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Chapter one



Hawaiian Shirt Friday was my favorite day of the week.

And not just because it was Friday, although that certainly helped. Yes, I was burning away my best years in a shitty marketing job, navigating the hellscape that was corporate America. Instead of raises we got pizza parties, instead of promotions we simply received extra work. Unfortunately, the norm for far too many people.

I had been there for three years, three long years I should say, and I felt like that place was reaching the end of its usefulness. I had no deep loyalties to any company—after all, I could die and they’d replace me in a week. But, my immediate supervisor was a good guy, and there was this smoking hot chick named Charlotte that I planned on asking out. I had been laying the foundation for that one for several months now.

But anyways, back to Hawaiian Shirt Friday. No tie required, which was great—I hated wearing a tie. It felt like a noose around my neck, all the more appropriate with the death trap that was working myself into an early grave here in cubicle land. Cubicleville, perhaps? The United Cubicles of America?

But on Fridays I wore the brightest, most garish shit I could find, and I loved it. Massive flowers in colors that didn’t match? Deal. Guitar playing flamingos? Not really Hawaiian, but I wore it anyway. I also tried to color-coordinate my socks, which meant my legs looked like someone had vomited a rainbow on me.

On that particular Friday I wore what was probably my nicest Hawaiian shirt. Huge pink and orange flowers with dark green leaves over a background of tropical green. No Hawaiian shirts were stylish, but this one almost came close.

“Hey, Charlotte,” I said as I passed by her in the hallway. I gave her my best smile and tried to make it look casual.

She did her own version, often wearing Hawaiian print dresses, sometimes even sundresses. They violated every aspect of the dress code, but no one cared because she was so damn hot. Strawberry blonde hair, green eyes, and pouty lips made for a flawless face, and her body was the most ridiculous thing I’d ever seen. A bit of fortune was with me, for today her sundress was green, with—you guessed it—pink and orange flowers. She held a sheaf of papers in one hand.

“Hey, Brent,” she said, giving me a warm smile in return.

She stopped, looking me up and down, so I remained in place. While I didn’t look her so openly up and down, I definitely stole a glance of what was perhaps the greatest set of knockers to ever exist. I had once overheard her talking with one of the other ladies in the office and learned that her bra size was 36G. I had always wondered what came after all the Ds, and that day I learned it.

Well, words couldn’t describe those things. They were just perfect in every way, two big ol’ globes of pure happiness right there on her chest. And considering she was wearing a sundress, they were right there for the whole world to see.

“Great color choice,” she said, noting that our outfits matched.

I pulled up my pants leg, showing her that my socks also matched. She threw back her head and laughed.

“You really go all-out, don’t you?” she asked, smiling up at me.

“I just try to finish off the week with some style,” I said.

She reached out and poked me in the stomach. I made sure to flex my abs right before she touched me.

“We’re twinsies,” she said, smiling up at me.

“I know, like a matching couple, right?” Hopefully that line wasn’t too corny.

“Yes!” she said, laughing again. Good, it wasn’t too corny.

“Hey, I have an idea,” I said, mentally crossing my fingers, toes, everything that could be crossed. Thunder rumbled loudly outside our office building. Maybe Zeus was cheering me on. I didn’t care as long as his fingers were crossed as well.

“Okay,” she said expectantly. I could tell from her tone that she was interested. Her face even flushed slightly. Man, our matching outfits really went over well.

“There’s this place nearby that I’ve been wanting to try for a while. A French restaurant.”

“Oh, I know what you’re talking about,” she said, tapping one full lip with her finger. “Moan something.”

“Mon Ami, yeah that’s the one,” I said. Alright, here was my line. It had to work. If it didn’t, I was going to just quit in shame. “Since we’re matching, let’s go there for lunch today. We can pretend it’s our third anniversary and see if they give us any champagne or a free dessert.”

Her face brightened as she laughed. “Oh, that’s a great idea! So, I guess I get to be Charlotte Williams instead of Charlotte James for a day.” She turned in a manner that suggested she wanted me to walk with her.

I turned with her and offered her my arm. She smiled and slipped hers through it.

Fuck yeah.

“So, Mrs. Williams,” I said. “Where did we honeymoon?”

She thought for a moment. “Hmmm. Upstate New York? No, wait, I’ve got an idea. We’ll tell them we honeymooned in Cleveland. They’ll feel so sorry for us we’ll be guaranteed to get free champagne and dessert.”

That got a laugh out of me. “At least Cleveland is something I could afford on this salary.”

She tightened her arm against mine a bit. “Oh no, honey, if you’re marrying me then you’re taking me somewhere nice.”

Quick, think of something quick. Wait, our clothes!

“Well, considering what we’re wearing, why not Hawaii?” I asked. “I mean, that’s a perfect excuse for these clothes.”

She laughed again, delighted with my answer. “Deal. Although I guess I should get to know you, first. I have to make sure you’re not a serial killer.”

“I prefer granola to cereal,” I said, bringing another laugh out of her.

Man, this was going better than expected. I needed to keep this mood going, and to keep her laughing. Also, I had to show her that I was a decent guy—another thing I had overheard her talking about was that her ex-boyfriend was apparently a giant asshole. Typical jock type that never really appreciated her.

“So, what are you up to this morning?” I asked, glancing down at the papers in her hand.

“Oh, I just need to cut these all in half,” she said.

“Mind if I help?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said with another pretty smile.

I reached over and placed my free hand on top of hers, a gesture that I figured showed a bit of polite affection as well as just a touch of ownership. Yes, I had done my research. Perhaps too much. Her fingers tightened ever so slightly on my arm. Man, this was going about as good as it could possibly go.

Together we walked over to the massive multipurpose printer, which was on the corner of the second floor. She removed her hand from my arm when we got there. Well, I couldn’t expect her to hold onto me while cutting paper, right?

“Here, let me get that for you,” I said, holding out a hand.

She passed the stack of papers over to me and I took them to the old paper cutter. That thing was a pain in the ass, but it usually got the job done. It was probably as old as the building itself, so the whole thing was made from steel. Not like the newer plastic ones.

“How do you need them cut?” I asked.

“Just in half,” she replied. “Flip them over, there’s a line.”

I flipped the stack over, noting that there was, indeed, a line in the center of each one. Well, that made things easy.

I grabbed the first sheet of paper and set it on the flat base of the paper cutter, the part that acted as a table, and raised the cutting arm. Something immediately felt off.

“Oh, no,” Charlotte said.

“Oh yeah,” I replied in my best Kool Aid man voice. It was an old habit and I immediately regretted it.

But to my delight, Charlotte laughed. Okay, so I didn’t regret it too much.

“It looks like the bolt that attaches the cutting arm to the base is loose,” I said. “I think I’m using the right terms here.”

“It was probably Janet,” Charlotte muttered. “She even managed to break the elevator once and just walked away, uncaring. I can’t stand her. Will that thing even cut?”

“Not really,” I said. “I mean, it’ll cut but it’ll probably tear the paper in the process. I just need to tighten this bolt. If I can find some wrenches I can fix it in no time.” I reached down and spun the cap nut on the end of the bolt. The way it spun was rather concerning. It might have been stripped.

“I think the maintenance man has a bunch of tools down in the basement,” she said. “Next to that huge room where the CEO put all of his furniture after his divorce.”

“Ah, I know where you’re talking about,” I said.

I wasn’t thinking straight—I blamed her magical boobs—so I just picked up the whole paper cutter and started walking with it.

“Hey, I’m gonna fix this, then we’ll meet up again, okay?”

She smiled at me. “I guess I’ll just pass my time watching the storm outside. Thanks, Brent.”

“Sure thing, Mrs. Williams,” I said with a grin so the comment wouldn’t come off as creepy.

She laughed again, and I hurried away before I said anything stupid. The paper cutter wasn’t the lightest thing—I meant, it was just a flat chunk of solid metal with a blade on the side—so I held it to my chest and rushed down the hallway.

To my absolute delight—and I mean that sarcastically—I ran into Janet in the hallway. She was an older woman, probably sixty or so, and perpetually looked like she had just sucked on a lemon. She eyed me suspiciously.

“Where are you taking that, Mr. Williams?” she asked in her scratchy old voice. My god, nothing about that woman was pleasant. She never participated in Hawaiian Shirt Friday either, which was a giant red flag if you asked me.

“To the basement to fix it, since some rude asshole broke it,” I said, and kept walking.

“Well,” she huffed, but I ignored her. I didn’t have time for her bullshit on that day. I had Charlotte to impress, and right now tightening a bolt on that stupid paper cutter was my best path toward impressing her.

I checked a window as I walked by, noting how dark the sky was. Well, it was still early in the day, so hopefully this freak storm would blow over.

As soon as I had that thought my phone started making a horrible noise. I balanced the paper cutter against my chest and pulled my phone out of my pocket. It was an emergency weather alert. Apparently there was a tornado warning for the next two hours. Well, at least it looked like the weather would clear up in time for my date.

The elevators in that building were sketchy as hell, so I kicked the door open to the stairwell and hurried down the stairs. Lightning flashed and the lights flickered. That was never a good sign.

As soon as I got to the basement, I began scanning around for those tools Charlotte had spoken of.

Now, the basement of this building was an absolute fucking mess. It was divided into a few rooms, most of which held the CEO’s furniture. His wife had left him and they sold the house in their divorce, so all of his shit was now in the basement until he bought a new house. Which, of course, would probably be his third or fourth house.

Amidst all that, there was a small area for our maintenance guy to store all of his tools. I went over there, still holding that goddamn paper cutter to my chest and looked around for a wrench or even some pliers. I saw a hammer, every type and size of screwdriver, a ratchet with a dozen sockets that were all too large, but no pliers. No wrenches.

Lightning struck twice in quick succession outside, so I walked over to the window to check. Man, it was pouring outside. It looked like a hurricane out there. I clutched the paper cutter tightly against my chest, as if it could somehow protect me. I dunno, maybe it was some weird subconscious thing. That storm looked straight-up unnatural; if it rained in hell, I imagined it would be like that.

A utility pole across the street suddenly crashed down, pulling thick electrical wires with it. Power went out immediately in my building. The pole slammed onto a passing car, crushing the roof in like a soda can. I stared, wide-eyed, as lightning struck right next to it.

“What the hell is going on?” I wondered aloud. I had never seen a freak storm like this before. Lightning struck again, zapping the car that had been crushed and scaring the shit out of me. “Holy shit, did I just see someone die?” I tried not to freak out.

At least I was inside a concrete building, so I could stand there and watch the storm from a safe vantage point. Those poor bastards outside were getting slammed by the deluge.

Immediately after that thought, lightning somehow managed to go right through my window and strike me right in the face. Some fuckin’ luck, right?


Chapter two



Ifound myself lying on my back, the paper cutter still clutched to my chest. I was in a dense forest, completely surrounded by towering trees. Long vines hung from branches, some covered with small flowers. I looked to the side and noticed that I was lying in soft grass.

Oh, and it was still raining.

Cursing under my breath, I held the paper cutter over my head and sat up. I didn’t mind the rain as long as I was indoors and didn’t have to deal with it. But sitting in wet grass? Nope, no thanks.

“Where the fuck am I?” I said, looking around. I certainly wasn’t in the basement of an office building anymore. Nor was I in a city, or anything that looked remotely familiar. In fact, it looked like I was in a rainforest. Had I been magically transported to Brazil? No, that didn’t make any sense.

Reality came crashing down and I suddenly became angry. Very angry.

“God dammit!” I shouted at the sky. “She was gonna be Charlotte Williams! We were gonna honeymoon in Hawaii!”

I cursed the trees, the vines, every deity I could think of, and life in general. I blasphemed a flower next to me, and wished death on an ant that scurried by. Nothing escaped my wrath.

But, I realized that cursing the trees wouldn’t help me. In fact, looking around, I really had no clue what would help me, other than a GPS. I wasn’t much of an outdoorsy type. Sure, I had been camping a handful of times and I knew some basics of survival, but a woodsman I was not.

I pushed myself to my feet, still holding my paper cutter. That was my only link to my past world. Damn thing was heavy, but I didn’t feel like parting with it just yet. It was like the only piece of reality left.

I kept the paper cutter over my head to block some of the rain and started walking around, trying to find any clue as to where I was. Although after a minute of that I realized I didn’t even know what I was looking for. I mean, I didn’t even know how I had arrived there. All I remember was lightning striking me and suddenly I was in the woods.

A nearby bush moved and I suddenly realized I had absolutely no way to protect myself. Unfortunately, I hadn’t been zapped here with a Glock or even a bow and arrow, not that I could shoot one of those. The Glock either, for that matter.

Wait, the paper cutter!

I brought it down and checked it real quick. The cutting arm was roughly the size of a machete, with a thick bar of steel along the back edge. And twice as heavy, of course. Since Janet had screwed up the bolt, I reached down and twisted the cap nut a few times. It twisted right off and I pocketed it, then pulled the cutting arm off.

And there was my first weapon. It was kind of like a sword, but a bit on the heavy side. Plus, while it had a somewhat sharp edge, that edge stopped after about a quarter of an inch, and then it was just thick steel. Hitting someone with that would be some real horror movie shit.

I checked the bush again and raised my makeshift sword. The base of the paper cutter was heavy, but fortunately it had two large steel loops on it, so I used one as a handle and just kept it by my side.

Yeah, something was definitely moving in there. Walking towards it was probably a stupid idea, but I wasn’t sure what else to do. At least I had my sword, right?

“Hey!” I shouted, hoping to scare it away. It was probably just some wild animal. They were usually scared of people, so I figured being loud would work.

“Hey you!” I yelled. I stomped my foot, which of course made zero noise on the wet grass, and swung my sword around.

Something emerged from the bushes. Something rather angry.

It looked like a raccoon, if raccoons were the size of small bears. Holy shit, even a regular sized raccoon was a vicious little beast that could probably kick my ass. This thing was going to tear me in half and eat me while I died.

I swung my paper cutter sword a few times, hoping to scare it away. It recoiled back and made a strange sound that sounded somewhere between a growl and a bark. I realized far too late that I had made a serious mistake in fucking with this thing. My god, it had teeth like a tiger’s.

It growled at me and rushed forward. Luck was with me once again, and one of my wild swings was timed just right.

The edge of the paper cutter arm struck the giant raccoon across the side of the face with enough force that I felt it all the way up my arm. The animal scrambled away a few steps, howling in pain and rubbing at its face. A line had been hacked all the way from its snout to the back of its jaw, oozing blood, and several teeth were broken.

I looked down at my paper cutter sword for a moment. Holy shit, that thing was brutal. It wouldn’t cut anything off, but it would certainly maim. I actually felt bad for the giant raccoon thing.

“Hey man, are you okay?” I asked the animal that couldn’t understand English.

It yowled like an injured cat and dragged its face across the ground as it pulled itself away. After a shake of its head it glared at me, its eyes filled with pain and anger. Although I could also tell, that animal wouldn’t try messing with me any longer.

But still, I felt guilty. I mean, I loved cats and dogs and pretty much all animals except goats, because goats were assholes. I didn’t want this guy to suffer. He was just scared and trying to defend himself from the human that suddenly appeared out of nowhere. At least the rain had nearly stopped by then.

I didn’t know how I was going to help him, so of course I did something stupid and took a step toward him with my hand out. “It’s okay, big guy,” I said in a soft voice.

The creature growled at me and stared at my sword. I tried hiding it behind my back. Well, that didn’t help much. It took a few steps away, keeping its black eyes on me, then turned and scrambled away through the undergrowth.

“Well, shit. What was I expecting?” I asked the trees around me. “It’s not like I’m Steve Irwin. Man, rest in peace. I wonder what he would have done?”

“Raise your hands over your head!” a woman’s voice shouted.

“What the fuck?” I said, turning toward the voice. I raised my paper cutter sword as if I actually knew how to use it. Hey, at least it looked intimidating. And if nothing else, the base of the paper cutter would probably be a great shield. Well, it was too heavy to swing around, but the damn thing was probably bulletproof, and I meant that literally, not figuratively.

Two women emerged from the trees, each holding a long spear pointed right at me. They could have been sisters—they both had the same rain-soaked brown hair, worn in a thick braid, and big brown eyes. They both wore armor made from what looked like pieces of darkened leather covering their upper bodies, with leather skirts beneath and knee-high boots. And they were both shockingly beautiful. I mean, I was so caught off guard by their faces I lowered my paper cutter and just stared at them.

“Hands up!” one of them shouted, jabbing toward me with her spear.

I blinked, coming back to the here and now. Wait, they were threatening me. I sucked with weapons, but their spears were probably seven or eight feet long, versus my paper cutter sword at two feet. They would win that one. Plus, they looked like they actually knew how to use them.

“Where the hell am I?” I asked them.

“Hands up!” the woman shouted again in a much firmer voice.

“Jesus fucking Christ, okay,” I said irritably, raising my hands. “Look, don’t kill me. I don’t know how I got here. Just give me some help, please.”

The two women looked at each other. “What do you mean?” one of them asked. Their demeanor suddenly changed.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Look, this shit is heavy so I’m gonna put my arms down. Don’t freak out and stab me.” I lowered both pieces of the paper cutter. The two women seemed to relax a bit. “Can you help me?” I asked.

“That depends on what you’re asking,” one of them replied.

“Like I said earlier, I don’t even know,” I said. “Look, this is going to sound batshit crazy, but I was struck by lightning and suddenly woke up here. I don’t know what the fuck is even going on.”

Again, they looked at each other. “Lightning?” one of them asked.

“Yeah, I know it sounds fuckin’ weird, but that’s my story,” I said. “I’m not here to hurt anyone. I just want to know what’s going on and where I am. And preferably how to get home.”

They looked at me for a moment, then one turned to the other. “The woman,” one of them said. “Three days ago.” The other warrior woman nodded. “Coincidence?” one of them asked. The other just shrugged.

“Jesus, do you two have names or something? I can’t even tell you apart.” I was about ready to start calling them hot woman one and hot woman two at that point. Okay, so in my mind I already called them that.

“Lightning struck you, and you suddenly appeared here?” hot woman one asked. She was the one on the left.

“Yeah. I’m sorry if that sounds strange, but that’s what happened,” I said.

“It must be,” hot woman two said. She was the one on the right, and seemed a bit less aggressive. “It’s the only thing that makes sense.”

“Are you two going to tell me what you’re talking about?” I asked.

“You will learn when the time is appropriate,” hot woman one said. She was the snarkier one of the bunch, that much was certain.

“Come with us,” hot woman two said. “And if you even think of using your strange weapons on us, we will run you through.” She hefted her spear to emphasize her statement, but added a wink. Somehow the wink felt more threatening.

My strange weapons? Well, the cutting arm of the paper cutter was at least weapon-like. I started walking with them. At least they hadn’t commented on my Hawaiian shirt.

“Your clothes are strange,” hot woman two said, glancing at my shirt. “They match the forest quite well, but almost seem a mockery of it rather than an imitation. They’re kind of tacky, to be honest.”

Damn.

“I’m assuming you don’t have Hawaiian Shirt Friday here,” I said.

They both just stared at me in confusion. “What?” hot woman one asked as if my question was complete nonsense.

“Ah, nevermind,” I said. “So, are you going to tell me where I am?”

“Maybe,” hot woman two said. “We need to see if you are who we think you are, first. If so, then yes, we will explain things. If not….” she hefted her spear again. At least she didn’t wink that time.

Okay, so no stress there. No stress at all. I began to wonder if I could defend myself with the paper cutter. I might be forced into it. That was definitely a worst-case scenario.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked as we began walking.

“You ask a lot of questions,” hot woman two said. I was starting to like her more than the other.

“Yeah, well that’s because a storm somehow zapped me into a different world,” I said. “I’m gonna have a lot of questions. Come on, are you going to tell me anything?”

Hot woman one suddenly stopped and looked at me. “Look, we are taking you to our home. We have to hide its location for the sake of our safety. You will learn more later, if you are who we think you are. That is all we can tell you.”

“Can you tell me your name?” I asked, flashing a smile that was sure to annoy her.

She gave me a tight smile. “I am called Anaya,” she said.

“I’m Masha,” hot woman two said. Her smile was more genuine.

“Anaya, Masha, it’s nice to meet you,” I told them. “I’m Brent. Brent Williams.”

“You have two names?” Anaya asked.

“I guess last names aren’t a thing here,” I said. “Just call me Brent.”

“Okay, just Brent,” she said. “Come with us. It’s not far from here.”

Both Anaya and Masha turned and started walking. I quickly followed, and my eyes nearly popped out of my head when I noticed how their asses moved in those leather skirts. And the glimpse I got of their thighs was just as impressive. Okay, Brent. Calm down.

“What’s not far from here?” I asked.

“Home,” Masha said over her shoulder.


Chapter three



Home. That word certainly had a lot of appeal to it. Maybe when we arrived at wherever that place was I could call someone. Although, glancing at their leather clothing again—with a double-take at their asses, good god those things were nice—I had a feeling phones weren’t a thing in this world. A rather sinking feeling.

“Where are you two from?” I asked, hoping to learn a bit about them.

Masha looked over her shoulder at me. “We’re taking you there.”

Well, that wasn’t much of an answer. At least she added a bit of a smile.

“Can you explain your strange weapon?” Anaya asked. No smile from her.

“Yeah, if you stop walking,” I said.

They glanced at each other, then stopped and turned to face me. From their expressions, I had a limited amount of time.

I set the base of the paper cutter down, then looked around me. Right next to me was a tree with fairly large leaves, so I plucked one from a branch and went back to the paper cutter. I slid the arm back on the bolt, then pulled the cap nut from my pocket and tried to tighten it. It was loose, but probably good enough for a sloppy cut. I slid the leaf into place and hoped for the best, but I mean, Janet had ruined the damn thing.

“It’s used for cutting paper,” I said as I lowered the cutting arm. It sliced the leaf right in half, only tearing it slightly.

“Fascinating,” Masha said. “You say this weapon is something from your world?”

“Yes, well, no, I mean—” I huffed and tried to clarify. “It’s not a weapon. Not at all. It’s a tool, and a broken one at that. But it was in my hands when I was struck by lightning. I was actually trying to fix it when it happened.”

“We saw you attack an animal with it,” Masha said. “It certainly looks like a weapon.”

“And it hits like a weapon,” Anaya added.

“Sounds like a weapon to us,” Masha said.

I pulled the cutting arm back off the base and stood up. “Well, I can assure you that it’s not. It could probably be made into one with enough work, but right now it sucks.”

“If you say so,” Masha said. “Just remember that our spears are a lot longer than your strange weapon.”

I sighed. “Look, I really have no desire to hurt either of you. I mean, I’m a peaceful person and I don’t even like violence. I just want to get back home. I was supposed to take this beautiful woman named Charlotte out on a date, and this lightning strike ruined everything.”

The two women glanced at each other and exchanged an odd look.

“Just follow us,” Anaya said.

“Your questions will be answered in time,” Masha said.

I busied myself with watching their asses while we walked. It was certainly a lot better than thinking about how lightning had somehow sent me to a different place. I mean, was this even my world, or was I in some kind of strange alternate universe? No, don’t think about that. Left cheek, right cheek, left cheek, right cheek. Damn, they were beautiful.

“Enjoy what you’re seeing?” Masha asked, glancing at me over her shoulder. She gave me a sly smile.

Shit. She had totally caught me eye-fucking Anaya. I just decided to play it cool.

“Yes, I am,” I said in a calm voice. “You are both very beautiful. I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable by staring.”

“I guess that’s a good sign,” Anaya said to Masha. She glanced over her shoulder at me, briefly looking me up and down like she was examining a new tool to determine its usefulness.

I found myself highly impressed that they knew where we were. As we walked through the forest, I could determine no set path. They just seemed to move between trees and bushes, wherever they found an opening. But we continued on, generally in the same direction. The canopy of trees was too dense for me to check the position of the sun, although I realized I wasn’t sure I could even determine our direction from that.

We walked and walked and walked. Even staring at their magnificent asses began to lose some of its appeal after a time. I was just plain bored, not to mention soaking wet.

“How much further?” I asked. “Not trying to pester or anything, but—”

“We’re close,” Masha said without turning around.

Man, they didn’t like giving up much information. I was starting to get a bit annoyed at their tight lips. Ah, well. With a shrug I just decided to stare at their legs instead. Their lightly tan skin went rather nicely with that dark brown hair. Even the rain-dampened leather was a nice accent against their skin.

I began to have a few dirty thoughts about them and decided to take a break and look around the forest instead. Last thing I needed was for them to catch me sporting a boner.

Anaya pointed slightly off to their left and we altered our path. They both stopped, then used their spears to push aside a thick cluster of vines, even being nice enough to hold them out of the way for me so I could pass.

“Yes, I suppose his is nice as well,” Masha said as I walked by her.

I turned and saw they were both looking at my butt. Well, fair is fair. I just laughed and we kept walking.

The trees and undergrowth became very thick, but I noticed we began to follow a distinct path. It wound like a drunken snake through the dense forest, between massive trees that almost seemed to create a wall. Wherever they were taking me, it was hidden rather well. It almost seemed like it was purposely designed to be confusing.

A huge chunk of stone suddenly appeared on my left. After a moment I realized it was a towering cliff that reached far above the canopy of trees. Not only that, but another cliff stood less than ten feet to my right. I tried my best to see above us, and realized that we were walking through a narrow passage in the stone. Visibility just plain sucked in this forest, but the stone cliffs extended as far as I could see on either side.

“Are we walking through a mountain?” I asked the two women.

“Kind of,” Masha replied. “You’ll see.”

Anaya turned and gave me a sharp look. “If you ever tell anyone where we live, I’ll cut your eyes out myself.” She said it as a simple statement of fact.

“No worries about that,” I said. “I don’t even know where the hell we are.”

Holy shit, cut my eyes out? Judging from the muscles in her arms and legs, she was strong enough to do it. I almost made a joke, but decided to just leave that one alone.

We continued through the narrow passage, walking on a relatively smooth floor of stone. I expected it to be pitch black, but I noticed shallow recessions in the wall every twenty or thirty feet with small glowing orbs mounted against the stone. What the hell? Did they have electricity and LED lighting here?

I slipped my paper cutter sword under my armpit and reached out to touch the strange light. Anaya turned and immediately thrust her spear in front of me, cutting me off. I glanced over at her and she shook her head. Jesus, it was like she was scolding an unruly toddler.

“Okay, point made,” I said. “Let’s just get to where we’re going.”

She continued giving me a hard look for a few seconds just to drive her point home, then turned and we resumed walking. Man, she was tense. If it wasn’t for that I’d probably try hitting on her, but at this point I was afraid she would do something crazy, like cut my eyes out.

In the distance a bright light illuminated the tunnel. I realized I was seeing sunlight at the end. After all that walking, I was grateful.

“It’s about time,” I muttered to myself. I was wet, my arm was tired from carrying the damn paper cutter, and I had missed my date with Charlotte. I was a whole mess of emotions at that time. But at least it looked like our journey was coming to an end.

“Don’t touch anything unless we tell you it’s alright,” Anaya said to me.

“Okay, no problem,” I said.

“We’re serious about this,” Masha said. “This is our home, Brent. Be glad we brought you here instead of just killing you.”

They were both on edge now that we had finally arrived. But where, exactly, were we? I tried to look out and see but they both blocked my path.

“Be on your best behavior,” Anaya said. “We are going to take you to meet several people. I would suggest being polite. And charming, if you even know how.”

“Charming? Yeah, I think I can do that,” I said.

Anaya pressed her lips together in a thin line, then nodded and stepped out of the way. A few seconds later, Masha did the same thing.

Since the path was clear, I stepped out of the tunnel and into paradise.


Chapter four



The place I looked upon almost resembled a massive crater; towering stone cliffs rose on every side, encircling a large, lushly forested area. I turned in a circle, trying to wrap my head around the cliffs and how we came in. It dawned on me that even though this place was rather large, it was completely hidden from the outside world by the mountains. Anaya had mentioned that the location was a secret.

So, I found myself zapped into a new world where two beautiful women with spears brought me into their hidden city. I wasn’t sure how I felt about this yet. But at least their home was gorgeous.

A hundred-foot-tall waterfall stood far to my left, spilling down the pale stone cliff and into a small lake. I couldn’t quite see from my vantage point, but it looked like part of the lake spilled into a small stream that split the valley—would this be called a valley?—in two.

Green trees of every sort filled the valley. Yeah, I was gonna call it a valley. Many of the trees even had flowers, and to my eternal amusement, some of the flowers almost matched the ones on my tacky Hawaiian shirt.

Houses and buildings were here and there, often in small clumps. Actually, to my far right it looked like the land had been mostly cleared of trees. A tall stone building was there, partially built into the rock of the cliff itself. Several other buildings were in the immediate area, each one with a rather somber look to its stone lines that stood in contrast to the simple, thatch-roofed houses further out.

“This is incredible,” I said, looking around. I didn’t think I could have even dreamed of a place so beautiful and just…perfect.

“Welcome to Moonglow,” Anaya said.

“Moonglow,” I repeated. “Interesting name.”

“When the moon is full and directly overhead, you’ll understand the name,” Masha said, giving me a small smile.

“Alright, enough talk. Let’s get going,” Anaya said. She brought her spear down like she was going to poke me with it so I continued down the path.

From the mouth of the tunnel it curved lazily to the right as it descended into the valley. Stone gave way to hard-packed dirt, and we dropped probably thirty feet in elevation and finally reached the, uh… Well, I wasn’t sure what to call it. The floor of the valley? Ground level? We were on the ground.

Several women passed by, and both Masha and Anaya greeted them briefly. They seemed to be rather popular, in fact; at least a dozen women stopped to say something to the two beauties.

The path continued and we drew closer to what I would call a lazy city. Several large buildings stood ahead of us, all with a similar look: the walls were made of stone from the surrounding cliffs, and the roofs mostly made of thatch.

I wondered for a moment how well thatch would hold up to the weather, but then I remembered we were in a giant bowl. That probably kept the worst of the storms out. Although people had been using thatch roofs for thousands of years back on Earth and they seemed to do just fine.

“This way,” Anaya said, nudging me with the haft of her spear.

“Easy with that thing,” I said, mildly irritated.

“You’re carrying a weapon, so we have to assure everyone else that we have you under control,” Masha explained.

I looked down at the pieces of my paper cutter and sighed. “It’s not a weapon,” I said, knowing my words were futile.

“No one else will see it that way,” Masha said.

Several women stood along the side of the street and watched me. I wasn’t sure why they looked so fascinated; I mean, I was a decent-looking guy, but nothing special. Maybe it was the Hawaiian shirt? It resembled several flowery trees I had seen. Perhaps they had just never seen such high fashion. Heh.

On the other side of the street, a woman pointed at me and whispered something to her friend, who nodded. Several small children ran across the path, playing some unknown game. Something seemed off about what I was seeing, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

“Who is this?” a tall woman asked as she approached us.

I tried not to stare. Her clothes made me think of something women would design for stylish comfort if they lived in a world where they didn’t have to worry about anyone sexually harassing them. Which meant it was basically a bikini top and a skirt, both made from soft, thin leather.

And the woman herself was just as beautiful as Anaya and Masha. Her hair was a lighter shade of brown, almost dirty blonde, and framed the green-eyed face of an angel. She was taller, with a slender figure, tight breasts, and a toned stomach. The moment I noticed how her skirt laid on her hips I tore my eyes away and busied myself with staring at the cliff wall.

“Hey, Melusina,” Masha said, giving her a friendly smile.

“We aren’t sure yet,” Anaya said, her voice brooking no nonsense. “We’re taking him to Yazmine so she can tell us.”

Melusina looked me up and down. “Where are you from, being dressed like that? And what is that strange sword in your hand?”

“It’s not a sword,” I began, but they kept talking.

“Yazmine needs to see him before anyone else talks to him,” Anaya said firmly.

Melusina’s eyes widened. “Is this like the—”

“Enough,” Anaya said. “I understand your interest but please, we need to get him to the temple.” She turned back to me and nodded down the road. “Walk.”

We resumed our stroll down the road. Only a few buildings stood on my right, as the path was close to the side of the valley. On my left, the buildings became more dense. Small houses, sometimes with a mother sitting on the front porch, watching a few children play. A large building looked like a market, the type I had once seen on a vacation to Spain.

Other than Anaya and Masha, I didn’t see anyone that looked like guards or any kind of enforcement. In fact, the whole place seemed to have a rather peaceful vibe. No “big city” noises, no shouting, just women running about on their business.

A group of beauties stared at me as I walked past. One pointed, and they spoke among themselves. I once again got the feeling that something was wrong.

Two women walked by in the opposite direction, both wearing variations of the leather bikini top and skirt Melusina had been wearing. One of them stared at me in open wonder, and the other tried to talk to Anaya.

“Is this—”

“Not now,” Anaya said sharply, nudging me forward with the butt of her spear again.

“There are no men,” I said quietly, just loud enough for Anaya and Masha to hear. “I see a few children, but there are no men. No adult men.”

“Keep your voice down,” Anaya said.

“You’ll learn more soon,” Masha added.

“What the hell is going on here?” I muttered.

Anaya nudged me in the back of the thigh with the haft of her spear. Not hard enough to hurt or make me stumble, but hard enough to get her point across. “I said keep your voice down,” she hissed.

“Okay, okay,” I said, trying to contain my irritation.

It seemed word had quickly spread about the new visitor to Moonglow. As we approached the tall stone building that emerged from the pale stone cliffs, women practically lined up along the street to watch us. No, not us. To watch me. It seemed I was the only man in the city, which had piqued their interest.

“That way,” Masha said, pointing with her spear.

I followed her directions and walked up a set of broad stairs. Together, we approached that large stone building. With a few pillars up front and the massive doors, it had a certain look to it.

“Is that a temple?” I asked over my shoulder.

“Yes,” Anaya said.

I just hoped they weren’t going to sacrifice me to their weird deity. That would be just my luck; lose my date with Charlotte, get zapped to a world filled with hot women, they bang me a few times then sacrifice me to their fertility goddess. Ah, I tried not to think about that. It was a bit too close to reality to be truly funny.

I stopped in the doorway for a moment and looked around. It was a large building, simple in design, with a high ceiling. Tall windows let in plenty of light, which was important as much of the building was inside the stone walls of the cliff. Several wooden pews stood on each side of the sanctuary, although they were all presently empty.

A twenty-foot-tall statue of a woman in robes stood at the opposite end of the room. She almost seemed to be staring me down. A woman knelt in front of the statue, her head down in prayer.

“Keep moving,” Anaya said.

“Alright, alright,” I said, and continued down the center aisle.

My footsteps echoed quietly off the stone walls as we walked toward the kneeling woman. Was she a priestess of some kind? I had no idea. I mean, what did a priestess even look like?

As we drew closer, I found out.

The woman stood and slowly turned to face us. While her hooded robe hid much of her, fiery red hair peeked around the edges, and that hair framed a gorgeous and kind face. She gave Anaya and Masha a warm smile, which slipped a bit when she finally looked at me.

I suddenly felt very odd, approaching this absolute goddess of a woman while wearing a Hawaiian shirt and wielding a paper cutter. Would I be seen as some kind of flowery-shirt savage? The barbarian from cubicleville?

The woman’s concerned expression grew deeper as I walked toward her. Her eyes stayed on me, and as I stepped close I saw they were a beautiful shade of blue-green. She even had the faintest splash of freckles across her nose and cheeks. I had the feeling it would be very, very hard to find a flaw with this woman. I don’t think I had ever seen anyone so picturesque before.

We stopped in front of her and Anaya and Masha bowed their heads. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I just smiled at her.

“We have brought him, Yazmine,” Anaya said.

“Thank you,” Yazmine replied. Wow, what a great name. “Did he give you any trouble?”

“No,” Masha said.

“He has a sword, but he didn’t try to use it on us,” Anaya said.

I groaned. “It’s not a—”

“Did you notice the pattern of his shirt? It’s almost the same,” Masha said.

“Yes, I see that,” Yazmine said quietly, looking at the flowers on my shirt.

I was starting to get sick of this, and wanted some answers. “So, can you tell me what’s going on?”

Yazmine took a deep breath and met my eyes. “So. It looks like you’re finally here.”


Chapter five



Well, that certainly sounded ominous.

“I think you’re going to have to be a bit more specific,” I said.

Yazmine looked over her shoulder at the statue of the deity for a moment. I followed her eyes and looked as well.

While I had initially thought it was a statue of a woman, now I wasn’t sure. In fact, I had no clue. The statue seemed to depict a perfectly androgynous person with slender features and long hair. They were unearthly beautiful, but in a way that seemed almost inhuman, regardless of their human face. Well, I suppose that seemed proper for a deity.

Yazmine finally turned back to me. “What is your name?”

“Brent,” I said. “Brent Williams.”

Yazmine blinked. “You have two names?”

“We thought the same thing,” Anaya said.

“He’s very strange, and not for just having two names,” Masha added.

I sighed. “It’s common where I live. I actually have three names. Brent Dean Williams. Just call me Brent.”

“Surely you are a man of great importance if you have three names,” Yazmine said, a hint of excitement creeping into her voice.

I shrugged. “I did pretty well running the four hundred meter race back in high school. Does that count?”

Yazmine eyed me strangely. “What is a meter? Nevermind.” She looked down at the two pieces of paper cutter in my hands. “Is this a weapon from your world? A sword and shield?”

I hefted the blade of the paper cutter. “Look, this isn’t a weap—”

“No bother,” Yazmine said, waving a hand. “You are clearly the hero we wished and prayed for.” She sounded as if she were trying to convince herself.

I held up both hands to halt her. At least, I tried to, then realized I was still holding the paper cutter in both hands so it probably looked like I was going to attack her with my strange paper cutter sword. I quickly lowered it.

“Look,” I said, trying to gather my thoughts. This whole situation was strange beyond words. “I have no clue what you’re talking about. I was in the basement of an office building, watching the storm through a narrow window up at the top of the wall. Lightning somehow managed to strike me, and I found myself here. I don’t know where I am or what I’m supposed to do, but I’m definitely no hero. I’m just a regular guy.”

“At least he’s humble,” Masha said.

I glanced at her over my shoulder and found her watching me. She leaned on her spear and gave me a surprisingly warm smile. I didn’t bother checking Anaya. Miss cut-my-eyes-out probably didn’t have any smiles to spare.

“I asked for someone that knew the forest so well they could wear it as a cloak,” Yazmine said, pointedly looking at my Hawaiian shirt.

I plucked at the thin cloth. “This thing? We wear them every Friday. Doesn’t look much like a cloak, either.”

“It matches the forest,” Yazmine said. “The flowers are the right color. That could not be an accident.”

“Do you really think it’s him?” Masha asked.

“He’d better be, after all that walking,” Anaya added. She sounded grumpy and also…oddly amused? Man, I really couldn’t read her. She was as prickly as a cactus and then would randomly smile at me.

“Of course it’s him,” Yazmine added quickly. “There can be no doubt. The signs are all there. The cloak of the forest. A weapon to cleave our enemies in two. Royalty, and no matter his words, having three names tells me he is special.”

I just sighed. Arguing with them seemed pointless. “Should I even ask what you want me to do?”

All three of them were silent for a moment after that. “Things get more difficult there,” Yazmine said with a slight frown that somehow made her even prettier.

I looked over my shoulder at Masha again and found her still smiling at me. “Cleave your enemies in two?” I asked, turning back to Yazmine. “Are you telling me you zapped me to your world to fight someone?”

“An entire fucking army,” Anaya grumbled under her breath.

“That is part of it, yes,” Yazmine said. “Walk with me, Brent.”

She took a few steps past me, walking down the center aisle. I fell in beside her. When Anaya and Masha began to follow, Yazmine waved them away. I decided to put my paper cutter down, both so they wouldn’t think I had a weapon and because the thing was fucking heavy.

“So, what’s all this about?” I asked Yazmine. We continued walking down the aisle.

“We have enemies, Brent,” she replied. “Enemies that would gladly see us dead. In fact, if they could find us we would all be dead already.”

“Not just the men?” I asked. I was certain that had something to do with it.

Yazmine pursed her lips and looked at the floor. “They fought valiantly, every single one of them. Gave their lives so that we could remain here in safety. Of course, we didn’t think they would all die. Some, yes, but not all.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

She glanced at me. “There is a man that lives out there,” she said as she jerked a thumb over her shoulder, indicating outside the valley. “He is an absolute tyrant, and powerful beyond what you would believe. He wants revenge, and he wants this valley, even if it means killing all of us. Although I believe he would prefer simply enslaving the women for his own pleasure.” She looked at me again. “I’m sure I don’t need to explain that part any further.”

“No, I understand,” I said. “This guy sounds like a real asshole.”

Yazmine nodded, and stopped walking once we passed through the large front doors to the temple. Together, we stood on the top step, watching the citizens of Moonglow walk by. I could tell she was stressed; it was as obvious as if she were holding a sign to announce it. But then again, she was telling me that basically half of her population had been recently killed.

“That was more than a year ago,” Yazmine said. “We have no men, as you have seen; they all died in battle. We have a few boys that are eight or nine years old, but no grown men beyond a few elders. No children have been born in a long time. No new pregnancies. It will be a long time before those children reach an appropriate age to begin a family of their own.” She sighed. “Many women are afraid, Brent. Afraid for the future of our people.”

“Well, that makes sense,” I replied. “I mean, you just told me how half of your population was killed.”

“Many are concerned about the future of the valley,” Yazmine said, acting as if she hadn’t heard what I said. “The truth is, we need children, Brent. We can’t wait ten years for more children to be born. We need our society to stay strong.”

Wait, was she trying to tell me that she needed me to get some of her citizens pregnant? If they looked like the ones I had seen so far, I definitely saw nothing wrong with that.

“People demanded answers from the queen,” Yazmine continued. “And the queen demanded answers from me. I had to do something.” She closed her eyes and shook her head. “I was so certain it would work.”

“So certain what would work?” I asked. “Look, are you being purposely vague?”

She turned to look at me with haunted eyes. “I spent three days without food, water, or rest to cast that spell. No one in our history has ever been powerful enough to do it. It nearly killed me.”

“Spell?” I asked, clearly missing the point.

“The storm,” Yazmine said. She watched me, waiting for my reaction.

“Are you telling me that you caused the storm?” I asked. “You’re the reason that lightning bolt hit me?”

She looked away from me and sighed, then nodded her head.

“So you cast a spell to bring me here to fight your bad guys and father some children?” I asked. Surely, I was dreaming. There was no way this was reality.

She closed her eyes, and when she spoke her voice shook. “I put everything I had into that spell. Every bit of energy I could muster. In my heart, I knew it would work. I didn’t expect it to fail.”

“Woah,” I said, suddenly taken aback. “Fail? Wait, are you saying you tried to bring a hero here but got me instead?”

Yazmine nodded again. “You and one other person, although they arrived three days ago.”

“Three days ago?” I asked. “How does that work? Did the storm last for three days? Seems like it was only a few minutes back where I was. Half an hour at most.”

She shook her head. “It was a rift in time. That’s all I can figure. Sometimes when these spells fail, they fail spectacularly.” She took a deep breath, then turned to face me. “Listen, Brent. I prayed for a hero, but instead I got you.”

“Ouch,” I said.

“You don’t have a choice, though,” she said, continuing as if I hadn’t spoken. “If the others find out you aren’t our hero, they might think you’re a spy and kill you. Or that you’re here to hurt us, and kill you. I’m sure you can see the risk there. Our entire future depends on you being the right man. You have to figure out a way to either become him or pretend well enough to fool everyone.”

“What were you praying for?” I asked.

“A hero,” she said, emphasizing the word. “A man of strength and conviction. A warrior that could protect us. Someone morally sound that would sacrifice everything to keep us safe and ensure our future.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “That’s a tall order. I’ll do my best, but—”

“No,” Yazmine said. “Your best won’t be good enough. You need to do more than that. You must be perfect. It’s our only hope for survival.”

“Well, no stress there,” I grumbled. “How do I start?”

“I don’t know,” she replied, looking away in shame.

“Hey, are you alright?” I asked.

She shook her head. “People look up to me. They depend on me. I am the spiritual leader of this valley. And I let them down.”

My heart went out to her. I reached out and put a hand on her shoulder. “Listen, Yazmine. I’m not your hero guy, but I’ll take care of everything, okay? You didn’t let anyone down.”

She turned and looked back at me. Her eyes shone with unshed tears. “I do hope you mean that, Brent. I don’t think you understand what is at stake here.”


Chapter six



Yazmine was silent for several minutes. We both stood there, looking out across the small, hidden city. People—women—walked about, running errands or otherwise enjoying the day. A few noticed the lone man standing at the top of the stairs next to their priestess. I wasn’t quite sure how to read the looks I got.

“The Ghost Prince,” Yazmine said in a quiet voice.

“Uh, what?” I asked. Jesus, this chick really liked being vague.

“The Ghost Prince,” Yazmine repeated, only slightly louder.

I resisted the urge to sigh loudly. “You know you’re going to have to explain a name like that.”

She pursed her lips and glanced at me, then looked back out over the city. “He is a constant threat to our way of life. He is also the reason you see no men here.”

“The plot thickens,” I said in my best imitation of that movie trailer guy’s voice.

Yazmine gave me an annoyed look, then continued. “He is unnatural. An abomination, even. No one knows entirely what he is, only that he seeks our destruction.” She looked back at me. “No one except for me, and the queen herself. Maybe a few select others.”

“What does he want?” I asked. “What’s causing him to be so hostile to you all? Does he want revenge or something?”

Yazmine nodded. “You cannot repeat what I am about to tell you. Do you understand?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said.

“He is the queen’s brother,” Yazmine said. “I only tell you because I think the key to defeating him lies in knowing who he is. Or, more accurately, who he was.”

“So, what happened?” I asked.

Yazmine sighed. “A tragic story that the queen will have to tell you in greater detail. That is, if she even will, although my hopes are that she will want to cooperate with you. Around twenty years ago, the queen, her brother, and her sister were all playing. It all started so innocently.”

I avoided commenting, hoping she would just continue.

“They had climbed to the top of the waterfall. Sometimes children—mostly boys—do that to prove their bravery, although always against the wishes of their parents. The queen’s sister was walking along the edge, showing the heights didn’t bother her. Her brother reached out and grabbed her arm to scare her. But it was too much. The princess fell to her death.”

“Holy shit,” I said.

“It is said his scream could be heard all the way across the valley,” Yazmine continued. “He lost his mind, knowing that he had accidentally killed his sister. Not knowing what else to do, he turned and begged Princess Brielle for help and forgiveness.”

“What did she do?” I asked when she paused.

Yazmine frowned. “From what I understand, she not only refused, but she asked the gods to curse him right there, so that he would never know peace or forgiveness. She then slapped him, which caused him to lose his balance. He fell down the waterfall as well, but landed in the water, only a few feet away from the broken body of his sister. The impact took his life.”

“Jesus,” I said. “That’s horrible! So this guy accidentally kills his sister, then his other sister—the current queen—curses him and accidentally kills him in return? Talk about a fuckin dysfunctional family.”

Yazmine shot me a hard glare. “Do not talk about Queen Brielle like that. She is a kind woman, full of compassion and love. She only wants the best for her people. The whole thing was a horrible accident.” She turned back to face the city. “Her brother had a bad streak, though. He wasn’t completely rotten, but he did not have the kindness of his younger sisters.”

I opened my mouth to say “sounds like it” but wisely decided against it.

“Prince Andreas died knowing he had caused his sister’s death. Furthermore, Princess Brielle’s curse took hold almost immediately. Sometimes, the gods listen to our prayers.”

“So the dead prince was cursed?” I asked.

Yazmine nodded. “By the time enough people had rushed to the lake to see what had happened, he pulled his broken body out of the cold water. Trapped somewhere between life and death, he grabbed a rock and lashed out, striking several people nearby. In his anger he killed a child, then ran away and fled the valley.”

“Hold on,” I said. “You said he died, now you’re saying he attacked someone and ran away? I wasn’t sure what you meant by somewhere between life and death, but now I’m thinking you meant that literally.”

“No one knows exactly what he is now,” Yazmine said. “We call him the Ghost Prince. It hides his identity as well as our queen’s shame. Knowing that she created him causes her much guilt, but she has learned to live with it.”

“So what does this guy do?” I asked.

“He wants to come home,” Yazmine said. “The years have made him angry, and he has lost anything that made him human. He is little more than a monster of rage and sorrow. He seeks his home, so he can destroy everyone and everything, in hopes that he can break his curse and finally rest.

“To answer your question, he has been searching for this valley for years, but hasn’t been able to find it. He raised a small army and sent them in this direction, hoping their numbers could more easily discover our location. Our men gathered together, every man old enough to thrust a spear. They went out into the forest and met the Ghost Prince’s army, leading them away from us, and finally fought them. The armies killed each other; only one person survived, and she came straight back home to tell us what had happened.”

“She? I thought only the men did the fighting. No, that’s not important. This Ghost Prince, how can he not find this place?” I asked. “I mean, it seems very well hidden, but he used to live here, right? He can’t find his way home?”

Yazmine shook her head. “I use magic to obfuscate the entrance. You could walk completely around the outer perimeter of Moonglow and never find an entrance if I didn’t wish it.”

“Okay, that makes more sense,” I said. “So, you want me to kill this Ghost Prince dude, right?”

Yazmine nodded. “You must earn the Spear of Destiny, and use it to slay him, unless you can find a way to break his curse.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “Every sentence that comes out of your mouth makes less and less sense. Spear of Destiny? And why must I earn it?”

“Because it is a magical spear,” Yazmine explained as if it was obvious. She leaned her head back and closed her eyes. “I will tell you more of the spear when you earn it. Just believe me when I say you must earn it.”

“Will it kill me if I touched it now or something?” I asked, meaning it as a joke.

“Yes,” Yazmine said flatly.

Some joke.

“Well, shit,” I muttered. “Okay, so how do I earn it?”

“You must serve her people,” Yazmine said. “Her spirit still lies within the spear. Earn her favor.”

“Aaaaaaaaaand,” I said, trying to draw more information out of her.

“Help us,” Yazmine said, finally making sense. “Help us in all ways. Help our society, give us a future. Protect us from those that would harm us. Do whatever it takes to make our lives better. Become the hero that I wish you were.”

“So, let me get this straight,” I began. “You brought me here into your world by mistake, and now I have to save your people and solidify your future as well as kill an undead prince?”

She nodded. “I’m glad you see why I am so emotional over this.”

“I’m right there with you,” I muttered. “Okay, so where do I begin?”

Yazmine pointed across the city. I followed her finger and saw she was pointing at a small cottage near the edge, close to the cliff wall. “You will stay there for now. Food and clothes will be supplied for you. Tomorrow, we will take the first steps of your journey.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “Not that I have much choice. Hey, didn’t you say someone else came here by accident and arrived three days ago?”

Yazmine pressed her lips together. “Yes. You will meet them eventually. I hope the two of you together will be able to overcome all of these obstacles.” She looked at me, her bluish-green eyes staring deep into my brown ones. “You are our only hope, Brent. If you fail, we all die.”

I gave her my best smile. “But hey. No pressure.”

To my delight, she smiled back. The beauty of that smile on her flawless face was enough to fight for. I was in a new world and had to start my life over again. No more traffic, no more shitty marketing job, and unfortunately no more Charlotte. I made a promise to myself to start things the right way. I wasn’t going to take the easy way out or be lazy. I was going to give this my all.

“Come on,” Yazmine said, turning back to the temple. “They’re probably wondering what took us so long.”

“Yeah, I know better than to keep Miss cut-your-eyes-out waiting,” I said without thinking.

Yazmine laughed. “Yes, Anaya can be prickly at times. She has a pure soul, though. You would be hard pressed to find a better woman.”

“What about you?” I asked. I didn’t mean it; the words just kind of slipped out. Rather than make things weird, I just decided to go with it. Confidence was always better than awkwardness.

“Me?” Yazmine asked, suddenly blushing. “I’m not sure what you mean, Brent. I have the gift of magic, so I have devoted my entire adult life to serving my god and my people. I don’t have the time for anything else.”

“Shame,” I said. “If we were back in my world, I’d ask you out to dinner,” I said, giving her another one of my best smiles.

She blushed again and stayed silent as we walked back into the temple.

Anaya and Masha stood in front of the statue, leaning on their spears and talking quietly. When they noticed us approaching, they straightened up. Masha gave me another one of those warm smiles, but Anaya looked at me like a bird of prey. I held her gaze for a moment and she finally gave me a faint smile in return. Alright, so maybe she wasn’t all piss and vinegar.

“You can take him to his cottage,” Yazmine said, sounding suddenly tired. “Tomorrow we will take the first steps.”

Masha suddenly bowed her head. “All honor to you, Mother.”

“All honor to you, Mother,” Anaya said as well.

“Thank you,” Yazmine said in a soft voice. She approached Anaya and kissed her gently on the forehead, then did the same to Masha. “Go in peace. Go with Tanarus.”

“Yes, Mother,” Masha said, then added in a less formal tone. “Be well, Yazmine.” She reached out and the two squeezed hands, like old friends.

“Alright, you,” Anaya said, giving me a stern look. “Let’s get going.”

“Yeah, I could use some time to relax,” I said, looking around. I found where I had set my paper cutter and went over to fetch it. It was a strange thing, but it was also my only link to my home world, so I wanted to keep it. Besides, the thing was solid steel. If I really needed to defend myself, it wasn’t a horrible choice.

Once I had my paper cutter in hand, the two beautiful ladies escorted me out of the temple. I nodded at them, and we walked together down the stairs, toward the city.

“This is the queen’s palace,” Masha said, pointing with her spear to a large building on our immediate right. A tall woman with a spear and shield stood in the shadowed doorway, although she didn’t look like she expected an attack any time soon.

“So, did she tell you about the Ghost Prince?” Anaya asked in a quiet voice.

I grunted. “Yeah. He definitely sounds problematic. I guess I’ll have to figure out a way to deal with him.”

“Down the road, yes,” Anaya said. “But don’t bring him up. Very few people know much about him. He’s not a popular topic, as you could imagine.”

“Did she tell you about Dax?” Masha asked.

“No,” I said. “Dax? What kind of name is that?”

Masha frowned. “It’s short for—”

“It’s short for he’s a fucking asshole,” Anaya grumbled.

Masha laughed. “I can’t even argue with you on that. Alright, Brent Williams, let’s get you settled in and we’ll tell you a story of betrayal.”


Chapter seven



The cottage they took me to was absolutely adorable. There was just no other word for it. It was small, with stone walls and even a tiny fireplace in the back. A comfy bed was along one wall, right beneath a window, with a few chairs and a small table nearby. A long counter was on the opposite wall, with a wide bowl on top to use for washing.

“The well is over there,” Masha said, pointing down out the window. “Just go down the road for a few minutes. Or if you’d rather, you can get it from the lake. Don’t get it from the stream, that’s where people bathe.”

I thought of making a comment about her being so beautiful I’d gladly drink her bathwater, but it would probably come off as weird. In fact, it definitely would. Who had ever thought of that saying anyway?

“Thanks,” I said, setting my paper cutter on the long counter. I’d have to figure out what to do with that thing one day. “I’d offer you something to drink but I don’t think I have anything here.”

“You’re fine,” Masha said with a smile.

“Thank you, though,” Anaya said.

“So, about this Dax guy,” I said.

“Yes,” Masha said as she leaned her spear against the counter. She took the seat next to me and reclined for a moment.

“What a piece of shit,” Anaya muttered.

“Dax was a man,” Masha began. “One of ours. He lived here all his life. A birth defect left him with one arm shriveled, but the rest of him worked.”

“Except for his sense of decency,” Anaya said.

Masha gave her a wry look. “Yes, I can’t fault you for that one. Well, when our men gathered to fight against the Ghost Prince and his soldiers, Dax wanted to join them. He was turned down; his bad arm made him mostly useless in battle.”

“I mean, that makes sense to me,” I said.

“He took it personally, though,” Anaya said, still sounding bitter. “That traitorous fuck followed our army the entire way, and passed them in the night. When he saw the Ghost Prince’s soldiers, he shouted to them, telling them our men were near. The Ghost Prince’s army would have run him through, but he somehow managed to escape.”

“So where did he go?” I asked.

“There is another city a few days to the east of here. Similarly hidden, although not as well as ours, and without as many resources.” Masha’s beautiful face twisted in anger. “From what we have learned, he went there and gave them our secrets. His desire for revenge has consumed him.”

“The fucking traitor,” Anaya said.

“Hold on,” I said. “So he wanted to fight but was turned down because of a gimpy arm, and in his anger he sold out the whole army?” They both nodded. “And then afterward escaped and fled to a rival city?”

“Not sure I would call them a rival city,” Anaya said. “We are not on friendly terms, though. Life can be hard here, and everyone wants Moonglow. Only Yazmine’s magic keeps us truly safe.”

“Noted,” I said. “Is there anything that can be done?”

Masha hefted her spear but frowned at it. “We do the best we can, but before this I was a tailor.”

“I…. Well, I did different things,” Anaya said wistfully. She sounded sad, but like she didn’t want to remember. Or she was avoiding something.

“The men have always done the fighting. With them gone, we have had to take over those duties as well. I’m not saying we can’t defend ourselves, but things are definitely different now. Most of our men trained from an early age to be warriors. It was a point of pride among them.”

I whistled appreciatively. “And I’m expected to somehow defeat this army that killed all of your warriors,” I said flatly. “Got it.”

“Good luck,” Masha said with an apologetic smile.

Surprisingly, Masha stepped up to me. She reached out and laid a hand across my jaw, a tender action I never would have expected from her.

“If you are the hero we prayed for, you can do it. You have my trust, and if you need it, my spear.” She leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “We are all counting on you.”

“Okay,” I said. “But remember, if Anaya cuts my eyes out, I can’t fight.”

Anaya laughed. “Then don’t give me a reason to.”

“Alright, so what all is on your eye-cutting list?” I asked. “I should make sure I don’t accidentally cross you.”

Anaya gave me a flat look. “Just be careful and hopefully you won’t find out.”

“Oh give over, Anaya,” Masha said, pushing the other woman on the shoulder in a playful manner. She turned to me. “Let us know if you need anything. Despite threats of eye gouging, my sister and I are here for you.”

“I knew it!” I said. “I thought you two were sisters.”

The two women looked at each other, then at me. “Well, yeah,” Masha said as if it were obvious.

Anaya patted me on the head. “Glad you’re so observant.”

I looked around the small cottage. “So, what’s next? What am I supposed to do here?”

“Make yourself at home,” Masha said. She went over to a small chest at the foot of the bed and threw back the lid. “There are some clothes in here, so you can get out of those strange things you’re wearing.”

“Hey,” I protested. “I like my Hawaiian shirt. And my socks match.” I pulled up the leg of my khakis to show them.

Anaya laughed. “Please, change into these clothes. They’ll last longer, too. What you’re wearing looks like it'll tear if you fart too loudly.”

I picked at the thin rayon of my shirt. She wasn’t wrong.

“What about food?” I asked.

“Someone will bring you dinner soon,” Masha said. “Don’t worry, you will be taken care of.”

“All we ask in return is that you save us,” Anaya said with a smile.

“Easy as that, eh?” I asked. “Alright. Thank you both for everything. And for not killing me.”

“Yet,” Anaya said, still smiling. I looked over at her and she laughed.

“Oh, stop,” Masha said, then turned to me. “Relax for a while, Brent. Hopefully you’ll see the queen tomorrow, and she’ll be able to guide you down the right path.”

They both hugged me, and then left. In those leather skirts, you can bet that I watched them go.

“Alright, Brent, time to save everyone in the valley,” I said to myself as I walked over to the chest.

Reaching down, I grabbed a shirt and some pants and checked them. They were simple, about what I would expect from a place like this. The pants laced up front and were a dark brownish-gray color, something that would blend in with the earth. The shirt was much lighter, nearly white, and lacked sleeves. Well, looks like everyone was getting free tickets to the gun show.

I noted there were no boots. Well, that made sense as they’d have to form them to my feet. I suppose my loafers would have to do for now. At least they matched the pants.

Once dressed, I laid myself back on the bed. It was surprisingly comfortable, although that could have been because I was so damn tired. The stress of, you know, being zapped into an entirely different world had a tendency to wear on a guy.

A knock at the door woke me. Holy shit, I had fallen asleep the moment my head hit the pillow.

“Come in,” I said, sitting up. I swung my legs over the side of the bed and rubbed my eyes with the heels of my hands.

The front door opened and a beautiful young woman walked in. I would have placed her at about nineteen or twenty years old. Like many others, her hair was dark brown, and her skin lightly tanned. She had hazel eyes and a button nose, and gave me a warm smile the moment she saw me. She was also wearing the same bikini top and skirt thing I had seen other women in, which meant I got a great look at her incredible body. She was slender and fit with curves in all the right places.

“Hungry?” the woman asked in a high-pitched voice.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

She walked over to the small table and set a plate on top of it. “Here you go. Just a light dinner to help you get settled in.” She turned to walk away and flashed me another smile over her shoulder. “Let me know if you need anything.” With that, she left.

I ran my fingers through my hair. Was it me, or were all the women suddenly flirting with me? I walked over to the table and sat down while I thought about it. Well, I was expected to save their entire people, which I assumed meant fathering a few children. That was the only explanation.

I briefly wondered how they were going to do it. Form a line outside my cottage, maybe? I laughed and started eating.

Several slices of freshly baked bread were arranged on a small platter. In the center was a small bowl with a soft cheese—I dipped my finger in it and tasted it. Goat cheese? A bit of honey had been drizzled on top. It was indeed a light dinner, but it tasted great. A small bowl of berries was also on the plate, which made for a wonderful dessert.

Looking around, I found a large clay jug for water. Fortunately, it was already full. Several horn mugs were on a nearby shelf, so I grabbed one of those and used it to hydrate myself.

Curiosity got the better of me, so I took my mug of water to the front of my cabin and pushed the door open. I stood there in the doorway, just watching people walk by.

Yes, it was all women. Not only that, but beautiful women. Not every single one was a perfect ten, but they were all tall and fit. Most of them had long brown hair, although I saw a few blondes. Yazmine, the priestess, was the only redhead I had seen.

Some of the women began to notice me. None of them approached me, but they nudged their friends and pointed in my direction. After about ten minutes of that, a half-circle of women stood in front of my cottage, all watching me with interest.

“Who are you?” asked an older woman. I placed her around forty, but still quite gorgeous with a body that nearly made me drool.

“I’m Brent. Who are you?” I said in return.

“Devana,” she replied. “Why are you here? Where have you come from?”

I suddenly felt hesitant. “Look, I just got here under some rather strange circumstances, and I’m not quite sure how much I’m allowed to tell you all. Let’s just say I’m here to help.”

Two dozen weighing eyes suddenly turned to nods of approval. Well, I suppose that was good. They continued to just watch me.

“Look, if no one has anything else, I’m just going to head back inside,” I said, jerking a thumb toward my cottage. “If anyone needs anything, just set up an appointment with my secretary. I’m sure I can work you all in at some point.”

I meant it as a joke, but a faint murmur ran through the women after that comment. The nods of approval became smiles. Warm smiles, at that. With the way some of them watched me, I wasn’t sure if they were going to jump my bones or pull an Anaya and cut my eyes out. I decided not to risk it.

I had a tendency to handle basically every situation with humor. With that in mind, I blew them a kiss, thinking I was being a bit of a goof. Well, it just made their smiles deepen. I went into my cottage and closed the door behind me.

“Strange,” I said to myself. “These women are watching me like a cat staring at a mouse. I always wondered what that saying meant, but now I understand. Wait a minute; why am I talking to myself?”

The sun was beginning to go down and I was still tired, so I stripped down to my boxers—you guessed it, Hawaiian print—and climbed back into bed. Sleep took me almost immediately.


Chapter eight



My eyes snapped open at the sound of faint knocking at my door. Glancing through my window, I saw it was still pitch-black outside, the kind of darkness I wasn’t used to, being from a city. Man, it was dark out there.

The faint knocking came again at my door.

I really had no clue what to think. I went over to my counter and grabbed my paper cutter sword—okay, so maybe it was kind of a weapon—and slowly went to the door.

“Hello?” I called out.

“Open the door, please,” a woman’s voice said.

I slid the latch aside and pulled the door open. A woman stood there, with a hooded cloak covering her entirely. I could barely make out the lines of her face.

“May I come in?” she asked.

“Uh, sure,” I said, stepping out of the way.

She walked inside my cottage and glanced around. “It’s too dark in here.”

“Yeah, I guess you guys don’t have much for lights here, do you?” I asked.

The woman looked back at me with a smirk, then reached past me. I moved my head out of the way and she touched a white strip on the inside of the door frame. She dragged her fingertip from the bottom of the white strip up about an inch, and it began glowing.

“Oh, wow,” I said. “No one told me about that.”

“You have much to learn,” the woman said.

I turned back to her. With a bit of light I could see her more clearly, now. Her dark hair was hidden by her hood, but she watched me with big brown eyes. Faint creases at the corners helped me put an age to her, but she was still beautiful, especially with that slender nose and full lips.

“Wait a minute,” I said as I recognized her. “You’re Devana, from the crowd earlier today.”

“I’m glad you remembered me,” she said, giving me a soft smile.

I stifled a yawn behind the back of my hand. “So, not trying to be rude or anything, but care to tell me why you came to my place in the middle of the night?”

She watched me for a moment. “You’re a man. Use your imagination.” She turned suddenly and walked over to the counter. A small window was set in the wall there and she stared through it for a while.

I started to ask her if she was okay, but she finally spoke again.

“Understand that I am a mother, Brent. I am and have been many things, but what I’ve always been most proud of was being a mother. My children were my entire world, and I devoted every minute of my life to giving them every bit of love I could.”

“How many kids do you have?” I asked, taking a step closer to her.

She turned and looked at me for a moment. Her eyes glistened. “I had two boys.”

It hit me like a hammer in the head. Her two sons had been killed in the battle with the Ghost Prince.

“I’m so sorry,” I told her.

She pushed her hood back, exposing her long brown hair. “You can’t imagine what it’s like, losing something like that. Both of my sons and my husband on the same day. My entire world ended when that happened.” She reached up and wiped her eyes, then turned to me. “But now you’re here.”

I knew exactly where this was going and just hoped it wouldn’t get too awkward. I took a deep breath and let it out.

Devana looked me up and down for a moment. “It’s good that you’re handsome. A bit taller would be nice, but I think you’ll do just fine.”

“Uh, thanks. I think.” I said.

“I’m sorry,” Devana said, suddenly blushing. “This is strange for me as well. I was a mother and a wife, and both of those were taken from me. I come to you with an open and honest request, and I hope you’ll accept.”

She reached up and unfastened the clasp at her throat and let her cloak fall to the wooden floor. She was completely nude beneath.

A bit shorter than the others, she had the kind of curves that set my blood aflame. While she still had the strong arms and legs of a woman that worked every day, there was a certain softness to her body that I felt was entrancing. Her breasts were large and full, matching her hips. Much of her body was tanned, but these parts were pale.

“I see you approve,” she said with a smile as she looked at me.

I looked down at my raging erection, which seemed to be trying its best to break through my boxers. “Yeah, to put it mildly.”

She turned and walked toward the bed. Good lord, that woman’s ass was amazing. And her thighs looked like she could kick a soccer ball across the whole valley. She bent over and crawled onto the bed and my mouth watered.

I walked over to the bed and pushed my boxers down to my ankles, then kicked them off. “So, how do you want to start?” Man, talk about awkward.

She sighed. “It’s been a long time for me, Brent. Can you just lie next to me for a while?”

“Of course,” I said, climbing onto the bed next to her.

She directed me to lie back on the pillow and I did. Devana then cuddled next to me, her head lying on my shoulder, and wrapped one arm around my chest. After a few seconds she put her leg on top of mine.

“This is nice,” she said after a deep breath.

“This is wonderful,” I said, looking at this absolute goddess in my arms.

I looked down at her, at the waves of brown hair, at her perfectly sculpted face, at those thick lips of hers. She looked up at me and held my gaze. I could see desire in there, but also nervousness.

I slowly leaned down, placing my fingers beneath her chin, and kissed those soft lips of hers. She exhaled shakily and closed her eyes, then kissed me again. Her passion grew by the second, and her hand came up next to my jaw, holding my face against hers.

I so wanted to reach down and play with those large breasts of hers, but I knew it was best to take it slowly. This was not a situation I wanted to rush.

Devana’s hand left my jaw and slowly trailed down my neck while we kissed. Her fingertips traveled down my chest, my stomach, and finally hesitated. She broke our kiss and looked down, seeing me fully erect, then wrapped her slender hand around it. I saw her chest rise and fall with deep breaths. Pretty sure mine did the same.

She rose up from my shoulder, then hesitated. “May I?” she asked, looking me in the eye.

“You do whatever makes you comfortable,” I said in a gentle voice.

Devana sat up, slowly stroking me and licking her lips. She finally got on her knees, then leaned forward. Her mouth hesitated for a moment, then she let those full lips of hers go to work.

Slowly and sensually, her wet mouth worked up and down the last half of my cock. I had been in a bit of a dry spell before this, so the sensation was absolutely mind-blowing.

With her ass right there in front of me, I couldn’t resist the urge. I reached a hand out and placed it on that round bottom of hers, letting her get used to my touch. My hand slid down her ass cheek to the top of her thigh, and I let my pinky finger gently trail across her labia. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed.

I slowly moved my hand back up while she continued sucking on me. I licked my first finger, then gently rubbed it between her lips until I slid it into her. She let out a soft moan, then continued working her lips up and down on my shaft.

With my first finger inside her, I gently pressed my thumb between her lips, letting it travel down until I felt her clitoris. I knew I had hit the jackpot when her legs suddenly twitched. While keeping my finger inside her, I gently rubbed her clit with my thumb.

Her sucking stopped as a shudder ran through her body. “Oh, Brent,” she said, her voice breathy.

I continued rubbing her, feeling her body tense and relax. Man, she was on fire. Her pussy was absolutely soaking wet. She bit her lip and looked at me, then down at my cock.

“I want to keep pleasing you, but…is it bad if I feel a little selfish and just want you inside me?” Her full lips curved into a smile.

“Not at all,” I said, removing my fingers from her. I licked her juices off my fingertip. She tasted amazing.

Devana looked at me for a moment. “How should we—”

“Get on top,” I said without hesitation.

I could tell from her immediate reaction that she probably wasn’t used to that position. I just wanted to see that beautiful body of hers on top of me. She grabbed onto my cock and spat on the tip, then straightened up and threw a leg over me. With one hand she guided me into her love canal. I shifted my hips back slightly to get a better angle, and she sank down.

Devana’s breath caught as I entered her. She let out a few breathy moans, then began riding me, slowly at first.

I couldn’t resist. I bent my knees to support her and she leaned forward, putting those wonderful breasts of hers right in my face. I grabbed onto them, alternating squeezing them while nibbling and sucking on her pink nipples.

“Oh Brent,” she said. “What are you doing to me?” She closed her eyes and leaned her head back while I continued thrusting into her.

I was in heaven. There was no other word for it. Her body was incredible. She had the face of an angel. And she was right on top of me.

Keeping one of her nipples in my mouth, I let my hands slide down to her hips. I grabbed on and picked up the pace, thrusting into her good and hard, but not so fast that I’d blow too soon. Devana bit her bottom lip, her eyes still closed. My hands went up to her waist and I held her tightly.

“How do you do that?” she asked in a whisper.

I couldn’t answer, as my mouth was full of tits at that moment.

She suddenly pulled her breasts away from me and leaned down, her lips meeting mine. The shy, gentle kisses of early had faded, giving way to a kiss of raw passion and desire. Our lips parted and our tongues danced, then she angled her head more to the side and pushed her tongue into my mouth. I did the same, and without thinking slapped my hand on her ass.

“Oh, yes!” she said, then suddenly looked embarrassed, as if she hadn’t expected to say that. “Brent, I’m sorry,” she said with a chuckle. “I didn’t mean—”

I slapped her on the ass again and left my hand there, squeezing hard. My other hand went behind her neck, holding her firmly, and pulled her face back to mine. I used my grip to let her know that in that moment, she was mine.

She practically melted in my arms, alternating between kissing me and moaning. She worked her hips back and forth, and while our rhythms clashed at first, we soon matched each other and really started going at it.

“Give it to me, Brent,” she said against my lips. “Put a baby in me.”

Her saying those words lit a primal fire in me, back in the core of my lizard brain, that part of a man’s brain that evolved long ago and desired only to breed and fight.

My hands went back to her waist and I held her tightly, then thrust into her as hard and fast as I could. She started to moan, then slapped a hand over her mouth. I took that as a challenge and kept thrusting into her and let my mouth go back to her nipples.

Her body began trembling in my hands and I felt her pussy tighten slightly. “Oh, fuck!” she shouted, then buried her lips against mine.

Her orgasm was enough to push me over the edge. I had never been a particularly loud guy in bed, but in that moment I shouted my passions to the walls as I came. My muscles contracted and I squirted rope after sticky rope deep inside her. She rode me so hard I thought she was going to break my hip.

“Yes, Brent, yes!” she said, taking my face in her hands.

We kissed again and my entire body went stiff as I fired the last of my load into her. I slumped back against the pillow after that, thoroughly worn out.

“Come here,” she said, pressing her lips against mine again.

We were back to soft kisses, ones of love and happiness. The tip of her tongue lightly flicked against mine and I felt her smile against my lips.

“Oh, that was amazing,” she said, finally resting her head against my shoulder. She took a few deep breaths and kissed me on the side of the neck.

As for me, I was as happy as could be. Devana was easily the most gorgeous woman I had ever been with. She had the kind of face and body you only saw once or twice in a lifetime.

“If that didn’t get me pregnant, I’ll be surprised,” she said, smiling and kissing my neck again. “Thank you, Brent.”

Was this gorgeous woman really thanking me for having sex with her?

“Thank you,” I said in return, hugging her tightly against me.

She made happy noises and remained there on my chest for a while. I never wanted her to move.

“You can’t tell anyone about this,” she said. “You’ll get your opportunities, but the queen will only choose young, strong women for you.” She leaned up and kissed me softly. “Thank you. You have no idea what this means to me.”

I took her face in my hands and kissed her as best as I knew how. I really didn’t know how to reply to what she said, so I just kissed her forehead and gave her my best smile.

Devana sighed happily and laid her head against my shoulder again. After a few minutes, she finally pushed herself up.

“I need to go,” she said, giving me a warm smile. She took a deep breath, then lifted her hips off me.

“So when I see you out there, do I just pretend I don’t know you?” I asked, watching her thighs as she stood up.

“Perfect,” she said, smiling down at me. “Because you don’t know me.” She gave me a wink as she fetched her cloak.

I was about to say something when she cut me off.

“Remember to keep our secret, Brent,” she said, giving me another beautiful smile. “You take care of me and I’ll take care of you.” She winked at me.

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but she closed the cloak around herself, then left my cottage.


Chapter nine



Iwoke up the next morning feeling absolutely fantastic.

No surprise there. Hot sex with a gorgeous woman, then just lying back on my bed without a care in the world. Well, I had been magically transported to a different universe. But I tried not to think about that.

It was the sun gently shining into my windows that woke me. Not an annoying alarm clock, not a text from a coworker asking if I could cover for them. I wasn’t quite sure what life was going to be like in this new world, but I was starting to like it.

It suddenly dawned on me that I might not ever see my friends and family again. If I was truly stuck in this world, all those relationships were gone. I felt a pang of sadness deep inside me at all the wonderful people I would miss. When the time was appropriate, I would mourn them.

But at that time, I was excited to learn more about this place. Moonglow, they called it. Well, whatever it was called, it was beautiful and full of gorgeous women.

I slammed a mug of water, then pulled my clothes on. It was my first full day in Moonglow, and I wanted to explore. I had to be careful, as I still had no clue where I was or what their customs were, but I wanted to get out there.

As soon as I was ready, I grabbed my clay water jug and left my cottage. I figured it would give me a good reason to walk around, instead of just wandering.

I walked in the direction Masha had told me. This early, only a few women populated the streets. I definitely got my share of stares as I walked down the path, water jug in hand.

“What are you doing here?” a woman asked, stepping right in my way. She looked somewhere between confused and angry.

“Ask Yazmine. She brought me here,” I replied, and stepped around her.

I guess after what had happened, they might wonder if I was an imposter or something. A guy from that rival city Anaya and Masha had mentioned.

I came to the well after a few minutes and decided to top off my water jug. After I twisted off the wide stopper, I set the jug down and started pulling on the rope in the well. A moment later I lugged a bucket full of water out, and used it to fill my water jug. I tossed the bucket back in the well and went on my way.

I took my time walking back to my little cabin, really trying to get a feel for this place. Most of the houses were small, not much larger than mine. While plenty of them had small yards, it didn’t look like the children played there much. I passed by what looked like a park, and the ground had the signs of heavy use. It even had a slide made of wood and copper. No kids though; it was still too early.

When I got back to my cottage, a beautiful young woman opened the door right as I reached out to grab the handle. Seeing me, she yelped, then placed a hand on her chest and laughed.

“Sorry, you scared me!” she said, blushing. “I just put your breakfast inside.”

“Thank you,” I told her. “What’s your name?”

“Mara,” she said, sounding a bit shy.

Mara was absolutely adorable, with her hazel eyes and dark hair. I tried not to stare, but her figure was absolutely delicious; small, perky breasts, a flat stomach, and wide hips. If she had thighs anything like Devana’s, I’d be in love.

“How old are you?” I asked.

“Nineteen,” she replied without hesitation. “What about you?”

“Twenty-eight,” I said.

“How do you like Moonglow so far?” she asked. Color still stained her cheeks.

“Let’s go inside and talk,” I said, hefting my water jug. “This thing is heavy.”

“Oh! I’m sorry,” she said, moving aside so I could enter.

I went straight to the wide counter and set the water jug there, then poured two mugs. It wasn’t wine, but it would do. Hmm, I wonder if they had wine here?

I set both mugs on the small table, and Mara and I sat down.

“To answer your question, I like it,” I said. “I still have a lot to figure out about this place, not to mention your culture, but so far it’s great.” I avoided mentioning the warm welcome I received last night.

“That’s great,” Mara said. “I usually work in the temple, helping Yazmine with things. She trains me, also.”

How had Yazmine phrased it?” “Do you have the gift of magic?” I asked.

Mara frowned. “I don’t think so. That is…. Well, I do, but it’s so weak it’s practically useless. I can light a candle, and that’s about it.”

“Still impressive in my book,” I said, and meant it. I mean, come on. Magic was actually real. That was about as badass as could be.

Mara smiled.

“So, you probably know why I’m here, then,” I said.

Mara nodded. “You’re going to help us defeat the Ghost Prince. And since you’re the only man to be here in more than a year, there are…other things I believe they want from you.” She blushed to her hairline after saying that.

Well, now things were awkward.

“Yeaaaahhh, and that,” I said. “I believe I’m supposed to see the queen today. She should explain things in greater detail.”

“I think you’ll like Queen Brielle,” Mara said. “She’s a wonderful woman. Kind, compassionate, strong. Hard to ask for more from a leader.”

I thought for a moment. “Do you guys have any big festivals or anything? Any wild celebrations?” Something occurred to me and I wanted to make sure I hadn’t found my way into a cannibal tribe.

Mara nodded enthusiastically. “The Feast of Tanarus is coming up soon. Everyone gathers together and dances and drinks wine and eats the best of food. I love it.”

Well, that answered my earlier suspicions about wine.

Mara looked at me strangely for a moment.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I know what they have planned for you,” she said, blushing again but meeting my gaze. “The queen herself has chosen mates for you.” She took a deep breath and sighed. “After so long, many of us wish to be mothers, but that is not a gift we will all receive.”

I blinked. “You’re nineteen, you have no business being pregnant. Go live your life a bit.” I didn’t mean the words in any sort of negative fashion, but she frowned when I said that. “Sorry, I’m not trying to be a dick. I just mean being a parent is a lot of work. Have your fun, make some memories, and a few years later go for it.”

“There is a hole in our population,” Mara said, suddenly turning serious. “A gap. It will take six or seven years for any of the boys to be old enough to father any children and reach fighting age. It’s doubtful most women would want a man so young. I certainly wouldn’t.”

The look she gave me made me think she was about to call me “daddy” but she just continued. Yeah, she definitely had a thing for me. No complaints here.

“Your children will help us greatly,” she continued. “They will give us a headstart on rebuilding our population, and help diversify things. Your hero’s blood will create strong children that can lead us to a new era of peace and prosperity.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that I wasn’t the hero. I was just an accident. Man, that stung even thinking about it.

“I promise I’ll do everything I can to help you out,” I said. I meant it, too. This seemed like a great place, and being able to genuinely help out just felt like the right thing to do.

“I should get back to work,” Mara said. She stood up and smoothed her leather skirt over her legs nervously. “I have a question.”

“Sure, go ahead,” I said, taking a sip of my water.

“Can I…. I mean with what you’re going to be doing and all…. May I kiss you?” And again with the blushing.

I chuckled. “Mara, you’re a beautiful woman. You can kiss me anytime you want.” And I meant it. She was the very image of the word adorable.

She smiled at me. “I know I won’t get chosen by the queen. I’m not tall enough or strong enough. My magic isn’t powerful enough to pass on to my children, and if I did they would be just as weak as me.”

I decided to cut her off before she rambled the morning away. I stood up and walked to her, taking her face in my hands. Our lips met in a soft, gentle kiss that lasted for some time. Her full lips were silky against mine.

We finally stopped and I wrapped my arms around her. She hugged me tightly in return.

“Thank you,” she said against my chest.

“Like I said, anytime,” I told her.

“Be careful, or I’ll take you up on that,” she replied.

I laughed, then bent down and kissed the top of her head. What a sweetheart.

We finally broke our hug, and Mara went up on her toes again to peck me on the lips. With a big smile, she turned and walked to the door.

Oh lord, the way her ass and thighs looked in that skirt. I had no words.

She glanced over her shoulder at me and winked. “I’ll see you around,” she said, then opened the door and left.

“Holy shit,” I said. I drained the last of my mug of water, wishing it was beer or something stronger. After that, I plopped down in my chair and tried to gather my thoughts.

If I was understanding things correctly, they wanted me to father a bunch of kids and fight some asshole. Well, the sex part was easy, but I wasn’t much of a fighter. Maybe Anaya could teach me. She certainly seemed competent in that department. Maybe she could teach me to cut the guy’s eyes out.

I took a moment to think about how much my life had changed in the space of a single day and laughed.

“Brent?” a woman’s voice called from outside.

“Shit,” I muttered and ran to the door. I pulled it open and saw Yazmine standing there.

She wasn’t wearing the hooded cloak I had previously seen her in, so now her red hair was bathed in morning light. Her blue-green eyes were full of confidence as they focused on me.

She wore a top that was similar to the ones I had seen other women in, but hers was made of blue cloth. Covering her bottom half was a long blue skirt that was slit up each side, almost all the way to the waist. I wasn’t sure if the clothes were made for pure comfort or to be seductive, but they excelled at both.

“How did you sleep?” she asked in her musical voice.

“Great,” I told her, and left it at that.

“That’s good to hear,” she said, glancing through the doorway at the interior of the cottage. “Your quarters are sufficient?”

“Absolutely,” I told her. “And the food has been great as well.” Shit, I had totally forgotten about breakfast.

Yazmine certainly noticed. “If the food is so good, why didn’t you eat?”

“I got sidetracked talking to someone,” I said. “Come on inside, I’ll eat real quick and then we can do whatever we need to do.”

After a moment, Yazmine nodded. “Very well.”

She stepped inside and I tried not to stare at her pale legs as they peeked out of the slits in her skirt. I had always been a fan of redheads, and Yazmine was a perfect example of precisely why. Every inch of her was gorgeous.

Breakfast was simple, just some oatmeal topped with a variety of dark berries and drizzled with honey. Man, they really seemed to like their honey drizzles here. No complaints.

“Eat up,” Yazmine said as she took a seat. “You’ll need your strength in the coming days.”

There were several ways I could take that, but decided to just focus on eating. The oatmeal was great, and that’s coming from a guy that never liked oatmeal. I was more of a bacon and toast kind of guy. I washed it down with a mug of spiced tea that had cooled a bit during my conversation with Mara.

“Ready?” Yazmine asked when I had finished the last of my tea.

“Sure,” I said, setting the mug down. “What’s next?”

“It’s time for you to meet our queen,” she said.


Chapter ten



Ilooked around the interior of my cottage as if I had a variety of clothes to choose from. Old habit, I suppose.

“Should I put anything else on?” I asked, picking at what clearly looked like work clothes.

“No, you are fine,” Yazmine said, giving me a beautiful smile. “Fancy clothes do not make the man.”

Okay, she had a point there. That made me feel a bit better. Still, my khakis were better than the pants I currently wore, although they were a bit on the dirty side. So, maybe not.

“Anything before we go?” I asked.

Yazmine shook her head. “Nope. Just take a deep breath and relax. Queen Brielle is kind, and I’m sure she’s excited to see you.”

I nodded. “Alright, in that case, let’s go.”

Manners. Manners were important. I had to remember that, especially since I was about to meet a queen. And for that matter, Yazmine was the High Priestess, or whatever title they gave her.

I stood and held out a hand for Yazmine. She looked at my hand, then smiled and used it to pull herself up.

“Thank you,” she said.

Well, after that the inevitable happened. She turned and walked toward the door and I nearly fell over when I saw what the back half of her looked like in that outfit. Jesus Christ, I didn’t think a body like that was even possible.

“Are you alright?” Yazmine asked, turning to face me when she reached the door.

“Yeah,” I said, staring hard at the ceiling. “Yeah, I’m good. Don’t mind me, just a uhh, a crick in my neck.” Man, I was trying so damn hard not to get a boner at that moment. I felt like a teenage boy surrounded by supermodels.

I took a deep breath and calmed my hormones, then walked to the door. Okay, Brent. This wasn’t the first time you’ve been around hot women. Hold yourself together.

I held the door for Yazmine and she gave me another polite smile as she left. After walking out, I closed it behind me.

At least it wasn’t a far walk. My cottage was on the edge of town nearest to the temple, and the queen’s palace stood right next to that. I glanced up at the sky, trying to determine the rough position of the sun. Okay, so it looked like the temple and palace were on the eastern side of the valley.

“Is there anything I need to know before I meet her?” I asked.

“Not really,” Yazmine said. “Be respectful, be polite, and you’ll be fine. Have you never spoken to royalty before? With your three names, I would assume you had.”

I laughed. “Not even remotely.”

The palace was a surprisingly simple building, stark and functional in design. Broad stone stairs led to an entrance flanked by four tall pillars. Nothing about the building was particularly fancy, although it was clear it had been made with the utmost care and skill.

A set of double doors stood at the top of the stairs, with a single woman posted in front. She was tall and lithe, with her upper body covered in leather armor similar to what I had seen Anaya and Masha wearing. A heavy leather skirt covered her legs to the knees, with sturdy boots on her feet. She leaned on her long spear and watched us approach.

“Be nice to her,” Yazmine said quietly as we walked up the wide steps.

“Noted,” I said, looking up at the woman.

She had the same dark hair and eyes as most of the others, although her hair was wavy. She watched us with a stern expression on her face, and while she leaned on her spear in a casual manner, I immediately got the impression she knew how to use it. Even with the hard glare, she was quite beautiful. In fact, I don’t think I had seen an ugly woman yet in this valley.

“Good morning, Anita,” Yazmine said.

“Mother,” Anita replied, bowing her head. “Who is this?” She eyed me up and down. The hardness of her face softened, and she seemed genuinely interested in me. Well, I was the only man in the valley.

Yazmine looked over at me.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, trying my hand at a simple bow. Yeah, that was something I would need to practice. “Brent Williams. I’m here to see the queen.”

“Two names?” Anita looked at Yazmine. “Is he a visitor from another city? A member of their royal family?”

“I actually have three names,” I muttered, but Yazmine spoke right over me.

“He is a special guest of mine, and here to speak with the queen. We conferred on this earlier, and she is expecting him.”

Anita bowed her head. “As you say, Mother.” She took a step to the side, eyeing me with a mixture of suspicion and interest.

I followed Yazmine through the wide double doors. They led to a large room with several chairs along each wall. Each side wall also had a door, and in front of us was another set of double doors, these made of heavily carved wood. Those doors currently stood open, giving me a faint view into the next room.

“This is the sitting room,” Yazmine said as we walked toward the double doors. “If people want to speak with the queen, they wait here until she’s ready.”

“I’m glad we don’t have to wait,” I said.

Yazmine gave me a grin. “One of the benefits of being the priestess.” She looked forward. “Remember, be on your best behavior. She is a kind person, but still a queen.”

“Noted,” I said as we walked through the double doors.

We entered what I assumed was the throne room. It was a massive chamber of smooth-cut stone, with tall windows on each side to keep it bright. A chandelier hung from the ceiling, and from my vantage point it looked like it contained more of those magical lights.

We stepped onto a narrow rug that extended well into the room and stopped at a raised marble dais. Atop that sat the throne, and more importantly, the queen.

This valley was filled with beautiful women, and the queen was no exception. She sat tall and straight-backed on her throne, looking as regal as I would have imagined. A small golden crown perched atop her dark, wavy hair, and she watched me with dark eyes that were like pools of midnight. While her skin was lightly tan like the rest of the women, it was more naturally olive-toned instead of being tanned from the sun.

Her clothes seemed a rather fancy version of what I had seen the others in. She wore a dress of sorts, in a rich shade of dark brown with golden embroidery along every edge. The top of her dress didn’t cover much—about as much as a bikini top. It did, however, give me a phenomenal view of some of the nicest breasts I’d ever seen. The dress fit snugly around her midsection, and the skirt split up each side, all the way to the waist, in the same style that was popular here. Her thighs looked deliciously thick.

Yazmine walked down the narrow carpet and I stayed next to her. She stopped ten feet in front of the dais and bowed her head. She hissed at me and I did the same.

“So, you’re him,” the queen said. Her voice was low and smoky. She leaned an elbow on the arm of her throne and tapped her full lip with one finger. Her eyes went to Yazmine.

“Yes, my queen, this is him,” the priestess said. I glanced over at her and saw a slight flush on her face. “Our spell was, indeed, a success. I still am not entirely sure what happened with the other one, or why they arrived at different times.”

Wait, that was the second time I had heard them mention that. Did someone else get zapped to this world with me? Who was it? Oh god, I hoped it wasn’t fucking Janet.

“Brent Dean Williams,” the queen said, almost as if she were tasting my name. “A man with three names must be powerful. What were you back in your world?”

“Um,” I ran my fingers through my hair. “Digital Marketing and Advertising Specialist.”

The queen blinked. “I’m not sure I’m following you. Is that a title?”

I sighed. Might as well play along, especially since I was supposed to be this hero guy. “You could think of it that way. A lower-level title.”

“And he brought this weapon with him,” a voice called out from behind me.

Anaya walked in, holding my paper cutter in both hands. She wasn’t wearing armor like I had seen earlier, and instead wore the simple halter top most other women wore. Her body was incredible; she looked both breathtakingly beautiful and like she could kick my ass. She winked at me as she walked by.

“You may approach, Anaya” the queen said.

Anaya stepped up the dais and showed the queen the parts of the paper cutter.

“This was your sword?” Queen Brielle asked, glancing at me. She tested the edge on her thumb. “Not a very sharp weapon.”

“It’s more for maiming,” I said, remembering that giant raccoon thing I had accidentally whacked in the face.

“Your shield seems almost useless,” the queen continued.

Anaya nodded, then shot me a sly look. “I agree, Your Majesty. It’s far too heavy, and these metal loops aren’t large enough to slip over my arm. I’m not entirely sure what it is.”

“It’s, uh…. It’s not finished,” I said. “It was still being built. Give it to your blacksmith and she could probably finish it.” After saying that, I realized a good shield would probably come in handy, since I was expected to fight. And modern metal—even the shit in a paper cutter—was probably better than what they could smelt here.

“Send this to Tizia,” Queen Brielle said, touching the base of the paper cutter.

“Think she can fix up my sword as well?” I asked. I mean, the thing was made of steel, and the cutting edge was high-carbon steel. Surely she could do something with it.

Queen Brielle raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow at me. Anaya turned and shot me a look.

“Uh, please?” I added.

“Probably,” Anaya said.

“I would really appreciate that,” I told them. “Sorry, I hope my demands aren’t too much.”

After a moment, Queen Brielle shook her head. “No, you are fine, Brent Dean Williams.”

Ah, that was already getting annoying. “Please, just call me Brent,” I said.

The queen turned back to Anaya. “Take them both to Tizia.”

Anaya nodded. “Yes, my queen.” She backed away, turned, and hurried out of the room.

“How do you find your accommodations?” the queen asked.

“Quite pleasant,” I said. “The bed is soft, the food is good, and the people are kind.” Especially the ones that came in the middle of the night.

“Good,” Queen Brielle said. “Do you understand why you’re here?”

“Yes ma’am,” I replied. Wait, was “ma’am” an appropriate word to use when speaking to a queen? By the way her lips tightened, I didn’t think so.

“I have explained it to him,” Yazmine said.

“Our future is in your hands, Brent,” Queen Brielle said. “You must understand how much trust we are placing in you.”

“Yes, I do, and I appreciate everything,” I said to her. “And I can assure you that I will try my absolute hardest every day, and I won’t stop until the, uh, the Ghost Prince is defeated.” I wasn’t sure if bringing him up was a good idea or not. Fingers crossed.

The queen nodded. “And you know of our concerns with children, correct?”

“Yes, I do,” I replied. I was being especially cautious on that topic.

“That is just as important as fighting our enemies,” Queen Brielle said. “In some ways, even more so. You will inject new blood into this valley. My hope is that it is the blood of a hero.”

I stood there, not wanting to reply. Knowing me, I’d say something dumb and ruin my opportunity.

“This is your task, Brent,” the queen said. Her dark eyes practically bored into my head as she spoke. “My doctors have selected the finest women from this valley for you. Beginning tomorrow, one will come see you each day, around dinner time. I’m sure you will know what to do.”

I just nodded. Holy shit, was this really happening?

“We are starting with five women,” the queen continued. “Depending on how you treat them and how you…perform, we will increase that number. One hundred would be nice, but I know that is a lot of work, even for a man of your caliber.”

“You flatter me,” I said.

“We want to ensure you have adequate motivation.” The queen held up three fingers. “So, you may choose three women from this valley and take them as your wives.”

I blinked. Wow, I hadn’t been expecting that one. “Any three?” I asked.

The queen nodded. “Any three women from this valley. Now, understand that she must consent to your proposal, but you may ask any woman. I would advise you to think long and hard on this decision. While we have you here for a certain purpose, you would do well to remember that our women are strong-willed and will not submit to you. You will treat them as equals.”

I nodded. “When may I choose them?” I briefly wondered if I could choose the queen herself. I mean, she was insanely hot. Plus wouldn’t that make me a king? Or the queen’s consort or something.

“Any time you wish,” she said, although her tone held a bucketful of caution.

“Will I get a place to live?”

“Yes,” the queen said. “A house has been built for you. Tomorrow, you will be taken there. Meals will be brought to you, as they have been so far. If you take care of our needs, we will take care of yours.”

“I think that sounds like a fair deal,” I said. Hell yeah it was. Free house, free food, sleeping with all the beautiful women. I mean, in exchange for that I had to fight someone. I was sure I could learn, though. Plus, with a shield and a long enough spear, I’d be further away from the action. And Yazmine knew magic, that would help.

“What’s my timeline?” I asked.

Queen Brielle looked down at me as if she were passing a sentence. “That is up to you, Brent, but do not dawdle. If you play games with our future, I will have Anaya impale you on her spear and hang your body in front of my palace so everyone can watch you die slowly.”

I swallowed. “No need for threats. I’ll—”

“That’s not a threat, it’s a promise,” she said.

“Jesus, alright,” I said, holding up both hands. “I’ll get right on it, okay?”

“I have spoken with him at length about this, Your Majesty,” Yazmine said. “I believe he will put his full effort into it.”

“Good,” Queen Brielle said after an uncomfortably long pause. “Mother, you have done well.”

Yazmine bowed her head. “Thank you, Your Majesty.”

“You may escort him away now. And Brent, I wish you all the best. May the light of Tanarus be with you.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” I said, bowing my head as Yazmine had done.

The beautiful priestess grabbed my arm and turned me, then we started down the long carpet. Without thinking, I offered her my arm. She looked surprised for a moment, then slipped hers through it.

“Well, I think that went well,” I said once we were out of the queen’s earshot. “Free room and board and sex, and if I don’t beat up her half dead brother, Anaya will kill me. Clearly nothing to stress about at all.”

Yazmine burst out laughing.


Chapter eleven



As we left the palace, I held my hand up to Anita. She just stared at it.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her eyes narrowing.

“Hold your hand up like this,” I said. “No, the other one.” When she raised her right hand, I high-fived her.

“What the fuck was that?” she asked, her hand going back to her spear.

I rolled my eyes. “Look, Anita, relax a bit before I take my first choice of wife right here and now. It’s just a fun way to say hello to someone.”

After a moment her face softened. She raised her hand again and I high-fived her. That got a grin out of her. Honestly, seeing that smile on her face made me think….

No. This valley was filled with beautiful women of every sort. I didn’t need one that would stab me. I glanced at her over my shoulder as we walked away and found her watching me. Anita was awfully cute when she smiled, though.

“So, what’s next?” I asked Yazmine.

“Well, if you’re going to live here then you need several things,” Yazmine said, looking down. “Better footwear would be at the top of that list. What are those?”

I raised my leg and looked at my loafers. “These are comfortable and stylish, that’s what they are.”

“Not the best for fighting though, I’d imagine.”

“Okay, you’ve got me there.” I looked around. “So, are we going to a tailor or an uh, bootmaker?”

“Cobbler, yes,” she said.

Her arm was still through mine, and she pulled me to the right. We walked down a busy side street and I tried to smile at everyone without coming off as creepy.

While the physical nature of life here tended to keep everyone fit, there was still a nice variety of women in the city. Most had brown hair and eyes, but I saw a few with blonde hair. Yazmine was the only redhead, though.

I almost sighed audibly when I saw a shorter woman with deliciously thick thighs and an ass to match. She saw me looking and blinked a few times, then realized I was that hero they had all prayed for. Her lips curved into a warm smile.

“Calm yourself,” Yazmine said, giving my arm a little tug. “One would think you’d never seen a woman before.”

“Sorry,” I said. “You’re all just so damn beautiful. I don’t think I’ve ever seen so many beautiful women in one place before. And that includes you as well.”

“Thank you,” she said.

I tried to be more covert in my ogling of the women. Eh, that was the wrong word. I was just getting a feel for things. I certainly had my preferences, and busty redheads were at the top of that list, but with so many options it would be interesting to discover what I truly wanted. I briefly glanced over my shoulder at that short brunette with the big butt. That would definitely be a nice place to start.

Yazmine pulled me to a halt in front of a large stone building. Like the others, it had a thatch roof, and a sign hung next to the door depicting a pair of tall boots.

“Here we go,” Yazmine said.

“Perfect, thanks,” I said. “Um, do I need you here for this?” I was concerned I was taking her from her duties as priestess.

Yazmine blinked and removed her arm from mine. “I suppose you don’t.”

“Ah shit, I’m sorry,” I said. Without thinking I just reached out and hugged Yazmine. She gasped as I patted her on the back. “You’ve been so wonderful and kind to me, Yazmine. Thank you for helping me so much.” I released her and noticed the surprised look on her face.

“People don’t generally hug me, or even touch me,” she said in a quiet voice. Not rebuking me, more just explaining her situation. “I’m the High Priestess of Tanarus. I’m considered sacred, to an extent.”

“Okay, well in that case I’ll make sure I hug you every time I see you, so you can get used to physical contact,” I said. That got a laugh out of her, which was wonderful to see. Even with all the beauty around me, she stood out as someone special.

I reached out to her and she looked at my hand for a moment, then cautiously slipped hers in it. I gave her hand a squeeze and smiled at her.

“Thanks again. I guess I’ll see you around.”

She nodded and we released hands. “Yes. I will be checking on you from time to time, to ensure you are following the right path. But until then, I wish you a good day.”

“Wow,” I said quietly as she walked away.

“May I help you?” a woman’s voice said from behind me.

I turned and noticed a woman standing behind the counter. The look on her face showed she wasn’t particularly impressed with me so far, which made sense. I mean, she had just caught me ogling the priestess.

She was a shorter woman with a stocky build. Not fat, not muscular, just thicker in general and not in an unpleasant way. Her dark hair was pulled up in a bun and she had a smudge of something on the side of her nose. Whatever she was wearing, most of it was covered by a thick apron.

“Well, I guess I’m here for some boots,” I said, looking down at my feet.

“Yes, that much is apparent considering where you are,” she said. Oof, she would be a tough one to win over.

I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. My name is Brent.”

She nodded. “Okay.” Double oof.

“May I ask your name?”

She nodded again. “You may ask.”

I couldn’t help it. I laughed out loud. Whether her attitude was on purpose or just her natural demeanor, I found it funny.

I swept her a bow that probably sucked. “My name is Brent, and I am here for some of your boots. I would be honored if you would tell me your name.”

“Better,” she said. Her face relaxed a bit. “And my name is Ivona.” She finally stepped out from behind her counter and walked toward me. Oh yes, she was a thick one indeed. A body type that I could definitely have a lot of fun with.

“Those are strange shoes,” she said, looking down at my loafers.

“Well, then I guess it’s a good thing I’m here to replace them,” I said.

She rolled her eyes at me. “Have a seat over there.”

I went over to the chair she indicated and sat down. It had a sort of shelf in the front where I could put my feet. I kicked off my shoes and set both feet there.

She spent a few minutes taking measurements and tracing outlines of both feet, then nodded.

“That’s all I need. Your boots will be ready in a few days.”

“Thanks,” I told her. “Hey, where can I find a tailor?”

Ivona jerked her thumb over her shoulder without looking at me. “Two buildings down the road.”

“Thanks,” I said again. Well, dealing with her wasn’t exactly a basket of puppies, but I had a feeling she would make good boots. She seemed like the kind of woman that would take her trade seriously.

I left her shop and walked two doors down, then stopped in front of the tailor’s shop. A sign hung above the door, carved with a needle and thread. Well, that made it pretty obvious. I stepped inside.

“Hello, how can I—oh, goodness!” A middle-aged woman stepped out from behind her counter, looking surprised. She walked toward me a bit, looking me up and down. “So, you’re him! Amazing.” She was, I guess you could say, a bit more plain than many of the women I had seen in Moonglow, which meant she was still very attractive. Definitely above average.

I shrugged. “Yep, it’s me.”

The apron she wore was similar to Ivona’s. She untied it and pulled it off over her head, then folded it and set it on her counter. Still looking me up and down, she crossed her arms beneath her small breasts. Her figure was slender, lithe even. She looked like a woman that took good care of herself. Probably did yoga every day and went for morning jogs with her dogs and bought organic produce.

“I do hope you’ll forgive me. I haven’t seen a man in more than a year,” she said. “My name is Carina.”

“Brent,” I replied.

“So, I’m going to assume the obvious; that you need some clothes. Am I correct in that?” She gave me a smile that seemed more professional than anything else. Not unpleasant, though. In fact, she had a great smile that lit up her entire face.

I picked at my plain white shirt. “Yeah. These aren’t bad, just a bit bland. Can you make me something similar but with more color? Maybe some blue shirts, or a green one?”

She nodded. “Absolutely. And I’ll be glad to do it; so many people around here prefer functional clothing. It’s like they’ve forgotten the beauty of color!”

I thought of the bikini tops and skirts everyone seemed to wear. I certainly had no complaints, but yes, a bit of color would be nice.

“I’m glad you agree,” Carina said. I realized I had said that last part out loud.

“Is this what men usually wore around here?” I asked, tapping my plain shirt.

She nodded. “Like I said, functional.” She sighed. “I don’t mind making the clothing, really. It makes my job easy. But sometimes I wish for something a bit fancier.”

A thought suddenly occurred to me, and I snapped my fingers loudly, making her jump. “Hold that thought!” I said, and rushed out the door.

I jogged down the street, suddenly grateful that it only took one left turn to get back to the main road and to my cottage. With all the buildings looking so similar, I could see how getting lost in this simple place was a possibility.

Once I got to my cottage I pushed the door open and went inside. To my surprise, Mara stood there, looking around. She practically leaped in the air when I came in.

“Hey, didn’t mean to scare you,” I said. “Is everything alright?”

Her eyes suddenly took on a look of panic. She blushed to her hairline and went for the door. I stepped in front of her and held my hands up.

“Hey, are you okay?” I asked her.

“I’m sorry, Brent,” she said, sounding flustered. “I just—the other day we kissed and—today I was thinking—I just thought maybe—ohhh, I’m sorry.” She buried her face in her hands. “This is so embarrassing.”

I almost laughed, but didn’t want her to think I was laughing at her.

“Come here,” I said and pulled her into a tight hug. She was a bit hesitant at first, but quickly wrapped her arms around my waist and leaned her head against my shoulder.

“Everything is okay,” I said. “There is no reason to be embarrassed. If you just wanted to see me, that’s fine.”

She pulled away and looked up into my eyes. After a deep breath, she spoke again.

“Can you kiss me again?”

I smiled at her. “Of course.”

I bent down and kissed her, softly like before. Our lips parted and the kiss took on a bit of intensity as our tongues danced with each other. Nothing too racy; I knew she was new to all of this. But I held her and kissed her for a solid five minutes straight.

“Oh, that is so nice,” she said, leaning her head against my shoulder again. “Thank you, Brent.”

I looked down at the gorgeous young woman. “No thanks needed, trust me. I’m here for anything you want to do.”

She looked up at me again. “Do you mean that?”

“Have you seen yourself?” I asked. “Of course.”

Her face turned scarlet as she blushed again. “Do you think we could…. You know.”

Ah, she wanted to go the whole way. I opened my mouth to tell her yes, then thought for a moment.

“You’re nineteen, right?”

She nodded.

“Have you ever had sex before? Or done anything sexual?”

She paused, then looked down and shook her head.

“Oh, Mara,” I said, and bent down to kiss her on the forehead. “You have a lot to learn, my dear. And I can’t wait to show you. But not at this moment; I need to bring some clothes to Carina.”

She suddenly looked excited. “What do you want to show me?”

I went over to where I had tossed my clothes and grabbed them. “Everything I can think of,” I said, turning and giving her a wink. “I guess when you bring me my dinner we can talk about things.”

“Okay,” she said. She blushed again, but this time from excitement.

“Come here,” I said, and bent down to kiss her again.

I held clothes in my right hand, so I let my left hand trail down her jaw and her neck while we kissed. My fingers gently traced down her shoulder, along the side of her breast, then down to her stomach. Her body shivered at my touch. Man, I was looking forward to spending some time with her.

“Alright, gotta run,” I said. I gave her a quick kiss on the forehead, then left.

I ran down the street, ignoring stares from the locals. With everything looking so similar I nearly missed the street, but recognized a flowered bush at the last moment and turned right. A short walk later and I found myself back in the tailor’s shop.

“I was wondering where you’d gone,” Carina said, giving me a pleasant smile.

“Here,” I said, slapping my Hawaiian shirt and khakis on her counter. “Use these as patterns. It’ll give you something new to work with.”

“Fascinating,” she said, picking up my Hawaiian shirt and examining it. “What is this material? It’s so soft and thin, but feels like nothing I’ve felt before.”

“Uh, I think a rayon blend,” I said. “Not something you’ll have here.”

“Yes, I will have fun with this,” Carina said. “Thank you, Brent, for bringing a bit of joy in an old woman’s life.”

I laughed. “Old? You aren’t old.”

“I just turned fifty!” she insisted.

“And you’re still quite beautiful,” I told her.

She smiled and blushed, which made her even more attractive. Yeah, she was a cutie.

“I won’t keep you any longer,” I said, giving her my best smile. “I’ll stop by in a day or two to see how things are going.”

“Okay. I’ll see you then,” she said. Her smile was much warmer than it had previously been.

I was really enjoying flirting with all these attractive women. Especially since they all seemed to truly enjoy it.

I guess being the only guy in paradise was a pretty good position to be in.


Chapter twelve



After that, I didn’t have much to do so I wandered around a bit. I won’t lie; being the center of attention was pretty awesome. Everywhere I walked, women stared at me.

I followed the main road away from my cottage, so I guess to the west. It cut a fairly straight line through the forest, and eventually the trees thinned out and I saw a stream ahead. Well, stream or small river, hard to say. It was about ten feet wide. Just big enough for people to bathe in, which was what they were doing.

I stopped before I got too close, as I didn’t want to scare anyone away. Even still, my eyes nearly popped out of my head.

In front of me, roughly a dozen women were fully nude, bathing in the stream. They were a good representation of what I had seen around the city; mostly fit, with brown hair and eyes.

A pale woman stood and made her way to the stone shore. She shivered a bit, then used her hands to swipe water from her skin. After stepping out of the stream, she bent over and grabbed a towel on the shore. Her breasts were perfect; there was no other word for it. Large, perfectly formed, and just begging to be squeezed. She turned before I got a look at her face, but the back half of her was equally impressive. Her hair looked to be dark blonde, maybe with a hint of red. Hard to tell, as it was wet.

It dawned on me that if the women saw me there staring at them, they’d probably think I was a creep. I looked around and saw a path on my left, so I took it. It seemed to parallel the stream, so I just kept walking.

I passed a few women on the path, most holding clay water jugs. Several of them gasped in shock at seeing a man walking around the city, so I told them Yazmine had brought me here to help. That seemed to calm them. The rest apparently knew why I was here. The smoky looks in their eyes suggested so.

A few minutes later, the path opened up and I found myself near the edge of a small lake. A handful of women were filling their water jugs along the rocky shore. I took a few steps closer, marveling at the tall waterfall in the distance. The water cascading a hundred feet down the pale rocky cliff and splashing into the lake had to be one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen.

“Are you him?” asked a young woman as she stepped up to me. She was beautiful, but clearly too young—probably fourteen or fifteen. Ugh, I hoped she didn’t try flirting with me.

“Yep,” I said. “I’m here to help out and, uh, save everyone.” It still felt weird saying that.

The girl nodded. “We’re all glad you’re here. Things haven’t been the same, after all the men were killed.”

“I’ll bet,” I said. “That was a lot to lose. I can’t imagine how hard it must have been.”

She pursed her lips and turned to look at the other women fetching water. “I think some will never recover.”

A middle-aged woman saw us and hurried closer. It only took me a second to see the similarities in their faces and builds. It was her mother. She reached out and took her daughter’s arm, pulling her a bit further from me. She watched me with suspicious eyes.

“So, you’re the one people are talking about,” the mother said.

I swear, if I saw one more smoking hot mom I was going to lose my mind. This woman had curly brown hair gathered at the nape of her neck, and big tits that made my mouth water.

“Yeah,” I replied. “Yazmine brought me here yesterday.”

The woman paused. “Brought you here? Where are you from?”

“A different world, best I can tell,” I said. “Much like yours, but with more advanced technology. Uh, machines and things like that.”

The woman nodded slowly. Her suspicion seemed to melt, and she quickly warmed up to me. “How long will you be here?”

I shrugged. “From what I understand, I’m here to stay. Right now I’m in a small house near the temple, but the queen told me a house is being prepared for me.”

She looked me up and down and her lips slowly formed into a smile. “I have a feeling you’re going to be very popular here.” There was a lot to read in that smile of hers, and I understood it all.

“And I have a feeling I’m going to love every minute,” I said, grinning.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go,” she said to her daughter. They turned to leave, then she looked at me over her shoulder. “My name is Celine, by the way.”

“Brent,” I replied.

“I’ll see you again, Brent,” she said, giving me another one of those smiles. After that, she and her daughter left.

Hot damn. I had never before experienced this, where everyone wanted me. It was amazing. Several more women pointed at me and spoke among themselves, so I decided to turn and leave. I was getting a little tired of answering the same questions. Also, something occurred to me.

I followed the path back toward the bathing area. It seemed to be a big socialization spot as well; women just stood around, fully nude, talking to each other without a care in the world.

As I approached the main road, I saw the woman with the perfect tits pass by. She had donned the same clothes that many of the women here wore; some form of bikini top or halter top and a short skirt. She rubbed her hair with a towel as she walked by, and now that it was mostly dry I saw it was indeed blonde with a hint of red.

I stepped onto the main path and began walking back to my cottage. Women smiled at me as I passed by, some of them looking me up and down in a considering manner.

As the sun was rising in the sky, I realized it was probably close to lunch time. I wasn’t sure if they did the typical lunch-at-noon thing here, or if their eating schedule was way later, like in Spain, but I assumed the former.

So far, everything seemed to be going rather smoothly. Clothing, boots, all of that was set up and getting made, my food was taken care of; I really didn’t have a care in the world, other than that whole kill an undead prince thing. I tried to put that out of my mind for a bit. But, since it was nagging at me, I decided to do something about it.

“Anaya?” I asked the third woman in a row. “I just need to talk to her. She’s tall and acts like she’ll stab you if you wrong her in any way.”

“Oh, Anaya, yeah,” a woman said in reply. She pointed at a house just a bit off to the left. “I think that one’s hers. Not sure if she’s home or not, though. She’s a busy one”

“Thanks,” I said to her. She looked me up and down with a smile, but I went toward the house she had pointed at.

It was larger than my cottage for sure, but still a relatively small stone house. I peeked through the windows but felt kinda odd, so I just went to the front door and knocked several times. Nothing. I knocked again, just in case she was busy, but she never came.

“Guess she isn’t home,” I said.

Well, no bother. After that I retraced my steps back to the main road, then went back to my cottage. I pushed the door open, realizing that none of the doors seemed to lock. Well, I guess that wasn’t hugely important in a place with no crime. Definitely better than my old hometown.

I pulled off my shoes and set them next to the bed, then poured myself a mug of water. Staying hydrated was nice, but I was going to have to get some wine or something with a bit of flavor. I wondered if they did cider.

Shortly after sitting down, a faint knock came at my front door.

“Come in,” I said, although I had an idea as to who it was.

The door opened and Mara peeked her head in. Seeing me she gave me a smile, then pushed the door open the rest of the way. She held a covered tray in both hands, and went over to the counter. The smells coming from it made my mouth water.

“Time for lunch,” she said.

“You or the food?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. That got a good laugh out of her. Ah, what a doll.

After setting the tray on the counter, she turned back to me. I held a hand out toward her and she looked at it for a minute, then walked over to me. I took her by the hand, then pulled her down onto my lap and wrapped my arms around her. She was sideways, with her right shoulder against my chest.

“I don’t have time to do much right now,” she said. “Yazmine has me pretty busy today.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” I said. “I just wanted to do this for a moment.”

She wiggled her substantial butt on my lap. “This is nice. I wonder what it’s like without clothes.”

“I guess we’ll have to find out sometime,” I said, returning her grin. “Here, turn this way.”

I gently grabbed her by the waist and she moved at my touch, until she was facing away from me. My grip on her waist tightened and I pulled that magnificent ass of hers against my crotch.

“Is that…” she began.

“Yep. That’s because of you,” I said, pulling her ass against my rock-hard erection again.

“Oh, wow,” she said softly.

She hesitated for a moment, then reached back and grabbed onto her skirt, pulling it up to her waist. That left her bare, naked ass right there on my lap. Holy shit, I didn’t think I’d ever seen anything so beautiful.

Mara began moving her hips around in small circles. She was a bit clumsy at first, and I realized she had probably never done that and was exploring how she could move while on me.

“So, this position is good for sex?” she asked. I could hear the heat in her voice.

“This position is great for all kinds of sex,” I said. My grip remained on her hips, but my hands practically trembled with desire for the rest of her.

“What other kinds?” she asked, glancing at me over her shoulder.

Ah, sweet innocence. I gently slid my right hand forward around her hip to her lower stomach. She immediately spread her thighs and looked down, watching my hand go between her legs. I gently ran a fingertip down her soft folds, feeling the slight wetness.

“We can do it here,” I said, then pulled my hand back

My fingers went around her hip and across that incredible bubble butt of hers. I hoped it wouldn’t be pushing things too much, but I just couldn’t resist. I gently slid a finger between her cheeks and ran it down until it was resting on her little pink asshole, then pushed slightly and moved my finger in a massaging motion.

“We can also do it here,” I said.

I was expecting her to react, but she didn’t. She just sat there, letting me rub her asshole. After a few seconds she let out a sharp breath. Almost of its own accord, my left hand slid up her body and grabbed onto one of her breasts, then gave it a squeeze. A faint sound, almost like a whimper, escaped her lips.

“Okay,” she said in a breathy voice. “I want to try all of these things. I want you to show me. Just use my body.” She pushed her ass back, gyrating on my crotch and against my finger.

We stayed like that for another minute, then she finally sighed and stood. She pushed her skirt back down around her thighs, and looked at me. Color stained her cheeks.

“No need to be shy around me,” I said as I stood up. I pulled her into a tight hug and kissed the side of her head. “We’re going to take things nice and slow, and you’re going to experience so much. In time your shyness will melt and you’ll feel more comfortable around me.

“Thank you, Brent. I mean it. I know we’re just fooling around, but you seem really nice. I like how you touch me, though. I want you to do a lot more of that.”

“Anything in particular?” I asked.

“Everything,” she replied without hesitation

I bent down and kissed her, and then she hurried away, back to the temple. I took a deep breath in an attempt to relax my raging erection.

“Holy shit,” I said to myself. I was in a strange new world, but I had a lot to look forward to.


Chapter thirteen



Iwalked over to my counter and poured myself a mug of water. The sight of Mara’s perfectly round ass gyrating on my crotch would forever be burned into my brain in the most glorious of ways.

But unfortunately, I couldn’t just stand around and dream about Mara’s ass all day. I had things to do. Well, not a whole lot of things, but I had one specific thing I wanted to do, which required one specific person.

“Oh crap, dinner,” I said, suddenly remembering the food Mara had brought. My thoughts had been so firmly on her bottom I had completely forgotten the reason she even came into my cottage.

I lifted the lid from the platter and smiled at what I saw. The telltale aromas of meat cooked over an open fire greeted me, although I wasn’t entirely sure what it was. Didn’t look like beef or pork…. Mutton or something? I’d have to ask. It was surrounded with things that looked like green beans, except they were in a rainbow of colors. Even blue! Never thought I’d see blue beans.

I grabbed the crude, two-pronged fork—seriously, I was going to have to talk to the blacksmith about making something better—and dug in. My hunger made the food taste especially delicious. The meat wasn’t quite as tender as I was used to, although that made sense when I thought about it for a moment. Here, they let the animals graze on grass instead of stuffing corn down their throats to fatten them up as quickly as possible. It still tasted fantastic, though.

I missed several aspects of my old life back on Earth, like my friends and family. And don’t even get me started on Charlotte, I was still pissed I’d lost my chance to finally take her on a date. But so far this place was turning out to be paradise. Good food, good people, and an easy life. Plus, as the only man in the valley…. Well, no explanation needed.

Once my food was done I washed it down with some more water, then cleaned my hands and mouth with a towel. Mara would come by and grab the plates later.

I left my cottage and closed the door behind me. The weather was much warmer now at midday, but not overly hot. Plenty of women were on the street, walking to or from errands, or sometimes just talking with friends. Many of them still watched me as I passed by. It would probably take weeks for that to wear off, maybe longer.

I hurried down the road, trying to remember where I was going. Fortunately the city wasn’t particularly complex, and things were laid out fairly gridlike. Still, everything was new to me so I had to backtrack once or twice before finding myself standing in front of a stone house. I knocked firmly on the door.

“What?” a woman’s voice called from inside. She sounded irritated.

“At least now I know you talk that way to everyone, not just me,” I replied.

After several heavy footsteps, the door swung open and I was greeted by Anaya’s beautiful face. She looked me up and down with that why-the-fuck-are-you-here look in her eyes.

“Miss me?” I asked, pushing past her and walking inside.

The interior of her place wasn’t quite what I expected. From our earlier interactions, I expected an almost Swedish minimalism; something stark, where everything had a purpose. Instead, I found several small books on a shelf with a painting of flowers next to it. Three small chairs with plenty of thick pillows were arranged in a way that practically invited conversation.

“Care to tell me why you barged in here?” Anaya asked, crossing her arms. She kicked her door shut in a manner that said I was trapped in there with her until I answered. The look on her face suggested I only had a moment to explain myself before she grabbed a knife. But, I was learning that was how she looked at everyone.

“I missed your charm and beauty,” I said with a grin.

“Brent, if you don’t—”

“Oh stop, Anaya,” I said. “I came here because I need you.”

She paused. “What?”

“Yeah, I need you,” I said. “Look, I need to learn how to fight with a weapon. I need a teacher.”

“I’ll go find you a better one,” she said, glaring at me.

“No, I don’t want a better one. I want you,” I said. I had a feeling she was just being modest. Even the queen knew her by name, which showed me plenty.

She pressed her lips together. “I don’t have time to hold your hand and teach you anything,” she said.

“Well, too bad,” I replied. “Because I need to learn so we can all survive this fiasco.”

“What’s a fiasco?” she asked.

“This shit situation we’re in,” I said. “Look, I’m going to be honest with you. I don’t really know how to fight. That’s why I came to you.” Surely she would appreciate my honesty.

“Why would Yazmine bring a man incapable of fighting?” Anaya asked. She didn’t sound happy.

Shit, I had to think of something. I had almost forgotten that only Yazmine knew I wasn’t the actual hero she wanted.

“She brought me because of what’s in here,” I said, tapping my head. “Don’t worry, I will formulate a plan to save everyone. But, I still need you to teach me to fight. What about that spear of yours?”

“Yeah, what about it?” she asked.

“Well, spears are one of the oldest weapons around, I know that much,” I said. “And I like the thought of putting six feet between me and my enemy.”

“How about that sword of yours?” she asked.

I sighed. “It’s not a sword.”

“Tizia is working on it as we speak, improving it. On your shield, as well.”

The last thing I wanted to do was fight with a sword. Especially one made from a paper cutter. Sure, swords were cool and all, but I didn’t want to be that close to someone that wanted to kill me.

I opened my mouth to insist upon learning the spear, but she cut me off.

“Once your sword is ready, I’ll teach you how to use it,” she said in a firm voice. “But you had better watch yourself. If you fuck up and cut off a finger, you’ll get no sympathy from me.”

Man, I’ll bet she was wild in bed. She’d probably try to break my pelvis. I’d be down to try.

“Thanks, beautiful,” I said.

That comment caught her off guard. She blinked and started to blush, then suddenly looked angry. Note to self, compliment Anaya more. Well, she was a stunningly beautiful woman, regardless of her abrasive personality.

“If you want me to teach you, you have to take it seriously,” she said. “We’ll set daily times for you to practice, and when I give you tasks, you will complete them without hesitation or complaint.”

“Sounds good, lovely,” I said.

“And you can cut that shit out right now,” Anaya said. “No more calling me beautiful, or lovely.”

“Sorry, darling,” I said in an overly serious tone.

“Dammit, Brent, I’m warning you,” she said, her eyebrows lowering. Oh yes, there was plenty of heat in her voice.

I met her eyes and held her gaze for a moment. The tension in the air was so thick you could spank it. I took a deep breath and let it out.

“Okay, sweet cheeks,” I said.

“Brent!” she shouted as she lunged for me.

But I had anticipated her move. She swung her fist right for my jaw but I ducked beneath it and wrapped both arms around her slender waist. I hoisted her into the air, laughing as she cursed my name. That position also put my head right between her breasts, but I tried not to draw attention to it. No need to ruin something so blatantly awesome.

“Okay, fine,” I said after she elbowed me in the side of the head. Stars swam along the edges of my vision, but I remained calm and gently set her down. “Listen, if you’re going to instruct me, I need you to be able to rein in your temper. No more of these outbursts, and no more hitting me.”

“You clearly deserved that one,” she said, crossing her arms again. That frown of hers could have seared the paint off an engine block. “Also, if I’m teaching you how to fight, I’m going to be hitting you quite often. At least until you learn how to block.”

I resisted the urge to rub the side of my head. Her elbow had felt like getting hit in the head with a hammer. “Well, if you kick my ass too much, I can’t save the valley. So remember that. Also, are you sure the spear isn’t a better idea?”

She smirked. “Well, we all know that you’re going to be using your spear plenty. No, I’ll teach you the sword. And if you get cut, you’ll deserve it.”

That comment made things perfectly clear; Anaya was jealous.

Tall, strong, beautiful Anaya, with a reputation so strong even the queen knew her by name. The queen had chosen some number of women for me to sleep with over the next few weeks; from what I understood they were probably the strongest and most beautiful women. And as great as she was, I was willing to bet Anaya wasn’t one of them. That was why she was pissed.

I wasn’t sure if Anaya wanted me, wanted to be a mother, or just wanted to help her people. Probably the latter. But my heart suddenly went out to her, and I wanted to find a way to make her feel better.

“Look, I don’t get to choose the, uh, targets of my spear. No say at all. To be honest, if I had the choice I would probably choose different—”

“Oh, spare me your bullshit,” Anaya said. “You get to fuck your way through this valley and they’ll reward you with a free house. I don’t want to hear any complaints from you.”

“Fair enough,” I said. “Listen, did I piss you off the very moment we first saw each other? Because I’m pretty sure I could count the times you’ve been nice to me on both hands and have eleven fingers left over.”

Anaya’s mouth worked silently for a moment. “Anything else?” she asked.

“I do hope we can become friends,” I said.

“Get out,” Anaya practically shouted. She pointed at her door and glared at me until I went there.

“When are we doing it?” I asked as I stood in the open doorway.

Her head snapped around and she turned red to her hairline; blush or anger, I couldn’t tell.

“Training with the spear, that is,” I said, clarifying.

She took a deep breath, visibly calming a bit. “Tomorrow morning after breakfast,” she said, looking away from me. She sounded resigned. “If your sword isn’t ready we’ll use something else.”

I nodded. “Thanks, Anaya. For everything.”

She didn’t look at me, so I just closed the door behind me as I left. Man, being around me seemed to really put her in a bad mood. I made a mental note to try to find ways to cheer her up; preferably ways that wouldn’t get me elbowed in the head again. My noggin was still ringing from that so badly that I walked straight to my cottage for a nap.

“Crazy women,” I muttered to myself as my head hit the pillow.


Chapter fourteen



Afaint knock at the door pulled me from my slumber. My head still ached a bit, but the nap helped a good deal. I was tempted to think of some snarky comments to tell Anaya later, but I didn’t want her to know she had actually hurt me.

Considering the time of day, I figured it was Mara bringing my dinner. I sat up and stretched both arms over my head, then let out a jaw-cracking yawn.

“Come in,” I said, rubbing my eyes with the heels of my hands.

I got up and walked over to my counter as the door opened.

“Want some water?” I asked as I grabbed a mug.

“Sure, thanks,” said a woman’s voice that definitely wasn’t Mara’s.

My head snapped around to see who it was.

It became immediately clear that the queen had searched for perfection when she selected women for me. The woman standing in the doorway looked like an angel, albeit one wearing a bikini top.

She closed the door behind her and walked over to stand next to me. She was tall, only a couple inches shorter than I was. Her hair was a lush dark brown and framed a flawless face set with emerald green eyes and full lips. If I had to place an age to her, I would guess mid-twenties.

Lean muscle covered her body, with just enough softness to give her quite lovely curves. Her breasts weren’t huge, but just too big to fit in my hands. Her hips were the same way; nothing overly round, but instead a perfect curve that had to have been designed by the gods themselves. Her stomach was flat, her thighs were strong, and her smile was inviting.

In other words, she was completely out of my league. Hell, she was out of everyone’s league. Had Yazmine been there, it would have been hard to decide who was more beautiful.

“I’m sorry, I wasn’t expecting you,” I said, quickly recovering from my staring by pouring her a mug of water.

“It’s okay,” she said, accepting the mug from me. “Thanks.” She took a sip, then set it on the counter and smiled at me. “I’m Leyla.”

“Wonderful to meet you, Leyla. I’m Brent.”

Leyla looked around my cottage for a moment, then her eyes fell on the bed. “So, are we getting right to it?”

She unfastened the clasp between her breasts and pulled her top off, then pushed her skirt down around her ankles and kicked it aside. Her nudity didn’t bother her at all; she stood there smiling at me.

Holy shit, if my body pumped any more blood to my dick I was going to pass out.

“Yeah, let’s do it,” I said, because I was amazing with words. I grabbed my shirt and pulled it off over my head, then started unlacing my pants.

“Here, let me help,” Leyla said.

She stepped closer and began slowly pulling at the laces on the front of my pants. Her open palm rubbed against my crotch, feeling my erection beneath the thin material. That made her smile deepen.

“Can I be honest?” she asked, looking me in the eye while rubbing my cock through my pants.

“Please do,” I said, my voice slightly strained.

“I’m really excited for this, but a little nervous.” Leyla looked back down as she gave my cock a squeeze. She used both hands to pull the last of the laces free, then pushed my pants down.

My cock jumped out like it was spring loaded. Her eyes widened and she grinned at me. I kicked my pants off from around my ankles and her hands were there again, grabbing onto me.

“I’m sorry if I’m rushing things, it’s just been so long,” she said, looking down while stroking me. “It’s been more than a year since the disaster and some of us are going stir crazy.”

I opened my mouth to reply but she dropped down on her knees right in front of me. She ran her tongue along the underside of my cock, then kissed the tip. Considering how turned on I was, there was a notable amount of precum there. She licked it all up and smiled at me.

“I like how you taste,” she said, then opened her mouth and stuffed the head inside.

She went slowly, her head moving back and forth while her hand gripped the base tightly. I stood there, marveling at the sight of this gorgeous woman finding so much pleasure in sucking my cock. One of her hands went between her legs and began rubbing in a circular motion.

“Oh, how I have missed this,” she said, then went back to sucking.

I just watched her incredible body and began thinking about all the things I wanted to do to her. She didn’t give me a chance, though.

“I feel like we should take longer and enjoy this, but I just want you inside me,” she said, looking up at me. The tip of my cock pressed against her lips and she gave it a wet kiss while looking me in the eye, then smiled.

“I know the feeling,” I told her, reaching down. “I think if I have to wait any longer, I’m going to explode.”

She took my hand with a smile and let me pull her to her feet. Instead of walking to the bed, she stepped in front of me, pressing her body against mine. She smiled at my lips, then leaned forward and kissed me. Her tongue flicked out, licking my lips.

I held her hand tightly and pulled her across the cottage to my bed. It wasn’t the largest bed, but it would certainly do for these purposes.

I went to lie down and she practically shouldered me aside. She crawled onto the bed, arching her back more than I thought possible. If you had given me a magic wand and told me to create the world’s most perfect ass, it still wouldn’t have been half as nice as hers. I think I actually whimpered when I saw it.

Before I could move for it though, she rolled over onto her back and spread her muscular thighs. She reached out for me with both hands, and I crawled on top of her.

“I need you inside me,” she said, her voice breathy. “Right now.”

I licked my fingers and wiped them on the tip of my cock as I shuffled between her thighs. Our bodies lined up perfectly, and I pressed the head of my cock against her pussy. Using my hand, I rubbed it up and down, getting it good and wet. Leyla closed her eyes and smiled, her face pure bliss.

I pushed the head of my cock between her soft folds, not quite entering her. Instead, I gently ran it upwards, until I found her clitoris. There, I used my cock to rub her love button.

“Oh, gods,” she said, her voice breathy. “I want you inside me but that just feels so damn good.”

I kept rubbing the head of my cock against her clitoris. Hers was just slightly on the larger side, so it was an easy target. Reaching down with my right hand, I used my fingers to spread her labia a bit so I could keep rubbing her. She smiled and made happy moans, her hands clenching the sheets and releasing, her legs occasionally shaking.

“Don’t make me beg, Brent,” Leyla said.

Enough playing. I slid my cock down and pushed it inside her. She was absolutely soaking wet, so I was balls deep in no time. I pushed it all the way inside and held it there for a second as I lowered myself on top of her.

Leyla’s arms reached out and she grabbed onto me and pulled me close. This was a woman that craved intimacy, so I gave it to her. She held me tightly and I kissed along the side of her face as I slowly pumped myself in and out of her.

“Oh, Brent,” she said. “I just want you to pump a baby in me, but maybe we should take our time. It’s been too long.”

I pulled back a bit so I could kiss her. Our lips met and parted and our tongues flickered against each other. She moaned against my lips and pushed her tongue deeper in my mouth. I responded by pulling my cock out until only the head remained inside her, then ramming it all the way inside.

She motioned for me to move a bit, and one of her hands went between her legs. She went straight to aggressively rubbing her clitoris while staring me in the eye.

I was still giving it to her good and deep. Considering how insanely hot she was and how wet her pussy was, I knew I wasn’t going to last long. To make things last a bit, I slowed down.

“No, no,” she said, her free hand rubbing my chest. “Fuck me good and hard, Brent. I need you to put a baby in me.”

Her hand slid around and she grabbed onto my waist, pulling me inside her harder and harder. Her fingers were a blur on her clit.

“Are you close?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, unashamed. It would be impossible to last too long in a woman like her.

“I want you to cum with me, Brent,” she said.

She moved her other hand down and spread her labia while rubbing her clit. Her eyes devoured me; that was the only word I could use for it. I don’t think I had ever experienced someone wanting me as badly as she did.

“Oh, please cum, Brent,” she said, her voice rising in pitch. “I’m almost there! I’m almost—oh, Brent!”

Her voice practically went into falsetto and I pounded her as hard as I could. She had beat me to the finish line, but that was okay. Once her orgasm was done, she moved her hands away from her clitoris and I immediately slid my hand in place. I used my thumb to rub her love button in small circles.

A woman’s clitoris was usually incredibly sensitive immediately after orgasming, so for most women two in a row was relatively easy if one knew what to do. I kept rubbing her and slamming myself inside her as sweat rolled down my chest.

“Brent!” she shouted. “Cum for me, baby!”

I had never been a particularly loud guy in bed, but I was quickly picking up the habit of shouting when I orgasmed. I let out a sound that sounded somewhere between a shout and a lion’s roar. My muscles contracted and I squirted a massive load deep inside her.

Leyla reached around with both hands, grabbing firmly onto my ass and holding me inside her. I stayed close, pushing myself hard inside her and gyrating a bit while I finished cumming.

“Come here,” she said, breathing hard. “Kiss me, Brent.”

I practically collapsed on top of her and we kissed. She held my face with both hands and thoroughly kissed me, then covered my face with little kisses as well.

“That was amazing,” she whispered as I laid myself down on her. Her arms went around me, holding me tightly. “That was absolutely incredible.”

I was still inside her, so I pushed my hips back and forth a few times. Although I had just came, my erection hadn’t completely faded yet, and it was enough to move around a bit. Her body shuddered beneath me.

“That was amazing,” she whispered again.

“I’m inclined to agree,” I said. I pushed myself up a bit, holding myself up on my hands so I didn’t feel like I was crushing her.

“I hope that didn’t get me pregnant so I can come back,” she said with a smile.

“I think that’s a great idea,” I said, grinning at her. I moved to roll off her and she grabbed me.

“Not yet,” she said, closing her eyes. She pulled me back down on top of her. “Just lie here a while,” she whispered, sounding completely content.

Holy shit, did that feel great. Cumming deep inside the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, then just cuddling with her for a while. Such a thing was hard to put into words.

We stayed there for a bit, her holding me tightly and sighing happily every few seconds and me gently kissing the side of her face and neck. Honestly, I could have stayed there for the rest of the day without complaint.

“Thank you for that,” she said softly.

I pulled away just enough to look her in the eyes. “I feel like I should be thanking you.”

“Doesn’t matter,” she said, her lips curving into a smile. “Thank you.”

We smiled at each other for a moment, then I leaned down and kissed her. It was a deep kiss, the kind that probably would have started off another session had I been able to. Damn my mortal body.

But finally, I rolled off her and she sat up.

She ran her fingers through her hair. “Thanks for not messing up my hair too much,” she said. “It can be a bit unruly at times. I spent a long time brushing it before I came here.” She smiled. “I wanted to look my best for you.”

I leaned over and pecked her on the lips. She smiled and kissed me back.

“I do hope I get to see you again,” she said, laying her hand along my jaw.

“The feeling is mutual,” I said.

I stayed on the bed and watched her stand and walk over to her clothing. Her body was so perfect in every way; while I had thoroughly enjoyed what we just did, I found myself wishing I had been able to enjoy more of her curves.

Well, I’d just have to make sure I did that with the next one.


Chapter fifteen



Iflopped back on the bed with a smile on my face after Leyla left my cottage. It was hard to rate such things, but that had easily been one of the most satisfying orgasms of my life. And to think, I’d be doing that daily.

I made the decision to get up, then immediately double-checked myself. Nah, I just wanted to lie there for a while.

Another knock came at the door.

“Come in,” I said, not caring that I was naked. The world could have ended at that moment and I wouldn’t have cared.

The door opened and Mara peeked her head in. Her eyes widened when she saw me lying there naked and she hurried inside, then closed the door behind her. As expected, in her hands was a covered platter of food. She went straight to the counter and set it there, then approached me on the bed.

The way she looked at me made her thoughts pretty obvious. Her eyes pretty much focused on my crotch and she bit her lip.

“You’re naked,” she said, confirming my thoughts.

“Yeah, and I don’t really feel like putting clothes on or moving for a few minutes,” I said.

“Did—” she looked back at my crotch, probably seeing that it was covered in Leyla’s pussy juices. “You had sex, didn’t you?”

“I did,” I said.

She frowned prettily and blushed after a moment. “I was going to ask if I could suck on you for a bit, but not if you just had sex.” She gave me a shy smile.

I gave her a look. “Why not?”

“Because you just had sex,” she said as if it were obvious.

I thought for a moment. “There have been no men here for more than a year, right?”

She nodded.

“Have you done anything with women?”

She shrugged. “Well, yeah. I mean, that’s our only option. Most of us have. I’ve just never done anything with a, uh…”

“Penis?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, her eyes going back to my crotch. I could practically hear the gears turning.

“Come here,” I said, reaching out for her.

She hurried to me and sat on the edge of the bed. After a moment she kicked off her shoes and laid down next to me.

I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “I want you to go down on me,” I said.

“Now?” she asked. Bits of fear were in her voice, but her eyes immediately went back to my dick.

“Don’t make me spank you,” I said, grinning at her. I reached down and tugged on her skirt. After a moment she lifted her butt off the bed, then pushed the skirt down in one smooth motion. She kicked it halfway across the room.

“Okay,” she said.

She shifted around, trying to be modest. I grabbed her hips and angled her so that beautiful ass of hers was facing me while she went down on me. It had only been a short time since I orgasmed, but if anything could get me going again so soon, it was that gorgeous body of hers.

She glanced back at me, nervous, then reached out and grabbed onto my limp dick. After a deep breath she opened her mouth and sank it down on my cock, taking most of it. After a few seconds her demeanor changed and her tongue swirled around it. She was tasting a mixture of Leyla’s juices and my cum.

“I like it,” she said, smiling at me over her shoulder. She went back to sucking on me and running her tongue up and down my full length.

With her perfect ass right there in front of me and my cock in her mouth, the inevitable happened; my body decided that maybe ten minutes post-sex was enough rest, and started pumping blood down south. My cock slowly began to swell in her mouth. That was probably a record for me, but I was in such an oversexed situation I wasn’t surprised.

Mara took a few excited breaths as I grew longer right there in her grip. She turned and looked at me, smiling from ear to ear, then stuffed my cock back in her mouth. She even shook her butt side to side a few times.

I couldn’t help it. I reached out and grabbed onto one of those perfect cheeks, then raised my hand and slapped one. Not too hard, just hard enough to be considered a spanking.

Mara yelped and turned to look at me. “What was that for?”

“For being a good girl,” I told her, and slapped her on her other ass cheek.

She flinched again. “Brent, I’m confused.”

I laughed. “I’m not hitting you, don’t worry. This is…. Look, one of the big reasons to do that is for the pleasure of spanking itself, but when done right it also heightens sensitivity. Your body will respond by sending more blood to this area.”

She thought for a minute. “Okay,” she said, wiggling her butt at me again.

I slapped her on the ass and left my hand there, squeezing it firmly. My hand had probably never been so happy before.

Mara smiled and went back to sucking on me. If I took too long, she wiggled her butt at me and I spanked her again.

Considering she was naked, I decided to have a little fun. After slapping my hand down I let my palm trail across her skin, then gently moved my thumb over to her pussy. As I expected, she was wet. I gently worked my thumb between her labia and began slowly moving it up and down the full length of her pussy.

Mara paused what she was doing and just knelt there, eyes closed, as I slowly moved my thumb up and down. She bit her lip when I pressed my thumb inside her, then squeezed the base of my cock firmly.

“I want to taste your cum,” she said, shooting me a hungry look.

I struggled not to laugh. “Honey, I just came ten minutes ago. I don’t think there’s anything on the planet that can make me cum again so quickly. I just need some time to recover.”

She frowned.

“Hey, don’t take it personally,” I told her. “Look, when guys cum they generally need a little bit of time before they go again. We’re not like women, who can have four orgasms in a row and keep going.”

“Four orgasms in a row?” she asked in tones of wonder. Her hand squeezed my dick again.

“Well, I guess we can add that to the list,” I said.

She smiled at me. “I’m excited for all this,” she said, and went back to sucking on me.

I just slipped my hands behind my head and relaxed while she went to work. After a moment, I reached out and placed a hand on her bubble butt, squeezing that thing like I owned it.

She sucked on me for a few more minutes, then stopped. “My jaw is tired,” she said, blushing.

“Hey, no worries,” I said. “Come here.”

She hurried up next to me and laid down, placing her head on my shoulder. Mara was a great cuddler. That petite body of hers was just made for it. I squeezed her close to me and just closed my eyes and smiled. What a great day. I was having real trouble trying to think of how it could possibly be any better, but then I remembered Mara had brought food.

“Don’t forget your dinner,” she said as if hearing my thoughts.

“You’re great, you know that?” I asked, then kissed her on the temple. Man, at this rate I half expected her to offer to feed me.

“Just don’t ask me to feed you,” she said with a grin.

“Uh. I’d never think of that,” I said.

She snuggled up next to me and sighed. “I really like you, Brent.”

Uh oh. I was here to impregnate a bunch of women. Mara was a sweetheart, but the last thing I needed was the feelings of a lovestruck nineteen-year-old getting in the way and making things weird.

“You know why I’m here, right?” I asked, hoping I could broach the subject gently.

She sighed again. “Yeah. I understand the whole thing, and I’m not going to make it weird. I just like you, that’s all. I’m sure in a few weeks you’ll have quite a few women liking you.”

“It’s a new situation, that’s for sure,” I said. “This kind of thing didn’t happen back where I come from.”

“Honestly this is a strange situation, even for us,” Mara said. “But, we have no choice. With what happened, we need this—you—to help keep our society going. And wait, are you saying women didn’t like you where you came from?”

“I mean, some did,” I said, trying to think of how to phrase things. “There were a lot more people back where I came from. Dating was a lot different. Plus with college and jobs, we didn’t really have time to lie around in bed all day. It was just a very different place.”

Mara sighed. “Well, I’m glad you’re here in our world, where you belong. No offense, but your world doesn’t sound very nice. You do like it here, right?”

“Of course,” I replied. “I mean, regardless of why I’m here, everyone is just so nice and this place is wonderful. I’m really happy here. And you bring me delicious food every day, can’t forget that.”

Mara giggled. “Yeah, it does seem as if you have it made. Well, I suppose I should get going, though. Yazmine has been teaching me about magic lately and won’t want me missing any lessons.”

I kissed her temple again. “Thanks, Mara.”

She looked at me. “For what?”

I shrugged. “I dunno. For everything. Thanks for being you. You’re a nice person.”

She kissed my jaw. “I guess you’re okay.”

With that, she rolled off my shoulder and set her feet on the floor, purposely bending over and standing up slowly. I certainly got an eyeful of that magnificent body of hers. I don’t think it was humanly possible to get tired of looking at a body like that.

Mara went over to fetch her clothes, shooting me the occasional smile. She had to shimmy side to side to pull her skirt up over her butt. I found myself thinking that if I died, I wanted to be reincarnated as that skirt.

“I like how you look at me,” she said, then walked back to the bed. She bent over and kissed me softly. “Thanks for being so nice to me, Brent,” she said.

And with that, she left.


Chapter sixteen



Okay, after that I finally got out of bed.

The smells of the food Mara had brought were tempting, although I still only had water to wash it down with. Surely they had beer or wine or something here. I really needed to remember to ask someone about that.

Although then I remembered that one of the reasons beer was so popular a thousand years ago was because the water was filthy, and the brewing process killed bacteria. Here in the valley they had pristine mountain water to drink. Still, I was sure they had something better than just plain water.

But, considering how much fucking I was going to be doing, I had to make sure I stayed hydrated. With that in mind, I poured myself a mug and downed it, then poured another.

My dinner was excellent, as I had come to expect. Each meal was different, often with brightly colored vegetables and plenty of spices. There were these tiny peppers I was starting to recognize that they used often. I was just grateful I wasn’t eating oatmeal and bread for every meal. Whoever was cooking this food was doing a fantastic job.

After finishing my dinner, I thought for a few minutes. There wasn’t a ton of sunlight left in the day, but there were still a couple things I wanted to do. Well, at least one.

I finally got around to putting some clothes on. I still thought they were bland and boring, but at least they were soft and well made. Form follows function, as Carina had said. How was she doing? She had been awfully friendly.

I decided I would start there, with the tailor. Friendly faces would light my path, and she had been one of the nicest. After pulling my socks on, I stamped my feet into my shoes and left my cottage.

I had to think for a minute so I didn’t get lost, but I eventually found myself walking down the street where I had previously been. I passed by the cobbler with the thick ass and thighs, and eventually made it to Carina’s shop.

The middle-aged woman sat behind her counter, deftly running a needle and thread through a handful of cloth when I entered.

“Be with you in a minute,” she said without looking up.

I decided to look around her shop while I waited. Shelves on the walls held bolts of cloth in varying colors, and several bits of clothing hung from carved wooden racks, displaying her skills. A table held a pile of the simple clothes most women wore around here—skirts and halter tops—but I did at least see a few in different colors. I saw a blue top and grabbed it.

“Taking up crossdressing?” Carina asked.

I turned and saw her grinning at me. She might have been twice my age, but that smile of hers really made her quite stunning. It lit up her entire face in a way that made me just want to kiss her right there.

“Tell the queen,” I told her, hefting the top I had grabbed. “About this, that is. Or Yazmine, or whoever is paying you to make stuff for me.”

She nodded. “Will do, but you still didn’t answer my question.”

I laughed. “No, I wouldn’t look very good in this. It’s for someone else. I want to see more color out there.”

She scoffed. “You and me both. With all the men gone, we all wear what we want, with no cares about some creep staring us down. But a lot of the color has disappeared as well.”

“Everything has turned functional,” I said.

“Yeah, and I kind of hate it sometimes,” Carina said with a pretty frown. “I’ve been trying to get more color out there. We live in such a beautiful place and everyone dresses in such bland colors.”

“Maybe I can help,” I said. “Once people see me wearing bright colors, maybe they’ll become popular again.”

“I do hope so,” Carina said.

“If nothing else, I can set a high standard for when you have men again,” I said, aiming for a joke.

Carina nodded soberly. “Once these boys become men, maybe they’ll see how you dress and copy you.”

“That’s a solid plan,” I said. “Alright, Carina, so that’s how we’re going to change things. I’m going to dress like a clown and people are going to love it.”

She leaned her head slightly to one side. “What’s a clown?”

I laughed. “Me, that’s what it is. Oh, I had a question for you. Non-clothing related. What do people drink around here?”

Again with the questioning look. “Water? Is this a trick question?”

I shook my head. “No, I mean other than water. Surely you have wine or beer or something.”

“Ohhhhh,” she said with a look of recognition. “Yes, we have honey wine. That’s what we call it, at least. I don’t know much about such things but it’s popular and easy to make with what grows here in the valley. Are you already tiring of just water with every meal?

“To put it mildly,” I said.

She smiled and gave me a good-natured chuckle. “Such a man.”

Carina gave me directions to a local place where people went for music and a drink. It sounded like a lively place, although she said with no men around things never got too crazy. More of a peaceful spot to relax with a friend or two.

I gave Carina a big hug for all the information. She returned it warmly, rubbing her hands up and down my back and holding me tightly. I stayed there for an extra few seconds, remembering that she hadn’t held a man in more than a year.

“I’d almost forgotten what that felt like,” she said in my ear. “Holding a woman just isn’t the same.” She kissed me on the cheek and finally released me.

When we separated, I found her absolutely beaming at me. That smile of hers was simply addictive; there was no other word for it. We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment and I decided to take a chance.

I gently laid my right hand alongside her jaw and stroked her cheek with my thumb. She nuzzled her face into my hand, then went back to smiling at me, although now her smile held a mountain of expectation. I took a step forward, wrapped my other hand around her lower waist, and pulled her into a kiss.

Sometimes you can really tell a lot from how a woman kisses. With Carina it was immediately obvious that she was a passionate, sexual woman that craved intimacy. She let out a soft moan against my lips as I squeezed her tightly against my chest. Our tongues softly danced with each other, flicking and rubbing.

I finally pulled back and found both of us grinning like idiots.

“You are a fantastic kisser,” I told her.

She stroked my cheek with a finger. “I’m good at other things as well,” she said with a wink.

I leaned in and pecked her on the lips, then gave her another tight hug. At this rate I was going to have to mount a signup sheet next to my front door so women could make appointments to fuck me.

“We’ll work out some time for each other,” I whispered into her ear.

She made happy noises and squeezed me, pressing her cheek against mine. I let one of my hands slide down and grab onto her firm ass. She giggled and kissed my cheek.

“Okay, handsome,” Carina said. “Get going before I tear your clothes off and fuck you right here on the floor.”

With the way she said it, I almost locked the door and took her up on it. The desire was pretty overwhelming and growing by the second.

But instead I controlled my raging hormones. I pecked her on the lips again and squeezed her hand, then left her shop.

As I walked down the wide street I caught a glimpse of reddish blonde hair—it was that woman I had seen earlier with the perfect breasts. I decided to follow her, hoping I could introduce myself. Her skin was a bit paler than the rest of the women, although I thought I saw the signs of some sun on her shoulders. She had a tight little butt that looked fantastic in that skirt, also. Squinting, I noticed her skirt was actually a dark green, not the black or dark brown everyone else wore.

Unfortunately, she was soon lost to the crowd. She either turned down a side street or entered a building; I wasn’t sure where she went, but I no longer saw her.

She was an easy one to spot, though. Most women here had brown hair, although there were a few blondes. Yazmine was the only redhead. This woman with her reddish-blonde hair was the only one of her type I had seen. Perhaps they were related.

A few minutes later I found myself at a rather interesting place.

It was a large stone and timber building with a thatched roof like the others, but one entire side of it was open. The roof extended out quite a ways, making a covered area for people to mingle while enjoying a drink. Inside the building itself several women sat at tables, talking over wooden or clay mugs. Two musicians sat in a corner, one with a set of small hand drums and one with some odd stringed instrument I didn’t recognize, playing music.

I immediately liked the place. The relaxing atmosphere just sucked me right in, and the strange music calmed my soul.

Once people saw me, they stopped to stare. I was sure by that point rumor had spread and everyone knew a man was in the city, but most women still hadn’t seen me. That became apparent in the way they all looked at me as I approached the building.

A beautiful woman with olive skin and curly brown hair stared open-mouth at me as I walked past her. I winked and gave her finger guns, hoping she would be on my list of candidates.

Toward the rear of the room stood a counter that functioned like a bartop. I walked up to it and leaned an elbow on it. Seconds later, a woman approached me.

She was heavier than many of the other women I had seen around Moonglow, but much of that extra weight had gone into her womanly curves. The top she wore was more substantial than the simple bikini top many preferred; something more like a halter top, which was needed to hold up those massive tits of hers. Her hair and eyes were brown like most others in this city, although her hair was kept in a neat bun. She had full lips that I immediately wanted to kiss.

“I’m sure you get a lot of stares around here,” she said, smiling at me as she approached.

I was tempted to say the same thing back to her. With those soft curves and a voluptuous body just shy of chubby, she reminded me of some depiction of a fertility goddess from ages past. With a body like that she could just lie there like a brick in bed and sex with her would still be a blast.

“Yeah, a few,” I said. “Still getting used to being so popular. It’s not every day that a man finds himself being lusted after by a whole town.”

She laughed at that. “Yes, I can imagine. And the queen herself has selected partners for you. What a lucky fellow.”

“So, everyone knows about that?” I asked.

“Of course,” she replied as if it were obvious. “We all wanted to be chosen. We’re trying to save our society here. Besides, no one has been with a man in more than a year.” She shrugged. “Women are nice and soft, but sometimes we miss having a man to warm the sheets.”

The way she said that stuck in my mind and gave me some ideas.

“Yeah, I do wish I was able to choose my partners myself,” I said, hoping my guess was correct. “I’ve seen so many incredible women around here.” I gave her my best smile, hoping my subtle comment would strike home.

The way she smiled back at me said she understood. “So, what are you here for?”

Your body, I said in my head. But instead, I ordered a mug of honey wine.

“Sure thing,” she said, giving me a smoky look.

She held my gaze as she turned around, smiling at me over her shoulder. As soon as she walked away my eyes fell to her ass and I damn near had a heart attack.

Never before in my life had I seen something so perfectly round, with muscular thighs to match. She looked like she could kick a hole in a brick wall with those legs, and the way she looked at me suggested she knew what she was working with. She wanted me to see her curves.

I had to look away so I didn’t get an erection right then and there. Well, I started to anyway. Holy shit, if the queen didn’t choose this woman to fuck me I was going to use my gift to marry her so I could.

She came back to me, holding the mug in front of her so that it was positioned right between her breasts. It was subtle, but I could tell she was drawing attention to herself, and I absolutely loved it.

“Here you are, one mug of honey wine,” she said as she set the mug in front of me. “I assume I’ll ask the queen for payment?”

“Her or Yazmine, yeah,” I said as I grabbed the mug. “I’m not entirely sure how that works yet. I’ll find out tomorrow.”

I brought the mug up to my lips and took a sip. The drink was an unexpected mixture of flavors that once again reinforced the notion that this place was paradise. It tasted like a mixture of a Belgian blonde ale—one of the trappist ones, the good stuff—brewed with white wine grapes and a bit of mead. It was perfectly rich, but not so much that I couldn’t down a couple mugs of it.

“This is incredible,” I said, staring at the mug in wonder.

“Thanks,” she said, giving me another warm smile. “I take pride in the drinks I brew.”

“You made this?” I asked.

“Of course,” she replied. “I have a dozen casks of it in the back, waiting to be tapped. Five just like this, and seven with less grapes.”

I just stared at her. A perfect face with those kissable lips, the most ridiculous curves possible, and she brewed beer?

“I think I’m in love,” I said, speaking without thinking.

She laughed. “With me or the drink?”

I snapped to my senses. Time to tone things down a bit. “How about both?”

“I’ll accept that answer,” she said.

“What’s your name?” I asked her. “I’m Brent.”

“Cami,” she said, still smiling sweetly. “Am I going to see you again, Brent?”

“I damn sure hope so,” I said. I held a hand out in front of me, and after a moment she slipped hers into it. I brought her hand to my mouth and kissed her knuckles. It was a silly gesture, but it went over well when done in a genuine manner.

Sure enough, she blushed. The desire to kiss her had never been stronger.

“Where are you staying?” Cami asked. She started to bite her bottom lip, then caught herself.

“Uh, a little cottage right in front of the temple,” I said. “Sorry, I’m not the best with directions. Still learning this place.”

“I’ll bet the queen has you busy all day and night though,” she said. There was a hint of sadness in her voice as well as a smidgen of a question.

“Not really,” I hurriedly replied. Was it okay to talk about this sort of thing with another woman? Would jealousy be a factor? Hopefully not, since they wanted me to practically create an entire generation. “Just for a bit around dinnertime. The rest of the day is mine. The night as well.”

“Do you dance?” she asked.

Shit.

“Cami, I can’t lie to you. I’m a horrible dancer. You make me wish I could, though.”

She laughed. “It’s okay. I’m not that great myself.”

“Maybe you can bring a bit of this honey wine by and teach me some moves,” I said. Oh man, if that line worked I could die happy.

Her face flushed just slightly. “I think that sounds great.” She looked over at the musicians. “Shame we won’t have any music to dance to.”

Well, I would have offered to sing but I didn’t think she’d like to hear me belting out any old Metallica songs.

“I’m sure we’ll figure something out,” I said. “If nothing else, it’ll be nice to get to know you.”

Her smile deepened and we just stared at each other for a moment. I found my heart racing.

She licked her lips. “I’ll probably work late tonight. How about tomorrow? That’s usually a quieter day so I can close early.”

“Perfect!” I said.

At that moment, another woman walked up to the counter to order a drink. She looked me up and down in the same manner all the women here did, with a mixture of wonder and fascination, almost like the first time they had ever seen a man.

“You’re actually here,” the woman said, sounding almost shocked. “The rumors are true.”

“Yeah, Cami already claimed me though, so you’ll have to get through her first,” I said.

The woman looked startled for a moment, then turned to look at the bartender. Cami just shrugged and smiled. All three of us laughed.


Chapter seventeen



Ihad one more mug of the delicious honey wine and then decided to call it a night. It didn’t seem as strong as regular wine, but was definitely much stronger than beer; I was feeling those two mugs. Tipsy enough to want to flirt with Cami some more, sober enough that I kept my mouth shut and didn’t ruin things.

“Think I can get a cask of this stuff?” I asked Cami as I tapped on my empty mug.

She turned and looked over her shoulder at the back wall, where several wooden casks rested in a heavy rack. I took that opportunity to let my eyes roam across her body, devouring her soft curves and massive tits.

“Well, assuming the queen will pay for such things, I see nothing wrong with that,” she said, turning back to me. “You’ll just have to carry it to your place and find a place to put it. Then you’ll have to tap it and drink it quickly enough that it doesn’t go bad.”

I frowned. “I’m thinking a better idea might involve me just visiting you here every day that I can.”

Cami’s full lips curved into a smile. “Now that sounds like a good idea to me.”

I drummed my fingers on the counter for a second. “It’s been really nice getting to know you, Cami. I’m looking forward to seeing you tomorrow night.”

She put one fist on her hip. “You’re going to come see me tomorrow though, right?”

“Well, of course,” I said quickly. “I’m still excited, though.”

“You just hold onto that excitement,” she said. She reached out with a finger and touched my lip, then winked at me.

Another patron came up and asked for a drink, saving me from trying to think of a goodbye. Of course I took a moment to stare at Cami’s ass as she walked back to the casks, then finally turned and walked away from the counter.

The weather was quite nice, making for a lovely evening. It was dark, though; without all the light pollution that I was used to, living in a city, things were incredibly dark out here. I took a moment to just stare up at the sky, seeing how the stars splashed across the unending blackness. In that moment I understood why people in civilizations long past mapped out constellations. I had never seen so many stars in my life.

Fortunately, magic saved me from tripping and falling on my face. It was dark as hell outside, but at every intersection a light glowed atop a pole. They were similar to those softly glowing lights I had seen in the entrance tunnel to the valley, but a little dimmer. They offered just enough light to illuminate the path, but not so much that the glare hurt my eyes.

“See something you like?” a woman asked.

I looked and saw a shorter woman standing next to me, staring up at the sky. She had managed to sneak up on me without me hearing a thing. She was a cute thing, with her dark hair so curly it was almost in ringlets. Her eyes were dark as well, and she looked over at me and gave me what was quite possibly the cutest smile I’d ever seen. I couldn’t quite put an age to her, but I thought mid-twenties.

“I’ve never seen the sky like this,” I said, pointing up. “Where I’m from, the cities have a lot of light, even at night. It’s so much that you can’t see any but the brightest stars.”

“How much light does it take to drown out the stars of the sky?” she asked.

“I think you’d be shocked at just how big the cities are back in my world,” I said, turning my face back to the sky. “So many people living complex lives. And we’re so busy and have built our cities up so much we can’t even see the stars any longer.”

“Sad,” she said.

I shrugged. “If you drive thirty minutes outside of the city you can see things just fine. But I didn’t leave the city often. Anything you could want was just right there, ten minutes away.” I yawned. The honey wine had relaxed me a considerable amount.

“Your world sounds interesting,” the woman said.

My tiredness took over. “I’m not trying to be rude, but I’m tired. You’re really beautiful and I’d love to stay and talk, but I need some sleep.”

“Oh, you’re fine,” she said, giving me a friendly smile. “I’m glad you’re here. We all are.”

“I promise I’ll do my best not to let any of you down,” I said. I reached out and placed a hand on her shoulder and gave it a friendly little squeeze, then left.

She was adorable, but I was tired. I continued down the street, doing my best to remember the way home in the dark. Those dim lights saved me.

Eventually I was pushing open my front door and stepping into my little cottage. It was so cozy. I really had no complaints about the place. Well, running water would be nice, but at least I had a mountain stream for that.

I kicked off my shoes, then pulled the blue top out of my pocket and set it on the counter for Mara. After that, I stripped down to my boxers and climbed into bed. Only a few minutes after my head hit the soft fabric of the pillow, I was dead asleep.

Soft knocking woke me. I probably should have been used to it by that point. I let out a deep sigh, then pushed myself up and rubbed my eyes. The knocking came again.

“Hold on, hold on,” I said, swinging my feet over the side of the bed. I got up and walked across the cottage, then pulled the door open.

Two women stood there in the darkness. The one in front had a gorgeous face that I would never forget; Devana. Even with the dark cloak concealing her, I recognized those thick lips of hers right away.

“Devana, nice to see you,” I said. I reached out to her and she took my hand and gave it a squeeze.

“You too, Brent,” she said, giving me a big smile.

“What can I do for you? Come in, both of you.” I stepped aside so they could enter.

“Not me,” Devana said. She finally released my hand. “I told you if you took care of me, I’d take care of you.”

She stepped close to me and went up on her toes, then laid a soft kiss on my lips. Looking down into her big brown eyes was like staring directly into heaven.

Devana stepped back so the other woman could enter.

“This is Celine,” she said.

Celine. I remembered her, the gorgeous mother I met near the lake.

“Hi, Brent,” Celine said, pushing back the hood of her cloak.

I couldn’t help but smile. It was going to be a good night.

“Thank you again, Brent,” Devana said. “I’ll see you soon.” The smile she gave me added a hefty dose of spice to that comment.

“Come in, Celine,” I said, reaching out for her.

When her arm emerged from her cloak, I caught glimpses of her naked body beneath. Man, these women really went all out. Nude beneath a cloak? It was like something from a dream. I reached down and pinched my hip just to make sure I was awake.

She took my hand and I gently pulled her into my cottage and closed the door. Remembering what Devana had done, I swiped my finger up along a white strip on the door frame, and it gave off a gentle glow.

“I told you I’d see you again,” Celine said. She gave me a smile and walked over to my counter. “Do you have anything other than water?”

A woman after my own heart. “Unfortunately no, but Cami said I could have a cask of honey wine.”

“I’ll have to come back when you get that,” she said.

Let me tell you, I had absolutely no problem with her inviting herself over again. She reached up and unfastened the clasp at her throat and let her cloak fall to the floor. Her body was ridiculous in the best of ways.

Her tanned skin bore the marks of motherhood; faint stripes along her stomach that had mostly faded with time. Likewise, there was a bit of a hang to her breasts, which made perfect sense as she was a middle-aged woman with huge knockers. I loved it and struggled not to rush over there and kiss every inch of her right away.

“I haven’t had a man look at me like that in a long time,” she said, her face flushing as she smiled.

“Sorry,” I said, as I realized I had been eye-fucking her pretty hard.

“Please don’t apologize,” she said, stepping closer to me. She brushed some of her wavy brown hair over her shoulder and looked up at me. “I have a request. I’m a bit different than the other women.” She reached down and grabbed onto her breasts, squeezing them and pressing them together. “I do hope you’ll accept.”

“I think I’d have a hard time telling you no for anything right now,” I said, absolutely mesmerized by what I was seeing.

Her smile was absolutely delightful. “Come on. Let’s go to the bed.”

I followed her over there, somehow resisting the urge to grab her ass. There was something about middle-aged moms with big butts that absolutely lit my blood on fire.

I pushed my boxers down and kicked them off, then hurried over to the bed to sit next to her. She turned and sat on the bed, then noticed me naked. Her eyes widened slightly as she stared at my erection. The look in her eyes was one I recognized immediately; desire. She raised a hand toward me, then quickly lowered it.

“Before we do anything, I wanted to explain something to you,” she said. “Please, sit down.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I sat on the bed next to her and placed my hand on her thigh. She smiled and set her hand on top of mine. There was a lot of affection in that simple gesture.

“Where to start….” she said, staring at the ceiling.

I looked down at her breasts. Those things were enormous. They reminded me of Charlotte. I felt a brief pang of loss that I’d never see her again, but tried to put her out of my mind before sadness took me.

“You’ve met my daughter,” Celine said. I nodded. “She’s a wonderful child. The best part of me. I do wish I could have more, but there were complications during childbirth. I lost a lot of blood. The priestess at the time was there and I am only alive today because her magic saved me.”

“I’m sorry you had such a hard time,” I said.

She gave me an appreciative smile. “All didn’t go as planned, though. Her magic saved me, but changed my body.” She took a deep breath. “It made me sterile. I can never have any children again.”

I blinked. Hearing that she was sterile didn’t bother me, but I could tell from her expression that it really upset her.

“You’re going to spend plenty of time with beautiful women over the next few weeks, and all of them want to get pregnant,” she said. “I can’t have that.”

“So, what are you saying?” I asked. I failed to see the problem.

Celine turned and looked me in the eyes. “I want you to fuck me, plain and simple. I am not shy about how much I love sex; Devana and I enjoy each other regularly, but she’s not a man.” She looked down at my crotch, smiling when she saw me erect.

“I’m a bit confused,” I said. “What’s the problem? What’s the difficulty?”

“Because you’re here to help repopulate,” she said as if it were obvious. “You won’t be doing that if you fuck me. But I’m just asking for a favor. I want you to fuck me good and hard. I haven’t had that in so long.” She bit her lip and looked at me expectantly.

I had no clue what to say to that so I just leaned forward and kissed her. Her lips were soft, as was her tongue. Her hand immediately reached out and grabbed onto my cock, gently squeezing and stroking it. Her other hand went between her thick thighs, rubbing up and down her labia and slipping a finger inside.

I reached out and grabbed onto one of her massive breasts and gave it a good squeeze. She moaned softly against my lips, then brought her finger up, the one that had been in her pussy. She held the finger in front of my mouth and I licked her delicious juices off, then went back to kissing her. I practically knocked her backward onto the bed.

After her little speech, I had been expecting some foreplay. But as she fell backward, her thighs spread and I fell right between them. She took hold of my cock and immediately rubbed it against her wet slit.

“Oh, fuck, I love that,” she said, speaking right against my lips. She held my face with one hand, staring into my eyes as her other hand rubbed the head of my cock against her clitoris. Her breathing picked up and she smiled.

It was such a great sensation; her using my body just to get herself off. Actually, it was fucking incredible. But, it only lasted a few seconds.

“I can’t wait,” she said in a breathy voice. “I need you inside me right now.” And she lined my cock up with her pussy.

I gently pushed my hips forward, rocking back and forth a few times until I was all the way inside her. She leaned her head back and moaned, a sound of pure happiness. Her hands reached around and grabbed onto my ass.

“Now, fuck me,” she said, looking me in the eyes again. “Fuck me good and hard.”

Well, I didn’t need any extra encouragement. I immediately started thrusting in and out of her and she moaned like she was losing her mind. Anyone within a hundred feet of my cottage would have heard that.

With one hand, I grabbed onto one of Celine’s massive breasts, then leaned down to suck on the pink nipple. I gave it a few gentle nibbles, bringing more soft moans from her. She was still holding onto my ass, practically pulling me inside her. Never in my life had I experienced a woman wanting me that badly. It was fucking awesome.

“Fuck me, Brent,” Celine said. “Fuck me like you own me. I want to feel it.”

I straightened up a bit and grabbed onto her legs, pushing them back, then began giving her full-length strokes. The view was absolutely incredible; the soft curves of her body and those massive tits rocking to the motion of our lovemake. Not to mention her beautiful face.

I kept my arm holding one of her thighs and placed my other hand square on her chest, pushing her onto the bed. After that, I started going harder, not full speed but some pretty aggressive strokes.

“Fuck yes, Brent. Fuck me harder,” she said. “Fuck me hard and put a baby in me.”

Ahhh, the breeding kink. I was happy to oblige her with that. I rammed my cock into her a few times, then leaned back and pulled out.

“Turn over,” I said.

Celine practically leaped up and flipped over, getting on her hands and knees. She pressed her ass against me, eager for me.

“Please, Brent, I want your cock,” she said over her shoulder.

I lined myself up with her and slipped inside warm heaven again. She immediately began slamming her butt back against me. I grabbed onto that big ass of hers with both hands, squeezing it hard, and rammed my cock into her as hard as I could. I mean, I was going like a jackhammer.

“Yes!” she shouted, leaning her head and shoulders down. “Fuck me, Brent! Fuck that pussy like you own it!”

I slapped my hand onto her ass and the noise that escaped her lips could only have been described as pure ecstacy. With a grin, I spanked her on the other ass cheek. She loved it.

“Give me your hands,” I said.

She reached both hands back and I grabbed her by the wrists. Her ass was pressed firmly against my crotch and her head down on the bed. I held tightly to her wrists and went back to pounding her full speed. I knew I wouldn’t last long at that speed and I didn’t care. Neither did she.

“Aahh!” she shouted as her entire body shook.

I was nearly there myself. Sweat rolled down my chest and my muscles grew tired as my hips slapped against that perfect ass of hers repeatedly. I finally hit the finish line and blew a massive load inside her, calling out her name as I came.

“Stay inside me,” she said as soon as I finished.

I released her hands and stayed behind her, just grabbing onto that beautiful ass. I squeezed it and grabbed onto her hips, pulling her against me. She moaned softly and pressed her ass against me again, gyrating a bit.

“That was incredible,” she said softly.

I finally pulled out. Before I could move any further, she immediately turned around and took me into her mouth, sucking off her juices and the last of my cum. I twitched a few times and laughed as she sucked on the hyper sensitive head.

“I needed that,” she said, falling back on the bed.

“Glad I could help,” I said, lying down next to her.

She reached down and grabbed onto my hand, interlocking our fingers. Her smile was absolutely beautiful.

“Thank you, Brent. I mean it,” she said. She leaned forward and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

“Of course,” I replied. “Any time.”

“Oh, you’ll be seeing more of me, don’t worry,” she said with a devilish smile.

I was a bit sad to see her go, but I loved watching her walk away. She swung her hips side to side and shook her ass at me, then turned and squeezed her breasts. She laughed at the look on my face.

“Oh, you are a delight,” she said. “Yes, I’ll definitely be seeing you again.”

After that she finally grabbed her cloak and left. As for me, I fell asleep and had the best dreams possible.


Chapter eighteen



The next morning I woke up feeling like a king.

There was no other way to describe it. The queen had selected the most beautiful women in the valley for me to bang on a daily basis, and it looked like all the hot moms were going to try to fuck my brains out each night. Free food brought to me by a gorgeous young woman that I got to fool around with, a free house…. Yeah, I felt like a king.

But that morning I was a hungry king. I got up and made a point to stretching, especially my thighs, lower back, and hips. With all the sex I was having, I didn’t want to risk a sudden muscle cramp ruining the moment.

After that I went over to my counter and poured myself a mug of plain ol’ boring water. I really needed to ask about that. Some tea in the morning would be nice. Surely they had tea. Everyone had tea.

“Come in,” I said at a gentle tapping at the door. It was Mara; I recognized how she knocked.

Sure enough, the door opened and Mara’s smiling face popped in. She pushed the door open with her knee and walked into my cottage, carrying a covered platter in both hands. It was a familiar sight that I enjoyed.

“Time for breakfast,” she said, carrying it to the counter.

I noticed it looked larger than usual. When she set it on the counter and removed the lid, I saw why. It was practically covered with food; tiny poached eggs, all sorts of berries and sliced fruit, a small bowl of what looked like oatmeal with honey drizzled on top. And to my delight, a small cup of tea.

“What’s the feast for?” I asked as I walked over to her.

Mara stepped up to me and went up onto her toes, then kissed me.

“Well, the queen checked in with the first woman she selected for you,” Mara said, giving me a wry smile. “From what I understand, she spoke very highly of you. In fact, she wouldn’t shut up about you. Needless to say, the queen was pleased, so your food will reflect that.”

I thought for a moment. “Wait, who is cooking all this?”

“The royal chef,” Mara said as if it were obvious. “Who else would cook for you? You’re here to save us, after all.”

Well, no wonder everything was so damn good. Although it reminded me that I needed to figure out how to be a hero, and fast.

“Oh, I got this for you. I hope it fits,” I said, handing her the blue halter top. Or, bikini top. Actually, I wasn’t quite sure what to call it. It was somewhere between.

“How did you know blue was my favorite color?” Mara asked, smiling brightly as she turned the top over in her hands. “Thank you, Brent, this is very kind of you.”

I shrugged. “I mean, you’re taking care of me so it’s the least I can do.”

“Word is already spreading about you, and what you did with that woman yesterday,” Mara said, slowly walking in a circle around me. “I think the entire valley is going to want you, if they already don’t. Lucky you.”

“Yeah, but who needs them when I have you?” I asked, pulling her into a hug.

Mara laughed. “How did you sleep?”

“Great,” I replied. “Everything is great here, to be honest. I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy.”

“That’s really good to hear,” Mara said as she released me. “I’d be lying if I didn’t mention how much I want you, but I understand your reason for postponing things.” She let out an exaggerated sigh. “I guess I can wait a bit before convincing you to knock me up.”

“You’re a joy to be around, you know that?” I said, and leaned down to kiss her on the forehead.

“Oh, hold on, I dropped something,” Mara said.

She turned around, right in front of me, and hoisted her skirt up as she bent over, practically folding double at the waist. Her pussy and ass were on full display right in front of me, and I damn near buried my face in her right then and there, but she finally straightened up.

“Whoops!” she said with mock innocence. She pulled her skirt back down. “How did that happen? So careless of me.”

“You keep doing things like that and I’ll have to give you another spanking,” I said.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” she said, then hugged me again. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay today. There are some things I really want to try with you, but they’ll have to wait until tomorrow or the next day, when I have more time. Yazmine is working me extra hard today.”

“Noted,” I said, wishing I was working her extra hard. “And how is she doing?”

“Yazmine?” Mara grinned. “Ask her yourself. She should be here in a few minutes.” She stretched onto her toes and pecked me on the lips again. “Thanks again for the top.” She smiled sweetly at me, then hurried away.

I grabbed the shitty, two-pronged fork—seriously, I needed to talk to the blacksmith about those things—and dug in.

The poached eggs were small, probably half the size of a chicken egg. They were on top of several slices of rich, crusty bread that reminded me of sourdough, but somehow better. I wasn’t usually a fan of oatmeal, but the honey on top made it palatable, especially when I tossed a handful of berries in it. I finished the meal by popping several grapes in my mouth.

And the best part? The tea. It was absolutely amazing and tasted like it had been made with lemongrass or something similar. A nice herbal tea. It was so much better than lukewarm water.

Another knock came at my door. I opened my mouth to tell her to come in, then realized I was only wearing my boxers and probably still smelled like sex.

“One second!” I called out. I grabbed a small towel and splashed some water on it, then gave myself a quick scrubdown. The towel went in the corner, and I pulled on a fresh pair of pants and a shirt. After a quick glance around the room, I grabbed my blanket and made the bed look neat. “Okay, you can come in.”

The door opened and Yazmine walked in. Even in this valley of beautiful women, she stood out. Her red hair, flawless face, and pale skin marked her as different, and the way her curves filled out her halter top and that strange skirt that was slit up to the waist on each side just made my mouth water.

She put a hand on her substantial hip and gave me a look. “Brent, I’m not on the menu.”

“Ah, sorry,” I said, tearing my eyes away. I had definitely been eye fucking her pretty hard. “How can I help you?” I asked, walking over to the platter. A few grapes remained so I grabbed them and popped one into my mouth.

“I just wanted to check on you,” she said, looking around. She noted the towel thrown in the corner, but also saw how neatly I arranged the water jug and two mugs. So, she was one for details. She held out a hand and one of the grapes rose from the platter and zoomed right into her hand. After slipping it into her mouth, she turned and waited for my response.

“I’m doing great,” I told her. “Never better, in fact, and that’s not an exaggeration.”

That made her smile. “I’m glad to hear it. The queen was very pleased with your performance, as well.”

I found it a little strange that these women were telling the queen how I was in bed, but at least they had good things to say. Maybe I’d get lucky and the queen would want me, too. She was hot enough to make a blind man stare.

Yazmine walked over to the chair and sat, then crossed her legs. With her skirt, that exposed most of both thighs all the way up. The look in her eyes dared me to be inappropriate. I kept my gaze squarely on her beautiful face.

“I wanted to ask you about the other part of your destiny,” Yazmine said. “Any man can impregnate women, but you need to defend us from the Ghost Prince.”

“Yes, yes,” I said. “Actually, I’m going to see Anaya right after this. She’s going to train me with a sword and shield.”

“Good,” Yazmine said, bouncing one foot. “You would be hard pressed to find a better fighter than Anaya, even among men if we still had them. If you can deal with her attitude, you should learn a lot.”

“Yeah,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. “About that. She seems to hate me, and I can’t figure out why.”

“She’s that way with most people, at least until you get to know her,” Yazmine said.

“Can I do anything to win her over?” I asked.

Yazmine tapped a full lip with her finger. “What have you tried so far?”

I thought on that for a moment. “I don’t know. I think I complimented her a few times.”

“On her looks?” Yazmine asked.

“Yeah.”

Yazmine winced. “Men never seem to understand this,” she muttered, almost as if to herself. “Listen, Brent. A compliment here and there is nice, but pretty women don’t always like being told they’re pretty women. They hear it all the time, so it essentially means nothing. If you’re going to say nice things, mention her intellect, or in this case perhaps her fighting ability.”

“Thanks for the tips,” I said. Note to self, don’t compliment Yazmine on her beauty.

Yazmine stood and glanced around the cottage again. “At least you’re not a slob. I cannot abide a sloppy man.” She swayed toward the door and stopped after opening it. “Oh, and you didn’t hear this from me, but she likes flowers.” Yazmine winked at me, then left.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I had been holding. Holy shit, it shouldn’t have been physically possible to be as beautiful as Yazmine was. It was hard to damn think when she was around.

But at least I knew what to do. I slipped my feet into my loafers, downed the last of the tea, and left my small cottage.

At least finding flowers in this lush, tropical valley would be easy. I looked around, searching for the nearest wooded area. Well, the entire city was practically built in a forest, so I just picked a direction and started walking.

It didn’t take me long to find some flowers. They were red, which I felt went well with Anaya’s heated personality. Luck was with me and I found some orange flowers a short walk away. It made the bouquet resemble fire, which again, was perfect for Anaya. I hoped to find some yellow flowers to go with them, but after a few minutes came up empty handed.

I didn’t want to be late, so I hurried back toward civilization. Fortunately it only took me five minutes to get to Anaya’s house. I knocked on the door and held the flowers behind my back.

The door opened only a few seconds later. Anaya stood there, looking me up and down with hard brown eyes. Oddly enough, she wore a loose shirt over her typical halter top. Nothing that offered any sort of protection or style, but it was great at concealing her figure.

“You’re late,” she said in a flat voice. After a second she stepped aside so I could enter.

I stepped into the doorway and pulled the bouquet out from behind my back. “I picked these for you,” I said, offering them to her.

“What the fuck is this?” she asked, glaring at the flowers. Jesus, I thought they would wilt just from the heat in her gaze.

Anaya snatched the handful of flowers from me and stared at them. Her face was completely unreadable, but her eyes went from the flowers to me and back to the flowers.

“Alright, come inside,” she said and turned away. She walked over to the kitchen area and tossed the flowers on the counter in a very uncaring fashion.

I resisted the urge to say anything about that and decided to focus on learning to fight and winning her over.

“So, how do you want to do it?” I asked. “How should we start?”

Her head snapped around and she gave me a heated glare, but it faded after a moment. She seemed almost surprised at my words. What a strange woman.

“You need to learn the basics,” she said.

Anaya walked to the rear of her house and grabbed a wooden sword that had been leaning against the wall there. No, not wooden. Just the scabbard was. Wow, I didn’t know a thing about swords.

As she approached me she pulled the sword from its scabbard. It was a short sword, and the blade widened slightly at the end before tapering to a wicked point. It reminded me of a gladius, but had a much better crossguard.

I also noticed an odd, golden sheen about the blade. It didn’t have the silvery look of steel.

“What is that made of?” I asked.

Anaya glanced at me. “Bronze,” she said. “Not the best for swords but it can be nice for more decorative things.”

Decorative swords? Wait a minute. I reminded myself that the queen herself knew Anaya by name.

“Who awarded that to you?” I asked.

Anaya looked up at me but didn’t answer.

“The queen?” I asked.

Anaya stared at me for a moment, then nodded once. “Here,” she said, turning it and handing it to me hilt-first.

I reached out and took the bronze sword. It truly was a work of art; while the hilt was functional, engravings decorated the center of the blade, nearly all the way to the tip. The weight surprised me; it wasn’t light at all. The balance felt nice, like the center point was just beyond my grip.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, raising the sword and looking at it.

“Keep saying that and I’ll give you the damn thing,” Anaya said. “Alright, enough of that. Let’s teach you to fight.”


Chapter nineteen



One thing in life I had practically mastered was the art of looking like I knew what I was doing when I actually had no idea what I was doing. I closed one eye and looked down the edge of the blade, then raised it in front of me in what I felt was a decent stance. I think I pretty convincingly looked comfortable with the weapon in hand.

“You’ve never held a sword before, have you?” Anaya asked.

Well, shit. “Is it that obvious?” I replied.

She barked a laugh. “Alright, let’s start from the beginning.”

She nudged my feet with hers until my stance was right, then fixed my grip on the sword. Small changes, but I felt the difference immediately. She grabbed my wrist and put my sword in the right position.

“Better,” she said, then took a deep breath. “There are a lot of attacks with a sword. Not like the spear, which is comparatively simple. You’re going to be holding a shield as well, so keep that in mind when you flail around with that thing.”

I glanced at the sword, then tried to imagine a shield on my left arm. That immediately made me realize that everything would come from that right-handed angle. I moved the sword a few times, not striking at all, just slowly moving it through the air while picturing my shield there.

Anaya nodded. “Good. You already see the limitations. Dropping into a deep lunge will also be difficult with a shield, especially a large one. But I don’t remember your sword being the stabbing type.”

“It wasn’t a sword,” I began, but she just kept talking.

“You’re going to focus on slicing and chopping for now,” she said. “The good news is that a few well-placed slices will bleed a man out in minutes. The bad news is you’ll probably only have seconds to kill someone in the heat of battle.”

“Well,” I said, looking down at the sword. “Guess I had better get good, then.”

“To put it mildly,” she said.

After a moment she stood next to me and began moving her arm. I tried my best to copy her, and she reached out and corrected my sloppy attacks.

“That’s actually not bad,” she said. “Again, you just have to do that while carrying a shield and blocking some monster that’s trying to kill you.”

“Well, that’s not intimidating,” I said.

“It just takes practice,” Anaya replied. “I’m hoping you’ll be able to pick up your sword today. I’ll be better able to train you when I see what Tizia did with it.”

I went through a few basic slashing attacks again. The weight of the sword made momentum important; I couldn’t just halt an attack or quickly change direction. Moving in almost circular motions helped keep my speed high.

Anaya crossed her arms. “Are you sure you’ve never held a sword before?” She gave me a quizzical look.

I shrugged. “Never. I’m just letting the weight of the blade do the work for me.”

“Good,” she said. “With heavier weapons you have to do that. Two-handed swords, for example. At least it looks like you learn quickly.”

I pointed the sword at her, careful not to get too close. “So, should I challenge you to a duel? I think I could take you.”

To my delight, she threw back her head and laughed. Sure, she was laughing at me, not with me, but it was something.

“If you’re eager for pain, I’ll get some wooden sparring swords,” Anaya said. “Actually, I’ll do that regardless. You can’t learn how to fight without sparring.”

Well, I wasn’t looking forward to Anaya kicking my ass with a wooden sword, but she was right. I had to learn if I was to save this valley from the Ghost Prince.

“Yazmine has healing magic, right?” I asked.

Anaya nodded. “Yes, and you’ll probably need it.”

“You really know how to get a guy excited for the future,” I said.

She grinned, but it quickly faded. “Alright, enough. Back to practicing.”

Under her watchful eye, I went through several basic attacks with the sword. She had me perform each one a hundred times, explaining that she wanted me to be completely familiar with the motions. When we finished, I felt like my arm was going to fall off. So of course Anaya made me do a hundred pushups and a hundred squats to end things. After all, what's learning without a bit of pain?

When our training session was done, I decided to try some of Yazmine’s advice.

“I appreciate your help,” I said to Anaya. “I really respect your skill with weapons and I hope I can learn a lot from you.”

She looked at me for a moment, almost as if she was refusing to allow herself to smile. Finally she took a step closer and held her hand out.

“Same time tomorrow,” she said as she took the sword from me. She slid the blade in its sheath and returned it to the back of the room. While her shirt covered the top half, I still got a nice view of her thighs as she walked. Prickly personality be damned, she was a hot one.

“Thanks again,” I said.

She pointed at the door. “Out.” At least she didn’t say it as firmly as the day before.

But still, I knew better than to push things when she used that tone. I went over to the door and pulled it open, then glanced over my shoulder. I saw her staring at the flowers lying on the counter.

I hurried out the door, making sure she didn’t see me watching her. Beneath the hard shell, I was certain there was a wonderful woman there. Maybe if I was lucky, I’d find out one day.

You know, if she didn’t cut my eyes out first.

I tried to put her beautiful face out of my mind and wandered down the street. Sometimes it was nice to just walk around and bask in all the stares. I doubt any man had ever experienced such a thing before; it was like everyone in the entire valley wanted me. I didn’t think I’d ever get tired of it.

But I knew I couldn’t just wander all day. I had shit to do.

I looked around for a moment to figure out exactly where I was, then started walking down the street. I quickly began to recognize several places. I passed the cobbler’s shop—I wasn’t ready to deal with her yet. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe flowers would help with her, too.

Instead I went into the tailor’s shop. I’ll confess that while I was looking forward to seeing what Carina had been able to make me, I was also just looking forward to seeing her. Yeah, the queen had me doing all these young, beautiful women, but I felt like I was slowly becoming addicted to all these hot, middle-aged women. Carina included.

“Well, look who it is,” she said, looking up as soon as I entered. She beamed a smile at me and set a pile of cloth on the counter she sat behind. She slid off the chair and took a few steps toward me.

The more I was around Carina, the more I liked her. She was just an easy person to talk to, and that smile of hers was fantastic. As soon as she approached me, I reached out and pulled her into a tight hug. The kind where you just stand there, holding each other tightly for a while, ignoring the world around.

“I’ll never grow tired of how that feels,” Carina said quietly against my neck.

We stood there for a few more minutes, then finally broke our hug. On a whim, I leaned forward and pecked her on the lips. With this many women being interested in me, I was going to take full advantage of it.

“So, what have you been able to make for me?” I asked.

She gave me that beautiful smile and walked back to her counter. I stared at her slender body as she moved. Man, I wanted to get my hands on her.

“I started with the pants,” she said, grabbing a bundle of dark brown cloth from beneath the counter. “These were my first ones. I patterned them after the ones you gave me.”

She handed them to me. Sure enough, they were quite similar to my khakis, only darker. Of course they didn’t have zippers in this world, so it simply had laces in the front, but otherwise was quite similar. Even had pockets up front.

“These are great,” I said.

“Good, I’m glad you’re happy,” she said, reaching back beneath the counter. “I figured we could do subdued colors for the pants and use your shirts for color.” She pulled out a pair of gray pants and some that were lighter, almost like my original khakis.

“These are great,” I said. They even had belt loops, which was perfect. I hated the feeling of my pants slipping down.

“I’ve been working my fingers to the bone on these but so far only have one shirt done for you,” she said, handing me something in light blue. “It’s sort of a blend of our two styles.”

I held up the shirt and looked at it. It resembled a short sleeve, button-up shirt with a tailored fit. The buttons were made of wood. Honestly, it was quite stylish.

“I love it,” I said. “I’m glad my fashion is in good hands.”

“It’s nice getting to work with new styles,” Carina said, stepping out from behind the counter. She placed a hand on her slender hip and smiled at me. “So I guess I owe you one.”

Man, there was my chance. I just had to make sure I didn’t fuck it up. Come on, something interesting, something interesting.

“Maybe you can teach me to sew,” I said, immediately regretting it. Really? Teach me to sew? Where the hell had that line come from?

“I’d rather teach you to do several other things,” she said, half under her breath but loud enough it was clear she wanted me to hear it.

Okay, no more beating around the bush. I was just gonna go for it.

“Well if there’s one thing I’d like to learn, it’s how your skin feels against mine,” I said, looking her in the eye.

Her smile slowly widened. “Hmm. Maybe we should find out.” Her smile faded a bit. “But you’re busy. Everyone knows the queen has you working daily.”

I shrugged. “You can stop by and see me at night,” I said.

“Oh, is that so?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “You said that awfully quickly. I’m assuming others have done so.”

I hesitated for a moment, then nodded.

“So, is anyone setting this up? Do I need to add my name to a list?” There was more than a bit of sass in her voice, and I detected a hint of irritation. Uh oh. Killing the mood.

“I guess talk to Devana,” I said. After all, she had been the one to bring me Camile. And she said she would take care of me.

“Noted,” Carina said. Her smile slowly returned and she stepped closer to me. “I think you should try these clothes on. I want to make sure they fit.”

Oh, there was no disguising what was in those words. Especially with the way she said them.

“Great idea!” I said, and began pulling my shoes off.

She crossed the room and closed the door, then slid the latch in place. Oh man, I was in for some fun.

I pulled my shirt off over my head right as Carina walked up to me. She smiled at me and reached out, her fingers delicately tracing along my upper arm. I began undoing the laces on the front of my pants and quickly pushed them down around my ankles. There was simply no hiding how turned on I was.

“Oh,” she said, making the word sound almost like a moan. Her eyes were glued to my erection making a tent in my boxers. “How I have missed that as well.”

She reached out and gently ran a fingertip down my chest, smiling at the bit of chest hair I had, then ran it down my stomach. She looked absolutely mesmerized as her finger slowly went south. When she got to the waistband of my boxers, she hesitated for a moment.

There was nothing I wanted more at that moment than to strip her naked and have some fun, but she bit her lip and suddenly pulled her hand away.

“You have to be able to perform with the women the queen chose for you,” she said. I could hear the disappointment in her voice. “Else I would take you right here and now on this floor.”

I was half tempted to tell her to just do it anyway. With that tight, toned body and beautiful smile, I was completely in the mood.

Carina bit her lip again, then cautiously reached one hand out. She hesitated again, then grabbed onto my erect penis, giving it a squeeze through my boxers. She closed her eyes and smiled, gently working her hand up and down for a few seconds before pulling away.

“Oh, I am looking forward to spending time with you, young man,” she said, her smokey gaze going up to mine.

“Tomorrow night,” I said.

She stepped closer and I took her in my arms. I didn’t care at all that my rock-hard cock was digging into her lower stomach as we embraced. I was pretty sure she enjoyed it.

Our lips met, both of us smiling. Yes, banging attractive women was awesome, but I could just tell she truly wanted me. I was really looking forward to our time together.

We kissed for a while, then she finally pulled back. “I suppose you should actually try these clothes on,” she said, giving me a smile.

And she was right. I pulled on the gray pair of pants and was pleasantly surprised at the fit. The material was soft and they looked great. I held out my hand and Carina handed me the light blue shirt. I slipped that on and did up the buttons, looking down at myself.

Sure enough, it was like a short sleeve, button-up shirt with a fitted body. To be honest, the fit was great, and helped turn a rather boring and plain shirt into something stylish.

“This is great,” I said.

“You look rather handsome,” she said. “Although I would recommend losing that before walking anywhere.” She pointed at my erection.

“Well, you have to stop being so damn pretty,” I said to her.

Her laugh lit up her entire face. Man, every time she did that I wanted her more.

“I’m going to make more for you,” she said. “Now that I know how it looks on you, I can have a little fun.”

“Having fun sounds like something I’d like,” I said.

“Tomorrow night,” she replied with a wink.


Chapter twenty



Ispent some time walking around the valley after that so everyone could see my blue shirt. It was such a simple thing, but it seemed like the whole fucking valley was wearing bland earth tones. The blue of my shirt stood out like, well, like a blue shirt in a sea of earth tones.

I always found it interesting how something unique would stand out in a crowd. And so I found it not surprising at all as I walked around this valley filled with brunettes that my eyes were drawn to strawberry blonde hair.

Her hair was tied up with a leather cord. Several beads hung from that tie, blue and red and white. It was nice to see splashes of color. I sped up so I could finally introduce myself to her.

“Well, look who it is,” said a short woman as she stepped in front of me.

That dark, curly hair that hung in ringlets immediately triggered a memory, as did her absolutely adorable face.

“It’s nice to see you during the day,” I said.

And it was. I had caught a glimpse of her long, curly hair and cute face the night before, but now I saw the rest of the package. Her body was toned, like most of the women around here, with nice perky breasts and a flat stomach. I tried not to make it obvious I was checking her out.

“Unfortunately, no stars to look at during the day, though,” she said, giving me a soft smile.

“I think I see something I’d much rather look at,” I said to her, giving her a smile of my own. Man, that was a good line. I mentally high-fived myself for that one.

She blushed and looked down for a moment. When she looked back up, she was smiling ear to ear. “Thank you,” she said. “It’s been a very long time since anyone has said anything like that to me. Years.”

“Hey, I’m Brent,” I told her.

“Alexandra,” she replied.

Not knowing what else to do, I held out my hand. She slipped hers in it and I kissed the backs of her fingers. That move seemed to go over well so I decided to keep doing it.

“So, where are you headed?” she asked, turning so she was facing the same direction as me.

“Back home, actually,” I said. I offered her my arm. She smiled and slipped hers through it.

We got a lot of stares, walking arm-in-arm. Definitely more than one jealous face watched us go by.

“So, the savior of the valley,” Alexandra said as we walked. “Here to defeat the Ghost Prince and keep us from dying out. How’s that going?” Well, she didn’t beat around the bush.

“About as well as you’d expect,” I said.

She laughed. “Living the dream, right?”

I grinned. “You seem a bit…at ease over that. I mean, everyone knows what I’m doing, but most people get awkward about it.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “We’re all people, we all bleed the same color. We’re all born, we all die. And we all have sex. Some with men, some with women, some with both. Some with both at the same time.” She glanced up at me and gave me the slightest smile. “You’re helping to save us, Brent. It’s hard not to appreciate your efforts to save my people, no matter what you’re doing.”

“Being the only man in the valley helps,” I said.

“And there’s that,” she said. “I’m sure you’re very popular.”

I barked a laugh. “That’s putting it mildly.”

We arrived at my cottage and I turned to face her. “Lunch time for me. Can I invite you inside?”

She shook her head. “I have things to do. You get to play all day, but some of us stay busy.” She poked me in the stomach and smiled to take any sting out of the words.

I paused for a moment, then reached out and hugged her. She hugged me back.

“It’s really nice to finally meet you, Alexandra,” I said.

“You too, Brent,” she replied.

And with that, she left. I pulled open the door to my cottage and went inside, hoping that I’d see Mara soon. Unfortunately I didn’t; she had already stopped by and left some food for me.

I walked over to where the platter was and raised the cover. Lunch was generally a pretty hearty meal here, but this was basically a pile of cheese, olives, and fresh fruit. I certainly wasn’t complaining—the fruit especially looked good, being arranged in every color of the rainbow.

Some of the olives were even stuffed! I popped some of those in my mouth first. Fantastic. The slices of hard cheese were next, and I finished everything off with a giant pile of fresh fruit. As I was thinking about how great all the fruit tasted, it dawned on me that they probably gave me all of that fruit for a reason; better to kiss a woman after eating blueberries than a ham sandwich, right?

Unfortunately no tea came with this meal. I made a mental note to ask Mara for some the next time I saw her. I just washed everything down with water instead.

I decided to do something smart after that: I opened my door and went for a walk. Not wandering around like I usually did, but very pointedly walking quickly, doing a lap around the town. It took me about ten minutes, and then I was back in my cottage. I had once read that walking after a meal helped with digestion. Well, couldn’t hurt.

A few minutes after I arrived, a knock came at my door. I grabbed another swig of water, then went to open it.

Just as I expected, a beautiful woman stood there. Average height, she had a body that was absolutely flawless. Her perky breasts were just barely covered by her top. Her face was…young. That concerned me.

“Can I come in?” she asked in a high-pitched voice.

“Uh, sure,” I said, feeling wary.

I watched her walk in, then shut the door behind her. After walking over to where I stored my water, I poured us each a mug and handed one to her.

“Sorry, all I have is water,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she replied, smiling sweetly. She accepted the mug and took a sip. “So, you’re really from a different world? What’s it like?”

I shrugged. “Very strange. I have a better question. How old are you?”

“Fourteen,” she said, blushing.

“Nope,” I said, taking the mug from her. “I’m sorry, I’m not doing that.” I gently took her by the shoulders and turned her around, then walked her to the door.

“But I’m a woman!” she protested. “I’ve had my blood. I’m ready to have a child.”

“You aren’t even old enough for a driver license,” I said. I put my hand on the door handle and pulled.

“Please,” she said, stopping the door with her foot.

I looked at her. She was gorgeous, but way too young, and that was not negotiable. “Look, when you turn eighteen or nineteen, come see me. But right now you’re still a child, and I’m not touching a child. No offense.”

She frowned. “Oh, alright.” She removed her boot and I pulled the door open all the way.

Anita—the woman I had seen guarding the royal palace—stood there with a hard look on her face. She held her spear in both hands and looked at the child.

“He didn’t even think of touching me,” she said.

“Good,” Anita replied, her face softening. “Thank you for your help. Tell your mother I said hello.”

“I will,” she said. She gave me a smile, then turned and walked away.

“Uh, what is going on?” I asked.

“Just a little test,” Anita said. “Your first partner was to ensure you were physically able to do the job. While we’re grateful for that, we still need to make sure you’re of sound moral character.”

I looked over to where the teenage girl had walked away, then back at Anita, the beautiful but muscular warrior that could probably kick my ass in a matter of seconds.

“So you set me up just to see what I would do?” I asked. I understood why they did it, but still felt irritated.

Anita leaned on her spear. “Yep,” she said. “Good thing you passed with flying colors.”

“And if I had been a creep and touched her?” I asked.

Anita hefted her spear. “She had a knife in her skirt. The second I heard a noise I would have kicked your door down and run you through.”

“Well, good thing I’m not attracted to kids,” I said, some of my irritation showing in my voice. “Can we please cut the tests out now and just let me do what I’m here to do?”

“No worries there,” Anita said, smiling big. “You have today off. Tomorrow is your reward.” She looked like she wanted to laugh.

“Ah, so a surprise?” I asked. Although after what had just happened, I wasn’t sure I was up for any surprises.

“You could say that,” she said, still with that knowing smile. “Get your rest. You’re going to need it. The real work is going to start soon.” She winked, then turned and started walking away.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked. “Who is it?”

“The strongest of us,” she said over her shoulder.

I ran my fingers through my hair, forgetting to even stare at Anita’s ass as she walked away. Man, these people weren’t fucking around. That was, I believe the third time I had been threatened with death.

I needed something to take my mind off my irritation. It made perfect sense that they wanted to check and see what kind of man I was, and to be honest that test was very effective in that way. They could have simply asked me, though. It would have been a lot less stressful.

I ran into Masha shortly after I left my cottage. I recognized her immediately—perfect face, body of a gymnast, legs for days. She looked almost identical to her sister, Anaya.

“Hey, Masha,” I said.

“Brent!” she exclaimed, turning to me. To my surprise, she reached out and gave me a quick hug. “It’s good to see you. How are things going so far?”

I looked over my shoulder at my cottage. “Well, they’ve been testing me. Fortunately I passed, or Anita would have killed me.”

“Sounds about right,” she said, completely unfazed by what I had said. “What was it?”

“They sent a girl to me. Way too young. Obviously I didn’t touch her.”

Masha nodded. “Good. Look, I can see you’re a bit bothered by it, but you need to understand something. The men here were mostly good, but they certainly weren’t perfect. Plenty of them were creeps, and most preferred a sort of ownership over their wives. Without them, we’ve been able to start a new society.”

“Huh. Never thought of that,” I said.

“A year and a half ago, there were plenty of men that wouldn’t have thought twice about taking a young girl. Now that things have changed, we won’t stand for that. Justice is very strict here, and our lives are peaceful.”

“Except for the Ghost Prince,” I muttered.

“Except for the Ghost Prince,” Masha agreed. “But look, Brent. We’re empowered, now. We’re in charge, instead of being told what to do. We run the city instead of being kept in the kitchen, often pregnant.”

“Jesus, were they that bad?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Not all. Perhaps not even most. But enough were bad that it was problematic.” She took a deep breath and sighed. “We’re just hoping to make the most of this disaster. We can recreate our society into something peaceful, where men and women respect each other equally.”

“That actually sounds pretty great,” I said.

“Where are you headed?” she asked.

“To that place across town to get a mug of honey wine,” I replied.

“Ohhh, I might join you,” Masha said, looking around. “Yeah, she can wait. I’ll join you.”

“Great,” I said. “It’ll be nice to have a drink with someone instead of by myself.”

“Or you could flirt with Cami,” Masha said. “Have you met her yet?”

I whistled appreciatively. “I certainly have.”

She laughed. “I know that look. Yeah, you’ve definitely met Cami. Come on, let’s get that drink.”


Chapter twenty-one



Together we walked across town until we got to the…. Well, I wasn’t sure what to call it. Pub? It felt a bit too open-air to be called a pub. I always thought of pubs as places with dark wood on the walls and dim lighting. British guys downing a pint of bitter. Minus all the heavy stone, this place would almost have fit in somewhere like southern Florida.

It was only a bit past lunchtime, so the place was nearly empty. Masha and I walked in and Cami saw us.

Everyone knew why I was there and what I was supposed to do. Still, as I walked into the pub next to a beautiful woman, Cami gave me a strange look. I recognized that look.

“Hey, Cami,” I said as we reached the counter.

“Cami! It’s great to see you,” Masha said. “I’m just showing this pain in the ass around the valley. You should have heard what he said about you.”

“Oh, is that so?” Cami asked, raising an eyebrow as she looked over at me. All traces of jealousy had disappeared.

I opened my mouth to say something but Masha cut me off. “Yeah, I think you made a good impression, to put it mildly. He wouldn’t shut up about you.”

A bit of color crept into Cami’s cheeks as she smiled at me. “Here for drinks?” she asked, looking me in the eye.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling back. Man, she was pretty. I wanted to kiss her so badly my hands were shaking.

“I wish someone looked at me that way,” Masha said, thumping me in the ribs.

Cami finally broke our gaze and turned to Masha, then rolled her eyes. “Honey, you could have almost anyone in the valley and you know it.”

Masha shrugged. “I suppose I’m just picky.”

Cami turned to fetch us two mugs of honey wine. I found myself mesmerized by her thick thighs, curvy hips, and round ass.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” Masha asked quietly.

“I don’t think there’s a word to describe that thing,” I said.

“Which part of her are you talking about?” Masha asked.

I chuckled. “All of them.”

Cami came back a moment later with two mugs in hand. She set them on the counter in front of us with a smile.

“Maybe one of these days I’ll win you over,” Masha said, leaning on the counter and smiling at Cami.

Cami waved it away. “You can do better than me. Besides, I’m trying to convince this one to be my next mistake.”

“Lucky guy, Brent,” Masha said. “Let me know if you need any help with her.” She winked at me.

Holy shit, did Masha just invite me to have a threesome with Cami? I had previously thought of this place as paradise but it just kept getting better.

“Come on, you,” Masha said. “Let’s sit down before Cami jumps on me.” She winked at the curvy woman and we grabbed a couple nearby chairs.

They looked sort of like wicker, but heavier. Thick cushions, faded from the sun, padded the bottoms. They were actually pretty comfortable.

“I have a proposal,” I said as Masha sat down.

“Sure, what is it?” she asked as she took a sip of her drink.

“Color,” I said. “You all wear such bland clothes.”

Masha looked down at herself and shrugged. “I think I look great, just for the record. Also, these colors blend into the forest, which is important when I’m on a scouting mission. And they’re made from easily found dyes and they’re easy to keep clean, and—”

“And they’re ugly,” I said, cutting her off.

She frowned at me. “Brent, don’t make me hit you with this mug. I really don’t want to spill my drink.”

I laughed. “Just wear some color, alright? I mean, look at me.” I gestured to my blue shirt.

She pursed her lips. “I have to be honest, you do look great. I wouldn’t say no if you asked me to get a drink.”

I held up my mug. “Let’s have that drink, then.”

Masha winked at me.

“So, how many other women have tried throwing themselves at you?” Masha asked after a moment.

I nearly choked on my drink. I had to keep my midnight fun a secret. The queen had hand-selected matches for me, and I didn’t want to risk her learning of me doing a bit of work on the side. “I mean, they flirt, but what makes you think—”

“Brent, no one has had a dick in them in more than a year,” she said in a wry voice. “Trust me, I know they want you. Hell, I want you and I think you’re an idiot.”

I frowned. “Ouch.”

“Smile, you’re prettier that way,” Masha said. She laughed at the look on my face.

One thing was abundantly clear, though. Masha, the breathtakingly gorgeous warrior woman, wanted me. I would have to find some way to get her in my midnight rotation. I suppose a brief talk with Devana would take care of all that.

“When are you seeing Cami?” Masha asked.

“Tonight,” I said.

“Ugh. Lucky,” she said. “I don’t think I’m her type, but…” She turned and looked over at Cami. “She is definitely my type.”

I blinked. “Are you the same woman that wanted to poke holes in me with a spear only a few days ago?”

She nodded and took a sip of her drink. “And now I’m the woman wanting you to poke me with your spear. You forget, Brent. When my sister and I found you, we didn’t know if you were a spy from the Ghost Prince or another valley, or some lost fool. Either way, we had to be careful. Even though the signs were there that you were the hero we prayed for, we had to be certain.”

I felt a stab of guilt at that. I wasn’t the hero they had prayed for. I was basically an accident. I mean, a magical accident, which was pretty rad, but an accident just the same. I was gonna have to work my ass off to pull this one off. I refused to let them down.

“And now I’m the guy that’s supposed to save the valley,” I said quietly, unsure of how I felt about that.

Masha nodded. “You’ll have the gratitude of thousands of women. I’m sure your imagination can fill in the blanks there.”

“You are very friendly,” I said, slightly taken aback. She seemed like a different person altogether, now that she thought I was the hero.

Masha just shrugged. “I figured I might as well get to know you before we’re thrust into some situation where we have to touch each other inappropriately.” She grinned.

The pieces finally fell together. Masha, beautiful Masha, one of the best scouts in the valley. Strong, fierce, breathtakingly gorgeous, tall…. She had been chosen by the queen to be one of my matches.

“So, when are we supposed to see each other?” I asked.

Masha smiled into her drink. “In a few days.”

I reached out with my left hand. She looked at it for a moment, then shifted her drink and took my hand in hers. We sat there for a bit that way. It just felt like the right thing to do.

“I just hope you’re fun in bed,” Masha said. “If you lie there like a dead fish, I might have to cut you.”

Leave it to Masha to threaten me in that way.

“Well, I’ll make sure I get my practice in,” I said.

Masha threw back her head and laughed. Any man could fall in love with a laugh like that. Or a face like that, or body, or anything else about her.

Cami didn’t have much for food, but Masha ordered what was available; just a plate of cheese and olives. No complaints here, the rich flavors went well with the honey wine.

“So, what’s your plan to defeat the Ghost Prince?” Masha asked, popping an olive into her mouth.

Oh man. I had absolutely no fucking clue what I was going to do there. This guy was some form of undead—I wasn’t quite sure on that part—and I assume had magical powers as well. He had to; the guy was cursed by a god and was still walking around, decades after he had died. That basically required magic.

“Once I learn more about him, I’ll be able to craft a better plan,” I said, hoping I sounded confident.

Masha nodded slowly and grabbed a small piece of cheese. She pointed it at me. “You don’t have a plan, do you?”

I just sighed.

“Well, can’t expect you to know everything about this place when you’re brand new,” Masha said. “So, what do you know so far?”

“I know the origins of the Ghost Prince and who he really is,” I said. “And apparently his soldiers killed all the men here in a battle, except for one person that survived.”

“Maybe now you’ll understand why she’s such a bitch all the time,” Masha said, taking another sip of her drink.

“Hold on,” I said as the pieces fit together. The bronze sword she had been awarded. Her skill with a spear. “Anaya?”

Masha nodded. “She was always good at fighting, even as a girl. When the men went to fight, she tucked her hair beneath a helmet and went with them. They were so focused on their mission that no one noticed. She was the only survivor, and still bears the scars from the battle.”

Masha’s words made me remember my promise to myself. I wasn’t the hero; I was an accident, but I wasn’t going to let that get me down. I was going to try my damndest to do this right.

Fortunately, half of doing things right meant banging all these beautiful women.


Chapter twenty-two



We stayed there until the sun went down, just sipping on honey wine and talking. Masha was a real catch; beautiful, funny, comfortable with her sexuality, and intelligent. Hard to ask for much more than that. She was a great conversationalist, too, which helped pass the time.

“Looks like she’s about done for the night,” Masha said, looking into her empty mug. “Right on time.” She stood up and ruffled my hair, of all things. “You’re welcome.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“You can repay me later,” Masha said, giving me a beautiful smile. She held my gaze for a moment, then turned and walked away, very clearly wanting me to watch her.

Words just couldn’t describe her. Those legs were like something out of a dream. Her hair was down instead of up like usual. I felt very fortunate that I was going to spend some time with her.

As I looked around, I noticed that I was the last person there. I got up and walked to the counter, then handed Cami my mug. She took it with a smile and washed it out, then set it on a drying rack with the others.

“Care to help me close up?” she asked.

“Sure thing,” I said. I looked around. “What all needs to be done?”

She tossed two towels at me, one of them damp. “Push the chairs in, make sure everything is arranged nicely, and wipe everything down.”

I grabbed the towels and went to the nearest set of chairs. They flanked a small, circular table. They looked in a good position for conversation, so I just wiped them down. Fortunately, the entire place was in good shape; the women here were gentle patrons. I was done in less than ten minutes.

“Thanks,” Cami said as I passed the towels across the counter. “That saves me some time.” She poured a clear, strong-smelling liquid into a deep bowl and walked over to the casks.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Vinegar,” she replied. “It helps to clean the taps. I’ve been meaning to have a friend make a small rack that will hold this bowl here overnight, to really keep things clean. That’ll have to come later.”

I suddenly wanted to take up woodworking.

After a few minutes she came back to the counter and poured the vinegar back into a bottle. She looked around for a moment, apparently satisfied with everything she saw. She washed her hands and gave me a big smile.

“Shall we go to your place?” she asked as she walked out from behind the counter.

I offered her my arm. “We shall.”

She smiled and laid her fingers lightly on my arm and we were off.

“So, how old are you, Brent?” she asked.

“Twenty eight,” I replied. “How about you?”

“Thirty five,” she replied, and smiled up at me. “Hope you don’t mind older women.”

“Not at all,” I said, giving her a smile of my own. “So, what’s your story?”

She took a deep breath and sighed. After a few minutes of silence, she finally spoke. “My husband and I ran that place. He taught me how to cultivate the grapes and barley and how to brew the honey wine. We were going to give it to our son when we grew old.”

My heart bled for her. Of course my first instinct was to say something like “I’m sorry” but that would do no good. I knew she didn’t want my sympathy.

“I’m going to set things right,” I told her.

She looked up at me and smiled again. “I know, honey,” she said in a soft voice. “This is part of that. I mean, you’re a handsome man, but this helps the whole valley.”

I nodded. So far I had been so ecstatic about all the sex I was expected to have that I had forgotten about how important it was to these women. So many of them had lost what was most precious to them, and they were hoping to rebuild some of that.

I just placed my hand on top of hers and smiled at her. I might not have been a hero, but that beautiful face of hers was worth fighting for.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked. “You’re looking at me rather strangely.”

“Ahh, sorry,” I said, looking away. “I’m just trying to form a plan for how to save everyone. It’s going to be a lot of work.”

Cami nodded. “You’re probably giving us a five or six year headstart on rebuilding our population naturally. As for the other way you’re supposed to save us….” she drifted off and looked up at me. “I do not envy you that.”

“You know about the Ghost Prince?” I asked.

She nodded. “Everyone does. We don’t talk about it much because the queen hates the story. She never intended to create such a monster, and she feels shame for all the danger she’s put us in.”

I whistled. “And now I have to go kill her brother to save everyone.”

Cami nodded. “Poor kid. He was an asshole but he just wanted to be forgiven.”

“Holding a grudge harms both sides,” I said.

We finally arrived at my cottage. I held the door open for her, smiling at the way her body moved as she walked past me. Man, she was something.

But I was starting to feel differently about this whole thing. Yes, they just wanted me to help reproduce, but I had to make sure I didn’t see these women as numbers or check boxes on a list. They were offering their bodies to me to save their people.

And so many had stories like Cami. She had lost her family, and now due to me she had a chance to build a new one. It wasn’t just sex; it was a new beginning. Another chance at happiness.

I made another promise to myself to treat them all with love and respect. I mean, I had been nice to all of them, but I wanted to make sure I was doing things right and hearing their pains, their grief. I wanted them to know that I was going to help them rebuild, not just fuck them and move on.

“Deep thoughts?” Cami asked.

“Ah, sorry,” I said. I walked over to the counter and poured two mugs of water, then handed one to her. “Sorry, I don’t have any honey wine here.”

She laughed. “Oh, it’s fine. I like to have a clear head in the bedroom.” She took a sip of water, watching me over the rim of the mug.

I decided to make the first move. I put my mug of water down, then stepped up to Cami. She looked up at me with her big brown eyes and smiled. My mouth curved into a smile as well, and I bent down and kissed those thick lips of hers. They were just as soft as I had dreamed they would be.

She put her mug of water down and reached up with both hands, interlacing her fingers behind my neck. We smiled at each other for a moment and went back to kissing. Softly at first, then her tongue pushed its way into my mouth and mine into hers.

My right hand slid down to her lower back and I pulled her against me. Those massive breasts of hers pressed against me and I so wanted to reach down and grab them, but I had enough sense not to rush things.

Cami, on the other hand, definitely wanted to rush things.

“Take this off,” she said, pulling at my shirt.

I removed my blue shirt and tossed it behind me, then began untying the laces at the front of my pants. Cami watched me and reached between her breasts, unfastening her halter top. She pulled it off and let it fall to the floor, then began unlacing the side of her skirt.

I wasn’t sure who was naked first, but we just stood there for a moment in the dim light, staring at each other. She hadn’t seen a man naked in more than a year at the least, so her eyes went down to my erect penis and she bit her bottom lip.

As for me, I was in heaven. Those tits of hers were massive, and her stomach soft but still flat. Her thick thighs curved into wide hips that I couldn’t wait to grab onto.

We practically crashed into each other. Our lips met again, but this time our kiss was aggressive and passionate. My hand immediately went to her ass and I gave it a squeeze as I kissed my way down her neck.

“Oh, Brent,” she moaned softly. “Your lips feel so good.”

“Well, I’ll have to put them in other places as well,” I said with a grin.

She smiled back and to my surprise, reached around and slapped me on my ass. I laughed, then went back to kissing her. Down her neck I went, then finally to those massive tits of hers. I licked and nibbled on each nipple for a while, enjoying the soft moans she made.

“Lower,” she said breathily.

I slowly kissed my way down her soft stomach, just enjoying myself. Her navel, over a bit to her hip crease.

“Lower, Brent,” she said.

I knew exactly what she wanted, but I decided to stretch things out a bit. After all, it’s not every day a man gets to sleep with a woman built like her. I was going to enjoy every square inch of her that I could. With that in mind, I kissed my way down one of her thighs.

“Brent, if you don’t eat my pussy I think I might explode,” she said, reaching down with her fingers and sliding one between her labia.

I laughed and kissed my way back up her thigh and over to her pussy. She moved her hand out of the way and I kissed just above her pussy, then let the tip of my tongue push between her lips and I gently ran it up and down.

“Oh, fuck,” Cami said as she reached down and ran her fingers through my hair.

Slowly, I moved my tongue up until I found her clitoris, then began gently rubbing small circles right on top of it. I knew I had hit the jackpot when her entire body twitched and her fingers tangled in my hair.

“Oh, you are so good at that,” Cami said, smiling down at me. She bit her lip and watched as I teased her love button with my tongue.

Her breathing increased and she began moving her hips while holding onto me. I grinned at this gorgeous woman using me to get herself off. It was fucking awesome. There was just no other way to describe it.

I latched onto her clit like a lamprey and started rubbing my tongue side to side on it. Cami closed her eyes and her fingers tightened in my hair. My hands went around to her big, round ass and I held onto it tightly while I ate her pussy.

“Oh, gods, Brent,” Cami said. “Fuck, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop. Right there, Brent!”

Her voice rose an octave and her legs began to quake. Her stomach trembled and suddenly her body tightened as she orgasmed. I gave her a solid slap on the ass, which only added to her moaning.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she said after I slapped her other cheek.

Well, I knew what I was going to do next.

I kept my mouth on her pussy, licking softly while slapping each of her ass cheeks. She squeezed her eyes shut and after a few minutes orgasmed a second time. After that, she pulled away.

“Please fuck me, Brent,” she said, hurrying to the bed.

I was mesmerized at the sight of her curvy body as she bent over the side of my bed. Her ass was covered with hand marks from my earlier spanking. I had done that for a very good reason; it increased blood flow to that area and heightened sensitivity. With that in mind, I walked up to her, put one hand on her lower back to hold her in place, and slapped my hand firmly on her ass.

Cami loved it. She practically backed into my hand each time, although I made sure not to go too hard.

“Please,” she said, almost begging. “Brent, I can’t wait any longer, please get inside me.”

I moved behind her, ready to go. I licked my fingers and wiped the saliva on the head of my cock, although she was already so wet I didn’t need that. Still, it made for easy entry. I held onto those perfect hips of hers and sank into warm heaven.

Cami let out a loud moan that probably was heard three houses away. Remember that whole increasing sensitivity thing? Yeah, now that I had her bent over and my hips were slapping against her ass, that came into play. Cami practically went nuts, moaning my name until she had a third orgasm.

Looking down, I marveled at the sight of my cock going in and out of such an incredible body. Something about her curves lit a primal fire deep in my brain, the part that saw a good mate and immediately wanted to impregnate her. She was fit to carry my son.

I tightened my grip on her hips as I pounded her from behind. After a moment I slid one hand forward and tangled my fingers in her hair, then pulled her head back carefully.

“Oh!” she called out. Jackpot.

I slapped my free hand on her ass as I fucked her good and hard, although I didn’t have much left in me. Only a few minutes later I found myself shooting a massive load deep inside her. She pushed her ass back against me, wanting it as deep as possible. I grabbed onto her hips with both hands and pushed myself into her as hard as I could.

“Oh, Brent,” Cami said, breathing hard.

She collapsed forward onto the bed, cum leaking out of her pussy and running down her thigh. She rolled over and reached out for me. I gladly joined her and wrapped my arms around her.

I was used to women fucking my brains out and leaving, so it was nice to have someone stay for a while. I thought she was eventually going to get up, but she didn’t.

“I just want to stay here in your arms for one night,” she said, her head against my shoulder.

Hell, as gorgeous as she was, she could stay as long as she wanted to. Only an idiot would kick her out of his bed, or his life for that matter. She was one hell of a woman.

She kissed my jaw and I turned my head to face her. We smiled at each other and kissed each other softly for a while. It was late enough in the evening that we were tired, especially after going at it so hard. We fell asleep like that, with her head on my shoulder.

Two hours later she woke me so I could fuck her again. This time she was on her back with those thick thighs of hers spread while her massive tits rocked back and forth with each thrust. We took our time, going slowly and enjoying the experience. After that she got on top of me, and I was able to experience her riding me with both of my hands on her ass and one of her tits in my mouth. That was quite possibly the crowning achievement of my life.

She let me sleep after that, although I wouldn’t have complained if she had woken me for a third session.

At one point early in the morning my eyes opened and I turned to look at her. She looked so beautiful and peaceful, just breathing the soft breaths of sleep. With a smile, I closed my eyes and drifted off again.


Chapter twenty-three



It had been a long time since I’d slept next to a woman, so waking up next to Cami was a great way to start the day, even though she woke earlier than I preferred.

She kissed my cheek and nuzzled against the side of my neck, then threw a leg over mine. Both my arms were around her.

“Thanks again for last night,” she said, her face buried in my neck.

“I feel like I should be thanking you,” I said, glancing down at her incredible body.

“Not everyone gets a chance with you,” she said, squeezing me tightly for a moment. “I feel very fortunate.”

I reached down and grabbed her thick leg right behind her knee and used my grip to pull her on top of me.

“Well, let’s make you feel a bit more fortunate then, shall we?” I said with a grin.

She smiled and climbed on top of me. After stifling a yawn behind her hand, she rubbed a wad of saliva on the head of my cock. I let my hands slide up her hips and watched in amazement as she sank down on it, taking me fully.

She sat there for a moment, eyes closed, a sleepy smile on her face. The way her curves sat on my lap was absolutely mesmerizing. I would never get tired of those hips, those thighs. I let my hands trail up to her massive breasts and gently squeezed them.

“I’m a bit tired, so I might make you do all the work,” she said, smiling down at me.

“Oh darn,” I said in mock frustration. “Whatever shall I do? How will I survive?”

She laughed and leaned forward, placing her hands on either side of my head. I kept my hands on her huge breasts and brought them to my mouth. I sucked on each nipple while thrusting up inside her.

Cami let out soft moans that combined with the sound of my hips slapping against her substantial ass to make a symphony of pure bliss. She slid a hand behind my head and held it there against her breasts.

“Oh, I love it when you do that,” she said in a breathy voice.

My hands gripped her ass tightly and I practically bounced it up and down on my lap as I slammed myself into her. I had already cum twice, so I really needed to pound her to go again so soon. Don’t get me wrong, that wasn’t a complaint. Each thrust sent a ripple through her skin and made her massive breasts shake in my face. She was not a particularly lightweight woman but I loved the feeling of her body on mine, pinning me to the bed.

I leaned back further and Cami moved forward with me. Both of her arms wrapped around my head, holding it tightly against hers. She gently kissed the side of my face a few times and buried her face against my shoulder, moaning softly and holding me while I absolutely pounded her as hard and fast as I could.

My heart was beating in my chest after all that, but I finally felt myself reaching the finish line. The feeling of her soft body against me, her huge breasts pressed against my chest, and that round ass of hers in my hands was just incredible.

I squeezed that beautiful ass good and hard and rammed myself deep into her as I came. She moaned with me and buried her tongue in my mouth while pressing her body down, eager for every drop of my cum.

We laid there for a few minutes after, just holding each other tightly and catching our breath. Somehow, every day in this magical world managed to be better than the last. I wrapped my arms around Cami and she laid her head on my shoulder.

“I hate that I have to go to work now,” she said, her voice soft in my ear.

“Tell me about it,” I said, although I didn’t have any work to do other than more fucking. Oh, and some sword training. Couldn’t forget that.

Cami tightened her grip on me. “I wish I could just lie here all day,” she said, voicing my own thoughts. “But, I suppose I should get up.”

She raised herself up just enough to look me in the eye. “Thank you, Brent. If you ever find yourself lonely at night, come find me.” She leaned down and kissed me softly.

I slapped a hand on her round ass, making her smile. “Same for you,” I said.

She slowly crawled off me. “Don’t tempt me. I get lonely quite often.” She moved off the bed and stood up, then her eyes widened a bit. Looking down, she spread her legs. Cum was running down her inner thigh.

“I love how that feels,” she said, smiling at me.

She walked across the room, fetching her clothes. I just put my hands behind my head and watched that incredible body of hers. Cami saw me watching her and winked, then turned away from me and bent over to slip her feet through her skirt. A mixture of her juices and my cum covered her from her ass to her clit and halfway down each inner thigh.

In my years I had often gone for more slender women, but after spending a night with Cami my tastes were changing. The feeling of those incredible curves, her thick thighs on either side of my waist, her ass in my hands, those amazing tits in my face. Yeah, my tastes were definitely changing. There were so many ways for a woman’s body to be beautiful.

“I’ll see you around, handsome,” she said as she clasped her halter top between her breasts. She grabbed each one and adjusted it slightly, then blew me a kiss.

“I’ll stop by and see you either today or tomorrow,” I said. “As long as the queen or Yazmine don’t have me doing something.”

“I look forward to it.” She gave me a beautiful smile, then left my cottage.

Holy shit. My head felt like it was going to explode. Since arriving here several gorgeous women had shared my bed, but I had never before even dreamed I would be with anyone as voluptuous as Cami. And her sex drive was out of this world. And she brewed her own beer! The perfect woman? Most arguments pointed toward yes.

A few minutes later, I finally got out of bed. After splashing some water on a clean towel I gave myself a good wipe down—I’d go bathe in the stream later, but for now I just didn’t want to smell like sex. I made sure to drink down two mugs of water as well.

Right on time, Mara arrived at my place with breakfast. Seeing her beautiful face every morning was something I truly enjoyed, especially with her bubbly personality. She gave me a bright smile and set a platter of food on the counter, then immediately came to me and wrapped her arms around me.

“Good to see you, Mara,” I said, kissing the top of her head. While her slender body was the polar opposite of Cami’s, she felt great in my arms. Lightweight, like I could just toss her around in bed.

“It’s always great to see you, Brent,” she said, then sighed. “I wish I could stay longer. Yazmine is still working me extra hard. She says my magical ability is stronger than either of us realized, but it’ll take work to unlock it.”

“Well, that sounds like a goal worth working toward,” I said, kissing her head again.

“I know, but I’m tired,” Mara said. “I’m tired and I just want to stay here for a while and kiss you and let you have your way with me.”

Well, those were enticing words. “I understand,” I said. “We’ll have our time, though. Besides, we’re just taking things slow and enjoying it.”

“Yeah, I just really want…. Ugh, I want everything.” She huffed. “It’s nice getting to know you also. Well, I need to go.”

I bent down and kissed the beautiful young woman softly. I cradled her face in my hands, trying to show her more affection. Both because I was in a lovey mood, and because she was a kind soul and deserved it.

“I love how you kiss me,” she said when we were done. She hugged me tightly again, then hurried away.

I was really getting spoiled with these breakfasts. Three of those tiny eggs cooked over easy, with a sprinkle of herbs atop a thick slice of bread so fresh it was still warm. A small bowl of oatmeal, which I really didn’t mind after drowning it in honey and berries. A nice cup of tea, which made my entire day better. There was even a small desert, something that looked like a miniature cake covered in slices of fruit. What was that called, a tart? I think it was a tart. Whatever it was, it was delicious.

Being able to wash it all down with tea really hit the spot. I made a mental note to ask Mara if I could get some more. A smaller cask of the honey wine would be nice as well. Whenever I moved into my house I would have to make sure I always had something nice to drink. The mountain spring water was great, don’t get me wrong, but I just needed some flavor at times.

I pulled some clothes on, then left my cottage. A handful of fluffy clouds lazily coasted by high above, offering just enough shade to make the weather perfect. Birds sang nearby from tree branches. Two squirrels chased each other, barking up a storm. Was this place even real?

With a light heart, I started walking toward Anaya’s. A group of children passed by, with a middle-aged woman trying to herd them. The kids all carried small bundles wrapped in cloth. Food, I assumed, just as I assumed they were heading to school. I even saw some boys, which was refreshing after seeing only women for so long. It helped me to remember that they did have a future and they weren’t going to die out. They just had a ten-year gap that I was trying to fill.

I got to Anaya’s house and knocked on the door. She called out for me to enter, so I pushed the door open and walked in.

Like the day before, she was wearing that loose shirt that hid her body. She glanced at me as I entered, and the stress was clear on her face. She immediately turned away and walked to the far wall, where two wooden swords leaned in a corner.

“Let’s get right to it,” she said.

Her voice sounded off as well. Something was bothering her and I wanted to find out without making things worse.

“Thank you,” I said when she returned and handed me one of the wooden swords. “It’s good to see you, Anaya.”

She just stared at me, her face unreadable.

“I hope you slept well,” I said.

Again, the unreadable stare. Was she angry at me or just being her prickly self?

“Widen your stance,” she said, but her voice sounded distracted. I obeyed and moved my feet to where she pointed with the wooden sword. “Hold it like this. No, like this.”

I was used to her snapping at me, but she just sounded tired. Defeated, almost. It made me rather concerned.

“There are eight basic directions from which you can attack,” she explained. “Laterally to the left. Laterally to the right. Diagonal, upper right to lower left.”

“Hey,” I said, lowering my sword.

“Diagonal, upper left to lower right,” she said, ignoring me.

“Anaya, I can tell something is wrong. Do you want to take a moment to talk about it?”

“Straight down from the top,” she said. “Straight up from the bottom.”

“Anaya, cut it out and look at me,” I said. I reached out and grabbed her shoulder, a move that I expected to earn me a slap. But something was clearly wrong.

She looked at me then, her eyes searching mine. We stared at each other for several minutes. “Don’t touch me,” she said quietly. Her voice was almost a whisper.

“I’m sorry,” I said, removing my hand. “I’m just concerned, that’s all.”

She scoffed. She opened her mouth to say something, then shut it again.

I decided not to push the issue any longer. If she wanted to tell me what was going on, she would, and in her own time. But I made a mental note to check on her later in the day.

I raised my sword and looked down at the blade. There were so many double entendres involving swords it felt impossible not to say one. Maybe a bit of humor would cheer her up? “Alright. I’ve got a firm grip on my sword. Teach me how to poke you with it.”

Her eyes flared with the anger I was used to seeing. “Get the fuck out!” she shouted.

I stood there for a second, caught off guard. When I didn’t immediately move, she swung her wooden sword at me. Only with a bit of luck I managed to raise mine and keep her from breaking my arm, but the shock of the impact stung my hands.

“What did I say?” I asked. “I was just trying to make you laugh!” I backed away to the door, keeping an eye on her so she didn’t kill me.

“I said get the fuck out!” she shouted. Her eyes glistened and a tear ran down one cheek.

A bit of color in the corner of my vision caught my attention. I glanced to the side and saw the flowers I had brought her. They were in a vase, sitting on her counter.

She took a step toward me, her face red with anger. I decided to try kindness.

“Anaya, I clearly upset you. Whatever I did, I’m sorry. Please, can you just take a deep breath so we can talk about this?”

She glared at me. “Get out, Brent. I won’t tell you again.”

“I need you,” I said. “You’re the best fighter in the valley, and I need you to teach me. Please. Let me see you again.”

“You’ll see me again,” she said, turning away. “And it’ll be far too soon.”

I bent down and set my wooden sword on the floor, then reached behind me and opened her door. There was no way I was going to take my eyes off her. She continued looking away from me as I backed out and closed the door.

Women were strange. That was the only word for it.


Chapter twenty-four



After that, I decided to do something productive to get Anaya out of my mind. She had never been particularly pleasant, but I always got the notion that beneath the crust there was a wonderful person. Well, whatever was bothering her now was pushing her to the breaking point.

But no bother. I let the whole situation wash off me like water off a duck’s back. Or perhaps a goose’s. I walked down the street, whistling quietly to myself. Women smiled at me, just as expected. Devana walked by and winked at me.

Something dawned on me. If I had been brought here by magic to kill a magical enemy, was it possible that I could learn magic? It didn’t seem too far-fetched. I made a mental note to check in with Yazmine the next morning to see if she could, I dunno, test me for magic. I assumed that’s how it went.

A shorter woman with a head full of dark ringlets gave me a warm smile as she walked by in the opposite direction. Man, that smile was like a sunrise, and I could get lost in those big brown eyes.

“Good morning, Brent,” she said as she walked past.

“Hey, Alexandra,” I said, stopping and turning toward her.

But she just kept walking. Busy, most likely. Ah well. At least I got a good look at her ass as she walked away. She glanced at me over her shoulder and caught me red-handed. I blushed and she gave me a knowing smile.

As I turned back to the direction I was going, I caught a glimpse of reddish blonde hair. I hurried after her, but the crowd on the street was too thick for me to really make any progress without shoving women aside. I had to move to the side as a teacher escorted another group of children past me. The reddish blonde hair disappeared.

“Damn,” I muttered to myself. One of these days I was going to catch up with her and introduce myself.

I gathered myself and turned back toward the direction I had been walking. After a few minutes I heard the unmistakable clang, clang, clang of a hammer striking a piece of iron. Or steel. To be honest I didn’t really understand the difference. Something about carbon.

The sound grew louder and I eventually found myself standing in front of a smithy. It was a simple building, open on three sides to allow for a good breeze. The back wall was mostly stone, and held a large forge that glowed red with heat.

The blacksmith herself was bent slightly over an anvil, carefully hammering on a piece of metal. She bent it around the horn of the anvil, then expertly curled the piece of metal on itself. It looked like a piece of decorative wrought iron. Holding it with a piece of tongs, she lifted it off the anvil and turned toward the forge, but saw me and stopped.

“Hey,” I said, giving a friendly wave.

She stared at me for a moment, then carefully set the piece of wrought iron on the anvil and the tongs next to it. A bit of soot darkened her face, but she was still a pretty one. Shorter, but with solid muscle visible in her shoulders. A leather apron covered most of the front of her, protecting her from sparks and slag. Heavy leather gloves did the same.

She pulled the gloves off and set them on a nearby table as she approached me. The way she looked at me made me think she was studying me, examining me.

“Hey,” I said again. “I just wanted to stop by and check on my sword. Were you able to do anything with it?”

She looked me up and down again before answering. “Yeah,” she said, her voice husky. “It was a strange weapon indeed. Practically useless, but at least the steel was good.”

She turned and went toward the back of the smithy, where a sword with a crude wooden scabbard rested on a table. After grabbing it, she returned to me and set it in front of me. She pulled the sword out, letting the blade catch the light.

It was completely transformed. I couldn’t believe that thing used to be a paper cutter! Now it reminded me of a long machete, something definitely made for chopping, but with a crossguard large enough to protect my hand and a leather-wrapped handle.

“Wow,” I said, trying to see if I could recognize any part of it. “Tizia, right?” She nodded. “This is amazing. What all did you do?”

Tizia barked a laugh. “Basically reforged the entire thing.” She pointed at the blade, at the edge specifically. “The blade was absolute shit. Damn thing wouldn’t cut a piece of paper; it was more of a club. The edge was good steel though, good for hardening. The rest of it was steel as well, but softer. That actually worked out well. As you can see, I reshaped the whole thing. The edge is hard enough to hold a razor edge, and the spine of the blade is flexible and tough.”

Most of what she said went right over my head, but I nodded slowly as if I knew what the hell she was talking about. “The handle looks nice as well.”

“I’m not sure what used to be on there, but it was just awful,” she said, referring to the old plastic handle. “It melted and burned off, damn near stank up the whole place for an hour. I gave you a proper handle; this is coarse boarhide. It’ll give you a solid grip, even if your hand is wet.”

I looked over at the scabbard, that was clearly not done.

“Still working on that,” she said, seeing where my eyes had gone. “The inside is carved out; that’s the most important part. Just need to find the time to thin the rest of it out, then wrap it in leather.”

“I can do it,” I said, eager to prove myself useful. Surely I was good for more than fucking and honey wine, right?

Not that there was anything wrong with that.

“If you want,” she said with a shrug. She went to another nearby table and grabbed a small draw knife and a piece of leather.

“Shave down the wood with this,” she said, setting the knife on the table. It had a long blade with a handle on each end. A thin metal bar was just in front of the blade, probably to keep it from biting too deeply. “This is the leather you’ll wrap it in. I’ll help you when you get to that point. Can’t have you walking around with a shit-looking scabbard.”

I laughed at her comment. “I’ll make sure to do my best. I don’t want anyone to see this and think you did it, after all.”

“Exactly,” she said.

“Thanks again,” I said, sliding the sword into the wooden scabbard. “This really means a lot.”

She shrugged. “Just doing my job. Try not to cut your finger off with that thing.”

“I’ll do my best,” I said, holding the scabbard in one hand while I grabbed the leather and knife with the other.

“Oh, I’m still working on the other piece,” she said. “I’m not entirely sure what it was supposed to be, but I’m making it into a proper shield. Lots of extra metal on that thing, though. I’ll probably cut the weight by at least half.”

She was referring to the base of the paper cutter. Well, it was just a big chunk of metal, after all. It would be interesting to see what she could do with that.

“Thanks again, Tizia,” I said. She gave me a polite nod and grabbed her gloves on her way back to the forge.

I was excited to have something to do. Something that felt important, even if it was just finishing a stupid scabbard. Yeah, all the sex was fun, but I wanted to feel like I was doing something. Contributing more than just my dick.

By the time I returned to my cottage, my mood was just great. I went inside and set the leather on my counter, then pulled the sword out and set it on there as well. Taking the knife, I pressed it against the wood of the scabbard….

And realized I would be making a mess inside my home. Yazmine didn’t like messes. Well, she had a good reason not to.

With that in mind, I grabbed a chair and took it outside, then set it right in front of my cottage. After sitting, I set the scabbard on my leg and tried pulling the draw knife along it. That didn’t work, so I wound up wedging one end of the scabbard between my feet while pulling the draw knife from one end to the other. Whatever wood the scabbard was made of, it was pretty strong stuff. The knife was incredibly sharp but I could tell this was going to be a slow process.

People gave me odd looks as they walked by. Well, I couldn’t blame them. I was the only man in the entire valley and I was sitting there, whittling away at a piece of wood. They probably wondered why I wasn’t doing something better with my time.

As for me, I just wished I had sandpaper. That would have made this whole thing easier. The draw knife was pretty neat, but took some finesse. Then again, even if I had sandpaper I’d be working for three days straight trying to sand down this hard wood. Maybe a belt sander. Yeah, that would do the trick.

“What’s that?” Mara asked as she walked up to my cottage. She held a tray in both hands.

“Scabbard for my sword,” I said, holding it up so she could see.

She frowned. “Might want to work on the shape. It looks like a dick.”

I took a good look at the scabbard and immediately saw it.

Since I had been holding one end between my feet, my draw knife hadn’t touched there. It was larger than the rest of the scabbard that I had slimmed down slightly with the draw knife. She had a point. The slight bell end made it look kind of like a dick.

“I’ll make sure I fix that,” I said. “Can’t be a hero if I have a dick hanging from my belt.”

Mara shrugged. “Considering what you’re doing for us here, that might actually work in your favor.”

I laughed.

“What’s for lunch?” I asked.

“Something light today,” she said. “You won’t want a full stomach today. I’ll just set it on the counter for you.”

“Thanks, Mara,” I said, giving her a smile. I was really getting used to having my food brought to me. And by such a beautiful young woman! Life just got better and better here.

I briefly pondered what today’s woman would look like. They seemed to send someone around lunch time, so I assumed it would be the same today.

Judging by what I had seen so far, she would probably be a brunette. Tall and fit, with a beautiful face. I mean, beyond that did it really matter? Large breasts, small ones, I wasn’t picky. Although since the queen picked the women herself, she would probably be damn near flawless.

Anaya walked up to me, her face a mixture of her typical scowl and something else. Embarrassment? That was atypical for her. At least she wasn’t carrying her spear with her, so I felt like I might survive this encounter. Maybe she was coming to apologize for earlier.

“Hey, Anaya,” I said. I set the draw knife and scabbard down and stood as she approached. “Is everything alright?”

“No,” she said sharply.

“Well, how can I help?” I asked, although I doubted I had what it took to help a woman like Anaya.

She looked at me for a second, meeting my eyes, then looked away. “Let’s get this over with, Brent. All I ask is that you be quick and let me leave as soon as you’re done. Let me retain a shred of my dignity.”

Holy shit. Anaya was my partner for the day.


Chapter twenty-five



Istood there for a moment, unsure of what to do. Yes, Anaya was about as beautiful as a woman could be, and yes, I totally wanted to bang her from the moment I first saw her. But even if she didn’t occasionally threaten to cut my eyes out, it was clear she didn’t want me. She looked like she was going to be sick.

I bent down and grabbed the unfinished scabbard and the draw knife. “Come on in,” I said, and opened the door for her.

She gave me a suspicious glare as she walked past me and entered my cottage. I followed behind and went to the counter, where I set the scabbard and knife. My food was there, but I didn’t touch it.

I sighed as I looked at my jug of water and mugs. What I would have given for a bottle of wine at that moment. I went ahead and poured two mugs of water, then made another mental note to get something else to fucking drink.

“I’m sorry, all I have is water,” I said, offering Anaya a mug.

She looked at me for a moment, then took the mug. “Thank you,” she said stiffly. A seat was right next to her, and after a moment she sat in it and crossed her legs. After setting the mug down, she crossed her arms as well.

I had put the other chair outside, so I just leaned against the counter. I drank some water while I tried to think of how to handle this. Anaya was beautiful and I was expected to impregnate women, but it was clear she had zero desire for sex. That really killed the mood for me. I took a deep breath and just hoped openness and honesty would help me win her over.

“Look,” I said, setting my mug down. “How you feel about me is pretty obvious. It’s also clear that you don’t want to be here, doing this right now. Just leave and go back home. I’m not going to force myself on you.”

She looked up at me, her eyes hot. “The queen chose me herself, and expects me to serve my people. Right here, right now. So take your fucking pants off and let’s get this over with.”

“No,” I said firmly. “Look, you can glare at me all you want, but my answer is no. I’m not going to sleep with you when it’s clear you hate me. Just head back home. When I see Yazmine or Mara, I’ll tell them you were a good girl and we did it twice.”

“My feelings for you are irrelevant,” she said. “Something is expected of me today, and I won’t shirk my duty.”

I crossed my arms. “Fine. Then when I see Yazmine I’ll tell her you were a bad girl and I had to spank you until you submitted yourself to me. I’ll also tell her that you were so unruly that I came in your ass instead of your pussy, so you’ll need to visit me a second time.”

Her eyes widened and her breath caught. “You wouldn’t,” she said.

“You’ve been nothing but rude to me the entire time I’ve been here,” I said. “Look, the feeling is mutual. You’re easily one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen, but I’m not attracted to people that hate me. It’s as simple as that. You could strip naked right now and I still wouldn’t want to do anything with you.”

And it really was that simple. I loved it when women wanted me. But having to sleep with a woman that hated me and actively didn’t want to do it? That gave me the fucking creeps.

She glared at me for a moment, then some of the fight seemed to drain out of her. “They have someone watching your house,” she said quietly. “They’ll know if I leave early. So I’m stuck here with you for as long as it would take you to finish.” She smirked. “So maybe two or three minutes.”

“Ouch,” I said.

She looked over at the sword lying on the counter, clearly wanting to change the topic. “Tizia reforged your sword?”

“Yeah,” I said, lifting the blade to show her. “She said there’s good steel in the edge.”

“A blade like that is made for chopping,” she said. “You’ll be hacking limbs off with that thing.”

I felt my stomach turn at the thought of dismembering dozens of people on my way to kill the Ghost Prince. But, I had to do what I had to do, and it looked like chopping people was going to be at the top of my list.

“What was the battle like?” I asked.

Anaya’s stare was cold and hard. I knew I was asking a dangerous question.

But fortunately, she took a deep breath and began talking.

“Overwhelming,” she said. “That was the only word for it. The Ghost Prince’s soldiers caught us off guard, because of that traitorous fuck Dax. We outnumbered them, but we were doomed from the start. It was horrible, a bloodbath. His soldiers reveled in the slaughter and almost seemed to get stronger with every one of ours they killed.”

“And you were the only survivor,” I said quietly.

“I still feel shame to this day,” she said, staring at the floor. “I could tell that everyone was going to die. It was obvious from the start. Only a dozen or so men were left, and we had all taken wounds. We agreed that one person had to flee and run back to Moonglow to tell what had happened. I was the fastest runner, so they sent me.”

“I can’t imagine what that would have been like,” I said.

She stood up, grumbling under her breath. “It’s not like you aren’t going to see me naked anyways.” She reached up and unfastened the front of her top and let it fall down.

Her breasts were just larger than a handful, topped with pink nipples. Those, coupled with her toned body made her look like a superhero, the kind of curves-over-muscle figure I had often dreamed about. But I saw what she was trying to show me. Not the sweet rack, but the scar along her ribs. I had missed that.

“And another one,” she said, pushing her skirt down.

Holy shit, was she getting naked just to show me her scars? I initially thought so, but she only pushed her skirt down a few inches. Sure enough, there was a scar below her navel that looked like she had been stabbed.

“Spear,” she said, pointing at that scar. She turned around, showing me not only the top of her ass but where the spear exited. Holy shit, she had been completely run through. After that, she pulled her skirt back up and fastened her top.

“Your strength is inspirational,” I said. She opened her mouth to say something snarky and I cut her off. “No, it is, and I don’t want to hear you bitching at me because I’m giving you a compliment. I just hope I can have your courage and strength when I face the Ghost Prince.”

She pursed her lips but sat down and crossed her arms again. We sat there awkwardly in silence for a few minutes. I tried not to look at her, both because she was so god damn hot and because I didn’t want to stoke the fires of her temper. Best to just talk about something she was more comfortable with.

“When did you learn to fight?” I asked. I walked over and sat on the edge of the small table, thankful it was sturdy enough to hold me. Anaya was like a wild animal and if I was going to tame her I needed to get her used to me. Used to my presence, my touch. Even my voice and my stupid jokes.

“When I was young,” she said. “My father was a soldier. We didn’t have many before the battle; there was barely a need for any soldiers. No one can find this place, after all. But as a safety measure, the queen keeps a very small army around. Just enough to defend the place. I used to love watching him practice with his spear and shield. I watched him every day, and eventually he decided to teach me.”

“So you’ve been learning since you were a child? It’s no wonder you’re known for being tough.”

She scrunched her nose. “I’d rather not be known for anything. I just want a quiet life.”

“What kind of life do you want?” I asked. “What would make you happy?”

She glared at me. “Are you interrogating me now?”

I tapped my chin. “I think I’ll tell Yazmine that we did it twice because you couldn’t keep your hands off me, but I came in your mouth both times. So you’ll have to come back until you stop doing that.”

Her glare deepened, but she gave a silent chuckle. “I think your first threat sounded like more fun.” Her eyes widened slightly as if she hadn’t meant to say that out loud. She quickly answered my question. “Uhhh, I’m not entirely sure what makes me happy. I tend to have an innate distrust of people, especially men. No offense.”

“None taken,” I said. The first threat sounded like more fun? I tucked that away in my mind for later.

“A roof over my head and a warm fireplace on cool nights. Someone to listen to me and make me laugh. Someone that respected me.”

“So you want the bare minimum?” I asked.

That earned me another sharp glare, but I went on.

“Look, I think it’s clear someone hurt you in the past. And I’m not going to ask questions about it. But those things you just mentioned are basics that should be in any relationship. Without respect and good communication, a relationship is doomed.”

She just stared at me, so I continued. Hey, at least she wasn’t threatening me.

“You also deserve comfort, safety, and trust, enough that you would be okay letting someone into that rocky canyon you call a heart. And someone that would cherish that opportunity and treat you right.” She still just watched me, so my inner joker decided to add something risky. “And what was that I mentioned earlier? Oh yeah. You could definitely use a spanking every once in a while.”

I met her gaze and held it, waiting for the explosion. Anaya didn’t move or even blink. She could probably win a staring contest with a stone wall.

She finally tore her eyes away and took a deep breath. Muttering under her breath, she pushed herself to her feet and walked around the chair, as if purposely taking a longer path to approach me.

“I hope I don’t regret this,” she said in a voice so quiet I barely heard her.

She stepped up to me and I pushed myself off the table so that I stood tall in front of her. She looked up into my eyes for a moment as if searching for something in them. Her gaze went down and she raised both arms. After a brief hesitation, she wrapped her arms around my midsection.

Holy shit, a hug from Anaya? I’m sure there was a saying about that, one that involved hell and ice water.

At least I was smart enough to do the right thing in that moment. I pulled her into a tight embrace, with one hand on her lower back—but not too low—and my other hand between her shoulder blades. Both safe places for hands during a hug.

She was as stiff as a board, but eventually began to relax. She adjusted her position and leaned her head on my shoulder. I let my hand slowly travel up to the back of her head, holding her tightly against me. I so wanted my other hand to go down to her ass, but that would have ruined the moment. Instead, I brought it up some, just to keep the temptation at bay.

And that was all we did. We hugged. We didn’t kiss, we didn’t say anything. I didn’t even get a boner, which surprised me. We stayed there for what felt like ten minutes, with Anaya slowly holding me more and more tightly every so often. Was she that starved of love?

I opened my mouth to say something, then wisely closed it. Ruining this moment would haunt my dreams, so I decided to let her speak first.

She kept holding me tightly but raised her head so that she was looking me in the eyes. Her big brown eyes were as hard as gemstones, yet somehow vulnerable. Standing that close, the urge to kiss her was overwhelming. I saw her gaze flick to my lips a few times and knew she felt something similar.

“Don’t hurt me,” she said in a surprisingly soft voice. “That’s all I ask.” Her eyes went to my lips again and she pulled me down for a soft, brief kiss.

Fireworks went off in my head the moment our lips met.

She pulled away and sighed, then leaned her head on my shoulder for a moment. I could tell opening herself up like this was difficult. Her heart was probably beating as quickly as mine.

“I wouldn’t dream of hurting you,” I said. “Never.” I wasn’t entirely sure why she said that, but I felt it was important to acknowledge it.

“Good,” she said, looking up at me again. “I have held only one man in my life the way we just did, and he hurt me. He hurt me in many ways, and for far too long.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said, although I was sure she didn’t want my sympathy. Probably should have said something different. “Well, I’m glad he’s gone now. He clearly didn’t appreciate just how great you—”

“I killed him,” she said, still looking into my eyes.

I wasn’t sure how, but I managed to stand there without reacting. Inside, my head was a tornado of questions.

“The last time he put his hands on me, I drove my dagger through his temple,” she said. “And I swore I would never let anyone hurt me again.”

The unspoken threat was there, loud and clear. The tension in the air was like electricity, just ready to zap someone. I needed to diffuse the mood.

“I promise the only time I will put my hands on you is when I’m spanking you, which I plan on doing pretty often.”

I held her gaze and slowly grinned. After a moment the overly serious look on her face broke and she laughed. She leaned her head on my shoulder again and we embraced. In that moment I wanted to kiss her, but I knew that would be a mistake. Instead, I brought my hands up into her hair and began massaging her scalp.

“What are you doing?” she asked, but didn’t move. “That feels good, but why the hell are you rubbing my head?”

“Two reasons,” I said. “First, I want to touch you right now. And second, so you leave my place with messed up hair so they think we were rolling around in bed.”

She actually blushed at that. Anaya blushing! I had seen it all.

She looked over at the bed and I could see the gears turning, but then turned back to me. She stepped away, giving me a faint smile. That was one of the first smiles I had ever seen on her face, and it was incredible.

“I should get going,” she said. She looked around the room for a moment as if unsure of what to say next, then her eyes fell on the bed again.

“Thanks for talking with me,” I said. “It’s nice to get to know you.”

She looked back at me and slowly stepped closer. Those eyes of hers were just plain unsettling at times, especially when she looked like that. She took a deep breath and then kissed me, just quickly.

“Thank you, Brent,” she said. I could still hear the uncertainty in her voice.

I reached out a hand and she slid hers in it. That was a great way to show a bit of affection. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze, then let go.

“Let me get the door for you.”

We walked to the door, but when I reached out for the handle she stopped me.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

She looked me up and down. “I have a reputation to uphold.” And with that, she reached up and ruffled my hair, messing it up as much as possible. After that, she grabbed the neck of my shirt and pulled, tearing it.

“Hey, careful there,” I said. “Carina just made this. I think that means you owe me ten bucks or something.”

“Bend down,” she said.

I wasn’t sure where she was going with that, but I bent down slightly. She brought her arms up to embrace me again, then sank her white teeth into the bottom of my neck, right where it met the shoulder. I yelped and tried to pull away but she held on tightly, damn near breaking the skin.

“What was that for?” I asked, clapping a hand to my neck.

“Do you really think I would just lie there and let you grunt on top of me for two minutes?” Anaya asked. She gave me another smile, then reached up and patted my cheek. “Wear that bruise with pride. If you’re lucky, maybe I’ll give you another one.”

She stepped out of the way so I could open the door. I thought for a moment, then grabbed my shirt and pulled it off over my head.

“How’s that?” I asked as I pulled the door open.

She smiled again, looking at my neck. I walked her outside, then reached down and took her hand in mine. After kissing her knuckles, I let her go.

“Just remember what I told you,” she said in a voice much too light for the weight in those words.

I leaned an arm against the doorway, making sure my bite mark was plainly visible. She glanced at my neck and smiled, then walked away.


Chapter twenty-six



Women were crazy.

Not to be sexist or anything, and I hated making such blatant generalizations of an entire gender, but…. Yeah, women were crazy.

“I can’t believe she fucking bit me,” I said to myself as I walked back inside. I reached up and felt at the teeth marks. Yep, still had the dents in my skin. I glanced at my fingertips to make sure there wasn’t any blood.

Although the reality was that it only served to reinforce a thought I once had while looking at Anaya; she’d probably be wild in bed. I mean hair pulling, ass slapping, leg biting, choking, the whole works. Well, today we seemed to make some progress. Maybe if I did things right I’d get to find out one day. I had brief thoughts of acquiring some rope and making a sex swing.

Either way, I finally remembered the food Maya had brought earlier. I raised the lid and found a sandwich on the silver platter.

Initially I was a little bummed, but then I looked closer. It was a grilled sandwich with melted cheese dripping down the sides. I grabbed it and pulled it open and saw some kind of thinly shaved meat inside and a sharp smelling sauce.

Gourmet sandwich? Hey, why not. The rest of the food had been amazing.

But still, biting into the sandwich and only having water to wash it down with was kind of the final straw. I really needed to get something else.

As soon as I was done, I grabbed a fresh shirt and left my cottage. I had a few things on my list to take care of.

The weather in the valley always impressed me. I would expect it to be rather warm, considering there wasn’t much wind to carry in fresh air. A bit of chill from the towering mountain nearby constantly entered the valley, mixing with the warm air and filling it like a bowl. The result was surprisingly pleasant weather. From what others had told me, the temperatures didn’t fluctuate much in the valley, although it sometimes got chilly during winter.

And just like that, she was in front of me. The woman with the reddish blonde hair. She stood with two friends about ten feet away from me, chatting and laughing about something. Finally, I was going to introduce myself to her. I put on my best smile and stepped forward.

“Hey, there you are!” Mara said, grabbing my elbow.

“Huh?” I asked.

“Yazmine wants to see you,” Mara said. “She has a busy schedule so she sent me to fetch you. I’m glad you were close to your house, or it would have taken me forever to find you. Come on.”

I turned back and saw the woman with the reddish blonde hair walking away with her friends.

“Dammit,” I said.

“Is everything alright?” Mara asked.

“Sorry, not you,” I said. “Yeah, everything is fine. Let’s go.”

We walked down the street, and after a moment I noticed Mara seemed a bit… I dunno, antsy or something. It dawned on me that we usually flirted and kissed nonstop, and now we just walked next to each other like strangers.

I offered Mara my arm. She looked at it for a moment, then smiled and held onto it. That smile stayed on her face as we walked down the street, like some happy young couple.

Several women gave us looks as we walked by. Probably wondering who that woman was holding onto the arm of the only man in the valley. I saw plenty of curious glances and more than one jealous eye.

I thought briefly of my reward; I could take any three women in the valley as my wives. So far I had met many special women. Choosing would be incredibly difficult. Mara was sweet and just as adorable as could be, Cami had the body of a sex goddess, and I couldn’t wait to see Masha naked. Yes, choosing would be very, very difficult.

Mara held tightly to my arm as we walked up the stairs, then released once we got to the top. It was nice having her hold onto me, but probably not the best to have her boss see that sort of thing.

“How did you learn magic?” I asked Mara.

“Huh?” Mara asked. “Sorry, you just caught me off guard with that one.” She shrugged. “I was born with it. It tends to manifest itself around the time a girl becomes a woman.”

“Can men learn magic?” I asked.

“I think so,” she said. “It’s not as common, from what I understand. Men usually aren’t as strong, either.”

“Hmm. Thanks,” I said.

She looked up at me. “Do you think you can learn?”

I shrugged. “I have no idea, but I’d like to find out.”

Together, we walked through the tall entrance to the temple. Only a few women were in the sanctuary, sitting on pews offering prayers to their god, Tanarus. Or goddess. Or, well, I wasn’t sure there. God-person.

An aisle ran between the wooden pews and ended at the tall statue of Tanarus. Yazmine was there, speaking with a tall woman with steel gray hair. As usual, Yazmine wore that bikini top and split skirt deal, although today it was red to match her hair, and trimmed with gold. I was just grateful to see some color. She was one of the only ones to break free from the drab earth tones. She noticed us and finished up her conversation.

Mara stopped halfway down the aisle and I stood next to her. Yazmine gave a warm smile to the woman she was speaking with, hugged her, then walked toward us. The way the outside of her legs peeked around her split skirt drew my eyes like a magnet. I took a deep breath and focused on her flawless face instead.

“Good afternoon,” Yazmine said in her melodious voice.

Mara bowed her head and Yazmine acknowledged her with a smile.

“Hey, Yazmine,” I said, completely eschewing custom. “What can I do for you today?” In a perfect world, she’d tell me that the queen had chosen her to be with me. Hey, a guy could dream, right?

She stepped closer to me and I reached out a hand without thinking. Yazmine looked down at my hand for a moment, then carefully put hers in it. I was glad she was receptive to that sort of thing. I knew I had no chance with Yazmine, but it was nice to flirt with her at times. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze and she smiled back at me.

“I wanted to check in with you,” she said, pulling her hand back. “Are your amenities okay? How is the food? Is everything going well?”

“I’d say things are great, but that would be the understatement of the year,” I replied. “My little house is great, the people here are wonderful, and life is good.”

“And the food?” she asked.

“Oh, it’s great,” I said. “Every meal has been a real treat.”

She nodded. “Good. We weren’t sure what the food was like in your world so we decided to err on the side of safety by having the royal cook handle your meals. I’m glad we made the right decision.”

“Yeah, I have no complaints other than those little tests,” I said.

“Tests?” she asked, raising one perfect eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said. “Yesterday they sent a girl to my house. I believe she was fourteen. I’m no pervert, so I didn’t touch her. Turns out that was just a test of my morality, and Anita was waiting outside with a spear the whole time. Had I touched the girl, she would have killed me.”

Yazmine shrugged. “Well, I must say that it is good you passed that test. I was a bit concerned when we initially thought of it.”

“You came up with the test?” I asked.

“With the queen’s help, yes.” She looked over at Mara. “Wait for me in the study, dear.”

Mara bowed her head and hurried away.

“Walk with me,” Yazmine said.

I offered her my arm. She smiled at it for a moment, then gently laid her hand on the inside of my biceps.

“You have to remember that you’re supposed to be our hero, Brent,” Yazmine said in a quiet voice. “Which means you must always act like a hero. A hero possesses iron willpower, and a solid morality that never falters. Had you failed that test, it would have been a sign to everyone that you were indeed not our hero. It would have shown everyone that I failed.”

“But I’m not the hero,” I said. “You told me that yourself. Your spell messed up and I was brought here by accident.”

She sighed. “I know. You’re not a hero, but you’re what we have. So, you had better act like a hero.” She squeezed my arm and smiled up at me. “So far, so good.”

“So, any more tests I can expect?” I asked.

She kept her smile. “If I told you about them, they wouldn’t be tests anymore. Just always remember to act like a hero. It would be very easy to get lost in the tasks we have you performing here. Speaking of which, how is that so far?”

Was that question a test? Did she really just ask me if I enjoyed fucking beautiful women every day?

“It’s going well,” I said, choosing my words carefully. Think like a hero, think like a hero. “I treat each woman with respect, not like I’m just completing a task. I feel like a child born from love and passion is infinitely better than one born from…. Uhh… a pump and dump.” I hated myself for calling it that, but I couldn’t think of any other term. Probably not a very heroic thing to say.

Yazmine smiled but color stained her cheeks. She mouthed the words pump and dump and shook her head slightly. “It is good you treat our women with respect. That will keep you in the queen’s good graces.” She looked up at me. “And mine, as well.”

My god, her face was perfect. Staring into her blue-green eyes was like looking directly into heaven.

“What else can I do to stay in your good graces?” I asked. I couldn't help it; the words just came out.

She smiled at me, but looked away. “Just keep acting like a hero, Brent. What about your weapon?”

Considering we were just talking about sex, for a moment I thought she was asking about my cock. Fortunately, wizened up and realized she was referring to the paper cutter. “It isn’t a—ah, nevermind. Tizia reforged it into a fine sword. I’m actually finishing the scabbard myself. Anaya said she’ll start teaching me how to use it tomorrow.”

Yazmine nodded. “And how was she?”

I just looked at her, hoping she wasn’t asking what I thought she was.

“Anaya?” I asked. Dear god, did I really have to describe how I banged each woman? Because if that was the case, things were going to get weird.

Yazmine’s eyes flickered to the teeth marks on my neck. “I think you know what I’m asking, Brent. Did she cause any trouble? Even the queen had concerns about her and her temper, but it would be hard to find a better candidate.”

Ah, shit. What would I say? Obviously I wasn’t going to tell Yazmine that I spanked Anaya and came in her ass. However, we had connected during our short time together, and I wanted to see Anaya again in that capacity. I felt like with a bit of time, charm, and respect, I could win Anaya over. Which meant I needed an answer that would satisfy Yazmine, but guarantee Anaya would be sent back to my house. I wasn’t sure yet if everyone got only one turn or multiple, but I didn’t want to take any chances.

“Things went well,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. “Um. Can you send her back to my place in a few days though?”

Yazmine raised an eyebrow. “And why would I do that?”

I took a deep breath. “Do you really want to know?”

Yazmine crossed her arms. “I have birthed children and healed the wounded. Try me.”

Another deep breath. This could go either way. “Well, we were going at it pretty hard for a while but as you can imagine, Anaya is a rather dominant woman. She wanted to be on top, which of course I welcomed. After I came in her, she moved off of me and most of the cum slid down the inside of her thigh. I don’t know if there was enough inside her to get her pregnant. I just want to be certain.” Man, I hope she bought that.

Yazmine blinked and her cheeks slowly turned red. “Well, I wasn’t quite expecting that. But yes, I can see how you would be concerned that your, uh…cum ran out of her. I’ll make sure you see her again in a few days.” She sounded incredibly uncomfortable talking about it.

So hey, that was probably a good time to change the subject. “Do you think I can learn magic?”

Yazmine looked briefly confused at me switching topics so quickly. “Magic?”

“Yeah, magic,” I said. “Magic brought me here, after all. I was wondering if I could learn it. Can we test me somehow?”

Yazmine looked at me for a moment, tapping one finger on her full bottom lip. “Maybe. I have something for you that might work. Come with me.”

She turned and walked back down the long aisle in the sanctuary with me beside her. I took a moment to appreciate how the stone walls were carved from the stone cliff, with a seamless transition to the stone blocks that made up the rest of the temple. The quality of the craftsmanship was incredible, especially considering how primitive their tools were.

“This way,” Yazmine said, turning to the right. She held her right hand out as she walked and flames suddenly appeared above her upturned palm. The fire cycled through every color of the rainbow, then went out. She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled.

As we passed by the statue of Tanarus, I tried to get a good look at her. Him. Whatever. Up close, it was even harder to tell. They seemed to be perfectly androgynous. To be fair, that made sense for a deity.

I followed Yazmine out of the sanctuary. We walked through a wooden door and went down a narrow hallway that branched off in several places, but we continued straight ahead.

We finally stopped in front of a tall wooden door at the end of the hallway. Its ancient surface was carved with runes and magical symbols. Yazmine waved her hand over the handle and a light within briefly glowed. She turned the handle and pushed it open.

The moment we entered, Mara stood and bowed her head to Yazmine. She had been lounging in a chair off to one side with a book. Yazmine nodded back to her.

“May I help you, Mother?” Mara asked.

Yazmine shook her head. “No, but you may watch.”

She went to her desk and opened a drawer, then rummaged around inside. After a moment she held up a single golden key. That went into the thick steel door of a safe set in the wall behind her. The heavy door opened with a faint creak and Yazmine reached in. I caught a glance of several objects within the safe, but Yazmine withdrew something small.

After closing the safe, she held it up to me. It was a ring. “I am going to give you this,” she said. “If you have any magical ability, this will help awaken it. Furthermore, it will make you stronger. It’s sized for a woman, but it might fit on your pinky finger. Mara wore it several years ago when she first learned magic.”

“Oh, I remember that!” Mara exclaimed. “Yes, that ring made things much easier. And I’m very weak with magic, so it enabled me to study spells that I wouldn’t have been able to learn otherwise.”

“Why doesn’t she still wear it?” I asked.

“Because her strength will gradually increase on its own as she studies magic,” Yazmine explained.

She reached across her heavy wooden desk and held out the ring. I took it from her and examined it. It was a simple ring, made from gold. A thin red line encircled the entire thing. It almost looked like a ruby, but I couldn’t imagine someone taking the time to cut a ruby to fit the ring like that. I slipped it on my pinky. It wouldn’t go over my last knuckle, but I held it there anyway. I’d get used to it.

“Feel anything?” Yazmine asked.

I frowned for a moment. “I don’t think so.” Looking up, I noticed the air looked slightly different. I blinked and focused on what I was seeing. Almost like thin wisps of smoke trailing through the room. One of them went straight to Mara, and a double dozen went to Yazmine.

“That’s magic,” Yazmine said with a smile after I explained to her what I saw. “You are seeing the magical lines that traverse our world. They link us, the magic users, with the forces of nature and the gods. It’s a lot to explain right now, but you’ll learn as you can. Just keep that ring on and focus on seeing and feeling those magical lines.

“Incredible,” I said, looking around. Magic! And I was going to learn it.

If that didn’t deserve a drink, I didn’t know what did. I was going to go see Cami and get a mug of honey wine. This deserved a celebration.


Chapter twenty-seven



But I still had a few errands to run, I reminded myself.

Yazmine’s eyes just about popped out of her head when I rushed forward and hugged her. I didn’t care. I was going to learn magic. Mara got a hug as well, but she was eager for it.

I turned and hurried away, but the moment my hand fell onto the door handle to Yazmine’s study, something popped in my mind.

“Hey, Yazmine,” I said, glancing over my shoulder.

“Yes, Brent?” she asked.

“Can I get something to drink other than water?”

She stared at me for a moment, then laughed. “Yes, Brent. I’ll see what I can do. Any requests?”

Oh boy, I wasn't expecting to have an actual choice. What drink or drinks would go best with daily sex?

“Tea and wine, if possible,” I said.

“Like Cami’s honey wine?” Yazmine asked.

I shrugged. “That’s fine. Proper wine, if you have it. I don’t know if you guys have much of it around here though.”

She smiled. “Just let me handle that. Enjoy your day, Brent.”

I left the temple with high spirits. My mind raced, wondering what my magical powers would be like. Would I be casting fireball spells? Magic missile against the darkness? I didn’t know a thing about magic here except that Yazmine was powerful and hid the entire valley with it.

I felt at the small ring sitting on my pinky. I could probably force it over my knuckle, but it would be stuck there. It was definitely sized for a woman, but as long as I was careful, it wouldn’t fall off.

Looking around, I was just barely able to make out whatever Yazmine had called them. Magic lines or something. The faintest wispy strings floating through the air, sometimes spiraling in toward a person, sometimes reaching to the heavens. One of them even touched me, right on the top of my head, which made it hard to see.

While staring up at the sky, I became a bit entranced by the magic that I saw. It was the most fascinating thing I had ever seen. The lines were so faint, just barely noticeable, but they blew my mind. Several of them twisted around each other as if they were trapped in a small tornado. I picked up my pace, following them.

With all the people filling the street in front of me, it was hard to see where those magical lines went. If I had to guess, someone in front of me had an ability with magic and didn’t know it. Maybe they should up their testing.

My eyes focused on the magical lines and I managed to catch a glimpse through the crowd as it ever-so-briefly parted in front of me. The magical lines touched a woman’s head.

A woman with reddish-blonde hair.

“Ah, shit,” I said to myself. It was her.

A group of women walked right in front of me, blocking my view. Frustrated, I tried to see around them, then quickly stepped to the side. The moment they moved out of the way, I saw reddish-blonde hair enter a house. The door shut behind her.

I looked around, trying to remember this spot. Was that even her house, though? It could have belonged to a friend. That might make things awkward if I came knocking.

It also dawned on me that I didn’t quite know what to say when I actually met her. “Hi, I’m Brent, and I’ve been dreaming about your incredible tits for nearly a week. Nice to meet you. By the way, you can learn magic.” Somehow I didn’t think that one would win her over.

I tried to think of something nicer as I walked down the street. Complimenting her hair might work, but then I remembered Yazmine telling me to avoid complimenting a beautiful woman in that manner. Instead, mention her wits, or sense of humor or something similar. Telling a pretty woman that she was pretty would get me nowhere.

Well, that could wait for another day. I wanted to check on my boots, which meant I had to deal with Ivona. She wasn’t the most pleasant person, so I hoped a bit of sarcasm would work with her. I had a feeling flirtation would get me slapped. When I reached her shop, I took a deep breath, put a friendly smile on my face, and pushed her door open.

“Hey, Ivona,” I said as soon as I entered.

She was seated behind her counter, reading through a book. After a few seconds I realized she was checking a ledger. Probably going over sales. She looked up at me, staring at me without emotion.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“I would hope so, considering I asked you to make me some boots,” I said.

She chuckled once. “Valid point.” After closing her ledger, she took a deep breath and sighed. “You’re lucky, you know.”

“Because I get to spend time with you and enjoy your charming personality?” I asked.

She actually laughed at that. She laughed! “Glad you noticed. No, you’re lucky because your boots were the last ones I worked on.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I’m really hoping you finish that thought, because otherwise it sounds like they were the last ones you worked on before you died and you’re clearly standing in front of me right now, at least mostly alive.”

She gave me an amused smile. Wow, the contrast from her customary frown to that smile was incredible. With a smile like that, I’d kiss her all day long, especially with that slightly stocky, thick build of hers. She wasn’t wearing her leather apron, so I got a better look at her body. Her body was muscular, covered in a thin, soft layer of fat. It gave her rather impressive curves through her hips and thighs. She was just built to take a pounding.

Ivona held up a hand, showing me how it was wrapped in a white bandage.

“Okay, so you’re alive except your hand,” I said.

She smirked. “I broke my finger, so I can’t do much of anything until it heals a bit more.”

I approached her with a frown, looking at her hand. “Sorry to hear. Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Trying your boots on would be a good first step,” she said.

“Heh. Boots. First step. Nice one,” I said.

She grinned at me.

“Alright, let me see what you were able to slap together for me,” I told her.

“Get them yourself,” she said, pointing with her bandaged hand to a shelf on the wall.

I looked around, missing it on purpose. “Sorry, I can’t tell exactly where you’re pointing with that mangled claw of yours.”

“Brent,” she warned.

“Ah, right there,” I said, walking up to the boots. I picked up one of them and examined it.

Made from dark leather, they looked to reach halfway up my calf. The, uhh…. What was that part called? The shaft of the boot was large enough for me to slip my foot through, and had a single buckle at the top to help tighten it. The sole looked to be made of several layers of thick leather, and the stitching was so tight I figured they’d probably be waterproof.

“These are incredible, Ivona,” I said as I grabbed the other boot. She didn’t reply.

I turned and sat on the chair that was right there, kicking off my loafers. Each boot had two pull straps at the top, and I hooked my fingers through them to pull them on.

They fit like they were, well, custom-made for me. To be honest, I hadn’t been expecting anything great, considering this world’s level of technology. I mean, no memory foam, no rubber, none of those things we took for granted that made life so much more enjoyable.

I pulled the other boot on and flexed my toes a bit. They were stiffer than what I was used to, but that was to be expected with boots. At least she left enough room in the toe area that my feet weren’t squashed.

Carefully, I stood. The boots were shaped so well to my feet that they felt like I had already been wearing them for a year.

“Well?” Ivona asked.

I almost told her how impressed I was with the boots, but then caught myself. This was Ivona, after all.

“Simultaneously the best and worst boots I’ve ever worn,” I said, frowning dramatically.

Ivona huffed and placed her hands on her hips. “And just how many pairs of boots have you worn before?”

I tapped my jaw and thought for a moment. “Hmmm, including these? One.”

“Dammit, Brent,” she said. “As soon as I find something to throw at you, you’re getting it.”

“Don’t make your hand any worse than it already is,” I said, walking up to her. “Here, let me help. You find something, and I’ll throw it at myself.”

Ivona laughed and turned back to me, then stopped. She was only about two feet from me, and this close we finally got a good look at each other. She was quite stunning, as long as she didn’t frown all the time.

“The boots are incredible,” I said quietly. “I expected nothing less from you. I’ll make sure to tell the queen and Yazmine what a good job you did.”

“Thank you,” she said, staring into my eyes.

What I would have given at that moment for the right joke to make her laugh. Unfortunately, I couldn’t think of anything.

“How did you break your hand?” I asked, casually leaning against the counter.

She blushed. “Ah, it’s incredibly embarrassing. I’d rather not tell you.”

“Oh, come on,” I said. “We can share stories. You tell me one, and I’ll tell you one.”

“Eh, I don’t know,” she said. She went to cross her arms and winced once her broken hand touched her arm. “Fucking thing,” she muttered and let her arms fall to her sides.

The truth was I didn’t really have any embarrassing stories. I had to come up with one on the spot, and one that she would understand with this level of technology. Something finally popped into my head. It was stupid, but hopefully it would work.

“Do you guys have vampires in this world?” I asked.

“What the fuck is a vampire?” she asked.

“Well, it’s a mythical creature. Like a regular person but they have sharp teeth and live at night, because the sun will kill them. Also, they drink blood. That’s all they live on is blood. It’s usually considered a curse.”

She scrunched her nose. “Sounds gross, to be honest.”

I shrugged. “Eh, it’s a creature from stories that’s been around for centuries in different forms. Sometimes it’s mentioned they live forever, as well, and have magical powers. But the most important thing is that they drink blood. They bite you on the neck and suck the blood out. Well, I dressed up as a vampire for halloween—a holiday back in my world where children wear costumes. I was six or seven years old, and the first person I spoke to, I said ‘I want to suck your butt.’ Instead of blood. Not my proudest moment.”

Ivona barked a laugh. “Have you wisened up any since then, or are you still trying to suck on butts?”

I looked at her, then let my gaze fall to her hips. “Depends on the butt, I guess.”

“Just so you know, I have a knife and I will cut you,” she replied.

“Before or after the butt-sucking?” I asked.

“Dammit Brent!” she said, although a smile kept trying to break through her angry expression.

“Okay, okay, we’ll save that for the second date. Out with it though, tell me how you broke your hand.”

She stared at me for a moment, her face overly serious. “No.”

“Come on, Ivona. I just told you my butt-sucking story. Fair is fair.”

“I never agreed to tell you,” she said. She tried to cross her arms again and cursed when her finger bumped her arm.

“Tell me or I’ll tell the queen you suck at making boots,” I said, adding a chuckle so she wouldn’t think I was actually threatening her with it.

She shook her head. “It’s too inappropriate. I don’t feel comfortable telling you.”

“You know what I’m here to do, right?” I said. “Here in this valley, on a daily basis. I don’t think there is anything around that can make me blush.”

“Well, good for you,” she said, turning away. “The answer is no.”

I paused for about ten seconds. “How about now?”

“No, Brent,” she said. She sounded irritated but I saw a faint smile again.

“Ah, okay. I probably didn’t want to know anyway,” I said. “Well, it was nice talking to you, Ivona.”

I walked over and grabbed my loafers from the floor, then went to the door. When I got there I turned and gave her a smile and a wink. She was watching me with a rather strange expression on her face.

“Promise you won’t laugh?” she asked. Her face was already turning red.

“Of course. I won’t say anything inappropriate.” I took a few steps closer to her.

She opened her mouth, then closed it. I took another step toward her and she finally huffed and turned away, so she was facing the wall.

“I was lying in bed, pleasing myself. When I was done I got up but my legs were shaky. I fell and tried to stop my fall by putting a hand down.” She remained facing away from me.

“That’s not embarrassing at all,” I said, although yeah, it kinda was. “I’m sorry you hurt your hand, Ivona. I hope you heal quickly. I think Yazmine can help you heal with magic if you need it.”

She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. Her face was still scarlet.

“Thank you for not laughing. I still can’t look at you though, so please leave.”

“Okay, I will,” I said, and walked to the door. “But only under one condition.” I grabbed the handle and pulled the door open, then turned back to face her. “Next time you’re masturbating, think about me.”

Her eyes grew wide with outrage. I gave her my best smile, then ducked out of her shop. The second I closed the door behind me, I heard something heavy crash into it, like she had thrown something at me.

“That went well,” I said to myself, and kept walking.


Chapter twenty-eight



Ialmost stopped by Carina’s place to check on my clothes, but ultimately decided not to pester her. Although, I reminded myself she was set to stop by later, so I stopped and turned around.

After pushing the door open, I stuck my head in. No customers, perfect. Carina was behind her counter, bending over a bundle of cloth. Deep red cloth, I noted with a smile. It looked like she was doing good on our agreement to brighten up the valley. In fact, as I looked around I didn’t see anything in drab earth tones. I quietly closed the door behind me and stepped in.

“One minute,” she said without looking up.

I walked closer. “Hey, gorgeous,” I said.

Her head snapped up and she broke into a smile as soon as she saw me. Ah man, that smile of hers was really something. She carefully set the bundle of cloth down and stepped out from behind the counter, then walked up to me.

“Couldn’t wait until tonight, I see,” she said, wrapping her arms behind my neck.

“Guilty as charged,” I said, and bent down to kiss her.

It was a fun kiss. Just two adults that wanted each other, enjoying the moment. One of my hands slipped around the back of her head, holding her lips against mine, while my other hand went straight to her ass.

With the skimpy clothing everyone wore it was already clear Carina took good care of herself. With her ass in my hand, it was all the more apparent. Soft skin over firm muscle, and when I squeezed it I felt her smile against my lips.

“I still say I’m old enough to be your mother,” she said.

“I still say I don’t care,” I replied. She was a beautiful woman, simple as that.

She laughed and leaned her forehead against my shoulder. “Oh, you’re a fun one. I think we’re going to have a great time.”

“I agree,” I said.

“Really though, what brings you in today?” she asked, pulling back a bit. I took both of her hands in mine and held them.

“Honestly, I just wanted to say hi,” I told her. “I suppose I do need a new shirt, though. Anaya ripped one of mine.”

Carina barked a laugh. “Sounds like her. I’m assuming she gave you that mark on your neck as well.”

I had almost forgotten about that. “Yeah. She’s a rough one.”

“And how am I supposed to compete with these young women?” Carina asked.

I looked down at her flat stomach and toned legs. “I have a feeling you’re going to do just fine.”

She pulled me to her and pecked me on the lips, then released my hands. “Here. I do have another shirt for you.” She walked over to a shelf on the side of the shop and selected a deep red shirt.

“Wow, nice,” I said, holding it up. “This color is sure to draw some eyes.”

“I should make you a nice cloak to go with it,” Carina said. “I was thinking a smokey dark gray with silver and black embroidery around the edges. I have an assistant that could handle much of the embroidery. I don’t have the patience for that stuff anymore.”

“Sounds great,” I said. “I’m all for being more stylish.”

I pulled my plain shirt off right there in the store and donned the red one. It was quite a nice color. I was tempted to ask where the dye came from, but then I remembered in this day and age it was probably dead insects or something.

“I guess I don’t need this any longer,” I said, looking at the plain shirt in my hand.

“Just set it over there,” Carina said, pointing to a table.

I tossed the shirt on a table, then adjusted my new red one. The fit was great. I tried to imagine what I would look like in a gray cloak. Pretty fucking awesome, that’s how I’d look. People would think I was royalty or something.

“I’m gonna get going,” I said. “I just wanted to see you for a moment.”

“Thank you, Brent,” Carina said, beaming a smile at me. She walked back behind her counter. “Stop by anytime.”

“I will,” I said.

I left her shop and continued down the street. It was a nice day, which didn’t surprise me at all. Just a few fluffy clouds keeping the sun from blinding me, and the temperature was great.

Honestly, this valley was awesome enough that the pain of losing an entire life was fading quickly. Family, friends, all gone. There was just no nice way to say that. I was a bit bummed I never got that date with Charlotte, either.

But the flip side was that I was now in a valley of beautiful women, and they all wanted me. I had a great life. I was important, and cherished. I had a future here, you know, assuming I killed the Ghost Prince.

Something tugged at my memories about that. What was that weapon Yazmine had mentioned? The Spear of Destiny, she called it. I had to earn the right to wield that, as only that weapon could slay the Ghost Prince. It all sounded very ominous, so I just focused on completing one task at a time and not letting it stress me the fuck out. I made a mental note to ask Anaya about spears again, though.

I turned left at an intersection and saw her again. It was happening so often I had practically memorized the back of her head. Reddish-blonde hair, pulled up in a bun and decorated with beads, walked away from me. She was about fifty feet ahead, and the crowd was thick.

“Hey!” I called out, trying to politely push my way through the crowd. The women gave me a mix of annoyed glares and interested looks. I didn’t have time for any of it. I just wanted to finally meet this damn woman.

“Hey, watch it,” a tall woman said.

Wait, I knew her. Melusina? Yes, the tall, beautiful woman I had met just as soon as I entered the valley. Well, she’d have to wait.

“Sorry, Melusina,” I said, and hurried around her.

“Nice shirt!” she called out after me.

“Thanks!” I said over my shoulder.

But when I turned back, the redhead was gone.

With a crowd that thick, it was no surprise I kept losing this woman. And thousands of women lived in the valley, so the odds of me finding this one specific person weren’t too great. Well, I guess the odds were about one in several thousand. Yeah, I can math sometimes.

I grumbled a few things under my breath and just continued where I was going. Several other women commented on my shirt, which made me glad. We were going to transform this valley, no matter what it took.

I was grateful for my boots as well. Ivona really knew her stuff. All this walking didn’t bother my feet one single bit.

Up ahead I saw the large stone building with the open wall. I smiled as I approached the pub, as I was looking forward to seeing Cami. Well, I was looking forward to a mug of that honey wine as well, but Cami’s massive tits were at the top of my list of things on my mind at that moment.

A handful of women lounged around the building, enjoying a drink with a friend or two. This early, I think most people were still working. I walked toward the counter, looking for that goddess Cami.

Well, I saw her. And Devana was right there, leaning an elbow on the counter, talking with her. The two women smiled at each other in a very familiar way.

Of course my brain immediately began imagining them both naked, taking turns sucking on me and then riding me. It would be hard to imagine something more incredible than that. Hell, I began to wonder if I could even handle both of them at the same time. I’d damn sure be willing to try, even though I ran a risk of drowning in tits.

“Hey, Cami,” I said with a smile as I stepped up to the counter. Devana turned and saw me and I said hello to her as well.

“How are things?” Devana asked.

“Things are great,” I replied. I reached out and squeezed her shoulder and she smiled at me.

“I told Devana she could drink for free here for the rest of her life for arranging time with you,” Cami said. “I think she’s quickly becoming the most popular woman in the valley.”

Devana smiled at Cami, then transferred that look to me. “Let’s just say you’ll be busy for a few weeks. Probably longer.”

“Oh darn,” I said. “How will I ever survive?”

“You here for a drink?” Cami asked.

“Please,” I told her.

She winked at me, then turned around and walked to the rack of casks. Of course I watched her. She had a body that could make a blind man stare. I glanced over and saw Devana staring as well.

“Half the women in the valley want her,” Devana said. “Me included. So count yourself lucky.”

“I’m just glad you have such good taste in women,” I told her with a chuckle.

Devana blushed. “Yes, well…. I can be a bit picky at times but I do appreciate certain…looks.” She turned back to stare at Cami.

“Here you are, dear,” Cami said, setting a mug on the counter in front of me. “Can you pay me yet, or do I still need to ask the queen?”

I frowned. “I need to talk to her about that. It would be a lot more convenient for everyone if they just gave me a bit of money and let me pay for things.”

“Shame I don’t have anything you can buy,” Devana said, giving me a seductive smile.

“Devana, you are priceless,” I said. I leaned over and planted a kiss on her cheek.

“I told you, he’s got those honey words,” Cami said.

I took a sip of the honey wine, once again marveling at just how good it tasted. With proper carbonation, it would be incredible.

“Hey, Cami,” I said. “I’ve been meaning to ask. What’s in this?” I raised my mug.

“Several things,” she replied. “Barley. We don’t have a ton of grapes here in the valley; a lot of them go to make wine for the queen and some of the wealthier citizens. I get just enough to add to this. They help it ferment better, too. And then as it’s brewing, I add in a bit of honey. Honey slows down the fermentation process, which is why I do it slowly. It still takes a good long while to fully ferment, but I think the results speak for themselves.”

I mentally high-fived myself for guessing what it was made from. The wild yeast gave it a nice flavor as well. It made me glad I had spent so much time drinking craft brews back on Earth and learning certain flavors.

“Care to join me?” Devana asked.

“I would love to,” I said.

“Ah, so you’re stealing him from me?” Cami whined.

“There’s room for one more,” Devana said over her shoulder.

I winked at Cami, hoping there was some way I could be fortunate enough for a threesome with her. Well, now Masha and Devana had offered, so it just had to be possible.

I took a chair next to Devana and we both set our drinks on the small round table nearby.

“Thank you again,” Devana said, reaching out and placing a hand on my knee.

“I still find it odd, women thanking me,” I said.

She smirked. “Yes, I understand. But now this is a special situation. Any woman you choose—or let’s be honest, I choose—is very fortunate. You’re doing good work in helping us rebuild, but I want to make sure I take care of my girlfriends and avoid sending anyone problematic to you.”

“Thanks,” I said, raising my mug of honey wine to her. Man, that stuff tasted great. “Should I ask who is next on the list?”

Devana smiled. “You know the answer to that. Carina is tonight.”

“Ah, sorry. I meant after that.”

Devana’s smile took on a devious twist. “You’ll just have to trust me. Remember what I said, though. You take care of me and I’ll take care of you.”

“So, that means I’ll be seeing you again, right?” I asked.

Devana nodded slowly. “Oh, you’d better believe it. You’re seeing me until I’m pregnant, and then I’m going to continue fucking you until my belly is too large.”

I raised my mug again and she clanked hers against mine.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun, Devana.”


Chapter twenty-nine



Cami’s honey wine tasted so good I could drink it all night. It was rather strong though, so I managed to limit myself to two mugs. Devana had three, and was really starting to feel it by the end of the evening. She laughed and placed her hand on my thigh, often giving me a look that spoke as loudly as words.

But, I wanted to get some sleep before Carina stopped by, so I finally decided to call it a night. I stood and stretched my arms overhead.

“Leaving me already?” Devana asked, feigning sadness.

“I need to get my rest,” I told her. “Remember, I have to keep up with the queen’s demands as well as yours, so I need all the sleep I can get.”

She flashed me a mischievous smile. “Valid point. I plan on wearing you out again soon.”

“I look forward to that night,” I said, offering her my hand.

She placed her hand in mine and I bent down to kiss it. That gesture really seemed to go over well with the women of the valley. Devana practically smiled ear to ear.

“Thanks again, Cami,” I said as I set my mug on the counter.

I gave her my best smile and she leaned on her elbows, getting close.

“I can’t wait to see you again,” she said.

“The feeling is mutual,” I replied. “Hopefully soon.”

“After getting a taste of you, I need more,” Cami said, biting her lower lip. “I’ll join another woman if I must, I just want you.”

I reached across the counter and grabbed her arm, then pulled her closer. Leaning as far forward as I could, I planted a kiss on her full lips.

“Anything else before you leave?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Nah. Life is great.” I turned, then stopped. “Wait. You know a lot of people around here. Do you know a woman with reddish-blonde hair?”

Cami pursed her lips for a moment. “That’s an extraordinarily rare hair color for the valley, so I know who you’re talking about. I don’t know her name or anything about her, though. Very pretty.”

I snapped my fingers. One day I’d find her.

I thanked Cami and left the pub. Candles and lamps made windows glow, casting bits of light onto the streets. Those magical street lamps weren’t very bright, but they helped keep things from getting too dark.

“It’s a full moon tonight,” said a voice right beside me.

I looked over and saw Alexandra. It was impossible to miss her curly hair and adorable smile.

“Hey, Alexandra, it’s good to see you,” I said. “How are you doing tonight?”

“Fine, fine,” she said, looking at me in a peculiar fashion. “The more important question is, how are you?”

“Great,” I replied. “Life is great here. I’m happier than I’ve been in a long time.”

“Enjoying the people?”

I nodded. “Everyone is incredibly nice here. Well, most people. They’re friendly and helpful, and the city is clean and safe. It’s great.”

“Still working on being a hero?” she asked, giving a wry twist to her lips.

“Yeah, I definitely have some work to do there,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. “I’ve been training with Anaya, that should help.”

“How important is that to you?” Alexandra asked.

“How important is what?” I replied.

“Helping the women of the valley.”

I frowned. “I mean, it’s everything. They’ve given me such a great life here. The least I can do is repay them. But furthermore, this is a peaceful place. I don’t like that some asshole wants revenge and wants to harm everyone. I feel like…. I feel like defeating the Ghost Prince and saving the valley is just the right thing to do.”

Alexandra nodded. “Good answer. I think that’ll make most people quite happy, although I would recommend you don’t talk too loudly about Andreas.”

“Andreas?”

“The Ghost Prince,” she replied. “That’s his name.”

“Ahhh, I had forgotten,” I said. “I think I’ve only heard that once before.”

“Not many people know that name,” Alexandra said.

“But you do,” I pointed out.

She looked up at me and winked. “That’s because I’m special.”

“So, what else do you know?” I asked.

The moonlight reflected in her big brown eyes, almost making them glow. “I know it’s a full moon tonight. You should come outside when the moon is high overhead and see why this place is called Moonglow.”

I nodded slowly. “Sounds like a good idea.” I looked up at the full moon, It looked the same as the one I was used to back home. I hadn’t really spent that much time directly comparing things in this world to Earth, but after that I suddenly wanted to.

“Hey, Alexandra, I—” I looked around, but she was gone. I turned in a full circle but didn’t see any sign of her. “How the hell does she do that?” I muttered. It wasn’t the first time she had just vanished like a puff of smoke.

With a shrug, I started back toward my cottage. The two mugs of honey wine had me nice and relaxed, and my bed was practically calling my name. The tiniest chill in the air almost made me shiver. It wasn’t cold, but just enough to let me know that cooler weather was coming. Maybe I’d get to use that fireplace. I made a note to get some firewood.

As I continued home I tried to open my mind to the feelings of magic. Even in the darkness I could see them, faint and wispy against the inky black sky. It was fascinating; I had a feeling even in complete darkness I’d be able to see magic.

Seeing magic all around me made me wish I knew how to actually use it. I decided I’d ask Yazmine about it tomorrow. Being able to use magic would go a long way toward defeating the Ghost Prince, also. That and this Spear of Destiny Yazmine had told me about.

But spears and magic could wait until later. I was tired. When I got to my place I pushed the door open and went right inside.

After sitting on the bed, I pulled my boots off and checked them. Even on the first day, they were comfortable. I was going to have to tell the queen what a good job Ivona did.

The rest of my clothes came off after that and went straight on the floor. I’d pick them up later. I crawled onto the bed and was asleep in minutes.

A gentle knocking pulled me from my slumber. I expected it now, which made waking much easier. I swung my legs over the side of the bed and rubbed my eyes for a moment.

“Come in,” I said. I didn’t feel like going to the door. Sleep still had a grip on me.

The door opened and two women entered, both wearing cloaks to protect them from the cool night. Devana pushed her hood back and gave me a warm smile.

“Always a pleasure to see you, Devana,” I said, hugging her tightly.

“And I see you’re ready to go,” she replied.

I looked down, noting that I was fully nude. “I sleep naked sometimes.”

“Trust me, I don’t mind,” the other woman said, pushing her hood back.

“Hey, Carina,” I said with a smile.

She looked me up and down, smiling the whole time. “You look just plain delicious, you know that?”

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Devana said. She walked up to me and gave me another hug, squeezing tightly so her large breasts pressed against me, and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Goodnight,” I told her. “Oh wait, the moon!”

Both women looked a question at me.

“It’s a full moon tonight,” I said. “Someone told me to go outside and look when the moon was overhead.”

“Well, now would be a good time,” Carina said.

I got up and walked right to the door, not bothering to put any clothes on. Well, it was the middle of the night. I didn’t expect to see anyone outside.

The moon glowed high overhead, a ball of light illuminating the night sky. The pale stone walls of the valley caught the moonlight in a way I wasn’t expecting. They practically glowed, making the night much less dark than it usually would have been.

“Moonglow,” I said. “Makes sense now.”

“I never get tired of it,” Devana said. She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, then walked away. I turned and went back inside.

“Well, I feel like you’re one step ahead of me,” Carina said after Devana had left.

She pulled her cloak open and unfastened the clasp, then set it on the counter. Beneath, she was just wearing a large shirt that covered her to mid-thigh. It was similar to what I had seen Anaya wear the other day. Carina grabbed the bottom hem and pulled it over her head, then tossed the shirt on the floor next to my clothes.

Carina reminded me that sometimes age was just a number. She had just turned fifty, yet the body before me looked twenty years younger.

Every inch of her was toned, like she spent all her time exercising. Her skin was lightly tanned, although she was paler in two areas; on her surprisingly perky breasts and between her thighs. She took a step closer to me, smiling, and put both hands on her hips.

“I do love seeing a man look at me that way,” she said, stepping up to me. “Hey, Brent.”

“Hey, Carina,” I said softly.

We wrapped our arms around each other and kissed for a while. Carina was an excellent kisser and I could have stood there for half an hour doing nothing else. One of her hands reached down and gripped my cock tightly, showing she wanted to move on.

“I feel almost embarrassed at how excited I am,” she said, stepping back so she could look down at me. “Oh, you’ve got a nice one.”

“Uh, thanks,” I said.

She smiled as she looked me up and down. I could see the excitement in her, in the way she stood, in the way she moved. She looked as excited as I felt.

Before I could do anything, she dropped to her knees in front of me. Without hesitation she opened her mouth and began sucking on me.

My eyes nearly popped out of my head at the sensations I felt. Carina sucked hard, from base to tip, sometimes gripping it and giving it a stroke. Her tongue ran around the sensitive underside of my head, then she took the whole thing in her mouth again. Her head bobbed back and forth and her other hand grabbed onto my waist, holding tightly.

“Okay, I can’t wait any longer,” she said, standing.

She hurried over to the bed and hopped onto it, then turned to face me. I grinned and walked over there while Carina pushed herself back, spreading her firm thighs. Seeing her like that, leaning back on her arms with her legs spread, was simply incredible.

“Hurry up and get inside me,” she said. She licked her fingers and wiped them on her pussy, then rubbed herself for a moment.

I got on the bed and moved between her legs. As Carina laid back, I lined the head of my cock up with her wet opening and rubbed it up and down a few times. I found her clitoris and rubbed that for a second, watching a smile form on her face. That was my new favorite thing to do.

“Oh, stop teasing and get inside me,” she said.

I moved my cock down and pushed it inside her. As soon as I entered her, she let out a loud moan and reached out for me. I leaned over her and she pulled me on top of her, wrapping both arms around me tightly.

“Hold me, Brent,” she said.

I was leaning on my elbows but I slipped one hand behind her neck so I could hold her, then leaned my head down and nuzzled the side of her neck.

“Just push it all the way inside and hold it there for a moment,” she said against my ear, her voice breathy.

I gave her a few gentle thrusts, then pushed my hips forward, burying my cock to the hilt inside her sweet pussy. I held it there and she let out another loud moan, holding me tightly. Man, she was on fire tonight.

“Oh, that feels incredible,” she said, her voice almost a whine.

I kept my cock deep inside her and began moving in and out, just shallow strokes, enjoying the feeling of being buried inside her. She threw her head back and moaned again. For that matter, I wasn’t too far behind her in the moaning department. Her pussy felt absolutely incredible.

“It’s been too long,” she whispered, then took my face in her hands.

We kissed while I fucked her slowly. Every few seconds she let out the faintest moan, almost like a whimper against my lips.

“Keep doing that, Brent,” she said in that breathy voice. “Yes, just like that.”

She was really enjoying the slow but deep strokes. Well, so was I. I let one of my hands trailed down to her perky breast and took her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, gently rolling it until it pebbled. Carina bit her bottom lip and smiled. Her eyes were closed and her head leaned back, just enjoying the sensations.

The slow and sensual mood fit Carina perfectly. Here was a beautiful, passionate woman, right in my arms. I smiled and went back to kissing her while she breathed and moaned. I never bothered speeding up; we stayed at that slow, deep pace for a good long time, until we both orgasmed together.

When we were done, she curled up in the bed with me, her back pressed against my chest. She wiggled her ass against my crotch a few times, giggling like a girl when I reached down and grabbed onto her hip. We both fell asleep right away.

Carina woke a few hours later. She kissed me on the forehead and thanked me, then grabbed her clothes and began pulling them on. I just smiled and watched as the moonlight coming in through the windows reflected off her soft skin. It was beyond sexy and almost became something artistic.

“See you around,” Carina said, fastening the clasp at her neck.

“Soon,” I said.

She left and I went right back to sleep.


Chapter thirty



Having regular sex does things to a man. It boosts testosterone, improves self confidence, improves the overall mental health. It also reduces blood pressure, stress, and even lowers chances of heart disease. It boosts the immune system as well.

Those were all great reasons why I felt so good every morning, even though my sleep was constantly being interrupted. Coupled with all the great food, and I had a feeling I was going to be in the best shape of my life soon.

It also just kept me in a great mood. I mean, really, I found it hard to get down about anything anymore. Even the fact that I was never going to see my family and friends anymore kind of faded into the background. It sucked, but I couldn’t do anything about it. Mourning them would only bring me down. Instead, I tried to focus on how great my life had become.

All that being said, I woke up feeling like a million bucks. Or, you know, a million gold coins, or seashells, or whatever type of currency they used here. Note to self, ask Yazmine for some money.

I decided to do something good for my health that morning. Well, other than all the fucking. I downed a full mug of water, stretched out a bit, then slipped my loafers on and grabbed a towel. After that, I left my cottage.

My boots were great but these old shoes were broken in and had a soft sole, great for walking. And I planned on doing a good bit of walking that morning.

I had never been the type of guy to really put much thought into my own life expectancy. Sure, I wanted to see my grandkids one day, and I tried to keep myself in decent shape, but I had never put any real effort into it. Well, the awesome life I lived here deserved a few extra years. I wanted to enjoy this place as long as I possibly could.

So I left my cottage and started walking down the road at a brisk pace. Only a handful of women were out that early and I smiled and bade them all good morning. Most of them gave me friendly smiles in return.

I set a relatively quick pace and tried to follow a path that led around the entire circle of the valley. Or, you know, crater, or whatever the hell this place was. The roads weren’t in a perfect grid, but I thought I managed to mostly skirt around the edge. Close enough to get my heart pumping, that was for sure. Man, had it been that long since I had done real cardio?

As I continued along the road, the people became fewer and fewer and the path narrowed to something about the size of a sidewalk. Much to my delight, the path did in fact follow the inside of the valley walls. It just didn’t seem like it got a ton of use.

The city faded into the background and I only saw a few stone houses, which then faded as well. After that, I passed a double handful of fields and orchards, even two small vineyards. I stopped and grabbed one of the grapes and ate it. It was as sweet as candy.

I went back to walking and briefly wondered if I should jog instead. Nah, too hard on the knees. Besides, I didn’t have anyone to impress. I just wanted to live a long time, and walking was great for that.

Ten minutes later I turned and tried to see how far I had come. The fields had given way to trees, which blocked my path. Well, I figured I was about a third of the way around. One way to find out, right?

I kept moving quickly and after another ten minutes I heard a waterfall in the distance. Okay, so that clued me in to where I was. Perfect. With a smile, I picked up the pace and hurried toward the sound.

The dense trees eventually gave way to a large clearing. Beyond that, a hundred-foot-tall waterfall spilled water into a small lake, which was ringed with massive boulders. I thought of the story where the queen’s younger sister had accidentally fallen to her death there. Bad way to die. Her brother had fallen as well, and the impact from hitting the water had killed him. Another bad way to die.

This early, only a handful of women were there at the lake. No one bathed there; instead many women drew water and filled up large clay jugs for their homes. The damn things were heavy, and I immediately envisioned a wheeled cart that could carry ten times as much. Something as simple as that could make life a lot easier.

I walked up to the edge of the lake and knelt on a massive rock, watching the clear, cold water gently splash against the side. I reached down and scooped up a handful and brought it to my mouth. Odd how something so simple could be so refreshing.

I gave a polite hello to the few women there, then left. The water from the lake spilled out into a stream that cut the valley in half. A narrow trail paralleled that stream, and I followed it back toward the main part of the city.

Another ten minutes had me close to civilization, and I began to hear the telltale signs of life. Specifically, laughter. I was coming up to the part of the stream where many people bathed, so that made sense. A bath was exactly what I needed, and the reason I had brought a towel with me on my walk.

The trees opened up, giving me a clear view of where the stream widened into a large pool. I glanced over and saw a dozen women splashing around as they washed their bodies and hair.

And I saw her.

Her reddish-blonde hair was down and hid her face. She combed her fingers through it and splashed some water onto herself. My eyes went straight to those magnificent tits of hers. Big, round, and surprisingly perky for being so large. They were perfect. There was no other word.

I noticed something else, as well. With that magical ring on, I could see the magic lines swirling through the air. Several of them spiraled down and touched the top of her head. So, whoever she was, she knew magic, or at least she could learn.

I quickly averted my gaze so the women didn’t think I was being a staring creep. Keeping my eyes in front, I walked past that area a good fifty feet, then began taking my clothes off. If I was quick, I could wash and dry myself and still catch that redhead. By now I was determined to meet her.

The cold water took some getting used to. That was another thing I wanted to invent; heated baths. I was sure the queen probably enjoyed something of that nature, but the common folk deserved it as well. I had a feeling they would defend their cold mountain stream to the death, though. Well, I couldn’t blame them.

I scrubbed myself down as quickly as possible, then splashed out of the stream and grabbed my towel. After rubbing my hair mostly dry, I set to getting the water off the rest of myself.

“You seem to be in a hurry,” a familiar voice said.

I nearly leaped out of my skin when she spoke. It took me a moment to recognize Alexandra.

“Hey, Alexandra,” I said, wiping my legs down. I walked over to a large rock and sat on it, then began wiping the sand off my feet so I could put on my shoes and socks.

“So, are you?” she asked.

“Am I what?” I replied.

“In a hurry.”

I chuckled. “Yeah. Trying to meet someone, actually. I keep seeing her ten or twenty feet away, but I haven’t managed to introduce myself yet.”

“Who is she?”

“The redhead back there at the pool.”

Alexandra pursed her lips and nodded slowly. “A rare hair color for the valley. Our priestess is the only one I knew of.” She looked in the direction of the pool. “Don’t you have other responsibilities this morning, though?”

I thought for a moment, then cursed out loud. Anaya. I was in such a good mood I had forgotten about my sword training.

Alexandra gave a knowing smirk. “You can thank me later.”

I grabbed my shirt and began pulling it on. “I’ll pick some flowers for you. What’s your favorite color?”

But when I pulled the shirt down, I couldn’t see her anywhere.

“What are you, Batman or something?” I muttered. She was exceptionally good at just disappearing.

Well, no use worrying about it any longer. One of these days I’d be around Alexandra for a while and learn more about her. But for now, there was a redhead I wanted to see.

Once I pulled my shoes on I grabbed my shirt from a nearby branch and started walking. I pulled the shirt over my head as I continued down the trail. Looking creepy was not a goal of mine so as I came close to the bathing pool I gave it a quick glance. No need to stare, even though a dozen women stood there naked.

No redhead, though.

“Dammit,” I muttered to myself. Whoever she was, she was almost as sneaky as Alexandra.

But in the end it was okay. I needed to see Anaya. I hurried down the main road and picked a few flowers on the way. Purple and blue today, not the colors I had hoped for but they would work.

I knocked on Anaya’s door and crossed my fingers that she wouldn’t be too angry. It took a moment for her to answer, and at least she didn’t sound too angry like usual.

“Who is it?” she called out.

“It’s me, Brent,” I said. “I’m sorry I’m late. I went for a walk and took a bath first.”

The door opened a moment later and Anaya stood there, looking at me. She wore the loose white shirt still, but I could immediately tell she wasn’t wearing her halter top beneath it. I held out my handful of flowers to her.

Anaya looked at the flowers for a moment, then reached out and took them. She stared at them, then looked up at me.

“Well, at least you brought me flowers,” she said, and stepped aside.

“Least I could do for being late,” I told her as I walked in. I saw she still had the flowers I had previously brought her in a small vase on her counter, but I didn’t draw any attention to them.

“Let’s get right to it,” Anaya said. She smelled the flowers, then tossed them on her counter. After that, she grabbed the two wooden practice swords and handed one to me.

“I had some thoughts,” I said as I raised my sword. Anaya attacked and I blocked it, but just barely.

“Uh oh, now he’s thinking,” Anaya said.

“I should be learning the spear as well,” I said.

Anaya lowered her sword and gave me an impatient look. “And what brought those thoughts on?”

“Yazmine told me I have to earn the Spear of Destiny in order to fight the Ghost Prince. I figured it would make sense if I actually knew how to use it.”

“The Spear of Destiny?” she asked. She seemed shaken. “I thought that was just a story used to scare children. Hell, even the children don’t hear it these days.”

“So, uh, you wanna tell me what it is?”

Anaya raised her sword and we went through a few movements while she talked.

“Who knows how much of it is even true,” she began. “But the stories tell us that the spear is made from the bones of the queen’s younger sister, the one that fell. I think her arm bones, sharpened to points. Supposedly, that is the only weapon that can harm the Ghost Prince.”

“What was her name? The queen’s younger sister, that is.” I asked.

Anaya shrugged. “I think most of us have forgotten. It’s not something we really talk about that often, you understand.” She swung her wooden sword at me and I clumsily blocked it.

“So, to kill the Ghost Prince, I have to stab him with the bones of his sister,” I said. “Who the fuck would have created a weapon like that?”

Anaya frowned. “I believe it was the queen’s old advisor. He served the royal family for three generations, and was known for being incredibly knowledgeable. I can’t really tell you much more than that. You’ll have to ask Yazmine if you want to know anything else.”

“Noted,” I said, and swung my sword. It was probably the worst attack in the history of sword attacks, and Anaya batted it aside like she was swatting a fly.

“Remember, your sword is made for chopping,” Anaya said. “So you’ll want to use its weight and momentum for attacks to capitalize on that. Don’t try stabbing anyone with it like you would something with a thinner blade.” She swung her own practice sword in a hard overhead arc to demonstrate.

I stepped back so she didn’t hit me, then tried the attack myself. My performance was horrible, but at least it was something I could practice.

“Keep working on that,” Anaya said. “In fact, that’s all we’re going to work on today. With the way your sword is made and how it’s balanced, swinging it like that is practically guaranteed to chop off an arm or split a head in half.”

Under her watchful eye, I kept working on the same swing over and over, until my shoulders and forearms burned. She was strict and immediately corrected any deficiencies. And once again when we were done with swordplay, she had me complete another hundred pushups and squats. She was relentless about that stuff.

I was covered with a light sheen of sweat when we finished. I leaned the point of my wooden sword on her floor and rested my hand on top.

“Thanks again for all your help, Anaya,” I said.

“You were less horrible today than last time,” she said, giving me the tiniest hint of a smile.

I decided to lean my sword against the wall, then walked up to her. I paused in front of her to give her a chance to say no, but she said nothing. My arms went around her, and a few seconds later she hugged me in return. After a big sigh, she held me tightly.

“I like seeing you every morning,” I said quietly.

“Me too,” she whispered after a pause.

I wanted to say more, but wisely held my tongue. This was a big moment. Anaya, tough Anaya, was incredibly fragile in some ways, and now she was giving me a glimpse of the woman beneath all the anger. I immediately recognized how important that was and how I had to treat her.

And with her, that simply meant holding her and saying nothing. We stood there for a while and every so often her embrace grew tighter and tighter, until her face was buried against my neck and I could feel her heartbeat against my chest.


Chapter thirty-one



The strange thing was that I didn’t even try to kiss Anaya. Holding a beautiful woman like that for so long always led to intense kissing. But this time, it just didn’t happen. I held her while she sighed against my neck and shoulder and nothing else. My hands even stayed in respectful spots, although to be honest I practically dreamed of grabbing her ass.

When she finally pulled away, she stared into my eyes for a moment. Hers were a whirlpool of complex emotions. Once again, I held my tongue. I would never forgive myself if I messed this up.

“Thank you,” she said.

I smiled and leaned forward, kissing her on the cheek. I still couldn’t think of what to say, so instead I placed my hand along her jaw, gently holding her face. She nuzzled her face against my hand and looked me in the eye.

Man, what I would have given for the right words at that moment. I had no silver tongue though, so instead I just tried to be genuine and affectionate.

“I need to go now,” I said softly. “There are some things I want to talk with Yazmine about.”

“Does that have anything to do with that strange ring you’re wearing?” she asked.

I chuckled and looked down at my hand. The ring was still halfway on my pinky finger. “Yeah, kinda. This ring helps me feel the magic around us. Apparently, I can learn.”

“Oh, impressive,” she said. She took a step back and sat on the edge of a table. “Is that how you’re going to save us?”

“Well, that and by fathering a new generation on my own,” I said wryly. Anaya rolled her eyes. “Speaking of which, you should be coming back in a few days. I gave a nice story to Yazmine. Nothing embarrassing, don’t worry.”

“What?” Anaya said, her tone dangerous.

I held up both hands. “Easy there. I’m not trying to force myself on you. If you want the truth, sometimes it’s nice just talking to you and not having to worry about you cutting my eyes out.”

A smile showed through her irritation. “Oh, alright. I suppose that’s fair. Although you’ll have to keep thinking of excuses why I’ll be coming back.”

I tapped my chin. “I’ll tell Yazmine that you love the taste of my cum so much, you couldn’t help but swallow it all.” For some reason my brain thought it was a good idea to blurt out that stupid line as a joke. The second the words came out of my mouth, I tensed up and waited for the explosion.

But it never came.

Anaya shrugged. “I think I liked your first excuse better. Not that any of them are going to happen, mind you. But at least that one was more inventive.”

Was Anaya secretly telling me she wanted me to spank her and fuck her ass in order to dominate her? That went to the top of the list of things I didn’t expect but secretly hoped for.

“Well, that’s enough awkward silences for one day,” Anaya said, standing up. “Off you go.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I stepped forward and kissed her on the cheek. She smiled at me. Score.

“Careful, I might start expecting that,” she said.

“I could only wish,” I replied. “Hey, probably a bad time to bring this up. Do you know a woman with red hair in this valley? Not Yazmine. Lighter red, like reddish-blonde.”

Anaya gave me a cautious look for a moment, then finally nodded. “I think I know who you’re talking about. She’s the only one with that hair color around here, so it’s hard to miss her. She came here via magic as well, you know. She arrived three days before you did.”

Well, that set my mind to racing. Who would have arrived three days before me? Was she even from my world? But the fact that she also arrived from a magical spell left me with even more questions. Just how badly did Yazmine’s spell backfire? Two people from two different worlds?

“I wanted to talk to her about how she came here,” I said.

Anaya shrugged. “You’re asking the wrong person. I’m just a scout that sometimes runs errands for the queen. Ask Yazmine.”

“Noted,” I said, tucking away that bit of information. What kind of scout ran personal errands for the queen? “Well, it’s been a pleasure, Anaya. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She gave me a surprisingly warm smile. I stood there for a moment, staring at that beautiful smile like some lovestruck teenager. It took me a moment to pull away and hurry to the door. I heard her chuckle under her breath as I pulled the door open.

To be honest though, I was really glad things were going well with Anaya. Once I broke through the crust of her temper, she was quite a wonderful woman. I really enjoyed being around her. Who knew, maybe one day we’d actually do the deed. With a body and face like hers, that would be a dream come true.

I found my way back to the street and started walking toward the temple. A bath in a mountain stream, sword practice and flirting with a beautiful woman…. I was in a great mood, and nothing was going to change that.

As I started up the front steps to the temple, I ran into Mara. Perhaps it was just my elevated mood, but I couldn’t help but think of just how deliciously fuckable she was. Yes, I wanted to take things slow with her, as slowly as possible, but I was looking forward to the day we finally went that far. That would be one for the history books.

Mara glanced around to ensure no one was looking, then went up on her toes to kiss me. I wrapped an arm around her waist and spun her in a circle, then set her down.

“Oh, it’s good to see you, Brent,” she said with a bright smile. “What are you here for?”

“I just had some questions for Yazmine,” I replied. “A couple things have been on my mind so I wanted to go ahead and ask her.”

“Well, you’re in luck. She’s in a good mood today.” Mara glanced over her shoulder at the temple. “Of course when she’s in a good mood she’s usually twice as fastidious, so make sure you’re on your best behavior.”

“Is she a tough boss?” I asked.

Mara shrugged. “She’s a wonderful person, but she seems to expect nothing but perfection out of me. If I don’t advance in my magical studies, it’s not because of any physical limitation, it’s because I didn’t work hard enough. I know she means well, but she can be tough.”

“Good to know,” I said. My jokes had gone over well with Yazmine so far, but now I knew to be careful. Well, she was also the strongest magic user in the valley, so that was another thing to be careful of.

“I’ll take you to her,” Mara said.

I offered her my arm and after a moment she slipped her hand through. Together, we walked up the rest of the stairs and entered the temple.

I immediately saw Yazmine. It was impossible to miss her sunset-red hair, especially when coupled with the deep green of today’s outfit. At least she wore color, unlike the rest of the valley. She was kneeling in front of the statue of their god Tanarus, fifty feet in front of us.

“I should be careful,” Mara said, pulling her hand away.

I reached down and grabbed her hand, then placed it back on my arm. “Keep your hand there, please. I like walking with you this way, and I don’t care what anyone says about it. I’ll deal with Yazmine.”

Mara looked up at me, a bit of concern showing on her flawless face. “You’re like a dream come true, you know that? Okay, if you say so. Don’t get me in trouble, though.”

Man, was Yazmine really that much of a hardass? It looked like it was time to find out. We continued down the center aisle of the temple. The sanctuary was empty at that time of morning. I supposed people didn’t tend to pray until later in the day.

At the sound of our approaching footsteps, Yazmine gracefully pushed herself to her feet and turned around. She watched us with a peaceful look on her face and her hands clasped in front of her waist. When we stopped in front of her, her eyes went from Mara to Mara’s hand on my arm.

“I don’t believe that’s appropriate, Mara,” Yazmine said.

“I like her arm there,” I said. “Mara is a nice person and keeps me company. It’s quite appropriate that I show her respect and affection when she has helped me so much.”

Yazmine raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow. “Help? And just how have you helped him, Mara?”

I answered for her again. “She has taught me much about the valley and your customs. She’s also told me where things are and has helped me find my way around the city. Not to mention bringing my food every day and ensuring I’m doing well.”

Yazmine’s mouth tightened slightly. Man, she was tense today.

“I want to ask her a few questions,” I said to Mara. I leaned over and kissed her on top of her head. “Thanks again for everything you’ve done.”

Mara smiled up at me, then hurried away.

“She should know better,” Yazmine said quietly, watching her apprentice leave.

“Is that so?” I asked. “Please tell me, exactly what is wrong with what she’s doing?”

Yazmine frowned at me for a moment. “It’s not her place to be familiar with you like that. Her place is in her studies, learning to be a priestess of Tanarus. Not cozying up to you.”

“I’m not sure if you’re aware of this, but it’s my job to fuck as many women as possible and help sire a new generation,” I said wryly. “Having said that, it’s kind of nice to have a woman to just talk to on a regular basis. A friend.” I pointedly avoided mentioning all the times we had fooled around. No need to spoil my argument.

Yaamine’s stern expression remained. I wasn’t sure why I felt so confrontational that morning, but my heels were firmly dug in and I wasn’t budging.

“I suppose I can allow that,” she said after a moment.

“Good,” I said. “Because to be honest, Mara is probably the only friend I have in this valley. I’d rather not lose that.”

“I didn’t realize she meant so much to you,” Yazmine said stiffly. “Nor did I realize you liked women that young.”

“Age has nothing to do with it,” I said. “Mara is the only person that’s taken the time to actually get to know me. No one else has bothered. To the rest of the valley I’m just a dick to fuck or the guy that’s supposed to kill the queen’s brother.”

Yazmine glared at me for a moment, then took a deep breath. “I am sorry you feel that way,” she said, still just as stiff as a board.

“Look, I’m sorry if I’m being rude to you,” I said. “But Mara is my friend, simple as that. She’s nice to me and talks to me every day. I like being around her, and sometimes I will hug her and walk with her arm on mine. I just like being nice to her, since she’s been so nice to me. She is kind and deserves good treatment in return.”

“Well, the queen said you could take any three women as your wives. Maybe she should be your first choice.”

Her comments finally made sense. Yazmine was jealous of Mara. As beautiful as she was, Yazmine was most likely used to being the center of attention, especially when a man was present. Her being in such a lofty social position only added to that. That her teenage apprentice had my friendship and not her really seemed to chap her ass. Well, no need to make things any worse.

I shook my head. “She’s a wonderful, kind young woman but she’s not my type. I would gladly be her friend for life, but I won’t be marrying her.” And that was the simple truth.

Yazmine seemed to relax a bit after that. “What are you looking for, then?”

I shrugged. “I haven’t entirely figured that out. Honestly, it’ll be hard deciding.”

Yazmine paused for a moment. “So, may I ask why you’re here?”

“Sure, you may ask,” I said. Dammit. I had been talking to Ivona too much.

Yazmine gave me a flat look in return.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just had some questions. Best to start at the beginning, I suppose.” I brought my hand up and fiddled with my ring. “I can see magic all over the place when I allow myself. It’s everywhere. And I can also see when the magic touches people, which I assume means they can use it.”

Yazmine’s hard expression softened after hearing that. “And what do you see when you look at me?”

I looked at the air above her head. “Probably a dozen magical lines, all spiraling in on you. They don’t seem to have any color at all, but now I could almost say they do. Some of them feel blue, but not really blue—it makes me think of the sky. And some remind me of water, like the waterfall out in the valley and the lake beneath.”

Yazmine smiled. “Magic is divided into different paths, Brent. Different elements. That’s what you’re seeing. Earth, air, fire, water, and spirit. Now that you can sense the differences, it will be time for you to begin learning how to use magic soon. Very soon, indeed.”

That elevated my already high mood.

“I wanted to ask about something else as well,” I said. “A woman came here three days before me. A woman with red hair, though not as red as yours.”

Yazmine pursed her lips. “Yes,” she said. “We need to speak with the queen about her. I suppose it’s time you meet her, as well. Maybe we can figure out what happened and why my spell brought two people from two different worlds.”


Chapter thirty-two



Yazmine and I stood there awkwardly for a moment before I finally moved. I turned and waited for her to move next to me, then we started down the aisle. After a moment I offered her my arm. She looked at it without breaking stride.

“So what, am I your friend as well?” she asked with more than a hint of sass in her voice.

For whatever reason I decided to tease her a bit. “What if I don’t want to be your friend?” I asked.

“Well, then I’m not touching your arm,” she said, looking straight ahead.

“What if I want to be more than friends?” I asked.

She continued looking straight ahead. “Nonsense. I am a priestess of Tanarus. I don’t have time in my life for—”

“I can take any three women as my wives, after all. And just so you know, I’ve always had a thing for redheads.”

She stopped dead in her tracks and stared at me with wide eyes. “You wouldn’t.”

I just grinned at her and shrugged. “I like a woman with a bit of power. I feel like a priestess of Tanarus could be a good match for the hero that saved the valley.”

She stared at me for a moment, then barked a laugh. “There’s just one problem with your argument; you aren’t a hero. You’re a mistake.”

“Now, that’s the third time you’ve reminded me of that,” I said. “If I didn’t know any better, Yazmine, I’d think you were playing hard to get. Or maybe you’re in love with me but can’t admit to it. Maybe I really should just choose you as my first wife. Hell, I wouldn’t even take any others. I’d be happy with just you. I mean, you’re as close to perfect as I could dream of.”

She looked like she was going to have a panic attack.

“Or, you can just take my arm and relax for a few minutes,” I said, offering her my arm again.

Yazmine looked at my arm as if it were a viper, but eventually slipped her hand through it and clutched my biceps. I reached over and patted her hand gently.

“Much nicer,” I said, trying to sound genuine and not like I was teasing her. “You know, all jokes aside, I do enjoy walking with you like this. Even though we’ve only done it twice or so.”

Yazmine glanced at me. “I’m not really sure what to say to that.”

I huffed. “I’m sorry, Yazmine. I’m giving you a hard time and you don’t really deserve that. I just want you to loosen up a bit.”

“I have too much important work to do to loosen up,” she replied.

“Well, we’ll just have to find a way to fix that,” I said. “Once I prove to you that I really am the hero and defeat the Ghost Prince, that’ll lower your stress levels.”

Her laugh sounded a bit more genuine that time. “If you actually manage to pull all that off, I might even agree to marry you.” As soon as the words were out of her mouth she gave me a sharp look. “Don’t get any bright ideas, though.”

“Don’t worry,” I told her. “I’m going to make sure I fail utterly and completely so you don’t have to worry about that.”

She laughed again, which made me glad.

“Does this mean we’re becoming friends, though?” I asked, patting her hand again. “I mean, we’re talking and enjoying each other’s company.”

“What makes you think I enjoy this?” she fired back.

“Maybe I’m just being hopeful, because I enjoy it so much,” I said, smiling at her.

She looked up at me and finally smiled back. I pulled my arm a bit closer and she tightened her grip, so we were walking right next to each other, hips touching. Man, even just that set my blood on fire.

We approached the royal palace, arm in arm. Anita stood out front, leaning on her long spear. She gave Yazmine a polite bow of her head as we drew closer, then raised her hand to me. Immediately recognizing the gesture, I high-fived her.

“Glad you remembered,” I said with a grin.

Anita grabbed onto the thick door handle and pulled it open. Yazmine and I stepped through.

Anita escorted us through the palace and into the throne room itself. It was empty, so she directed us to wait five paces in front of the throne.

“I suppose I can trust you with the High Priestess,” Anita said wryly.

“Probably,” I replied with a wink.

Anita paused for a moment to give me a sharp look, then hurried away through a side door. A few minutes later the door opened again and the queen herself entered the room.

I felt something jab me in the leg and looked over. Yazmine had dropped to a knee, so after a second I did the same.

“Manners will get you far with her,” Yazmine whispered.

I looked up and watched the queen walk in. She wore a dark blue dress that was slit up each side all the way to her hips. Her breasts looked nearly as large as Cami’s, expertly supported and shown off by the cut of her bodice. Whoever made that dress really did a great job.

“You may rise,” Queen Brielle said as she sat on her throne.

Yazmine and I stood at the same time. I wasn’t sure how to begin so I just let her do the talking.

“Good morning, Your Majesty. I have brought with me Brent Dean Williams, the hero we prayed for, so that you may inquire about his progress. I think you will be pleased. I also wanted to speak with you about the other traveler.”

Queen Brielle nodded slowly. “Yes, the woman, right? Strange how that happened. Perhaps we can get to the bottom of it.” She turned her dark gaze on me. “And how are things going, Brent? Accommodations to your liking? Does the valley please you?”

I bowed my head briefly. “Yes, Your Majesty. Life is wonderful here, so I’d like to thank you. I’m doing my best to help out how I can.”

She threw her head back and laughed at that. “Yes, so I’ve heard. The women you’ve been with have sung your praises. Even my cousin Anaya spoke kindly of you, and she seems to chew rocks for breakfast most days. Whatever you’re doing, keep it up.”

So, Anaya was the queen’s cousin. Things slowly began to make more sense. The simple scout was a hero and royalty herself. I briefly wondered what other secrets she hid.

“Uh, thank you, Your Majesty,” I said. I wasn’t really sure how to respond to that, but I briefly entertained a fancy that eventually the queen herself would want to spend some time with me. Man, that would be something worth fighting for. Her body looked like something that wasn’t even possible with plastic surgery.

“And the rest?” she asked.

I nodded. “I have been training with Anaya each morning. She is teaching me how to fight with a sword, and will train me on the spear soon as well.”

“Good,” Queen Brielle said. “You’re going to need all you can get if you want to be victorious against…. Against my brother.” She let out a heavy sigh. “Even after all these years, it hasn’t gotten any easier to say that. Tell me, do you have any siblings, Brent?”

“I have a younger sister,” I told her. “That’s it. I come from a small family.”

“Well, I would say cherish her, but I assume you won’t be seeing her again,” Queen Brielle said. “Which leads to my next question.” She turned to Yazmine. “Can you explain what happened and why we have two, Mother?”

“I’m not entirely sure, Your Majesty,” Yazmine replied.

“Anita, can you bring her?” Queen Brielle said. “Maybe she’ll have some useful information.”

“I certainly hope so,” Yazmine said quietly. She turned to me. “Do you have any idea what happened? Did anything particularly strange happen when you came here?”

“Well, there was a crazy storm outside when it happened,” I began. “Lightning was striking all over the place, and I went to a window to watch. It’s not every day you see a storm like that. And, well, lightning struck me and suddenly I woke up outside the valley.”

“Nothing else happened?” Yazmine asked. “Did you feel any surge of power? Were there any signs of magic?”

“Other than me getting zapped to a new world? Nah,” I said. “I’d say it was a pretty routine lightning strike in the face.”

“Mind your tone,” Queen Brielle said. “We are trying to figure out precisely what happened.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I just don’t have anything to tell you. One moment I walked up to a window to watch the storm, and the next I woke up here.”

The three of us were silent for a moment. They clearly wanted to know what went wrong with their spell, and I was being no help whatsoever. Well, sometimes life was like that.

Behind me the door opened and two sets of footsteps came closer.

“Maybe she’ll be able to shed some light on this situation,” the queen said.

“I really do wish I could help, but I’m afraid I don’t know anything useful,” said a woman’s voice right behind me. “I went to a window to watch this crazy storm that appeared out of nowhere and got struck by lightning. Next thing I knew, I woke up in the forest outside this city.”

Something about her voice sounded familiar. Very familiar. When she was right next to me she stopped and stood there. We both turned to look at each other at the same time.

I stared into her beautiful green eyes, almost in shock. The look on her face said she was just as surprised. I somehow resisted the urge to run my fingers through her strawberry blonde hair and pull her face close to mine. She took a step closer to me, her hand covering her mouth in shock.

As soon as I saw that beautiful face, I knew what I had to do.

“Queen Brielle, you said I can take any three women in the valley as my wives, correct?” I asked without taking my eyes off of the redhead beauty in front of me.

“They must consent, but yes,” she said.

I immediately dropped to a knee and reached out, taking her hands in mine. So many nights she had walked through my dreams. She was the perfect woman in so many ways, and right when I finally had a chance with her, life came up and kicked me in the balls and took her from me.

But now I had another chance, and I wasn’t going to let her slip away.

“Charlotte,” I said, surprised at how steady my voice was. “I have wanted you from the first moment I saw you.”

She gasped and wiped a tear from her cheek with slender fingers. “I can’t believe it’s actually you, Brent,” she said, and slipped her hand back in mine.

“That smile of yours is like the sunrise in my day,” I continued. “Your voice is my favorite song, and I have cherished every moment we have spent together.”

“What are you saying, Brent?” she asked, her voice quiet.

“We can’t honeymoon in Hawaii since that place doesn’t exist in this world, but I don’t care. Anywhere you are is paradise for me. French food hasn’t even been invented in this world so maybe I’ll do it so I can finally take you on that date.”

Charlotte laughed at that, but another tear ran down her cheek. She stared at me so intently, not even blinking.

“And to think, all of this started with that stupid paper cutter,” I said.

Charlotte laughed again. “Thanks, Janet.”

“But right now there’s only one thing on my mind.” I took a deep breath and steadied my nerves. My heart was pounding in my chest and sweat ran down my back. “Charlotte James, will you marry me?” I pulled the magical ring off of my pinky finger and slid it onto her ring finger.

She gasped. Her eyes welled up and her lip trembled. “Brent,” she whispered.

“You can finally be Charlotte Williams,” I said, smiling up at her.

She smiled down at me and choked back a sob. “Yes,” she said, tears flowing down her cheeks. “Yes, Brent, yes, yes!”

She pulled on my hands and I stood up, then wrapped my arms around her narrow waist. I lifted her into the air, spinning her in a circle while she laughed. Finally, I set her down but continued holding her tightly

Charlotte stared into my eyes, blinking away tears. “You followed me here.”

“We were just meant to be,” I told her, and leaned down to kiss her.

Our lips met and fireworks exploded in my head. It was just a soft kiss, but something I had wanted for so many months, and something I thought I would never experience. Everything about it was perfect. She placed her hands along my jaw, smiling so hard we could barely kiss.

“I can’t believe this is real,” she said, looking up into my eyes.

Everyone watched us, but I didn’t care. I turned and looked at Queen Brielle.

“Your Majesty, what do we need to do to make this official?”

After a few seconds she stood and slowly walked over to us. It was a testament to how besotted with Charlotte I was that I didn’t look at the queen’s figure at all. Okay, a glimpse at her hips, but that was it.

Queen Brielle stood in front of us and placed her hands on her hips. “You two know each other?” She sounded thoroughly confused.

“For a while, yes,” Charlotte said. “We used to work together.”

“I had just asked her out on a date when the spell hit and brought us here,” I said. “I”ve been dreaming about Charlotte since I first met her.”

The queen looked her up and down. “I don’t blame you. She’s quite beautiful. I find it rather fascinating that Yazmine’s spell brought you two young lovers here instead of a single person.”

“The power of love?” Charlotte asked.

“The power of love,” I said, imitating that old Huey Lewis song.

Queen Brielle smiled. “Perhaps.” She stepped closer, then reached out and laid a hand on each of our shoulders.

“I, Queen Brielle of Moonglow, Protector of the Valley, do pronounce you husband and wife. May your love last as long as the sun is bright and the night is dark. May your children grow in health and happiness. May you know the true meaning of forever each time you profess your love to one another.”

Charlotte just stared at me the entire time, her eyes filled with unshed tears. I kept my grip on her hands to keep my own hands from shaking. The woman of my dreams was right in front of me, and I had just married her.


Chapter thirty-three



As it turned out, no one really knew what had happened with Yazmine’s magical spell. She still insisted—in front of the queen, at least—that I was the hero everyone had prayed for, but it became obvious to all in the room that something had gone awry.

“Where did you go when I went down to the basement?” I asked Charlotte. We still held hands—I felt like I never wanted to let go. “When I went to go find a wrench to fix that stupid paper cutter, that is.”

“The storm got really bad, so I went over to a window to watch,” Charlotte replied. Everyone listened closely to what she said. “I stood there and watched as a telephone pole snapped and crushed a car. Right after that, lightning struck the car.”

“Holy shit,” I said. “I saw the exact same thing. What window were you at?”

“Over by the multipurpose printer,” she said. “The window there is huge so I figured it was the best place to watch from.”

I thought for a moment. When I went downstairs, that put me on the other side of the building, but then I crossed it to find a wrench, and then went to the nearest window to watch the storm….

“I was right beneath you,” I said. “I was watching the storm from the window right below where you were standing. I’ll bet it was the same bolt of lightning that hit both of us.”

“How could that happen?” Queen Brielle asked Yazmine. “You were confident in the spell.”

“I was, and still am confident in the results,” Yazmine said, her chin lifting a fraction. “I prayed to Tanarus for days about this and put my trust in them.”

“And why did we arrive three days apart?” I asked.

Yazmine shrugged. “I have no answer for that. I brought you both here from a different world altogether. It doesn’t surprise me that there were some difficulties.”

“So, did I somehow travel back in time three days, or was Brent stuck in limbo?” Charlotte asked.

Yazmine shrugged again. “If I had all the answers we wouldn’t be standing here right now. If you really need to know, ask Tanarus. Maybe you’ll be blessed by hearing their voice.”

She was beginning to sound a bit hot under the collar so I decided to leave her alone. I looked back at Charlotte again, finally seeing more than just those beautiful green eyes.

Holy shit, her tits were huge.

Yeah, that was probably crude of me, but good lord. Her top was a bit more like a halter top, like what Cami wore, which was a requirement for breasts that big. Her stomach was flat, her hips small but nicely rounded…. She had mentioned once that she did yoga regularly. It showed.

But once I got over just how perfect those knockers were, I looked above her head. I still held her hand in mine, so I was touching the magical ring—although I wasn’t sure if I needed it any longer. The ring had woken the ability within me.

A whirlpool of magical lines spiraled down and touched the top of her head. I released her hand and the lines faded, but I could still see them, just faintly. I turned and glanced at Yazmine. Well, yeah, she was beautiful, but I focused on the magical lines above her head. Charlotte had just as many.

“I think I might have an idea as to why Charlotte came here with me,” I said.

“Out with it,” Queen Brielle said.

“Look above her head,” I said to Yazmine. “She can learn magic.”

Yazmine gave me a confused look, then leaned forward to see around me. Her eyes slowly widened when she saw Charlotte.

“I’m not even sure what expletive to use in this situation,” Yazmine said. “Those weren’t there when she first arrived.”

“What’s going on?” Queen Brielle demanded.

“Charlotte can learn magic, Your Majesty,” I said. “And it looks like she’ll be just as strong as Yazmine.”

“No, stronger,” Yazmine said. “Although her strengths will lie in different places. Still, this is incredible.”

Things were slowly starting to make more sense. When I arrived here, Yazmine had told me several times that I was an accident. That they had prayed for a hero but instead got me. Aside from the initial sting of the comment, that set me to working hard and focusing, hoping that maybe one day I could prove myself.

But now I saw things differently. I very well could be the hero—and so was Charlotte. Together, we could defeat the Ghost Prince.

Of course, I’d have to handle the repopulating thing myself, for obvious reasons.

“Go and enjoy the rest of the evening with each other,” Queen Brielle said. “Mother and I will stay and discuss what implications this brings.”

I held Charlotte’s hand tightly and turned, pulling her with me. I wasn’t trying to trip her or anything, but I wanted to get the hell out of there before anyone else asked any questions. The topics we were focusing on could quickly turn into an hour-long interrogation.

“Do you know how to fight with a sword, by any chance?” I asked Charlotte, meaning it as a joke.

“I studied fencing when I was a girl,” she replied. “My father thought it would teach me discipline.”

Shit. Was Charlotte the hero? No, no. I was required for repopulating the valley. So yeah, that pretty much solidified my notion that alone we were both mistakes, but together we equaled one hero.

“So, Mrs. Williams, where should we go?” I asked, squeezing her hand once we left the royal palace.

She gave me the most beautiful smile. “Oh, Brent. I always liked you, you know that? I wish it hadn’t taken you so long to ask me out.”

“But you had a boyfriend!” I spluttered. “I had to at least wait until you were single.”

“Yeah but he was an asshole and I was practically looking for a reason to leave him. We didn’t even see each other more than once a month. Sometimes it was just nice having someone to text at night when I was bored. Shame you and I never got the French restaurant, but I guess marriage will have to do.” She brought both our hands up and smiled at them.

“I’ll figure something out,” I said. Considering the royal chef prepared my food, I figured it would be easy to have something special made.

“Where are we going?” Charlotte asked.

“Honestly I hadn’t really thought about that,” I replied. “I just wanted to get out of the throne room before things got uncomfortable.”

“Can we go to your place?” she asked.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, trying to hide my excitement. “Of course. It’s right over there.”

I steered us in the direction of my cottage and we went there together. I found myself wishing I had something more than just a tiny stone house with a bed and two chairs. Or at least something better than fucking water to drink. Ugh, I really had to make sure I got something better.

I pushed my front door open and held it for Charlotte so she could enter. Not gonna lie, as soon as she walked by I totally checked her out. I mean come on, this was the woman of my dreams. There was no way I was going to let her walk by without getting a look at her.

And those firm thighs ending in a tight little ass set my heart to pounding. Man, she was gorgeous. Everything about her.

“Oh, you have wine!” she said, and rushed toward my counter.

Wine? I closed the door behind me and hurried inside. Sure enough, five hand-blown glass bottles sat on my counter, each with a cork sticking out the neck. The cork was long enough that I would be able to remove it by hand. I briefly wondered what type of wine it was.

“They even gave you decent glasses,” Charlotte said, lifting a metal cup. “Well, not glasses. What is this, a goblet?”

“Yeah, I think so,” I said as I walked up next to her. I grabbed a bottle and held it up to the window so I could see through it. It looked like white wine, as best as I could tell. “Shall we?” I asked.

Charlotte just held her goblet in front of her and smiled. Oh man, she held that thing right in front of those massive breasts of hers.

I yanked the cork from one of the bottles and carefully poured some into her goblet. Of course it was impossible not to stare at those huge knockers, but at least I managed not to overfill her cup. Barely. I filled my own goblet, then jammed the cork back into the bottle.

“Cheers,” she said, holding her cup up to me. “I’m not really sure what else to say, to be honest. I just married my cute coworker after being magically transported to another world.”

“Cheers,” I said, tapping the rim of my goblet against hers. “It’s a good world. We just need to put in a bit of work to save it. Speaking of which, you can learn magic.”

I took a sip of my wine and was pleasantly surprised. It wasn’t completely dry—there was just the faintest bit of residual sugar left in it, just enough to make it easy to drink. I knew a bit about wine, but had absolutely no clue what kind of grape that was. Well, considering we were in a different world, it was probably something that didn’t even exist on Earth.

“Oh, this is nice,” Charlotte said. “I suppose that speaks well for our future, right?”

I smiled at her. “Yeah. I feel like it’s a good omen.”

Charlotte set her cup down and looked up at me. “I just married the only man in the village. I wonder if that’s a good omen or a bad one?”

“Bad,” I said without hesitation. “You’ll see, I’m absolutely terrible. The worst. You’ll be ready to leave me in a week.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Are you really that bad?”

“Worse,” I said. “I’m going to do the worst things to you, like love you unconditionally and take care of you. And when you’re tired I’ll rub your back and your feet. Oh, and daily pussy eatings, can’t forget about that.”

Her eyes widened and she let out a surprised laugh.

I just shrugged. “We’re married so I can make inappropriate jokes now.”

She laid a hand on my chest. “Oh, you’re great, Brent. Can we go over there?” She jerked her eyes toward the bed.

Holy shit, was I going to get laid? Was I really going to sleep with Charlotte, the woman of my dreams? I had to make sure I played things cool.

“Yeah, let’s go,” I said, and casually walked across the room. I sat on the edge of the bed, doing my best to look calm even though my heart was running a mile per minute.

Charlotte sat next to me. We immediately joined hands and smiled at each other, and after a moment we kissed. It was a soft kiss, a gentle one, but it was clear that a mountain of desire was beneath it. My hand went behind the small of her back and I wrapped my arm around her narrow waist, pulling her close. I felt her lips curve into a smile against mine.

“This is nice,” she said softly, and kissed me again.

I couldn’t help but agree. The woman of my dreams, right there next to me. Her lips on mine. I even—

Charlotte suddenly stood up and moved in front of me, then hoisted her skirt up and straddled my lap, facing me. She sat down and wrapped her arms around me, then we kissed again.

My hands wrapped around her waist and slowly moved up to her ribs. Oh man, those incredible breasts were right in front of my face. Now was the time. Now was my moment, my own taste of heaven.

I kissed my way down her neck to her collarbones, then let my lips trail down her chest. I didn’t want to rush things, so I tried to be smooth. After kissing the tops of her breasts, I tried to push her halter top down gently with my jaw so I could subtly expose them.

Well, Charlotte was having none of that. She reached down and flicked the clasp between her breasts, then took her top off and threw it behind her.

Two of the most perfect breasts in existence were right there in front of me. Each one was practically the size of my fucking head, but surprisingly firm for being natural. Soft pink nipples topped each one, and to my delight, a small stainless steel barbell was through each nipple. Her nipples were pierced!

I leaned forward, grinning like a kid in a candy store, and went to kiss one of those perfect nipples. Charlotte immediately ran her fingers into my hair and pressed my face against her breasts, moaning softly as I kissed them.

It became immediately apparent that not only did she have massive, beautiful breasts, but that she absolutely loved having them played with. Both of my hands came up and squeezed those massive melons while I licked and nibbled on her nipples. She moaned and continued pressing my face against them.

Well, she clearly wanted me, so I decided not to waste any more time. My hands slid down to her waist and I started pulling at her skirt. She pushed my hands away and stood up, then unlaced her skirt and pushed it down.

I tried not to stare. I failed.

That flat stomach led to what was possibly the most beautiful pussy I had ever seen. I mean, there were all different types, but hers was just gorgeous. Immediately, I wanted to bury my face in that thing.

“Get your pants off,” she said, pulling at the laces on my crotch.

I hurriedly tugged at them, and no sooner were the laces loose that she was yanking on my pants. I practically fell back on the bed and she pulled them down to my knees, then crawled on top of me. I did my best to kick my pants the rest of the way off.

“There are so many things I want to do with you, but right now I just want you inside of me,” she said, her voice breathy.

She licked her fingers and wiped them between her legs, then took hold of my erection and lined it up with her. The feeling of her rubbing the head of my cock against her wet slit was absolutely mind-blowing. I had wanted this woman for so long, practically anything felt incredible.

Charlotte looked me dead in the eye and sank down on me, working her hips up and down a few times before taking my full length. We both moaned at the same time.

Charlotte sat on my lap, rubbing her hands across my stomach and smiling at me. “So, this is what it feels like to fuck my husband.” She grinned at me.

“How is it so far?” I asked.

She brought her hips up and then slowly back down. I reached up and squeezed her massive breasts while she leaned forward and kissed me.

“Pretty damn amazing,” she said against my lips. She worked her hips up and down again, slowly, almost like she was just warming up. “So, Brent, Are you going to claim me as yours?”

I needed no extra encouragement.

My hands immediately wrapped around her, holding her tightly against my chest while I thrust up into her hard and fast. She moaned in my ear and wrapped her arms around me. I let my hands move down to her firm bottom and I held on tightly, using it almost as a handle to work her up and down.

In fact, that’s exactly what I did. She wanted me to claim her? Deal.

I firmed my grip on her hips and slammed her ass up and down, thrusting up to meet each stroke. She was absolutely soaking wet, and I went hard and fast. I wasn’t overly rough, but nothing about my actions were even remotely gentle.

“Yes, baby,” she said, moaning against my cheek while kissing me. “Fuck your wife’s pussy, Brent, Make me yours!”

Holy shit, she was on fire, and so was I. Sweat broke out on my brow and I continued pounding her, using my grip on her hips to slam her up and down and absolutely pummel her. I didn’t think I had ever fucked anyone that hard before in my life.

A quick thought flashed through my mind and I decided to go with it. Charlotte’s face was buried next to mine, which put her neck and shoulder right there in front of me….. So I opened my mouth and bit her, right at the base of her neck. Hard.

“Oh fuck, Brent!” she said, sounding like she was about to orgasm.

Score.

Well, pounding a beautiful woman that hard and fast reached its inevitable conclusion, and I soon found myself exploding inside her. I yelled loud and long, squeezing her ass as hard as I could as I came inside her. She yelled with me and I felt her body tense as she orgasmed. Holy shit, we even came together? Amazing.

Charlotte collapsed on top of me and I struggled to catch my breath. My heart felt like it was trying to beat a hole in my ribs. I tried to control my breathing and wrapped my arms around her.

“Oh my god, Brent,” she said, holding me tightly. She covered the side of my face with kisses and moved over to my lips. “That was incredible,” she said against my mouth. “I had no idea you fucked like that. I always thought you would do things gently and slowly. And that’s nice too, but I wanted to be claimed.” She kissed me again, smiling almost uncontrollably.

I didn’t even know what to say, although it was becoming apparent that Charlotte had some wild tastes. Well, sign me up. A beautiful woman that was not only sex positive but comfortable in the sack? Yeah, sign me up, indeed.

“You’re mine,” I said between breaths. She sighed happily and I held her tightly against me. Well, that had clearly been the right thing to say.

“Yes, and you’re mine,” she said in reply. “For all time.”

“I like how that sounds,” I said. “So, Mrs. Williams, where are we going to honeymoon?”

She straightened up a bit and looked around the inside of my cottage, then leaned back down and kissed me.

“How about right here in this bed?” she said.

Somewhere in the universe there had to be a picture dictionary, and right next to the word “happy” was a picture of my face in that moment.

The End.
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