured and chained the Titans. Hid them in Tartarus. The diverse culture of Paradiie was altered, proselytized by the gods. Anyone who followed the old traditions were called Therians and therefore considered more monster than a person. They were prosecuted and segregated, it was an era I didn’t know how to prevent or protect.

      As more and more gods and their followers arrived on Paradiie, the natives lost their cultural identity. Until the portals from Earth opened and even more gods fled through them. With the opening of portals, Dreams, ideas, concepts flowed from the minds of humans, imbuing the Paradiiens with something that they built upon. A renaissance of ingenuity.

      In turn, the symbiosis went both ways. Even as the mana drained from Earth, and the gods fled from what they had done to that world, humans survived. No, they thrived. Throughout their history, stories of the gods faded… but beastkin, elves, dwarves, nymphs, dryads—the many indigenous races of Paradiie, inspired the imaginations and dreams of the humans.  A renaissance of creativity.

      Over the centuries, my senses for detecting portals and the nuances of what they meant, were fine tuned. My process was methodical and very different to the way Ophiel interpreted the portals. I sensed it in terms of elemental energy.

      My methodology started with a primary element. It was the first thing I assessed when it came to searching for the next portal. It determined if the disaster would be primarily—fire, water, earth, or wind based. Once I established the primary element, further nuances determined the danger and severity. The more elements combined with the primary element—determined how severe the disaster would be to the lives of the natives. The next part of my process involved the intensity of the primary element. There was once a visual image of a wave that rose high in the sky, an indication I had under a day to enter the portal and save lives. The smaller the vision of the primary element, the more time I had to prepare. The last part of my process was the easiest. Determining where a portal would open up. Paradiie was mine to protect. The world always told me where a portal would appear. The way pigeons could find their destination home, Ophiel and I had a type of lodestone within our minds letting us know where it was.  There were times when multiple portals opened up. It turned into a triage process with Ophiel and I going on separate missions. There were times we missed other disasters that occurred while we were on another mission. But as Ophiel obviously pointed out, there were only two of us, we couldn’t be everywhere.

      Lately, there was an instinct telling me, one day I would be able to open a portal on my own. That wasn’t today, but it was like an itch I couldn’t scratch. I just knew it would happen eventually. It was just a matter of time…

      A small flame appeared in my mind. It danced in a wind, made up of dark elements and—

      “Ah… Mr. Gadriel?”

      I opened my eyes and started into a set of golden eyes. Wolf-kin, if I had my guess. Like his eyes, a golden aura surrounded him, an indication he was likely an Alpha. Somebody higher up the food chain in this place.

      “Good morning,” I inclined my head. “I have some questions, and I do believe I should be contacting a lawyer.”

      “That…” the man frowned and turned towards the entry. “Get the door open.”

      I blinked as I heard a muttered curse along with the words, ‘Angel,’ and ‘Lawyer.’

      But with no reason to postpone my departure, the door swung open and an entire squad of men appeared before me. The man who spoke to me was the only one not in an officer’s uniform. He, while still a representative of the legal system, looked to be wearing a suit.

      “I have to ask,” the man swallowed nervously. “Will you come quietly?”

      I inclined my head slightly and nodded. “I mean harm to nobody. It would go against my nature to cause unnecessary harm. The chaos it would ensure would be catastrophic.”

      “I… see.”

      He stepped back and gestured for me to follow, as the team of officers with him moved to give me space. Unlike before, where I stood tall and hit my head. I stooped as I hauled myself to my feet. It was now I realized I was completely nude, but it was unlikely they had anything on hand to dress me in. Far easier to send me home.

      “Ah, can we get him a blanket or something?” The one in charge snapped.

      Someone raced off as I stepped forward and felt something crack beneath my foot. I shifted and looked down at the broken and twisted pair of handcuffs. Without thinking, I bent down and picked them up. They… they looked like something had broken out of them by expanding from within until the teeth holding it closed, sheared off. I glanced around the room, and sure enough, there were small flecks of metal strewn about.

      “I can take that,” the man said.

      I nodded and handed it to him. His furred hand quivered as our bodies approached, and he snatched the broken cuffs away as quickly as he could. He didn’t keep them, though. He just handed them to someone else, who took them away.

      Getting out of the cell was an ordeal on its own. I had to squat right down. But that made my knees stick out too far. In the end, I had to shuffle sideways like a crab. The cool metal frame didn’t feel pleasant as I brushed my nude member past. Though… that in itself made me wonder how sanitary this entire building was. Besides, that part of my anatomy had been ignored for most of my life. I understood how it worked and what it was for. I made sure to keep myself clean and tidy, but… I had little reason to use it. Only the largest of women in the world would likely find it possible. Besides, Ophiel and I had a duty. And one day, we would continue our species… Perhaps next millennia?

      I snorted and tried to stand once more. The hallway outside the cell was taller. But I still had to lean my head around the lights in the ceiling. That also meant I had to walk slightly sideways, or I ground my wings into the walls. And that was just unsanitary. This… well, all of this was unsanitary. How the legal system kept their hands clean was beyond me. I could detect trace amounts of every bodily fluid available from dozens of different species.

      I… felt rather strange about that. Which was strange in itself. But nothing I needed to worry about right now. The man led me down a hall and around a corner before gesturing for me to enter a large, sealed room. It had four chairs, a table and another security eye that blinked at me, almost in surprise. I shuffled sideways into the room once more and the wolf-kin gestured for me to take a seat. I took in the metal construction, and lowered my great bulk into the seat, before the man joined me.

      “Now, first thing is first. I am Chief Dermin. I want to let you know that you haven’t committed a serious offense. Being your first charge in recorded history, your position in society on Paradiie and on Earth. We… well, we just want to understand what happened, more than anything.”

      “What did happen?” I asked, as I tried to think about my evening. There were flashes. Darkness, glee, some broken glass. But the memories were scattered, broken and disjointed. If I didn’t know better, I swear I shouted the word ‘Titties’ at somebody.

      “You don’t remember?”

      “No.”

      Chief Dermin frowned for a moment. “You understand that you can tell me the truth. I don’t believe we have facilities that could hold you. Even if you committed a serious crime, actually punishing you for it would be almost impossible.”

      I shook my head slowly. “Again, causing that amount of chaos would be against my nature. I simply do not understand what it is you are asking me. I… do not recall much since I got home yesterday.”

      “Well, how about that, then? What did you do yesterday?”

      “There was a cyclone heading towards the coast of north eastern Australia on Earth. I turned it away before it made significant landfall.”

      The chief blinked slowly and for a moment there. It looked like he was on the verge of panicking. “And… that’s a normal day for you?”

      “Sometimes,” I nodded. “Other times, it is earthquakes, fires or… an incident with something they call the Large Hadron Collider.”

      “Okay,” he nodded. “And… nothing… nothing happened?”

      “No, well,” I thought back. Then I raised my hand and looked at my finger. There, after all these years, was a small scar. The first I had ever received. “I… was bitten.”

      “Bitten?”

      I nodded. “By a child. I… believed the wound to be infected. I went home, and I felt unwell. Then…” I shook my head. The last thing I wanted to talk about was my erection. But… that was mostly the last I remembered clearly. “My memories after that point are fragmented. Until I awoke this morning.”

      Chief Dermin nodded slowly before taking out his phone. “Get me the Chief Medical officer. Now.”

      In the time it took for the medical officer to arrive, I was allowed my phone call. The Chief was polite enough to let me use his phone, and after I explained the situation from my end with whoever it was on the other end, they asked to speak with Dermin. That seemed to have sorted out a few more things, as I distinctly heard the Chief agree to not have me arrested, but they would halt any further investigation until such time as they arrived.

      Then he had breakfast delivered.

      I was… strangely hungry. I enjoyed good food, but the eggs and toast set before me smelled divine. I wasted no time devouring it all, before I realized there had been two plates, and I had consumed the Chief’s as well. To my embarrassment, he was more than happy to order a second platter brought in, explaining it was from a diner across the street.

      It arrived, alongside a Draconian looking man with sharp features, green scales and claws. He wore a white coat and carried a bag with him full of medical supplies.

      “Now,” the Chief nodded. “This is Doctor Pinsan. As this is not part of any legal proceedings, I request you to allow the doctor to run some tests. This room is being recorded. I am telling you because under no circumstances will the recordings taken in this room—without your legal representation—be used to prosecute you in any way. Your arrest was deemed necessary and legal at the time. But considering the current situation, we are not interested in charging you on a legal level.”

      “What is it exactly that I have done?” I asked.

      The Chief chewed his tongue for a moment as Doctor Pinsan set out the equipment to draw blood. “Breaking and entering, vandalism and public nudity.”

      I blinked slowly and nodded. “I see. Well… whatever damages I have caused, please let them know I would be happy to compensate them. But I must ask, is there proof of this?”

      “This is the kind of discussion we need your lawyers present for,” the chief shook his head. “For now, I can answer you if you insist. But we will be walking on dangerous turf.”

      “For whom?” I asked.

      “That is yet to be seen.” Doctor Pinsan held up a syringe. “Are you left, or right-handed?”

      “Ambidextrous, but I favor my right.”

      “Very well,” he moved to my left. “This is just a simple screening process. It will search for the most common infections, drugs both illicit and prescribed.”

      “I take no medication,” I frowned.

      “And yet, you have unknown symptoms after being bitten by a human child?”

      “I cannot answer that.” I frowned. “My memory of last night is… confusing.”

      “I’m sure it is.” He stuck me with the needle.

      I had felt pain before. Sometimes I would be struck by debris. Sometimes lightning. It was a hazard. While it hurt or left a mark, that went away within a few minutes at worst. Very little could leave a lasting injury, which made the oddly scarred tooth mark on my finger all the more worrying.

      The doctor withdrew the blood and brought it over to the equipment he had set out. It comprised a round glass plate on a handle, a wooden device that looked like a paint scraper. A gemstone on a string, some cotton wool and a box of matches.

      I watched as he used the tips of his claws to pick up some cotton wool and, after stuffing it over the end of the tube, he turned it upside down. He then used the wet bud to wipe over the magnifying glass. In a well-practiced flourish, he used the scraper and swiped the blood sample smooth over the glass before holding it up to the light.

      “Hmmm,” he said softly. “Mmmhmmm.” I opened my mouth to ask when he sighed. “Hmmm.”

      “Doctor?”

      “Hmm?” he turned and looked at me for a moment.

      “What is it you can see?”

      “Blood,” Doctor Pinsan said, deadpan.

      He then lowered the glass to the table while I tried to rein back the growing agitation from within. The Chief must have sensed it, because he gave me a short smile.

      “Doctor Pinsan is a genius. His heritage gifted him eyesight sharp enough that he doesn’t need a microscope. Isn’t that right, Doctor?”

      “If you say so,” the doctor mumbled as he struck a match and held it to the cotton ball soaked in my blood.

      It smoldered and let out a few cracks as my blood sizzled in the heat. The smoke rose to the ceiling, and the doctor once again raised the glass and seemed to wave it through the smoke. I had absolutely no idea what he was doing. But I wasn’t the doctor here.

      “Hmmm.”

      And I had the feeling he may not be either.

      “Hmmmmmhmhmhmmmm,” Doctor Pinsan scratched his chin.

      Then, in front of my very eyes, he tossed the glass over his shoulder, plucked my blood sample off the table. He tossed it, glass and all, into his scaly, reptilian mouth. He bit down, shook his head from side to side. Before swallowing, and letting out a gout of flame as he burped.

      “Therianthropy. Human infected. I’ll send a recommendation. He’ll also need a support group.”

      “Therianthropy?” The chief and I snapped at the same time

      Wait… Therians?

      “I’m sorry. Are you both hard of hearing?”

      I blinked in shock as the man packed up his belongings. “I assure you, it is quite common. And so long as the symptoms are managed, you will lead a normal and healthy life.”

      “Really?”

      “Of course,” he nodded. “But by night, you will experience a shift towards your therian-form. I’m told the first shift is a little rough on you, hence why many things were blurry to you about last night. Be aware of the full moon too. For the most part—aside from legal scrutiny, public perception, tracking monitors, and government oversight into every aspect of your daily life—it should be more or less business as usual.”

      “But—”

      “Go home, live your life. I’ll have some information delivered,” Doctor Pinsan snapped his bag closed and headed for the door.

      “Hold up,” the chief rushed after him as I slumped back in my chair.

      “Therianthropy,” I wondered. “I didn’t think that would be possible.”

      The only response was the soft click of the security eye as it blinked at me. I turned and gave it a stare, and for a moment, I wondered if I could trust the thing. They were hardly intelligent. But they were sentient. They had an organized hive mind that fed into clusters that could be accessed directly by anyone with mind magic, transcribed by a seer, and turned into a video that could be played back on a visionstream.

      Part of me wondered if that was going to be a problem. Anyone with the ability could find out what it was that I was accused of doing. Although… if I was in a shifted state… That could still provide me with a level of anonymity. The last thing I needed was to be publicly outed as a Therian. Some places wouldn’t serve a known Therian. Others would, but on tighter restrictions.

      Four millennia ago, Therians were considered the Titans’ avatars, and the rulers of Paradiie. Natives that channeled the power of the Titans. As elementals, Titans were a primal force as wild as the elements they represented. Cultural identity for Paradiiens came about due to the Therians connection with the Titans. It was considered an honor to have received the touch and gained therianthropy. Until the gods came and captured the Titans, imprisoning them in Tartarus. Therians and those touched with Therianthropy went crazy.  And that was the beginning of the end for the Therian’s as the ruling race. The gods introduced mana and taught the population how to utilize and replace the original belief and culture systems with ones of their own. The gods then weaponized those with therianthropy, made tools and discovered a way to drain elemental energy from the Therians, while also learning about how their ‘Lords’ magical talents and skills worked.

      It is said that history books are written by the victors. The Therian’s became the slaves. Once heralded as protectors they were now the evil overlords. Felled by the might and power of the gods. Being Therian was no longer the safety net it once was. In fact, any person with Therian ancestry were treated as lesser for their lineage and convicted or sentenced to hard labor. 

      I was never good with understanding social or political events. But if it wasn’t for Ophiel’s insistence that we get involved and save them, many of the original natives would be extinct today. That’s not to say I’m coldhearted or without understanding about their plight. More that I didn’t understand people… or gods. Ophiel on the other hand had a mind designed to understand society on an intrinsic level that made it look like magic to me.  Without Ophiel’s empathic ways and her sanctuaries, many native Therian Paradiiens would have been exterminated. But over the years—with a lot of intermingling with the gods retinues and the many followers of the gods, the natives with therianthropy adjusted—thankfully, understanding and empathy also increased about their plight.

      Their existence had been… well, not normalized—but, nowadays people weren’t convicted for being infected with therianthropy. Technically, most of the people here were known to have distant relatives with a strain of Therianthropy. That’s why it took only a single bite from an active Therianthrope, or the rare Therian in the wilds, to trigger an awakening. Many people were dismayed to learn that tidbit. How I ended up with human Therianthrope was a mystery. Something I would figure out another day. I’d need to be wary.  And because of it, there had been a cultural shift away from outright persecution. At least for the masses. Some of the older beings still held grudges. The gods, or at least a portion of them. When they weren’t partying on their yachts, or forcing their followers to march through blizzards up mountain slopes, they liked to play politics and push their agendas. And now I had a large bulls-eye targeted on my feathered back if they got word of this. Eventually it would come out… I would need to be prepared. Maybe Ophiel could help with the social aspects?

      “Sorry,” the chief stepped back into the room, holding a blanket. “For, ah… You.”

      “Thank you,” I nodded and took the blanket to drape over myself. “So, what now?”

      “Well. Your lawyers have arrived. So I suppose we get the legal stuff out of the way. And then get you home…”

      “Delightful,” I sighed.
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        * * *

      

      It was noon when I found myself staring at my front door. It was locked and… well, I never needed a key. I always came in from the deck, and it was warded from illegal entry. The wards were expensive, and while they could be broken, it took some effort. In all the years I called this place my home, I had never had an issue. And even if I did, my home was hardly the place to rob. I lived a frugal life. My bed was the most expensive thing inside it. With most of the rooms bare and empty outside the kitchen and bathing facilities.

      I checked the blanket wrapped around my waist, and made sure I had the paperwork firmly in hand. It contained a list of damages to pay back to the store. That I would do through my lawyers. These were the terms of my release, and the contact information of a parole officer. Apparently, being a therian wasn’t illegal. But that still put me under guard. I would have been wearing an ankle monitor as well, but they didn’t have one large enough to fit me. Something that the Chief was conflicted about. But my lawyers pressed, and now I was home.

      So, with little else to do, I stepped back from the door and took to the air. I beat my wings firmly and wove a slow arc through the air. The lands were beautiful. But I loved them for the privacy. There was no visibility from the nearby area and my home. Just the way I liked it.

      I swooped around the property line just to double check. I could have checked surveillance, but I needed time to think. Besides, there was always the chance something had changed. But I saw nothing that caused me to look twice. Instead, I circled back, swooping low over the water, and settled upon my deck. I closed my wings and let out a sigh. The day was too far gone for a trip to Earth to be on the agenda. Besides, my wings were uncomfortable, and I was tremendously tired from my evening. Rather than deal with outside problems, I decided it was best to take care of myself.

      I stepped through the back door and into my home. The kitchen was exactly how I left it. I tossed the paperwork onto the bench, where I would deal with it shortly. For now, I wanted a shower. I strode through my home and pulled the blanket off. I ignored the pressure I felt between my legs and strode into the bathroom. I tossed the blanket into the hamper for the cleaners to handle.

      Then I stepped into my shower. Just like the morning before, I scrubbed myself down. The grime from the cells was everywhere. The worst of it was my wings. I found a particularly sticky spot that I didn’t much want to think about. But eventually I had myself straightened out. Literally, going by my uncomfortable erection. I wondered if it was something I should be concerned about. But for now, I just wanted to be dry and clean.

      When I stepped out of the bathroom, I walked past my perfectly made bed. The sheets were a different color, so I knew the newest cleaner had replaced the bedding. That didn’t matter much for me, though. I simply dressed and made my way back out to the kitchen. Here, I  had a phone and made a call. In my desire, or… lack of desire to have any clutter, I did away with most things. My lawyers were the ones that organized my daily life. From the cleaners to the food in my icebox, it was all handled offsite. This was no different.

      It took only a few minutes to have the details squirreled away. The Lawyer that attended the station, of course, had copies of all this paperwork for their own notes. But I still needed to follow protocol and authorize them through the proper channels to act in my stead. Although that was a different section of the team. With the compensation paid, I hung up and looked at the other number.

      It took me a moment to dial it in, and I was greeted with a line that rang, and rang… and rang. About to hang up, I heard a click before a grumpy voice coughed out what may have been a living creature at some stage and grunted.

      “Have you got the correct number?”

      “Is this the Support Group for Therian’s?”

      “Oh,” the voice sounded surprised. “Actually yeah. You have got the right number. Have you been with us before?”

      “No,” I sighed. “This… is my first time.”

      “Well, we’ve got a few new members. First meeting is tomorrow night. How long have you been infected?”

      “I was bitten yesterday.”

      “Ouch,” the voice said sympathetically. “Well, there’s no use for it now. You’ve got paperwork, I’m guessing?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then take down this address. Then I suggest you get some sleep. It’ll take a bit of time to settle down. The full moon coming won’t help either. The brighter it gets, the worse your symptoms.” He rattled off a street name and number. I recognized the area, if not the specific address. It was an industrial estate. One of the quieter places. Not much happened out there, and that was likely the point. A bunch of therians congregating in a coffee shop would cause some troubles for everyone.

      “Wonderful,” I sighed.

      “That’s the spirit!”

      “I wasn’t—’

      “We’ll see you tomorrow then.”

      “But—”

      Click.

      I sighed and set the phone down. He, she… Honestly I couldn’t tell so… they. They had a good point. I was bone tired and there was no reason not to take a small nap, at the very least. So after slipping the paperwork into a drawer for filing, I made my way to the bedroom. The sheets were crisp and comfortable looking. I threw myself down atop them before I closed my eyes to yawn. It was one of those deep, satisfying ones. When I cracked my eyes open again, I half believed I had already fallen asleep and was dreaming what I saw before me.

      “Is that part of your condition, or are you just happy to see me?” she smiled. 

      I… was not. She was about six inches tall. Her hair was iridescent and, as she hovered in place, it swirled through a kaleidoscope of colors. Her face was feminine and smooth. Almost doll-like in texture, and with glowing pink eyes that caught your attention once you got over the almost distracting, dandelion-soft, swaying of her hair. If she were closer to the average size of the people of this world, she would have breasts a little larger than double D’s. And why I knew that information was beyond me. I closed my eyes for a moment and cleared those thoughts before addressing the real issue.

      “Why is there a fairy in my house?”

      “Oh, where are my manners?” There was snark in that last word and her smile was forced as she stared me down. “Since this is the first time we are meeting and I want to start on the right foot, you can call me Wenrith.” She took a deep breath and started counting backwards, while she muttered to herself. “Calm down Wen, he doesn’t know any better.”

      I blinked rapidly. “Wenrith,” I added, wondering what I had gotten myself into. “Why are you in my house?”

      “Oh, well, that’s the thing,” she smiled, this time it was genuine and she did a somersault over my head. “For starters, I’m your parole officer! You can’t wear a tracking bracelet. It happens sometimes, and so, one of my kind gets called in to help!”

      “They employ fairies to keep an eye on therians?”

      “No,” her face darkened as electricity sparked off her fingers, singeing the tip of my nose, making me pull back to rub it. “They employ fucking sprites! Call me a fucking fairy one more time, and we’ll see who ends up turning into rainbow dust!”
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      “Titties.”

      The world shifted. I was… I don’t know. Lights flashed before my eyes. Feminine squeals filled my ears.

      “TITTIES!”

      Fluffy… So very fluffy.

      Pain.

      It only lasted a moment.

      A spoken apology, lost to the flashes of my distorted and jumbled memories.

      And…

      “Good morning!”

      I sighed as I felt the ache in my wings.

      “It’s time to get up!”

      I was lying on my back and… from what I could tell, despite the feeling of weight over my body. It wasn’t the softness of my duvet.

      “Wakey-wakey, eggs and bakey!”

      This had to be part of the dream. It just had to be. There was no chance that after all these millennia. I was stuck in this situation.

      “It’s TIME to get UP!”

      There was that hint of a crackle. Like the soft pops of static electricity, when taking off a woolen sweater.

      “WAKE UP BITCH!”

      I opened my mouth as Wenrith hovered above me. Her eyes glowed as electricity surged around her. It formed a small, glowing ball in her hand.

      “TIME TO GET UUUUUUP!”

      As she pushed her hand towards me, she noticed I was staring at her. All at once, the electricity snuffled out into a small squeak.

      “Aww.” Her pout would have been cute… if it wasn’t for the fact that she would have thrown a purple ball of electricity directly at my face.

      “You wanted something?”

      “Not really,” Wenrith smiled. “Just bored. You slept through your alarm.”

      I let out a long sigh as I reached up to rub at my face, only to slap myself with a magazine that was stuck to my arm. There was just a moment where I wasn’t exactly sure what I was looking at, before I pulled away the pages and peeled it from my skin.

      It was a catgirl. One of the beastkin races. She was… well, there was no way to call it anything other than riding an anatomically correct dildo based on dragon-kin anatomy. And the wet mess covering the floor beneath her could have been for artistic viewing, or it could have been natural. Considering the glazed look in her eyes as she smiled at the camera, and the slight blurring of her fluffy tail, I imaged it was likely she was enjoying her performance by a large degree and… and…

      “Whatcha reading there?”

      I sighed and set the magazine down as Wenrith ogled the pages. While I tried to think of my next step, the capricious Sprite cackled in delight. The sound of her voice drove me to sit up, where I felt all manner of stickiness covering my front. When I built up the courage to look down at myself, the horror continued. It wasn’t even that there was a single magazine. I had dozens. They covered both me and the bed. When I tried to push them off, most of them were… they were glued. I felt a level of disgust roll around as I tore them from my skin. Not from the images themselves. They… well, the models were all beautiful beings. Mostly beastkin, but there were some elves as well as… I’m pretty sure one was a wraith.

      I felt my cock twitch, and I shook my head before climbing to my feet. Wenrith buzzed around my head, holding her stomach as she muffled her own mirth. She wasn’t important right now. I just felt dirty and…

      “You have to be kidding me,” I sighed as I looked at the mess in my bathroom.

      There were magazines everywhere. More even than the bed. Dozens of them were strewn around the shower, some of them were wet like I’d been reading them while bathing. I felt the worry gnaw at my insides as I thought about the cleaning crew coming in for this mess. And while I paid them well. I didn’t like the idea of them finding all this.

      With bits of paper and titties stuck to me, I scooped as much of the mess as I could into my arms. It would take me several trips like this and I was aware I’d be walking around outside in the nude. But so long as no boats were around, I’d have my privacy. With that in mind, I kept my wings low, just in case, and rushed out to the front door. At least I could unlock it from the inside. If it were dead bolted, I would have had to fly over from the deck.

      It was a little awkward getting the lock, but after finding the knob with the knuckles on my right hand, I applied torque and heard the click as it released. Then I used my elbow to push the handle down and pushed with my hip to open the door.

      The sunlight was blinding, and a definite reminder that I was up far later than usual. That also meant the cleaning crew were likely on their way over. I rushed around the side of my home to the bin and slid to a halt. It opened at the top, and there was just no way to open it with my arms full. So with a sigh, I dropped the magazines in a pile before opening the lid. I looked inside at the charcoal and the flame salamanders crawling amongst it.

      “I hope you don’t mind if they’re wet,” I grunted.

      I scooped up a handful and tossed them in. The small creatures hissed, and I checked inside as they burst into flames hot enough to make my eyelashes curl. I pulled back and started loading more of the magazines into the bin before making my way back inside.

      In the end, it took three trips to get all the magazines put away. The bin would be emptied some time next month, and by the ash on the bottom, it was likely that unless I woke up in piles of magazines every day, that it would be fine. As I tossed the last magazine into the bin, I felt that tingle. That odd pull, and I turned to glance up at the sky. I saw fire and it was blazing hot with unusual artificial elements mixed in with it… manmade?

      “Quick shower. No time for breakfast.”

      I rushed back inside, only stopping to close and lock the front door again. I practically threw myself into the shower and scrubbed at my skin to get off all the… gunk, and stuck paper. Then I quickly got to work on my wings. It was important to look after those, as the feathers needed to be set correctly or it would interfere with mana absorption. I ran my fingers through them, pulling my wings into shape before rinsing myself off. I’d have liked to spend more time grooming, but there just wasn’t the time.

      With my body cleansed, I activated the jets and blasted myself with high velocity hot air until I felt my wings lighten. Again, I’d have liked to do more, but I could feel the urgency of my call. I burst out of the bathroom, letting my hair flow free as I yanked on a pair of pants. And with that, I turned for the door, as a familiar sprite appeared before me.

      “You’re in a rush.”

      “Work,” I stepped around her.

      “Work?” She zipped up beside me to hover at eye level as I headed out onto the deck.

      “Work,” I confirmed. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

      I didn’t wait for a response before I surged up into the sky. I was lucky that the portal hadn’t moved since last time. Lately it was almost as if the portals were being drawn to me, rather than needing to travel too far to find them. Like today, it was hovering in the same place as the last time I used it and, without my detour to get breakfast; I was almost there. I surged forward, feeling the pull from Earth. It had started suddenly, which usually meant both urgency and an element of malice. Rarely did disaster strike the unwary by accident.

      I burst through the portal and felt the pull many miles away to the north. It had shifted out over the ocean, somewhere… north of the equator, but not by much. I turned about and saw the source of the disturbance. A fire. And not a small one. I beat my wings and headed towards the danger. Ophiel was ahead of me, tending to the people affected, as was her position. I pushed my consciousness out to find the source of the flames and was disheartened to discover my assumption was right, it was manmade.

      Whether intentionally, or an accident, it appeared a truck had overturned on a mountain slope and burst into flames. The contents of the truck were flammable liquids that, when exposed to the harsh heat, caused a secondary explosion that set an entire mountain on fire. So the town at the top had almost no time to prepare, and the only route to safety was beyond the flames themselves.

      The first thing I needed to do was redirect things. I could do nothing about the burning fuel. This wasn’t simply the weather I could turn around or redirect. Besides, the fuel the fire fed upon was man-made, manufactured and altered through human technology. Again, the rules in this world limited what I could manipulate here. But that wouldn’t stop me from altering the natural elements. My connection to fire was almost non-existent on this plane, the earth element was only marginally better. But I could still call upon the wind and rain to help in other ways.

      Far below, there were burning homes and businesses, as people fled in horror, taking what they could carry through the packed streets of clustered vehicles. So, I did what I could.

      Gripping the air, I hauled with all the force I could muster and shifted the direction of the wind. The powerful updrafts caused by the flames were the first to show signs of change. The howling wind that scorched the buildings slowed before the smoke began to push away from the city. I watched in satisfaction as the weather itself slowed the spread of the flames.

      Far below, I could see my partner, Ophiel. She burst out of a partially consumed building with a pair of children tucked under her arms. As she came into view, she turned her head up to face me. I saw a flash of emotion behind her eyes, but she continued doing her duty as she moved through, saving the lives she could.

      As the smoke drifted away from the town, I pushed my consciousness into the clouds themselves. I could feel the condensation forming on the dust molecules. All they needed was a firm nudge, and I directed a stream of air into its center to do just that. The cloud broke apart from within.

      I beat my wings as I rode the air currents and felt the wash of water flow over my body as—

      “My burrito!” a garbled female voice said.

      I blinked as something hot slapped into my chest. Then I looked down.

      “Stop! Look up, quick!”

      “Wenrith?”

      “Duh! Now look up. I’m hiding under your chin.”

      I reeled in shock. I had brought someone to Earth. Someone who should physically have not been able to enter this plane. This was bad, in so many ways, I couldn’t even describe.

      “You followed me?” I questioned as I snapped my attention back to the rain.

      “Tha’s my ‘ob.”

      I blinked and glanced down once more, as I saw her holding…

      “Is that a burrito?”

      “Mhm,” she chewed and swallowed. “You missed breakfast, but don’t worry, I got you one too!”

      Around her hips, she had tied a plastic bag that did indeed contain another package. Which was the hot thing that slapped my chest.

      “What—actually no.” I shook my head. “I need to concentrate.”

      “You should eat it while it’s hot,” Wenrith prompted. “It’s good, I promise.”

      “Where did you even get a burrito?” I growled as I pushed more force into the rain. It, in combination with the wind, began to push back the flames.

      “There was this stand, and some guy had them just laying out, where everyone could see them.”

      I sighed and shook my head. “You stole a burrito?”

      “I stole TWO burritos,” she corrected. “And you should try it. Fucking thing tastes fantastic.”

      I ignored her as the rain howled down around us. I had to work my wings harder as the water soaked into my feathers. It would be an uncomfortable flight home, but I wasn’t overly concerned. What did concern me was the portal stowaway who committed a crime.

      “Not only have you broken interdimensional rules by coming here. You have committed theft,” I grunted as the natural weather tried to reassert itself. I fought against it for a moment until it complied and I continued bathing the flames with rain. There would be a lot of work to rebalance the weather system in the area once the fire was more controllable.

      “Well,” Wenrith chewed and swallowed once more. “Whatever portal rules you think I broke don’t apply to me as your parole officer. I’m exempt from travel restrictions. If you have the authority, so do I. You can’t shit without me having the right to watch you clean your ass.”

      “That… is both a gross violation of my privacy, and entirely disgusting.”

      “You don’t get to complain about privacy after what you got up to last night,” Wenrith giggled.

      I sighed, before realizing she had a point. “How did that happen, anyway? Aren’t you supposed to stop that?”

      “My job is to monitor you and steer you away from committing crimes. Those purchases were made legally and with consent.”

      “If I consented, why can’t I remember it?” I frowned.

      “It will get better and you’ll remember more. Your timing sucks is all. It was close to the full moon. Along with being new to therianthropy, well, you got a double whammy so your conscious mind took a back seat until you can finally cope with the transition.” My heart pounded at the thought of losing control. I didn’t like losing control, it was one of the things that I feared the most in case I did something I would regret. Almost as if she was reading my mind, she added, “Your shift doesn’t make you a different person. You’re still you. Just you with a few impulse controls. Some therian’s like to eat raw meat, others like to chase cars. You…”

      “Don’t say it—”

      “You like DEM TITTIES!”

      I rolled my eyes and set my thoughts back to the job. The flames were getting low, and the human authorities were battling at the source. Which meant my purpose for being here was coming to an end.

      “You still committed a crime,” I pointed out.

      “Nope, under interdimensional law, you brought me here. My actions are your responsibility. If anyone committed that crime, it was you.”

      I blinked slowly and let out a sigh. “I thought interdimensional laws didn’t apply to you?”

      “That’s not what I said,” she giggled. “I said the ones you think I broke didn’t apply.”

      “Then…”

      “Then let me eat my burrito. Seriously, you should try yours. It’s awesome.”

      I groaned softly and let my power slip away. The chemical flames were under control and the many of the buildings were charred structures with smoke drifting harmlessly in the opposite direction. There would be the same damage to the ecosystem, but I’d already undone any of the damage I may have caused with the weather patterns. Besides, my job was to end the disaster, not clean up after the fact.

      I looked down at the people below. They stared up into the sky as lightning flashed around me. But there was a single target I sought out. One that I needed to see before I left this place.

      I spotted him after a few moments and set my course to descend. Wenrith made a complaining noise, but I ignored her. This was her mess, after all. I drifted down on the air currents and watched the utter shock on the man’s face as I set down before him. He trembled as he stared at me. Not knowing if he should bow, beg, or plead. Only for him to take notice of Wenrith and frown in confusion as she held the bag containing the burrito.

      He flinched as I reached into my pocket. This was a normal response. The humans of this world could hardly rationalize my presence to begin with. I could feel the eyes around me. Dozens, all watching the confrontation. I felt around in the bag I kept in my pockets and withdrew my hand. It was a simple drawstring bag, made of fine leather from a tough, durable creature called a gnat. Not like the ones from this world. Gnat’s on Paradiie were vicious pests that bred uncontrollably. So they were farmed for their meat and hides.

      I pulled the bag open and tipped out one of the bars. I saw his eyes go wide as he saw it, and I was satisfied it would pay my debt.

      “My companion stole from you. I ask you to forgive her.”

      “What?” The man trembled.

      I held the bar towards him, and he stared at it for a long moment.

      “Is it not enough?” I asked as I retrieved a second bar and offered it, along with the first.

      He swallowed and looked at me for a moment, before gently reaching out to take both bars.

      “Thank you,” he began to weep. “You don’t know what you have done for me.”

      “I hope that I have atoned myself in your eyes.” I bowed.

      Before he could say another word, I leaped into the sky once more. I aimed right for the portal, aiming to get Wenrith back through to the proper side as soon as possible. I gained altitude and broke over the ocean once more. The portal was up ahead. I could feel it, even as I felt Ophiel approach.

      “You were late!” Ophiel called as she swooped down beside me.

      I nodded. “It won’t happen again.’

      “It’s not like you,” she insisted. “If there is a problem, it would benefit us both if you came to me for aid.”

      I nodded. That was a polite offer. One that I felt was both sincere and perfectly in line with our relationship. “I will do so.” I thought about telling her about being a Therian, but it created an emotion I was struggling to understand. I sighed trying to relax my suddenly tense shoulders. I needed to find an equilibrium within myself, I wouldn’t approach her until I was in a better frame. Yet a part of me whispered I was being a coward. It was such a foreign concept, that I missed a beat and had to quickly correct my flight path. My throat felt suddenly dry as realization dawned on me. I was… embarrassed, to tell her of my predicament.

      Thankfully her expression told me she hadn’t picked up on my turmoil. Rather, she appeared to be mollified for the time being, and we flew in silence as we passed through the portal once more. Ophiel glanced at me and I nodded my respect before turning for home. I let out a soft sigh before continuing back to my own residence. The forest came into view and I began my descent, before dropping noiselessly onto the deck.

      “Mmmm, shooo fu’ing good.”

      I glanced over and she was hovering with the bag around her waist. About half the burrito she was eating was gone and even as I watched, a lump of something resembling beans and mince fell out onto my deck.

      “Oh!” she cackled. “My bad!”

      I let out a sigh. Mess was fine. I had cleaners after all. Especially knowing that I had tidied up all the magazines, and there was no evidence of that mess, either. My problems were my own and… and…

      I stared at the visionstream set on the floor. That was problematic for multiple reasons. The first: it wasn’t set on the stand, but in front of it. Second: was that I had no recollection of making this purchase. And the third and final: was the enthusiastic sounding bunny girl being sodomized by a sentient plant based—creeper. The normally-thorny, tentacle creature, was wearing dozens of prosthetics to protect the girl as it ravished her unceasingly. And from the way she gushed fluids from her vaginal orifice, it was clear that she was enjoying herself immensely.

      Just as it was clear, that the cleaners that attended my home today had both seen, and done, nothing to turn it off. I glanced at Wenrith, whose cheeks were puffed out like a chipmunk as she chewed her latest mouthful and let out a soft sigh.

      I likely smelled of smoke and debris. So for now, I passed by the visionstream and made my way into the bathroom. Sure enough, by the fresh sheets on the bed, and the immaculate bathroom, the cleaners had attended in my absence. Just as I paid them to do for… I had to think for a moment. I always had cleaners, at least for the last four decades. But never before had I had a parole officer who… seemed so uninterested about acting above her station.

      So, for now, I stripped off my pants and climbed into the shower. Now I took my time, cleansing myself properly and ensuring my wings were pristine. Only when I was fully satisfied did I turn off the water and activate the air jets. I spent a little longer inside this time, ensuring everything was blown dry. My wings were light and fluffy. Perfect for the short flight towards the unnecessary proceedings of the evening. I was a law-abiding citizen, and I already had a parole officer. The idea of having to attend a support group grated at me.

      But that was what the law required and what I had already agreed to do by calling. So after stepping out of the shower, I conditioned my feathers to keep them plush, and dressed in a signature pair of pants. I would need to make a stop along the way at my lawyer’s office. Have them replenish the pouch of gold. Then I would make my way to—

      “Seriously, even cold, it’s fucking good.”

      I sighed and turned as I saw Wenrith chewing on her meal in the middle of the kitchen bench. There was a slowly growing puddle of grease spreading out below her.

      “You’re making a mess,” I pointed out.

      She glanced down, then shrugged. “It’s cool. I’ll just take a shower before we go.”

      I glanced at the clock and sighed. There was no mention of when this would all start, but there was a stack of mail on the bench beside where Wenrith was making a mess. I tried to ignore that, but part of the grease was slipping closer, so I figured it was best to take care of it.

      Scooping up the pile, I flicked through. The first was a royalty check for my work with the cyclone. I didn’t call it that. It was apparently some charity that worked interdimensionally. They collected for the disaster relief on the earth side and on this side, before funneling me a portion. I had tried to send it back before, but because of interdimensional laws, they couldn’t accept it.

      The next letter was a bill from the cleaning company. They sent an identical one straight to my lawyers, who actually paid them. But this was for my own files. The third was handwritten, and I opened it to check the contents.

      It surprised me when I saw the brochure. Usually junk mail didn’t make it this far. I had a gremlin in the mailbox that destroyed anything unimportant, so it was odd that this made it to the house. But as I turned it over, I saw why.

      So you’re a Therian?

      “I’s a good pamphlet.” Wenrith swallowed her mouthful. “Also, you should eat.”

      “I should read this—”

      “But eat first.”

      I sighed and gave her an aggrieved look, but she stared right back, before narrowing her eyes.

      “You haven’t eaten today,” she grumbled.

      “I don’t—”

      “Gadriel, you will eat your burrito that I procured for you.”

      “You stole it and forced me to apologize for you taking it to begin with.”

      “And you’re not eating it.”

      I sighed and shook my head, but paused as she crackled with electricity. “You’re going to threaten me now?” I frowned. “What kind of parole officer are you?”

      “The kind that will show your therian-self how to use the internet and turn what happened this morning into a daily exercise.”

      “You wouldn’t…”

      Wenrith smirked, “Try me, fly boy. I teach you to use the internet, your inner weeb won’t leave the house. If you don’t leave, my job gets easier. An entire year of living under your roof—subsisting on junk food, living a life of luxury—while you go ham fist into a sock, watching bunny girls getting railed by anything with a cock.”

      “That is a gross misunderstanding of their culture,” I frowned.

      “Doesn’t change the fact they’re proud, horny, sluts,” Wenrith shrugged. “What if your weeb found out how to order a call girl, or use a dating service?”

      “What would it take for you to never mention those things to me, or my therian-self, ever again?”

      “Eat the burrito, Gadriel.”
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      I stepped out of my lawyer’s office and looked up at the sky. I could feel a haze coming along, like something was about to change. Wenrith was hovering over my shoulder with an odd look on her face. I turned to ask her what the problem was when she gestured. I followed where she pointed and sighed as I saw the burrito stand and shook my head.

      “You just had a burrito.”

      “It was really good but,” Wenrith licked her lips.

      I shook my head and opened my wings. “Let’s go. I need to arrive before the sun sets and I shift.”

      “Fine,” Wenrith pouted. “But on the walk home.”

      “You can have as many burritos as you like.” I nodded. “But right now, we need to go.”

      I had with me a small bag of clothing. A hoodie, a stretchy t-shirt, some drawstring pants and some adjustable sandals. It wasn’t glamorous, but it would save me walking around in the nude after my shift.

      Without waiting for Wenrith, I took to the air and adjusted my course for the industrial estate where the meetings were being held. I circled overhead until I spotted where my lawyers had shown me on the computer screen. And that was after they looked it up. The last thing I wanted was to give my other self the knowledge of how to use a computer.

      With my destination set, I adjusted to land in a nearby lot. It was a good thing too, as my mind began to waver. I had wanted to find a place to shift in privacy, but tonight wasn’t going to be an option. I felt my bones shifting as I broke out in a sweat. Rabid thoughts flashed through my mind, like memories I didn’t own. My form twisted and my wings pulled back into small stumps around my shoulders. And like that, my pants fell off.

      “Oh… fucking fuck,” I whined. “It’s cold!”

      “Put your pants on, weeb,” Wenrith told me.

      I frowned and glanced up. Her… her form was…

      “Eyes on the prize,” she snapped, sending a bolt of electricity into the tip of my nose.

      I yelped, hauling my vision away, and glanced down at the bag. I ignored my protruding erection and plucked out the shirt first. It took me a moment to get everything on and tightened so it wouldn’t fall off, before Wenrith smiled at me.

      “Let’s go lover-boy.”

      “Are there gonna be girls?” I shuffled nervously.

      “Maybe,” Wenrith giggled. “Why, you wanna meet em?”

      A blush crept over my face as I nodded before shaking my head. “I dunno. I just… They’re so pretty, and, and.”

      “Shhh,” Wenrith pressed my lips, and I shuddered at the touch. “Come on. They’re waiting. And who knows? Maybe you will meet a cute gal.”

      “Titties,” the word slipped out before I could restrain myself.

      But Wenrith wasn’t concerned. She buzzed off ahead to lead the way, and like a moth to a flame, I staggered after her. She was gorgeous. I just wanted to touch her. But I knew that was wrong. Touching without permission was bad. So was breaking things. I had to ask first, and pay for stuff.

      I followed into a parking lot as a car pulled past and came to a stop at the entrance to a building that rented office space. Wenrith was leading me towards it, and whoever was in the car must have as well. The door opened, and a long, fuzzy leg stepped out before it suddenly burst into flames. I froze in shock as the most curvaceous woman I had ever seen climbed out of the car.

      She was shaped like the bunny girl from that awesome porno Wenrith found for me. Only… she was on fire, and completely fine with it. She ruffled her nose before closing her door and locking it manually. Then she turned and saw me watching her.

      “Are you a new member?” she asked.

      I fell to my knees as my body convulsed beneath me. I could see blood on the concrete in front of my face as the vessels in my nose burst and my core exploded.

      “Oh,” Wenrith cackled. “He is cumming soooo hard!”

      “TITTIES!”
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      I wasn’t sure how long I was there. On hands and knees, eyes clenched shut. Busting a nut into next week. I could hear voices around me. The soft pat of Wenrith’s hand on the top of my head. Which, to my shame, caused another round of pulsing from my overly engorged cock.

      How a being as small as I could be so well endowed, I did not know. How I knew that, was an even bigger mystery. But for now, I had bigger problems to deal with. Like when I looked up at the gorgeous bunny woman, I expected to see disgust. Not…

      “Well now, you okay?”

      My cock throbbed once more, and I felt wetness running down my lip. Without a second thought, I wiped it free and stared at the line of blood.

      “Oh, that’s not good, is it?” the bunny girl crooned. “Come on, let’s get you cleaned up. Sometimes scuffles happen, so we’ve plenty of supplies on hand.”

      “Titties,” I croaked, before slapping my hands over my mouth.

      Despite my sheer horror, the gorgeous bunny girl giggled and scooped a burning paw under my arm. I flinched back thinking the flames were going to burn me, but she ignored the motion and took hold of me. And… they kinda tickled? They were warm, very warm. And remarkably strong.

      “Are you a Therian?” I croaked.

      The bunny girl glanced down at me and nodded. “I am. And something tells me you are too. But we can discuss that later inside.”

      I swallowed nervously and let the gorgeous, on-fire, bunny lead me through the front doors. The building was all concrete. Nothing special except the metal security doors conveniently left unlocked.

      I trundled along beside her, mindful of the glorious way she seemed to hop with each step. It did wonderful things for her tits and…

      “Titties.”

      “Yes,” she giggled. “I have titties.”

      “Way to go killer,” Wenrith cackled.

      “Oh, are you a support person?” The bunny girl asked.

      “You could say that,” Wenrith buzzed up to hover in front of her. “Truthfully, I’m his parole officer. Nice to meet you!”

      The bunny girl’s eyes narrowed for a moment. “Parole officer?”

      “Ahhh,” I whined.

      “Yup, the little weeb has troubles keeping it in his pants. And since his shift would let him slip a tracker, I was sent along to watch him for the first year!”

      “Oh,” the bunny girl sighed. “I was worried there for a moment.”

      “Him being a horny little fucker doesn’t bother you?” Wenrith asked with a sly grin.

      I glanced up at the two of them and felt my knees trembling as the bunny girl grinned back at Wenrith. “Not even a little.”

      “Titties,” the word squeaked out even as I clutched my face.

      Both the ladies giggled at my awkwardness. But the bunny girl steered the two of us into a large… well, it was a small warehouse. The shelves were empty, and the whole room was concrete. But it was clear this place in its original form was to store things on shelves. And right in the middle was an odd assortment of beings. Some were hulking, others were small. I noticed teeth, tails, claws and even a few wings.

      A figure spotted us coming and stood up. They were massive. Some kind of Troll, though whether they were a Therian I didn’t know.

      “It’s fine Sal, just a little medical emergency!” the bunny girl called out.

      If anything, that made the big creature start moving even quicker.

      “Hold up there, Cottontail!” The familiar voice from the phone called out. “If it’s medical, you need a form.”

      “Not for this,” she called as she led me into a side room.

      It was the actual first aid office of the warehouse at some stage. A desk, stainless steel bench and a few other bits. There was even a sick bed, not that it looked like it was used often… Or at all for the last decade. But the chairs were solid and Cottontail dropped me into one.

      “Now, let’s get you cleaned up,” she smiled.

      I choked as she opened a cupboard and came out with some supplies. Wenrith settled on a nearby counter and gave me a huge thumbs up.

      “Now Cottontail, what’s the issue?”

      Cottontail sighed as the massive Troll forced him… her? I wasn’t sure what gender at this stage; it was a Troll. The differences in gender were subtle, and this Troll looked like it was from one of the lesser well known Troll tribes.

      “I told you Sal,” Cottontail waved them off. “Your insurance isn’t necessary. I just need to clean him up.”

      “He’s bleeding,” Sal gestured towards me.

      “Blood nose,” Wenrith giggled. “Poor thing took one look at Cottontail and busted a nut on the spot.”

      “Wenrith!” I hissed.

      “Oh relax, the bunny girl likes you too much to care.”

      I jerked in my seat as my cock strained in my pants. But Cottontail giggled in response, before waving for the Troll to leave.

      “It’s fine,” she promised. “Let me clean him up and we’ll be right out.”

      The Troll leveled me a glare. But I was too busy watching Cottontail to notice. She gave the troll a prod and it finally began to shuffle back out once more.

      “Alright,” Cottontail smiled. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

      “Th-thank you.”

      “No need to thank me,” she smiled as she wiped at my face. It was… almost motherly-like. Except every time her warm hands brushed my skin, my cock throbbed in my pants.

      “You are an excitable one, aren’t you?”

      “Lady, you don’t even know the half of it,” Wenrith snorted.

      I couldn’t help the blush that broke over my face. But it was only a few moments later that Cottontail stepped back.

      “There. Now I suggest you soak that hoodie in cold water when you get home or it’ll stain.”

      “Ah…” I didn’t know how to tell her I’d likely just toss it to the fire salamanders and buy a new one. “Thanks.”

      “No problem,” she smiled. “You ready to head in?”

      “Lead the way, fair maiden,” Wenrith zipped off ahead.

      I gulped and took her hand. And I swear I walked with a limp as I stepped out of the room. There were around two dozen sitting in a big circle. There were two seats, set almost as if on purpose, directly across from the massive Troll.

      “Alright,” the booming creature clapped its hands. “We’ve a couple of new members today. So we’ll do a round of introductions. I’m Sally, and believe it or not, I’m a Rock Troll-Therian, which was news to the scientists, seeing as I’m a Moss Troll. I’ve been a Therian for most of my adult life, and one of the founding members of this group.”

      At the end of that introduction, the member to Sally’s left gave a small smile. They were some kind of cross between wolf and a centaur. It made for a strange visage.

      “I’m Sebades,” he chuckled nervously. “I’m a Wolf-Therian. But normally—”

      “Ah-ah,” Sally held up her index finger, shaking it in the negative. “You know we don’t use that word.”

      “Sorry, I’m still new and working things out.”

      “It’s fine,” Sally patted the large man on the shoulder hard enough he winced with each touch.

      I was confused for a second before I blurted out, “Normal?” I slapped a hand to my face as Sally shot me a steady glare.

      “Normal implies abnormal,” Sally sighed. “In a world as varied as Paradiie, we each have lives. Mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers, friends, family and loved ones aplenty. We’re just as normal as anyone else walking around on the streets. We just have an extra appendage or two by nightfall. Nobody questions when a vampire turns into a bat, therefore, nobody has the right to question why Cottontail turns into the cuddliest inferno when the sun goes down.”

      Cottontail seemed to blush, not that you could see it under all the glowing flames. But she shot me a smile to ease my tension somewhat.

      “Go on, Sebades,” Sally gestured. “Our new friend didn’t mean any offense.”

      “Right,” he frowned, clearly trying to work out if he was actually offended or not. “I’m, ah… I was born a centaur, and bitten about six months ago. My family has been really supportive and m-my girlfriend is starting to talk to me again.”

      “That’s wonderful,” Sally smiled and clapped him on the shoulder again.

      This went around the room, but I wasn’t really paying all that much attention. I’m sure in my normal form I’d have simply left. However, with Wenrith at my side, that wasn’t really an option. Still, things could be worse.

      “Hi everyone!” Cottontail beamed. “I’m Geppa, but my friends call me Cottontail. I was bitten by a Phoenix as a teen, but don’t let that frighten you. My flames are warm to my friends. See!”

      I blushed crimson as she took my hand and gave it a squeeze. But that may have been because of the tension in my pants as my cock throbbed for attention.

      “I… umm.” I froze. Oh shit. Ohshitohshitohshit. I needed a name. Any name. I couldn’t use my real name!

      “Just start with your name,” Sally suggested.

      “Gadriel,” Fuck! FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCK! Why did I say that?

      “Like the angel?” Cottontail asked.

      “The one and the same,” Wenrith began to cackle, at least until Sally gave her a glare. Trolls, in general, were hardy creatures, and Rock Trolls in particular were rather immune to the effects of electricity. Something Wenrith must have known as she cleared her throat.

      “Sorry. I’m his Parole Officer.” Those words caused a stir, and suddenly people were eyeing me like I was going to bite them.

      “Relax people,” Sally called softly. “Gadriel here isn’t a threat to anyone. The department of corrections sends a Parole Officer to anyone who’s shift makes them difficult to track.

      It was then I looked around the room and noticed them all glance at a part of their body. Each and every one wore a strap with a little black box on it. Just a tiny thing. Some wore it on a wrist, others on an ankle. Cottontail wore hers as a collar that made it look like a cute black choker.

      “That’s… demeaning,” I frowned.

      “It’s the life we lead as Therianthropes,” Sally gave a sigh. “As you saw from the reactions, some of us can be… dangerous. So they keep track of us.”

      “You get used to it.” Cottontail patted my arm. “It’s likely your Parole Officer is temporary because they’re working on a proper tracker for you.”

      “Right,” I nodded, as Wenrith shrugged.

      Though… that might have had something to do with the burrito she was eating. How and where she got it was beyond me. But…

      “I got one for you too,” she whispered loudly and gestured down.

      I looked and saw a bag with two more.

      “Why two, in this form I’d barely be able to eat half of a burrito.”

      “Give one to Cottontail.”

      I blinked, and blushed, and swallowed my nerves as I lifted out the two burritos. When I turned to Cottontail, she was staring right at me with a faint smile.

      “I… Ummm.”

      “How thoughtful,” she whispered, before leaning over and pressing a kiss to my forehead.

      My legs trembled, and Wenrith cackled as I nutted once more. My refractory period was non-existent. But somehow, I managed to hand one burrito to Cottontail, while keeping hold of the other.

      The meeting continued on around us. Though we did earn several glares from some of the more predatory Therians of the group. The burrito was… well, it was fucking fantastic. I made small noises and bounced in my seat as I chewed and even Wenrith was giving me an odd look by the time I finished it.

      After the round of introductions, came story time. Everyone was given the opportunity to tell a story about something embarrassing, dangerous or foolhardy as they’d done since their changes. Sally led with a story about wading into a familiar swamp, only to sink and almost drown as she got stuck in the thick mud at the bottom. Cottontail blushed as she told the story about following a guy home, only for him to call the cops about a stalker. She had to deal with the police, while trying to apologize to her teenage crush. One of the others, who looked like a mink crossed with a raccoon, ended up trapped in a ceiling vent at Sydneyland and had to be rescued by the fire department. Almost everyone had a story to tell, and it was fascinating to see how many variations people had to their new lifestyles.

      It also showed that over time, whatever urges and sporadic actions were caused by therianthropy, almost all became more manageable over time—even with the worst of the symptoms. Which was great. Because if I nutted every time Cottontail touched my shoulder, I was going to start bleeding along with figuring out how not have cum covered trousers everywhere I went.

      After what felt like hours, the night began to wind down. Sally broke up the circle and everyone began to mingle. Cottontail gave me a smile, and I glanced at Wenrith. But she was slumped over on the floor, resting against the leg of a chair with a heavily distended belly. I had to think whether she’d done that last time, but she saw me staring and waved me off, before hiccupping.

      “C’mon, I’ll introduce you to my friend,” Cottontail smiled.

      I slipped off the chair and together we picked through the crowd. Most gave me a smile as I passed by, but they let us through without a word. Cottontail was pretty popular if all the people coming over to talk to her was any indication. She smiled and waved at everyone, before drawing me to her side as…

      I froze. My mind lost all control, and my hormones took over. Beautiful sinuous curves… Scales… Serpents hiss… Fangs… Lamia!

      “She…”

      “She won’t hurt you,” Cottontail promised.

      “... Titties…” the word burst from my mouth as I gazed at her in adoration.

      “What did he just say?” The lamia in question turned and gave me a stern look.

      Cottontail let out a small sigh. “I think it’s one of his quirks. But he means well.”

      “And how exactly do you know that?”

      Cottontail giggled. “Because I keep sticking my ass in his face, and he hasn’t tried to grab me once.”

      I trembled as my cock threatened to bust through the front of my pants. Fucking thing needed a leash.

      “What, you some kinda anime weeb or something?” the lamia tilted her head.

      “Sky!” Cottontail snapped. “Be nice!”

      The lamia paused for a moment, then sighed. “Right, sorry. I should know better, things were rough for me too. People take one look at me and start—”

      “Titties.”

      She closed her eyes as I slapped my hands to my face once more. It just… kept slipping out. Like a compulsion. And it wasn’t like she was entirely a snake. From the hips down, she was scales and tail. But from the waist up, she was all woman. And that woman had—

      “Titties,” I squeaked once more.

      “Real charmer,” she sighed.

      “Sorry,” I grunted. “Was bitten three days ago. Very new, hard to control myself.”

      Sky let out a sigh and nodded. “Super new, got it. What are you anyway? You’re a little obsessed, y’know?”

      “Does it matter?” Cottontail asked.

      “Not really,” Sky shrugged. “Just if he’s a dwarf of something, it would explain his obsessive behavior.”

      “He’s not a dwarf!” Cottontail snapped, before glancing at me. “You’re not, are you?”

      I shook my head. There was no way for me to tell her exactly what I was.

      “It’s okay,” she smiled. “That’s not important.”

      “It is if you’re looking for a new source of lava eggs,” Sky grumped.

      “Are you still working on that?”

      “Ah-ah!” Sky held up her hand. “Parole Officer in the room. I don’t need to end up under fucking investigation again. Those fucking assholes tore up my room last time and ruined a six-month broil because they insisted on testing everything for narcotics.”

      Cottontail let out a sigh, but what she said made me curious.

      “Right,” Cottontail nodded. “I remember that. They kept you overnight. I was really worried.”

      “Exactly,” Sky snorted, then looked at me. “I’m a freelance potion maker by day. Some of my experiments use similar ingredients to some nasty stuff and even when I tell people everything’s above board, all it takes is one phone call and a bunch of goons kick down my front door.”

      “That sounds like harassment,” I frowned.

      “Duh,” Sky rolled her eyes, then rubbed them. “Sorry, it’s… it was worth a lot of money if it worked. And then some bozo took some out to test, and then added it back in when I complained and ruined the entire batch.”

      “Did you make a complaint?”

      “I did,” she huffed. “They replaced the ingredients for the potion. But they wouldn’t compensate me for the end result, or the time it took to brew it to that point.”

      “Sky’s fantastic at what she does. This was what Sally was talking about. How we’re more than our afflictions. We’re still people.”

      “Also helps that most of my business is online, though it probably doesn’t matter, it’s not like I work nights or anything,” Sky shrugged.

      “Alright everyone!” Sally’s voice boomed. “Unfortunately, I need to cut tonight a little short. I’ve just had a call and we need to vacate the premises in the next five minutes. We will be welcome back a week from today, so don’t think I’m letting any of you off.”

      “Something must have happened again,” Cottontail sighed.

      “Something like what?” I asked.

      But it was Wenrith that buzzed over, stomach once again flat and smooth. She gave me a sigh, which was far beyond her normal, chipper attitude.

      “Not every Therian gets off lucky.” she rubbed the back of her neck. “I got the call, too.”

      None of that made sense to me. I hadn’t seen Wenrith with a phone, nor had Sally left to take one. But I wasn't about to argue either.

      “What do we do now?”

      “I need to get you home,” Wenrith sighed. “So say goodbye to the pretty ladies, and let’s get going.”

      “Titties,” I squeaked before I could help myself.

      Sky rolled her eyes before giving Cottontail a sideways hug. “Let me know you got home safe, kay?”

      “Kay,” Cottontail returned the hug and watched as her friend joined the queue of Therian’s heading home.

      “That means the both of you as well,” Sally called as she gathered up the chairs.

      Cottontail sighed and gave the large woman a nod. “Come on Gadriel. Do you live far? I saw you walk in.”

      “My norm…” I coughed to cover up using the word that was not allowed to be spoken here. “My daytime form is capable of flight. I just got here a bit early and waited,” I admitted.

      “It is?” She grinned, then frowned. “Then how are you getting home?”
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        * * *

      

      “Are you sure?”

      “Ah… Yeah,” I nodded as I directed her to pull over.

      “He’s embarrassed about his living situation,” Wenrith giggled from the back seat where she was buckled in, despite the fact the waist belt covered her from chin to hip.

      “I’m sure it’s not that bad,” Cottontail smiled. “But I get it. You’re still new to all this, and I’m sure that the last thing you want is to shout titties when I drop you at the front door.”

      “Titties,” I squeaked, for no other reason than she actually said it.

      Cottontail giggled and set the park break. “The question is though. Do you… maybe wanna meet up between now and next week?”

      “Ahhh.”

      “Course he fucking does!” Wenrith shouted from the back seat.

      Cottontail shot a smile over her shoulder before reaching out to stroke my arm. “I wish all Parole Officers were as cool as she is. But I’m still going to ask YOU if you want to meet up again.”

      “I… Ah… Titties.”

      “Titties,” Cottontail giggled. “Y’know, when you’ve been a therian for a while, you develop some quirks. I don’t know who you are in the real world, but the fact you can’t stop saying the word, ‘titties’ and yet you haven’t tried to put your hands on mine, tells me a lot.

      “Titties?”

      Cottontail giggled. “Sometimes our cravings need to be met. Other times they need to be restrained, do you know which way works best for you?”

      “He spent four hundred dollars on porno magazines last night and rubbed himself raw for three hours,” Wenrith snickered from the back seat.

      I waited for the disgust. The slap, the order to get out and never see her again. Instead, I heard the click of a seatbelt.

      “Well?”

      I glanced over and froze at the glory I beheld. She smiled faintly as she squeezed her arms together, which made her bountiful titties… titties…

      “Uhhhh…”

      “Careful there, big guy,” Wenrith zipped to the center console. “Don’t be going crazy now. Remember—”

      “Look, but don’t touch,” I nodded quickly. “Titties.”

      “And that is an excellent rule,” Cottontail smiled just that little bit wider. “But, right now. I wouldn’t mind if you touched them.”

      “Titties!” I squeaked as I tightened my grip on the door handle.

      “Gadriel,” Wenrith smiled. “She gave permission.”

      “Just be gentle,” she giggled. “They’re a bit… sensitive.”

      My first attempt to move had both women giggling. As my restraint broke, I tried to sit up, only for the seatbelt to lock and throw me back once more. My second attempt to sit up was after releasing it first.

      I scrambled closer, before freezing as I felt the warmth of her flames. She smiled, and I leaned closer, before Wenrith zoomed up in front of me.

      “Keep it in your pants. You don’t want to ruin her outfit, or her car.”

      “You’re THAT high strung?” Cottontail asked.

      “Like a firehose,” Wenrith giggled.

      Cottontail smirked, then quickly pulled a straight face. “C’mon, get in close.”

      I blinked as my heart thudded in my chest. It was like a drum, wanting to beat its way through my ribs. And… well, the titties were right there. I let out a small shudder of pleasure, and shifted a little closer, before the gorgeous bunny reached towards me.

      And it was like in slow motion.

      The world dimmed and fell silent.

      My entire existence and focus spiraled down to this very moment.

      My face passed through the swirling flames.

      And I discovered paradise.

      “Titties,” I mumbled.

      “You okay in there?” Cottontail asked.

      With my face firmly buried between her magnanimous mammaries, I gave a small nod. The warmth of her skin was all-consuming and… well, this was just fantastic.

      “Can he breathe?” Wenrith asked.

      I inhaled and shuddered at the scent of Cottontail’s skin. “Titties.”

      “Well, as I was saying before,” Cottontail stroked the top of my head with a soft hand. “Sometimes your quirks should be met. So how about I make you a deal?”

      “Deals in his current condition aren’t legally binding,” Wenrith rattled off.

      Cottontail smiled. “More like a friendly wager then.”

      “That I can agree with,” Wenrith smiled.

      “Titties,” I snuggled closer to my happy place.

      “Us Therians have to stick together.” She shifted around in her seat slightly. “So… I’m wondering if you wanna meet up again?”

      “That doesn’t sound like a wager,” Wenrith frowned slightly.

      “You’re right,” Cottontail agreed. “The wager is if you don’t nut in your pants when you see me next. I’ll let you nut down my throat.”

      “Titties!” I jerked upright, only for her to pull me back into her tits once more.

      “And just to show you that I’m serious,” she giggled.

      I flinched as I felt a warm hand invade the elastic of my pants. Rather than pull away, I froze like a deer in the tit-lights as an impressive warmth wrapped around my cock.

      “Oh, wow!” Cottontail exclaimed.

      “I know, right? He’s like a fucking tripod, I swear.”

      “It’s bigger than you are!”

      Wenrith cackled as Cottontail fished it out and held me close.

      “This one’s on me, okay?”

      “Titties,” I squeaked.

      I shuddered and quaked as her warm hands stroked my cock. I could feel the end bubbling up already. I’d been on a hair trigger ever since she brought me inside.

      “It’s okay. Just enjoy.”

      I lifted my face from her enormous assets and pulled a face as I nutted down her side. She pulled me forward and pressed me against her chest. Her mouth caught mine as she kissed me fiercely. I had never been kissed before, but it—along with the hand job—was enough. My mind completely shattered, and I slumped against her as I caught my breath.

      “Oh…” Cottontail said, her hand still gliding gently up and down.

      “I warned ya,” Wenrith giggled.

      “I didn’t think you meant literally,” Cottontail complained.

      “Just remember, you agreed to swallow the next batch.“

      Cottontail frowned for a moment, before deciding she liked the idea of that far better than having to clean her car in the middle of the night so Therian-jizz didn’t ruin the upholstery.

      “Titties.”
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        * * *

      

      The moment the soft morning light drifted over my face, I startled awake. The slightly less than perfect, almost unmarked ceiling was the first thing I took notice of. And that was because of the floating speck of dust I could still see.

      I sat up, and despite my nude form, I was neither sticky nor surrounded by pornographic magazines. I thought about it, and the memories of the previous evening sank in. I arrived at the meeting. I met the bunny girl, humiliated myself, got cleaned up and…

      “No…”

      “Mr. I’llllll Make a slut! Out of youuuuuU!” Wenrith sang. Surprisingly, she had perfect pitch and tone, and she hovered out of the bathroom while she flicked water off her hands onto my perfectly clean floor. “Morning, big guy. How’s it hanging?”
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      After checking the flame salamanders had gotten to work on the blood stained hoodie, and cum stained everything else, I made my way back inside. Wenrith grinned like a she-devil, but I ignored her. It wasn’t that she let the events of the previous evening play out. It wasn’t even that she egged Geppa into it. Rather, it was the shuddering realization that I had actually enjoyed myself. The bunny girl was a beautiful creature. The fact I was thinking that, meant there was something strange going on in the way I thought about the world, and even more terrifying… what I thought about myself.

      More to the point, it was going to be a potential spanner in the works in regards to my duties. Would I get distracted by random women while on Earth? Would I be late carrying out my duties if I spent the night with Geppa? Then there was Ophiel. We were literally destined to be partners. As the last of our kind, we had a legacy to ensure. If being a Therian wasn’t a big enough spanner in the works, actively participating in a series of romantic encounters with another woman would not end favorably for me. As far as I could tell, Ophiel, like myself, had few friends—and never a lover. And that wasn’t likely going to change, but she would see this as a betrayal. I may not be ready to procreate with Ophiel, but she had been waiting on me. Therefore, I would do the responsible thing.   

      “Wenrith…”

      “Nope.” The Sprite turned her back to me. “I know what you’re going to say so… no.”

      I sighed and turned my full attention to her. “Wenrith, about last night.”

      She finally turned to face me. “You behaved appropriately.” Her hands were now on her hips and her wings were a blur behind her. “Cottontail gave me her phone number so I can organize another play date. Usually I’d say tonight is too early, but you’re a bit of a special case.”

      That wasn’t what I meant.” I shook my head, “Her number, I need it.”

      “Sure!” Wenrith giggled and pulled out a piece of paper from between her breasts. “Whatcha going to do with it?”

      “I’m…” Shit… “I need to call things off with Geppa.”

      “Cottontail,” Wenrith corrected me.

      “She has a proper name.” I shook my head. “Familiarity like this is not healthy.”

      “Being cooped up and denying yourself is what’s unhealthy. I give it fifty-fifty you nut so hard because you’re still a virgin.  Your cock may as well have been painted on with the lack of use it got. I bet you nut so hard you blast her head clean off her shoulders.”

      I shook my head. “That’s not how biology works, and you know it.”

      “Prove it,” she giggled and zipped back across the room. “What’s the plan for today?”

      I sighed and let my senses flow. There was always something. Not always the city destroying storms, or the raging infernos. But there was always something going on. And while I had a nudge, it wasn’t an immediate threat or as life threatening if I got food. Which meant I had time for breakfast. Without a word to my unruly parole officer, I strode out the back door onto the deck and took to the sky.

      I followed the familiar landmarks and enjoyed the sensation of flight. It was a rare day I could fly for the sake of flying. It was nice to enjoy the little things. Even if it was ruined by the soft buzzing of the Sprite’s wings as she hovered by my ear. I ignored her as my target came into view, and descended towards my entrance. Flaring my wings to halt myself in the air, I set to the ground with a level of practiced grace.

      CLICK

      I sighed and ignored whoever it was that took the photo as I stepped into the store. Dahnia was once again at the front counter and waved a blobby appendage at me. The queue formed before me, turned almost in unison and looked me over with various levels of shock. It was busier today than it usually was. I liked to get here early, but the mornings since my Therian debacle required a longer clean up.

      “Morning Gadriel, I’ll get your order made right now. Who’s your friend?”

      I let out a sigh as Wenrith zipped up to the front counter. “Hey! I’m Gadriel’s Pa—”

      “Wenrith, just tell the slime what you wish to order,” I interrupted. The last thing I needed was that particular information getting out.

      Wenrith shot me a dirty look, but turned back to the bemused slime and grinned. “Can I get a tall black, triple shot, decaf, with six vanilla shots, one caramel; topped with whipped cream, and dusted with cinnamon?”

      Fifteen minutes later, she was sitting on my shoulder for support as I flew towards the portal. The cup was bigger than she was and she held it with her arms and legs as she slurped it through a heat proof straw.

      “Oh, this is so fucking good!” She buzzed happily.

      I ate the last bite of my plain cinnamon donut and felt Ophiel waiting for me just out of view on the other side of the portal. I closed my eyes and hoped that she wasn’t about to ask too many questions when I passed through and into a warm afternoon breeze.

      “Gadriel,” Ophiel swooped in beside me. “I am pleased to see you arrived on time today.”

      “I assured you I would.” I nodded sagely.

      “It would upset me to learn you were not the man I believed you were,” she smiled. “But with my faith in check, I look forward to working together.”

      “She totally wants to choke on your dick,” Wenrith side whispered.

      I jerked, causing a lapse in the beating of my wings. That caused me to flutter and pause mid-flight causing Ophiel to pull ahead several feet. She slowed to fly beside me once more.

      “Gadriel?”

      “Nothing,” I sighed as I sipped my coffee. “Let’s get to work. The quake will begin shortly and I will need to suppress the sea before it strikes the mainland.”

      “I will do my best to prepare the islands,” Ophiel offered, before giving me a strange look.

      And the reason for the look became obvious when I heard the flutter of a plastic bag. When I glanced at my shoulder, wrapped around her waist and trailing beneath us, was a bag containing a burrito.
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      On the other side of town, in the world of Paradiie, a certain bunny snapped awake with a grin. She took her phone off the nightstand and found herself disappointed that Wenrith hadn’t updated her yet. The doctors had warned her. She didn’t really believe it, though. It was completely absurd to her as a bunny. The saying, ‘Fuck like Bunnies’ was coined because of her race. But… to her absolute horror, it was entirely true. Her Therian side had cursed her. Something she would never admit at the meetings. Sal would have her rabbit’s foot cut off if she said such a word in her vicinity. Now… things had changed.

      She was raised on one fundamental truth. Bunny genetics were simple. If you were a male, you went through life like any other resident of Paradiie: you were born, had lots of friends, mostly females because even then there was some instinct to bond, built social groups and ensured you were a responsible citizen.

       Things slightly changed when you Turned of Age, around 18-21. Like a dose of hormones on overdrive, it was like a switch turned in your head. And suddenly your peers going through the Turn of Age with you, became your first port of call to get your dick wet, as often as physically possible.

      For the female bunny, it was much the same. With two exceptions: The first being the pheromones released from a female bunny made them sexually irresistible. But it was the second exception that drove Geppa up the wall. Her racial need for being filled with seed so she could pumping out as many children as physically possible. It got so bad that people like Sky had come around and invented certain potions that would take that edge off. The indescribable urge to mercilessly fuck yourself into an early grave while birthing hundreds of children. Though for herself… well, things were a little different.

      She wasn’t lying about the quirks that came over her as a Therian. . Being burned by that damned Phoenix before the Turn of Age, had changed her life. Up until now, she had considered it worse than torture. In fact, it was torture. Sexual torture. Bunnies didn’t give a salamander’s ass about who and what they fucked. If it had a hole, a cock or some version of either or both, it was fair game. And since it was a cultural norm, all Bunnies were expected to behave according to their nature.

      But a Phoenix was a whole other story. They were one of the few truly monogamous races in the world of Paradiie, and they were exceptionally picky about their lovers. It was said that a Phoenix searched for their eternal twin flame. The main reason why they reincarnated and rose from the ashes over and over.  A chance to find their compatible partner, one that would leapfrog through time and space to always rebirth and find them through the ages. While it was more anecdotal than truth since Phoenixes were pure Therians—and not the therianthropic versions like herself—therefore avoided by most of the public. Trying to find out more on Phoenixes, she found pics and video sightings posted on the internet. One such video had caught Geppa’s eye—showing the joyful dance of two Phoenixes weaving through the sky in a fireworks display of graceful swoops, dives and interweaving multicolored flames. The social media sites had called the dance: Twin Flame Rebirth.

      It had struck a chord within Geppa when she watched it. A yearning to find something that she felt was missing. So she researched and found other tidbits on the habits of Phoenixes. According to natural historian, David Attenbottom—no matter their personality, their feelings or their desires. When they found their mate, their entire world shifted to focus all their affections on pleasing their significant other. Only ceding some of that affection for the sake of any offspring.

      Monogamy was a curse for a bunny. Her instincts still urged her to fuck since she was still in the Turning of Age cycle. That was like a constant heat within her body left on simmer. But her Therian instincts were just as strong, demanding that she find her one true flame. Then and only then would her Therian side allow her to fuck another person to her hearts content. Yet, having access to a single partner meant a Geppa would hump them half to death. And if their physiology didn’t support the sheer amount of sex she required, it was likely to either destroy the relationship or kill someone. And yet, the moment she saw the small man outside in the parking lot. She knew. And it was hard trying to control herself.

      Her bunny side wanted to rip off her clothes and hump anything that moved, while her phoenix urges kept her in check, preventing her from so much as kissing another man that wasn’t her flame. So when her phoenix throbbed at the sight of the little man, she found herself unwilling to let him out of her sight, until she had little choice.

      And here, now, in the early morning, all she could think about was riding his cock. But she had work to do. Her employer wasn’t the kind of person you wanted to screw around. It was hard holding down a job as a Therian. Harder still to find one that paid as well as this did. Not that she was paid any grand amount. But most of her Therian friends, at least those with regular type jobs, had housemates. If Cottontail wanted to live in a nicer area, she likely would too. But her quiet apartment was all she needed.

      Slipping out of bed, Cottontail stripped off the sheets. They were usually messy by morning. A bunny just couldn’t help touching herself. Sleep was no obstacle to wandering fingers. Not having her urges kept in check just made it so much worse. The idea of Gadriel’s thick, pulsing cock filling her up inside made her squirm, even as she stuffed her sheets into the washer. They’d be clean by the time she got home, and with disinfectant spray on the waterproof protector, it would be dry enough to remake the bed before nightfall.

      But that wasn’t anything to think about now. There was only one way to have the money to pay her bills, and therefore continue seeing Gadriel. That was by getting to work on time. So after turning on the machine and storming into the bathroom, she ignored the assortment of vibrating, thrusting, twisting and choking toys that sat, stuck and rested about the bathroom. It was a verifiable, silicone orgy in here some days. But… the only toy that held any fancy for her was her latest addition. The human shaped one. Of course, it was three or four sizes bigger than a regular human. But… it was about the right size… She had stroked his cock enough to memorize its length, girth and the copious amounts of cum.

      Cottontail shook her head. It didn’t matter that the silicone cock reminded her of Gadriel’s. It also didn’t matter that she could take it to the base in any of her holes. Twin souls wasn't a thing. She just liked the shape of how Gadriel felt in her hand and therefore the dildo replacement. Having big ridges like her dragon dildo was wonderful for hitting certain spots, but even as wet as she could become, it was too thick to truly bounce the way she wanted. With the human dildo, it was more than just the speed and depth she could drive herself down on it, or even how it hit everything she needed—at the pace she longed for. It was the idea that it was Gadriel and not a toy she was fucking that truly got her going. That made her sigh. She just hoped that Gadriel wouldn’t hate her. Because while she promised to suck his dick, she likely would not stop there unless she had to.

      Admitting those thoughts was one of the coping mechanisms she’d learned over the years. If she could admit her desires and they coincided with both sides of her nature, her thoughts could finally settle. Sighing happily, Cottontail started her day. The shower was quick. Especially for her. Without her usual marathon of dildos to settle her mind, she was dressed and out the door in record time. Dressed and ready, she raced down the stairs, three at a time. Her bunny physiology was built to move and move she did, even with her bouncy gait she was nimble and lithe. She burst out the front door of her apartment complex, turned and sprinted to the far end of the parking lot. Parking so far away meant she always got a spot and always got to run. Running was the second best thing besides cramming her holes full of cock… At least she thought so, until she thought about a certain young man’s cock.

      “Shit,” Cottontail swore. “I need new panties, one with a self-cleaning enchantment. Perhaps I buy or create a pair for Gadriel?”

      Cottontail heard her phone chirp and pulled it from her pocket. It was the notification to say she was clear to start work. She quickly accepted and glanced up in case she saw her employer. She didn’t know how she came to work for him. But she was grateful. He likely didn’t know who she was, but that hardly mattered. Just the fact he shared a name with her future baby-daddy was just icing on the pancake. She harbored a small crush on the angel, like so many others.

      But it was nothing compared to the depth of her feelings towards Gadriel, the young human from the evening before.

      “Hurry up, Wenrith,” she sighed.
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        * * *

      

      The water was already receding. I had done my best, pushing against the wave to bleed its power. But it still made landfall. With Ophiel’s warnings, nobody was hurt. Everyone by the coast was able to get to safety. Property was damaged, but it would not take long to rebuild the few lost buildings, or repair the damage of the majority still standing.

      “Sho fuckin good!”

      I sighed as I glanced over at Wenrith, who was chewing happily on the last of her burrito. I didn’t even notice her leave, but this was the third or fourth she had come back with. If not for my insistence she took payment with her, I’d be worried about chasing down her marks. The people of this world didn’t deserve to be stolen from, least of all from someone like me.

      “So, why don’t you help clean up?” Wenrith asked.

      I blinked slowly and tilted my head. “It isn’t my place.”

      Wenrith shook her head. “Typical male. Here for the main event, but not interested in the cleanup.”

      I gave her a level glare and turned about without another word. I was still not happy with her. This entire issue with Geppa was something I wasn’t prepared for. The idea that I was going to be seeing her again… well, saying it wasn’t something I looked forward to was a lie. But it was still a horrific conflict of interests. Not to mention completely disingenuous of me to hide my identity, while she was clearly infatuated with me. That was something I was going to have to address at some point. Especially in regard to Ophiel. This simply could not continue.

      “Wenrith, I need you to help me deal with Geppa.”

      “Cottontail,” Wenrith corrected.

      “Familiarity will not bring her happiness,” I shook my head as we approached the portal once more. “This cannot continue.”

      “Well, you got that bit right, at least,” Wenrith huffed.

      We passed through the portal, and I took a moment to collect my bearings before turning for home. “This isn’t negotiable,” I told the Sprite. “I have responsibilities that must be maintained.”

      “Alright,” Wenrith held up her hands. “I get it. I do. But cutting ties isn’t going to help you or her.”

      “Then what do you suggest?”

      “An easy let down.”

      I sighed and shook my head. “Can’t you just message her and tell her to leave me alone?”

      “That would be bad,” Wenrith disagreed as we descended towards home. “I thought you wanted to handle this properly.”

      “By properly, I meant efficiently. If you message and tell her to leave me alone, that should end it.”

      “Or it might wind up with an angry bunny girl following you home,” Wenrith pointed out. “They’re not known for being the calmest of people.”

      That was certainly a point. She also had a point about following me home. Those bunny girls were a little high-strung.

      “Fine,” I sighed as I flared my wings to land. “We do this your way. But I need to let her down smoothly and quickly.”

      “I’ll do my best.” Wenrith gave me a small salute as she buzzed off into the house.

      I watched her leave before frowning. Geppa was a beautiful woman. One that… even I had to admit was lovely. She seemed kind, compassionate. A lot like Ophiel in many ways. But it was not to be. It couldn’t be. Not now, not ever. Cutting ties was for the best, and that wasn’t even with the complications of therianthropy tossed into the mix. No… Cutting ties was for the best. For both of us.

      With my mind straightened out, I stepped through the back door and admired the perfectly clean home. Not a speck of dust, the slight scent of antiseptic and… I frowned as I spotted a note left on the bench. That was a rarity, and it usually meant there was a minor problem.

      I strode over and turned it around. It was a small thing, with neat handwriting.

      Gadriel,

      Even though we have never met, you have kept me fed, clothed, and in a comfortable home for several years. Just recently, I have met someone very special to me. And I wanted to thank you for putting me in a position to pursue this relationship.

      I don’t know if you have any sway in such things, but your blessing for luck would mean the world to me.

      Please, if there is anything I can do to improve, or if you know of anyone who may be interested in a cleaner. Please call me, or give them a copy of my card.

      Until then,

      Please continue to be an inspiration to all

      G.C.

      Beneath the note was a small collection of business cards. They were a little ratty, like they’d sat in someone’s pocket for a while. But the information was still legible and clear. But… it was the content of the note that struck a chord. With Wenrith preoccupied, I decided it was something I could take care of now.

      So without looking back, I strode through the glass doors and took to the sky. I had to be quick if I wanted to get back before nightfall.
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        * * *

      

      Cottontail was staring at her phone in shock. Her heart beat in her chest, and she was still processing when her phone buzzed once more. She fumbled it in shock and dropped it. With a squeak, she bent over and scooped it up once more, before checking it over. Thankfully it didn’t seemed damaged and it was still buzzing, so she answered and pressed it to her ear.

      “Hello?”

      “Hey bunny!” Wenrith giggled. “I was just calling to see if you were free tonight?”

      “Wenrith! Great timing, I was just wondering when I’d hear from you!”

      “I thought it was best to call now. Your knight in sticky armor is being a bit of a bonehead, and took off somewhere while I was distracted.”

      Cottontail’s ears drooped. “Is… is it me?”

      “Don’t you worry yourself,” Wenrith smiled. “I’ll have him packaged and waiting whenever you want him.”

      Cottontail took a deep breath and swallowed her nerves. This was too good an opportunity to pass up, so she grinned instead. “I got lucky, and my boss gave me a gift. It’s a gift card for a restaurant of my choice. I was wondering if Gadriel wanted to come out with me?”

      “When and where?” Wenrith giggled.
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        * * *

      

      I was feeling a little better about everything. Even if my relationships were going to cause me problems, I still felt good about helping the lovely individual who looked after my home. Especially after the incident with the porno being left on. That was just… I didn’t want to think about it. For now, I wanted a shower, and for Wenrith to be in a quiet mood.

      And as I landed on my deck, I knew I was going to get at least one of those things. The sun was low, and if I wanted my wings to be clean, I needed to hurry. So I strode through the house and into the bathroom. As much as I wanted to luxuriate in my shower, I had to be quick. I didn’t know what would happen if I went through my shift with soap in my feathers. And it was a good thing I hurried when I did.

      It was as I dried myself off that I felt it. The pulling, squeezing sensation as my mind shifted gear, and I stumbled out and onto the floor of my bathroom.

      “Caught ya just in time!” Wenrith giggled.

      “Errr,” I groaned.

      “At least you didn’t run off on me. Where did you go earlier, anyway?”

      “Lawyers,” I grunted, trying to keep my mind off the memory of the receptionist. Naughty librarian vibes were one thing, but she had the cutest little fangs, and—

      “Alright, at least you weren’t doing anything dumb then,” Wenrith grinned.

      I glared, but she just pouted and pressed her tits together. It irked me that such a thing distracted me so easily, but not as much as it irked me when my mouth ran away from my control.

      “Titties,” I grunted.

      Wenrith grinned. “Get dressed, kid, we’re going out.”

      “No,” I frowned. “Why can’t—”

      “It’s already planned,” Wenrith held up her hands. “You need to sort out this thing with Cottontail.”

      “Titties,” I squeaked, before shaking my head.

      Meeting with the bunny girl was bad news. But… she was so pretty. And curvy, and I…

      “Come on big guy,” Wenrith gave me a nudge.

      I didn’t have the heart to fight her when she gave me that look and I followed along into the bedroom. There, I was directed into a tight, but nice looking casual suit. It wasn’t the most comfortable thing I had ever worn, but… well, I usually had wings, and shirts weren’t something I was really capable of wearing. Once dressed, Wenrith directed me out the front door.

      I giggled, thinking about the other times I’d run down the driveway. I had flashes of memories, of the fun, and the laughter. Wenrith at my side. But now, we were heading towards Cottontail, and despite that nagging feeling that this was a bad thing… I was really looking forward to seeing her.

      As Wenrith directed me around a corner, towards the place she dropped us off the night before, I spotted her car. The flaming bunny girl saw me coming and waved cheerfully as Wenrith and I hurried over to join her. She climbed out and moved around as I skidded to a halt in front of her.

      Cottontail let out a sigh, “Fuck, I can’t do this.”

      “Do what?”

      I didn’t have a chance to react before she was on me. My cock throbbed in my pants as her tongue pressed into my mouth. I wanted to shout titties. I wanted to grab, but I was helpless under her furious attention as she spun me around and pushed me up against the car. When she pulled away, I blinked up at her and smiled, before she dropped to her knees.

      “Cot-titties!”

      I gasped as I felt the cool evening air on my cock. She wrapped her hands around it and I was already about to bust.

      “You haven’t cum yet,” she smiled.

      And inhaled me. I had never experienced this before, including the hand job I received just an evening before, was nothing compared to this. I could hear Wenrith giggling just out of view, as Cottontail swallowed and forced her face to my crotch. Before I knew what I was doing, I wrapped my hands around her gorgeous ears. That must have been the right thing to do, because she moaned and pulled back playfully.

      Without thinking, I thrust my hips forward, driving my cock into her throat once more. The angle was otherworldly as I felt it pass into her esophagus. Her throat was tight and slick with saliva and it was glorious. She shifted onto all fours to get a better angle and I thrust my hips to fuck her, while she stared up at me with hungry eyes. In all my wildest fantasies, I’d never rationalized how something like this was possible. And yet…

      “Titties!”

      She must have felt my cock throb, because she drove me back into her car. I gripped her ears as I fired spurts of my seed directly into her stomach. And the gorgeous bunny swallowed it up with every pulse, her throat gripping me each time she swallowed.

      I slumped back in the car and stared down at her. The flames over her fur rolled in the evening light and she slowly pulled back, keeping her lips locked around my cock as she did.

      “Titties,” I whimpered as she popped off the end.

      “Sorry,” she giggled. “I… needed that far more than I thought I did.”

      Even now, her hand came up to grasp my length, and she stroked it. “I… Ummm…”

      “What I’d really like to do is take you home and fuck your brains out until you can’t move,” Cottontail said with an aggrieved tone. “But I made dinner reservations. My boss was kind enough to give me a gift card for a nice restaurant.”

      And with those words tickling the back of my mind, I said the only thing that made sense.

      “Titties.”

      Cottontail giggled and stood up before tucking my cock away. “C’mon. We should go, or I really will just sit here and suck your cock.”

      “He’s probably fine with that,” Wenrith giggled as she hovered over my shoulder.
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      “Fucking asshole, piece of shit, wannabe bouncer, fuck-knuckle, douchebag, cock-breathed loser!”

      “Wenrith—”

      “As soon as we’re out of here, I’m filing a mother-fucking-burrito-loving complaint about his fucking ass.”

      “Wen—”

      “Should’ve shoved that pen up his fucking ass and fried him from the inside out. Make him nut over himself in shock!”

      “WENRITH!”

      The Sprite froze before glancing at the two of us. “Sorry.”

      “It’s fine,” Cottontail smiled, as she smoothed her hands down her outfit and got herself comfortable. “This kind of thing happens all the time.”

      “And it’s fucking bullshit,” Wenrith snapped.

      “Isn’t that… kinda hypocritical?” Cottontail asked carefully.

      Wenrith opened her mouth, then closed it again and shook her head. “My job is to keep the tripod here from committing crimes while he goes through his adjustment period. That collar of yours should be fucking illegal.”

      I was only barely paying attention to the conversation between Wenrith and Cottontail. The atmosphere of this place was… intense. This wasn’t some dine and dash, nor was it the kind of place to order burgers with the family and enjoy a meal.

      This was some ritzy five-star restaurant, where the lettering on the menu was embossed in filigreed gold. Which was the reason for Wenrith’s cursing. The waiter hadn’t wanted to let them in. He took one look at the flaming bunny girl and tried to physically turn them away. It was only after Cottontail demanded he check their booking, that he realized she wasn’t joking. It was still a close call before a manager got involved, and with the realization they were booked into a private room, they were finally brought inside for their meal.

      “Still fucking bullshit. He didn’t even want to check if the reservation existed and he was already trying to make you leave.”

      “That doesn’t matter now though, does it?” Cottontail sighed.

      “Should review-curse this place into the fucking abyss,” Wenrith growled.

      “That won’t help anyone,” Cottontail sighed. “They’ll just announce that I was a Therian and most people won’t even care.”

      That… made me wince. I had only been a Therian for a few days. Cottontail had been like this for years.

      “Probably worse, since Anahera,” Wenrith grunted.

      Cottontail sighed, “Yeah… then there’s that.”

      “Anahera?” I asked, not recognizing the name.

      “Oh, right. You don’t watch visionstream,” Wenrith nodded. “Anahera was…”

      “A fitness blogger,” Cottontail added.

      “Yeah, that,” Wenrith shuddered at the thought of having to do actual exercise. “She was the reason our meeting got cut short the other day.”

      “Did she hurt someone?” I asked.

      “No,” Wenrith shook her head.

      “She got doxxed,” Cottontail mumbled. “Poor thing was hiding that she was a Therian. Some fuckboy stalker found out and tried to blackmail her. When she refused, he showed up at one of her events and outed her publicly. It caused a big scene, but nobody got hurt.”

      “You’ll probably meet her at the next meeting,” Wenrith added.

      “Yeah,” Cottontail shook her head before smiling. “Right now, I wanna know more about you.”

      “Oh,” I froze. I didn’t know what to tell her. I… I didn’t even think I should be here. There were… memories of angel me wanting to break things off, and… fuck, she sucked my dick earlier. It was one of the most amazing pleasures I’d ever experienced.

      “He helps people,” Wenrith chewed out an answer.

      “Like… a doctor, or a self-help guru?”

      “More like disaster response,” Wenrith tossed out.

      I nodded, “Yeah.” Shut up Wenrith. “Small team, we’re tight.”

      “Must be rough,” Cottontail smiled. “Does your work care about your condition?”

      “They don’t know,” I answered before I thought to hide it.

      “But…” Cottontail frowned. “They… I mean the government, contacts everyone on your behalf. How do you explain Wenrith?”

      “I…” Shit… “I’m my own boss.”

      Cottontail frowned for a moment before nodding. “I suppose that makes sense then.”

      “Does it?”

      “Mhm,” she smiled. “If you’re some big shot, you probably have some sway with the government, right? That’s also why you won’t tell me who you really are, isn’t it?”

      “Not… not exactly,” I grumped, wondering how I was going to explain this.

      Cottontail nodded, then smiled. “Y’know what? It’s fine. So you are somebody important. There’s…. There’s not a Mrs. Gadriel out there, is there?”

      “No,” I answered immediately, then paused as I thought of Ophiel. I… I wonder how soft her feathers are? Would she—

      “Oh, that’s a relief,” Cottontail sighed. “That would have been awkward to explain.”

      “Would have been funny as fuck,” Wenrith snorted. “I’m gonna go find out where that waiter went. I want a burrito.”

      “You always have burritos,” I pointed out.

      “They’re good! Sue me!”

      Cottontail giggled and watched as the Sprite shot over to the door and rather than open it, she zipped out the small vent above.

      “So…” Cottontail smiled. “Now we have a moment to ourselves. I have a few stipulations.”

      “Uh, huh?” I asked with a confused tilt to my head.

      “First, we enjoy our meal, then a dessert.”

      “Okay,” I nodded.

      “Then we go back to my place, and I’m going to bounce my furry ass on your cock while you cum like crazy and leave me dripping like a broken faucet.”

      “Titties!”

      Cottontail was still giggling when the door opened and a young, extremely nervous woman came in. She was in the uniform, but looked as if she were a very new hire as she stumbled over.

      “G-good evening. May I take your order?”

      I saw the look in her eye. She was scared. The on-fire bunny girl must have been quite a shock to behold. But she held it together long enough to accept an order for a steak with fries, a Greek salad for Cottontail and from Wenrith—verbatim: ‘As many burritos as you’re allowed to give me. Not just as many as you think. As many as you’re ALLOWED.’

      And despite the rather frosty reception and the extremely nervous trainee waitress—the food was fantastic. I enjoyed my steak, along with my fries, while Cottontail cooed over her salad. Wenrith… Well, Wenrith literally crawled into the center of her plate and hadn’t come up, but there was enough moaning coming from the pile, so we just left her to it. And then we received our second hiccup for the evening.

      “I’m sorry, I’ve been informed the kitchen is closed,” the nervous waitress trembled as she set the booklet on the table.

      “What’s this?” Cottontail asked. “We paid in advance.”

      “Ah…” the nervous waitress snatched the book and opened it. She read over what was inside, and gulped. “Right, my mistake, I’ll just—”

      “Hold up,” Cottontail smiled. “You keep tips, right?”

      “Ah-yeah. Um…” She swallowed. “Yes.”

      “Great.” Cottontail plucked out a note and handed it to the girl. It wasn’t a lot, and from the nervous way the waitress took it, it was obvious that the girl was more flustered than anything else.

      “Ummm,” I glanced from Cottontail, to the waitress, and then down at Wenrith, who was spread eagle in the middle of the table making small, pained noises.

      “I… I have this, if it’s good enough.”

      The waitress’s eyes, alongside Cottontail’s, both shot wide open as I retrieved one of the small golden bars that I carried around for Wenrith to take when she went on a burrito hunt.

      “I… but…”

      “Can you afford that?” Cottontail asked softly.

      “Yes,” I nodded and shrugged awkwardly. “I… don’t really have expenses.”

      “Sir,” the waitress trembled as she accepted the bar. “You… you…”

      “It’s fine,” I smiled. “Is there anything else?”

      The waitress shook her head, her hands clutching the gold bar. “No, sir. Enjoy your evening.”

      “Let’s go!” Cottontail literally snatched Wenrith from the table, before grabbing onto my hand.

      There was a shout from outside as she hauled me through the main eating area. Several people shouted in surprise as we crossed the room. One person even started shouting for the fire department, while the staff went into overdrive to calm the situation, and the manager appeared before us.

      “You need to leave!” He snapped.

      “What the fuck does it look like we’re doing?” Cottontail snorted as she pulled me around the man.

      “You’re banned from the establishment!” He called as we made it out the front door.

      But neither of us cared. I was still in a daze at our sudden exit, while Cottontail was on a mission. She wasted no time in hauling us to her car and almost literally threw me into the passenger seat. I had just enough time to get my belt on before she raced around and got in the driver’s seat beside me. Then it was a very fast drive, to the other side of town, where we pulled up in front of a run-down apartment building.

      “I’m guessing from the gold you tipped that waitress, that this is not the level of luxury you’re used to.”

      “It’s fine,” I shrugged. “My place isn’t all that.”

      “I don’t know if you’re just trying to be nice, or if you’re screwing with me.”

      “I…” I froze. “Sorry.”

      Cottontail sighed. “You’re like one of those wealthy dudes who barely interact with people, huh?”

      “Bingo!” Wenrith groaned from where she was lying on the back seat.

      Cottontail giggled, then let out a small sigh. “Alright, well. Let me give you the grand tour.”

      The grand tour was… not that grand. The front entrance led to a set of stairs. And on the third story, she went to the door on the left. Her apartment was… about the size of my bedroom. That is to say, her entire kitchen and sleeping area could have fit in my bathroom, with room to spare. There was a small space where a chair was set before a work desk, covered in odds and ends, and a single door that led to a separate bathroom.

      “What’s this?” I asked, picking up a particularly shiny piece. It was made of interlocked pieces of glass.

      “Oh, that…” Cottontail fidgeted. “Sorry, I should have cleaned up.”

      “No,” I shook my head. “This is really cool, it looks kinda like…” I glanced at Wenrith, who was lying on the counter inside the tiny kitchenette. “It kinda looks like Wenrith’s wings.”

      “Is that weird?”

      I shook my head again. “No, that’s… awesome. How do they stick together?”

      Cottontail’s face broke into a wide smile as she explained her process. It was made all the more fascinating, because while her flames were currently harmless, they weren’t always so. She could concentrate them, and create enough heat to do many things beyond simply igniting her surroundings. It had taken time, but she showed me how she heated a tiny spot at the tip of her finger, and used it to melt the edge of the glass, before gluing a second piece to it after a similar process.

      And like that, an hour passed. Wenrith napped on the counter, while I hovered over Cottontail’s shoulder. She had a small collection of these glass figurines. Some she made for herself, and others she made as a sort of side hustle. She didn’t make enough to quit her day job, but it was enough she ate well, and afforded herself a few comfort items, as well as the materials for her hobbies.

      I watched in amazement as she sculpted a second wing to match the first. And then joined them at the shoulders, before adding a section of arm. Slowly, she set the glass down and turned in her chair.

      “Why did you stop?”

      Before I realized what was happening, she was pushing me backwards with the force of her lips. My heart thudded in my chest as my cock strained my pants. But she didn’t stop until my ankles met the edge of her bed.

      “Take all of your clothes off,” she hissed.

      I gulped slightly before her phone chimed. That made her scowl, and I realized it might just be better to comply with her wishes. I took the base of my shirt and pulled it over my head. As the fabric hit the ground, she smiled and stepped back away from me. It was her turn now, and she reached up behind herself, before I heard the slow drag of a zipper coming down.

      “Keep going,” she nodded, as she slowly began to push her dress down her body.

      I stared in shock and mouthed the word ‘titties’ as those glorious breasts came into view. She looked impatient, but she was also enjoying the attention as the dress slipped over a wide set of hips. Her bunny genes gave her an exaggerated hourglass figure, and in all her glory, she was…

      “Titties,” fuck, I said it, anyway.

      “If you don’t get those pants off, I’m going to rip them off,” she added.

      I wasted no time in yanking the button off before shoving my pants down. My underwear was only barely containing my erection, pitching a massive, somewhat painful tent.

      All she wore was a shelf bra that supported her breasts from underneath, a pair of matching lace panties, and some low heels with strings that wrapped up her legs to her knees. Her legs were muscular, firm, and I felt a little overwhelmed as she lifted one to kneel on the edge of the bed and leaned in close. Then she pushed me onto my back and hovered above me.

      Her eyes ran over me, and she licked her lips. “You haven’t cum yet,” she smiled. “That’s good. Because I want that first one deep inside me.”

      “Titties!” I squeaked, my cock harder than it had ever been before.

      She grinned as she took the edges of my underwear and pulled down, letting my cock spring out before her.

      “I should be intimidated by this,” she whispered, before reaching out to grasp me.

      My cock jerked at her warm touch, and she looked at me, before shuffling further onto the bed. I could smell her arousal, and I silently begged that I wouldn’t ruin this moment as Cottontail crawled up my body.

      “Gadriel?”

      I blinked and looked her in the eyes. “Cottontail?”

      “I want you to watch me.”

      “Titties,” I squirmed as she sat herself up.

      Cottontail lifted her arms, trailing her fingers across her own skin as she swayed above me. Her breasts drew my eye as she smiled and pressed them together with her arms.

      “You can have these,” she breathed. “But I want you inside me first.”

      I felt something warm and damp slide across my cock, and glanced down. Cottontail’s lace panties rubbed back and forth on my length, and from the dark patch at the center, I could tell she was extremely wet. Soaking, in fact.

      Her phone chimed again, and Cottontail sighed, before leaning over to pick it up. She turned on the screen and rolled her eyes before holding the button until it turned off.

      “Sorry. It’s Sky sending me photos of something.”

      “Titties.”

      Cottontail grinned. “Yes, she does have titties. They’re very nice too.”

      “Titties?”

      Cottontail shook her head. “Don’t worry about it. Worry about this.”

      She reached down between her legs and pulled her panties aside. And for the second time, I found heaven. My cock slipped between her labia, rubbing over her outer lips, and engulfed in the silken heat of her… of her bunny.

      “Oh, fuck,” Cottontail dropped to her hands and leaned over the top of me, her legs spread to either side of my waist as she ground against me. “I’m so sensitive,” she whimpered, before picking up the pace and humping my cock, meshing it against her engorged clit.

      She rubbed herself back and forth, moaning, as my world narrowed to this single moment. The building could be falling down around us, and my only thought would have been the delicious sensation of her bunny gliding over my cock, as she loomed over the top of me. She was glorious to behold in her pleasure.  

      “Gadriel, I need to tell you something.”

      “Titties!”

      She smiled and shook her head. “I’m serious. Before… before this goes further.”

      I wanted to reply with ‘titties’ again, but I swallowed it down and reached up. When my hand touched her cheek, she leaned into it and smiled as I stared into her eyes.

      “I’m not like other bunny girls,” she announced softly. “I have all the urges. I have all the wants, the needs, the desire. But, I was turned by a Phoenix. Can you remember what I said about your cravings, and how some of them need to be met?”

      “Titties,” I nodded.

      She smiled, “Phoenix’s are monogamous. They mate for life, and only with their chosen partner.”

      I wasn’t sure what she was trying to tell me. Her body above mine was so good it was hard to concentrate.

      “There’s never been a man inside me before, Gadriel,” Cottontail gently gripped my cock her hand, acting as a guide, and began to raise her hips. “It’s been a curse. I have so many toys that I’m going to box up and throw away, now that I found you.” She pushed the head of my cock back until I felt it slip into her opening.

      “WAIT!” I squeaked.

      Cottontail froze, before suddenly looking very unsure of herself. “Wait?”

      I blinked and glanced around. This wasn’t supposed to happen. I was caught up in the moment. I was supposed to end it tonight. A nice dinner, a polite ending, let things slowly break away. Not… not this. But… Wenrith was asleep, I was naked and already halfway inside Cottontail and… holy fucking shit; I was halfway inside a woman.

      “Titties.”

      And she dropped her hips.

      Whatever gloriousness I had imagined and experienced so far was nothing. Nothing at all compared to this. Wet, silken, vice-like heat slid down my length. Her bunny squeezed and pulsed as the gorgeous bunny girl whimpered and moaned. Until finally, her weight settled over my hips, and I could feel her soaked crotch as she ground herself down atop me.

      As much as I hate to admit it. I started cumming. My cock throbbed, and Cottontail gasped before she slumped down over me. Her magnificent breasts pressed into my chest as her lips found my own. I wrapped my arms around her as my hips jerked, trying to work my cock deeper inside her. And to my surprise, I wasn’t the only one. She squealed into my mouth as her bunny clamped down around me. It throbbed, squeezing the base of my cock, before rippling deeper, massaging my length as I continued to spurt.

      I dug my fingers into the fine fur on her back as we came together in this simple act of intimacy. A tale as old as time. Finally, I slumped back on the bed and felt my muscles relax. Cottontail was only a few moments behind me, shuddering and whimpering as her bunny muscles wrung out the last drops of seed. Exhaling with a shiver, she too slumped down on me.

      “That… titties.”

      Cottontail giggled. “Yeah, that was pretty titties.”

      I grinned despite myself. She sat up and I saw a look in her eyes before I asked, “What?”

      “You’re still hard.”

      “Ahhhhh.”

      Cottontail squeezed her legs together, pinning my hips in place, before she kissed me. And when she pulled away, her eyes were wide with excitement. “I’m not leaking yet.”

      My eyes widened at the sensation of her bunny sliding up my cock, before I gasped as she drove herself down again.

      “Fuck, that’s so good,” she trembled as she repeated the motion. “So good, soo gooood!”

      She worked her hips up and down, getting faster and faster. Any rational thought that floated through my mind, was quickly smashed to pieces by the bouncing of her furry ass. I was a passenger on this ride, and I was enjoying every moment of it. Her ears stood up straight as she screamed at the ceiling. Her breasts swayed from side to side, and I took them firmly in hand. Cottontail gasped as I fed one of her perfect nipples into my mouth and began to suckle.

      This time, as she came apart and started to cum, she didn’t completely stop. She slowed her thrusts to match the speed of her internal pulses, driving herself down onto my cock with each squeeze. And within moments, I was cumming once more. My body jerked, and she went back into overdrive, bouncing on my cock as I filled her with another round of my seed.

      We alternated back and forth. I would cum, and then she would follow a moment later. Then it was my turn again, until our orgasms matched up, and I started cumming as her bunny sucked me dry. Time became irrelevant as the night passed into early dawn. My vision dimmed with each thrust and orgasm I had, until, Cottontail’s screams, turned into exhausted moans. Finally, with a shuddering—paired orgasm, I lay atop Cottontail who was clutching me to her chest, breathing as heavily as I was. I couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer and fell asleep, still inside the curvy bunny girl.
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        * * *

      

      So, it was a hell of a shock to jerk awake to the sudden sensation of dread. The sun was only peeking over the horizon, and Cottontail was still asleep as she rocked her hips. In this form, she was much smaller than me, but it didn’t seem to bother her in the least. Her eyes were closed, and she was drooling as she bounced her hips on my lap, driving my morning erection into herself.

      But that’s not what held my attention. I could feel it. The sudden catastrophe happening on earth. There was nothing for it. I had to do this, and I had to do it now. I needed to go, and I needed to do it in a way Geppa wouldn’t notice. Considering I was inside her, that was going to be tough.

      I glanced around and saw Wenrith laid out on the bed beside me. I formulated a plan. I wasn’t going to be graceful. Nor polite. But it needed to be done, and it needed to be done now. I ignored the soft moans that came from the bunny girl as she started cumming over my cock and reached for one of her pillows. It only took me a moment to pull the cover off before repeating it to a second. I just hoped this wasn’t about to bite me on the ass.

      With one case firmly in hand, I gently slipped it down over Geppa’s head like a mask. The second pillowcase, I tossed over Wenrith, who snorted and made a noise at the strange sensation. And with nothing else to lose, I took Geppa by the shoulders and rolled her over. She let out a squawk, before slapping about trying to work out what was happening.

      “Sorry,” I whispered as I pulled my cock free.

      “Gadriel?!”

      I ignored her as I snatched Wenrith off the bed and rushed to the window. “I’ll pay for this!” I shouted as I took a running leap. The window proved useless at stopping me as I burst out into the early morning air. Wenrith struggled in my grip as I rapidly beat my wings to climb. I rolled towards the portal and surged towards it with all my might.

      “Gadriel! What the fuck, man?!”

      “Volcano!” I snapped. “Need to go! Now!”

      “Oh, shit!”

      Meanwhile, back at Geppa’s apartment, the poor bunny girl was sitting on the end of her bed. She stared in shock, clutching the pillowcase she had only just removed. The window was letting in cool air from outside, and she was too confused to cry. This whole situation was something out of a movie. The guy, who was her literal soulmate, just dove out her window and vanished. The only thought she had was to turn on her phone and beg Wenrith for an explanation.

      It took her a moment to find her phone from where she had thrown it the night before. And then she cursed as she waited for it to power up. She opened her messaging application and stopped. She didn’t have a single clue on how to proceed. But her attention was drawn as the all-clear message came through from work, which was odd for being so early. That also brought back the notification from Sky. And the question was odd.

      “Isn’t this Wenrith?” Cottontail read out loud, before opening the attachment. And her eyes went wide with shock. “Gadriel?”

      No… not her Gadriel. Not the small, delightful, lustful young man she spent the evening fucking into a coma. No, this was the angel. The seven foot tall, walking Greek statue—savior of Earth, protector of Paradiie—Gadriel. And the photo was clearly showing him, in a coffee shop, waiting in line. With Wenrith perched on his shoulder.

      She collapsed on the bed in shock, thinking about all the times she changed his sheets while he was working…

      And the time she came in one day, to see the porno her sister did with her creeper fiancé, so they could afford an extension on their honeymoon. It was a good film, and the lighting was perfect. But it was still weird as shit spending hours scrubbing dust from an immaculate and sterile room, while listening to the sounds of her own sister getting railed.
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      The heat was intense. The powerful updrafts meant even Wenrith didn’t need to beat her wings to stay aloft. Whichever god caused this, they must have been in a foul mood. It wasn’t the largest volcanic eruption. But the population that lived at its base had paid the price dearly. I arrived as the mountaintop exploded. Ophiel had only arrived minutes before. The detonation left me rattled, but I still had the forethought to take hold of Wenrith.

      The main explosion wasn’t the only threat though. Raining debris was dangerous, and it killed many. But the pyroclastic flows would do far worse. I did all I could to redirect the main flow away from the center of the main population. But I wasn’t entirely successful. The main wave washed away the edge of town, taking the inhabitants with it. While a smaller, secondary flow escaped down the back of the mountain, and killed many more. Which was the area Ophiel, and I were currently flying over.

      I wasn’t a god. Merely a long-lived being. And while overall, I had saved the lives of many. I still felt this was a failure. With enough warning, I may have been able to help more. Usually, I would have been warned sooner. For whatever reason, this volcano was quiet, up until it wasn’t. And with so little time to respond, it seemed that everyone was taken by surprise. For the first time, I wondered if perhaps my Therian side was affecting my ability to sense the natural currents that made up my warning system. I sighed and pushed the thought away for another day. I had a duty to do.

      Even now, I could see Ophiel far below. She was swooping over the destruction, looking for signs of life. But we both knew it was futile. Between the two of us, she understood and related to people better. It was both a strength and what wounded her during our missions. Especially when innocents were involved. After all these centuries she still flew over just in case we missed anyone. There was nobody down there. Nobody alive at least.

      “This is terrible,” Wenrith mumbled.

      “It’s like this sometimes,” I shook my head and adjusted my heading. Some of the flows had shifted down further into town. And I was taking sporadic trips to slow or prevent their spread.

      “So much death.”

      I nodded. But there wasn’t anything we could do today. The sirens howled below as the humans’ emergency responses arrived on the scene. Though for them, it was more to help keep back anyone gawking, than help the survivors. Those who could be helped were already on their way out. Those that couldn’t… well they were beyond help.

      There was just… so much death. It was never easy for me to deal with. Even after all these centuries. War was one thing. But it was a rare day that a destructive event like this could cause so much damage, so quickly. I shifted my heading once more and drifted closer to the vent. It was still spewing hot ash into the air. The explosions had stopped for the time being, but there was always the chance I would be called out once more. The humans would be better prepared at least. Their knowledge of volcanoes would have them evacuate the area until the mountain settled once more.

      While I had the fortitude to fly right through the middle of the cloud, I thought Wenrith did not. So I took the longer route, flying around the venting ash, while staying below the mushroom that formed high above. Ophiel flapped along behind me, still low to the ground, as if shadowing my movements. I circumnavigated the mountain to the south and the original site came into view. Here, small fires had sprung up. I detected no mana constructs or influences outside of natural causes, so most of my help was superficial at best. But when I realized there was greater damage behind the mountain to the north, I had left to aid the greater cause of destruction.

      Above the smoke and ash, I pulled from the world around me and took advantage of the humid air, and the dense roiling atmosphere. With only a small tug of will power, I summoned rain. It would be black from the ash, but it would aid the people below fighting flames. The drops came down in thick globules and splattered on the buildings below. People fleeing the worst of the damage hid beneath balconies, cardboard boxes or whatever they could hold over their heads for protection. They would live though. Unlike so many others.

      “Gadriel?!”

      I paused as I beat my wings and glanced down at Ophiel as she climbed to join me. With no reason to force her to work, I slowed myself and descended, meeting her halfway.

      “Ophiel,” I acknowledged her evenly.

      “This… this was malicious.”

      I nodded. “I believe you are right. This happened far too quickly, and with far too little warning.”

      “If I petition the gods, can I count on you?”

      “Always,” I agreed with a low growl. “Whichever of the gods caused this, does not deserve their mantle.”

      “Of that, we can agree,” she sighed.

      “Let us go home, Ophiel,” I adjusted my course towards the portal. “There is little else we can do for now. And the humans are preparing in case of further eruptions.”

      There was a flash of indecision that broke across her face. But she caught up and flew by my side. Her wings beat steadily, and I could see the conflict in her eyes. There was something else, something she wasn’t telling me. But I had known her long enough not to push. It was her decision, and prompting her was not my nature. If I needed to know, she would tell me.

      When the portal approached, Ophiel slipped back and followed behind as I broke through back to Paradiie. The air here was humid too, but without the oppressive heat of the boiling ash, poisonous fumes and magma.

      “Gadriel?”

      I looked over my shoulder, and Ophiel was staring at me. She opened her mouth, before closing it once more. “I will call on you when required.”

      “I will receive you when you call,” I nodded.

      She took that as her invitation to leave, and flew away. I did the same, changing course for my home. It was late, I could feel the sun ready to set and with it my skin began to itch. I had only minutes to get back. Which in itself was surprising. There was almost no time to divert unless I wished to find a new way home in my shifted form. But then, I was filthy, and required a shower before it would be safe to go anywhere else.

      And so, with a silent Wenrith, I descended onto my back porch and set myself down with care. There were no boats on this section of the river. Although a part of me wondered at that. Sure this was a quiet spot, but it had been unusually quiet lately. It wasn’t like camera crews would come down to take a look. But it was—

      “Gadriel?”

      I jumped. Quite literally. Six feet into the air with a mighty flap of my wings. I twisted about and met Geppa’s frown as I landed heavily on the other side of my deck.

      “Geppa?!”

      “You’re filthy,” she frowned and stepped closer. “What happened?”

      “Me?” I blinked. “Don’t worry about me. What about you? How did you get here?”

      Geppa frowned, “I… I have keys.”

      “Wait…” I thought about the date we just had, and the dots started to connect. I had told my lawyer to send an all-expense paid voucher for two at a well-known restaurant to my… “You’re my cleaner?”

      Geppa nodded before giving me a shy smile. “Surprise.”

      It was about then that I felt it. The urge, as my therianthropy began to activate. I turned my head as the last rays finally vanished below the horizon and my body contorted. I grunted as my bones shrunk and my skin matched. I dropped to my hands and knees as my wings pulled into my shoulders, and I could see an orange glow ahead of me.

      When I looked up, Cottontail was glowing in the early evening air. Her flames washed over her fur, and I could see only subtle differences. Unlike my own changes, Geppa just looked a bit fluffier… and on fire… But she was still the bunny that…

      “Titties!”

      “And he’s back,” Wenrith snorted. “Honestly, the big guy is growing on me. But he’s so much easier to deal with when he’s all cute, like now.”

      “Be nice,” Cottontail chided her as she skipped over to me. “Now, you’re a bit of a mess. So let’s get you cleaned up.”

      “Titties,” I agreed as she took me under the arm.

      It was a strange feeling being led into my own home. Stranger still that it was by Cottontail. The gorgeous bunny stalked through my back doors like she owned the place, and brought me straight towards my bathroom, while Wenrith hovered overhead.

      It also seemed like I wasn’t allowed to do anything. Cottontail knocked my hands away, leaving my makeshift loincloth to fall to the ground since I was in my smaller form. That was joined by Wenrith’s shift, which gave me a fantastic view of her tiny ass as she buzzed into the shower without a word. Cottontail took the initiative and turned it on, before stripping out of what looked like a workers uniform.

      “Go on, get under the water,” she smiled as Wenrith wasted no time doing the same.

      The Chaos Sprite let out a sigh of contentment as she hovered in the stream. And I as I stepped in to join her, she lowered herself down and sat on my shoulder.

      “No touchy,” she giggled softly.

      “Titties,” I nodded.

      “And they’re lovely,” Cottontail smiled as she stepped into the shower to join the two of us.

      It was… odd… That she could stand fully under the spray of the shower…while on fire… The flames reacted to her as she rubbed at herself. But they didn’t seem to react at all to the water. She smiled happily, before looking at the two of us and frowned.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “It’s been a long day,” Wenrith replied first.

      “I…” Cottontail frowned. “Alright. I suppose nobody really knows what it is you and Ophiel actually do. But I’m guessing it was a hard day?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded, and then sighed as Cottontail pulled me into a hug. My face entered that happy place between her furry tits and I clung to her for a moment.

      “Settle down, lover-boy. You can fuck the bunny later. Let’s get clean first. What the fuck gets volcanic ash out of hair?”

      “Woah, a volcano? Seriously?”

      “Yeah,” I sighed as I pumped out some of my shampoo for Wenrith.

      She scooped it from my hand and started to rub her scalp when Cottontail frowned. “Let me help.”

      Wenrith made a noise as Cottontail kneeled down beside me. But she wasn’t focused on me for the moment. She reached around and started rubbing Wenrith’s head, before moving down to her delicate wings. Wenrith let out a squeak, before moaning at Cottontail’s attention.

      “That’s so fucking good,” she drooled slightly.

      “You look like you’re about to cum,” Cottontail joked, but Wenrith didn’t deny it. And with that, Cottontail finished up with a small cough. “Right. Your turn, Gadriel.”

      “Okay,” I replied, as my mind reeled from all the mental stimulation.

      First her fingers dug into my hair, and I felt the relief as the ash and dirt washed down my back. Then, to my surprise, she rubbed at the small nubs that were once my wings. I wasn’t sure if that would help when I shifted back, but it still felt fantastic to have someone else clean them.

      Before I knew it, she was rubbing me down entirely. There was no input from me. Her hands were everywhere. Wenrith perched on the tap, rubbing soap down her tiny body while she watched on with a small jealous pout. But I was enjoying Cottontail’s touch as she ensured I was clean, right the way down to an enthusiastic scrub of my throbbing erection.

      “There we go,” she giggled, before turning the water off.

      After a blast of hot air to dry us, we all stepped out of the bathroom. Only for Cottontail to leap onto my bed. She bounced and giggled as Wenrith buzzed over to join her, landing on my pillow.

      “Wenrith, I don’t mind if you stay,” Cottontail smiled. “But my mate is either going to come over and shove that cock into me, or I’m going to tackle him and ride it.”

      Both sets of eyes turned towards me, and Cottontail opened her legs invitingly. I hadn’t had a good look at what was there. But… either the air dryer in the shower needed a tune-up. Or she really wasn’t kidding about wanting to tackle me.

      “Titties.”

      “What about bunny?” Cottontail asked as she reached between her legs and pried her labia open.

      The hot pink of her insides glistened in the low light of my bedroom.  I was hopeless to resist. I walked to the bed and crawled up. Cottontail giggled and spread her legs wider as she released her labia and opened her arms to accept me. But I had other ideas. Her scent filled my nostrils. Her feminine musk overwhelmed the faint soapiness, and I dropped my face into her crotch.

      Cottontail squealed as I dragged my tongue through her labia, tasting all parts of her at once. Her bunny was a little zesty, a little sweet, and unbelievably soft and warm. I had no idea what came over me as I dragged my tongue through her labia. I was versed in the knowledge of anatomy, and I knew what I wanted. But I felt lost as I licked and sucked on every part of her I could find. Not that Cottontail seemed to mind.

      “Hold up there, cowboy,” Wenrith giggled as she zoomed down to land on Cottontail’s mons. “Fuck, she is wet. Look at it!”

      “Mhm,” I mumbled as I dragged my tongue through her.

      “Yeah, okay. You have no idea what you’re doing, huh?”

      “Doesn’t matter, he’s licking my bunny and I’m gonna squirt on his fucking tongue!” Cottontail shrieked.

      “She’s wound so fucking tight,” Wenrith giggled. “I can’t believe how well this worked. The five-foot tall fuckboy with the tripod cosplay, versus the literal bunny-on-heat.” She shook her head. “Okay, you wanna make her scream?”

      “Good scream?” I murmured as I raised my head.

      “Yeah, good scream. Or she’ll suffocate you with those fluffy thighs of hers. Either way, do you want to make her feel fucking amazeballs?”

      Those words only made slightly more sense than gibberish. But I figured she wanted to give me pointers, so I nodded. “Please?”

      “Such a good boy,” Wenrith teased. “She’s already pretty wound up.”

      “Fucking right I am!” Cottontail whined. “You made him stop!”

      “Fuck,” Wenrith shook her head. “Right, main event. See this?” She spread Cottontail’s labia and closed her other hand around the small nub at the top, nestled at the tip of her labia minora.

      “Is… that her clitoris?”

      “Got it in one, champ,” Wenrith giggled. “Suck on it.”

      “Ahhh—”

      “Please suck my clit?!” Cottontail begged.

      And that was enough. I shifted and closed my lips over that little nub as Wenrith pulled away to give me room. Cottontail gasped and her thighs squeezed down on my shoulders. Those glorious, soft thighs… They were so warm and lovely. I moaned as I continued to suck. I treated it like her nipples and Cottontail jerked her hips, thrusting up into my face.

      “Don’t stop!” Cottontail squealed.

      I moaned in agreement. I didn’t know how good this felt for her. But if it was anything like the time, she sucked my dick, then there was no way I was about to stop. I suckled firmly as she bucked and shook. She suddenly jerked, pulling her knees up, and she crossed her legs behind my head. I could still breathe through my nose, but just barely. And that was a good thing, as a gush of hot fluid sprayed across my chin as Cottontail screeched.

      If not for her holding me in place, I’d have likely let go. But with her glorious, fluffy thighs holding me in place, I just continued to suck on her clit as I had been shown. Her whole body rocked like a wave as she crested another wave of pleasure. Her hips bounced in place and I wrapped my arms around the underside of her ass. That must have been the right thing, since she started rocking her hips, dragging her clit back and forth while I held it between my lips.

      “Enough! Please?!”

      I jerked and released her clit as her legs snapped open. Her ass dropped down onto the mattress as she heaved in lungful’s of air. But there was a beaming smile on her face as she stared down at me.

      “That…” she sighed and took another deep breath. “Was fucking great.”

      “I’m glad that felt good,” I mumbled softly.

      “Felt good,” Cottontail snorted. “That’s the understatement of the century.”

      “I know,” Wenrith sighed. “I’m actually kinda jealous.”

      I blushed despite how I felt. Secretly, I was proud I’d made her feel so good. But this whole situation was so bizarre to me. It was like an addict getting a hit, but… there was no downside. I knew fundamentally that sex was healthy. But sex with Cottontail was amazing. The only thing that made me pause was thoughts of Ophiel. But she was a pragmatic woman, and we could have the discussion regarding procreation later. Right now… My dick was the one in charge.

      I pushed up from the bed and Cottontail’s eyes widened as she felt my cock slap against the inside of her thigh, before she bit her lip and smiled.

      “You gonna put that in me, Mr. Gadriel?”

      “Yup.”

      I took hold of my cock and pressed it to her opening. Without further ado, I slid it deep inside. Her body gripped me as she let out a long sigh of pleasure. She felt perfect and Wenrith stared at our joining with hungry eyes.

      “Titties,” I grinned as I rocked my hips.

      “All yours,” Cottontail smiled as she relaxed into the pace that I set.

      “You two are so fucking hot…” Wenrith complained as she began to frig herself.

      Despite the sheer glory of Cottontail’s nude, flaming form. The delightful Sprite caught my eye. Despite the significant size difference, she was at least as curvy as Cottontail. If not more so, considering my gorgeous bunny had some extra padding in her fur.

      “Y’know…” Cottontail chewed her lip as she glanced at Wenrith. “I… could help, if Gadriel doesn’t mind?”

      “Aren’t you monogywhatsit?” Wenrith frowned. “I heard you talking last night.”

      “Oh,” Cottontail paused, before reaching down to graze her fingers against my cock as I slid it into her. “I mean, this is just… perfect. I can’t imagine being with another man.”

      I frowned and gave her a look. There was an unspoken word there, I was sure of it. The idea of her being with another man rubbed me wrong, and it slipped through my lizard brain. I would find that extremely distasteful, and so would she.

      “But… another woman?”

      “What do you suggest, I ride your pinky?” Wenrith giggled.

      “You could sit on Cottontail’s lip and she could lick you,” I suggested, before freezing in place. “Umm.”

      “Gadriel?” Cottontail smiled. “Your cock throbbed inside me when you said that.”

      “Did it?”

      “Mhm,” she smiled. “Would that turn you on, to watch me lick Wenrith’s pussy?”

      “Ah,” I rocked my hips harder as I felt her pussy squeeze around me.

      “Wanna see the little Sprite cum like crazy on my tongue. Just like you did to me?”

      “Fuck, I’m keen,” Wenrith whimpered. “I haven’t been so turned on since he bought that porno of the bunny girl and the creeper.”

      Cottontail frowned. “Can we please not talk about my sister’s porno? That was a super weird day.”

      “Sister?” I froze.

      “You didn’t know?” I shook my head rapidly, and Cottontail rolled her eyes. “Let’s just never speak of it again. And also destroy that copy.”

      “I already left a good review,” Wenrith giggled.

      “I’ll be sure to let her know,” Cottontail smiled as she reached up and plucked the naked Chaos Sprite into her hand.

      “Oh, shit. This is happening?”

      “Mhm,” Cottontail smiled as I stroked my cock into her pussy. “Unless you don’t want to?” she addressed the Sprite.

      “Oh, I am keen. But next time, I wanna eat a burrito while we do this!”

      Cottontail grinned and opened her mouth. It made a little seat for the six-inch tall Sprite to rest. Her elbows on Cottontail’s upper lip, with her knees propped up on the corners of her mouth. It left her round ass up in the air and her sex on full display. That gave Cottontail the flexibility to raise her tongue and run it between the Sprite’s legs.

      “Oh… fuck,” Wenrith shuddered as she rocked her hips. “Gadriel, your girlfriend’s tongue is fantastic.”

      “Uh huh,” I whimpered as I watched the sapphic display before me.

      This was so fucking hot. Wenrith was gasping as her eyes rolled back in her head. Cottontail was moaning lewdly as she drove the tip of her tongue up between Wenrith’s legs. I could see the Sprite’s tiny clit bulging with each prod. Cottontail’s pussy gushed around me, not from orgasm, but just from the sheer buildup of sex juices that were forced out with each thrust of my cock. I wanted to see her squirm. I wanted her to scream. I wanted to make her feel good, so that her pussy would squeeze down on my cock even harder than it did naturally. The endless tunnel that was her pussy fit me like a glove, and I couldn’t for the life of me work out why my daytime-self had been so opposed to trying it.

      “Oh, fuck, I am going to cum!” Wenrith wriggled.

      I heard her words and glanced down to watch my cock as it stretched Cottontail’s glorious bunny. And right there at the top was her clit. I reached down and brushed my fingers over it, and she let out a sudden choked squeal of pleasure.

      “Yeah,” Wenrith nodded. “Do that. So we can all cum. Fuck, her tongue is so good!”

      I nodded as I felt Cottontail’s pussy throb deliciously over my cock and pressed my fingers to her clit once more. I rocked my hips, felt the way her body squeezed me, and I found a good angle where I could press my thumb to her clit. That small bundle of nerves made her jerk and squeal as I rubbed circles over it. But it was too late for Wenrith.

      The Sprite let out a screech as the tiniest squirt sprayed out over Cottontail’s tongue. The bunny girl moaned in appreciation as she lapped at Wenrith’s spasming pussy and the Sprite beat her wings to escape. Cottontail snatched at the air to catch her, but Wenrith ducked and crash landed on Cottontail’s fluffy tummy.

      “Fuck,” she panted. “Fucking slut wouldn’t let me cum in peace.”

      “It’s not my fault!” Cottontail whimpered as I began to vigorously pound her bunny. “Cunt tastes good. I thought that was just my own, but now I’m having all these other thoughts.”

      “Well, my cunt needs a rest,” Wenrith complained, before smirking. “In fact, maybe we all should.”

      She crawled down towards our crotches, and Cottontail sat up as I slowed my thrusting. There was just enough of a gap that I could see Cottontail’s clit as Wenrith reached it.

      “Take this!”

      Her tiny hand reached out and rested on top of that sensitive little bundle of nerves. She flashed purple briefly and a pulse of electricity shot through her. Cottontail flinched, and her pussy crushed my cock like a vice. She arched her back and let out a mighty shriek. But that wasn’t all. With my cock buried inside her, I felt it too. The electrical pulses were like nothing I had experienced before. It was like it was fine tuned to stimulate all the nerves responsible for pleasure. Only it was directed through Cottontail’s clit, and into my cock.

      With the impossibly tight throbbing of Cottontail’s bunny, I was in no shape to fight against the overwhelming pleasure. My cock erupted, firing a thick line of my seed deep into her. Only to follow it up with a dozen more of equal strength. As Cottontail jerked her hips, she drove herself onto my cock, screeching my name with filthy obscenities echoing around the room. Her pure joy and enthusiasm for riding my cock was my undoing and I too, reached my limit.  We held each other, our groins melded together. I tried to get as deep inside her as I possibly could while we came spectacularly together.

      Finally, with a yelp, Wenrith managed to pull her hand free. I slumped forward as the Sprite screamed and shot out of the way. Cottontail let out a squeak as I slumped against her. She let out a sigh and wrapped her arms around my shoulders as I heaved for air.

      “What…” I huffed. “What was that? I can control lightning, but not to the level you can!?”

      “That shit right there is why you don’t fuck with sprites,” Wenrith snorted from a spot on the bed where she landed.

      “It’s like you set my clit on fire,” Cottontail gasped. “But, in a good way.”

      “Mhm,” Wenrith grinned. “Your nerves use electrical signals to transfer sensation. I just happen to know which frequency causes people to cum themselves stupid.”

      “And why do you know that?” I asked.

      Wenrith gave me a long look. “I’m small. Not naïve. That skill works on sprites too.”

      “I bet you’re an awesome fuck,” Cottontail giggled.

      “You bet your furry ass I am,” Wenrith grinned. “Though it’s been a while. So… thanks for that. I had a great time.”

      “You’re welcome,” Cottontail sighed.

      “So what now?” I asked as I snuggled into Cottontail’s breasts.

      “Well,” she smiled. “I can think of two options.”
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        * * *

      

      “Alright Sir, and that’s a large pepperoni, a bacon deluxe and a fizztacular, is that everything?’

      “Gah,” I gasped into the phone as Cottontail took me to the hilt in her throat.

      “Sir, are you okay?” the voice on the line asked.

      “Fine,” I grunted. “Yes, that was everything.”

      “Great, we’ll be out in twenty minutes.”

      “Thanks!” I grunted and set the phone down.

      Which was the queue for Cottontail to start slurping as she bounced her head in my lap. I gripped her ears as she moaned in pleasure. Wenrith was on a nearby shelf, watching as I closed my eyes. I couldn’t help but erupt down Cottontail’s throat and she pushed me back to make room to force as much of my length down her gullet as physically possible. My legs twitched each time she swallowed, and she did that rapidly to stop from choking on the seed I pumped down her throat. Until finally she pulled back with a smile.

      It was only then; we heard the click of the phone hanging up, and we all turned to stare at it for a moment. Cottontail gave my cock a small jerk before smiling.

      “You’re still hard.”

      “Ahh…”

      “Let’s go again!”
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      “Gadriel?”

      “Not yet,” I frowned as I concentrated.

      “How long does this usually last?”

      I ignored the question. Not because I wanted to offend the Sprite. But because it was taking most of my concentration to remain airborne while I still fought the opposing wind currents. The humans would call this the storm of the century. The dust storm just didn’t give justice to the monster far below.

      In my estimation it was on par with the nineteen-thirty-five storm. One of the largest dust storms in recorded human history. And like that particular storm. There was a flavor to it. It wasn’t even the meddling of the demi-gods trying to flex their powers. No, this was an intentional storm, brought into being and fed by one of the ‘mighty members’ of my world. Like the previous disaster, there was malicious intent in this storm. It seemed like whoever was behind this was escalating the danger. Those pompous assholes sat about, lounging on their yachts, partying in private clubs and feuding amongst themselves. Only when one of them wanted to make a political statement, or to be noticed, did they cause destruction like this.

      Paradiie was a nexus world, unique because it connected to many planes of existence, and therefore considered neutral territory by the accords set up when the elder gods all joined together to remove the Titans. Paradiie was too powerful for any one faction to have control over and so, the most powerful pantheons were charged in keeping each other in check. Ophiel and I were basically the bouncers with enough ‘muscle’ to boot them out if they got too frisky with the locals or Paradiie in general.

      However, because the pantheons treated this place as a resort world—over the centuries, a heavy influx of gods and their pantheons used Paradiie as their ‘home away from home’. As always, it was up to Ophiel and I to handle their mischief ourselves. Especially in a world under our purview, like Earth.

      So it was to my utter horror as I passed through the portal that I sensed a second response to an event on the other side of the world. While in Paradiie, my ability to detect portals and through it, the dangers happening on Earth—was more symbolic. Elemental in a way.  The moment I passed through the dimensional plane onto Earth… Well, when it became a triage, those senses altered. It was as if the world itself wanted to make sure I knew exactly where—and what, the issues I faced were. Less symbolic and more visual. With that in mind, Earth showed me the dangers.

      I was shown a map location, the landmarks around it and then I zoomed downward to the issue itself. I saw a volcanic eruption stirring up a lake filled with thick reeds. Those reeds contained massive amounts of toxic gasses, trapped for years beneath the surface. The vibrations and shifting earth had disturbed those plants. There would be a lot of people in danger. Evacuation was crucial.

      I could already see that Ophiel had been notified of the issue too. With a harried expression, she winged her way toward the sky—dashing through a second portal Earth had created for her. Meanwhile I’d serve to do my best here, against this storm. After all, the lake she was heading to was surrounded by a small city. If that gas was released at once, it would kill thousands in mere minutes. Whereas the storm I was dealing with would only kill thousands if left unchecked for hours or days.

      There were not too many options for me. The storm—as wide as the horizon—was too much for me to handle. The city I was trying to protect was a few hundred miles wide, and the wall of dust—a prelude to the power of the storm behind it—was dozens of times larger. I couldn’t stop the initial wave. Only slow it long enough to let the last of the humans flee under cover or to safety. That is, until I saw the tiny flashes of light. Golden flecks among the particles of dirt and howling winds. Something easily missed, if it wasn’t for the fact that those golden lights held a power that made my bones ache. I knew what I was sensing.

      Divine power.

      Either it was an elder god, or an entire pantheon working as one. With that realization, Earth gave me an image of humans struggling to breathe, choking on the golden particles, their souls draining away to feed the god responsible. Frustratingly, Earth couldn’t show me who it was. The god was obscured in shadows, protected by his or her domain.

      As the encroaching wall of dust raced through the outskirts of the city, an eerie pall fell over the buildings. Power lines crossed and blocks fell section by section into darkness.  As the dust billowed over the highest buildings down to the low—air vents clogged, debris was scattered, windows blew open, and the inhabitants below began to suffocate. Through it all, I could see small specks of divine magic speeding up the suffocation process; feeding the god or goddess that had instigated this disaster. Rage built inside since there was nothing I could do to heal the humans.  I suspected whoever was behind this had split Ophiel and I up to make sure she couldn’t help these humans either. This was a blatant breach of the agreements. It was moments like this that I wished I could heal, but my talents were elemental in nature. Even though I wouldn’t be able to heal the people infected, what I could do, was damage control.  A vision flashed in my mind, and it left me feeling a little disconcerted. Earth had never been this… responsive to me. But it was clear it had a suggestion for combating, or at least, reducing the amount of people affected by the golden dust. Although I had never done something like this before, I decided to try it anyway.   

      Kinetic energy ran rife through the storm. Particles oscillating and generating the foundation for what I was about to do. This would be a two pronged attack. I drew on the kinetic energy and summoned lightning. It flashed and lit up the darkness. I summoned more and spread it out like the interconnecting roots of a tree—searching. Forks of blue attacked the golden specks and everywhere they clashed, the sky turned a sickly green. A scream howled through the storm and I felt the presence of a powerful god staring back at me. I didn’t care. This world was mine to protect and they had trespassed. Now came the tricky part. Time to take care of the building debris while maintaining the lightning assault, all without harming the humans this storm was directed at.

      Ironically, the same dust causing the greatest destruction also brought the majority their salvation. Great dunes quickly built up on buildings, vehicles and any place the debris was able to accumulate against. With a few nudges, I helped form massive walls to break the howling wind before it struck the city. Those walls redirected the wind currents into smaller pockets, where I seeded more dunes. But dust and sand were not solid objects, and as quickly as the dunes formed, they broke and I had to re-form them once more.

      Hours passed. The constant strain of lightning attacks, holding back the wind in places, and shifting debris to seed the dunes was taking its toll on me. My mind felt stretched, my mana channels were aching and my dune wind-breakers were also becoming a hazard to the people it was protecting. There were literally thousands of them spread throughout the entire city and I was forced to hold those dunes in place, while they threatened to collapse below me. All the while, I hovered in the air currents above, trying not to think about those dying below. The numbers were not great, but they shouldn’t have been dying at all.

      Not for the first time I found myself cursing the gods. What good did they contribute to the world? What perverse reason did they exist? All I saw of their influence was their anger and bitterness. Their fickle and petty natures. While I knew that not all gods were wrathful, those complacent with the wrath of others were no better. The natural order of life in these twin worlds dictated their existence. But it didn’t dictate their purpose. The gods could just as easily continue to exist without the destruction of the world that provided their power.

      And maybe, just maybe, if they stopped trying to destroy the Earth, then Ophiel and I wouldn’t be the only ones of our kind. That is, if she could ever forgive me for Geppa. While I saw my duty in Ophiel, even I wasn’t blind to the feelings I had for the bunny. Her warm smile, her caring nature, her drive to build and create. She was an innocent being… At least innocent outside of our sexcapades. I had to stifle a tired chuckle. ‘Sexcapades’ is one word I would never have used in the past.

      It was strange that it had only been a week since we had met. One week, and my entire world was shattered, tipped upside down and rebuilt into… into something I never thought would be possible. That gorgeous bunny had wormed her way into my life. Even in this form, I had to admit that perhaps she was also in my heart.

      Yet, that worried me, made me feel things. I had never relied on someone before. I’d never shared a space. Never had someone so ingrained in my life, that the thought of them leaving… hurt. While Wenrith was certainly a shock to my system, Geppa was… something else. She had all the same curves as Ophiel, though perhaps, greatly exaggerated. Then there were the extra features. Even in this form, I could appreciate the ears, and the fluffy thighs.

      But I had awoken every morning since that first night she slept in my bed, wrapped in her arms. She had no qualms about being close to me in either form. And when the situation with my wings became apparent, she had insisted on me sleeping at home in my own bed. Only for my therian-self, to insist she remain as well.

      It was a strange duality.

      And yet it worked.

      “Is that the end?” Wenrith pointed off into the distance.

      I sighed and hoped so. The sun was getting low and my skin itched, an indication that the change was approaching. If I wanted to get back home tonight, I needed to leave before it set. Remaining here for the evening would only serve to threaten Wenrith and me. My powers didn’t respond in my shifted form. I would be completely vulnerable, stuck here unable to reach the portal, unsure I’d be able to enter even if I could reach it. So, the far edge of the storm being in sight was something I was relieved to see.

      I focused now on preparation as I built dunes and amassed them higher. I pushed more into existence, folding them over one another. It took my remaining concentration as I doubled down on my original work. For a time, it even eased the tension in the city. The additional protection prevented the harsher dust from entering too far past the city limits. But it wasn’t permanent. I would need to leave. I wanted as much built as I could, so that when I did, there was still protection for a time.

      I was out of time. The sun was almost touching the horizon when I finally let go. I needed all my strength to return. The portal wasn’t far, but it would take time to reach. I surged forward as Wenrith clung to my shoulder. Her mad cackles were barely audible over the rushing wind as I made for the portal.

      I could feel it in the back of my mind. The shift, even before it came. That growing itch. After a particularly amorous prod from Geppa, I knew that I could delve into it and the shift was an easy almost natural process. But this was my first time fighting against it.

      “Hold on big fella!” Wenrith tapped my cheek. “We’re almost there!”

      I growled and beat my wings with all my might. The portal was so close, I could see the glowing sunset on the other side. If the sun vanished, I’d have no choice but to shift. But the urge was getting stronger for every moment I remained in my true form.

      So it was almost as a relief as I burst through the portal and into the world of Paradiie. But my elation was cut short. I felt the clench in my chest and turned for home.

      Then saw something truly monstrous.

      “What the fuck is that?!” Wenrith squealed.

      I stared at the figure, illuminated in the late afternoon sky.

      “It can’t be,” I told myself. “How!?”

      The colossal being stomping towards the city, was a Titan. One of the original beings of Paradiie, and once worshipped as gods—before the current deities restrained them. Something I knew intimately, because in my ignorance and youth, I’d helped the deities trap them. The fall-out for the indigenous of Paradiie was something that still haunted me today. By trapping the Titans in Tartarus I’d condemned them to torture, madness and a slow siphoning of their power into the pantheons. Looking at the enraged Titan, I couldn’t help but feel guilty, even if I knew that the citizens of my city didn’t deserve what was coming their way.  I shook myself, before glancing around. The Titan hadn’t made it to the city yet. In fact, with the shape of the mountains, it was likely the citizens were looking for the source of the vibrations its footsteps were causing.

      “I need…” I grit my teeth and beat my wings.

      “What do you need?” Wenrith demanded. “Have you seen that fucking thing?”

      I didn’t respond as I flew for home. There was no time. It was so close to sunset, there was no time to waste. I swooped low over the river, spotting Cottontail on the deck. Her concern was evident, seeing me coming, and I hated to start our new relationship like this. But I didn’t stop, forcing her to duck as I snapped my wings closed and barely made it through the back door without hitting the glass. I slammed into the ground, skidding along the floor until I crashed into the counter. It was solid enough to break my rush, and I didn’t waste a moment as I turned and stormed into the bedroom.

      “Gadriel?!” Cottontail shouted.

      I grit my teeth and took hold of my bed, before heaving upwards.

      “Gadriel? What is going on?” Cottontail cried as she rushed into the room behind me.

      I didn’t spare her a glance as I looked at the floor. I grit my teeth as I spotted it. The tiny imperfection in the polished concrete. It was something so insignificant to the naked eye. And yet I had taken the time to install it myself. Cottontail squeaked in shock as I wound back my fist and drove it into the imperfection. The concrete shattered, and my forearm sank into a hidden void.

      “Gadriel, please?”

      I felt around, feeling for the very thing I wished I never kept. A part of me from long ago, a part of me I left sealed behind. A part of me that needed to remember what it was to take a life. My fingers touched the bronze hilt, and I shuddered as I wrapped my fingers around my target. When I lifted, I brought it into view, and Cottontail’s eyes bulged as she saw my weapon.

      “If the gods knew I still had this, they would have tried to take it from me,” I turned it over.

      “What is that?”

      I wanted to smile at its beauty. In truth, holding it made me sick. I was told it was one of a kind and where a naked blade should have been, was a shaft of lightning in the shape of a sword. In truth, it was a piece of Zeus’s power, trapped in metal, forged by the gods and given to me in exchange for my help in defeating the first Titans. A low howl sprang up in the distance. Cottontail’s ears perked and she spun around.

      “That’s the emergency siren,” she fretted.

      “I know,” I told her and made for the exit.

      “Gadriel, what are you doing?” she followed a step behind.

      I didn’t know what to tell her—but as we stepped out onto the deck, she spied the Titan as it came over the hills, she froze in place. I saw her eyes flick from the creature, to me, and they widened as I opened my wings.

      “Gadriel, NO!”

      I didn’t respond as I took to the air. I had only minutes, and I didn’t know what else could be done. Ophiel was not the warrior I was. She—the smarter of us both—never took to the weapons, and avoided the wars of ages past. Part of me envied that, and part of me wondered if that was precisely the reason this was happening. The storms, the volcano, the ire of the gods, directed on Earth. The gods were feuding, and one of them had gone too far. I didn’t know who was responsible for the gates of Tartarus. My only hope was that this was the only Titan roaming about.

      I could see it as I approached, and I could tell it could see me. The hatred I felt coming from the creature told me it remembered who I was. Even so, I could tell that time had not been kind to the primal element. Its body was made of stone, and that stone had cracks and fissures, worn down over the ages. It looked diminished, with missing chunks near its head and where one of its eyes used to be. My heart clenched at the state it was in. But just like in the past, I held resolute and moved to intercept. One leg dragged behind as it moved with a pronounced limp, and its torso was cracked in two places.

      “I don’t know who let you out!” I called. “But you had best return!” the words sounded hollow to my ears, but I gripped the sword tighter. For the first time in a long time, I sensed Paradiie taking note of me and the Titan. There was a presence to the world around me. One of waiting…

      The Titan responded, with a wave of his hand. Stones flew out, some he had thrown, others splintering off his own form. I beat my wings harder, avoiding the largest, while ignoring the small pebbles that bounced off my wings and skin. Pitching down, I swooped in, as he brought his hand up once more.

      The impact of my weapon, and the creature’s hand sent shockwaves through the trees. The Titan roared in anger, as parts of his arm fell free. As far as strikes against living stone worked, it was a good hit. Though, I didn’t get off free either. The impact caused a fracture along my arm, my regeneration instantly kicking in. I ignored the pain and pushed through for a counter, even though one of my wings was crushed between my body, and the Titan’s arm. It pulled my center off balance and I drew on the ambient mana around me to try to remain alight while my body and wings healed. However, these were moments I desperately needed if I wanted to take advantage and counter attack.

      The Titan wound back, even as I desperately got myself back under control. I was below his shoulders now, and the next strike came from above. Snapping my wings closed, I rolled to my left, as the massive limb howled through the space I occupied only a moment before. Opening my wings once more, I felt the wind catch, as my injured wing overextended and I howled in pain. The mana around my wings fluctuated trying to keep me aloft. Luckily, it held true, despite my troubles and as the titan reeled his arm back, I struck down across his shoulder.

      The roar that escaped his mouth deafened me, but the damage was done. The massive stone limb tumbled away. The limb, crashed into the ground, sending up plumes of dust. Had this been a Titan at its full strength, this would have been far more difficult. I had the backing of the gods when I fought them last, and for that I was thankful. However this thing got free, I was not going to let it get any further.

      I howled through the pain as I beat my wings. Circling around behind it, I watched as its good hand grabbed at me, desperately trying to stop whatever it was I was trying to accomplish. With the sun setting, I needed to do it quickly. There wasn’t time to try and subdue the beast. There was no time to convince it to return. All I could do was end this. As the back of its neck came into view, it twisted, trying to get away.

      It was too late. My sword bit into the stone as it had the shoulder. I felt my weapon catch, and my muscles strained. I drove my will into the world, and anchored myself in place, as I tore my arms around, severing the stone with a screech. It was almost as if Paradiie, inhaled and the world froze, only to exhale in the next breath and time resumed.

      All at once, the titan went rigid. Its form jerked, before it dropped like a puppet with its strings cut. I felt bile rise in the back of my throat, at having to kill once more. I watched it tumble to the ground. Trees flattened, dust bloomed. I was torn, between the desire to see this finished, and the desire to flee to the safety of my home, before the change set in.

      The decision was made for me, when a powerful shockwave shattered the ground. I threw my hands up in front of me, as a wave of energy slammed into me. My nerves fried, and my world spun as the force blew me high into the air. I felt the bones in my wings crack, destroying the pathways for my mana to help with flight and lances of pain shot through them. I tumbled, out of control, my wings useless, my mind whirling.

      That wasn’t even the worst of it.

      I grit my teeth and howled as my organs seemed to twist inside me. And I don’t mean that metaphorically. I felt them physically shift. I vaguely sensed Wenrith around me, acting like a glowing, kaleidoscopic beacon. I thrust my wings down, desperately trying to regain control. I fought through the pain, feeling my flight bones grinding, and I found myself heading for home with Wenrith’s purple light as my guide. It was taking all my will power just to alter reality enough to keep myself light enough not to fall out of the sky.

      The wind sounded strange, and my eyes began to water. Wenrith was yelling something I couldn’t make out. All I could see was the colored haze ahead of me. I felt the change creeping over me and with it, my will power on Paradiie’s reality went with it. Gravity seemed to lurch. I beat my wings frantically, despite the pain of my injuries, and they seemed to hum against my shoulders, shrinking.  I realized, to my horror, that I was falling. It was a sensation I was unused to. But one that I had practiced dealing with. I threw my arms and legs out, losing grip of my sword. I was desperate to control my fall. It was my only chance, as slim as it was.

      In my true form, I would survive this fall with ease. My body was built of something beyond simple flesh. And while injuries were possible, my physical constitution had grown to the point where only a truly mortal injury would threaten my life. But I wasn’t in my true form. I was…

      “TITTIES!”

      SPLASH!

      The impact was so great I lost consciousness for a moment. The world shifted and swirled as my body tumbled. I felt… wrong. But there was no pain. I could move, but those movements didn’t make any sense. Nothing was right, I couldn’t tell up from down. Something bumped my head, and I reached out and touched something firm. And sticky?

      Whatever it was suddenly yanked me close. I felt it shift as I found myself stuck to its side. Then I felt things move. It rushed around me, and I suddenly realized where I was. I hadn’t struck an object; I had hit the river by my home. Whatever this was—dragged me through the water before surging up onto the land. A pair of screams assaulted my senses.

      I tried to pull away, but found myself firmly stuck to whatever had me. All I could see beyond my swirling vision was a pale blue and the flickering of distant flames.

      “Gadriel!”

      “I have him!” an unfamiliar voice called out.

      “Bring him here!”

      I recognized that one. Cottontail, my lovely little bunny.

      “Shit, you okay?” the unfamiliar voice asked me.

      “Wenrith?” I croaked and tried to pull away.

      “Okay, I have him.” The new voice said, even as I struggled to see. I wasn’t sure why my eyes were so blurry, but I was beyond exhausted and I closed my eyes for just a moment…

      I felt disoriented and wasn’t sure how long I had been out, but I felt a pair of firm hands dragging me up from under my arms. I felt myself being pulled away from whatever I was stuck to, like a peeled sticker as I slowly came free. Finally I was able to take a look at the being who had dragged me from the water. She was holding me above the ground like a parent holding a soiled nappy at arm’s length.

      “GADRIEL!”

      The second set of arms that yanked me free were furry and on fire. Which, for the umpteenth time, made me wonder how I was never bothered by the fact.

      “Cottontail,” I smiled as she pulled me back.

      “You’re cold!” she muttered. “Let’s get you inside!”

      “But—” I grunted as she started running. “What about my savior?”

      “Oh,” Cottontail slid to a halt. “Hi! Do you need a lift tonight?”

      “Umm… Actually yeah, that’d… that’d be great.”

      “Awesome, come on in then.”

      “I’ll… Uh… Let me grab his sword, and I’ll follow.”

      I managed to get my vision to stop spinning enough to work out where I was. Wenrith was hovering overhead with a faint, but concerned smile. Cottontail had me pinned to her front like an oversized teddy bear. The… being who rescued me was… well, my first instinct was that she was a gargoyle. Tall, statuesque, with wings, a tail and horns. Not like those odd things humans put on their churches in Europe. Gargoyles, while rare, were beautiful things but…

      “Why are you a slime?” I grunted out my question before I could rein in my curiosity.

      “Bit by a Naiad,” she grumped.

      “Oh, you’re the transfer?” Geppa called.

      “That’d be me,” the slime-gargoyle sighed. “Stupid government made me move. I was trying to find some real estate by the river and lost track of time. You’ve no idea how lucky I am to have bumped into you. I don’t even know where I am.”

      “Why were you looking by the river?” I asked.

      “Need water,” she sighed. “I can come out onto dry land, but more than a few hours gets uncomfortable. So either I sit in a bath, or I need to live near water.”

      “Did you find some place?” Cottontail asked as we approached my home.

      “Not… Wait, you live here?”

      “This is Gadriel’s place.” Cottontail gave me a squeeze.

      “You live here too,” I pointed out.

      Cottontail froze. “I… I-I do?”

      “Is… that something you’d like?” I asked hesitantly.

      “You mean it?”

      I grasped her furry shoulders and dug my fingers in a bit. “I do.”

      Wenrith summoned a flash of electricity and crackled it above us to get our attention. “C’mon you three. We’re running late, and I need to get him there, and I’d need to report the both of you alongside if you don’t. Don’t even get me fukkin started about the Titan.”

      “Do I have time to suck—”

      “NO FELATIO!” Wenrith snapped.

      “Who shit in your cereal?” the slime-gargoyle asked.

      “The government. I’m his parole officer.”

      She frowned, but shook her head. “Right, sorry. Sorry. I just got rid of mine. I think that’s why they made me move.”

      Wenrith softened. “Sorry. But we are running late. So get the horny little fucker in the shower, DON’T suck his dick and let’s get to the meeting.”

      Ten minutes later, with wet hair and a collection of generalized ‘soreness’ I was sitting in Cottontail’s passenger seat, with the slime-gargoyle in the back seat. It wasn’t a particularly comfortable ride. Especially after we had to roll several plastic bags out over the upholstery to keep her from sticking to the fabric. But we were on our way.

      “So, you won’t be the only new member tonight,” Cottontail commented as we drove.

      “Really?” the slime-gargoyle and I said at the same time.

      Cottontail glanced at me and frowned. “Yeah. Weren’t you paying attention to the news?”

      I blinked slowly, “Wait. Anahera?”

      “Mhm,” Cottontail nodded.

      “I heard about that,” our passenger sighed. “She hid it for so long.”

      That was true. And now things were out. They’d only gotten worse. I’d tried to ignore it, and in my true form by day, that was easy to accomplish. But in the evenings, in this form. It was much harder. I was more emotional in my shifted state. More in tune with aspects of myself I could easily compartmentalize while in angel form. 

      What the press had done to Anahera was despicable and as a high profile individual, I could relate. More so now that I was in my Therian form. I had watched the media destroy a woman’s entire life for no reason. ‘Anahera this, Anahera that. Why did she hide it? What crimes was she running from? Did she regret destroying the trust she had cultivated from her masses of followers?’

      It was disgusting. The woman was living her life when someone invaded her privacy. And they’d spent every moment for the last week destroying her life. From the sounds of things, it was lucky she hadn’t been imprisoned. I’d completely forgotten, given in all the hassle this week as well as my extremely busy day today, I couldn’t be blamed for forgetting that she would be there tonight.

      “Sal will look after her,” Cottontail sighed. “She’s the toughest of all of us.”

      “Don’t get your hopes up,” Wenrith sighed as we turned onto the street where our meeting was being held.

      The street—that was mostly empty when I attended last week—was full. Random cars in all directions, along with several news vans. I leaned into the window and spotted a flash from above, and spotted a helio buzzing around. The glint from its segmented wings made it easy to spot as it hovered overhead.

      “Well, this officially sucks balls,” Cottontail sighed as we approached the gates.

      Sal, to our surprise, was front and center at the end of the drive. She saw us coming and began to shout and wave for them to get clear. It was only as Cottontail hit the horn that people began to take notice that we were approaching. Only for the crush at the gate, to become a mad rush towards the car.

      “Hold up,” Wenrith growled. “Crack a window.”

      I wound it down slightly and an arm stuck into the car, holding a microphone.

      “I’m with Source Seven, can you tell me your-OUCH!” they yanked their hand out as Wenrith hit them with a jolt of electricity.

      “THAT IS ASSAULT ON A FEDERAL OFFICER!” Wenrith screeched as she flew out the open window. “ALL OF YOU GET THE FUCK BACK OR IMMA ZAP A MUDDA-FUCKER!”

      “We’re the media, we have the right to—OUCH!”

      The cry came as a second flash cracked through the air. It was enough that the crowd surged aside. Sal gave us a thin smile as she opened the makeshift gate and Cottontail drove us through.

      “What the fuck?” the slime-gargoyle grunted.

      “Is Anahera that big a deal?” I asked.

      Cottontail shrugged. “She’s practically a celebrity. This is gossip, even if it’s not big news. Though…” She looked off towards where she could see the search lights from the helios over the dead Titan. “I think we should wait until tomorrow to discuss that.”

      That… well, that was just ominous, on both counts. Would I have to deal with that? What if someone figured out who I was? What if they tried to publicly denounce me, dox me, or even try to threaten me? It certainly wasn’t something I wanted to deal with. But… in the modern era; it was likely something would get out into the public. That concern was doubled, since I undoubtedly had witnesses that watched me kill that thing.

      “Let’s get inside,” Cottontail sighed as she pulled up.

      We climbed out and the first thing I spotted was Sal coming towards us while cameras flashed from the gate.

      “They warned me it would be bad. But this is fucking ridiculous,” the Troll shook her head. “Some of them have been out there since this morning!”

      “Shouldn’t they like… get the police involved, or something?” The slime-gargoyle asked.

      Sal frowned. “Yere, right?”

      “That’s me,” she smiled.

      Sal nodded. “Right. Police don’t give a shit about this kind of thing. They’re more worried about whatever called that emergency siren. So let’s get inside.”

      It was then, a spotlight lit up the surrounding area. I looked up and saw a helio buzzing overhead. The light was powerful enough I couldn’t make more than the general shape of the thing. I couldn’t even tell who owned it. Hopefully, my lawyers could haul something up. Maybe post a cease and desist for this place. Get everyone to back off?

      “C’mon, Gadriel,” Cottontail took my hand.

      We rushed inside. Rather than visit the first aid room, we went straight into the meeting room. There were all the same faces I remembered from last time. Sebades, the centaur-wolf guy, was the only one to smile in our direction. And that likely had something to do with the massive, and furious woman sitting to one side. She glared at everyone who came near her, but that didn’t stop Sal from heading across to sit at her side.

      “Right, that’s everyone,” Sal harrumphed. “Sorry about last week. As we can tell, there’s a couple new members to introduce to everyone.”

      We all moved into the ring of chairs, where Sky kept her eyes locked on me. She looked like I was going to bite her, as Cottontail sat beside her. I knew she was the one who outed me to Cottontail. But I couldn’t be mad. I got Cottontail out of the revelation. My only real concern was who else she may have told. Because if the media was going crazy about Anahera. I couldn’t imagine how they’d respond to me. I sat down beside Cottontail, with our new friend on my other side, sandwiching me in place.

      “Ummm. I’m Yere,” the gargoyle-slime waved awkwardly. “I’m… not a slime, I was bitten by a Naiad a few months ago. She’s doing time for aggravated assault and,” she points down at herself and continues, “I’m… this.”

      “I’ve been made aware of your needs,” Sal nodded. “If you need a tub of water, just let me know. In a pinch, there’s a fire hose as well.”

      “Thanks,” Yere smiled. “I’m okay though. I had a swim before I got here. Just…”

      “It’s okay,” Sal smiled. “This is a support group. We’re here to lean on one another.”

      “We’re here because the government thinks we’re lesser. It’s why we’re being constantly tracked like fucking animals!” Anahera shouted in a low hooting tone.

      “Be that as it may,” Sal nodded, not denying her words. “Those of us in this room,” she glanced up as Wenrith buzzed into the room with a plastic bag filled with burritos. “For the most part, are your support structure. We all have needs, and if there’s anything you need, one of us might be able to help.” She spread her hands wide, “who knows, maybe next time, you’re the solution to someone else’s issue.”

      “Here,” Wenrith began, passing them out. She stuffed three into my hand, while keeping another two for herself.

      I wondered about why I had three before I remembered Yere. If she came with us, she likely hadn’t eaten in a while either. I handed the first to Cottontail, who leaned in and pressed her lips to my cheek, making the room freeze at the sudden action.

      “Slut,” Anahera snorted.

      “Excuse me?!” I snapped, before I could help it.

      And despite my life flashing before my eyes. The large woman seemed to flinch and lowered her eyes. “Sorry. That was… rude.”

      “Settle down,” Sal quietened the room. “Gadriel, you’re next.”

      My name must have been familiar to the large woman, and her eyes locked onto my own as I handed the second burrito to Yere.

      “I’m Gadriel,” I nodded around the room. “I was bitten by a human and…” I glanced at Cottontail and saw the way she was staring at me. “And I’m mated with Cottontail.”

      There was a stunned silence for a moment, before Wenrith snorted, and Cottontail blushed. “I’m Geppa. But my friends call me Cottontail. I was burned by a Phoenix.” She glanced at Anahera. “Which means I mate for life, to a single male.” She giggled. “And to be fair,” she nodded at Anahera. “You’re not wrong. I’m everything you expect from my kind, just… everything is aimed at him.”

      “Lucky fucker,” a voice snorted from somewhere in the room alongside several snorts of laughter.

      It went around the room until finally landing on Anahera, who rolled her eyes. “Do I really need to do this?”

      “In this room, we are equals.” Sal gave the large woman a prod.

      Anahera rolled her eyes again. “As you all know. I’m Anahera. The media’s latest punching bag. A moa bit me on a solo camping trip. And I’ve kept myself hidden ever since. Then some fucking dickhead piece of fucking SHIT—”

      “Anahera!” Sal snapped.

      Anahera was on her feet, snarling, and she spun around toward the large woman. “WHAT DO YOU CARE?!” she roared. “HE RUINED MY LIFE!” She shook her head and let out a pained sob. “He took everything from me.”

      Before I knew what I was doing, I was out of my chair. Sal’s eyes went wide as the ferocious woman’s gaze locked on my own. She froze as I hugged her… and it was awkward as fuck. Because she was almost twice my size, so my face was buried in her midriff with my hands on her ass. But for whatever reason, she didn’t seem to mind. She just stood there before patting my shoulder.

      “I’m okay,” she sighed. “I’m sorry, this is just…”

      “We get it,” one of the others smiled, before getting up off the chair.

      Cottontail caught on a moment later and sprung up as the room converged on the large and slightly terrifying woman. She held still as everyone closed in for a group hug. So it was, of course, the moment I felt that damn weird urge and—

      “Titties,” I muttered.

      “What?”

      I flinched as Cottontail giggled. “It’s his urge,” she smiled. “Don’t worry. He’s extremely respectful, even if he can’t stop staring.”

      “Titties,” I squeaked again.

      That was enough to break the moment. Everyone began to laugh and one by one, we all broke apart and went back to our seats. The rest of the meeting went by smoothly. We spoke about our hopes, dreams and plans for the future. Most of those in attendance had menial type jobs. Yet— despite that, or perhaps in spite of it—most of them had aspirations. Small business plans. Dreams. Perhaps I could talk to Sal and discuss setting up some kind of loan agreement with those who were serious about setting up a small business. If I worded it in such a way, it wouldn’t be a hand out. More like a hand up, with minimal interest rates added so they wouldn’t see it as charity.  It was as the night was wrapping up that I remembered Yere had an issue earlier in the night. And I wasn’t the only one that noticed.

      “Hey, where are we dropping you?” Cottontail asked.

      Yere shifted uncomfortably and sighed. “I… don’t really have a place lined up.”

      “Then where are you staying?”

      “Look. I really appreciate you bringing me here. And ummm… I’m super happy—”

      “Are you homeless?” I asked suddenly.

      Yere winced, and Cottontail slapped her hands to her mouth in shock.

      And that’s the story of how I walked into my home, with not one, but three guests. Wenrith was floating around in an odd pattern, looking like she was going to pass out. However, that might have been because of the fourth burrito she had consumed this evening. Cottontail because… well, I hadn’t spent a night away from her since our date night. And Yere, with a dirty, slightly sodden backpack.

      “So, like… you’re… you’re okay with me crashing here?”

      “Sure!” Cottontail smiled. “You saved Gadriel’s life today. He doesn’t really have much furniture, though. So I’ll get a tarp and throw it over the couch. That’ll work for you, won’t it?”

      Yere looked around as we entered our home and nodded. “Ah… yeah. Yeah, this is… wow.”

      “The back door is open too,” I smiled as I tried to put my finger on a small, nagging doubt that I had. I was missing something, but I couldn’t figure out what. But the sway of Cottontail’s hips as she skipped past with the tarp towards the couch distracted me long enough to get into the bedroom.

      “Oh, and apologies in advance.” Cottontail shifted nervously. “But I am a bunny. And…”

      “You’re gonna fuck,” Yere nodded. “I get it.”

      “She’s going to scream like he’s stabbing her to death for an hour straight,” Wenrith called from the bedroom.

      “I wouldn’t be so loud if he’d just choke me!” She snapped back, before realizing she shouted that out loud in front of a guest. “Umm.”

      “Stereotypes,” Yere snorted.

      “Titties,” I grinned as I anticipated what was coming next.
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      “This is… troubling,” a disgruntled, matriarchal, feminine voice murmured.

      “This is a preliminary, of course,” the investigator shrugged. “It’ll take more time to get something inside the house and confirm.”

      The woman set down the photos, pictures of compromising sexual acts spilled across the bench. In the dark of night, the shadows covered her like a flowing cloak. She was confident that nobody would recognize her in passing. And those who would, wouldn’t see through the glamor she put over herself.

      “I’ve no need to see such filth,” the woman denied the unspoken question the investigator had asked when he was first approached. But this time, he held his tongue. “Just the knowledge he has taken two females into his home is enough.” She added acerbically.

      “That’s the thing that confuses me most about this,” the investigator frowned. “I was always under the impression that Gadriel lived there. Not this… weeb.”

      “Gadriel is not your concern and you would do well to concentrate on the target,” she waved off his concerns, her aura flaring slightly in warning. He kept his mouth shut. He wasn’t stupid enough to pursue that line of questioning, but there was something he felt needed to be said.

      “It’s just…” he licked his lips nervously. “If he’s still there. His lawyer team is—”

      “I’ll handle the lawyers,” she waved off his concerns once more. “All I need you to do is track whoever goes in and out of that house. I want everything you can find, without…” she grimaced. “Without subjecting me to their vile practices.”

      The investigator thought about that OTHER drive in his pocket, and decided that it was likely best to destroy it. This job was sounding stranger the longer he worked it. Normally, he liked to meet his clients’ face to face. But while he couldn’t be sure, instincts he’d honed over a lifetime as an investigator told him, this woman hiding in shadows was not the same woman who employed his services. No, this woman was more like the middle man, sent to make sure he kept on task. Whoever had hired him liked their anonymity. She didn’t give him anything: no name, no contact details, not even a drop point.

      He’d just gotten a call from a female voice asking for his services. The next day he’d woken up to a note in his mailbox telling him to go to a specific place, at a specific time with a deposit already in his account as incentive. The fact his security surveillance never noticed anyone going into his mailbox, told him two things. The letters were being delivered magically, and whoever he was dealing with was powerful. Maybe even one of the Powers themselves. He may hate spying on a friend of the Angel, Gadriel. But, he was pragmatic enough to understand the precarious position he found himself in. Dealing with the gods was a very dangerous, but profitable endeavor. However, he’d been in this industry a long time and understood when to bend and when to stand for a cause. This wasn’t one of those times, rather, if he went against this ‘Power’ he’d be waking up without limbs—strung out on a rock with an eagle chewing on his liver.

      He cleared his throat, trying to push that grim image aside. “Right, so—”

      “Usual payment. I’ll be in touch. You can leave.”

      Nothing about this felt right. But he wasn’t about to push a button he would regret later… That is, if he lived long enough to regret it. Depending on who was pulling the strings, anything could be possible. As he walked away from the table, feeling those eyes boring into the back of his head. He came to a decision.
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      “Gadriel?”

      “Mmm?” I mumbled as I tried to shift about, only to feel a heavy, warm weight pinning my hips down.

      “I was… I was hoping.”

      I blinked, and I could see the glowing swirls of her flames. She was bright. First thing… wait…

      “W’s wrong?”

      Her hands wrapped around my cock, and I grinned at the sensation. My bunny was frisky, but… that was hardly a surprise.

      “I just… We’ve never…”

      “Never?”

      “... In our true forms…”

      I was nude, but then, in the bedroom, I was always nude. Flat on my back, in my bed, I had the most beautiful flaming bunny on my lap. Her hands were wrapped around my cock as she wiggled her hips to get closer. But it was almost like she was scared of going any further. I didn’t like that she was scared, but I could feel a scratch in the back of my mind. Like an urge, and I took notice of the room. It was getting lighter by the moment. Which meant it was dawn.

      I felt it then. The internal twinge. I pushed myself up, and Geppa shifted back. My core throbbed, and I felt myself begin to expand. Rather than look up into the beautiful bunny’s eyes, I found myself staring down at her. Her flames slowly died out, and her thick coat withdrew, taking her from excessive fluffiness to sleek smoothness.

      “Good morning, Geppa.”

      “Oh,” she smiled softly.

      And then she slid off the bed. Her curvy form moved slowly as she made her way into the shower. I frowned as I watched her leave. Admittedly, due to my lifestyle, we didn’t spend much time together in our true forms. And now that I really had to think about it… That didn’t sound right. Geppa… no, Cottontail was a woman. A beautiful woman. One who loved me, and one that… One that made me feel bad for causing her disappointment. That… that wasn’t something I had experienced before. I had disappointed people, but that was inconsequential. This…

      I pushed myself out of bed and stormed across the room. I heard the shower start as I stepped into the bathroom. Cottontail had just moved under the flow of the water. Her ears were back as she stared up into the spray, letting it wash down her face. Before I knew what I was doing, I was in the shower with her.

      She didn’t know I was there until I spun her around. Cottontail let out a frightened squeak as I pressed her firmly against the wall. She rubbed the water from her eyes before freezing as I loomed over her.

      “G-Gadriel?”

      I kissed her.

      She shuddered against the wall, and her arms flew around my neck. I pulled her close before lifting her off the ground. She let out a squeak as I pressed her into the wall at a more comfortable height and threw her legs around my waist. She squeezed them tightly, and I wrapped my hand under her ass as I shifted her around so she had a more comfortable grip.

      “YES!”

      “Yes?” I half moaned, half growled.

      “Yes-please-fuck-me!”

      It was then, I noticed my cock. The tip of it was very cool as it pressed into the tiles of the wall. But the length was warm, pressed between the cleft of her pussy and ass.

      “Fuck me?” she begged. “Fuck your bunny? She’s desperate!”

      I swallowed nervously and pulled my hips back. She chewed her lip as she felt the head of my cock drag over her opening. But it was that silken heat that made me pause. Before I thrust and pushed my bunny back into the wall. My cock slipped into her and I watched the expression on her face twist. First came the open surprise, followed by a shocked convulsion as her core throbbed at the intrusion. And finally, as I felt my cock stretching her to the absolute limit, my balls pressed into her ass.

      “How’s that?” I asked gently.

      Cottontail giggled softly and smiled. “The only part of you that doesn’t change is your cock.”

      “Really?” I asked. Not because I didn’t believe her, but because it wasn’t something I thought about. In this form, my body was a static thing I was used to. In my other form, I was more interested in her than myself.

      “Really,” Cottontail wiggled her hips. “So don’t go easy on me. I’ve been riding it this size all week.”

      This all felt… odd. But that didn’t change the fact I was inside a beautiful woman. My old self would have been horrified. This was extremely unsanitary. The idea of being this intimate with another being was wrong. She leaked and made a mess. Then I would leak and make a mess. I’d need to replace all of my sheets, perhaps even the bed itself in short order.

      But right now, all I could concentrate on was the subtle bounce of her hips as she desperately tried to rock herself against me. And that spurred me into moving, too. I pushed forward, and Cottontail’s ass pressed hard into the wall. Then I pulled back, dragging my cock free of her depths. Cottontail let out a soft gasp of pleasure, and I glanced down as she stared up at me with hooded eyes.

      “Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t. Ever. Stop.”

      I felt the corners of my lips twitch in amusement. It was a rather foreign feeling. But I had to admit, this was an enjoyable sensation. Her bunny slid over my cock as I pushed her back into the wall. She groaned in bliss before I pulled back once more. Over and over again, I drove myself into her. From tip to base, I found I enjoyed the sensation of a full cock massage, and she seemed to as well. I just had one small problem.

      “Harder!” she squeaked. “Please?”

      That… well, all of my experience until this point was on a smaller body. In this larger one, while standing, I was struggling just to hold her close as we continued.

      “I’m not sure how,” I admitted as I slowly continued my pace.

      Cottontail let out a pained cry and shoved me back with her hips. I took hold of her so she wouldn’t fall. Which must have been what she wanted as she shifted her knees up my chest and allowed me to fold her in half. Her ass rested on my crotch, as her knees pressed to my shoulders. And I realized like this, I had far more freedom.

      The gasp that escaped Cottontail’s lips as my hips smacked into her own made me pause. But it was the gleeful smile on her face as she stared at me that spurred me on to repeat the action.

      Leaning into her, I pressed my lips to her own. Her tongue dived into my mouth as I sucked gently on her tongue, while I drove my hips into hers with brutal abandon. Cottontail’s body quaked and tremored, but the only sounds she made showed clear enjoyment. Her bunny tightened around my length, and her breathing became frantic. Her legs jerked and shook, but she could do nothing as I held her in place. I took her words to heart and refused to stop. I continued driving myself into her as I realized she was cumming.

      For whatever reason, that realization stunned me. I paused as I held my cock deep within her. And felt all the muscular contractions ripple down my cock. And like a switch being flicked, I grunted as my cock spasmed in return. Cottontail squeaked as my cock pulsed inside her. She felt the jet of my seed spray into her deepest place. As her bunny spasmed and milked me for more. She devoured my lips as I pinned her in place. Our combined pleasures exploded, and we clung to each other. Until finally, as her bunny’s delicious clenching drifted into soft throbbing, I pulled back.

      “You stopped,” she whimpered.

      “Ah,” I frowned.

      “I forgive you,” she smiled cutely. “But next time I’m cumming my brains out. I’d really appreciate if you could keep fucking me.”

      “Right,” I nodded. “My apologies.”

      “No need to be so formal,” she giggled. “Just always remember. I’m a bunny. I’m hard-wired to be a slave to my sexual urges, and as a Phoenix-Therian, I’m hard-wired for you specifically.”

      “So what?” I frowned. “Just… fuck you whenever I feel like it?”

      “A bunny can go through withdrawals without orgasming at least once per day. All I ask is that if you want to put it in my butt, tell me in advance so I can lube up, or go real gentle.”

      “You want me to…” I swallowed. “Put my penis in your anus?”

      “You can even put it in my ears if you want to,” she smiled. “I’m a bunny. Any hole’s a goal.”

      In my stunned silence, I set her back on the floor. She stretched slightly before pushing me back into the shower. And then I had the wonderful enjoyment of having my back and wings washed. I was thankful that today I couldn’t feel any urge to visit Earth. After the last couple of serious events, I was concerned there would be some more serious incidents that would require my attention. Especially now, with Cottontail. My cock bounced just thinking about what we’d done. And while the thought of putting my penis in her anus sounded unsanitary… Part of me had to admit I was curious.

      So after washing off the soap, drying off in the air currents. I kept a strangely possessive eye on Cottontail’s… fluffy tail as we made our way back into the bedroom. She opted for a thin top and a short skirt, while I slipped on my customary pair of pants.

      “No underwear?” I asked.

      Cottontail shook her head. “If I wore them, they’d need to be crotchless. They always turn me on. So if you want me to be permanently edging myself, that’s something I’d love to explore.”

      “Edging?”

      “Mhm,” she smiled brightly as she spun around. “It’s like masturbation. Except you don’t get to orgasm.”

      “That sounds like torture.” I frowned.

      “It is,” Cottontail smiled. “But the rewards are worth it.”

      “Are they?”

      She nodded frantically. “You know that feeling as my bunny slides up and down your cock while you cum? That intensity that drives you crazy and makes you grab my titties with both hands and squeeze?”

      I swallowed and became aware of the tightening feeling in my pants. “Yeah.”

      “It’s sorta like that,” she smiled. “The longer I can hold out, the more intense the feeling is.”

      “And this won’t hurt you?” I asked. “No long-term effects?”

      Cottontail giggled. “No, it doesn’t hurt. But remember, when I couldn’t resist sucking your cock that time?”

      “Yeah?” I recalled that glorious blowjob.

      “Imagine if I was ALWAYS like that. Ready, willing, and eager for your cock.”

      I swallowed and shook my head before frowning. “I thought you needed one orgasm a day to stay healthy?”

      Cottontail frowned. “You’d edge me for an entire day?”

      “Isn’t that the point?”

      “For most beings, yeah,” she shuddered as if someone had walked over her grave. “I’ve never edged for more than an hour. The bunny with the world record spent six days in a gang bang of volunteers to recover from it.”

      “Wow.”

      “I know,” Cottontail sighed. “Mom still brags about it. But no bunny has been able to resist cumming for that long ever since.”

      “Wait, mom?”

      Cottontail nodded. “Yup, she was a high achiever. She’ll be so proud I’ve finally found a man to satisfy my needs.”

      “Great.”

      We moved into the kitchen. My stomach was rumbling, and I knew Cottontail’s would be as well. But there were two problems. The first was the hellish screaming that came from the gargoyle on the couch, as she pointed one shaky finger in my direction; the second was the pouting Sprite sitting in the middle of the counter glaring at me. Memories of the night before rushed back in. I’d allowed Yere to stay. With my lizard brain in charge, I’d completely forgotten that I had invited her to sleep on the couch. And she clearly didn’t expect me to walk through the bedroom door.

      So, in order of importance, I held my hand up in the universal ‘halt’ gesture. And Yere fell silent as she continued staring at me in horror.

      “Good morning,” I smiled.

      “Y-you’re him.”

      “I am, yes,” I nodded diplomatically. “I would also like to thank you once more for your assistance yesterday.”

      “You… what?”

      “The river,” I tilted my head. “I was over the water when I was forced to shift.”

      “Oh,” Yere frowned. “I’m sorry. I just… you introduced yourself as Gadriel, but it’s so hard to see yourself as that little, silly man.”

      “It’s him,” Wenrith called from the kitchen counter. “Every stupid, feather brained part of him.”

      “Wenrith, be nice,” Cottontail chastised her.

      Wenrith shrugged, “Doesn’t matter.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “No’fin.”

      “Wenny?” Cottontail tried again.

      “It doesn’t matter,” she snapped. “What’s done is done!”

      “What’s done?” I asked.

      Wenrith zoomed off the counter and flew straight at my head, coming to a screeching halt at the end of my nose. “You replaced me.”

      Cottontail gasped and slapped a pair of hands to her mouth, as I felt that flicker of a memory flash through my head. “I’m sorry.”

      “Are you?”

      “Yes,” I nodded. “When you first came here, I thought you were a disruptive influence. When you committed theft, I took that trip without you and visited my lawyers. I asked them how to go about finding a replacement.”

      “So you—”

      “And I regret that decision,” I frowned. “You… you brought Cottontail into my life.” As Gadriel the angel, I struggled to put into words what my Therian side found much easier to do. But this was important and I wanted… no, I needed to be better. “I cannot thank you enough for that.”

      “Well, it doesn’t matter now,” Wenrith grumped. “I’ve been told to stay on while they find a replacement. I got the call this morning, letting me know I was being reassigned.”

      “I’ll fix it,” I promised. “I’ll go visit my lawyers again and have them rescind the decision.”

      “When?” she asked.

      “Right now.”

      I didn’t waste a moment as I turned and strode out onto the deck. I beat my wings and hurled myself into the sky. The lawyer’s office wasn’t all that far. Closer even than the coffee store I liked to visit. So I was there in no time at all. As their priority customer, I was let in to see the board without having to wait.

      And as usual, the head of the board, a rotund man, with whiskers and a black suit, nodded to me as I came in.

      “Gadriel, I wasn’t expecting you so quickly after the incident with… whatever that thing was last night. So, I take it Wenrith caused an incident? If so, we can exacerbate the claim, I have the papers, let me just get them—”

      “Rescind it,” I cut the man off.

      He blinked slowly, “Rescind?”

      “Please,” I nodded. “I made an error, and would like for her to remain.”

      “Gadriel, with the greatest respect, it may not be that easy. In civil matters, we can threaten legal action against people who wish you ill intent. But this is the Paradiie Government. There are gods in place. These gods have granted your request, and now you are asking me to rescind their acknowledgement?”

      “Yes,” I said evenly. “If… if there is no other way. I will… find a way to make it up to her. But please, if there is any chance she could remain, I would like to pursue it.”

      He stroked his chin for a moment, “Would a donation be amenable if it will smooth things over?”

      “The standard amount, please,” I nodded. “Contact me if you require more.”

      “Then we shall get right on it. In the meantime, do you require more stock?”

      I thought about it for a moment before nodding. The man tapped a button on his desk, and the woman at the front counter appeared moments later, grunting under the weight of the security box she carried. I barely looked at the bars as I withdrew the gold, but I took three of them. One for Cottontail, one for Wenrith, and one for Yere.

      “If that is everything?”

      “It is,” I nodded, not wanting to discuss the Titan. “Thank you.”

      The newest member of the board, a slim, lightly furred man, leaned over as he watched the front door close. “How much is the standard amount?”

      “It has only come up once before, but we have it in standard practice. Accounting for inflation and the consumer price index, he’s authorizing us to spend…” the rotund lawyer took out a phone and tapped it a few times. “Four point eight billion without his approval.”

      “Does he even know how wealthy he really is?”

      “Not likely,” the head lawyer shrugged. “But that’s not my job. He hired me to manage his affairs, and I hired an accountant to oversee his books. Technically, he even owns this office and we’re his tenants.”

      “I thought we owned the building?”

      “We control the corporation that owns the building. He owns the corporation. He’s only a half-step behind some of the lesser gods and doesn’t even realize it.”

      “He’s that wealthy?”

      “No,” the lawyer shook his head. “But there’s a healthy trade in those gold bars of his. No one knows where he gets them or how he makes them. What we do know, through rigorous testing, are traces of his divinity in those gold bars and that aura has grown over the years. It is why they are coveted so much.” The lawyer let the implications of what that could mean sink in for his younger colleague. “I, for one, would prefer not to anger a man who could destroy us utterly, at a whim.”

      “This is why I had to sign that NDA, isn’t it?”

      “Not only are our livelihoods based upon keeping him happy and economically protected, but years from now, your soul may very well depend on it.”
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        * * *

      

      I was feeling better about the situation as I approached home. My lawyers hadn’t failed me yet. They were the best, and I paid them handsomely for it. No matter how many inquiries or audits they went through, they were always spotless. And that’s how I liked it. I could see home in the distance, and I wondered about how I would enact my plans. My massive frame would hardly fit inside Cottontail’s car. But then, walking around a shopping center with her would be a problem on its own. So perhaps I should send her off with the ladies and stay home? I decided to discuss it with them personally.

      Unfortunately, it was then, I heard the beating of wings. I turned my head, looking for the source. The only person I knew who sounded like that, was Ophiel and yet… this didn’t at all sound like her. I rotated my head, looking for the source as it whirled around me. I tensed, remembering the Titan, and wondered if this were something else. The shift to high alert was the only thing that saved me, as I spotted the glint of a blade in the light as they struck.

      I twisted in the air, as a blur shot into my side. She slammed into me with a pained grunt, her blade arm stuck under my arm. In a tangle of limbs and wings, we spun out of control towards the ground.

      “Get off me!” She snarled.

      I shoved her back, before beating my wings. Righting myself, I was just in time to slam into the pavement far below. It was the parking lot of a landscaping business, and there were only a few cars about. The moment I stood, I stepped to one side, as she slammed into the pavement where I stood, blade first. The metallic snap of the weapon had me at full attention. I didn’t have my sword, I wasn’t even sure where it was. Yere had retrieved it, but where it ended up, I did not know.

      That wouldn't make me an easy target.

      “Have we met?” I asked.

      The woman whirled around, swinging the remains of her blade at me. I leaned back, letting it whistle past, before she stepped in. I wasn’t expecting it, and her fist crashed into my stomach. In all my years, and all my fights, few hits came as hard as this one. I felt gravity shift as my body folded, and I flew back to land in a heap. My wings absorbed the fall, and I growled in the back of my throat, thinking of them being dirtied for the second time in as many days.

      As I rose to my feet, she appeared before me, and I met her fist with my own. I felt the impact, and my bones shook. A shockwave of air pushed out, ruffling our feathers. And that’s what made me pause.

      “What are you?” I asked softly.

      “Your worst nightmare!” She hissed, before slashing out at me with her broken sword.

      I dodged back, avoiding it, before snapping my leg forward into a heel kick. She wasn’t expecting it, and the impact sent her crashing to the pavement. Only, she recovered even faster than I did. Unlike Ophiel and I, her wings looked more like mana constructions, gauzy and see-through, while ours were feathered and whole. This woman, whatever she was, hers seemed to be made of raw mana. Her wings felt… unstable and it made me pause even as she lunged once more.

      I stepped into her swing, catching her wrist and twisted hard. She yelped as I stepped past, sending her crashing to the ground in a heap. With her wrist in my hand, I spun on her, only for her foot to connect with the side of my head. The blow knocked me back, and her wrist slipped free of my grip. I was taken by surprise by her actions. From the moment I knew she was there, I had done my best to prevent harming her until I understood the situation. As she came at me with her broken blade once more, I realized I needed to take this more seriously.

      Stamping my foot, the ground cracked beneath her feet. She beat her wings to balance herself, and I swept mine around, beating them down hard. The shockwave they produced sent me high into the air, as it snapped her wings back, taking her with them. She crashed into the ground, and rolled to her feet as I slammed down atop her. Something cracked, and I wasn’t sure if it was her, or the ground. She didn’t react any way other than to howl in rage and stab me in the leg.

      I grunted at the searing wound as the sword plunged deep. The metal of her broken weapon hissed and divine light splashed over me.  My bones ached with that familiar sensation, as the hand holding the blade glowed too. If the gods were sending their dogs, I’d put them down, or make them submit. Her body jerked, as my fist connected with her jaw. As I wound back for a second punch, she twisted violently, knocking me off balance. I toppled over, as she rolled over me and raised the blade with an aggressive scream. I caught her wrists, halting the blade before it pierced my chest, and the two of us glared at one another.

      “Who are you?” I asked.

      “Death,” she hissed.

      I tilted my head. “Why?”

      “YOU!” She howled and threw her weight down on the blade.

      I held it with ease, and I realized her abilities, while powerful, relied on movement. In a straight up fight, I had the power to overcome her. Rather than try and throw her off, I tightened my grip.

      “Who sent you?” I asked.

      She couldn’t articulate words as she screamed in rage. Sooner or later we would attract attention, and I was already injured. This left me with little option but to pull back and drive my fist into her stomach. She buckled, heaving as she vomited whatever it was she ate last onto the pavement beside me. It splattered and she gaped as she tried to regain the ability to breathe. With a shove of my hips, I rolled the two of us over and perched atop her, spreading my wings for balance in case she fought back.

      “How about we try this again?” I asked.

      Truthfully, this was not how I wanted things to go. This was the second time, I had resorted to violence. That was something I had taken strides to avoid. It was something I had no wish to embrace. My history was violent enough; there was mentions of me in the history books of both Paradiie and Earth. Although with Earth I’d created assumed names and meaningless titles. Now, especially now, I had no desire to embrace that part of my history. Geppa was innocent in all things, and this nonsense with the Therians was more than enough strife for me to get caught up in.

      “Bastard,” she choked.

      I tilted my head and stared her down. I could hit her again, but there was something in her eyes that told me, while she was angry, there was something else at stake.

      “My name is Gadriel–”

      “I know who you are!” She spat.

      “Polite society would suggest you return that favor,” I offered her.

      She grit her teeth and threw out a punch. I caught her wrist and pushed it under my arm, before dropping my knee into her hips. She groaned in pain before trying to throw me off. I wasn’t about to let that happen, and wrapped my arm around her trapped elbow and applied pressure.

      “Please, this could be a civil conversation,” I tilted my head.

      She grit her teeth, and slumped. “I submit.”

      “Do I have your word, that you will not strike me?” I asked.

      The woman sighed, before nodding slowly. “My word, on my honor. I submit.”

      With a smile, I loosened my grip, and shifted slightly. Despite her words, I watched for a moment as she sat up. There was still time for her to strike. It wouldn’t be the first time someone threw their honor away for the sake of revenge. I would do what was necessary should that happen, but for now, she seemed… content.

      “Now,” I stood and offered my hand to help her up. “Your name?”

      She glared at my hand, before rolling to her feet without my help. I watched her like a hawk, but the broken blade remained on the ground where she had dropped it and she turned with a grimace to face me.

      “Tia,” she mumbled.

      “Tia,” I nodded. “And, I’m assuming you were sent to kill me?”

      “I can’t tell you,” she mumbled.

      “Can’t?” I tilted my head. “Or won’t?”

      “Can’t,” she reiterated. “There are powers beyond your means behind my actions.”

      “The gods then,” I sighed. “If the Titan wasn’t obvious enough…”

      She squinted and shook her head. “I cannot help you.”

      “I wasn’t asking,” I frowned at her.

      She was a pretty thing. Long dark hair, olive skin and beneath the leather armor, she had all the features of a well put together young woman. The most confusing part about all this, was the fact I noticed it. Geppa was really doing something to me.

      “I assume, that whatever power is held over your head, it would be bad, should you break it?” I asked.

      Tia nodded slowly.

      “My loved ones?” I asked.

      She glared at me before shaking her head. “My quarrel was with you.”

      “And that quarrel is over what exactly?” I prodded.

      She hissed, opened her mouth to say something, choked on the words and glared at me like she wanted to strike. Instead, she did something I hadn’t seen in a long time.  Standing ramrod straight, she held her fist to her chest and bowed. I blinked in surprise.

      In the distant past—when an enemy god was defeated in combat—this ritual was used to admit they were subservient to the winner. More importantly, rules of conduct were established. Tia had basically given up her freedom for a year and a day to serve under me. In return, it was my duty to make sure I didn’t abuse her trust, go against her moral code, or use whatever knowledge she had to harm her or her people. She completed her side of the ritual and said, “It is done.”

      It was now my turn, “I place you under my banner and treat you as clan and family for a year and a day. So it shall be done.” We bowed to each other, right fists clenched to our chests.

      “What do you wish of me?” she asked.

      I paused, giving it serious consideration. What I said next would determine how our relationship would develop. Tia was old enough to go by the old ways. It was ingrained within her. She may not have been as old as I, but I respected her beliefs and her traditions. Her word was her bond.

      “Do me and mine no harm, treat them as if they were of your own flesh and blood.” I told her.

      She nodded, and looked at me, as if waiting for more. I shook my head, and opened my wings. “Anything else I ask, would risk the wrath of those who sent you. I am not above killing, but I don’t hold the actions of the pawn responsible for the King.”
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        * * *

      

      I pitched into a shallow dive as I approached the deck. There were a few boats passing by. They looked like fishermen, and for the most part, that was likely true. There was a small moment of worry that I would fall once again. But I pushed that from my mind. That only happened because I shifted in midair. Instead, I beat my wings backward to slow my descent and dropped softly to my deck. Where I felt an overwhelming feeling of dread.

      I turned slowly and saw, standing in the middle of my living room. Something I never expected.

      “Ophiel,” I nodded with apprehension. “To what—”

      “Three-thousand,” she hissed.

      I could see Cottontail and Yere hiding behind the counter while Wenrith’s hair crackled around her.

      “Three-thousand, what?”

      “That is how many people the humans are reporting to have died once you left me on earth alone!”

      “No,” I frowned. “The storm—”

      “Picked up the moment you left!” She snarled. “YOU LEFT!”

      “I’m sorry, but if you let me—”

      “I DON’T WANT YOUR EXCUSES!” she roared. “People died! I thought maybe there was an emergency, and when I came here, there’s two women entertaining themselves in your home!”

      “Ophiel, it’s not like that!”

      “Then explain it to me?!” she snarled. “Make me understand how you abandoned me in the middle of a storm and let thousands of people die.”

      I looked over at Cottontail and saw the distress in her eyes. Yere, too, looked bothered by the information. My senses tingled, similar almost to the way Earth had given me warnings. Yet different enough to know that was not what was happening. No, this warning was more internal. A danger or potential danger to me. Was it Paradiie warning me?  Almost as if that was just the prompt my mind needed, I started to wonder if maybe this whole thing was a setup. It seemed oddly convenient that the storm would diminish right at sunset, only to come back with a vengeance the moment I left Earth. Almost… deliberate. Like they had expected me to take that very action.

      “I was bitten.” I said quietly.

      Her wings flared as she stormed towards me. “And what does that have to do with anything?”

      “Therianthropy.”

      Ophiel came to a halt and frowned. “Wait, what?”

      “The cyclone, over Australia,” I continued. “I landed on a roof with a family. Their child bit me on the hand and I contracted the condition.”

      “You’re a Therian?”

      I nodded. “I remained as long as I could, before the shift took control. If I shifted on Earth, I’d have been trapped there in human form. The end result would have been no different, though… I may have died in the process. That may have even been the reason the storm doubled as I left. That… and the Titan.”

      “Titan?” Ophiel swore, which was terribly unlike her. “Why now?” she shook her head. “One thing at a time. Most important question first: why would someone want you dead?”

      “It’s a possibility,” I shrugged slightly, thinking of Tia, but not wanting to admit anything yet. “They could simply have been trying to discredit me. I don’t know the gods, though surely we’ve stopped enough of their tantrums. Some of those extreme weather events were aimed at harming us specifically.”

      “What about them?” Ophiel gestured behind herself.

      “Wenrith is my Parole officer.”

      “Parole?” She frowned.

      “My first shift was eventful. The government tracks Therians, but my shift is extreme enough I can’t wear a tracker.”

      “Like this, see!” Cottontail called, catching Ophiel’s attention. My beautiful bunny held her hair up to show the box attached to the back of the collar she wore, showing what it truly was.

      “That is barbaric.” Ophiel frowned.

      “It is, apparently, the law.” I stated.

      “Wait,” Ophiel frowned. “If she’s wearing a tracker?...”

      “They both are,” I nodded. “Geppa, or Cottontail, as I call her, was my cleaner. I met her in a support group. She was bitten by a Phoenix and bonded to me.”

      “And the gargoyle?”

      “Homeless,” I sighed. “She was looking for a place to stay while swimming in the river yesterday afternoon. I was trying to make it back after dealing with the Titan and didn’t quite make it. She fished me out, and I offered her a place to stay.”

      “I don’t know how I can believe any of this,” Ophiel laughed softly. “I didn’t even think it was possible for our kind to become a Therian. We can’t be infected with anything else.”

      “If you want proof, be here before sunset. My shift is rather dramatic.”

      “I might just do that,” Ophiel nodded. “And… you’ve never lied to me before, but I need to see this transformation for myself. So if what you say is true, then you and I will need to discuss how to operate from now on. If someone is targeting you specifically, then we need to find out who and why. It cannot be allowed to harm Earth. The Titan though… That is something I can investigate.”

      “Agreed,” I nodded, not wanting to pry into what she’d just said. Whom she spent time with was none of my concern, and it made sense she had friends that I did not. She was always the more personable one.

      She stepped out onto the deck and eyed me for a moment. Then shook her head and took to the sky with a surge of wind. When I turned around, the ladies were stepping out onto the deck behind me.

      “Is she gone?” Wenrith asked, nervously. “She was really mad, and as badass as I am, I do NOT want to fight an angel.”

      “She’s gone,” I nodded. “And I spoke with my lawyers. They’re going to rescind the order to have you removed.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes,” I nodded. “And, for what it’s worth. I am sorry it came to that. I put it from my mind, and have enjoyed the additions to my life that you have provided.”

      Cottontail squirmed for a moment. “Speaking of which, after all that excitement. I’d really, really like a nice, relaxing cock to suck on.”

      “Yup, this is too crazy for me,” Yere grumped. “I’m going for a fly.”

      “Oh,” I tossed her a gold bar. “Take that for anything you need.”

      She stared at the gold for a moment, before nodding at Cottontail. “Make sure you swallow.”

      “Oh,” I took out the other two. “One for each of you.”

      Cottontail stared at the gold, while Wenrith buzzed with excitement.

      “I’m gonna do more than swallow,” the bunny vowed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            10

          

        

      

    

    
      I heard the crunch of tires on the driveway and turned my head as Wenrith let out a satisfied moan. The collection of wrappers around her, a testament to the number of burritos she had consumed while I… I watched television. The DVD of Cottontail’s sister was long gone, fed to the salamanders, never to return. I… found myself wanting to please my lover. It wasn’t an emotional response I was used to. But one that… I found it oddly comforting. All I could think was that this was a feeling I hadn’t experienced before. Without experiencing it, there was nothing to compare it to. And now that I had…

      “We’re home!” Cottontail called as she opened the front door.

      She and Yere stepped inside as Wenrith let out a spicy belch. I wanted to feel disgusted by the action, but… perhaps the expanse of bodily fluids I had experienced in the recent weeks had begun to wear on my desperate need for sterility. Not that my home was unclean. Despite everything, Cottontail had stripped our bed of the sheets and cleaned our home from top to bottom before she left on her shopping trip. Yere took the time that Cottontail cleaned to fly around. While I watched on in a daze.

      I had even tried to help. Mops, brooms and vacuums were all outside the realm of physical comfort. A being of my size simply wasn’t built to comfortably use the equipment. Instead, I took Cottontail’s least favorite job and spent an hour buffing every window until even I couldn’t complain about them. After that, with little to do while cottontail took care of some shopping, I sat down in front of the visionstream for… what was likely the first time in my life. I was still rather confused about the purpose of it.

      The programs were… unrealistic. Women, throwing themselves at men, with overly-dramatic displays of gratitude and desire. Men literally fighting over said women, devolving into a strange murder plot with unrealistic police procedures. In the end, to Wenrith’s annoyance, I found a channel dedicated to current Paradiie news. That in turn left me annoyed, as I watched the public spectacle of Anahera’s life being drip fed to the masses for entertainment, with only a paltry mention about the Titan. When that turned into a discussion on Therian’s as a whole, I stayed tuned. Despite this not being an overly serious conversation, it was still a serious topic. And despite the obvious plot to milk the situation for profit, it was a glimpse into a reality I wasn’t aware of.

      These people were as happy to argue for the merits of letting Therian’s live their lives, as eagerly as they were to imprison us. And for what? Existing? Some people were under the mistaken impression that we were dangerous. And while I could assume that seeing Cottontail burst into flames was not the most comforting experience for a stranger, the same could be said for anyone meeting a Phoenix for the first time. The avian people were considered lucky among the Therian community. They were beautiful, majestic and the public at large adored them, all thanks to the historian, David Attenbottom. Yet, according to general consensus, they weren’t really Therians. That narrative had been peddled so often, the majority of people truly believed it. Even when there was a burn incident, people didn’t publicly decry them as a species.

      The whole thing… made me mad. It was the unfairness of the situation. And I wondered what I could do to fix things. Despite what others may think of me, I was a Therian. Perhaps that’s what people needed to learn. I wouldn’t be pushed around. I could potentially make a stand. None but the gods themselves could stand before me. And I would not subject myself to chains to appease their poorly guided morals.

      “Gadriel?”

      I blinked and shook my head as I realized Cottontail was standing before me. Around her feet were dozens of bags from various retail outlets I’d never visited. Behind her was Yere, who had an equally large selection, but she held hers in her arms.

      “Sorry,” I smiled. “I was lost in thought.”

      “I can see that,” Cottontail pouted. “Next time, I’ll have to just start sucking your dick.”

      “HA!” Wenrith cackled on the couch.

      “Sorry,” I said again, before hauling myself upright.

      Cottontail’s eyes went wide as I pulled her against my chest. She craned her head up, and I smiled, before pressing a kiss to her lips. The beautiful bunny bounced on the balls of her feet before pulling away with a smile.

      “As much as I’d love to fuck you on this couch right now. I do have plans for tonight. And I’d rather not start the party early.”

      “Ophiel may be visiting,” I reminded her.

      “That’s fine,” Cottontail shrugged. “We’ll wait until she gets here, and either start when she’s gone, or let her join in.”

      “This sounds rather ominous,” I chuckled.

      “Nah.” Cottontail waved off my concern as she scooped up her purchases. “Also, we might need a second wardrobe or something.”

      “You live here now,” I smiled at her retreating form. “If you think we need something, you are welcome to organize it.”

      Cottontail paused and looked over her shoulder. “You sure? I don’t want to ruin your decorating skills.”

      “I had my lawyer set this house up for me,” I shrugged. “Functionality was the priority. They spent a fortune and everything came with warranties that would outlast most living beings. How it looked was only secondary. Besides, I believe we need to set up a proper guest room.”

      “You’re really letting me stay?” Yere asked.

      “I have the room,” I nodded. “And providing you with stable accommodation is still a poor substitute for saving my life.”

      “Still,” Yere pushed.

      I held up my hand. “Enough of that. This is your home until you wish to leave. All I ask is you help keep the place tidy. I…” I shook my head. “I don’t care how you keep your room.”

      “I’m not a slob,” Yere smiled. “But I appreciate the opportunity. I will pay–”

      “You will not,” I shook my head. “I don’t need money.”

      “That’s for sure,” Yere sighed. “But I’d still like to earn my keep. Perhaps I can cook?”

      “You can cook?” Cottontail asked as she bounced out of the kitchen once more.

      Yere nodded, “I can. It’s been a little while. But I can.”

      “Great,” Cottontail giggled. “You can help me make some killer burritos tonight!”

      “Mutha fucking what?” Wenrith buzzed into the air.

      Cottontail grinned. “I wanna know if mine are as good as the ones you’ve been eating.”

      Wenrith shot across the room and halted herself at the tip of Wenrith’s nose. “Tonight I’m going to make you cum until you can’t walk. And then make you cum again.”

      Cottontail’s eyes flicked towards me as she shuddered in place. But it was Yere who spoke up first.

      “What now?”

      “Wenny knows the frequency to stimulate nerves directly,” Cottontail trembled. “It… it’s intense.”

      “That doesn’t sound good.”

      “It’s not the same as a thick, hard cock slamming into the deepest part of you,” Cottontail grinned. “But when you’ve already got that, and she sends those shocks through your clit, it’s like dying in the best way possible.”

      Yere shook her head. “That still sounds fucking terrifying.”

      “Only in the best way imaginable.” Cottontail chewed her lip. “Do you think—”

      CLUNK

      The four of us turned towards the noise. Ophiel was folding her wings on the deck. Her statuesque form was highlighted in the afternoon sun as she reached the door and pulled it open.

      “I think I’m a bit early,” she said evenly.

      “That is fine,” I nodded. “You are welcome here.”

      “And yet, you have never welcomed me here,” Ophiel tilted her head.

      “We’re just discussing dinner,” Cottontail smiled as Wenrith zipped back to land on my shoulder. “You’re welcome to join us.”

      “I… see.”

      “Mutha-fucking-BURRITOS!” Wenrith kicked her legs like an excited child from her perch.

      Ophiel opened her mouth, then closed it again. “I think we should just wait and see the results of what the evening has to offer. I… have never doubted Gadriel’s word, but… I find myself compelled to confirm what he has told me.”

      “Again,” I nodded. “I am so very sorry. I believed I had no choice in the matter.”

      “And if you’re telling me the entire truth, I accept that reasoning,” Ophiel nodded. “But that will lead to other problems.”

      “Like who is trying to kill me?” I offered.

      Ophiel nodded. “That, among others. If the gods are tormenting the Earthlings, they need to be stopped. My contacts are also surprisingly tight lipped about the Titan. I don’t know yet, if it managed to escape or was released intentionally.”

      “But whom should we petition?” I asked, thinking of whether I should try and track down Tia once more.

      Ophiel frowned, but didn’t have a response. Truth be told, I didn’t either. It would be almost impossible to tell which of the gods was responsible. There were dozens in the public eye. Dozens more off in the wilderness cooking up who knows what. I didn’t blame them. The gods were fickle, in particular the flashier ones. Those who stayed away tended to do so for a reason. And very rarely was it because they wanted to interfere. Interference was much easier from within, after all.

      “So,” Ophiel scratched her chin. “How long until it starts?”

      “The urge to shift starts as the sun truly sets,” Cottontail frowned. “It’s what caused Gadriel’s fall and Yere saving him.”

      “I see,” Ophiel nodded. “That sounds rather dangerous. Which is confusing, because my impression of Therians were that of vicious monsters.”

      “A harmful stereotype,” Wenrith coughed. “While Therians can receive certain urges from their shifted form, those urges aren’t all controlling.”

      “Urges such as?”

      “I’m a bunny,” Cottontail smiled. “Turned by a Phoenix, I’m completely uninterested in men other than my mated partner.”

      Ophiel’s eyes twitched for a moment before she turned to me. “Him?”

      “Him,” Cottontail smiled. “His will be the only cock I touch for the rest of my life.”

      “And what about you?” Ophiel asked Yere.

      “My compulsion is a little less orthodox. I don’t feel the need for anything in particular. But I was bitten by a naiad, and when I shift, I can easily dry out. So I must remain near the water. Though… I suppose I’ve never enjoyed swimming as much as I do since I was bitten.”

      “No,” Ophiel shook her head. “Your kind don’t do well in water, do they?”

      Yere’s stony exterior would sink like a literal stone in the water. The idea she had such a dichotomy with her shifted self was absurd. But I found myself subtly fascinated by the idea. She was clearly a bright and friendly woman, both shifted and as she was now. Her stony exterior was no barrier to that, and I found I liked the idea of making another friend.

      “So that leaves you?” Ophiel locked eyes with me.

      I blinked slowly and wondered what to say. Before I felt that twitch. I blinked, and looked at Cottontail, whose fur was growing in length. Ophiel noticed as well, stepping back to watch the three transformations as I began to shrink down on myself. I hissed as my wings pulled in, and I felt Ophiel’s gaze lock on me as I shrunk. I curled over myself as my pants loosened, and after several long moments, I took a deep breath. And looked up.

      Ophiel loomed overhead with wide eyes. She leaned close, and I saw the shift of her top. Her breasts swung inside the loose fabric, and without thinking…

      “Titties.”

      Ophiel pulled back and glared. “Excuse me?”

      “He can’t help it.” Cottontail bounced to my side.

      Ophiel frowned at me before taking a deep breath. “Explain?”

      “That’s why I’m here. That shift of his is too extreme to place a tracker on him normally. And the first time he shifted, they found him nude inside a video store jacking it over anime girls.”

      “Titties!” I squeaked again.

      “You’re telling me, the all-powerful Gadriel turns into some… horny little weeb every night? And then spends it fucking a bunny and a…” She looked over her shoulder at the transparent gargoyle.

      “Not me,” she shook her head.

      “Not yet,” Cottontail growled cutely.

      “Titties,” I slapped a hand to my face as I tried to hold it back.

      “Tell me, if I remove my top, will that make him better, or worse?”

      “Probably worse,” Cottontail admitted. “He’s usually like this until he’s cum a few times, and even then…”

      “Well, that settles it then,” Ophiel stepped back. “Gadriel, I assume you’re going to remember all this?”

      “Ti-yes!” I cut myself off.

      “Wonderful,” Ophiel nodded. “When are we eating? I haven’t prepared anything for my evening meal, and these burritos sound fascinating.”

      “They’re the mutha-fucking beeeeeest,” Wenrith buzzed into the kitchen. “So come on! First one in the kitchen gets to nut until they pass out!”

      “That’s going to make dinner take longer!” Cottontail laughed.

      “Shit,” Wenrith frowned. “Well fuck. Just… c’mon! I’ll make you nut later!”

      I saw Ophiel’s shocked look and a snort broke free from me.  She turned to stare at me, mirth rising in her eyes and snorted too, covering her mouth in mortification. That just made me laugh harder and soon she followed too. But I managed to get myself under control long enough for Cottontail to start on dinner. Yere quickly joined her, and the two women went into a huddle as Ophiel sat down beside me. On the end of the counter, Wenrith literally danced as she watched the meal come together. Cheering and setting off sparks of her power to mimic pom-poms. She wore a small little cheerleaders outfit and each time she high kicked, she showed what she was… or wasn’t wearing.

      “So,” Ophiel caught my attention. “How have things been since the shift?”

      “Titties,” I shuddered, before clearing my throat. “Good. I um… I’ve made friends.”

      “I can see that,” Ophiel smiled gently. “It is certainly odd to find you sharing your home, though.”

      “Cottontail’s so pretty,” I gushed. “Her fur is so soft, she’s so warm to cuddle.”

      Ophiel nodded slowly before turning her head. “And Yere?”

      “She’s pretty too,” I smiled, before frowning. “I… I don’t…”

      “You’re not sleeping with her?”

      “N-no,” I trembled as my cock hardened in my oversized pants. Thankfully, Cottontail had bought me self-cleaning boxer briefs. They even had a warming spell inscribed into them. She was the best!

      “Relax,” Ophiel stroked my head, making said cock lurch uncontrollably. “What about this nonsense with Anahera?”

      “You know about that?” Cottontail called from the kitchen.

      “I like to be informed,” Ophiel nodded as she got up and approached the kitchen.

      I shuddered in place, and bundled my pants tighter around my waist. Scrambling off the couch, I made it into the bathroom without tripping over the legs. I flopped down on the floor and squeaked as Cottontail burst in. She grinned as my pants fell, exposing my cock.

      “Let’s make this quick,” she licked her lips.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, I was seated on the couch. Wenrith was snoring softly beside me on a cushion. Her distended stomach looked like she had literally eaten her own body weight. The truth was, she had eaten far more than that before pitching over and passing out, still chewing the remains of her last overstuffed burrito.

      “Well,” Ophiel smiled. “This has been an enlightening evening.’”

      “We’ll do it again sometime,” Cottontail smiled.

      “I look forward to it,” the angel bowed her head slightly. “And Gadriel. I will return tomorrow, so that we can have a serious discussion about the future of our cooperation.”

      I gulped when I heard those words. There were so many ways that could be interpreted. However, the slight intonement of her voice told me it wasn’t going to be a pleasant conversation. But neither Cottontail nor Yere seemed to pick up on it. With those words lingering in my ears, she bid her farewells to the ladies and strode out onto the deck. As her glorious wings opened, I felt a sudden desire to run my fingers through her feathers. Right before she beat them down firmly and lifted into the night sky, and out of view.

      “Aaaaand she’s gone!” Cottontail snagged Yere’s hand and dragged the transparent gargoyle into the bedroom.

      I frowned in confusion as they did so, but when I heard the shower start, I figured it was a hydration issue and remained seated. I was dressed properly, at least. Cottontail had taken my post shift measurements and included some proper outfits. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to wear some of them. They were suits and designed for going out. Things I really wasn’t sure about. But there was more than enough to keep me dressed at home, even if I would have to sleep in the buff or risk destroying them. And let’s be honest here. There hadn’t been a day where I’d slept in that bed with pants on since Cottontail had moved in.

      “You ready?”

      “Ready?”

      Music started playing from the bedroom, and I turned my head in confusion. Cottontail strode out, holding a set of speakers. But otherwise, dressed in a fluffy gown. She smiled as she bobbed and swayed to the beat of the music, and my cock throbbed in anticipation. She didn’t come to me right away, but instead, set the speakers beside the television, making sure to bend right over in the process.

      When she stood, she looked over her shoulder at me and bit her lip. I was halfway off the chair when Wenrith crackled a spark of magic at me.

      “Sit,” she grumbled. “I wanna see the show.”

      “Ahhh–”

      “Be a good little horndog, and I promise you get to touch later,” Cottontail smirked.

      “Okay.”

      She giggled, and it was music to my ears. Right until she rolled her shoulders and dropped the robe she was wearing. My jaw hit the floor a moment after the fabric did. The clothing she wore… well, there wasn’t much of it. Her flames washed over her fur, making the black lace stand out. I could see a wide band covering her back and a thin line around her waist. Cottontail turned, and my heart caught in my throat as she slowly walked towards me.

      Her breasts jutted out, supported only at the base by the thin corset she wore. The fabric did nothing but draw my eyes to her breasts as they swung from side to side with each slow step. Her underwear, if you want to call it that, was crotchless. Just two strips of fabric that obviously parted around her labia, held in place by the thinnest lace string. She was just asking for me to rip that tiny piece of material away with my teeth..

      She smiled as she raised a furry foot and set it on the edge of the couch and opened her legs, showing me the glory between them. She slipped two fingers over her labia and sighed as she rubbed herself.

      “I’m so wet already,” she giggled, before pulling her fingers out to show me. “See?”

      “Uh huh,” I gaped.

      “You like?” she smiled as she rocked her hips, wafting her scent towards me.

      “Uh huh,” I choked out once more.

      “Great!” she giggled.

      And darted back into the bedroom.

      Wenrith took one look at the expression on my face and broke into peals of laughter. She rolled about on the cushion so much she fell off behind it. But that only served to muffle her laughter. It did nothing to stop her.

      I slumped back on the couch and listened as the water stopped. It was less than a minute later that Cottontail bounced back into view. With the gown still on the floor, she didn’t bother with the tease. She just came to a stop before me, before doing a little twirl.

      “What do you think?”

      I could feel the capillaries in my nose flare, threatening to burst a vessel. This time she was wearing a red number. The bra was just string, covering nothing but framing her breasts magnificently. The panties were different, too. She squatted down, and I watched the fabric part with beads sewn into each side. They were designed to glide along her labia and meet up near her clit.

      “The beads rub,” she sighed. “But they won’t stop your cock from pushing into me, either.”

      “Fuck, I wish I had a cock to fuck her with,” Wenrith whimpered, making me jerk in shock.

      She was once again on her cushion, staring at Cottontail with wide eyes. My gorgeous bunny winked at her before scampering off into the bedroom once more. My cock was so hard it hurt, and I was sorely tempted to burst into the bedroom and make demands, I knew she’d love to satisfy. But she was even quicker on the way out this time.

      “For a quiet evening in,” she giggled as she twirled, letting the white babydoll flare out around her. It was completely transparent, and somewhere between an oversized top and an undersized dress. Her breasts were perfectly visible through the lace, and so was the sticky mess forming between her legs. There was nothing else.

      “C-Cottontail,” I reached for her.

      But she giggled and shook her head. “One more. I saved the best for last.”

      “Okay,” I whimpered as my cock strained in anticipation.

      “Surprised you’re not jerking it,” Wenrith snorted.

      “Cottontail says that’s a waste,” I frowned, I also didn’t mention the new underwear Cottontail had bought me.

      “Hmmm… True,” Wenrith nodded. “She is a bunny. Have you stuck it in her ass yet?”

      My cock lurched, and I shook my head as the memory of that very conversation flitted through my mind.

      “Pity. I bet anal makes her cum like crazy.”

      “Everything makes her cum like crazy,” I pointed out.

      “Exactly,” Wenrith giggled. “She’s like a live wire. I bet she could cum from nothing but sucking your dick.”

      My wind wandered back to the orgasmic moans she made as she swallowed me earlier in the evening.

      “You ready?” Yere called.

      I snapped back to reality as I turned my head. Wenrith fell silent as we stared in shock. Yere was leading Cottontail out by a leash. But the small leather strap wasn’t tied around her neck. But to a small chain suspended between Cottontail’s nipples, via metal clamps. The collar wouldn’t have worked. It looked far too delicate. Despite the silvered lettering of the words, ‘Cum Slut’ over her throat. The reason she was being led out by Yere, though. Was because she was both gagged and blindfolded.

      The rest of her outfit… Wasn’t an outfit. She had black leather sleeves wrapped from ankle to thighs, leaving her feet bare. The black leather sleeves were anchored with a small strap, hooked under the arch of her foot, and with a silver zipper up her inner thighs. It clung firmly to her flesh like a second skin.. It looked like the same material the collar was made of and was supple enough to flex as she carefully walked. The final touch was the pair of cuffs that held her wrists together at her front, covering her wet sex from my view.

      But that wasn’t all. Because Yere, herself, was wearing an outfit as well. It wasn’t the completely sex fueled mess that was Cottontail. Yet, her curvy, slightly transparent body was snugly inside a pair of lace, pale blue boy legs that hugged her ass perfectly. Her breasts, too, were bound up in a matching bra that clearly showed her nipples.

      “This… umm…” She blushed and her face darkened by several shades. “We both bought some things, and she made me try this on for you. Is it nice?”

      “Uh,” I squeaked as my cock throbbed, literally painfully at the sight of them both.

      Yere giggled softly and gave me a nod. “Take them off.”

      I’d never removed my pants quicker in my life. Despite that, Wenrith’s eyes were too focused on the ladies before us to tease me. Yere gaped at the sight of my cock, but managed to regain some composure as she steered Cottontail to stand in front of me, but facing the television.

      “Alright, bend down,” Yere instructed the now trembling bunny.

      Cottontail did just that. Bending her legs, like she was going to sit on me. But it was the cool, squishy fingers taking my cock in hand that made me squeak. Yere’s grip was firm as she lifted my cock into position. Muffled by the gag in her mouth, Cottontail made a long, high pitched sounds as she slowly impaled herself.

      “Titties!” I squeaked again as I felt the glorious sensation of her pussy stretching over the head. I watched as her body consumed my cock, before I noticed a small tag hanging from her ass. Without thinking, I reached up and took hold before I read what it said. “Pull to cum?”

      “Oh,” Wenrith mumbled. “You… when she orgasms.”

      I nodded slowly before Yere stood up. I was buried to the hilt inside Cottontail. Her pussy throbbed, and I grimaced, thinking about filling her so quickly.

      “Alright, bunny. You have a good ride. I’m…”

      “You can watch,” Wenrith offered. “She wouldn’t have gone this far without expecting an audience.”

      “Mhm,” Cottontail mumbled through the gag.

      Wenrith chortled. “Maybe get a camera in here. That way, she can watch how hot she is when she cums later.”

      That was obviously the breaking point for Cottontail, as she bounced her hips. I let out a sharp gasp as her pussy dragged up my length before sliding down once more. I tightened my fingers into her furry ass while she rode me, and I lost track of Yere and Wenrith as I found my happy place. Cottontail bounced on my cock, taking the entire length, over and over again. She moaned through the gag, loving it as much as I did, before I noticed Wenrith crawling across the bouncing couch.

      I ignored her, focusing my entire will on the sensations Cottontail’s bunny was providing me. There was nothing I wanted more than to fill her up. And I was about to do so, when I heard Wenrith’s polite cough.

      “Remember the tag!”

      I blinked and took hold of it for no other reason than it was there. Only for Cottontail to jerk and spasm. Her legs snapped closed as I felt Wenrith’s power flood through my cock. I jetted seed deep into Cottontail’s bunny, as I yanked my hands away from her. A series of pops and Cottontail’s orgasmic screaming escaped the gag. I could barely comprehend the string of marbles coming out of her. With each pulse of my cock, trapped in the gates of heaven, I adjusted my grip, and pulled more beads from Cottontail’s ass. Until finally, Wenrith stopped her torture, and Cottontail slumped down onto the couch beside me.

      “Mmm…”

      I blinked, but it was Yere, sitting on the floor, who crawled forward and pulled the gag free.

      “You okay?” She asked.

      “More,” Cottontail begged softly. “Fuck me more!”
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      “It’s not as bad this week,” Cottontail sighed as the group of rabid journalists pushed aside to let them in.

      I kept my head down as Yere did the same in the back. Wenrith was perched on the dashboard of Cottontail’s car, purple lightning crackling away to remind them all that she meant business. I wasn’t sure on the legality of actually zapping anyone. Surely it would be constituted as an assault of some kind. And being a parole officer, that kind of thing would likely be handled swiftly. But the threat of it worked, and Sally was there to open the gate and let them in.

      The week had been an eventful one. At least at home. Earth was… quiet. After the volcano, the dust storm and a few other minor incidents, things had gotten quiet again. Usually, that was cause to relax, maybe even celebrate a little. Take some time to meditate on a mountaintop or two and recover my strength. But I just couldn’t wrap my head around the feeling that something worse was coming. This didn’t feel like a downturn, more… The calm before the storm. Last time I had felt this, the humans on Earth called it the Tunguska Event.

      But that wasn’t all that was going on. Life in Paradiie was changing as well. Ophiel had visited again since that first night. She sat down at our new dining table and we shared a lovely roast that Yere had spearheaded. The meat was delicious and came with gravy and a selection of vegetables thanks to Cottontail.

      Then there were the carpenters. Yere needed a custom bed to sleep on. So, with little knowledge of her needs outside of a water source, it was decided that she needed something made entirely for herself. The resulting bed was far larger than I thought necessary. But it was made of waterproofed materials, with a special mattress built to withstand being wet all the time. With a combination of a humidifier mounted in the headboard and a few sensors, Yere was almost overcome with emotion the following morning.

      Unfortunately, there was also a rather sinister undertone. Throughout the week, being at home, I once again found myself watching the media. Their attacks on Anahera were unceasing. She had tried to stream her fitness programs, but found people were hostile and distracting. Her primary social platform removed her on principal, cutting her main income source. Another gave her a permanent suspension, after a livestream was reported when viewers posted vulgarity. She was ultimately held responsible and was shut down from there too.

      Anahera wasn’t handling it well. Going on an angry tirade, which only garnered more attention to her situation. There were pockets of resistance though. Small groups, that voiced their concerns, shouted support and offered help. But most were curious, or uninterested in anything beyond the drama itself. Watching such a woman fall from grace… It weighed heavily on me.

      When Cottontail pulled into the parking lot, we all climbed out. I glanced up, wondering if the helio would be back. But that initial buzz at the start had diminished somewhat. And for that, I was grateful. Cottontail came around to join me as Yere hauled herself from the back seat. Even in her shifted state, she weighed more than any of us. Something that was odd to think about, knowing her true form was able to take flight. Perhaps like me, she manipulated mana to help control her flight ability?

      “You okay?” Cottontail stroked my head.

      I smiled at the contact and nodded. “Just thinking.”

      “You’re always thinking,” Cottontail giggled. “But you never tell me what about.”

      My thoughts floated over the size of her bust, and it must have shown on my face, because she wiggled them slightly for emphasis. But she was right; I hadn’t been telling her what was on my mind.

      “I… think we need to talk.” Cottontail’s face dropped. “Not like that!” I waved my hands. “I love you! I’m thinking about something else!”

      Cottontail’s eyes widened, and her nose twitched. “What?”

      “Ooh, he said it,” Wenrith giggled.

      And this time, I froze. I realized what I had said, and I let out a small sigh. “I… I love you Cottontail.”

      “What are you three still doing out here?” Sally called as she lumbered along.

      Cottontail jerked up as Yere grinned. “We’re fine. They were just having a moment.”

      “A moment?” Sally asked.

      “He told me he loved me.” Cottontail wiped an eye. “Later, I’m going to draw a number out of a hat and use the corresponding hole to drain his soul through his cock.”

      “Titties.”

      Sally nodded slowly. “Well…”

      “Yeah, I don’t know what to say either,” Yere giggled. “You’d think the little guy would have stamina issues, but… if there’s a hole, he just… keeps going.”

      “I’m a very satisfied bunny,” Cottontail licked her lips while staring at me.

      “Well… while I’d love to continue this fascinating discussion,” Sally mumbled awkwardly. “We have a meeting to continue. Shall I… expect you inside?”

      “I’m expecting them ALL inside.” Cottontail shuddered softly.

      “God’s,” Yere shook her head.

      “He just told me he loves me!” Cottontail complained. “Consider it a miracle I’m still wearing pants!”

      “FUCK OFF!”

      The five of us spun towards the door as we all heard a heavy slam. But I recognized that voice, and I could feel her pain. Thoughts of Cottontail temporarily aside, I darted around Sally and made for the entrance. Where I spotted a large figure moving further into the building. I could hear voices behind and glanced over my shoulder as Cottontail slid to a halt beside me. She looked worried too, and I nodded for her to follow.

      Sally and Yere were left behind as the two of us raced down the hallway towards the retreating form of Anahera. She pushed on a few doors before finding one that was open and stepped through. Cottontail and I were only a few seconds behind her, reaching the door, where we both froze.

      “Maybe we should leave her?” Cottontail shifted nervously. “She sounded really mad.”

      I wasn't sure what to say. Especially when we heard the start of a broken sob. “Titties,” I grimaced.

      Cottontail didn’t stop me as I opened the door. The inside of the room was a cleaning closet. Mops, buckets, brooms and bins. Amongst it all was the looming figure of Anahera, seated on a metal bucket. Her shoulders shook as she clutched her face. My heart broke at the sight of her.

      “Go away,” she growled, but there was no malice behind those words.

      I slipped into the room and approached slowly. She knew I was coming, and turned to glare, only to freeze at the sight of me. All at once, she went from the bucket to the floor. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders and I found myself pressed between the hardest pair of titties I had ever felt. And they were definitely titties, nipples and all. But I pushed those thoughts back as I tried desperately to hug her back.

      She was huge, but not in the same way that Sally was. Sal, being a Troll, was almost as wide as she was tall. She walked with a sway since her hips were so wide and she regularly had to turn sideways to walk through doors. Anahera was built like a Greek goddess. Tall, angular and dangerous looking, while at the same time utterly feminine. She smelled of flowers and whatever conditioner she used on her feathers. Her beak was heavy and only slightly curved, with pale feathers running over her head and back.

      Her hands were lightly feathered too, but ended with normal enough looking fingers. I had the distinct impression her boots contained talons, though. They had odd protrusions that made it appear there were reinforced sections specifically to prevent something from cutting through.

      “Why are you so fucking cute?” the big woman sighed.

      “I know, right?” Cottontail giggled. “It’s so weird that such a little guy is such a powerhouse in the bedroom.”

      Anahera snorted and released me. “Is that so?”

      “Don’t knock him till you try him,” Cottontail giggled.

      “Titties,” I twitched. “Wait, what do you mean, don’t knock me?”

      Cottontail shrugged. “I guess we can talk about it later.”

      “Is this something I should leave you to deal with alone?” Anahera asked.

      “No,” I gave the big woman a smile.

      “He told me we needed to talk, and then backed out by finally admitting he loved me,” Cottontail smiled. “So it sounds like we’re in for an interesting night.”

      “Is that a euphemism for something?”

      “No,” Cottontail shook her head. “He’s going to tell me what’s on his mind while I do my best to blow it.”

      Anahera nodded her head. “Typical bunny.”

      “Typical bunny,” Cottontail agreed.

      With Anahera settled, or at least distracted. The three of us made our way back into the hall. I kept by the large woman’s side, while Cottontail led the way.

      “So what happened?” I asked.

      Anahera sighed. “That asshole Sebades tried to interview me for his blog.”

      “Fucking seriously?” Cottontail growled.

      “That’s not allowed!” Wenrith crackled, reminding everyone that she was still with us.

      “I’ll know for next time I guess,” Anahera grumped. “There’s always a next time.”

      We pushed into the meeting room as Sally growled at the cowering wolf-centaur. “And just why did you think that was a good idea?”

      “I dunno,” he winced. “I just… I figured she might want to clear the air.”

      “I think enough air has been cleared,” Anahera growled. “Sorry everyone. I’m back.”

      “It’s quite alright,” Sally smiled at the big woman, before turning to look around. “Now, just a reminder. This is a safe place for us ALL. Do not go digging into one another’s lives. Do not push questions and for the love of Paradiie, don’t harass one another. There are enough problems out there in the real world, without idiots doing idiot things in here, too.”

      “Sorry,” Sebades grimaced once more.

      “Now,” Sally let out a whoosh of air. “I believe we’ve all been introduced. So let’s start with how our weeks have gone. How about we say something good, then bad, then good again?”

      Everyone shuffled back into their seats. As usual, I found myself seated between Anahera and Cottontail. The bunny pressed in close, while… Wenrith handed out burritos. There was one for me, Cottontail, Yere and even Sky, who sat on the other side of the Gargoyle-naiad. And then, to Anahera’s surprise, she was included too.

      “Where… did you get these?”

      “Easier not to ask,” Cottontail shrugged. “Consider it a compliment. She only gives them out to people she likes.”

      “Mudda-fukkin right,” Wenrith tore an impossibly large bite from her own and started chewing.

      “Did you not bring enough for everyone?” Sally asked.

      “Nope!”

      The Troll grumbled something in the back of her throat, but slumped back in her chair. “Alright, I’ll start.” She cleared her throat and smiled. “A rare plant of mine is finally going to flower. I’ve had it for a decade and my efforts are finally going to pay off.” She smiled. “For the bad… I guess my job here is a nightmare right now. Not that I’m blaming anyone, but the media is far pushier online than they are at the front gate. But it’s likely to blow over soon, and I have a date coming up.”

      Next in line was a woman, who had also gotten a date. She was worried it wouldn’t last, but blushed when she admitted the sex was amazing. Most of the group had small foibles to worry about. Their being a Therian was usually the largest obstacle in life. But it was Sky who caught my attention next.

      “Okay, so… A potion I’ve been brewing for a long time is almost finished. When I’m done, it’s going to be worth a lot if I decide to sell it and either way, it’ll be great. I’d like to celebrate that fact.” She flashed a glare at Cottontail. “But my BFF has been too busy riding a dick to call me and say hi–”

      “It’s so good though!” Cottontail whined.

      “That’s beside the point!” Sky snapped back. “But… It’s awesome seeing her so happy, and that makes me happy too.”

      Cottontail was out of her chair and into the lamia’s arms in a flash. They hugged it out before Cottontail turned around. “I’ll go next! Gadriel finally told me he loved me! I’m a little worried about a conversation we’re having later. But the makeup sex is going to be amazing!”

      The room collectively groaned, blushed, or laughed at the excitable bunny before it went to Yere. “I um… I found a place to live,” she smiled. “I’m a little worried about overstaying my welcome, though.”

      “Don’t be,” I smiled. “Stay as long as you like.”

      Yere smiled and nodded before continuing. “And I now have this custom bed, so I can sleep through the night without having to rehydrate every few hours. It’s the first good night’s sleep I’ve had in a real bed since I was bitten.”

      The room switched to me next, and I frowned. “I’ve met good people, and made some friends that I never thought I’d managed before now. The future of Therian’s right now has me very worried. And I told Cottontail that I loved her.”

      “And he’s getting the biggest reward.” Cottontail shivered in her chair with anticipation.

      “I…” Anahera sighed. “I guess this burrito is pretty good.”

      “Fukkin fantastic, more like,” Wenrith mumbled as she continued eating her own.

      “The media is destroying my life… I can’t even tell them which parts are accurate, and which aren’t. Because every time I step out my front door, they swarm over me like animals… And I don’t… I don’t really have anything else.”

      I frowned and reached over to take the big woman’s hand. She stared at it for a moment and shook her head.

      “I take that back.” she took my hand and gave it a small squeeze. “I made a friend or two. And… that’s not something I’ve done before. Not without… Trade agreements or other stupid contractual bullshit.”

      The others contributed throughout the meeting. There was talk about bringing a potluck for the next one. A few people grumbled, but most of that was directed at Wenrith, who was unapologetically chewing yet another burrito that came from seemingly nowhere. But for most of it all, my mind was on the large woman sitting beside me. She was just… sad. She looked utterly defeated and yet, her fingers never left my own for a moment.

      Only when the meeting finally wrapped up did she finally relent. Cottontail was with Yere and Sky, laughing as they chatted about… something. But I stayed with Anahera, who let out a long sigh.

      “I hope…” She shook her head. “I hope that whoever you are in the daylight hours. That you’re happy.”

      I frowned as she pulled her hand away. Without a backward glance, she left. Only Sally watched her go, the others, far too distracted with their own conversations to notice. At least until Cottontail turned and saw me standing along.

      “Where’s Anahera?”

      “She left,” I frowned. “I’m… I’m worried about her. She said goodbye, but…she didn’t sound right when she did.”

      “Yeah, that was a bit weird,” Wenrith frowned. “I’ll… message her parole officer.”

      “What, she has one?”

      “Yeah,” Wenrith. “Annoying cunt. Fucking life Sprite bitch.”

      “She had a Sprite?” Cottontail frowned. “Why didn’t she introduce herself?”

      “He,” Wenrith emphasized, “introduced himself plenty. I nearly had to kick his ass when he wouldn’t leave me alone.”

      “When did this happen?” I asked.

      “In the meeting,” Wenrith shrugged. “Shit, next thing you’ll tell me, you don’t notice when I pick up the burritos.”

      I didn’t wanna tell her. But neither did Cottontail. It was just a big mystery to us. I figured something was going on, because she didn’t just pull them from nowhere. There was always a plastic bag, but it, along with her wrappers, always vanished as well. Admitting we didn’t know now would ruin the magic, and while the regular me would likely ask. Right now… well, I wanted the magic.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      “Fine,” Wenrith snorted. “I’ll fukkin taser his nuts next time.”

      That… well, no. I didn’t want to think about that. But it seemed it was the ice breaker we needed to leave. Sky joined us as Wenrith perched on my shoulder and we waved our goodbyes to Sally while we stacked our chairs. Stumbling out into the parking lot, I glance around for Anahera—not that I expected to see any sign of her. The media clearly hadn’t noticed her leave either, because they were still clustered at the gate.

      “So… I was right then?”

      “Yeah,” Cottontail sighed. “And… I’m sorry I haven’t called.”

      “Could have been dead, could have been–”

      “Getting railed for about eight hours a day,” Wenrith coughed.

      “Eight hours?”

      “Not all at once,” Cottontail giggled. “I like to savor it.”

      “For eight hours?”

      “It’s gonna be way more, once I convince him to stick it in my ass,” Cottontail licked her lips.

      Sky shook her head. “Believe it or not, I’m kinda jealous.”

      “What?” Cottontail frowned. “What happened to Blake?”

      “Eh,” Sky shrugged. “Haven’t seen him in like… a year. Pretty sure he got married or something.”

      “Aww Sky…”

      “It’s fine,” she shrugged. “Especially if you call me occasionally. Y’know?”

      “I know.” Cottontail hugged her. “Tell you what. How about you come round to our place tomorrow? I’ll cook you dinner, right Gadriel?”

      “Right,” I nodded as Yere smiled along with us.

      “That… actually works, yeah. I’d love to. What time?”

      The discussion was had with my minimal input. I was once again thinking of Anahera. Where she went, how she lived. The difficulties she faced were extreme. How people could go that far to destroy someone for profit was beyond me. And I was still thinking those thoughts as Cottontail parked the car in front of our home.

      “Gadriel?”

      I nodded. “Coming.”

      “You okay, big guy?” Yere asked. “You’re more quiet than usual, unless you’re staring at tits.”

      “I’m…” I sighed as I looked over the quiet expanse of my home. Nobody came here. My lawyers made sure of that. If Cottontail got a job cleaning this place, it was likely she had to pass a background check to do so. What did Anahera have?

      “Anahera,” I grunted.

      “You wanna fuck her?” Cottontail asked.

      “Titties,” I choked before shaking my head. “No. I mean, yes, but… Shit.”

      Cottontail and Yere giggled, and Wenrith almost fell off my shoulder, bursting into hysterics. I let them get it out, and chuckled along with them. Before clearing my throat.

      “It’s quiet here.”

      “It’s lovely,” Yere nodded.

      “It’s probably not quiet where Anahera lives.”

      They all froze in place and adopted expressions of thought. Cottontail was the first to speak.

      “You wanna invite her to move in?”

      “How many guest rooms do I have?”

      “Another two,” Cottontail frowned. “But… is this something you really want?”

      “I’m just trying to get over him not knowing how many rooms his house has,” Yere shook her head.

      “Before I was bitten, my home was just somewhere I slept. I didn’t even use the kitchen most of the time. I just slept and showered here.”

      “He really did.” Cottontail shrugged. “Easiest clean job I ever had. Even if he got really picky about the dust, he never went looking for it. He’d mention a speck on the ceiling, but I accidentally left a footprint by the front door and it was never mentioned.”

      “I never used the front door,” I shrugged.

      “I’d say you need to get laid, but–”

      “He’s about to,” Cottontail giggled.

      “First though,” Cottontail led us all inside. “I wanna know the full extent of what’s on your mind?”

      I nodded and looked at both of them. “I think… I should tell people who I am.”

      “Why?” Yere asked.

      “Because… Anahera needs a friend.”

      “And you coming out does what?” Cottontail pushed.

      “Anahera’s a celebrity. I am too, but people leave me alone. If people find out, I’m a Therian. Maybe I can help. Or at least, I can help her.”

      “He’s kinda sweet when he’s not staring at your tits, huh?” Yere laughed.

      “He is,” Cottontail murmured happily. “That’s why I’m going to suck his dick.”

      I yelped as she picked me up and set me on the kitchen counter. But there was no anger in my eyes as she fiddled with my pants. My bunny was hungry, and she wasn’t about to be let down. Fishing my cock out of my pants, she stroked it. There was no need. I was hard as iron when I got out of the car.

      “Fuck, how could you not want to suck this cock?” Cottontail sighed.

      “I wanna more than suck it,” Wenrith growled cutely. “Tie me to the fucking thing. I’ll buzz like a vibrator and rub myself on his shaft while he fucks you.”

      “Titties!”

      “Aren’t you afraid of being squashed or suffocated?” Yere asked. “Gadriel is both thick and long and I’ve seen how tight Cottontail can get when she orgasms.”

      “Best way to die.” Wenrith confirmed.

      The ladies giggled before Cottontail licked me from balls to tip. My eyes were locked on hers as she smiled up at me.

      “Well,” Cottontail smiled. “If that’s all you wanted to talk about. There’s something I’ve been wondering.”

      I sighed as she closed her lips over the head of my cock. She suckled gently, twisting her hands as she stroked my length.

      “Uh huh,” I grunted.

      Cottontail smirked and pulled away. “Is Yere hot?”

      I froze, but my cock lurched in Cottontail’s hand.

      “Cottontail!” Yere hissed.

      My gorgeous bunny rolled her eyes. “Fine. But we’re gonna discuss this.”

      “So embarrassing,” Yere shook her head.

      Cottontail shrugged. “More for me.”

      My eyes crossed as her chin pressed into my balls. She swallowed, and I felt her throat contract over my cock. Her eyes stayed locked on me, even as I tried to regain my composure. It wasn’t lost on anyone that Yere was staring with rapt attention as Cottontail serviced me on the kitchen bench.

      Wenrith fluttered around Cottontails face, avidly watching, “Say the word, bunny. I’ll hit him right through the front of your throat. See if I can make you cum from a throatpie.”

      Cottontail’s only reaction was to wrap her hands around my waist and pull herself down as far as physically possible. She released me long enough to flash a thumbs up before swallowing repeatedly. As Wenrith’s power crackled into existence, I gripped the edge of the counter as Cottontail lost her mind.

      It should have been the end of a fantastic evening. If not for the Wenrith’s cursing that woke us before dawn.

      “Shit, yeah. Sleeping. The fuck?” Her voice was scratchy and she growled.

      I blinked and came to attention. Still in bed with… well, my cock was inside Cottontail, and she was humping back, even as she snored gently. This bunny was something else, and I wasn’t complaining.

      “Wenny?” I groaned.

      “Yeah, fuck. Hold on,” Wenrith sighed and buzzed over to land on my arm. “Anahera’s on a building. Looking like she’s gonna jump.”

      “WHAT!?” Cottontail yelped and shot up.

      “She’s–”

      “WHERE?!”

      I was worried too. Wenrith grimaced and hung up her oversized phone before gesturing for us to dress.

      “That was her parole officer. He didn’t know if it was a Therian thing, or something she was doing on her own. But she’s ignoring him and he’s calling the cops.”

      “We need to go.” I rushed around and picked up my clothing.

      Cottontail rushed off to wake Yere, and a few minutes later we all jumped into the car.

      “It’ll be sunrise soon,” Yere pointed out.

      “You can go back in, if you like,” I offered.

      Yere chewed her lip and shook her head. “No, let’s go.”

      Cottontail had us out the door and heading down the road into the middle of town. Wenny directed us to the building, and we could just make out a figure on the roof. It was several stories up, and she was standing still. The four of us, Wenrith included, burst out, and we rushed into the building. It looked like a hotel, and we made for the elevators in the back. That was a simple way to get up to the roof… Or at least most of the way. The elevator stopped in a storeroom one down from the roof, and there was a set of stairs that went the rest of the way.

      We rushed out as Anahera spun around, freezing in shock at our arrival.

      “DON’T!” I yelled and threw myself at her.

      She caught me in her arms and staggered slightly before shaking her head. “What… what are you doing here?”

      “Your parole officer said you were on the roof!” Wenrith snapped.

      Cottontail rushed in and joined the hug, with Yere a moment behind.

      “We were worried,” I squeezed her tightly.

      “Fuck, that little shit is such an asshole.”

      “Isn’t he?” Wenrith snorted. “Where is he, anyway?”

      That question died out as the sound of sirens started up. One at first, and then a group of them. From our spot on the roof, we watched the police force converge.

      “Fucking asshole,” Anahera swore.

      “Can we maybe move away from the edge?” Cottontail asked.

      “I’m…” Anahera shook her head. “I’m not trying to jump. Just waiting for the sunrise so I can leave. I’m over this shit. I did fine with my camping vids. I’ll just go live in the woods for a bit.”

      “You can fly?” I asked.

      Anahera nodded. “Yeah… yeah I can, just… not in this form.”

      I thought about the situation as more officers arrived, alongside other cars that were clearly the same vultures from the gates at the support group—and came to a decision. “Cottontail, Yere. You should go hide. Take my money, book a room and stay there till it’s safe.”

      “We’re not going.”

      “And I’m staying right here, so everyone can see who I really am.”

      “What part of, we’re not going, did you not understand?” Yere snapped.

      “Gadriel,” Anahera set me down. “Don’t throw it all away. You’ll get dragged into my mess.”

      “Not likely,” I shrugged.

      “Sunrise is less than a minute away anyway,” Wenrith pointed out.

      “Woah there!” A voice called. We turned as one, as an officer stepped out onto the roof. He glanced at me and let out a long sigh. “You.”

      “Me,” I nodded, recognizing the man who tasered and arrested me in the video store.

      “What’s going–”

      “ANAHERA! Why are you doing this?!” a woman screeched, almost knocking the officer over.

      Anahera frowned as she stepped back from the mob of reporters that had flooded in. She moved towards the edge, where we turned and spotted dozens more below. It had only been minutes. How did they all get here so fast?

      “Oh shit,” Wenrith frowned. “That little fucker…”

      “What?” I asked.

      “It was him, the nature Sprite. He’s the little shit that’s been feeding your info to the parasites,” Wenrith gestured to the reporters.

      “Great,” Anahera sighed. “Another fucking thing that’s gone wrong.”

      The sun peeked over the mountains, and she shook her head. “I’m sorry about all this. I’m sorry you’re getting dragged into my mess.”

      “I’m sorry I didn’t come through sooner.”

      I looked down at the cameras and turned my head to see several more on the roof behind us. They were shouting questions, but none of us could understand one over the other. For the first time in a while, I felt the sun’s rays hit my skin, and my body began to shift.

      Anahera slowly shrank beside me. She reached out and took my hand as I started to grow. She watched with pity in her eyes as her massive frame reduced down to a healthy six feet tall. And I continued to watch as my frame expanded to pass even that. Her eyes went wide as I continued to grow, and even the reporters went silent. I felt a tightness around my chest and grabbed my shirt with my free hand and ripped it away as my wings burst out into the morning light.

      “Would you like to join us for breakfast?” I smiled down at the smaller, but no less muscular, woman beside me.

      She pulled her shirt off, showing a sport bra beneath that magically, had shrunk to her size, but let an impressive set of wings of her own spill to out. I glanced over at Yere, who was stretching her wings, while Cottontail gave me a nervous smile.

      “Trust me.” I scooped her into my arms. “I’d never leave behind that which I hold most precious.”

      Cottontail trembled before nodding. “I’m so fucking wet.”
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      Yere, Anahera, Wenrith and I along with Cottontail wrapped in my arms, descended in a spiral towards my deck. The river, like always, was quiet. I could feel no visit to Earth today was needed. Which was lucky, since I just watched Cottontail’s panties drift off into the breeze while I flared my wings for the landing. I was first to land, taking up the largest space before closing my wings. The next was Yere, landing heavily beside me. The two of us moved towards the door as Anahera, in a much smaller form, landed lightly behind us.

      “You’re… you’re him,” she choked.

      “I am,” I nodded, not really sure what I could say to ease her shock.

      “Fuck me,” Cottontail whispered as she wriggled in my arms. “Throw me down, and have me. Please? Please-please-please?”

      “Oh, for the love of…” Yere rolled her eyes. “I’ll make breakfast. You go break in the bunny.”

      Anahera fidgeted for a moment. “What–”

      “You come with me,” Yere waved as she opened the back door. “I’ll start on coffee. They can have theirs when they’re done.”

      That was all the permission Cottontail needed before she was kicking her feet at the top of my pants. The lightweight stretchy material was good for my transformation. It was just tight enough to wear in my weeb form, but stretchy enough not to break in my true form. Without a belt, it was slowly being worked down my hips by the frantic footwork of my favorite bunny.

      To my surprise, I was barely inside the back door when I felt a cool breeze over my cock. Her hands shot down between us, even as I held her close. Cottontail was wasting no time, as she gripped my erection and forced it up between her outstretched legs. As I felt her molten heat press over the head, I let out a groan and dropped to my knees.

      The bounce of her ass as I hit the floor was enough to slide down another inch, driving herself down onto me. Before she pitched back to flop onto the floor. Whatever thoughts I had going through my mind vanished as I gripped her knees and lifted. Her delighted squeal turned into a moaning gasp as I thrust myself fully into her. Cottontail’s eyes crossed as she fell into the sheer bliss of being folded in half and fucked.

      I lost myself in her. The warmth of her bunny felt wonderful in the cool morning air. My cock slid into her with ease, as she manipulated her muscles to squeeze me in return. Even with her knees pinned by her shoulders, she was fully intent on participating in the action. Bucking her hips up to meet my own, I snarled and pressed her harder into the floor.

      “CUMMING!”

      Her toes curled as her eyes rolled. Her bunny rippled and throbbed as I continued to drive myself into her. Soft, warm and delicious, she was mine. And I kept up the brutal pace as she came apart around me. Just the way she liked it. With Cottontail delirious with pleasure, I shifted my grip and pulled her closer. Her ass jammed firmly into my hips, I pulled her up to my chest, where she promptly began to maul me. Making it all the easier to pluck her from the ground and carry her, still squirming and cumming, into the bedroom.

      Which left Wenrith, Anahera and Yere, staring at Ophiel, who was staring at the puddle of bunny cum left on my marble floor.

      The tall angel stepped through the still open door and smiled. “That was… unexpected.”

      Anahera whimpered softly as she gripped the kitchen bench with a white knuckle grip.

      Ophiel smiled gently, “If you’re a friend of Gadriel’s. You are a friend of mine. Please be calm.”

      “How am I supposed to be calm after all this?” Anahera hissed. “First, the cutest little dude turns into my literal idol. Then I watch him plough a fucking rabbit in the middle of the lounge room. Only for the runner-up for my literal idol to walk in the door.”

      “Coffee!” Yere clapped her hands. “Who wants coffee? I’d love coffee. Does anyone else want coffee?”

      “Decaf, if you have it,” Ophiel smiled.

      “Ahh… I shouldn’t have coffee. I get a bit stir crazy if I have caffeine,” Anahera frowned.

      “We have decaf,” Yere took out the tin of beans.

      “Well, keep that shit away from my double shot espresso with…” Wenrith wrinkled her nose. “Make it four tablespoons of sugar. Two white, and two brown.”

      Yere blinked slowly, wondering if Wenrith’s order was a joke, only for the Chaos Sprite to click her fingers in annoyance.

      “Right!” Yere jumped. “Yes, okay. Four sugars… Tablespoons?”

      “Did a bitch stutter?”

      Yere blinked slowly.
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        * * *

      

      My cock throbbed as the final spurts of my seed filled Cottontail’s bunny. She rocked her hips, forcing her ass back into me, even as I held her steady. Balancing on one leg only got her so high. I had one hand under her arm, the other under her knee. Facing away from me, she was supposed to be showering when she hopped backwards, prompting me to catch her. Not to be denied, my almost permanently erect cock was too easy a target for her. And we had made love one final time in the shower.

      “Can’t we just–”

      “Geppa.”

      She looked over her shoulder. “You only call me that when you’re mad at me.”

      “Or when I’m serious,” I chuckled softly, before lifting her off my cock. “We have a guest, and she’s probably sick of listening to your screams.”

      “But I’m not sick of screaming,” Cottontail winked.

      I stood my ground, though. Enough was enough. If Cottontail had her way, she’d spend entire days with my cock buried inside her. Satisfying her urges was like trying to satisfy an addiction. When those urges exploded, she was insatiable and incidents like earlier were not uncommon under this roof. But then, once she’d had a taste, she craved it. The end result was a marathon of sex that could last hours, or constant quick fucks throughout the day, to keep the edge off. Even my suggestion of using toys was laughed at. Not that toys were something she was uninterested in. But because she wanted me to be the one to use them on her. In the end, that served no purpose, other than urging her onwards, which was no different to any other day.

      “Here,” I sighed as Cottontail pouted up at me. “Let me wash you.”

      “Ooh, I’d love your big hands all over me.”

      “Not like that,” I smiled as I rubbed the soap into her fur. “Let me just… make you feel good.”

      “Y’know what would make me feel really–”

      “Geppa,” I sighed. “I care for you. More than just as a sex object.”

      “But you DO like the sex, right?”

      I sighed. “Even in my true form, I have to admit. Sex with you is something no man could rationalize. But that’s not what I’m talking about.”

      “Gadriel, I’m a bunny–”

      “And a bunny has many features different from my own. Lovely soft fur,” I ran my hands down her sides. “Lean, powerful muscles.” I dug my fingers into her legs and massaged softly. “Beautiful, sensitive ears.” I raised my arms and rubbed at their base. “There’s more to you than just a pair of holes–”

      “Trio,” Cottontail trembled. “But… You mean it?”

      “Mean what?” I asked. “Mean that I wish to care for you in all ways, and not just sexually?”

      “Mhm.”

      I sighed. “Cottontail, I love you. Meeting you has changed my life, and even without the sex, it is better in ways I cannot describe. Even my relationship with Ophiel is closer than it has ever been before.”

      “Yeah, she’s been here for like… a couple hours now.”

      I froze, before glancing up at Wenrith, who was perched on the shower head, completely nude and rubbing herself down with soap.

      “What?”

      “What?” Wenrith looked around. “Did I miss a spot?”

      She pushed her breasts together, then did the splits and began exploring her nethers.

      “No,” I sighed. “Ophiel, she’s here?”

      “Oh,” Wenrith giggled. “Yup, she landed and watched you finish fucking your bunny on the floor, then came inside for coffee and hasn’t left since.”

      “Did she say anything?” Cottontail’s ears drooped.

      “Not really,” Wenrith shrugged.

      “Damn…” Cottontail sighed.

      I wasn’t sure this was territory I wanted to discuss right now, so I tried to change the subject. “I’m sure–”

      Cottontail continued, talking over me. “I want to know what she thought. If Gadriel’s gonna breed her one day, it’d be good to know what a girl wants.”

      I went from confused to shocked and then turned my face towards Cottontail, who had that dreamy look in her eye. The one she had when I would tell her we’d have sex when we got home, and she started to daydream.

      “Geppa?”

      “Hmm?” She blinked. “Yeah?”

      “When I breed Ophiel?”

      “Mhm,” Cottontail smiled. “One day. Can you imagine how cute your babies are going to be?”

      “Geppa, I’m not going to sleep with a woman out of obligation.”

      “Obligation?” Cottontail frowned. “What obligation? You don’t want to fuck her?”

      “No.”

      Cottontail blinked like I’d said something remarkably stupid. “Why not?”

      “I’m in love with you,” I grunted.

      “And I love you too,” Cottontail smiled. “But why’s that going to stop you from fucking Ophiel?”

      Suddenly, I remembered the few incidents we’d had. There was the night with Wenrith, of course. But then there was Yere in her underwear, and more than one suggestion that she would join us.

      “Why do you want me to sleep with other women?”

      Cottontail tilted her head. “Because sex is fantastic.”

      “Sex is fantastic with you,” I poked her shoulder.

      “I know,” she giggled, poking me back. “So why not share some of that with Ophiel, Yere and maybe Anahera once she gets comfy with us?”

      “What!?”

      “She wants you to fuck other women, dumbass,” Wenrith giggled. “My offer to let you tie me to his dick is still open.”

      With that, she buzzed through the water a few times before zipping up and out of the shower. Leaving the two of us behind. Geppa was panting softly as she ran a finger down my arm.

      “Other… women?”

      “And then me,” Cottontail trembled. “Fuck them, then me, then them again.”

      “Them?”

      “Whoever.” she clasped my arm. “Just… my phoenix. It won’t let me touch another man. But I’m still a bunny and I love sex. In, around, on, between, amongst, whatever. I’ve been dying to get a taste of Wenny’s pussy again, but I want you there as well. Can you imagine how adorable your babies with Ophiel will be? Little angel babies, beside bunny babies, witch babies, gargoyle babies and… I think she was a Haast Eagle, so those babies, too!”

      It was then I felt a slight tremor run down my spine. “Cottontail… What are we doing about the risk of pregnancy?”
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        * * *

      

      “What?” Wenrith asked as I stepped back into the lounge.

      “Nothing!” Cottontail glared cutely as she stepped around and into the kitchen. “He’s being all silly because he’s just realized he’s been screwing me bareback since day one and the only reason I’m not pregnant is sheer dumb luck… And maybe my Phoenix side, since they’re not quite as fruitful as bunnies.”

      “How interesting.”

      I sighed and glanced over at Ophiel, who sipped at a mug.

      “Good morning.”

      “Is it?” She frowned before glancing around.

      “It is,” Yere nodded. “It’s just before noon.”

      “Then yes,” Ophiel smiled. “Good morning, Gadriel. Have you satisfied your needs?”

      “Not even close,” Cottontail pouted from the kitchen.

      “Have a burrito,” Wenrith handed over one of the snacks she always seemed to carry.

      Ophiel watched with undisguised interest as Cottontail unwrapped her meal. I just watched on with no less confusion than usual. She never seemed to get them from anywhere in particular. It was strange, but nothing I was willing to dig into. So long as it was paid for and legal, it wasn’t my problem.

      I turned to look at Ophiel, “Now–”

      KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

      I frowned and glanced at the door. Then I looked around and saw either confusion or concern on the faces of everyone around. So I let out a sigh and nodded. “I’ll get that.”

      “No–” Cottontail said, getting up.

      I waved for Cottontail to remain as I strode through the house in my standard attire of pants and shoes. Before taking hold of the door handle. Opening it up, I stared down at the young elf-man.

      “Oh wow,” he grinned. “Conroy, from the Monthly Spiel–”

      I closed the door and let out a sigh. Only to hear it knock once more. I turned back and opened the door as the same elf continued.

      “I was hoping we could–”

      “I am fully within my rights to pick you up by the front of your shirt and physically throw you across the boundary line of my property. I am also physically capable of doing so from my front porch. Why are you disturbing my day?”

      “I was getting to that,” he frowned. “I was hoping after that rather public incident–”

      I held my hand to stop him. “Public being the operative word. The legalese concerning reporters on my property is also public. As this is private–”

      “That particular piece of legislation was quashed this morning. They deemed that you are a public official and therefore—”
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        * * *

      

      Melony Blaine got out of her car at the front gate. She was nervous about attempting this job. If she could get an interview with the famous Gadriel, it would make her career. So despite there already being a car parked here, she was undeterred. At least, until an elf slammed into the pavement, rolling several times along the road. He groaned in horrible pain. Beside him chinked a gold bar that came to a stop perfectly before his line of sight. Melony glanced back at the house, seeing Gadriel, her target, cast her an angry glare, before retreating into his home.

      Melony glanced at the elf, the house, and then climbed back into her car. She still had her day job. There was no reason to risk herself bodily. Even if it paid well.
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        * * *

      

      “Holy fukkin shiz, did you throw him?” Wenrith gaped from her position, hovering in the middle of the front hall.

      “I told him I would if he didn’t leave. He didn’t leave.”

      “He could sue for damages,” Wenrith suggested.

      I shrugged. “I tossed him a gold bar. If he needs more, I’ll drag him through the court system until he dies of old age, and pay restitution to his family. They need not suffer fools, same as I.”

      “I find this… other side of you to be rather strange,” Ophiel commented. “You appear to be in complete control. And yet you act brazen, and inconsistently. Never before had I thought of you committing such a wanton act of violence.”

      I thought back to my younger days. There was plenty of violence a thousand years ago. But I had tried my best to leave it behind. Something that had recently been tested, multiple times now.

      “Those days are gone. But rights to defend my home still remain.”

      “I’m not sure that would excuse excessive force,” Ophiel pointed out.

      “I used precisely enough force to throw him less than six feet from my property line.”

      “I’m not sure that will hold up if he pushes to have you charged.”

      I shrugged. “I warned him. If he wishes to argue the consequences of his own actions, he will experience them once more.”

      “Am I the only one who’s turned on by this?” Cottontail interrupted.

      Ophiel twitched, “I don’t–”

      “Yes,” Anahera mumbled. Which made everyone stare at her. “What? I’m Anahera. My whole thing is about physical prowess, and he just casually tossed a man like a hundred feet like it was nothing.”

      “Wanna help me suck his dick?”

      “Cottontail!” I snapped.

      “What?” Cottontail blinked at me with an innocent smile. “Your cock is really nice to suck on. I’m sure I’m not the only one to think that.”

      “Whip that bad boy out even I’d have a go,” Wenrith grumbled.

      “You are certainly far more free with yourself than I ever imagined,” Ophiel smiled.

      “That’s not–”

      KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

      I sighed and turned my head to glare at the door. Striding over, I grumbled in anger as I took hold of the handle. And when I opened it, I blinked in surprise.

      “Sky.”

      “Wow,” she whispered. “You’re way bigger than I thought you were.”

      “S-sorry.” I glanced up at the gate, where I could see the flashing lights of an emergency vehicle. Likely scraping up what was left of Conroy.

      “Friend of yours?” She asked, giving me a strange look.

      “Not at all,” I smiled. “Please, come in. I didn’t expect you so early.”

      “Early?” Sky frowned as she accepted my offer and walked in. “It’s just after noon.”

      “They’ve been fucking all morning,” Wenrith giggled.

      “Ah,” Sky nodded as she caught Cottontail in a firm hug. “I see how it is. You go and get yourself a man, and forget about little old me.”

      “It’s not like that,” Cottontail complained. “I’m still the me you know and love. I just… have access to a dick that never goes soft.”

      “Should I be taking notes?” Ophiel smiled.

      Sky jerked, seeing everyone else for the first time. In particular, her eyes locked on Ophiel, where she trembled slightly. “Oh.”

      “Oh?” Ophiel tilted her head.

      “I didn’t… I didn’t realize you were here.”

      “I wasn’t sure I’d be here.”

      I frowned. “Do you two know each other?”

      “No,” Sky shook her head. “But if you’re fucking my best friend, then I’m allowed to threaten to castrate you with rusty shears if you hurt her. Your counterpart though…”

      “Short of throwing an overzealous reporter off his land, I can’t imagine my dear Gadriel harming anyone. Least of all Miss Curvypelt,” Ophiel laughed.

      “Nobody calls me Miss Curvypelt except at the transport department,” Cottontail frowned.

      Ophiel laughed softly. “My apologies, dear. This whole day has been rather eye opening. I’m quite enjoying myself.”

      “I’m glad you feel welcome here,” I smiled. “I can only apologize for not welcoming you in the past.”

      Ophiel waved her hand dismissively, before once again there was a knock on the door.

      “I’m sorry,” Anahera sighed. “Half the reason they’re coming is probably because of me.”

      “No, it’s because he’s never given an interview before. And with the removal of his legal protections to privacy, everyone willing to risk a confrontation will flock. I have my own protections, as far as I know still remain. Although if the legislation has changed, I may be pulled under with Gadriel since we both do the same job.”

      She was right. “I may be amenable to an interview if they came through the proper channels,” I growled as I made my way to the front door.

      Convinced that this wasn’t another guest to welcome, I yanked it open and glared at the middle-aged man, who took a quick step back.

      “Ahh… G-Gadriel?”

      “Yes?” I growled.

      “Package.”

      I blinked. “What?”

      He pulled a small box from under his arm. It was about the right size for a mug or something. “Package.”

      “Oh.”

      He cleared his throat and wiggled it in front of me. Which was all the input I needed to reach out and grab the thing. I turned the box over. It was blank, no information, no details, nothing.

      “Are you sure this is for me?”

      “I’m just the guy paid to deliver it. Sometimes boxes are sent discreetly, and I’d rather not know the contents. But there’s a charm on there that confirmed the details. This is your package, and now I’ve delivered it.”

      He nodded with a tone of finality and turned on his heel. I could see his truck parked on the curb, where several cameras flashed towards me. My attitude towards Conroy had likely spread. There would be some kind of article released about it, surely. But for now, I wondered about the package. Chances are it was something that Cottontail had ordered. Less likely, Yere. But if it came plain and unpackaged, that meant it was likely to embarrass someone.

      I closed the door and turned around, seeing Sky and Cottontail standing arm in arm as they chatted back and forth with our friends. With a last glance at the box, I crossed back into the room and caught her attention.

      “Did you order something?”

      Geppa frowned. “No.”

      I glanced at Yere, who shook her head. Then I looked at Wenrith, who flew over to look. “It’s not mine. The tracking spell is directed at you, but doesn’t say who it’s from. But I can sense a spelled object inside. Whatever it is, feels expensive. Which is probably why there’s no physical tracking information on the box.”

      “Strange,” I frowned. “Who would have sent this?”

      I set it on the kitchen bench, with the taped side up. Cottontail darted around and opened a draw, extracting a small knife. She slid it across the bench before skipping to my side. Wenrith hovered overhead, watching with interest as I drew the knife along the tape. Setting the knife aside, I gripped the box and peeled it open, only to feel a pulse of magic burst out.

      My senses tingled. The sense of malicious intent. It was the same feeling I had about the dust storm. That someone wanted to cause harm. Whatever this was, I knew it would be bad. And I had only a moment to act. Between Wenrith hovering before my eyes, and Cottontail clinging to my side, my options were limited.

      But Wenrith sensed it too.

      Throwing a small arm forward, the contents of the box began to glow, as a small portal opened beneath the box. It dropped into… something, only for the contents of the box to detonate. The blast knocked me back, taking Cottontail with me. The shockwave stunned me, but not as much as the burst of divine energy that ripped up through the portal. Wenrith, hovering above, screamed as the energy latched onto her and began to burn and tug. She shrieked horribly as part of her was ripped away, and the portal on the bench collapsed, severing the energy.

      Wenrith fell to the bench in a heap, and I felt my stomach drop in response.

      “Wenny!” Cottontail screamed, even as I climbed to my feet.

      I lunged for the bench and saw her. It looked like she had partially melted. Her form was more fluid. It pulled together for a moment and she looked whole as she gasped in pain and met my eyes. Before suddenly she melted back into a partial fluid form once again. I felt hands touch me as the others gathered around, but it was Ophiel’s presence that finally registered. This was her domain. She healed the sick and injured, helping them to survive, while I drove away the storms. If anyone could help it was her.

      “I… I can’t help her.”

      I blinked.

      Then I looked her in the eye.

      “That bomb. Whatever it was. It destroyed part of her soul. This isn’t a physical wound I can heal.”

      My hands clenched. “No.”

      I glanced down at Wenrith as her form solidified once more. She gasped in pain as she kept her eyes on me. Before melting down again.

      “How… how do we stop this?”

      Ophiel looked helplessly at me. “This is beyond–”

      “HOW CAN WE HELP!” I roared.

      I didn’t know I could feel like this. Wenrith was antagonistic, crude and the worst kind of keeper I could have been subjected to. And yet, the small Chaos Sprite had somehow fit into my new family rather well. And now she had spared my life.

      “Gadriel, the only thing that could help her, would be divinity itself,” Ophiel patted my arm.

      Divinity came in two forms. The first was if a world needed an overseer for its planet and created a divine aspect to guard and watch over. The other was through veneration and prayers from the natives of the world. Ophiel had explained to me the second form when she noticed how the Paradiiens treated me. She too had been venerated on Earth. So, I knew what I had to do.  “Give her mine.”

      “... What?”

      “GIVE. HER. MINE!” I snarled, turning on Ophiel, who jumped back. “This was an attack aimed at me! She’s suffering! I’ve never understood what it means to have divine power flow within me, I’m mortal, I’ll stay that way if it saves Wenrith.”

      “You don’t understand the full ramifications–”

      “I don’t care!” I snarled.

      “Gadriel, this isn’t her fault.” Cottontail stroked my side.

      “I…” Fuck. “I’m sorry. Ophiel, please forgive me. But this needs to happen.”

      Ophiel took a deep breath, then let out a long sigh. “It won’t work. Her body isn’t designed to hold divinity. Giving her more might just kill her faster.”

      “What if… she were bonded, at the soul level?” Sky asked.

      That drew the attention of everyone in the room, while Cottontail gasped.

      I moved towards her as she gulped nervously, and I took her hand gently. “Explain.”

      “I… I made it for Cottontail. In case she ever found someone. It’s… not illegal, as long as it’s taken voluntarily. But it bonds the souls of two people together. You just need a bit of hair or something from each of you. Then you both drink.”

      “And would that let her body contain my divinity?” I asked Ophiel.

      The angel looked extremely conflicted for a moment. But she nodded. “I think so. But… Gadriel, if I take away your divinity–”

      “My divinity is meaningless to me if she dies while I sit and do nothing.”

      Ophiel nodded slowly, before turning to Sky. “How far away do you live?”

      “I can get there in about fifteen minutes–”

      “Not quick enough.” Ophiel grabbed her wrist and hauled her out onto the deck. “I’ll fly above the buildings. Just point out where I need to go.”

      As Ophiel hoisted a protesting Sky into the air, I turned back to Wenrith. The poor thing was shivering as if cold, but she was hot to the touch. It was like the world itself was toxic to her very being.

      “This was an attack,” I growled. “They wanted me and harmed Wenrith. Their power was the same I felt during the dust storm.”

      “What are you going to do?” Cottontail asked.

      I chewed my lip for a moment. “Find out who harmed my friend,” I nodded. “And then make them pay.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            13

          

        

      

    

    
      It felt like an age. Thought it was only minutes. I watched as the barely formed blob that was Wenny tried to pull herself together. She would reform with just enough time for a quiet sob or a pained whimper, and then her body would melt once more. Cottontail and Yere stood at my sides with Anahera across from us, while I did my best to whisper words of encouragement to her. But every time she pulled herself together, my heart would break. Whatever had been done to her, she was in horrible pain because of it. I saw the way her mouth moved, despite her inability to speak. And though she wasn’t capable of more than pained noises, it was clear she was begging. For what, though, I couldn’t imagine.

      The deck thumped, and I glanced over my shoulder as Sky and Ophiel rushed back in the door. Sky had a small bag over her shoulder and she hurried to the edge of the counter, where she placed it down and pulled out a vial.

      “This is it,” she nodded. “If it works, it will bind your soul to hers and vice versa. I don’t know the full ramifications of what it does on an individual level. I was making it for Cottontail, so if she met a nice guy, they could both take it and hopefully get around her Phoenix clam-blocking her.”

      “What do we need?” I asked.

      Sky took out a small dropper and pulled the small rubber cork off the bottle. “We need to take a sample from the two of them to mix into the potion first, and then get this into Wenny.” Seeing how much Wenrith struggled to create a mouth to drink, she added, “Wenny only needs a few drops,” she turned to me, “and then you need to drink the rest.”

      “Dosage isn’t a problem?” Anahera asked, earning a small glance of confusion from the rest of us. “What? Body sculpting is a science. If you get dosage wrong on protein shakes or vitamins, you can get sick, or cause other negative effects.”

      I made a note that while she was a muscle bound hunk of a woman. She was far more clever than anyone would reasonably assume. Especially when you considered that as a Therian, she likely learned what she was talking about on her own.

      “The potion is more about body mass,” Sky nodded. “Wenny’s tiny. She only needs a few drops. Gadriel is huge. He’ll need the rest. But it’s the magic inside that is going to do most of the work. That’s why it takes so long to make it. The potion needs to cultivate and mature.”

      “Alright, less talk. Wenny needs this,” I grunted.

      “You don’t want to know the risks?”

      “She’s dying, and it’s my fault.” I shook my head. “If your potion kills me and saves her, it’s worth it. If it kills us both, she won’t be in pain anymore. Or it could work as you suggest and we both live. I’ve made my peace.”

      “For what it’s worth, I forgive you,” Ophiel smiled sadly.

      I nodded. “And I’m sorry.”

      Sky took samples from us, mixed it together in the vial and then measured out the required amount based on a best guess of Wenny’s mass. Before hovering it over the twitching Sprite. “Wenny, if you can hear me. You need to drink this.”

      She twitched and reformed before staring at the dropper. She glanced at me, and saw something in my expression, before opening her mouth. I tried to ignore her pained whine, and so did the rest of us. Sky squeezed the dropper, depositing a small amount into Wenrith’s mouth. And the Sprite managed to swallow, before melting once more.

      “Couple more,” Sky frowned, before taking her wrist in her second hand to steady it. “Get ready.”

      As Wenny reformed, she opened her mouth and Sky fed her a second drop. She almost went again, before Wenny melted. I had been watching the pattern, and Wenny’s ability to stay in one form was losing out. She was now staying melted longer than she was solid. Whatever damage had been done was destroying her magical structure on a molecular level. Sky must have known this. As Wenny reformed, rather than aim the drop, she jammed it into the Sprite’s mouth, and squeezed.

      Wenny’s eyes went wide, and she made a horrible noise before melting around the dropper, letting Sky pull it away. “Now you.”

      I nodded and took the bottle, and without even thinking, I tossed it back. The fluid barely touched my tongue. It was almost like drinking electricity. It sparked, hissed, and stabbed at the insides of my mouth as I swallowed it. The potion was not the most pleasant thing I had ever tasted, but I got it down, only to feel it spreading through my core.

      And that’s when I felt it.

      Ripping.

      Tearing.

      Melting.

      Both hot and cold, all at once.

      It was like my soul was on fire, but also being crushed from all sides.

      The howl that escaped my lips had everyone jumping back. No mortal being would survive feeling this for long, and likely many immortal ones would be left catatonic after the same. I barely kept thoughts of the small woman in my head as I took hold of the counter to steady myself.

      “OPHIEL!” I roared.

      She was at my side, and she cupped my chin. I stared into her eyes and she mouthed something. I didn’t hear her, nor did I think I could have responded. My whole body ached, burned, and screamed from all sides. I could literally feel something eating away at my core, an acid that was tearing at the edges of my soul. It's appetite was voracious. It whispered and shouted at me to give up. At least, until I looked down at poor Wenny. She trembled as she stared up at me. I knew on an instinctual level and with absolute certainty that I was feeling what she was. My heart broke, knowing her pleas were for this to end at any cost.

      I felt a jolt and tumbled back, seeing Ophiel leaning over me. She said something I couldn’t understand before shaking her head and growling. I didn’t know what she wanted, and I was slowly losing my mind when she grabbed my hand and placed it on my chest. Beneath my fingers, I felt a shape. Wenny. The Sprite was on my chest. She was trembling with me and Ophiel pressed her hand to my own.

      All at once, my vision went white. The agony of what bounced from Wenny to me added to the searing sensation of my divinity being ripped away. Between Wenny’s rebounding pain, and my own, my muscles locked, and I felt my flight bones crack. My entire body lit up as the very essence of my being was siphoned away.

      Until it suddenly stopped. The relief was blessed and I slipped into the darkness willingly.
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      I jolted back to steady consciousness. But… I wasn’t in my living room. I was…

      “Fuck me sideways without any lube!” My eyes widened that such a turn of phrase, flew out of my mouth without conscious thought. It was out of character for me. Then I remembered my last thoughts before I passed out and I searched for my Sprite.

      “Wenny?” I twisted and spotted the Sprite floating at chest height.

      I felt it then, as she locked eyes with me. The chaos beneath her skin. Knowing that I had any connection to chaos would have had me gritting my teeth in angst and annoyance. Yet, my mind slid alongside hers. We merged on the edges, but our natures kept us separate too.   She wanted to fight, to flee, and…

      “That isn’t possible,” I frowned.

      “Are you in my head?” Wenny snapped. “Get out!”

      I pulled my consciousness away as I felt her surge of panic and… perhaps just a bit of lust. I closed that part of my mind and shook my head before looking around once more. The space was… well, it appeared to be endless. Just a vast expanse of intermingled whites and grays. I couldn’t see the ground beneath my feet on account of the swirling grey and white fog. I moved forward, and the smoke swirled like tendrils around my legs, yet there was no sense of solid ground beneath my feet as I glided forth.

      “What is this place?” she asked.

      I looked down and saw the concern on her face, and without thinking, I took her in my hand. I brought her close to my chest and held her there.

      “I don’t know.”

      “What did you do to me?”

      I blinked and looked down as she stared up between my fingers. “I don’t know.”

      Wenny sighed. “Then what happened? Last thing I remember is a box, and suddenly I’m floating in a void with you.”

      “You don’t remember?” I asked, even as the memory of searing pain flickered through my mind.

      “What was that?” Wenny snapped.

      I tilted my head. “What was what?”

      “That!” She frowned. “That… wasn’t me.”

      “You can feel my thoughts?”

      Wenny glanced up once more, before pulling a face. “Fuck.”

      I pushed a sense of ease into her. A peace that I felt while I meditated. She smiled briefly before frowning. “Stop it!”

      “Sorry,” I smiled and let the thoughts taper off.

      “Fuck,” Wenny swore again. “I mean, that was really fukkin nice. But that shit’s going to complicate things, y’know?”

      “Complicate–”

      “Sex, ya big dumb and… Fuck.”

      “Sorry,” I shrugged, before frowning as I heard a whisper. “Did you hear that?”

      “Hear what?”

      I frowned before I heard it again. It was just at the edge of my hearing range. So soft, but also… “There,” I pointed as I heard it a third time.

      “What is it?” Wenny frowned as she pushed herself into my chest. “My magic isn’t working here, so whatever it is. I’m going to let it eat you first and run for it.”

      I grinned and took a step forward. Only this time, my feet found solid ground. I still couldn’t see it. But I knew it was there. I had a destination now, and I made my way towards it. Wenny beat her wings, escaping my fingers, before settling down on my shoulder in her usual position. I smiled, feeling a small nudge of contentment coming from her, before working to shut out more of… whatever it was that I could feel.

      “So what is it that you’re hearing?”

      “I’m not sure,” I admitted.

      “Great, we’re fukkin dead,” Wenny sighed.

      I looked around and shook my head. “No, I don’t think so.”

      “What do you call this, then?” Wenny grouched. “No magic, no people, no… anything.”

      “There’s me,” I pointed out. “It’s the two of us. Do you really think that’s natural if we’re dead?”

      “Probably not,” Wenny conceded. “What do you think it is, then?”

      I shrugged. “Something else.”

      I heard it again and adjusted my course. It was certainly getting louder. I wasn’t sure why Wenny couldn’t hear it. But then… none of this place felt normal to begin with.

      “Wait,” Wenny mumbled.

      I came to a stop and listened. “You hear it?”

      “It said my name.”

      I frowned before hearing it myself. With us both silent and listening, it did, in fact, sound like my name.

      “Did you hear that? It sounded like my name,” I stared off into the distance.

      “I didn’t hear your name,” Wenny shook her head. Before nodding, “Now I did, just then.”

      I frowned not hearing what she heard. “I don’t think we’re hearing the same thing. Am I heading towards it?”

      “One way to find out,” Wenny mumbled.

      I nodded and started on my march again. The ground felt solid underfoot as I walked. I must have been walking for an age, because the voices got louder and clearer. Pretty soon, I could even tell who it was. The worst of it was Cottontail’s howling. She was screaming my name, like I had died, but… that couldn’t be right, could it? Surely this wasn’t death. Death wouldn’t be leading me somewhere, that… well, unless I was being punished. I knew the conventional rules believed by many humans didn’t apply, but… if I had angered a god with a dominion over death, then this could be a version of their hell. But then why Wenny?

      “What’s that?”

      “Hmm?” I blinked and looked up.

      Off ahead, where Wenny was pointing, there was… A disturbance. Something that broke the utter stillness of the smoke that drifted around my ankles. Like… there was a breeze. I sped up, wanting to find out what it was, as I felt a nervous energy coming from Wenny. I tried to push it aside, at first, but it got more insistent. So rather than push, I pulled and Wenny trembled atop my shoulder.

      “Thanks.”

      I smiled and said nothing. Only to slow as I stared down at what was before me. At first, it looked like a mirror, but… there was a breeze, like an open window. And as I reached its edge, I could see why.

      “Is… is that real?”

      I pushed my foot into it, feeling a small buzz, before a lot of cold. “I think so.”

      We were staring at the top of a snowy peak. A mountain somewhere, though I wasn’t sure where.

      “You can’t leave me like this!” Cottontail cried, and her voice echoed through what I could only assume was a portal.

      “Let’s go,” I frowned and stepped over before Wenny could react.

      She squealed as I let gravity take me down and dropped into thin air. It was high altitude; the temperature was frigid. I could feel icicles forming on my eyelashes already, and Wenrith made a noise. I reached to my shoulder and took hold of her small body, before pressing her into my chest as I opened my wings.

      Beating them, I looked around. “This is Earth!”

      “REALLY?!”

      I laughed at her excitement. “Really. We’re not dead, we just… went somewhere.”

      “Which way is home?”

      I frowned and felt for the portal. Only to realize it was a long way away. I pushed out an enquiry in the hopes Earth would summon a portal for me. The presence that told me Earth was watching wasn’t there this time. Which led to a second problem.

      “I can get us home,” I called. “But it won’t be today.”

      “You’re fukkin kidding me?”

      I shook my head as I angled towards the direction of the portal. From this altitude, I didn’t need to beat my wings. I just let myself glide. With my wings outstretched, and Wenny pinned between my hand and my flesh, she was going to be fine. I just needed to get as far as I physically could while the sun approached the horizon. I made a note that I’d need to land well before I thought I’d need to. The sun would drop below the horizon on the surface than it would from up here, and I didn’t like the idea of falling again.

      I cruised along, using the wind currently to help propel me. And I began to form an idea of where I was. Europe, if I had my guess. Somewhere over the Swiss Alps. The topography was right for it, and I was flying south. From my best estimate, the portal was somewhere over Sardinia, off the coast of Italy. And I was most certainly not going to make that flight before nightfall. Which meant I was going to aim for the North tip of Corsica.

      To reach my destination, I put a little effort into it. With a few beats of my wings, I stopped descending and started powering. I’d be hungry by the time we arrived, but I could make the rest of the trip in the morning and get home to Cottontail, who had fallen silent since traveling through the portal. I still didn’t know what any of that meant, but I wasn’t about to condemn it either. Whatever happened, Wenny and I were alive, and I was going home, no matter what.

      Wenny kept up some idle chatter while I flew. I felt pulses of emotion from her. Nervousness mostly. I could tell that she was perturbed about the whole situation. While I found it easier not to feel the things she was feeling, it was still there, like an itch in the back of my head. I put that from my mind as I watched the sun descending. Flying over the ocean, I could make out land. There was going to be some time. Though I wasn’t going to get much further inland than the coastline. So rather than deal with that, I aimed for a small town.

      Continuing my flight, Wenny saw our destination as I once again descended. Until finally, the two of us touched down beside an old tower. It was tall, round and built of stone. It must have been several hundred years old, sitting on a rocky outcrop beside a small marina.

      “Know where we are?” Wenny asked.

      “Tollare,” I nodded, “a very small town.”

      “And why here?”

      I smiled and carried her to the back of the marina. There was a small office, and a man standing out the front. He clutched his hat to his chest, and I took out a gold bar. “Room?”

      “Room?” He frowned, staring from the bar to me and back.

      I realized he likely didn’t speak English, so I made a small motion of laying my head and closing my eyes. He licked his lips and nodded, before I waved the gold bar once more. That made him frown, but he reached out and took it. Then he led us inside.

      The room he gave us wasn’t large. But it had a bed, a basin, and was enough for the night. He appeared mostly stunned as I smiled and closed the door behind him and he scampered off. Which was just in time, as I felt the tug on my body. I shrank down, with Wenny buzzing off my shoulder to examine the room. When my pants hit the floor, I let out a sigh.

      “I don’t have anything I can wear.”

      “Did you need anything?” Wenny frowned. “Where did you wanna go?”

      She was right, of course. Though it might have been nice to take a walk. But, with no pants and nothing to do, I flopped back on the bed and let out a sigh. Truth be told, I was actually tired. Sleep would be appreciated, at least, until a small weight thumped into my stomach. I opened my eyes as Wenny stared down at me from just beyond my chin.

      “We gonna talk about this?”

      “What part?” I asked as I took in her womanly curves.

      Wenrith sighed, “That’s what I’m talking about.”

      As my cock began to think for itself, I closed my eyes. “Sorry.”

      This time Wenny sighed, “Don’t be. This… I mean… What did you do?”

      “I just wanna start this by saying we thought you knew what was going on at the time.”

      “What, did you kill me or something?” Wenny frowned.

      “No,” I grunted. “Someone else did.”

      I spent a few minutes going over everything that had happened. Her memory ended at the opening of the package. I explained how she dropped it into a portal, something she immediately checked if she could once again accomplish. Then I told her about what it did to her, and the steps we took to fix it.

      “So… that’s why I can literally feel how hard your boner is right now, while thinking about my tiny tits?”

      “Yes,” I blushed, before checking on my own feelings.

      Only… instead of embarrassment. I could feel a surge of arousal.

      “I wanna try something.”

      I opened my eyes as she started walking down my body. She was actually smaller than my cock, but she didn’t let that bother her as she pulled the small dress off that she wore. Beneath it, she didn’t wear any form of underwear and glanced over her shoulder to make sure I was watching her.

      “Wenny–”

      “Gadriel, from what you’ve told me. We’re literally bound at the soul. If there’s anyone who has the right to make you cum buckets, it’s me.”

      “But…”

      “For fuck’s sake, let me give you a hummer, weeb!”

      I closed my mouth and whimpered as she wrapped her arms around my cock. She purred as she kissed it and I twitched, bouncing her entire body in the process. Wrapping one small leg around my cock, she bounced on the other, jerking me slightly, in a delicious, but agonal way.

      “Oh, you like that, huh?” Wenny giggled.

      “Yes,” I grunted.

      “You know it’s good for me too, right?” Wenny continued. “There’s a vein here. It’s big, throbbing and right on my clit.”

      I groaned, thinking about her. So tiny, and yet one hell of a woman. If I could make her my size, I’d love to feel her–

      “Fuck, I want that too,” she trembled. “Make me big and then fuck me. I get so jelly watching you with Cottontail. I would do anything for that cock.”

      She wrapped her other leg around me and squeezed with her entire body, before suddenly flapping her wings. It was like having a vibrator strapped to my cock and I clenched the sheets at the sudden sensation.

      “Wenny!”

      “Let it out,” Wenny humped my cock frantically. “I can feel you and me at the same time.”

      I let slip her emotions, and sure enough, I could feel a rebound of wanton pleasure. By lowering my mental walls, her sexual need and desire splashed and joined with my own doubling up, creating a cascading series of sensations. I could feel it all, the wild throbbing of her clit, the aching of my own cock, the desperation of us both, not being able to fuck, but the acceptance we would have one another, anyway.

      I jerked as my seed sprayed out. It made a full foot of airtime before crashing down over Wenny. She gasped, gripping my cock as tightly as she could, while I showered her with my seed. As her wings were weighed down, she slowed her flapping, before slowly sliding down my cock like a fire pole to rest on my crotch.

      “Fuck,” she trembled.

      “Was that good for you?” I twitched.

      Wenny giggled. “I cannot wait to paint Cottontail’s face while I do that.”

      I blinked and then felt my cock harden once more at the thought. For now, though, I wanted to get clean. The edge was off, so I reached down and took Wenny gently in my hand. She clung to me, and I tried not to think about the mess she was covered in. It was like a bukkake party, but the only guy invited was me. It positively covered her.

      I held back the grin, but from the way she was glaring, she already knew what I was thinking. Rather than argue, I brought her to the sink and turned it on low, before adding some warm water into the mix. Once at the right temperature, I put in the plug and made her a small bath. She sighed as I used my hand like a seat and with the aid of a bar of soap; we got her clean. I lifted her from the water, drying her with the edge of the bedsheet, before using paper towels to clean myself off.

      And when I turned around, I froze as Wenny was two knuckles deep into herself as she stared at me. She thrust them, twirling her thumb over her clit, while she put on a show. I dropped the paper towels and pulled close, only to push her hand out of the way.

      “What?!”

      I ignored her as I leaned in and stuck out my tongue. Wenny let out a gasp as I licked her. She clung to my nose as I tasted her pussy for the first time. I lapped between her legs, dragging my tongue between them to pleasure her in long, slow strokes. Wenny, in turn, humped my lip, dragging her pussy back and forth on the rough texture of my tongue.

      “Oh shit, oh shit!” She trembled. “I’m gonna cum!”

      I thought about making a mess again. And pushed forward. I didn’t know what I was thinking, but as her legs folded back, I took her entire ass into my mouth and held her between my lips. Wenny’s eyes went wide as I drove the tip of my tongue over the spot where I thought her clit was. And felt a tiny squirt wash over my tastebuds. To prevent me from making another mess, I slammed down hard on the feelings she was experiencing and cut them off.

      Wenny squealed and trembled as she came directly onto my tongue. And I lapped at her unceasingly, enjoying the flavors of her orgasm. Until finally, she began to relax. I opened my mouth, letting her slump back down onto the bed, where she pouted at me.

      “What?”

      “You cut me off.”

      I blinked. “You wanted me to cum?”

      “Duh.”

      I sighed. “Sorry.”

      “You should be,” she snorted. “Give me five minutes to rest. Then I’m giving you another hummer.”

      “Ahhh–”

      “And warn a girl next time you decide to stick her in your whole fukkin mouth!”

      “Sorry.”

      She huffed. “Don’t be. Cos when the idea you could just bite me in half like that went through my mind, I came harder than I did with Cottontail.”

      “I’d never…” I protested softly.

      Wenny shook her head. “I know. But… if you wanna excite a girl. Do it again, but… use your teeth a little. Let me feel em.”

      I nodded slowly, before reaching down to give myself some relief. But Wenny chose that moment to sit up and glare. “Hands off. Until we’re back with Cottontail, that belongs to me. Now go get another handful of those paper towels. You’re gonna need something to catch all that.”

      “You didn’t like being covered?”

      “I fukkin LOVED being covered. But I want the next time to be with Cottontail, so she can lick me clean again.”

      With that thought in mind, I reached back for the paper towels, and wenny opened her arms and legs. “Bring it, weeb.”
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      There was a shout behind us. I turned, with Wenny sitting on my shoulder. It was the man who gave us the room for the night. And with him were several others. They stared in shock and I tilted my head.

      “What do they want?” Wenny asked.

      I didn’t know, but I needed to leave. So, just in case I had damaged something, I took out another gold bar and tossed it towards them before turning away. With a flex of my wings, I leaped into the air and began to climb. The early morning breeze was chilly, and Wenny snuggled closer. I felt the way she shivered and let out a sigh. Wenny squeaked as I plucked her from my shoulder, but I felt a grateful swirl of emotion coming from her as I pressed her into my chest.

      Hidden from the wind, and warm against my skin, Wenny huddled in for the flight home. It wasn’t far, and I decided against climbing higher than necessary. I could feel the portal ahead now, and I felt lucky it hadn’t decided to move any great distance. I beat my wings, eager to be home and back in the arms of my loved ones.

      It was just a short skip and hop, from one island to another. From Corsica, to Sardinia, I kept Wenny warm and comfortable. She shifted around to peek through my fingers, and I could see the portal up ahead. It felt right, and I smiled to myself, before grimacing when I realized how mad everyone was likely to be.

      With no other choice, I knuckled down, beat my wings and flew through the portal, and into the air above Paradiie. Like any other day, I angled towards home and smiled as the sun blew through the clouds and warmed my skin. I drifted down on the air currents as my home came into view. I watched as several figures rushed out onto the deck. One of them leaped into the air, and I watched as Ophiel winged her way towards me.

      “GADRIEL!?”

      “I’m fine!” I shouted. “So is Wenny!”

      Her face transformed to utter relief as she swooped around and lined up on my wing. She stared at me in wonder for a moment, and the two of us descended together. Ophiel broke off to circle around, while I released Wenny to make her own way down, as I beat my wings backward to slow.

      With a heavy thump, I landed on the deck before a soft and warm body hit me like a linebacker, pitching the two of us backward into the river. I hugged Cottontail close, despite the situation, and used my wings to catch the current. My feathers weren’t like that of swimming birds, but they wouldn’t drag me down either. I scooped Cottontail higher, and she came up to the surface screaming as she hugged me for dear life.

      With one free hand and my legs, I did my best to hold my wings up and swam for shore. I kicked as Cottontail clung desperately to me until I felt the bank beneath my feet. I looked back, seeing I was by the edge, and shifted my orientation to stand.

      “I have you,” I whispered to my bunny.

      “Heads up,” Wenny snapped.

      I looked up and saw her pointing back. I looked around and noticed I was beyond my property line. And I could hear voices.

      “You’re okay!” Cottontail wailed.

      “I am.” I lifted her chin and kissed her. “But right now, we need to get home, okay?”

      “I’m not letting go!”

      I smirked despite the situation and nodded. With one hand under her rump, I stood and walked the two of us up the bank. Now I was out of the water. I could see we were down a little side road. It was sometimes used by kids to fish on weekends. But there were no amenities, and right now, we were the only ones here. I sighed, realizing it was either a forced march through the trees along the bank, or back down the road and into my own driveway.

      But…

      I narrowed my eyes and let out a snort. Then I started moving. The voices we could hear turned into a news team. The first was the reporter, and right behind her was a cameraman who was already filming.

      “There he is!” the reporter cheered. “I knew I heard something! Gadriel!? Could I bother you for a moment?”

      “That depends,” I answered as I strode towards them. “Did you have anything to do with a bomb being mailed to my home?”

      “Bomb?” The reporter froze, then glanced at the camera.

      “Bomb,” I confirmed, before staring at the camera. “I don’t know who you are. But I will find you.”

      “Have you contacted the police?” the reporter squeaked.

      “I haven’t had the time yet,” I shook my head. “Not that I feel the police will be able to help. The bomb was magical in nature, and designed to kill without leaving physical evidence. On top of that, the police treat my kind like animals.”

      “The police… what?”

      “Therianthropes,” I snarled. “There are dozens, maybe hundreds, of us in this city, scattered about. Anahera probably isn’t the only one hiding it. When you’re found out, the government forces you to wear a tracking device like a criminal.”

      “Therians can be dangerous–”

      “A friend of mine is a Therian because she was bitten by a Naiad,” I growled at the reporter. “She is the victim, and while that Naiad was caught and punished, my friend wears a tracking bracelet, for no other reason than her condition exists! Look at Anahera! How many people did she harm while simply living her life? Then some asshole steals her personal information and leaks it to the media, and you lap it up like a pack of vultures. Where’s YOUR tracking bracelet? Where’s Anahera’s stalker’s bracelet? Hmm?”

      I took a deep breath and glared at them both. I wasn’t really mad at them, but at the situation as a whole. They just happened to be the ones in my face with a camera, and I had a point to make. “WE. ARE. NOT. MONSTERS!”

      With that, I turned and marched for home. Cottontail clung to me, shivering with cold. The reporter jogged alongside, asking questions about the bomb and the cause of our slip into the river. I refused to answer any further, and thankfully, as I turned down my driveway, they stopped at the property line.

      Ahead, at the house, I could see everyone waiting. They gathered around and pushed forward as I shot them a smile. They surged around. Even Sky was there, checking the two of us over. I couldn’t hear one voice over the other, and Wenny buzzed down to provide the distraction as I pushed through. Cottontail was shivering badly, and I wanted to get her warm.

      I kicked the front door open, not worrying about the latch, and strode through the house. I ignored the mess in the kitchen, where a hysterical bunny must have been going out of her mind. When I stepped into the bedroom, I saw all my clothes piled up around a bunny shaped nest made of blankets. My heart broke, thinking about the night she must have gone through before carrying her into the bathroom.

      I didn’t even try to get undressed as I brought her into the shower. I just turned on the water and turned my back to protect her from the cold as it warmed up. Only then did I turn back and hold her under the stream. She sagged in my arms, but still held me close. I was not bothered by it at all, and held her while we enjoyed the warm water, bringing us back to a regular temperature.

      Movement caught my eye, and I glanced over as Wenrith landed on my shoulder. I could feel a few twisted emotions rolling around inside her. They were… chaotic, in how she swung from relief to worry and anger in quick succession.

      “Is she okay?” Another voice called.

      I looked towards the door as Sky pushed into the bathroom. Right behind her was Yere. Anahera and Ophiel were visible too, but they refrained from joining us in the bathroom. Sky saw Cottontail still clinging to me and opened the door.

      “Hey now, you need to get those clothes off.”

      “Not letting go!” Cottontail tightened her grip.

      “You can have me back straight after.” I smiled as she squeezed me with her powerful legs.

      “No.”

      I looked at the two ladies and gave a small shrug.

      “What if…” Sky frowned. “What if, after you have your shower, I do that thing you always wanted to try?”

      “No.”

      I frowned, not knowing what it was Sky had just offered, as well as Cottontail’s refusal.

      “Y’know, if you weren’t wearing any clothing, you’d have more skin to skin contact,” Yere suggested.

      Cottontail jerked, then dropped to the floor. She literally ripped her shirt off, not over her head, but side to side. Her shorts were tough enough that she took the time to get the button down before shoving them to the floor. I had just enough time to get my fly down, before Cottontail was back in my arms.

      “I gotcha,” Yere sighed as she stepped into the shower.

      I felt nervous as she wiggled my pants down. But I reasoned, she literally steered me into Cottontail’s ass in one of our sexcapades. Undressing me in the shower was pretty tame by comparison. What wasn’t tame was when I noticed she was nude, too. I blinked in shock as she pressed into Cottontail’s back and hugged the two of us. Only for Sky to join us a moment later.

      Wenny, not wanting to be left out, landed on my shoulder and slipped down between Cottontail and me, while Anahera and Ophiel watched from the door.

      “We thought you were dead,” Sky whispered.

      “So did we,” I admitted. “One moment, I was on the floor, the next, Wenny and I were in… somewhere. It was just… empty.”

      “How did you get out?” Ophiel asked, as she stepped into the room.

      “I followed a sound,” I looked around at everyone in the shower, “I heard all your voices calling to me.” I grabbed Cottontail’s hand. “Yours especially.” Before we could get distracted, I continued my tale. “Eventually, we found a portal. When I dropped through, I was over the Alps near Switzerland. From there, I flew south to Corsica, where we spent the night. And then came straight here this morning.”

      “I was so scared,” Cottontail trembled. “You were there, and then you weren’t and… I didn’t know what happened!”

      I nodded and held her closer. With the bunny firmly in place, Yere took it upon herself to get the soap out. We had mud on our legs and on my feathers. I was grateful when she, with Sky’s help, washed us down. My feathers were important to me, they helped channel mana into me and it was nice to have someone help keep them clean.

      But it was Ophiel that drew my attention as she leaned out to speak with Anahera.

      “Are you okay?”

      Ophiel nodded. “The police are here. They have the bomb squad.”

      I grimaced and nodded to Yere and Sky, who pulled away. They scampered from the room, and I hoped they had changes of clothes as I brought Cottontail out.

      “We need to get dry,” I hummed into her ear as Ophiel darted in and turned off the water.

      “Not letting go.” My bunny whispered into my neck.

      “As much as I’d love to have your nude form pressed against me. I’d rather you not be nude when strange men come into my home. You’re my bunny.”

      She squirmed and relaxed her legs before dropping to the floor. I gave Ophiel a smile before leaning in and activating the air jets. The angel watched with a surprised stare as the two of us got back in. I had to wonder if she had ever seen one of these before. I got the idea from a water park that opened years ago. If not, she must be getting up extraordinarily early to dry her wings effectively for the day.

      In either case, I pulled on a pair of pants, as Cottontail did the same. She added a shirt to the mix, and then promptly climbed back into my arms once more. I let her do as she wished. Our experiences for the last two days were wildly different from one another, and I couldn’t help but feel comforted that she wanted to be this close, despite everything happening.

      I carried her out of the bedroom, and to the front door, where Ophiel and Anahera were barring entry to an irate-looking Chief Dermin, who looked like he was about to explode.

      “Good morning,” I nodded as I approached.

      “Gadriel!” Chief Dermin shouted. “We got a call about a bomb!”

      “Likely,” I nodded. “Let them in ladies.”

      “You should be evacuating!” Chief Dermin shouted.

      “The bomb has been contained–”

      “I’ll be the judge of that!” The man snapped. “Where is it?”

      “Wenny?” I turned and spotted her hovering over my shoulder.

      I hadn’t even noticed she was so close. I had grown so used to her being nearby that her presence was something I came to expect.

      “Maybe we should take this outside,” she frowned.

      “Maybe we should take it to the bomb!” Chief Dermin roared. “What is wrong with you all?”

      “Maybe if you chill the fuck out, we’ll fukkin show you!” Wenny snapped.

      Chief Dermin blinked and shook his head. “If this is some kind of joke.”

      “Chief Dermin, do I look like the kind of being that enjoys joking about things of this nature?” I frowned.

      The man glanced from me, to Wenny, and the rest of the ladies, before shaking his head. “C’mon, let’s go.”

      He waved for us to follow and led the way into the front yard. There was an entire team, with a van and everything. One guy was at the back, pulling on protective equipment. Not unlike the kind humans wore, but with more chain mail and wards cast over it.

      “Well?” Chief Dermin grunted.

      Wenny let out a grunt and summoned her strange portal once more. Only for the cardboard box to fall out onto the grass. Chief Dermin jumped back at the sudden appearance, as did the rest of the men in the area. But…. well, it was a box.

      “Is… is that it?”

      “That’s it,” I frowned.

      “You said it was a bomb.”

      “When I opened it, it released a magical spell designed to kill us and not leave a mark.” I glared at the man.

      “Wenrith opened her portal, containing the explosion. But the spell caused her a significant soul injury,” Ophiel offered. “It was only due to mine and Sky’s skill, were we able to save her.”

      Chief Dermin raised an eyebrow before glancing at Wenrith. “Is that so?”

      I bent over and picked up the now empty box. I turned it over and saw there was nothing inside. Without tracking information written on the outside, the only link was the spell cast.

      “So… your bomb is an empty box. There’s nobody hurt, and nobody but yourselves can verify it ever happened?”

      I glared at the man. “There’s a tracking spell. If we can find who cast it, we can find who sent it.”

      “Good luck getting a warrant,” the man shook his head. “What a waste of time.”

      I growled as the man turned his back. But he froze for a moment and glanced back. “Also, Wenrith, you’re being pulled from duty. There is going to be an investigation into your conduct here today.”

      “I quit.”

      Chief Dermin frowned. “We need–”

      “To fuck off,” Wenrith nodded.

      “There is proper protocol–”

      “Proper protocol shrugged at me when we’ve told you someone mailed me a bomb,” I snarled at the man.

      “Look, what do you want from me?” Chief Dermin held his hands out. “There’s no bomb. No evidence. It’s literally just your word to say it happened at all.” He pointed at Wenrith. “You’re not even injured, and apparently you’re the victim. If you know of someone who could have sent this, let me know and I’ll check it out. But short of having a seer scan the city for the origin of the box, there is nothing I can do.”

      “Fine,” I glared. And then I leaped into the air.

      It wasn’t far to the office I needed. I was there when they set the keystone. Though, back then, I wanted little to do with it. I put every effort into avoiding the place. Despite all that, I had business there from occasion, and today was no different.

      At least until I landed. Security took one look at me, and opened the door. I strode inside, following the signs to the office I needed, only to spot a familiar face outside a closed door behind the receptionist counter. Tia was frozen in shock as she stared at me. I could see the tremble in her hand as she hovered over the phone, and I braced for what was about to happen. 
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      She sat before the phone, desperate for news. Had it worked? Was it successful? Was it even partially successful? That was the problem with this kind of unpleasantness. In order to remove all traces of evidence, you needed to not leave any, or leave it in a way that it was useless. Nobody was going to believe a bomb was delivered and exploded from within a cardboard box. Especially when that box was still in one piece. Furthermore, the tracking spell only worked one way. And sure, if she were checked specifically, it would be obvious. But that would require a warrant, specifically for her. And that simply wouldn’t happen.

      With these thoughts floating in her head, the phone finally rang. She jerked back like it too was about to explode. With a snarl, she yanked the phone from the receiver and pushed it to her ear.

      “Is it done?”

      “Apologies, Senator. The… ah… Angel, Gadriel, is here to see you,” Tia trembled on the line as Gadriel stared her down.

      She froze as she heard those words. Had he known? Was this revenge? She glanced at the window and saw it was open. That was a line of escape, but he could fly too. No, if this would be a fight, he’d get one. Reaching down, she opened the hidden compartment on the side of her desk and felt for the hilt of her old blade.

      “Send him in.”

      “Right away, Senator.”

      The door opened a moment later, and in he came. Tall, strong, chiseled, and firm. It was a shame he had fallen so far. Utterly disgusting.

      “Yes?”

      “A bomb was sent to my home.” he stood stiffly before her desk. “I am asking for special permission to have a seer scan the city to find its source,” he said in a formal tone.

      She blinked in shock, barely hiding her smirk as she shook her head. “Gadriel, such a thing is not feasible.”

      “And yet it is possible,” he pushed. “With a god’s backing, it should be a simple feat. I need only the name of the individual who tried to kill me. I am not asking for more than that.”

      “Which god?”

      “You will not volunteer?” He asked with a calm and dangerous tone.

      She shook her head. “I lack the required power these days,” she lied. “In my day, I would have gladly helped. But, as it were, I am little more than the politician you see before you.”

      “You will not help?”

      “If you can find reasonable suspicion, bring me your evidence, along with a god willing to empower a seer, then I will consider it.”

      “Someone tried to kill my family,” he growled and leaned onto the desk. “I thought I would have more support.”

      “You will have all the support you need,” she nodded. “But I cannot authorize random violations of privacy, and I cannot force a god to work with you.”

      “You violate the privacy of every Therianthrope in this world, every day of the week,” he growled. He literally growled.

      “That’s not the same thing,” she shook her head, willing her beating heart to slow down.

      “No,” he sighed. “Arguably, it’s worse. I am only looking for a single individual. You are terrorizing many hundreds.”

      “I don’t like your attitude,” she narrowed her eyes.

      Gadriel stared her down before letting out a disappointed sigh. “I will find those who are responsible. And I will end them. With, or without, the support of the Government.”

      She watched as he turned and strode from the room. Only as the door swung shut behind him did she release her blade. She had been ready;  her reflexes primed for that split moment should he lunge… Perhaps she had in fact gotten away with it? Despite it being a complete failure.

      Once again, her phone rang, making her jump. And she picked up the phone.

      “He lived!” the investigator squealed.

      The Senator sighed in exasperation and put the phone down once more. Too little. Too late. And right now, there were bigger problems to deal with.
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      I was still fuming when I landed. That washed up god-turned Senator. I had voted for her in the last election, and Ophiel had publicly announced her support for the election prior. She was the best bet I had to get someone to listen to me. And yet… my failed assassin was there too. Tia, the woman who attacked me after the Titan. It was too much of a coincidence to believe the two situations weren’t related. I just didn’t know if it was just the senator that was the problem, or if there were others involved. Perhaps the government itself?

      “AHHH!” I roared and kicked one of my outdoor couches.

      The wood exploded, sending shrapnel flying across the river. What was left of the couch tumbled off the side and started floating away. I could see it bobbing in the water as footsteps approached.

      “Gadriel?”

      I grimaced. Embarrassed that I had let my temper get the better of me. I didn’t want to look at her. Best case, she would look at me with pity, worse, fear. I just needed a moment to—

      “Gadriel, look at me.”

      I sighed and glanced back.

      She was nude.

      I swallowed and turned to fully face her as she gave me a smile. “What’s going on?”

      “I thought that rather than take your anger out on the furniture, you might want to take it out on me.”

      I smiled and shook my head. “I’d rather not take anything out on you. You’re far too precious to me for that.”

      Cottontail chewed her lip and nodded. “Well, it’s just… I’ve had this itch. And I’d really appreciate it if you could scratch it.”

      “What kind of itch?” I smirked.

      “The kind where you fuck Yere until you cum inside her. And then, while I’m licking her clean, you fuck me.”

      I blinked in shock before turning to see her furry ass duck back inside. Ophiel and Sky were in the kitchen with Anahera, and I could see the glint of Wenrith’s wings as she buzzed around them. Sure enough, Yere wasn’t present. I went inside, ignoring the four ladies talk about the best cuts for protein versus flavor, and I strode into the bedroom.

      There, I slowed, as Cottontail curled up beside Yere, who sat on the edge of the bed in nothing but a bra and panties, looking nervous.

      “Yere.”

      She raised a clawed finger to her lip and chewed nervously. “I…”

      “Go on,” Cottontail urged her.

      Yere trembled and took a deep breath. “I… was wondering if you thought I was attractive.”

      “Well…” I honestly didn’t know how I got myself into situations like this. My anger was still too close to the surface and emotions weren’t really something I dealt with well. But I couldn’t deny, I found her attractive. Beautiful in fact.

      “Don’t leave a girl hanging, Gadriel. You and I both know she’s smoking.” Cottontail eyed me.

      I slumped and shook my head. “What’s this about?”

      “If he’s not into it, I don’t want to push things,” Yere frowned at Cottontail.

      “He’s into it, I swear!” Cottontail nudged her. “He’s just being all dense and doesn’t understand.”

      “What am I not understanding?” I frowned.

      “That you’re a fucking marble statue,” Yere mumbled. “That I, and likely half the women of this world, would do anything you asked of them. That I’ve been touching myself every night listening to you fuck the bunny’s brains out. That I’ve dreamed of you coming into my room at night, when I’m in my Therian form, and let you do to me what you wish.”

      “I’d never–”

      “We know!” Cottontail slumped. “Gadriel, she put your cock in my butt! We’ve had plenty of time to talk about it!”

      “Besides,” Yere shifted nervously. “The dating pool for Therians is… small.”

      “That’s not a good reason to choose me,” I said firmly.

      “Please?”

      I blinked at her tone. Yere looked sad as she said it, and she even put her hands together as if in prayer.

      “Please, just… just once? We were all scared when you and Wenny went away. I could see how hard this was for her to admit, but she pushed through, and in that moment—I admired her strength and perseverance. I just… Even if it never happens again, I want this.”

      I didn’t need to look at Cottontail. She was eager for this to happen. All that was stopping me was…

      My Chaos Sprite chose that moment to add her input. “Fuck her.”

      “Wenny–”

      “Fuck her Gadriel. You’re a big kid now,” Wenny patted my cheek before whizzing away.

      I spun around as she cackled and took a deep breath as I turned back to… to… “Wow.”

      “Her skin is so firm,” Cottontail giggled. “You should feel it.”

      Yere was now laying on her back, with her hips and tail hovering off the edge. Cottontail, leaning over her, was massaging a slowly growing wet patch on Yere’s panties, while the gargoyle suckled on Cottontail’s breast.

      I stepped closer, admiring the two women, before licking my lips. “You’re… you’re sure?”

      “Mhm!” Yere managed to get out, making Cottontail squirm.

      Cottontail slid her hand up, before pushing it back down beneath Yere’s panties this time, and I watched as her hand swirled beneath. My beautiful bunny beamed and gave me a wink. “She’s so fucking wet, Gadriel.”

      “Is she?” I nodded, licking my lips.

      Cottontail giggled. “Tonight, when you shift. You’re gonna go crazy for her.”

      “You think?”

      Cottontail nodded. “I’ll make a bet.”

      That made me pause. “What kind of bet?”

      “If you don’t cum, balls deep inside slimy blue pussy tonight,” Cottontail licked her lips. “Then I’ll let you tie me up, and edge me for all of tomorrow. That way, when you shift, I’ll be your perfect little toy for you to play with, in any way you can imagine.”

      “That–”

      I froze as Yere’s hips jerked. Her panties dripped as she squirmed in place. Neither of us had realized just how close she was. Cottontail beamed in delight and met my eyes.

      “Gadriel, why are you still wearing pants?”
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      “Gadriel?”

      I shook myself and looked away from Yere’s panties. She was gasping silently, as Cottontail pressed into her side. The two of them together set my mind on fire. I wanted them. I wanted them both. With barely a thought, I took hold of my pants and pulled. The button pinged off the wall as the zip shredded, and the fabric fell away. My cock jutted forward as Cottontail gave me a look like I was going to eat her. That subtle prey instinct, still intact from the millennia, gone by.

      I had to admit, the way the pair of them trembled. One in ecstasy as Cottontail’s fingers danced between her legs, and the other in instinctual fear; it was all I could do not to pounce. With a grunt, and a shake of my arms, I crawled onto the bed, and watched as Yere’s eyes flew open. She met my stare before glancing down towards my cock. I saw a flash of uncertainty, followed by arousal, and she lifted her feet and shifted her tail around for balance.

      I paused, as Cottontail withdrew her hand, and watched as Yere slid her hands down her sides, pushing her soaking panties down in the same motion. I let out a small growl as I caught a glimpse of stone colored labia. A gargoyle’s body was firm and stony. Her pussy was no different. The dark skin covered even there. But poking out from between, I could see something darker and silkier.

      She bent her knees, letting her panties fall away. Cottontail snatched the damp fabric and tossed the panties away, making Yere giggle, before she spread her legs and placed her feet back on the bed. I looked her over, and the gargoyle blushed, turning her stone gray cheeks several shades darker.

      “Am… am I to your liking?” Yere’s words came out with a tone of vulnerability.

      “Look at that pussy,” Cottontail whimpered.

      She pushed down, leaning over Yere’s hips and pried the Gargoyle’s labia apart. I could see her better now. The dark, silky flesh from within had a purple tinge. And as Cottontail opened her up to see better, my cock throbbed in appreciation. But my eyes bulged as Cottontail leaned in, pressing a kiss to the gargoyle’s clit.

      “I didn’t mean you,” Yere giggled.

      “Gadriel, stop scaring the pool girl and bring that cock closer.” Cottontail frowned at me.

      I smirked at the tone in her voice, but complied as I walked on my knees towards her. With her knees up, I was able to brush my fingers over her skin. It was firm, almost rough, but smooth at the same time. It felt like slick, polished granite and shared a similar coloration.

      “Harder, please?” Yere tilted her head. “Our skin isn’t very sensitive, if… if you want me to feel it, you need to be harder.”

      “Like this?” Cottontail asked, before snaking a hand up under Yere’s bra.

      Yere gasped softly before blushing. “Yes,” she moaned.

      “Pinch her nipples hard,” Cottontail nodded. “Way harder than you would with me.”

      “I’ll remember,” I smiled, as I ran my hands down the inside of Yere’s thighs.

      This time, I pushed firmly into her flesh, and the gargoyle trembled as I worked my way closer to her pussy.

      “I’ve already cum once,” Yere sighed. “You don’t need to do this.”

      “Hush you,” Cottontail glared. “Or I’m going to sit on your face.”

      Yere blinked slowly, before sticking out her tongue. It Extended almost a foot, and was thick at the base, coming to a fine point at the tip. She writhed it in the air before pulling it back between her teeth with a smile.

      “I might like that.”

      Cottontail let out a soft whimper before looking up at me. I smiled, and she wriggled her nose. “Fuck her hard.”

      I smiled and shuffled a little closer. Yere lifted her legs and Cottontail shifted to give her more room. Only for Cottontail to let out a small gasp. She turned as Yere pulled her tongue back into her mouth, and shot the bunny a smile.

      Yere licked her lips loudly. “Maybe I’ll more than like it.”

      “That’s not fair,” Cottontail frowned.

      “What?” Yere snapped. “You licked my clit! I licked yours!”

      “But you’re about to get Gadriel’s dick!”

      “And then apparently you’re going to eat me out, while he does the same to you!” Yere pointed out, then shook her head. “But, I understand that you’re a bunny, and you have needs.”

      “Thank you,” Cottontail smiled.

      “So sit on my face and let me see how much of you I can taste at the same time.”

      Cottontail looked at me and saw the lust in my own eyes. That was all the persuading she needed and let out a small giggle before doing just as Yere suggested. She backed up and shifted over to place a knee on either side of Yere’s head.

      “Is that comfortable?” Cottontail asked as she wiggled her hips.

      “Let me check,” Yere smiled.

      And then Cottontail gasped, as Yere’s tongue extended straight between her legs. The bunny let out a groan and her body shuddered as Yere twisted the muscle before she pulled her tongue away.

      “If you bring that pussy closer to my mouth, I can get deeper.”

      Cottontail almost comically dropped her hips into Yere’s chin. Then her eyes went wide as she felt the Gargoyle’s tongue invade her. She smiled and looked up into my eyes.

      “Fuck. Her.”

      I nodded and got into position. My cock slapped over her mons, making the Gargoyle tremble. That must have caused a chain reaction because she did something with her tongue too, as Cottontail let out a happy sigh. Pulling back my cock, I dragged it over Yere’s dark clit. She let out a whine, and Cottontail smiled in delight at the sensation. The slightly rough texture of Yere’s labia made me pause. I was slightly worried about chafing. I let my cock slide towards her opening, and found her natural lubrication made her stony skin slick and smooth.

      What I wasn’t expecting was for something to press into my back. I jumped slightly and twisted around to see Yere’s tail. She was curving it up to press into me. I smiled and looked forward as Cottontail leaned down and gripped my cock. She smiled up at me as she steered me into position, and I felt Yere’s tail nudge me from behind once more. And despite her stony exterior, her insides were like silk.

      My cock slid into her, and her body stiffened. I wanted to pause, but her tail pushed me further. I slid into her fully and took her hips in my hands. Due to her tougher skin, her flesh didn’t stretch as much, but that silky texture, copious natural lubrication and her muted moans told me all I needed to know. She was tight, very tight. More than that, she had another surprise for me and it caused me to grit my teeth and groan. Her pussy locked around the base of me. Each time I withdrew, her body almost fought me, only to visibly suck my cock back into her.

      “Oh, fuck, she’s going to make me cum on her face,” Cottontail whimpered.

      Cottontail danced her fingers over Yere’s clit, and I slowly withdrew. Yere’s pussy tried to hold me once more and if I wasn’t as enhanced as I was, she may have succeeded, instead I pulled out. I watched as the softest parts of her body stretched and lightened slightly, going from that deep purple to almost violet. Without slipping free, I suddenly reversed and pushed my cock back into her. Yere’s body shuddered, and she let out a moan. Cottontail mimicked a moment later.

      “I take it you’re experiencing her locking on your cock?” Cottontail groaned.

      I could only nod, teeth gritted at the exquisite sensation.

      “The males usually aren’t as big as you, but they tend to swell and knot once they cum. Yere’s body is designed to lock and keep a knot held deeply inside her.” Cottontail’s grin grew wide and lecherous as she rotated her hips over Yere. “Normally her body wouldn’t respond like that unless it’s with a male of her race—” She gasped and her body undulated with such grace and seduction, I hardened further just watching how glorious she looked, unfettered and free. “But you have such an amazing cock, that her body responded instinctively to you. That’s not the best part though, when you fill her up, that is when she will orgasm over and over…”

      There was a gasp of surprise behind us. “Hey, umm…”

      I flinched and looked back towards the door. Anahera was standing there awkwardly, holding something in cupped hands.

      “S-she just… started acting funny.” Rising her cupped hands higher we saw a heaving and panting Wenrith.

       

      “I’m okay,” Wenrith called with an odd tone. “Don’t stop fucking her!”

      “Wenrith–” My tone was concerned and worried.

      “DON’T. STOP. FUCKING. HER!”

      A blur shot from Anahera’s hand, and the Sprite slammed into my chest at speed. She was trembling as I caught her and she writhed in my palm before ripping off her clothes.

      “I can feel it,” she whimpered.

      “What?” Cottontail snapped as she hopped off the starry-eyed Gargoyle..

      She waved her hand to my cock still firmly lodged within Yere. “I can feel it,” Wenrith said again, before licking her lips. “I can feel him inside Yere.”

      “I want that,” Cottontail glared at me. Her eyes flashed with possessive need.

      I shook my head quickly. “I don’t know how it works.”

      “I want it,” she growled. I almost saw fire flash in her eyes. Hearing the growl must have snapped her out of her phoenix driven jealousy. “I… Shit. We can talk about this later.”

      “Have I done something wrong?” Yere asked.

      My heart leaped into the back of my throat as Cottontail whirled around and tackled the Gargoyle onto the bed. “Nononono! Just… something unexpected.”

      “To do with?”

      “Me,” Wenrith waved. “I can…” She pointed her finger in my direction, “feel what he feels.”

      Yere blinked in surprise, then chewed her lip. “So… you can… feel…”

      “Yeah,” Wenrith nodded. “I don’t know if it means anything, but holy fukkin shit, you feel good.”

      “I want that,” Cottontail pouted. “I wanna feel him fucking you while he fucks me!”

      “That’s not how it works,” I pointed out. “If I was fucking you, you’d still feel me fucking you. What’s happening here would be me fucking someone else, and you feeling that too.”

      Cottontail nodded, then shook her head. “That doesn’t sound like a bad thing.”

      With her words, she slipped off the bed and rushed out of the room into the kitchen. I shook my head and looked down at Yere, who was laying there literally twiddling her thumbs.

      “So…” she mumbled. “Are we going to stop?”

      I looked at Wenrith, who was giving me a wide-eyed stare. So I set her down on the side of the bed and let out a whoosh of air. “Do you want to stop?”

      Yere shook her head. “No, I want you to fold me in half and fuck me like you want to break me.”

      “Oh shit,” Wenny whimpered.

      Scooping Yere’s legs up, I shuffled forward as I pushed her knees towards her ears. Despite the firmness of her body, she moved with ease, and let out a giggle as I pinned her down. She smiled up at me and tilted her head slightly.

      “Hard, please,” she whispered. “But… don’t be mean.”

      “Whatever you want.” I leaned in and kissed her.

      Yere was delighted by that, and I couldn’t help but grin as I recognized the flavor on her tongue. But she was the one to respond so quickly as I thrust my hips firmly into her. Her physiology was very different from Cottontail. Where the bunny was soft, plush and liked to be fucked stupid, Yere was firm and unyielding, needing a gentler approach at first, since her body couldn’t stretch to accommodate me as easily.

      “Oh fukkin shit,” Wenny panted beside us.

      I ignored her as I drove myself into Yere. A solid, firm thrust, from tip to balls, but without the frantic pace that Cottontail loved. Yere hugged me close, and I kissed her, tasting my bunny on her. I growled in appreciation. Her tongue danced into my mouth and wrapped around my tongue. She squeezed her legs, encouraging me to continue. I vaguely heard Wenrith panting and groaning beside me, and in this moment in time, it just felt right that she be there. Experiencing this pleasure side by side.

       Yere’s tail wrapped around my leg, and began to squeeze, as her breathing became more intense. Her body twitched and jerked with each thrust. I withdrew slowly, feeling her amazing muscles attempting to lock me in place, only to thrust deep and firm into her. Had she not been clutching me so fiercely, I’d have wondered if there was something wrong.

      “Gadriel!” Wenny cried.

      I reached out and took hold of her. I brought her up and deposited her on Yere’s chest. The Gargoyle eyed the small woman, then chewed her lip.

      “I’m gonna…” Yere’s words ran into each other as I sensed her nearing her own edge. “Please-don’t-stop!”

      Her head tilted back, and I grabbed hold of her horns. I didn’t want them stabbing into my bed. But the action must have meant something, because as I held her, she let out a soft squeak, before she throbbed around my cock. True to her words, I kept thrusting as she came around me. Her mouth opened wide, but it was the sudden squeal from between us that drew my attention.

      Wenny was trembling, and as her eyes opened, I felt a sudden flood of sensation. Her body rocked, and I saw the way she writhed. She was cumming from the sensations she could feel through me, and as she hit her own peak, those same sensations rebounded back. I could feel the intense pleasure of her orgasm, as it slammed into me, and with a roar, I drove my cock into Yere and erupted.

      Yere squealed even louder and her beautiful pussy throbbed and pulsed over me as her body greedily sucked my seed into her depths. Then I was lost in the sensations of the two women in bed with me. Our pleasures combined, while we writhed against one another. Yere’s tail tightened and twisted sporadically, forcing me to adjust and in the process, thrust into her, even as we both climaxed. Wenrith, rolling around between Yere’s breasts, was barely able to hold on as she fell into a pit of bliss from which she was happy never to return.

      It was some time later that I felt the bed shift. How long it had been, I didn’t know. My mind was frazzled and I could still feel the strange ricochet between Wenrith and I. It was enough, my cock was still rock solid, and buried to the hilt inside Yere. She had me locked in place, her pussy continuously sucking and pulsing around me. She was panting, with a smile on her face.  I was just about to move, when I felt a tongue run over my balls, towards Yere’s opening. She felt it a moment later, and her eyes went wide.

      In my surprise, I pulled back, taking my cock with me. Except before I could look back, I heard a familiar giggle as a hand took my cock.

      “Sky said she’ll look into it,” Cottontail whispered.

      I opened my mouth to ask what she was talking about when I felt her lips suckle at the head of my cock. Wenny groaned, and I quickly shut off the feelings she was receiving. Only for her to shake her head. In my confusion, I scooped the Sprite into my hands, and rolled off Yere, to see Cottontail’s delirious, smiling face below us both.

      She still had a hand wrapped around my cock and stroked it as she leaned in to clean me with her mouth. I sighed as her mouth lowered over my cock. But only for a few moments. Then she pulled away, and I watched as she leaned over Yere, who still wasn’t quite with it. The feeling of Cottontail’s tongue slipping into her pussy, though…

      “Oh, shit!” Yere gasped.

      “So good,” Cottontail groaned, and licked her again.

      Yere gasped and tightened her fingers on the sheets as Cottontail feasted. I left them to it, as I checked on Wenrith, who was staring at me with wide eyes.

      “Are you okay?”

      Wenny nodded, then took a deep breath. “You have a promise to keep.”

      “Promise?” I asked.

      Wenny nodded, then looked at Cottontail. She was staring at me with lustful eyes. Her ass hovered in the air as she wiggled from side to side. Her head bobbed up and down slightly, and Yere’s legs kicked uselessly as she fell to the wiles of the bunny’s tongue.

      “Go on,” Wenny urged.

      And despite just cumming inside of Yere, I found myself quite capable and ready to go again. With a grunt, I set Wenrith down once more, and watched as she spread her legs and began touching herself. I shook my head and shifted down on the bed once more. Cottontail was kneeling by the edge, and it was the perfect height for me. So I stood and moved around behind her. What surprised me was the familiar looking pull tab hanging from her ass.

      I grinned and hooked my thumb through the loop. I gave just enough of a tug to watch her ass pucker slightly from the bead within. As Cottontail moaned, I steered my cock into her pussy as I relaxed the string. The combination of the beads settling back into place, and my cock pushing into her, made Cottontail cry out. That was all I needed to lose myself. I could see the pleasure written all over Yere’s face. Each thrust into Cottontail’s pussy forced my bunny further into her pussy.

      I wasn’t gentle with my bunny. Unlike Yere, she really enjoyed being treated harshly. The dull smack of my hips meeting her fury ass was all I could hear, before Yere suddenly jerked. She let out a cry, and her body jerked. I heard Cottontail’s satisfied giggle, before she went right back to pleasuring the Gargoyle.

      Cottontail wasn’t far off, either. She was so turned on by the combined situation; I felt the moment her pussy began to throb. Remembering the last time, I tightened my grip on the pull tab. And as she started to cum, I started to pull. The first bead popped as Cottontail’s back arched. The second had her crying out loud enough for the reporters to hear, and the third I popped out as I pushed her face back down into Yere’s pussy.

      Pulling slowly, but firmly, I enjoyed the sound of each small pop. Each bead that came free made Cottontail shudder in pleasure, until finally, the last bead popped free. I looked at it, then at her ass. And almost without thinking, I slid my cock all the way out of her. Cottontail made a noise before I pressed the head to her still open ass, and slowly pushed back in.

      Cottontail threw her head back, and shot me a manic smile, before pushing her ass back to meet me. Her ass slid down my cock, swallowing it whole, before she sat up and let out a pleased smile.

      “What’s he doing?” Yere asked.

      “My ass,” Cottontail sighed. “He’s in my ass.”

      I withdrew a little before driving forward once more. My cock slid deep, and Cottontail accepted it eagerly. But Yere wasn’t idly watching on. The first warning I received was the brush of her tail as it curled below us. The second was Cottontail suddenly letting out a squeak.

      “You’ll have to ride it,” Yere smiled. “It’s not very dexterous.”

      “Yes,” Cottontail nodded. “I want it. I want it bad.”

      “Horny little bunny,” Yere giggled.

      “I am,” Cottontail agreed as she climbed to the balls of her toes and lifted her ass. “I’m everything they say about my kind. I just…” she glanced over her shoulder at me. “Addicted to only one cock.”

      “Tails don’t count?”

      “Ladies don’t count,” Cottontail shuddered.

      Then she started to descend. I could feel it now. The slow tightening of her ass. Then I could feel more, as something slid up inside her. My bunny shuddered and gasped. Then she angled her hips slightly to lower herself on both of us and my cock was squeezed as her pussy was filled with a thick tail.

      “So fucking full,” Cottontail whimpered.

      I realized then what had just happened. My mind slipped and Wenny let out a squeal of pleasure. The shock of all the stimulation around me drove me to distraction. Right as Cottontail began to bounce. I was only holding on for the ride as she leaned back against me. I pulled my arms around and fondled her breasts as she raised and lowered herself onto my cock and Yere’s tail. The impossible tightness of her ass was magnified the deeper she took Yere’s tail, and I was quickly coming undone.

      Wenrith was frigging herself frantically, and I was desperate for the stimulation to stop. It was too much. Too much of a good thing was still enough to drive me to the edge of sanity. So I did all I could to end it. Taking Cottontail by the hips, I pulled her down onto Yere’s tail. She let out a cry of pleasure, and I tightened my grip around her waist. Driving up into her from behind, all Cottontail could do was scream. Her fingers dug into my arm and she desperately wiggled her hips.

      I could feel the flicking of her tail as she came apart around me. And it only served to drive me on further. I met Wenny’s eyes for a moment, and saw the look in her eyes, before she pitched back and started to scream. I felt her orgasm slam into me and snarled as I followed immediately after. Cottontail, at the sensation of my throbbing cock, joined in with another cry of her own. Which only made things worse, as Wenrith, feeling my pleasure increase, doubled down with her own.

      My mind went blank for a moment, and when I came back to reality, I was slumped down on the bed, with Cottontail in my arms. She was humming softly, and—yup, I was still inside her. She felt me shift and her humming came to a stop before she turned her head and smiled at me.

      “How long was I out?”

      “Just a few minutes,” she smiled. “I thought you were fine when your dick stayed hard.”

      I snorted and glanced around. Wenny was snoring softly on the sheets, and Yere was watching the two of us with a smile.

      “Hey,” I smiled.

      “Hey,” she shook her head. “We just had an orgy until you passed out, and the first thing you say to me is, ‘hey’.”

      “Be nice, he’s still cock drunk,” Cottontail giggled, causing her muscles to clench over my cock.

      I groaned at the sensation and pulled back. Cottontail pouted at me as I slipped free of her ass. But she didn’t complain. I sat up and looked around. There was the smell of something cooking in the kitchen. And I looked at the three of us.

      “Shower,” I nodded. “Before it gets dark.”

      “That’s a good idea,” Yere nodded.

      “Better make it quick then,” Cottontail sat up before moaning.

      I saw her face and was concerned enough to take her hand. “Are you okay?”

      “Better than okay,” Cottontail smiled. “I’ve never been so thoroughly okay in my life. Just… sore.”

      “I’m—”

      She slashed her hand to cut me off. “Don’t you dare apologize for fucking a bunny until she can’t stand. That’s like, proper bunny care one-oh-one.”

      I let out a sigh and then scooped her into a bridal carry. She wriggled for a moment, before slumping against me and I nodded at Yere to follow. She was only a step behind as I brought Cottontail into the shower. And when she stepped past to turn on the water, I gave her a smile of thanks.

      “You don’t have to carry me,” Cottontail complained.

      “But I want to carry you,” I disagreed.

      She didn’t fight me after that. She let me pamper her. I started with the shampoo she liked and rubbed it into her ears and head. After rinsing that off, I worked my way down her front. She moaned softly as I massaged it into her breasts. She was especially eager when I slipped my soapy hands between her legs. This wasn’t about sex, though. I wanted her to be cared for, and Yere watched with a smile as I batted away Cottontail’s hands and turned her over.

      Still, by the time I was done rubbing down her back and ass; she was panting and almost begging for more. I would have usually given in at this point, but my attention turned to Yere, who suddenly looked nervous.

      “Let me get your back,” I smiled as I helped a pouting bunny to her feet.

      Yere turned shy and looked at her feet. “It’s okay.”

      “It sure is,” I agreed. “Now, can I do your back?”

      Yere pursed her lips, then slowly turned. And I got to work. The soaps I used were neutral, and they went on easy. I started with her shoulders and worked my way around her wings. And then I remembered what she had said before about touching her. I smiled and tightened my grip, pressing her into the wall of the shower.

      “Oh…” she moaned.

      “Good?” I asked.

      “Very.”

      I grinned slightly as I worked my way around her shoulders and the base of her wings. Then I went lower down her back, where she made the cutest noises. Her ass was just one massive muscle, and then there was her tail. She didn’t derive sexual pleasure from the strange appendage, but she enjoyed the massage I gave it, anyway.

      Then, to my surprise, both the ladies turned on me. While I was still  getting used to having help, keeping my wings clean, they were extra attentive. It was something I hadn’t realized I would enjoy or crave in my long existence. Pulling my arms and legs wide, they massaged and scrubbed in unison. I wanted to argue, but Cottontail reminded me that I’d just done the same for both of them. Whatever arguments I had left vanished as Wenny landed on my shoulder.

      “You left me behind,” she complained.

      “I’m sorry,” I told her. “You were sleeping.”

      “Wake me next time,” Wenny sighed. “Can you get me some shampoo?”

      I reached over and put some on my hand. Only for Wenny to flit over and land on my palm. She sat on the edge, with her fingers dangling off as she scooped the shampoo out of the dent in my palm and rubbed it into her hair. I wasn’t sure what was going on until I spotted the flash of her eyes and I realized she was putting on a little show for me.

      “You’re beautiful, you know that?”

      “Don’t be a suck up,” Wenny grouched, but she also turned a shade pink.

      “You are though,” Cottontail added as she stood beside me.

      “I mean, I’ve never met a Sprite before,” Yere shrugged. “But you’re pretty hot.”

      “We should make her cum!” Cottontail perked up.

      I blinked and was about to tell her it was a bad idea when Wenny shot me a look that told me to keep my mouth shut.

      “How?” Yere asked.

      “Last time, I just used my tongue,” Cottontail grinned.

      I could see the excitement on Wenny’s face, and from the looks of things, I was about to get a taste of the medicine I gave her earlier.

      Well… two can play that game. My grin was decidedly wicked as I mentioned, “She also likes it when she feels a bit of teeth.”
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      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty
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        Ask and ye shall receive!

      

      

      

      
        
        Kevin is back, and so are his kitties! Experience new... well not quite thrills, but for poor Kevin, things get a tad dicey.

      

      

      

      
        
        When things heat up, and Kevin finds himself overwhelmed. It might just be time to get away and reflect on what life has become. Which is a perfect way to bring a few additions to the family!

      

      

      

      
        
        So if you like kitties, slice of life and happy endings, this sequel is just about purrrrfect!

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CJWQSSGL
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        On the run.

      

        

      
        The government closing in.

      

        

      
        Figures behind it all, pulling the strings.

      

        

      
        Before Stan and his new family can bring the fight, they have to secure a place to live. Somewhere that they can survive.

      

        

      
        And when another Master turns his attention their way, there will be only one victor.

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CHYXTCWG
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        Truck-kun.

      

        

      
        You know the one. Man meets machine, machine wins and a twist of fate brings man to a new world.

      

        

      
        But what if fate had other plans? And the machine, and its occupant are the ones waking up in a foreign land?

      

        

      
        What then? Will our hero take the world by storm and rule the wastes? Will he change the fates? Form a utopia and rule from atop legions of followers and loved ones?

      

        

      
        Or will he rescue a lovely elf maiden. And... make a delivery or two?

      

        

      
        I mean... If you've already got the truck, right?

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CD3TX1PD
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        I took an oath to destroy them all.

      

        

      
        That not a single goblin would remain on this world.

      

        

      
        Trapped in the skeleton of an old dark elf ruin, deep beneath the trees and grass.

      

        

      
        I found her. The festering goddess that unleashed this plague upon the world. The one I would need to destroy, in order to complete my life’s mission.

      

        

      
        But she too, longs for the end.

      

        

      
        Despite my efforts to uphold my oath, I am thrust into a new world to start my slaughter once again. But the twisted creatures of my nightmares aren’t here. Tracking them down in this new world was a simple matter. Their camp was only barely hidden.

      

        

      
        But when the repellent creatures within, turn out to be seven voluptuous and beautiful women, I can’t help but think this is all a trap.

      

        

      
        My oath is everything… Isn’t it?

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0C5JYHGQ4
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        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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