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Chapter one



I’m sure there’s a saying somewhere about paradise and love. Kinda like how love makes a house into a home, right? Love can make any place into paradise. Something like that.

Well, I was already in paradise, and I had just married the woman of my dreams. So there.

Every time I looked over at Charlotte, it was hard not to feel like she was so far out of my league. That strawberry blonde hair framing a perfect face with green eyes and full lips. The beautiful smile. The toned body, and of course we can’t forget the most incredible breasts I had ever seen. And trust me, I had seen a lot.

Her hair was a bit messed up, as she was lying on my shoulder. Rays of morning sun streamed through the window, the warm light catching highlights in her wavy locks. Her chest gently rose and fell with the deep breaths of sleep. She looked like an angel. I gently kissed her forehead.

Her eyes slowly opened. She blinked a few times, then looked up at me and smiled.

“Good morning, husband,” she said.

“Hey, honey,” I replied, smiling back at her. She was so beautiful.

“You make a good pillow,” she said. “You aren’t very soft, but your shoulder is just right.” She wiggled a bit, getting comfortable, and threw an arm across my chest. “Do we have to get up? I could use some more sleep after last night.”

A familiar knock came at the door. That would be Mara, with breakfast.

“Come in,” I said.

The door opened and Mara walked into the room, carrying a large covered platter. She wore the blue top I had got her, and I noticed she had adjusted it so that it basically covered her nipples and nothing else. Her skirt was tighter than usual, as well.

“Good morning, handsome,” Mara said as she set the platter on the counter. “Looks like someone is getting extra food this morning. I guess that makes sense—you need your energy with all that you’re doing.” She reached up and hooked a thumb in her top and tugged it aside. “I have a little bit of time, and wanted to try something—” she turned and froze, eyes wide like a deer in headlights when she finally saw us.

“Who the hell are you?” Charlotte asked. She didn’t sound angry, just confused.

“Oh, I am so sorry,” Mara said, hurriedly pulling her top back in place. “I’m sorry, please, just forget I was here.” She made for the door.

“Mara, hold on,” I said, suppressing a groan.

“Who is she?” Charlotte asked.

“I’m just—I—” Mara looked like she would rather have been anywhere else.

“Everything is fine, Charlotte,” I said. “Hold on, let me wake up and I’ll clear everything up for you. Mara, just take a seat if you want. Everything is fine.”

And at that moment I sincerely hoped everything would be fine. I wasn’t looking forward to telling my new wife about the hot young woman I fooled around with on a regular basis. Charlotte had always been the calm, understanding type, so I hoped that extended to situations like this.

Charlotte rolled off me and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She twisted her neck to the side, popping it, then stood up. Mara’s eyes somehow opened even further when she saw Charlotte’s massive breasts. They had that effect on people.

I crawled over to the edge of the bed and sat there for a moment. After a deep breath, I decided that complete openness and honesty was the best idea. I couldn’t stomach the thought of lying to my new wife.

“Charlotte, this is Mara. She works in the temple, and Yazmine is training her in magic.”

Charlotte walked over to the counter and lifted the lid off the platter. “Oh wow. This looks fantastic.” She turned and looked at Mara. “Hello, Mara. I’m Charlotte. Brent’s wife.” There was no jealousy in her voice, just a simple statement of fact.

“Wife?” Mara asked. “Oh, I am so sorry if I was inappropriate. I didn’t know.” The poor girl looked terrified.

“Everything is fine,” I said, holding up my hands. “Charlotte, I’m not going to lie or keep anything from you. Mara wasn’t chosen to be one of my, uh, mates. Not really sure what word to use for them, but you get the point. She wanted to sleep with me anyways, and when I learned she was nineteen and had never been with a man, I refused.”

“That makes sense,” Charlotte said, still looking at Mara. “Live your life before getting pregnant. Have some fun.”

“Well, I wouldn’t sleep with her, but I did agree to, um, teach her stuff,” I said.

“Teach her stuff?” Charlotte asked me.

Man, this was awkward. I took another deep breath and let it out. “Yeah. We would fool around a little bit so she could experience things. I was planning on teaching her pretty much everything I know about sex, but I didn’t want to impregnate her.”

“Everything you know about sex?” Charlotte asked, raising an eyebrow. “Are you a master in the bedroom?”

I shrugged. “I mean, I made you cum, didn’t I?”

Charlotte laughed. “Fair point.” She looked over at Mara. “Well, she is awfully pretty. So, you’ve never been with a man, Mara?”

Mara shook her head.

“Any women?” Charlotte asked. “I know that’s common here now.”

Mara nodded. “I’ve had two girlfriends. We haven’t done a lot, though. I mean, I’ve enjoyed everything we’ve tried, but they only know as much as I do. We’re sort of stumbling in the dark.”

Charlotte clicked her tongue. “Well, that’s no good. If there’s one thing I support, it’s sexual education. What all did you do with your girlfriends? Come here, sit down.”

Charlotte sat in one of the small chairs, still naked, and gestured to the other one. Mara, still looking as awkward as could be, slowly walked over to the other chair and stiffly sat down.

“Relax a bit, will you? I don’t bite, unless you’re into that,” Charlotte said. “Now, out with it. Tell me what all you’ve done.” She crossed her legs, bouncing her top one a bit. It made her breasts jiggle, which was impossible to miss.

I sat there and listened while Mara recounted her sexual experiences with her previous girlfriends. The whole time I thanked my lucky stars that Charlotte was this understanding.

And it was true, Mara hadn’t done much. From the way she described it, she had made out with two women and grabbed and squeezed a lot of tits and ass, but not much more than that. She had only had her pussy eaten twice, and her girlfriend hadn’t known what she was doing.

“Oh, that’s a crime,” Charlotte said. “It’s really not hard to do right. I can show you.” She held two fingers up, pretending they were her labia, and explained the anatomy to Mara, who listened intently.

As for me, I walked over and grabbed a bottle of wine. This whole situation was a bit strange. I mean, I supported sex education as well, but I hadn’t expected Charlotte to react this way. I was thinking there would be a tense conversation, then me agreeing that Mara wouldn’t come back anymore.

Not gonna lie. I listened to Charlotte’s explanation of eating pussy as well. I mean, I knew what I was doing, but when a woman explained in great detail how to please her, I knew that was a time to shut up and listen.

I sipped on a goblet of wine, trying not to feel strange. Mara’s nervousness faded and she asked Charlotte questions, about her body, and about sex in general. Charlotte happily answered them all, sometimes in rather graphic detail.

“Oh, never be afraid to be noisy,” Charlotte said. “Be as loud as you want, especially if you’re really feeling it. There’s nothing worse than someone that lies there like a dead fish.”

“A dead fish?” Mara asked, barely holding back a laugh.

“I always used the term 'masonry position,” I said.

Charlotte and Mara looked over at me.

“That’s when I’m doing my thing and she lies there like a fucking brick,” I said.

Fortunately, they both laughed at my joke. Then, they went back to talking about sex. Charlotte even brought up some basic knowledge about her monthly cycle and explained ovulation and all that business.

I had to remind myself that Charlotte was an intelligent woman with a modern education. Mara had grown up in this place that seemed like it was stuck in the year twelve hundred or so. Charlotte could teach the entire valley about their bodies. Hmm, maybe we should talk to the queen or Yazmine about that.

“He actually is quite a good kisser,” Charlotte said, smiling at me. “Took him long enough to finally kiss me. I mean, I had to marry him first.” She suddenly laughed. “We didn’t touch each other until after we were married. My grandmother would be so proud.”

“You also came here from Yazmine’s spell, right?” Mara asked.

“Yes,” Charlotte replied. “The same spell zapped us both here, but for some odd reason I arrived three days sooner than Brent. We used to work together, back on our world. I had a crush on him, but it took him forever to ask me out.”

“Because you had a boyfriend,” I reminded her.

She waved it away. “And like I said, I barely ever saw him and was basically looking for a reason to dump him. But then one afternoon, you finally mustered the courage to ask me to lunch.”

“How did he do it?” Mara asked, smiling at me.

“He was actually pretty sly,” Charlotte said. She smiled as she recounted the story of our matching Hawaiian clothes and our plans for a fake anniversary lunch at the French restaurant.

“Awww, that’s really sweet,” Mara said. “I need to find a man like that.”

Well, that killed the mood. The three of us sat there in silence for a bit, probably all wondering how many years would go by until any of the boys were old enough.

“Can we get a few men from a neighboring city?” I asked.

Mara shook her head. “We don’t trust them enough. Plus, what if the men are assholes? Also, how would we ask? If we went over there and demanded some men because all of ours were killed, they would grab their troops and try to conquer the valley. Remember, everyone wants Moonglow. The only reason no one can find it is because of Yazmine’s magic”

“And you say I get to learn that?” Charlotte asked, looking over at me.

“Yeah,” I told her. “Maybe Yazmine can start teaching you as well.”

“Well, at least I have a new friend that can help me learn,” Charlotte said, smiling at Mara.

“Do you really mean that?” Mara asked.

“Of course,” Charlotte said. She reached out and took Mara’s hand and squeezed it in a friendly manner.

“Thank you, Charlotte. I need to get going now, but thank you so much for all you taught me.” She stood up and hesitated for a moment, then took a step closer to Charlotte.

Charlotte, recognizing what she wanted, stood up and hugged the younger woman. Charlotte kissed her on the cheek, then slapped her on the butt as she walked away.

“She’s a good kid,” Charlotte said when Mara had left.

“Thanks for being okay with everything,” I told her.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

I ran my fingers through my hair. “Well, I think most women would have gotten incredibly jealous in that situation. It probably would have led to a fight.”

“I’m not a jealous woman, Brent,” she said. “As long as you treat me right and don’t give me any reason to be jealous, that is. But I also understand you have things expected of you here. Besides, she’s adorable. And I appreciate that you were open and honest with me from the start. That bodes well for our marriage.” She giggled a bit. “I still can’t believe we’re married.”

“Yeah, plenty is expected of me here,” I said, wondering how I was going to explain the rest.


Chapter two



Once again, I found myself incredibly grateful for Charlotte’s lack of jealousy.

“So let me get this straight,” she said as she paced across the room. “The queen has selected women for you to impregnate, and one of them shows up every afternoon. On top of that, more women are coming here in secret every night so you can squirt a baby in them as well?”

“Yeah, that about sums it up,” I said.

Charlotte whistled appreciatively. “Sounds like you’re living the dream, Brent. Now that I’m your wife though, I get to make some rules. And since you’re a good husband, you have to obey them.” She grinned at me. “The most important rule is that I come first. I know you have a duty to this valley and there’s nothing I can do about that. But I’m your wife, so I take precedence.”

“That’s perfectly reasonable,” I said. “I mean, I was planning on treating you like that anyways, but I guess it’s good that it’s out in the open now and we’ve both agreed to it.”

We sat there for a moment before Charlotte slapped her hands on her naked thighs. “So. Are you going to introduce me to any of these women?

I blinked. “Which ones?”

She shrugged. “Does it matter? Well, the queen is sending the ones during the day. That’s official business, so I probably shouldn’t interfere. I’ll just make sure they see me leave, so they know you belong to me.” She winked at me.

Man, I really didn’t know what direction this was going. Charlotte had many layers to her, and they all seemed awesome.

“But these women that come at night? They seem like my type of gals.” Charlotte tapped her lip. “Cami is the one that works at that bar place, right? I’ve seen her before. Gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous.”

“Hold on,” I said, taking the chair across from her. “You like women?”

“Of course I do. I played softball in high school and college. And I drove a Subaru, remember?” She said it as if that explained everything.

I laughed. “Did you own any Birkenstocks?”

“They’re comfortable and practical,” she replied matter-of-factly.

“Oh man,” I said. “So, who have you dated more, men or women?”

Charlotte thought for a moment. “Oh easy. I’ve probably dated three times as many women as men. But sometimes who I prefer depends on my mood. You aren’t trying to sneakily learn my number, are you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t care what you’ve done before me. It doesn’t matter.”

“Good,” she said with a nod. “I always found it annoying how so many men want a woman that fucks like a porn star, but they also want her to be a virgin. They don’t seem to understand that a skill like that takes practice.” She smiled as her eyes trailed down my body. “Speaking of practice, how full of energy are you right now?”

An hour later, we walked down the street with her arm through mine, just as happy as could be. We got plenty of stares, probably from women that wished they were Charlotte at that moment.

“Honestly, my Birkenstocks would be great for this weather,” Charlotte said, looking around. “Shame I didn’t get zapped here while wearing them.”

I glanced at her feet and saw she was wearing a pair of flip flops. I mean, they looked like nice ones, not the cheap rubber ones you buy for a dollar, but still.

I looked over as a woman hung a small wreath on the front of her door. I found it a little strange; not the notion of having a wreath on the door, but that it was the first time I had seen that in this city. Was something going on? It didn’t seem important so I put it out of my mind.

“Yeah, sometimes I wonder how things would have been different, had I been transported here carrying something different,” I said. “Imagine if I had something like a smartphone. Sure, there’s no service, but even just pulling up a stupid game would blow their minds.”

“Funny you mention that,” she said. “I was actually transported here with my cell phone.” She patted one of her huge breasts. “I had it tucked in my bra so my hands were free. Unfortunately, that dress I was wearing didn’t have any pockets.”

“So, did you get to impress the scouts with modern technology?” I asked while trying to imagine Anaya’s face at seeing a smartphone.

“No,” she grumped. “When I woke up I found the screen was broken. And like I said, my dress had no pockets. My purse is still back in my cubicle. So I came here with essentially nothing but the clothes on my back. At least you had that paper cutter.”

“Remind me to show you how it looks now,” I said. “The local blacksmith reforged it into a proper sword.”

“I can just see Janet clutching her pearls,” Charlotte said. “What an awful old crone.”

“Do you think we should try to invent stuff?” I asked as we turned right onto a new street. “I mean, I guess we wouldn’t really be inventing them, just copying stuff from our world and taking credit for it.”

She nodded slowly. “That makes a lot of sense. I’ve been thinking the same thing. Even basics could really help society. Imagine if we helped someone make something incredibly simple to us, like, I don’t know. A pizza oven, or a battery. I mean, a basic battery isn’t very hard to make.”

“I was thinking of carts so they could haul more water from the lake,” I said.

“What if you just invented plumbing instead?” Charlotte said with a wink. “Remember how old houses sometimes had clay pipes for their sewer lines? Those wouldn’t be too hard to make. And maybe we could do a better job of sealing the pieces, so tree roots wouldn’t find their way inside.”

I looked down at her. “Where did that come from?”

Charlotte shrugged. “My parents bought a house in pretty bad shape when I was ten years old, so much of my childhood involved renovating that house. I know how to hang drywall, too.”

I whistled appreciatively. “Man, I need to think of some good ideas so I can outdo you.”

“You know it’s not a competition,” she said.

“Hold on, I can’t hear you over the sound of me competing with you,” I replied.

Charlotte laughed.

I looked up at the towering cliff walls that surrounded the valley. “Parachutes. That’s what I should invent.”

“Okay, you’ll have to explain that one.”

I shrugged. “I was just thinking about this Ghost Prince guy that I have to fight and how his story begins.”

“Okay, you’ll have to explain that one as well,” Charlotte said.

“You haven’t heard of the Ghost Prince?” I asked.

Charlotte shook her head. “I’ve been here for a week. I heard someone mention a ghost prince but I have no idea who or what that is.”

“Oh boy,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. I looked around, making sure no one was too close, but still kept my voice down. “He’s the queen’s older brother. Around twenty years ago they were all playing on the top edge of the cliff and he accidentally made his sister fall to her death. Queen Brielle, just a kid at the time, slapped him and cursed him.”

“There’s no drama like family drama,” Charlotte said.

“Yeah, well, when she slapped him, he lost his balance and fell as well. Except that curse took hold almost immediately, so he crawled out of the lake, killed someone, and ran away.”

“Like a zombie?”

I shrugged. “I’m not really sure. From what I’ve gathered he wants to break the curse his sister put on him. His plan is to kill us all, and I’m assuming the queen most importantly, in order to break the curse.”

“I feel like there’s an easier way to do that,” Charlotte said.

“You’re probably right. Hey, where is your house?”

Charlotte pointed down the road. “Down that way just a minute. Why? You want to break in my bed as well?”

“While that sounds amazing, I was actually wanting to get you some new clothes,” I said.

“Oh, you do know how to please a woman,” Charlotte said, squeezing my arm. I looked down at her and she laughed. “Don’t look at me that way, Brent. I’m not vapid, I just enjoy nice clothes sometimes.”

“Well, I have a great idea,” I said.

She pulled me toward her house and we went inside. It was quite similar to mine in both size and layout, although I noticed she had several bottles of wine and three small jars of tea leaves.

“So what did you need from here?” she asked.

“The dress you arrived in,” I said.

“The Hawaiian one?”

I nodded.

Charlotte walked over to a chest at the foot of her bed and opened it. She withdrew her neatly folded dress and stood.

“Perfect,” I said. “Come on, bring it.”

“Okay,” she said with a shrug.

I was starting to learn the layout of the city better. I only took one wrong turn on the way to Carina’s tailor shop. When I reached out to open the door, Charlotte stopped me.

“I figured I should get used to asking this,” she said. “This tailor we’re about to see. Did you sleep with her?”

I tried not to blush. “Yeah.”

“When?”

“Uh, night before you,” I said.

Charlotte nodded. “Was she any good?”

I laughed. “She was absolutely fantastic. To be honest, they’ve all been great. None of them have had a man in a year, so they’re all eager to be pleased.”

“Were you planning on seeing her again?”

I shrugged. “Devana is the woman that sets everything up. I think she’s just working to help me impregnate all the middle-aged women I can, while also helping her good friends out.”

“Milfs?” Charlotte said with a laugh. “So, you’re spending every night with milfs?”

“I guess you could say that.” I thought for a second. “Actually, that’s exactly what it is.”

“Lucky man,” Charlotte said. “I love a woman with some curves.”

“I might need some help with Cami next time,” I said, winking at her.

She gave me a grin. “Just say when.”

I silently thanked every deity in existence as Charlotte pushed the door open.

“Just a moment,” Carina said as she deftly pulled a needle through a bundle of cloth.

“No rush,” I said, and stepped up next to Charlotte.

Carina raised her head at the sound of my voice. “Brent! It’s great to see you. How can I help you?” Her eyes briefly flickered to Charlotte, then back to me.

I took a deep breath. “Well, first I would like to introduce you to Charlotte. My wife.”

“Your wife?” Carina asked, eyes going wide. “I heard the queen told you that you can choose three, but I figured you would wait longer before deciding.”

“Oh, we knew each other back in our home world,” Charlotte said with a friendly smile. “We used to work together. We were actually about to go on our first date when Yazmine’s spell brought us here.”

Carina shook her head slowly. “I feel like it would take an hour for you to properly explain that story. But where are my manners? I am Carina.”

“Lovely to meet you,” Charlotte said, giving her another smile.

“I was hoping you could make something for her,” I said, walking up to Carina. I set Charlotte’s Hawaiian-print sundress on the counter. “Can you make a few dresses just like this, but in some nice colors?”

Carina grabbed the dress and held it up in front of her. “Oh, this is just darling. It would look amazing in a nice red—Brent, I could use the same red cloth that I did for your shirt. You two could match!”

Charlotte clapped her hands. “I love it! Can you make a light blue one as well? He looks great in that shirt.”

Carina beamed a smile at Charlotte. “I would be glad to do that. I still want to make a nice cloak for Brent, as the weather will be cooling down soon. I can make you a matching one of those as well.”

Charlotte turned to me, still smiling ear to ear. “We’re going to be the most disgustingly cute couple ever.”

Matching outfits? Honestly, I didn’t mind. Considering how blandly everyone else dressed, we’d probably look like royalty.

“You have such a beautiful smile,” Charlotte said to Carina.

“She really does,” I added.

“Oh, now you’re making me blush,” Carina said. “Stop it, both of you.”

Charlotte looked from Carina to me, and I could practically hear the gears turning in her mind.

“Maybe we’ll see you around,” Charlotte said. There was little question as to what she meant.

Carina blushed even deeper. “I think that would be great.”


Chapter three



We walked away from Carina’s shop and my mind swirled with possibilities. She had hinted pretty strongly at it several times, but I was really starting to get the idea that Charlotte really did want to join in on some of my midnight escapades. The way she had looked at and talked with Carina had been about as blatant a hint as possible. So of course I did the first thing any self-respecting man would do.

I thought of her and Cami together.

“Hey, we should go get a drink,” I said, ever hopeful.

“I think that sounds great,” she replied. “Wait, didn’t you want to talk to Yazmine about something, though? Can we get the drink after that?”

“Good call,” I said. “And yeah, I wanted to ask her about magic. I mean, I’ve known for a few days that I can learn it, so I figured it’s time to start the actual learning.”

“That makes sense,” Charlotte said. “Think she’ll teach me as well?”

I shrugged. “I guess it depends on if you’re ready or not. To be fair though, I have no clue what I’m talking about.”

Charlotte laughed. “One way to learn, right? And besides, Yazmine sure is pretty.”

I held my tongue. Charlotte had made it pretty clear that she was bisexual and not the jealous type. Was it okay to comment on another woman’s looks around her? She must have seen the thoughts on my face.

“No answer?” she asked.

“On what?”

Charlotte smiled. “Brenty, I’ve told you that I’m not a jealous woman. You can point out that other women are beautiful. I’m plenty confident in my own looks and worth.”

“Well in that case, yeah, Yazmine is gorgeous.” I decided to just stick with a simple comment.

Charlotte gave me a sidelong glance and chuckled.

As we walked down the street I noticed a lot more activity than what I had previously seen. Many houses had small wreaths hanging on the front door as well. Honestly, it looked like people were preparing for a holiday.

“What’s going on?” I asked, pointing at one of the wreaths.

“I don’t know,” Charlotte said. “I’ve seen some people decorating for several days now, but never bothered asking why. I guess you can add that to your list of things to ask Yazmine.”

“Good point,” I said.

We turned a corner and saw the temple down at the end of the road. The way the city was laid out was pretty convenient, at least for me; my cottage was right there on the left, about a hundred feet before the temple. If, for some reason, I wanted to talk to the queen, I just had to go further to the left, again about a hundred feet.

It also dawned on me that the location of my cottage was perfect if they wanted to keep an eye on me. Which, according to Anaya, they did.

Well, let them. I had nothing to hide. Although it was a bit strange, the thought of them spying on me while I banged the locals.

“What are you thinking about?” Charlotte asked. Her hand was on my arm and she gave me a squeeze. “You just got tense.”

“Ah, sorry,” I said. “My mind was just wandering.”

“Well if it wanders anywhere, just make sure it goes right here,” she said, giving her shoulders a shake so that her boobs jiggled. My eyes just about popped out of my head at the sight, and she laughed.

We walked up the broad stairs to the temple, still arm-in-arm. There at the temple, we both definitely noticed the added decorations. The massive doors stood wide open, but a large wreath hung on each one. As we entered the sanctuary, I saw Mara hanging a small wreath beneath one of the tall windows.

“Must be a holiday,” I said as we walked down the center aisle. After a quick look, I didn’t see Yazmine anywhere, so I figured she was probably in her study. We both stopped in front of the huge statue of Tanarus and looked up.

“So, they’re the real reason we’re here,” Charlotte said.

I looked up at the deity. “Yeah, they’re behind all this, I’ll wager.”

“I should ask them some questions when we have the time,” Charlotte said, but she pulled me along the path.

Together, we walked across the front of the room and entered a hallway. A moment later, we stopped in front of a large door. I knocked on it three times and waited.

“Yes?” came Yazmine’s voice.

“I’ve been trying to reach you about your vehicle’s extended warranty,” I said. Charlotte laughed and slapped my arm.

“What?” Yazmine replied after a pause. “Brent, is this one of your bad jokes?”

“Hey, my jokes aren’t bad,” I muttered. Charlotte rolled her eyes at me.

The door opened and Yazmine stood there, one hand on her hip, looking us both up and down.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Oh, you can definitely help me,” Charlotte said quietly.

“Ahh, I wanted to learn about magic,” I said, speaking quickly before Yazmine picked up on what Charlotte had meant.

“Magic?” Yazmine said as she raised a slender eyebrow. “Yes, I suppose that’s appropriate. I’ve just been so busy lately, with the Feast of Tanarus happening tomorrow.”

I snapped my fingers. “I knew it! Mara had told me about that holiday, but I had forgotten. How do we celebrate?”

Yazmine shrugged. “We eat and drink ceremonial wine and thank Tanarus for keeping us safe. It’s pretty straightforward.”

“Wine? Sounds like my kind of holiday,” Charlotte said.

“Anything else, or just eat, drink, and be merry?” I asked.

“That’s the majority of it,” Yazmine said. “Of course everyone also prays to Tanarus to thank them directly. But Tanarus mostly just wants us to be joyous.”

“Your god sounds like a nice guy,” I said. “Uh, a nice god, that is. No, goddess. Shit. You know what I mean.”

Yazmine smiled. “Tanarus answers to many titles. Such things aren’t overly important. You should talk to Tanarus sometime, Brent. Maybe you could learn something.”

“So, let’s learn some magic,” Charlotte said.

“Yes, right,” Yazmine said, rubbing her hands together. “Brent, I’m going to start with you, since you’re further along. Charlotte, pay close attention so when it’s your turn you’ll know what to do.”

“Noted,” Charlotte said. She sat in a nearby chair and crossed her legs.

“Come here, Brent,” Yazmine said, holding out a hand.

I stood directly in front of her and placed my hand in hers. She smiled at me.

“I’m going to walk you through this. Since you can already see the magical lines and recognize the different elements, I think you’re ready for your first touch with magic. I’ll warn you, it can be a bit…overwhelming.” She squeezed my hand gently. “Us touching like this can make your first contact easier.”

“Alright, I’m ready,” I said, hoping I actually was.

“Close your eyes,” Yazmine said. “Close your eyes and picture a small flame, flawless and perfect. Like the flame of a candle burning in the night.”

I felt her turn my hand so that it was palm up, but kept my eyes closed.

Yazmine’s voice was gentle and soothing as she continued. “You know the magical lines above your head, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Those are all from the different elements. You have fire, earth, air, water, and spirit, all flowing into you. I want you to think of the fire line that touches your head. Think of that while holding the image of a flame in your mind.”

“Oh, what the hell?” I muttered. My skin prickled, almost as if an icy wind blew across it. The warmth of the fire seemed to soak into my very body. The image of the fire stayed in my mind, but strengthened. I felt a pulse, almost like someone feeding fuel into the fire.

“Good, good,” Yazmine said. “Hold onto those thoughts, Brent, and open your eyes. I want you to look at your palm.”

I slowly opened my eyes while focusing on mentally touching the fire line that touched my head. To my amazement, a tiny flame floated above my upturned palm. My eyes widened in surprise. Was I doing that? I felt an odd sort of kinship to Yazmine as well, as if I could feel the magic within her through our touch.

“I have created this flame,” Yazmine said. “I want you to focus on it, Brent. Keep your connection to your fire element and feed power into this flame. Be gentle; just a little bit of magical strength at first.”

I really wasn’t sure what to do, but I imagined that line of fire magic that was pouring energy into me and tried to divert some of it into the flame. It felt like trying to grab a greased-up piglet while wearing oven mitts. I really couldn’t tell if I was even doing it righ—

The tiny flame flared until it was several inches tall. I leaped back in shock, losing all my concentration. It winked out immediately

“Holy shit!” I said. “Did I do that?”

“You did,” Yazmine said, beaming a smile at me. “I’m quite impressed, Brent. It would usually take someone several weeks to be able to do what you just did.”

I looked over at Charlotte. “Did you see that?”

Charlotte was fiddling with the magical ring on her finger. “One of the magical lines above your head suddenly swelled. I dunno, it didn’t change in size or shape or color, but I could somehow tell it was growing.”

“Very good,” Yazmine said. “You both are very talented in magic to be able to see these things so soon. And that’s good; you’re going to need powerful magic to fight the Ghost Prince.”

“Might have to start calling me Houdini,” I said. Yazmine just raised an eyebrow at me. She was getting used to my comments by now.

“David Copperfield,” Charlotte said. “But to be clear, I mean the magician and not the Charles Dickens novel. That thing is fucking depressing.”

“Never read it,” I said.

“Spoiler alert; everyone dies,” Charlotte said with a laugh. “Or so it seems at times. Hey, nice magic, though.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Now you can brag that your husband knows magic.”

“At least I finally have something nice to say about you,” Charlotte said.

“Huh?” I asked, turning toward her. Charlotte just threw back her head and laughed.

“It’s fun watching you two go back and forth,” Yazmine said. “However, you just touched magic for the first time, Brent. I suggest you go back to your home and rest for a bit.”

“Rest? But I feel fine,” I said.

“Trust me on this one,” she said. “Touching magic for the first time is a monumental event. You’re going to feel it later.”

“What about me?” Charlotte asked.

“I want to wait a couple days before testing you,” Yazmine said. “The day after the celebration is done, we’ll test you. Your innate ability is strong, nearly as strong as Brent’s, but giving you some extra time to get used to seeing magic will make things easier.”

“I’m so impatient, though,” Charlotte said. She shot Yazmine a grin.

“Okay, I need to get back to work,” Yazmine said. “It takes a lot to organize a feast day for the entire valley. I’ll see you two in a couple days.”

“Thanks,” I said. I stepped forward and hugged Yazmine before she realized what I was doing. She awkwardly patted me on the back.

“I’ll bet I’m going to be stronger than you,” Charlotte said, grinning at me as we walked away.

“I guess we’ll see,” I said as we entered the sanctuary. I pulled her to a stop near the statue of Tanarus and stood there for a moment.

“Everything okay?” Charlotte asked.

“Yeah,” I said, looking up. “I think it’s time I finally talk to a god. Uh, goddess. Whatever.”


Chapter four



Ireleased Charlotte’s hand and stood there in front of the statue for a moment, wondering what to do. I mean, how did one talk to a deity? Did I just walk up to him and say “hey, how are things up in godland?” Or would he smite me? Did gods actually smite people?

“Please don’t smite me,” I muttered.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Charlotte asked.

“I have no idea,” I replied. “Hey, you’re smart. How do I do this?”

“What, talk to Tanarus?” She shrugged. “I would probably start by kneeling, maybe place your hand on the statue. I can’t think of anything else.”

“Okay, if that doesn’t work I get to blame you,” I said. Charlotte stuck her tongue out at me.

I knelt in front of the statue, suddenly wishing there was a pillow for my knees. My hand went onto the statue’s foot, and I tried to relax my mind a bit.

Hello, Brent, a voice said inside my mind. It was incredibly powerful, almost booming, yet still soft.

Holy shit, is that you? I thought. Wait, can you hear me if I just think the words?

Yes, I can hear you, Brent.

Of course Tanarus’s voice was also perfectly androgynous. It was such a simple thing, but I just found it odd. Although it made sense for a deity; I mean, a god didn’t need genitals, right?

No, I don’t need them, Tanarus said in my mind.

Shit, I’m sorry. Didn’t realize I thought that out loud, I said back.

What troubles you, Brent?

The peaceful nature of Tanarus’s voice made me want to open up and spill my darkest secrets. I felt completely comfortable talking to them.

I guess I just want to know how I got here, I said.

My priestess cast a spell, which brought you here, Tanarus replied. It’s really that simple.

What about Charlotte? I asked. Why did she come here as well? And why did I arrive three days later?

I got the sudden notion that Tanarus was smiling, even though the statue didn’t change.

Charlotte is special, Tanarus said. She is needed, if you want to succeed.

I knew it, I thought with a grumble. She’s the hero, along with me. Right?\

No, Tanarus replied. You are the one they prayed for, Brent. Although to be more clear, right now you are not the hero. You need Charlotte and two other women to turn you into the hero they prayed for.

Hold on, let me get this straight. I tried to gather my thoughts. I need three women, including Charlotte, to turn me into the real hero? So, I’m not a magical mistake?

You are not a mistake, Tanarus said. And to directly answer your question, yes. Your three wives will increase the strength of your heart, mind, and body. Without them, you would surely fail.

And Charlotte is one, right?

Yes, Tanarus said.

Who are the other two? I asked.

Again, I got the feeling Tanarus was smiling. If I told you, it would ruin things. You must choose your next wives wisely, Brent. A woman of heart, a woman of mind, and a woman of body.

That’s a strange way to put it, I said.

That is what you need, Tanarus said, ignoring my comment. Charlotte is one of them; that is the reason she came with you.

So, you brought her here to help me out?

Yes, I did, Tanarus said.

Wow. Thanks, I said in reply. A deity dragged my dream girl across the universe to help me succeed. That definitely made me feel better.

How will I know who the other two women are? I asked.

I cannot tell you that, Tanarus replied. You must choose wisely. Do not rush into this. Keep serving my people and doing the right thing and all will be revealed to you in time.

Well, thanks for the help, I said. Oh hey, where am I? Like, what is this world?

It is very similar to your world, but further away than you could imagine, Tanarus said.

So like, across the universe? I asked, meaning it as a joke.

Yes, Tanarus said.

Well. I wasn’t an astrophysicist, but wasn’t the universe like fifty billion light years across, or even bigger? It helped put into perspective just how much power it would take for a deity to grab me from that distance.

Thanks, I said. Oh, one more question. Sorry if this is weird, but what are you?

I am Tanarus, Came the reply. I am a deity. A heavenly being. I exist outside of space and time.

Yeah, but like, should I call you a god or a goddess? I asked.

Does it really matter? Tanarus asked. You are putting too much weight on something that doesn’t matter.

You’re right, I said. Well, thank you. I’ll try to stop by and say hi every once in a while.

That would please me. Stay safe, Brent Dean Williams. I believe in you.

Thanks, I said.

After that, I stood up. My knees ached a little from kneeling on stone, but I tried to ignore it.

“Well?” Charlotte asked, looking excited.

I shrugged. “Yeah, I talked to Tanarus. He, uh, they told me a few things. Didn’t clear everything up, but I feel better now.”

“Okay, come on,” Charlotte said. “You can’t say something like that and then not tell me what Tanarus said. Out with it.”

Would telling Charlotte about the wives thing put it in jeopardy? I didn’t want to risk it. I did want to tell her what role she was to play, though.

“Tanarus told me that you will help change me into the hero everyone prayed for,” I said.

“So, you need me,” Charlotte said.

“Yep.”

She smiled. “Don’t forget that, Brent.”

I offered her my arm. “Don’t worry, honey. Let’s go eat lunch.”

Together, we walked out of the temple and made our way to my cottage. It dawned on me that she would be spending most of her time with me in there.

“So, have we moved in together?” I asked as I held the door open for her.

“At least I barely own anything,” Charlotte replied. “That makes it easier. I’ll get my stuff today so we can make it official.” She flashed me a beautiful smile, then walked over to the counter where a covered platter sat. “What’s for lunch?”

I walked over as she raised the lid. The smell of spices immediately filled the area.

“Oh wow,” Charlotte said. “Whoever is cooking this really knows what they’re doing.”

I peeked over her shoulder and saw a large bowl filled with something that resembled a paella. It was definitely a rice dish, with the coloring that suggested tomatoes and peppers, and it smelled absolutely fantastic. Small pieces of meat dotted the surface, and fresh herbs had been sprinkled over the top.

“What is that?” Charlotte asked, poking the piece of meat with a spoon.

“Judging by the size, probably rabbit,” I said. “Assuming they have rabbits in this world. Either way, it’s some small, probably cute mammal.”

Charlotte scrunched her nose. “Gee, thanks for that description.”

Two smaller, empty bowls were also on the platter. Charlotte grabbed them and filled them with food, giving me the larger of the two. I grabbed a bottle of wine and poured us each a cup, then we sat down and enjoyed a nice, peaceful lunch.

“So, how’s your day going?” Charlotte asked with a smile I had begun to recognize as mischievous. “You touched magic for the first time, talked to a god, and if my guess is correct, you’ll be getting laid for the second time in about fifteen minutes.”

I chuckled. “Hard to find reasons to complain, right?”

“Well, I certainly can,” she said after swallowing a bite. “Oh wow, this is really good. I mean, I could complain that I don’t get to join you until tonight.” She winked at me and went back to her food.

“How are you so perfect?” I asked, looking over at her. The light from the nearby window made her hair glow like rose gold.

Charlotte just smiled at me. “Remember that you said that when it’s time to get my birthday presents,” she said.

We both laughed.

Once the food was done we tidied up and set our dirty dishes back on the platter. Mara would stop by later to pick everything up for us.

Charlotte stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around my waist. I held her tightly against my chest.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Charlotte replied. “It’s just—don’t get me wrong, I’m excited for you. But to be honest, a part of me does wish I was with you every afternoon instead of these women the queen picked out.”

“One day it’ll be like that,” I said.

“I know, honey,” she said, smiling up at me. “Me and your other wives.” She winked.

I laughed. “Yeah, can’t forget about that. And Tanarus…. Eh, nevermind.”

“No, what?” Charlotte asked.

I frowned. “Well, it’s the whole three wives thing. Tanarus told me that there are three women that will strengthen me and make me into the man I need to be in order to save the village. You’re the first.”

“Who are the other two?” Charlotte asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But I have to choose wisely. If I select the wrong women, everything can fall into ruin. I need the right wives to make me a hero. A woman of heart, a woman of body, and a woman of mind. I think that’s what Tanarus said.”

“So, which one am I?” Charlotte asked, raising an eyebrow.

I shrugged. “If I had to guess, the woman of heart.”

That eyebrow raised further. “Are you saying my body and mind aren’t—”

I reached around and slapped her on the ass. “Oh stop it, you.”

Charlotte giggled, then went onto her toes and kissed me. Someone knocked at the door, and Charlotte pulled away.

“Well, that’s my sign,” she said. Her hand slipped down to my crotch and gave it a squeeze. “Guess it’s time for me to head out for a while.” She reached down and grabbed the bottom edge of her skirt and pulled it up, completely exposing herself from the waist down. Her gaze held mine and she smiled as she felt me get hard right beneath her hand.

“Make me proud,” she said, kissing me on the cheek.

She pulled her skirt down and went to the door, but left her ass hanging out for a minute. I definitely got an eyeful, and she looked over her shoulder at me and smiled. Finally, she pushed her skirt all the way down and opened the door.

“Oh, lucky day for you, Brent,” Charlotte said. “Don’t worry honey, I warmed him up for you. Take good care of my husband.”

“I’d say I’ll leave something left for you, but I make no promises,” said a familiar voice.

Charlotte laughed. “Atta girl. Love you, Brent.” With that, she walked away.

It was a casual mention of the word, but that was the first time Charlotte told me she loved me. Something about it stuck in my mind. What a great day.


Chapter five



Masha sauntered into the room. “So, that’s your wife? She’s a pretty one.”

“Yeah,” I said, still thinking of Charlotte.

Masha reached up and unclasped her top, then let it fall to the floor, revealing two of the most perfect breasts in existence. Well, aside from Charlotte’s, of course. They were full and round, each topped with a pink nipple. Her lips curved into a smile when she saw me staring.

“So, here’s the question,” Masha said. “What do you like more, tits or ass?”

She unlaced her skirt and pushed it down over her hips, then kicked it off. With a bit of a smirk, she slowly turned around and bent one leg, showing off the curves of her rear end.

“From your reaction it’s kind of hard to tell,” Masha said. Her eyes went to my swollen crotch. “Now, will you hurry up and get naked? I’ve been waiting more than a year to get fucked good and hard, and if you make me wait a second longer I might get violent.”

I laughed and tore off my clothing. Masha was there right away, tugging my pants down as I pulled my shirt off over my head. She had me naked in a matter of seconds.

I started to ask her where she wanted to start, but she immediately dropped to her knees right in front of me. She gave me an absolutely devilish smile and took me into her mouth, sucking so hard I thought my balls might deflate.

“Oh, I have missed the feeling of a cock in my mouth,” Masha said, going back to pleasing me. She sucked a few times and then paused, looking up at me. “Just so we’re clear, I’ve only done it a few times with a man. But still, I really missed it.”

The head of my cock was resting on her bottom lip as she looked up at me. Her lips curved into a smile and her tongue snaked out, licking the underside of my cock. She opened her mouth and took as much as she could, her head working back and forth.

Holy shit, if she kept that up I wasn’t going to last long. Fortunately, Masha pulled her head back after a moment, gasping for breath.

“Oh, you are just the perfect size, you know that?” she asked. Her slender hand wrapped around the base of my cock, squeezing it. “I want to keep going, but….” Her eyes went to the bed.

We both hurried over to the bed, practically tackling each other. Actually, Masha did sort of tackle me; as soon as we got there, she tripped me and threw me down on my back with a laugh.

“Holy shit, Masha,” I said.

“In case you ever wondered just how badly I want this,” she said, grinning at me.

She straddled my legs and looked down at my cock, then bit her bottom lip and slowly crawled up my body. Her breasts went right in my face and I squeezed and kissed them, but only a moment later she continued moving. She crawled up past my waist, my chest…. I knew what she was doing.

“Lemme move my arms behind you,” I said.

She raised both legs and straddled my face. My hands wrapped around her, holding tightly to her waist. Masha lowered her pussy right on my mouth and I went to work.

The view was just incredible; not just her hairless pussy right on my face, but those sexy thighs of hers on either side of me. Looking up I saw her flat stomach and full breasts. I felt completely smothered by raw sexuality and to be honest, it was amazing. I made a mental note to get Cami to sit on my face. And Charlotte, and Devana, and Maya, and everyone else, for that matter.

“Oh Brent,” Masha moaned. “That tongue of yours is magic.”

Masha ran her fingers in my hair and moaned softly as I pleased her. She worked her hips back and forth and her body shuddered as my tongue found her clitoris. Not long after that, her thighs tightened on either side, and for a moment I wondered if my head was going to explode like a watermelon.

Well, it would probably be the best conceivable way to die. Let’s be honest.

Breathless, Masha finally leaned back, practically falling onto the bed. She breathed heavily, but a huge smile was plastered on her face.

“I’m just gonna lie here for a moment,” she said between breaths. Her head was down near my feet, and one of her legs was across my body. I had a perfect view of her pussy, and she was absolutely soaking wet.

“Hey, that’s fine,” I said, wiping my mouth. “Take your time, catch your breath. I’ll be ready when you are.”

“Oh, I’m ready,” Masha said. “I’ve been ready since the moment I walked in that door.”

I paused. “So, do you want to—”

“Brent, get inside me right now,” Masha said.

I laughed and crawled over to her. With a big smile on her beautiful face, Masha held her legs behind her knees and pulled them back. I moved close to her and gently rubbed the head of my cock against her wet opening.

“Go slow at first,” Masha said. “It’s been a while. Plus, I just want to feel you pushing inside me.”

Masha was so damn hot I felt like I could explode at any moment, so I was fine with going slow. I gently pushed the head of my cock inside her. She was tight and warm and wet and felt like a dream come true.

“By the gods that feels amazing,” Masha said. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling ear to ear while holding her legs spread for me.

I gently worked myself in and out of her until I was all the way inside. Once there, I just held myself in her, buried to the hilt. Masha let out a soft moan of pure happiness.

I started moving my hips, slowly at first, giving her full-length strokes. As wet as she was, it felt absolutely incredible. Masha moaned and pulled her legs back even farther, encouraging me to get as deep as possible.

“Fuck, I love feeling you so deep, Brent,” she breathed. Still keeping her legs back, she reached down with both hands and grabbed onto the underside of her thighs, right next to her labia, and spread. “Get as deep as you can.”

I pushed myself in all the way again, smiling when Masha moaned so loudly. Her hands suddenly reached out and grabbed onto me, holding me tightly against her.

I decided to move her a bit, since she liked things deep. I slipped my right hand beneath her hip and twisted her just a bit. That allowed for super deep penetration and also had the added benefit of letting me grab onto her perfect ass.

Masha practically went insane. She called out my name and moaned for me to fuck her as deeply as possible. I kept my pace slow, but each time went in as far as I possibly could.

She felt incredible, but after a few minutes we both wanted more. She suddenly straightened up and knelt in front of me. We both paused for a moment, as if wondering what to do next.

“Didn’t you say you wanted it good and hard?” I asked with a grin.

“If I don’t leave here with at least one bruise, you’ve done it wrong,” she said, her grin as wide as mine.

Masha slowly turned so that her ass was facing me. She kept watching me over her shoulder, and smiled as I reached down and squeezed her tight, muscular bottom. That thing was just amazing, and gave me an idea.

I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her closer, then slid my hand up her spine until I was gripping the back of her neck. I gently pushed her forward, and she grabbed my pillow as she went down. She rested her arms and head on the pillow, then shot me a smile as she wiggled her ass right in front of me.

“What do you plan on doing back there?” Masha asked.

I stared down at those round cheeks for a moment. “I could spend all day here and be happy,” I said. She just laughed.

I ran my hands across her ass, squeezing it hard, then brought one hand back and slapped her right cheek. She initially flinched, but let out a soft moan as I repeated the action on her left cheek. I went back and forth, rubbing my hands firmly across her ass and spanking her. In no time, her skin was bright red, with visible hand prints.

“Marking me as yours?” Masha asked, wiggling her ass again. “You’d better make it count.”

I slapped my hand onto her ass again, much harder that time. She let out a quick yelp which immediately turned into a soft moan. After that, I bent down and bit her right cheek, good and hard.

“Oh, fuck,” Masha called out.

I finally released and admired my work. Her ass was bright red, with visible teeth marks on one of her cheeks.

“Claim me, Brent,” Masha said. “Make this pussy yours.”

I needed no extra encouragement. She was practically dripping wet, and I slipped inside her with ease. My hands went to her hips and I held on tightly. She pushed back with every thrust so that my pelvis slapped into her bright red ass each time.

We went at it hard and fast like that for as long as I could stand. I was so fucking turned on by this absolute goddess in my hands that I was surprised I hadn’t blown my load yet. For a moment I just knelt there and let Masha do the work, backing into me and moaning how much she wanted me.

I finally pulled out and laid on my back. Masha immediately climbed on top of me, then reached between her thighs and sank down on my cock.

“Oh gods, Brent,” she said as she slowly worked her hips up and down.

I bent my legs to cradle her and my hands went around to her ass, holding it tightly. That caused her to lean forward a bit, and put her breasts right at face level. I grinned like a boy as she pushed one of those perfect tits right against my mouth.

“That’s right,” Masha said, closing her eyes as I nibbled and sucked on each of her nipples in turn. Her fingers tangled in my hair and she held me tightly against her breasts. “Oh, that’s so good, Brent.”

Her body stayed mostly stationary from the waist up as I tightened my grip on her ass and worked it up and down. She moaned loudly and laid against me, her face buried against my neck and her arms around me. I just kept slamming her ass up and down, ramming myself into her hard and fast.

“Put a baby in me, Brent,” Masha said against my cheek. “Fuck that pussy like you own it. Give it to me, Brent.”

Her body suddenly tensed up and she shouted my name as she orgasmed. I kept pumping myself into her as sweat trickled down my chest. Masha suddenly kissed me, her tongue practically invading my mouth. I kissed her back, and our tongues pressed against each other and danced in each other’s mouths.

I felt myself rapidly approaching the point of no return. My fingers dug into her ass and my stomach tightened. Masha recognized it and immediately reacted.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she said, taking my face in both hands. She looked down between us, watching my cock ram into her, then kissed me again. “Fuck me good, Brent. Get me pregnant, baby. I am yours.”

I kept bouncing her ass up and down on my cock as I came. I roared like an animal, shooting a thick load deep inside her, while Masha gave me a beautiful smile.

“Yes, baby, yes!” she said, kissing me again. “Fill me up, Brent. Claim me as yours.”

I kept slamming myself into her as hard as I could until I had squirted my final drop of semen inside her. After that I collapsed back on the bed, exhausted. My heart pounded in my chest like I had been sprinting.

Masha held me tightly and kissed her way along my cheek. “That was amazing,” she said, smiling at me. She kissed my lips, then moved across to my other cheek and continued. Finally, she let out a happy sigh and wrapped her arms around me as she buried her face against my neck.

“Even if I am pregnant, I’m telling the doctors I’m not so I can see you again,” she said, nuzzling my ear.

“Please do,” I said, breathing hard. Holy shit, I felt like I had just run a mile.

Masha continued kissing my cheek and holding me tightly. She stayed right there on my lap, which was perfect. I moved my hands up to her back and she suddenly gave me a look.

“Nope. Put your hands back on my ass, where they belong,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, and grabbed each cheek good and hard.

“Much better,” she said, and laid her head back down on my shoulder. “I could get used to sex like that. If you keep fucking me like that, I might force you to take me as one of your wives.”

I paused. Could Masha be one of the women I needed? She was certainly in great shape, and a fierce fighter. The truth was, I had no clue.

“Relax, I’m kidding,” she said. “Well, mostly. You're a great guy, and you know how to please a woman. That goes a long way with me. I’m not ready to settle down yet, though. I meant what I said, though; you’ll be seeing me again.”

“Good,” I said. I moved my hands up again so that I was pinning her arms by her sides, almost completely immobilizing her. I had gone soft by that time, but I pushed my hips up into her anyway. “I promise to go much harder next time.”

Masha moaned in my ear. “You had fucking better. I want to feel completely claimed.”

I released her and brought my hands up to her face. I gently held her and we kissed for a while, then she laid her head back on my shoulder.

“Thanks for a good time, Brent,” she said in a soft voice.

A knock came at the door. Masha looked at me for a moment, then sat up straight on my lap. I resisted the urge to reach up and grab onto those beautiful tits of hers.

“Yes?” I called out. It was either Mara or Charlotte.

“Just coming back for my husband,” Charlotte said as she pushed open the door.

She closed it behind her, keeping her eyes on us. With a smile, she slowly walked up to us, her eyes practically glued to Masha’s ass on top of me.

“So, you’re the new wife?” Masha asked, looking back at Charlotte.

“Yes, I am,” Charlotte said.

Charlotte and Masha looked at each other and both of them smiled in a way that made their thoughts clear. Charlotte walked right up to us and calmly stood next to the bed. Her eyes went to Masha’s backside, noting how red it was.

“Nice job, Brent. Someone might need to kiss this and make it better,” she said.

“Please?” Masha said, smiling at Charlotte. She wiggled her butt side to side just a bit.

Charlotte met my eyes and smiled, then bent down and placed a gentle kiss on Masha’s ass, right where I had bitten her. Her hand rested there for a moment, giving it a squeeze. Masha looked up at Charlotte expectantly.

“Are you coming back at all?” Charlotte asked as she ran her fingers through Masha’s dark hair. She moved closer, so that her lips were only a few inches away from Masha’s.

“Yes,” Masha said breathily.

Charlotte’s grip on Masha’s hair tightened and she pulled her close. “Good,” she said. “I’ll make sure I stay next time.” She leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on Masha’s lips.

Masha let out the softest of moans.

All I could think was that I had the best wife ever.


Chapter six



Charlotte and I cuddled on the bed for a few minutes after Masha left. She insisted she wasn’t a jealous woman but she seemed extra lovey after all that.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Everything is fine,” she said, smiling at me. “Great, even. Did you still want to get that drink?”

“That sounds great right about now,” I said. I pulled her close and held her for a few more minutes. She sighed happily against my neck. To be honest, I could have stayed there next to her for an eternity without complaint, especially since I was so tired. Touching magic really did seem to be affecting me.

“Alright, let’s get up,” Charlotte said with an overly dramatic groan. “Though, lord knows I could just stay here.” She kissed my cheek and pushed herself up with a grunt.

I peeled myself out of bed a moment later and rubbed my eyes. Man, I was tired. Yazmine hadn’t been exaggerating when she said that would happen. Sharing some honey wine with Charlotte sounded great though, so I stood up and grabbed my clothes.

A few minutes later, Charlotte and I walked down the road, arm in arm, smiles plastered on our faces. Life was great with her; even if I wasn’t getting laid two or three times a day, life would still be great with her. She was just a wonderful woman, it was as simple as that.

“What are you thinking about over there, my silent husband?” Charlotte asked.

“You,” I replied.

She smiled. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

Fortunately, between the two of us we managed to find our way to Cami’s pub without any wrong turns. That place was already starting to attach itself to good memories in my brain. We walked up to the large counter together where Cami was leaning on her elbows. That position, of course, made her massive tits all the more impressive.

“Hey, Cami,” I said, giving her a smile.

“Brent,” she said warmly, but she looked a question at Charlotte. “You’re the other person that was brought here by magic, right?”

“It seems that a lot of people know me, although I don’t know them,” Charlotte said, pursing her lips.

“Hard to miss that hair color,” Cami said.

I took a deep breath. “Cami, this is Charlotte. My wife.”

“Wife?” she asked, her eyes going wide. “You didn’t wait long at all.”

“We came from the same world,” Charlotte said. “We knew each other before we were brought here.”

“Oh,” Cami said. She seemed a little tense around the both of us. “Okay, that makes a lot more sense. Well, I wish you two many happy years together.”

“You’ve had my Brenty, right?” Charlotte asked. Man, she did not beat around the bush. But then again, she was hot enough that no one seemed to mind.

Cami blushed, but met Charlotte’s eyes calmly. “Before you, yes. Is…there a problem with that?”

Charlotte glanced down at Cami’s massive breasts, then gave her a warm smile. “When’s my turn?”

Cami laughed at that, diffusing the tension in the air. Charlotte reached across the counter and took her hand in a gesture of welcome and acceptance.

“So, what can I get you two lovebirds?” Cami asked.

“A cup of you,” Charlotte said under her breath, but loud enough where she clearly intended for it to be heard.

“Two mugs of honey wine,” I said.

Cami gave Charlotte a slow smile, then turned and walked over to the casks. When Charlotte saw Cami’s ass in that skirt, she reached out and clutched my arm tightly. I could practically feel the excitement through her grip.

“I agree,” I said quietly. Charlotte chuckled.

Cami returned a moment later with two mugs of honey wine. “Do you have money yet?” she asked. Charlotte looked up at me.

“I’m going to take care of that today or tomorrow,” I said. “Too much on my mind, I keep forgetting.”

“Yesterday would have been a prime time to bring that up,” Charlotte said. “I mean, you had both the queen and Yazmine’s ears. Maybe after here we can see the High Priestess again.”

“Good luck,” Cami said. “She’ll be busy preparing for the Feast of Tanarus. We all are, really.”

“So, I’m assuming you won’t be open tomorrow then,” I said.

“No, I’ll be open,” Cami said with a big smile. “And I have ceremonial wine to pass out and I plan on baking as many berry tarts as I can.”

“I know what I’m doing tomorrow,” Charlotte said.

“Come be part of my family,” Cami said. “After…. Well, after what happened, I decided to just treat everyone as my family.” She eyed me briefly. “Although hopefully I’ll be able to welcome a new member into my family in about a year.”

Charlotte raised an eyebrow and looked from me to Cami. “Well, perhaps we should make sure that happens. And of course, I’ll be there to help.” She winked at Cami and raised her mug.

“Shall we?” I asked.

“Yes, dear,” Charlotte said, smiling at me.

“You two are adorable together, by the way,” Cami said.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I told her.

Cami let out a pleasant laugh as Charlotte and I walked over to some nearby chairs. We sat down and set our mugs of honey wine on the small table in front of us.

“This stuff is pretty amazing,” Charlotte said, indicating the honey wine. “Isn’t honey wine just called mead? This doesn’t taste like any mead I’ve ever had.”

“It’s sort of a mixture of beer and white wine,” I told her. “With a bit of honey added at the end, which is probably why she named it that.”

“That makes sense,” Charlotte said. She took a deep breath and looked around. “So, there’s Cami, and Carina…. Who else comes at night?”

“Devana decides that,” I said. “She was the first to come see me. She lost both her sons and her husband in the battle that killed all the men.”

“Jesus,” Charlotte said. “That’s horrible.”

“Yeah, I agree. She came to me and was just straightforward about what she wanted. She had lost her family in that battle, but she wanted to be a mother again. So, I obliged her, and she told me since I took care of her, she would take care of me.”

“Interesting,” Charlotte said as she reached out and grabbed her mug of honey wine. “And now she sets up your midnight shenanigans?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“So you spend your days impregnating beautiful young women and the nights impregnating their mothers?”

I laughed. “Kinda. Devana chooses the women. She told me she wants to make sure I’m matched with the right people. I think she’s just keeping the crazies away from me. So far, everyone has been grateful for what I can, uh, provide.”

Charlotte laughed. “Cum?”

I shrugged. “Hey, at least I’ve got that going for me.” I grabbed my mug of honey wine and clanked it against hers.

“To us,” Charlotte said.

“To us,” I said, and took a sip. After a pause, I looked over at my wife. “Hey. I just wanted to thank you again for being so cool with all of this.”

“You mean with all the other women?” she asked over the rim of her mug. “Well, as I said, I’m not a jealous woman. But I don’t really have much choice in this situation. I mean, they literally brought you here with magic so you could impregnate a bunch of their women.”

“Also for marrying me right on the spot,” I said.

Charlotte smiled. “Well, I did have a bit of a crush on you, as I said. Plus, you’re my only connection to our world. You’re safety amidst all this chaos. Also, you did a pretty good job of proposing.”

I smiled at her. “I figured I lost you once. I couldn’t lose you a second time.”

“Aww, Brent,” she said. “That’s almost poetic.”

“I know, I know, sometimes I can do good words,” I said. She laughed.

“So, am I ever going to meet this Devana woman?” she asked after a moment.

“I’m sure you will,” I said. “She comes around here from time to time. I think she’s interested in Cami, so we might see her here.”

Charlotte turned and looked over the back of her chair at the voluptuous bartender. “If anyone wasn’t interested in Cami, I’d say they needed their sanity checked. I’m still a little jealous you’ve already had her.”

“I thought you weren’t the jealous type?” I asked with more than a bit of snark.

“Have you seen her ass?” Charlotte asked me.

“Well, she’ll be back,” I said. “Devana was pretty clear about a few things; that she has to approve of the women that come to see me, and while we’re all having fun, she wants me to get them pregnant. And for her specifically, she said even after she’s pregnant she intends on coming to see me.”

“So, what does this Devana look like?” Charlotte asked.

I closed my eyes. “I’m trying so hard not to use the word ‘milf,’ because I think it’s tacky. But that about sums it up.”

A wave of tiredness washed over me. I looked down at my mug of honey wine, noting that it was only halfway gone. No way it was that strong.

“Are you okay?” Charlotte asked.

“Yeah,” I said, placing a hand to my forehead. “Ah, that’s right. Yazmine said I’d be tired because I touched magic.” I stifled a yawn behind my hand. “Man, she wasn’t kidding.”

“Are you ready to call it a night so soon?” Charlotte asked. She downed the last of her mug. “Man, what a lightweight. Can’t even hold your beer.”

I laughed. “You’ll see in a few days. This is just the reaction from me touching magic for the first time.”

“I know, I remember,” Charlotte said, grabbing her breast. “You did a lot more than just touch them.”

“You’re a doll, you know that?” I said, giving her a smile.

I pushed myself to my feet and made my way back to the counter. The sun was just starting to set, but I felt like I had stayed up all night. I set my mug on the counter and Cami approached.

“You look like you’ve had three of these instead of just one,” she said, grabbing the mug.

“He used magic for the first time today, so he’s extra tired,” Charlotte said. She beamed a proud smile at me.

“Magic?” Cami asked with raised eyebrows. “So you’ll be using it just like our High Priestess then?”

I nodded. “And Charlotte as well.”

“Oh, you two are a good match,” Cami said. “I’ll bet your children are going to be gorgeous.”

That comment made Charlotte blush.

Cami reached across the counter with both arms, taking our hands in hers. “You two are quickly becoming my favorite couple in the entire valley, you know that?”

“We’ll try our best not to let you down,” Charlotte said. She lifted Cami’s hand to her lips and kissed the backs of her knuckles.

“Hey, that’s my move,” I said, doing the same to Cami.

Charlotte shrugged. “Well, I beat you to it, and I’m better at it than you.” She kissed Cami’s hand again.

Not willing to be outdone, I kissed Cami’s hand about five times in a row. That led to Charlotte and I both kissing Cami’s hands as quickly as possible while Cami laughed.

“Okay, off with you two. I need these hands so I can pour drinks.” She smiled at both of us.

Charlotte used her grip on Cami’s hand and pulled her close. She leaned across the counter and brushed a kiss on Cami’s full lips.

Well, now I had to do the same thing. The moment Charlotte was done, I pulled Cami over to me and kissed her as well.

The three of us all laughed at how ridiculously we were behaving, and Charlotte and I finally released Cami’s hands. I offered Charlotte my arm and she graciously accepted. Together, we walked down the wide street toward my cottage. I must confess I leaned on her a bit. It felt like a blanket of exhaustion was smothering me.

“Are you going to make it home or am I going to have to carry you?” Charlotte asked, tightening her grip on my arm.

“Eh, I’ll be alright,” I said. “I just need my rest. Tomorrow I’ll be back to my old self.”

“Good, I don’t think I can carry you piggyback,” Charlotte said.

“Had a bit to drink?” asked a familiar voice.

“Hey, Alexandra,” I said as the small woman suddenly came into view.

The golden light of the sunset cast a warm glow on her adorable features. She smiled at the two of us from beneath her dark ringlets that hung to her shoulders.

“I used magic for the first time today, so I’m just tired,” I explained.

“Oh, that makes sense. Magic will do that. Next time will be a lot easier,” she said. Her eyes went over to Charlotte and I could practically feel the question in them.

“This is my wife, Charlotte,” I said, nodding toward her. “Charlotte, this is Alexandra. She and I run into each other fairly often.”

“Oh, I just love your hair,” Charlotte said. “I would do about anything for hair like that.”

“Thanks,” Alexandra said with a friendly smile. “The color of yours is like the sunset. Maybe we could trade hair for a day.”

“Can you do that with magic, Brenty?” Charlotte asked.

I chuckled. “I’ll have to ask Yazmine. Maybe hair swap is on the list of spells I’ll learn. How much do you know about magic, Alexandra?”

But when I looked over for her, she was gone.

“Did she just disappear?” Charlotte asked.

“Yeah, I’ve come to the conclusion that she’s Batman,” I replied.

When we got to our cottage I pushed the door open, and then Charlotte helped me walk to the bed. It felt like lead weights were pulling my limbs down. The moment I laid my head on the pillow, I was out.


Chapter seven



Iwas glad I went to bed so early. Not only because I needed the sleep after touching magic, but because when someone knocked on the door around midnight, I was rested enough to function.

“Want me to get it?” Charlotte asked, her head on my shoulder.

“Nah, I’ll get the door,” I said, yawning. I called out for them to wait just a moment, then swung my legs over the side of the bed and stretched. All of my clothes were still on, but I noticed Charlotte had removed my boots. She was fully nude with the thin blanket up to her chin. When she saw me looking at her, she sat up and let the blanket fall to her waist.

“Do you want to be here for it, or do you want to go for a walk or something?” I asked as I stood up. I pulled my shirt off over my head and neatly set it at the foot of the bed.

“You’ve shown me some of the women you’ve spent time with,” Charlotte. “If you think I’m going to miss that, you’re crazy. Assuming she’ll have me, of course.”

I leaned my head to one side until my neck popped. “Well, lucky for you I’m the first man to be here in more than a year. Most of the adult women are used to female lovers.”

“Lucky me indeed,” Charlotte said with a smile.

On my way to the door, I looked over and checked that I still had a few bottles of wine. I did, which was perfect.

When I pulled the door open I saw two women in dark cloaks, just as expected. In front was Devana. Knowing what she looked like beneath that cloak, my hands ached for her. I took a step inside the cottage and motioned for them to enter.

“Good evening, Devana,” I said.

“Hey, Brent,” she said, giving me a warm smile. Her eyes fell on Charlotte and she raised an eyebrow. “Is this going to be a problem?”

“Ah shit, I’m sorry,” I said. “Devana, this is my wife, Charlotte. Charlotte, this is Devana that I’ve told you so much about.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” Charlotte said, giving her a big smile. She was completely unfazed by her nakedness.

Devana pushed her hood back and looked at Charlotte. “A wife, so soon?”

I sighed. I was getting kinda tired of explaining how that happened. “Charlotte was brought here by the same magical spell that brought me. We knew each other from our old world.”

“Don’t worry, there won’t be any problems with me,” Charlotte said. Her eyes went to the newcomer, and she smiled as she peered into the woman’s hood.

“You know why we’re here, right?” Devana said.

Charlotte nodded emphatically. “Oh, absolutely. In fact, I’m pretty excited for it. Assuming you’ll allow me?”

Devana looked at her for a moment, then turned to the woman behind her. The woman stepped forward to look at Charlotte.

“I feel like I’m being inspected,” Charlotte said with a chuckle. “Hold on, hold on.” She pushed herself out of bed and stood on the floor, then turned in a circle with a laugh.

“She’s lovely,” the other woman said.

Devana nodded. “I’ll allow it. Just make sure you understand these women are here to get pregnant.”

“Saves me from having to change diapers,” Charlotte said with a laugh. “Don’t worry, I’m here to help. And maybe enjoy myself a little bit along the way.”

Devana gave her a smile. “I might have to see for myself soon, in that case.” She stepped up to me and gave me a hug. Part of me was always a bit sad when she did that and I saw she was wearing clothes.

“Take care of my girls,” Devana said, and kissed me on the cheek.

I smiled and pecked her on the lips. “Always. Thank you for taking care of me.”

Devana reached up and patted my cheek. “Have a good night. I’ll see you tomorrow during the feast.”

I was tempted to make a comment that I wanted to feast on her pussy, but I held my tongue. Instead, I just hugged her again and let her leave. That left Charlotte and I alone with the new woman.

I walked over to the counter and grabbed a bottle of wine. “Care for some?” I asked her. “Have a seat, relax.”

Charlotte walked over to her and held out a hand. The woman took Charlotte’s hand and allowed herself to be pulled over to the two chairs and small table. I got a glimpse of her naked body beneath the cloak as she walked. My immediate erection was the result.

“So, I’m Charlotte,” Charlotte said. “And of course, this is Brent. Tell us about yourself, love.”

The woman pushed her hood back, revealing dark brown hair with just the faintest hint of auburn. It was straight and long, perhaps all the way to her waist. Her face was beautiful, with big brown eyes and a button nose. She looked to be in her early thirties but it was hard to tell, as she had a youthful face.

“I’m Rosa,” she said as she accepted a mug of wine from me. I handed one to Charlotte as well.

“Nice to meet you, Rosa,” I said.

“Likewise,” she said with a smile, then took a deep breath. “What do you want to know about me?”

I wanted to avoid any line of conversation that led to her bringing up a dead husband. That was tough, though; that was why most of these women visited me at night.

“What are you expecting tonight?” Charlotte asked, saving the day. Man, not to be harsh, but I really didn’t want to have to hear another story about a dead family. It was too depressing.

“I mean that’s obvious, right?” Rosa asked. She sipped on her wine. “Oh, this is excellent wine. Probably some of the best I’ve ever had.” She took another sip and looked over at me. “I’m here to get pregnant. The queen would not have chosen me; I’m too old, not tall enough, and not up to that ridiculous standard.”

“Are you even thirty years old?” I asked

“Thirty one,” she replied.

“Well, you’re absolutely beautiful,” Charlotte said. “Just for the record, I would choose you.”

“Thanks,” Rosa said with a smile. “But going back to what I said, I’m here to get pregnant. I lost my husband before we managed to conceive. I’ve always wanted to be a mother, and now you’ve given me a second chance.”

“I want to be clear, after hearing that story; you’re okay with me joining in?” Charlotte asked.

Rosa looked over at her and blushed. “You’re very pretty. I had a girlfriend for a while, so it wouldn’t be my first time.”

Charlotte set her mug of wine on the table, then stood up. She calmly walked up to Rosa and took her mug of wine and did the same. Rosa stood up in front of her, looking into Charlotte’s eyes.

“May I kiss you?” Charlotte asked.

Color stained Rosa’s cheeks and she nodded. Charlotte leaned forward, gently placing a kiss on Rosa’s lips. They both smiled, and Charlotte’s hands moved forward, reaching beneath Rosa’s cloak. From my vantage point I couldn’t see much, but judging by Charlotte’s expression it was impressive.

“Oh, you are just beautiful,” Charlotte said. Her hands slid up to the collar of the cloak and she unfastened it, then pushed it back.

My eyes damn near popped out of my head when I saw Rosa’s body. Her hair went all the way to her waist, just as I thought it might have. Tanned skin covered a fit body, but there was a certain softness to her that just made me want to cuddle her. Her breasts weren’t particularly large, but she had the ass and hips of one of those moms in Pixar movies. I felt myself immediately harden at the sight of that body, and the thick thighs and sexy legs that finished it off.

“You should kiss Brent,” Charlotte said in a soft voice. “I’m just here to help you have a good time.”

Rosa turned around and smiled at me. I set my mug of wine down and walked up to her, marveling at the curves of her hips. She was just incredible. I reached out and took her face in my hands, then gently kissed her. We both smiled and I kissed her some more. While doing that, I felt Charlotte unlacing the front of my pants.

As soon as my pants were off I went back to kissing Rosa. Her lips were soft, as was her skin. My hands gently slid down her sides and stopped at her waist. The anticipation had my heart pounding. As our tongues danced in each other’s mouths, my hands slowly went south, rubbing across those magnificent hips and grabbing firmly onto her butt.

Charlotte moved behind Rosa, pressing her body against her and kissing along her shoulder. Her hands were gentle, caressing Rosa’s sides, her arms, her waist. She rubbed her hands across Rosa’s butt and grinned at me.

“Can we go to the bed?” Rosa asked against my lips.

“Oh of course, honey,” Charlotte said.

As Rosa pulled away, one of her hands went straight to my cock. She gently wrapped her fingers around it, just feeling it for a moment. The way she looked at it reminded me that no one here had been with a man for more than a year before I showed up.

The three of us walked over to the bed. Charlotte held Rosa’s hand, and I mostly just stared in awe at their bodies. When we got there, Charlotte pulled Rosa close and began kissing her.

Well, I decided to go ahead and up the ante a bit. I got on my knees and pushed my way between them. With a gentle motion I got Rosa to widen her stance. My tongue went straight for her pussy, running up and down her labia, getting her warmed up. Charlotte’s fingers came down and toyed with my hair.

“Oh!” Rosa said, breaking her kiss with Charlotte to watch me.

“Yeah, he really knows what he’s doing,” Charlotte said with a grin. “Here, move your leg.”

Rosa lifted one foot and put it on the edge of the bed, giving me much greater access to her pussy. I pointed my tongue and pressed it between her labia, still just moving it from front to back. Rosa’s breathing picked up and she let out several soft moans.

I reached up with one hand and grabbed onto that big butt of hers and held on like my life depended on it. Then, I moved my tongue up until I found her clitoris and began rubbing it side to side. Rosa gasped, then tangled her fingers in my hair, holding me tightly against her. Charlotte moved in and went back to kissing her and squeezing her breasts.

It didn’t take me too long to bring her to orgasm, but it was clear that position wouldn’t work any longer. My neck was already starting to cramp. I got up and hopped on the bed.

“Is everything okay, Rosa?” I asked the beautiful woman. “You seem a bit nervous.”

“Of course I am,” she said. “I just haven’t been with a man in more than a year.”

“Just relax,” Charlotte said. She hugged Rosa from behind and grabbed onto her breasts. “I think you should suck his cock,” she whispered into Rosa’s ear.

I laid back on the bed and Rosa crawled up my legs. She looked simultaneously eager and nervous, which I understood. Charlotte was right there, gently encouraging her. Man, talk about a wingman.

Rosa’s hand reached out and gripped the base of my cock, gently at first, then she gave it a squeeze. She looked up at me and smiled, her face flush.

“Good girl,” Charlotte said as she gathered Rosa’s hair in her hands. “Go ahead.”

“Okay,” Rosa said.

She opened her mouth and leaned over, sucking on just the head first, then taking more and more into her mouth. Charlotte urged her on and let her free hand run down Rosa’s back, then caressed her round backside.

As for me, I laid back on the bed with my hands behind my head and enjoyed the two beautiful women in front of me. Charlotte looked up at me and smiled.

“Save some for me,” Charlotte said.

Rosa raised her head and smiled. Charlotte bent down and kissed her while still holding onto her hair. Rosa let out a happy sigh, which turned into a soft moan as Charlotte’s tongue explored her mouth.

“My turn,” Charlotte said, winking at me.

“What should I do?” Rosa asked.

I opened my mouth to say something but Charlotte beat me to it.

“You should sit on his face. He likes that,” she said, winking at me again.

Rosa looked from Charlotte to me. She raised her eyebrows as if confirming with me.

“Come on,” I said, reaching out with both hands.

She smiled and crawled up to me, then threw a leg over my shoulder. My arms went between her legs so that my hands could wrap around her from behind and grab onto her hips, or squeeze that beautiful ass if I so desired. She placed her pussy right on my mouth and I went to town on her. All the while Charlotte was doing her best to suck my soul out of my balls.

In other words, I was in heaven.

Rosa’s initial tension melted, and soon both of her hands were in my hair. Charlotte took me all the way to the base, then pulled my cock out of her mouth and gasped. She took a few deep breaths while stroking me.

Rosa’s body shook and shuddered as I brought her to several orgasms. When she was absolutely soaking wet—and my face with it—I thought we were ready.

Charlotte helped her scoot back, sliding down my body. When Rosa reached my waist, she raised her hips and reached between her thick thighs. She guided me into her love canal and sank down while Charlotte caressed her hips.

“By the gods, that is just incredible,” Rosa said.

She closed her eyes and sat on my lap for a moment with me fully buried in her, just enjoying the feeling. Charlotte reached over and took her face in her hands, then began kissing her. A few seconds later, one of Rosa’s hands moved forward and she began running a finger down to Charlotte’s pussy.

I placed my hands on Rosa’s wide hips and began thrusting upwards into her. As wet as she was, it felt like absolute paradise. She began moaning against Charlotte’s lips each time I fully penetrated her.

Rosa finally leaned forward so she could kiss me. Our arms went around each other and I held her tightly to me, kissing her while she worked her hips up and down.

“You feel so good,” she said, then went back to kissing me.

I was just about to say the same thing to her, but she suddenly raised her hips off of me. Charlotte immediately grabbed onto my cock and sucked hard on the tip a few times, then lined it back up with Rosa’s pussy. Rosa sank down on me again, and I thought I was going to have an aneurism.

“My turn,” Charlotte said, slapping Rosa on the ass.

Rosa moved her hips up and down on me a few more times, then finally raised herself off of me. Charlotte hurriedly straddled my waist, facing away from me, and sank down on my cock in one swift motion. She let out a loud moan, loud enough that I knew the neighbors would hear it. Well, let them. That’s what I was here for, right?

Charlotte worked her tight body up and down the full length of my cock. I reached forward and grabbed her hips, holding her tightly while thrusting inside her. Rosa knelt in front of her, between my legs. They kissed for a while, then Charlotte held both of her massive breasts in her hands, offering them to Rosa. She sucked and nibbled on Charlotte’s pink nipples while my wife moaned even more.

One of Rosa’s hands went to Charlotte’s pussy again, and she began rubbing side to side. It took her a few minutes, but eventually Charlotte spasmed and her entire body shook as she orgasmed. I grinned and slapped Charlotte on the ass as her hips bucked.

“Here, you finish him off,” Charlotte said between deep breaths. She rose off of my lap and crawled across the bed.

Rosa rolled onto her back and spread her thick thighs for me. She looked eagerly at my cock as I crawled between those beautiful legs. I pushed myself deep inside her and held it there for a moment, then went right to thrusting.

Charlotte crawled over to me and kissed me deeply. She pulled away and looked at me, then Rosa, with excitement clear on her face. “Give it to her good, Brenty,” she said.

Charlotte reached down and held onto one of Rosa’s thighs, pulling it wide. I leaned forward, pumping hard into Rosa while Charlotte urged me on. I bent down and kissed Rosa and she held my face tightly against hers.

I sped up until I was ramming myself into Rosa nearly as hard and fast as I could. That pushed me over the edge in no time, and I fired a huge load inside her. She held onto my face, smothering my moans with her tongue.

“Oh, beautiful,” Charlotte said, looking at us.

Her hand ran down my back, and when I pulled myself out of Rosa, her smile deepened. Charlotte gently ran a finger down the inside of Rosa’s thigh, right where some of my cum was leaking out. She pushed it back into Rosa’s pussy, then brought her finger up to her mouth and licked it clean.

“You two taste delicious,” she said with a smile.

Rosa stayed on her back, breathing heavily. “Thank you,” she said in a voice that was little more than a whisper. “I needed that.”

Charlotte looked down at the curvy woman, then over at me. “You and me both.”


Chapter eight



Iwoke up with Charlotte’s head on my shoulder, as usual. I smiled as I looked down at her beautiful face, and gently kissed her forehead.

The sun was up so I wanted to get out of bed, but I didn’t want to wake my wife. My wife. Man, it felt good to think of her as that. Charlotte Williams. I made a mental note to thank Tanarus next time I saw him.

Wait, Tanarus!

I gently nudged Charlotte, and she snorted herself awake.

“What is it?” she asked. “Is everything alright?”

“Today is the Feast of Tanarus,” I told her.

She reached one slender hand up and rubbed her eyes. “Can the feast wait another hour?” With that, she laid her head back on my shoulder.

I laughed. “Come on, my love. Let’s get ready so we can celebrate with the others.”

“Oh, alright,” she said.

She rolled off of me and laid on the edge of the bed for a moment, her back facing me. My hand went straight to her ass like a magnet, and I gave it a squeeze. She wiggled her hips at me.

“I think we’re going to have a great life together,” I said, and not just because I loved her tight little ass. Charlotte was just an amazing woman.

“You, me, and two other women,” she said, pushing herself up. She stretched her arms over her head and yawned. “You just have to figure out who they are. I kinda hope one of them is Cami, so I can spend every night with her.” She looked over her shoulder at me and grinned.

We both hopped out of bed and I went over to the counter out of habit. Maya hadn’t brought us food yet. I briefly wondered if she would bring anything, since today was a feast day.

“We should hit the baths,” Charlotte said. “After last night, we both smell like sex. Don’t get me wrong, I love it, but others might not be crazy about it.”

“Good point,” I said.

I grabbed two towels and then went over to the chest at the foot of the bed to grab some clothes. Charlotte put on the typical top and skirt most women wore around here, and I threw on pants and a plain shirt. Carina was still finishing our more colorful outfits, so these would have to work for now.

A knock came at the door. I looked over at Charlotte. “Come in,” I said.

The door opened and Maya came in, although she wasn’t carrying a platter of food like usual. She entered our cottage, all smiles.

“Good morning!” she said, just as bubbly as ever.

“What’s got you so happy?” Charlotte asked.

“Today is the Feast of Tanarus, silly,” Maya said. She stepped up to Charlotte and hugged her tightly, like the two had been close friends for years.

Charlotte looked over at me, a question plain on her face. She pulled away from Maya after a moment. “I love the affection, but what brought that on?”

Maya laughed. “Oh, you two are going to have a fun day today. Remember, we prayed to Tanarus for a savior. Yazmine spent days casting a spell to bring us a hero, and Tanarus brought us you two. So you can expect lots of affection and thanks from everyone.”

Charlotte smiled. “That could be fun.”

Maya stretched her face up and pecked Charlotte on the lips, then walked over to me and did the same. “I just want you two to know that I am grateful for both of you.”

I looked at Maya for a moment, in that tiny bikini top and leather miniskirt she was wearing. Her slender, petite body and barely-a-handful breasts, her round hips and ass, her beautiful face. My eyes went to Charlotte and I saw she was thinking the same thing.

“Come here,” I said, holding a hand out to Maya.

She walked up to me, still smiling. Wasting no time, I took her face in my hands and kissed her. Softly at first, then more deeply.

Charlotte walked up to us and kissed Maya on the cheek, then let her lips trail down the young woman’s neck. She reached forward and undid the clasp on Maya’s top, revealing her perky little breasts. With a smile, she took one of Maya’s nipples in her mouth. Maya moaned softly against my lips and her hands went to my shoulders, holding me tightly.

I let my right hand move forward and lifted the front edge of her skirt, then gently slid a finger forward until I was caressing the outer folds of her pussy. Charlotte reached down and grabbed onto the skirt, pulling it up and fully exposing Maya. With a grin, I gently began rubbing Maya’s pussy until I found her clitoris.

“Well, I wasn’t expecting this,” Maya said between kisses. “I certainly won’t be saying no, though.” She widened her stance, giving me more room to play with her.

One of Charlotte’s hands went between Maya’s legs as well, and soon we were both toying with her sweet pussy.

“I love that everyone is shaved here,” Charlotte said as she dropped to her knees.

She reached out and yanked at the laces of my pants, then pushed them down to my ankles. One of Maya’s hands fumbled down and Charlotte guided it to my cock and helped her stroke it. Charlotte began sucking on me only a moment later.

It didn’t take long for the three of us to begin moaning together. After sucking the head of my cock, Charlotte turned and pushed my hand aside so she could run her tongue up and down Maya’s pussy.

Maya gasped against my lips and her hands tightened on my shoulders while Charlotte ate her pussy. She let out soft moans that steadily grew in intensity as Charlotte pleased her. I let one of my hands trail down Maya’s side, down her hip, and finally grabbed onto her bubble butt and squeezed it. My other hand went to one of her breasts, and I pinched her soft pink nipple until it pebbled.

Maya breathed hard against my lips. “Oh, Charlotte,” she said. “Oh, keep doing that. Oh, please don’t stop.”

I played with her nipple some more and kissed her good and deep. Soon after, Maya moaned into my mouth and her entire body shook. I looked down and saw the biggest smile on Charlotte’s face as she continued licking Maya’s pussy. She brought a second orgasm out of the young woman before finally taking a break.

Maya leaned her head against my shoulder, breathing hard. “That was amazing,” she said.

With us holding each other, my erect cock poked her right in the best of places. Charlotte reached down and guided it between her legs, so that it was rubbing against Maya’s wet pussy. Maya moaned softly and began working her hips back and forth, covering me with her juices.

“I want you inside me so badly,” Maya said, and leaned up to kiss me.

“You two would look incredible together,” Charlotte said. She pulled us apart, then sucked on my cock for a moment before pushing us back together.

“I can’t, though,” Maya said, finally pulling away. She looked down at my cock and bit her lip, her face filled with desire.

“Ah, because Brent told you he wouldn’t until you were older,” Charlotte said.

Maya shook her head. “No, because today is the Feast of Tanarus. You two are a gift directly from Tanarus. You can both expect special treatment today.” She looked at Charlotte. “You’ll be pampered, but you can’t help us repopulate.” Her head swung to me. “You’re going to need your strength. That’s all I can say.”

Charlotte crossed her arms beneath her massive breasts and raised an eyebrow at me. “Maybe I can convince them to give me a pedicure. What do you think?”

I laughed, then reached out for Maya. She practically ran into my arms, holding me tightly. Charlotte was there only a few seconds later, her arms around both of us, kissing Maya softly. Both of us had a hand on Maya’s ass.

“I love how you two touch me,” Maya said. “I can’t wait until you’ll finally agree to do it.”

I slapped her on the ass. “Well, as I promised, we have a lot of other things to do before then.”

“Oh, don’t tease the poor girl, Brent,” Charlotte said. She turned to Maya and kissed her softly. “You’re just as beautiful as can be, and if that’s what you want then I’ll make sure Brenty does it. But he is right; you deserve to experience a lot of things before getting pregnant.”

“Okay,” Maya said, a bit of shyness in her voice.

I leaned down and kissed her, then kissed Charlotte. Man, having two women in my arms like that just felt incredible. Especially when they were as insanely hot as these two.

Maya looked up at me for a moment. “Okay, just for a second.”

I was going to ask what she meant, but she suddenly dropped to her knees and took me into her mouth. Before I could even react, Charlotte was there right next to her. Maya sucked on the tip while Charlotte ran her tongue down the length of my shaft and gently played with my balls. She looked up at me and smiled.

“I can’t wait to see him cum in your mouth,” Charlotte said in Maya’s ear. “But if what you said is true, we should stop. He needs to save it all for this celebration.”

Maya looked up at me, then leaned forward and sucked on the head of my cock one last time before standing up. Charlotte kissed her deeply, grabbing and squeezing her ass while Maya did the same to Charlotte’s massive breasts. Just watching those two make out was damn near enough to send me over the edge.

Maya took a deep breath and stepped away from Charlotte. “I really like how you kiss,” she said as she fastened her top.

“You too,” Charlotte said with a smile. She stepped over to me and slipped her arm around my waist.

Maya pushed her skirt down over her wide hips. “Once you two are ready, just come to the temple. The celebrations last all day long, and you’ll want to see the entire valley, but for you two they start at the temple.” She hugged both of us tightly, then left the cottage.

“She is so adorable,” Charlotte said after she left.

“Agreed,” I said. “They all are, really. Hey, even though it’s a holiday, I should go see Anaya for my morning training. That stuff is important.”

“Mind if I come along?” Charlotte asked. “I’ve dealt with her briefly. It would be nice to see her again and get to know her a bit.”

I shrugged. “Fine with me. “She can be prickly at times, but there’s a wonderful person beneath all that.”

Charlotte nodded. “I’ll be on my best behavior, then.”


Chapter nine



Charlotte stood next to me as I knocked on Anaya’s door.

“What?” she shouted from within.

Charlotte raised an eyebrow at me, and I laughed.

“It’s Brent,” I said. “I know today is the feast, but I was hoping we could train some. And—”

I cut off as Anaya yanked the door open. She wore that familiar baggy shirt that covered her to mid-thigh, and her hair looked like it had just been brushed. There was a bit of warmth present on her face when she looked at me, but she eyed Charlotte suspiciously.

“Got time for some training?” I asked, giving her a smile.

“You know what day today is, right?” she asked. Her eyes flicked to Charlotte again.

“I do,” I said. “It’s still important that you teach me how to fight with a spear, though. Or a sword, for that matter.”

“Did you bring your sword?” she asked.

Shit. I didn’t. It was sitting back in my cottage. I just frowned at her.

“Not off to a great start, Brent,” she said. “Why are you here, Charlotte?”

“You two know each other?” I asked.

“Anaya guided me back to Moonglow after I appeared in the woods,” Charlotte said. “I didn’t get the luxury of both sisters like you did.”

“I’m flattered,” I said, then took a deep breath. “Anaya, you know that the queen told me I could take any three women as my wives, right?”

“Yeah,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. That action pulled the bottom hem of her shirt up shockingly high. I struggled not to stare, even though that hem was about a centimeter away from giving me the best view possible.

“Well, Charlotte is my first wife,” I said.

Next to me, Charlotte practically bounced on her toes with excitement.

“You married her?” Anaya asked, clearly surprised.

“If you let us in, we’ll tell you the story,” Charlotte said.

“Sorry,” Anaya mumbled, and stepped back.

“I just love your hair,” Charlotte said as she stepped inside. “You should let me brush it.”

“Huh?” Anaya asked. She looked confused.

“Have a seat,” I said, hoping Anaya wouldn’t think I was giving her orders.

She gave me a wary look but walked across the room and took a seat. She crossed both her arms and legs and gave me a sharp look. “Make it quick.”

Once again, Charlotte saved the day. She spotted Anaya’s hairbrush and grabbed it, then walked right up behind the beautiful woman. Anaya opened her mouth to protest but Charlotte complimented the softness of Anaya’s hair as she began pulling the brush through it.

“Charlotte and I came from the same world,” I said. “We used to work together, actually. You know that paper cutter I arrived here with? The thing you thought was a sword? Charlotte actually needed that and I was trying to fix it when I got zapped here.”

“So you knew each other before you arrived here? Ow,” she said and glared up at Charlotte.

“Sorry, you had a knot,” Charlotte said. “Yeah, we knew each other for a while. Close to a year, I think.”

“And now you’re married,” Anaya said as if confirming the fact.

I nodded. “I actually asked Tanarus about it. Charlotte was a requirement; he said I need her in order to defeat the Ghost Prince. My other two wives will be the same way; if I choose the wrong women, everything will fail.” Wow, saying that out loud made me realize just what a stressful situation it was.

“Do you know who the other two women are?” she asked cautiously.

I shook my head. “No idea. Tanarus just told me that I must choose carefully.”

“Why are you here, Brent?” Anaya asked after a pause.

“Because I need you to teach me how to fight,” I said. “You’re the best in Moonglow.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she said. “Why are you here, Brent?”

I wasn’t quite sure what she was getting at. I had told her the simple truth.

“Because he likes you,” Charlotte said. “Jesus, it’s as obvious as a slap in the face. You should see the look on his face when he talks about you.”

“Is that so? And just what does he say about me?” Anaya asked, her eyes still on me.

“He thinks you're a good person,” Charlotte said, drawing the brush through her hair again. “Take a breath and accept that he likes you. He’s a good guy, you should give him a chance.” She looked up and winked at me.

“Is that so?” Anaya said. I could tell from her tone that she was confused and out of her element. She didn’t know what to say so she was resorting to her usual prickly demeanor. “You’re a married man, though.”

I threw up my hands. “Look, yeah, I like you, Anaya. I think you’re gorgeous and beneath all your anger you’re great. I also have a lot of respect for you; not just your fighting ability but your innate toughness and tenacity. Now, can we please train a bit?”

“Charlotte is brushing my hair,” she said calmly.

“You’ll have to wait until I’m done, love,” Charlotte said.

I walked over to the corner of the room and grabbed a spear she had leaned there. The basics were important, so I made sure I held it the right way and my stance was correct. I thrust the spear in front of me several times, getting a feel for the weapon and warming up my muscles.

“Fearsome,” Charlotte said, watching me while she brushed Anaya’s hair.

“Move your right foot back a bit,” Anaya said. “You stagger your feet to keep yourself stable. You see—hold on.” She looked up at Charlotte and gave her a polite smile.

“I suppose I can finish another time,” Charlotte said, and began pulling the brush through her own hair.

Anaya stood and walked over to me. “With your feet side by side like that, you aren’t stable. She pushed my chest suddenly, and I staggered back a step. “See? You’re stable from side attacks, but I can push you over if I try hard enough. Now, put your right leg back.”

I shifted my stance and offset my feet. Anaya pushed me again, and this time I was able to resist.

“Much better,” she said.

I could tell her heart still wasn’t in it, but she was going through the motions and performing her duty. She walked over and grabbed a spear herself, albeit one without a sharpened steel tip.

I stood ready with my spear held in front of me and she performed several slow attacks. I was able to slap them all aside and bring my spear back to the proper position pretty quickly. Don’t get me wrong, I was still a complete and utter beginner, but at least I was getting a hang of the basics.

After a few minutes, Anaya sighed. “I feel like I should teach you how to fight with all sorts of weapons, just to be safe. Do you have any experience with knife fighting?”

I just laughed. Charlotte laughed as well.

“I should have guessed,” Anaya grumbled. “Well, fighting with a knife is more like a brawl. You get in close and stick them as much as you can. You can also expect to get tagged a few times as well. Fighting with a dagger is horrible, to be honest.”

“Yeah, let’s hope I don’t ever have to do that,” I said. “Maybe me learning magic will help keep me at a safer distance.”

Anaya frowned. “I had forgotten about that.”

“I’m learning it as well,” Charlotte said proudly.

Anaya looked over at her. She used her traditional hard glare, which Charlotte met with a beautiful smile of her own. After a moment, Anaya’s face softened and she smiled at Charlotte.

“Hey, are you alright,” I asked, stepping closer to Anaya.

“I’m fine,” she said.

“Is it me?” Charlotte asked. She moved closer to Anaya as well.

“Well,” Anaya began, looking at both of us. I saw in her eyes a hint of the real Anaya, the soft-hearted woman that lived beneath all those rocks.

“I’m sorry if I’m stressing you out,” Charlotte said in a gentle voice. She reached up and placed a hand on Anaya’s shoulder. “Today is a special day, and we should be celebrating. May I hug you?”

Anaya gave her a strange look, but nodded. Charlotte pulled her into a close hug, the kind of hug she would give me. Anaya was stiff for a moment, but Charlotte whispered something into her ear and she relaxed a bit.

After the hug, Charlotte flashed me a smile. “I’m going to step outside so you two can say goodbye with a bit of privacy. Maybe we’ll see you around today, Anaya.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Anaya said with her typical grumpiness. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. I hope we see each other today.”

Charlotte winked at me, then slipped out the door. I stood there for a moment, then took a step closer to Anaya.

“You came here with your wife?” she asked.

I shrugged. “I mean, you knew the queen granted me permission to marry three women from the valley. And Tanarus himself—uh, themself told me I must marry the right women or everything will fall into ruin.”

Some of the fight leaked out of Anaya. “Remember what I told you, Brent,” she warned.

I took a step closer and hugged her. She just stood there, her arms by her sides. “I’ll never forget, trust me. I have no intentions of harming you in any way, Anaya. Besides, if I did, Charlotte would kick my ass.”

That actually drew a laugh out of Anaya. “Yes, she is nice.” She finally reached up and hugged me back.

We stood there for a bit, just holding each other. After a moment, she laid her head against my shoulder and sighed.

“It does feel good to hold someone again,” Anaya said quietly. Just hearing her say that felt like a victory.

I kissed the side of her head. “Maybe once things calm down I can hold you more often.”

Anaya paused. “Brent, are you flirting with me?”

“That depends, is it working?”

“No,” she replied.

“Well, in that case, I’m not flirting yet.”

Anaya laughed and tightened her hug. I held her just as tightly and planted a soft kiss on her cheek. I felt like a true wordsmith would be able to come up with the perfect line at that moment to win her over, but quite frankly, I often sucked with words.

“I’m glad you don’t ruin these moments by saying something stupid,” she said.

Well, in that case, three cheers for silence.

We held each other for a while longer, then finally leaned back. I looked into her beautiful brown eyes for a moment and decided to take a chance. Her mood was testy with Charlotte having been there, but the truth was I just liked Anaya, thorns and all. And at that moment, I wanted to kiss her.

I leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on her lips. Nothing too hot, just a gentle kiss. I knew I had to take things slow with Anaya, and I was fine with that.

“So, I’ll see you around,” I said with a smile. Anaya smiled back at me, and we hugged again.

“Brent, she is gorgeous!” Charlotte said when I left Anaya’s place. “Oh my god, I don’t know if I’ve ever seen anyone that looks like her. I couldn’t even decide between her and Yazmine.”

“I know, she really is,” I said. I offered Charlotte my arm and we started walking. “Anaya has some past trauma though, so I have to be really careful. She’s given me a glimpse of her soft heart and it’s quite nice.”

“You do like her, don’t you?” Charlotte asked.

I shrugged. “Yeah, I suppose I do.”

“And she’s one of the women the queen chose for you, right? So you two have had sex?”

I shook my head. “Yes the queen chose her, but we didn’t have sex. She wasn’t ready for it, so we just sat there and talked.”

Charlotte smiled at me for a moment. “Such a gentleman,” she said, hugging herself close to my side.

“Let’s see what the holiday has for us,” I said, and we turned toward the temple.


Chapter ten



Celebration was definitely in the air. Women with flowered necklaces walked by in every direction, all of them beaming smiles at everyone. A few stopped and placed their necklaces on me, even on Charlotte, and gave us blessings along with them. So, by the time we finally arrived at the temple, I had five and she had two. Necklaces, that is, not blessings. I probably had thirty of those.

The temple was busier than I had ever seen it. The pews had been pushed far apart, although at least forty or fifty people still sat on them and offered prayers to Tanarus. But, right in the center aisle a long table had been placed. Even as we approached, people brought covered platters and set them on the table. Several bottles were intermingled among the platters.

Maya spotted us from across the room and hurried toward us. “I’m glad you’re here!” she said, hugging each of us in turn. “This is my favorite day of the year. I’m glad I get to spend it with you two. Well, more with you, Charlotte.” She looked at me. “You’ll see.”

Charlotte glanced over at me. “Something special for Brenty, I see.”

“To put it mildly,” Mara said. “Go find Yazmine and she can help guide you. But take your time.”

The three of us started slowly walking up the aisle toward the massive table. It looked long enough to seat twenty people comfortably. The statue of Tanarus was at what I assumed the head of the table, with a fairly elaborate chair at the opposite end. I briefly wondered if they had those traditions in this world; the head and foot of a table to determine social status.

“Oh, look at these,” Charlotte said, leaning over the table. “Are those grapes? They look blue. I’ve never seen blue grapes.”

“Try one,” Mara said.

Charlotte plucked one from the bunch and popped it into her mouth. “Brent, you’ve got to have some of these,” she said with a smile.

People began sitting in the chairs and lifting lids from platters. Every sort of color was represented among the food; everything from grilled meats to hard cheeses to brightly colored fruits. Flowers filled the spaces between. I reached over and grabbed something that looked like a purple strawberry. Tasted like a strawberry as well, just a bit sweeter.

“Oh, here she comes,” Mara said.

I slipped another purple berry into my mouth and looked to the side. Yazmine was approaching us. She wore that halter top and split skirt deal she often did, but today they were in shades of deep purple with silver and gold trim. As usual, my heart pounded when I saw her.

“Please tell me she’ll be one of your wives,” Charlotte whispered in my ear. I just laughed.

“Brent, Charlotte,” Yazmine said, offering a slight bow of her head to both of us.

“Mother,” Charlotte said.

“Hey, Yazmine,” I said, completely eschewing their social traditions. “Thanks for inviting us here.”

“Please, eat your fill,” Yazmine said to Charlotte and me. Her smile took in Mara as well. “Today is a day to eat, drink, and be merry. A day to thank Tanarus for all they have done for us. You might see some things that surprise you, so I wanted to give you fair warning.”

“Like what?” I asked.

Yazmine raised an eyebrow. “Well, you might see lovers with each other out in public. Today is a day of celebration, a day of happiness. Do what brings you joy. The one commandment on this day is to be happy.”

“Sounds like a nice holiday,” I said, smiling at Charlotte.

“I suddenly want to celebrate with you,” she said, smiling back up at me.

“You two will have vastly different experiences today,” Yazmine said. “However, it is important to remember that you are both gifts from Tanarus. We will be showing our appreciation in many ways.”

At that moment, a small group of teenage girls ran up to Charlotte and placed two more flowered necklaces on her. She smiled and hugged them all in a surprisingly motherly fashion. Charlotte was a ton of fun to be with, but I had never thought about her in terms of being a parent. Well, it was good to see that, then.

Yazmine caught someone’s eye and waved them over. “I will be splitting you two up, now. Don’t worry, you will see each other in a few hours and you can spend the rest of the day together.”

I glanced over at Charlotte and she just shrugged. But right at that moment, four women showed up and draped a silk robe over her shoulders, then led her away. They complimented her hair and eyes as they walked down the aisle.

“Where are they going?” I asked, watching them leave. Charlotte turned and smiled at me over her shoulder.

“You know we usually bathe in the stream here in Moonglow,” Yazmine said, and I nodded. “Well, the queen herself has drawn a hot bath for Charlotte. She will have servants attend to her every need, and she will be completely pampered for a time. It’s the queen’s way of saying thanks.”

“Every need?” I asked, knowing what Charlotte wanted most of the time.

Yazmine laughed. “Not that. She’s your wife, Brent. No one will touch her. She’ll get a massage, the best food and wine in the valley, and clothes made specially for her. You, on the other hand, you have a much different experience ahead of you.”

“Well, hopefully a good one,” I said.

Yazmine grabbed a silver goblet from the table, then uncorked a bottle of wine and filled it. She handed it to me. “Is this suitable?”

I tried a sip of the wine. “Yeah, it’s fantastic,” I said.

“Good,” Yazmine said with a nod. She took the goblet from me and held it in both hands. “Walk with me, Brent.”

Out of instinct I offered her my arm, but she was holding the goblet. We both let out an awkward laugh.

“Maybe I should just kiss you on the cheek instead,” I said, meaning it as a complete joke.

Yazmine blushed. “But I’m the High Priestess! No one touches me that way. I think you’re the only person that even hugs me.”

The way she said it made me think that she wished people would touch her. Almost like she craved affection, but her social status and position made it difficult.

“Well, that seals it, then,” I said. I leaned over and pecked her on the cheek, and her blush deepened. I quickly changed the subject so she wouldn’t be too embarrassed. “So, where are we going?”

“To see Tanarus,” she replied.

“Oh hey, I keep forgetting to ask you about this. I need some money.”

“Money?” Yazmine asked.

“Yeah, money. Everywhere I go, I just tell people to ask you or the queen for payment. I find it kinda annoying. It would be easier if I just had some money with me so I could pay people right on the spot. It would be good for the economy, as well.”

Yazmine nodded. “It will be done.”

We stopped in front of the statue of Tanarus. I looked up at that perfectly androgynous face and ran my fingers through my hair. Something about it bothered me, although I accepted that it was petty.

“You must speak with Tanarus,” Yazmine said. She waved to someone behind us. “I will be nearby, casting a spell. I’ll be here when you’re done.”

“Okay,” I said, looking up at the statue again.

Mara showed up and stood next to Yazmine. The younger woman placed her hands on the goblet and I saw magical energy swirl around both of them. Whatever they were doing, it seemed extremely complicated and centered on that goblet. Well, eventually I’d learn it. But for now, I had a god to talk to. Goddess. Ah shit, a deity.

Why does that bother you? Tanarus asked me.

Eh, I’m sorry, I said. I don’t really have a valid excuse. I guess I’m just used to masculine men and feminine women, so it can be a little hard when I don’t know how to properly address you.

But I am neither man nor woman, Tanarus explained. I am a heavenly being. A deity. A god or goddess, if you really want to use such terms, although neither are truly appropriate. Man and woman refers to humans, not me.

Yeah, like I said, I’m sorry, I said to them. Yazmine told me you wanted to speak with me. Is everything alright?

Although the statue didn’t change, I got the notion that Tanarus was smiling.

Your first thought is to ask if I’m okay. That is a quality I treasure, Brent. To answer your question, yes, things are fine, at least as far as you are concerned right here and now. But, you have some work to do, and your human body is ill-equipped to handle it.

Care to explain that one a little more? I asked.

I would say it’s obvious,” Tanarus said. You spend your afternoon with one woman, and a second woman visits you at night. Yes, I know about that, but the queen doesn’t. Even without missing a day, that is just not enough women. My people need to proliferate if they are to have their best chance at survival. Nothing can replace what was taken from them, but your hard work will give them a good head start.

So you’re saying I need to sleep with more women? I asked. I mean, no complaints, trust me. But as you said, twice a day. I could probably do three times a day as long as I was well-fed and got enough rest. Is that enough?

No.

Well, what am I supposed to do? I asked.

You will see, Tanarus replied. And very soon. As we speak, my priestess is blessing your wine. Drink it, and you will be granted stamina and strength that no other man has ever experienced. You will also be provided with appropriate mates.

Holy shit. Was this guy saying I was going to get some kind of holy Viagra? That’s what I gathered from it.

Thank you, I said, not knowing what else to say. Oh hey, I have a question. Kind of related, I guess.

Go ahead, Brent.

None of the women have any pubic hair, I said. I haven’t seen anyone shaving anything. They’re all just naturally bald. Their legs and armpits, too. What’s going on there?

Again, I got the feeling Tanarus was smiling.

Small changes can sometimes have great results, Tanarus replied. I do have the power to alter my people, although I must be careful. Interfering with the lives of humans is forbidden by laws older than time itself.

Are you saying you removed everyone’s body hair? I asked. Again, no complaints.

Yes, that’s exactly what I did, Tanarus said. When I helped my priestess bring you here, I wanted to ensure the women were appropriately beautiful by your standards. That is why it took you an extra three days to arrive. I slowly removed everyone’s body hair, and even the memory of it. Do you approve?

Fuck yeah, I said. Eh, sorry if that’s inappropriate. Thanks, though. It’s actually quite awesome. Man, I really didn’t know how to talk to a god.

I am glad you approve of my work, Tanarus said. Enjoy your day, Brent. Tomorrow will bring new challenges for you. And with that, the deity went silent.

“What an interesting fellow,” I said, still not knowing what term to use for them. I looked over and saw Yazmine holding the goblet of wine. Petite Mara stood next to her, smiling at me.

“Drink this,” Yazmine said, offering me the wine.

I took the goblet from her and looked into it. It looked like regular wine. It smelled like regular wine. I took a small sip. It tasted like regular wine.

“Brent, it’s not poisoned,” Yazmine said.

“Sorry,” I told her. I took a long pull from the goblet. It was, indeed, an excellent wine. Good enough for something back on Earth. Still, wine wasn’t something I could chug, so it took me a handful of sips to get to the bottom of it.

“Good,” Yazmine said, taking the goblet from me. She handed it to Mara.

“I just wish I could be there,” Mara said, still smiling at me.

“Inappropriate,” Yazmine said.

Mara blushed and hurried away with the goblet.

“Hey, you gotta be easy on her,” I said, stepping close to Yazmine. “Mara’s a good person. A very kind-hearted soul.”

“I know,” Yazmine said. “I just want her to focus on what’s important right now.”

My head began to swim, just a bit. I placed my hand on my temple and closed my eyes. “Ah, shit. What did you do to that wine?”

“You’ll see,” Yazmine said. “Come with me.”

At least this time, her hands weren’t full. I offered her my arm and stood there until she took it. I smiled and pulled her close to me as we walked. She let out a small laugh, almost a giggle.

“I like you, Yazmine,” I said. “You’re such an easy person to be around. I just want you to know that.”

“Thank you,” she said, not looking at me.

“Oh, and you need to start teaching me magic, now that I’ve touched it.”

“You’re right,” she said. “We can handle that tomorrow. Today is already full for you.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant, but she guided me to the side of the sanctuary, to a large door. She reached out and pushed the door open, then released my arm. Her expression was unreadable, but standing this close, I felt an overwhelming urge to kiss her.

“Go. Go and do what you were called here for,” she said, turning away.

I caught her arm. “Hey, Yazmine,” I began.

“Yes, Brent?” she said, looking at me.

I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek again. “Just wanted to give you that, since I think the last one wore off.” For some reason, I suddenly felt extra flirtatious.

She laughed at that. “Oh, you devil, Brent.”

She puckered her lips and moved forward to kiss me on the cheek as well, but right at that moment I did the same thing. We wound up kissing each other right on the lips. Okay, so I might have altered my path a bit to make sure that happened, but still.

Yazmine bit her lower lip and turned a shade of red only a bit paler than her hair.

I reached out and placed a hand on her shoulder, right at the base of her neck, and held her gently. “Try not to fall in love with me too quickly, okay?” I winked at her, then turned and walked through the door. She closed it behind me.


Chapter eleven



The room was large, probably twenty feet on each side, with a tall ceiling and magical sconces providing plenty of light. Thick carpets covered the stone floor, and the furniture within was simple yet well made. Two bottles of wine sat on a table, with a handful of goblets surrounding them. But all that mattered little, for it was something else that drew my attention.

Women.

Ten of them, completely naked and lounging on a massive bed. And I mean, that thing was huge. Upon my entry they looked up, excitement clear upon their faces.

“Man, did she drug me?” I muttered to myself as I rubbed my temples. My head was swimming. My eyes kept going to their breasts and their bodies. Okay, that was normal for me, but now it was nearly overwhelming. I started to become erect before I even realized what was happening.

Whatever spell she had put on that wine, it was quickly taking effect. I felt ready to fuck a hole through a brick wall. I realized I was staring at one woman’s pussy and could barely look away.

I blinked and tried to focus more. The women were all attractive, as I had come to expect. These were women that had been chosen by the queen, so every one of them was tall, fit, and breathtakingly beautiful. While most had the brown hair common here, a few had lighter shades, including two women with dirty blonde hair.

Three of the women slowly walked toward me. It was clear from the moment I entered this room what was going to happen, so there was no point in being shy. I grabbed my shirt and started pulling it off, and the three women helped me.

“Let’s hurry up and get you out of these,” one of them said as she pulled on my boots.

My pants came next, hell they even took my socks off for me. It only took them a handful of seconds to have me completely naked.

I looked at their bodies in amazement. They were stunning, physically fit but with soft womanly curves. The woman closest to me smiled and leaned in for a kiss. I felt an overwhelming urge to tackle her and just take her on the floor right then and there; I had to hold myself back and keep it to just a kiss.

I grabbed another woman’s hand and hurried to the bed. She let out a yelp of excitement as I pulled her. We both jumped on the bed at the same time. They swarmed me like ants on ice cream.

Someone gently pushed me onto my back on the bed, and women moved up to each side of me. Their hands rubbed practically every inch of my body, and two of them took turns sucking my cock. Another woman knelt at my feet, gently rubbing her hands up and down my legs with a smile. They were really giving me the royal treatment, and I loved it.

One woman knelt by my head, and I glanced up at her pussy, only inches away from my face. I felt like a wild animal; I could smell her, and it drove me nuts. I reached out and grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to me. She laughed and crawled onto my face and I practically attacked her with my tongue.

“Oh, I want to be next,” said another woman, watching us.

The woman riding my face had a firm, muscular ass and I squeezed it good and hard as I did my best to devour her pussy. She tasted like absolute heaven.

While I did that, other women took turns at sucking my cock. I felt as if I were in a sexual frenzy, and they seemed just the same. Having so many women deep throat me in a row got me close to the finish line in record time.

I started to pull my head back to tell the woman sitting on my face to give me a break. I wanted to actually get inside someone, not just blow in her mouth. After all, that’s what I was here for.

Before I could do that, one of the women straddled my crotch and sank down on me, taking my saliva-covered cock full depth. She let out a loud moan and the women surrounding her shouted words of encouragement. She immediately began working her hips up and down.

I couldn’t see her, as my face was covered with one of the most beautiful pussies I had ever seen. So I just focused on rubbing my tongue across that woman’s clit while the other woman rode me hard and fast.

I didn’t last long.

“Yes, give it to her!” one woman shouted, caressing my stomach.

“I can’t wait for my turn,” said another woman.

Only minutes later I blew my load deep inside her. The woman riding my face orgasmed at the same time, working her pussy back and forth across my mouth. It was an incredible experience. She swung her leg over my head and dismounted my face, so I could take a deep breath and recover.

Ten beautiful faces smiled at me. One woman leaned down and kissed me, smiling at the taste of pussy all over my face. She ran her tongue along my jaw with a grin, then kissed me deeply.

“Oh, that is so much cum,” the woman sitting on me said. She rolled off of me and I could see traces of the massive creampie I had given her.

Now, normally at that time I would want to cuddle and relax for a bit. You know, standard stuff.

Not this time.

My brain never seemed to get the signal that I had already finished. My heart still pounded and I craved each and every woman there in the most intimate of ways. I felt completely insatiable.

Another woman leaned down and sucked on me, smiling as she licked the cum and pussy juice from my cock. Again, I expected to be super sensitive and limp for a bit. I was only human, remember.

Well, my cock thought otherwise.

Less than a minute later, it started rising again. I looked down in wonder as it grew in her mouth. The woman leaned back for a moment, stroking her hand up and down the base of my cock while smiling hungrily at it.

“Can I do it the same way?” she asked. I had no idea what she meant. I didn’t care.

“Anyway you want,” I said.

She spat on the head of my cock and straddled my waist. I reached down and grabbed onto her round hips, holding tightly as she sank down. Before I had even given her a half dozen thrusts, another woman crawled up to me.

“I want my pussy eaten, like you did to Laci,” she said.

I didn’t even respond. I just reached out and grabbed her, practically dragging her onto my face. She laughed with delight as my tongue went inside her pussy, then ran up and down between her labia before finally settling on her clitoris.

While doing that, the other woman had her hands on my lower chest and was working her hips up and down hard and fast. There were no attempts at sensuality here. She wanted to get fucked.

“Oh, I’ve always wanted this,” she said, pressing her ass on my lap and working her hips in small circles.

Moving around was hard with a woman on my lap and a woman on my face, but I reached down and grabbed her hips, then slid my hands around to her bubble butt and squeezed it. Concentrating on eating pussy while fucking pussy was not easy, let me tell you, but I gave it the ol’ college try.

Fortunately, whatever Yazmine had done to my wine took care of it all. It almost seemed like these women had something similar; they were just as insatiable as me, and practically orgasmed at a touch. The woman riding my face? She came four times before I finally blew my load in her friend.

After cumming a second time I stayed there on the bed, catching my breath. The women gave me no respite; they kissed and caressed me all over, craving me. One of them would have straddled me again but I finally sat up.

“I just need a minute to catch my breath,” I said. I felt like I had run a mile.

My eyes went to the wine bottles on a table. I pushed myself off the bed and walked over there, pouring myself a glass. Man, they were really going all-out with the ceremonial wine. That stuff was fantastic.

“Oh, he’s having more of the blessed wine,” one woman said. “He’ll be going all day.”

“I should have some more too, so he can fuck me three times in a row.”

“Hey, I like the way you think.”

Wait, blessed wine? I looked down at the goblet in my hand. If this was more of what Yazmine had given me, I was in for one hell of an afternoon.

I only took another small sip before walking back to the bed. A woman with dirty blonde hair beckoned me with a finger and rolled onto her back with her beautiful thighs spread. Looking down at her athletic body, smooth skin, and hairless pussy, I offered up a silent thanks to Tanarus. That deity really knew how to make a guy happy.

I bent down and ran my tongue up the full length of her pussy, savoring her flavor, then stepped up to the edge of the bed. Another woman reached out and took hold of my cock, spitting on the tip. She lined it up with the woman’s pussy and I pushed myself inside.

“Oh yes, give it to her, Brent!” a woman called out from behind me. Her hands went on my waist, helping me thrust.

In any other situation, I would have found it strange. But here, with this blessed wine, it was just perfect. I rammed myself into this absolute goddess over and over, smiling at the way her breasts bounced with each thrust, smiling at all the beautiful women surrounding me. They took turns kissing me and rubbing their hands along my chest and back.

“Oh, look at him go,” another woman said, watching closely as my cock pumped in and out. She knelt down so she was right next to it, watching from less than a foot away. One of her hands reached up and she grabbed my hip, pushing with me for each thrust.

“Fill her up, Brent. Give her all your cum,” a woman said next to me. She took my face in her hands and kissed me deeply, her tongue pressing against mine.

“I’m sorry, I can’t resist,” a woman said. She pulled my cock out of the other woman’s pussy and immediately began sucking it as hard as she could. She squeezed the base and ran her tongue along the underside, then buried it in her mouth again. “Sorry,” she said to the woman lying on her back. “I just needed a taste.”

She guided my cock back inside the woman’s pussy, and I went back to thrusting. My energy felt limitless. With all the kissing and caressing I was getting, I found myself at the finish line a third time. I shouted to the walls as I came, my hips bucking. I reached down and grabbed her hips, holding them tightly as I pressed myself into her.

“Oh, I want him to fuck me like that,” a woman said.

I practically collapsed after cumming that hard. I walked over to the bed and sat on the edge.

“Hold on, ladies. I just need a moment here.” I leaned back on my hands, breathing hard. Man, talk about morning cardio.

Next to me one of the women licked her fingertip and ran it up another woman’s pussy. She moaned in response, and within seconds the two of them were going at it on the bed.

While I was watching them, another woman knelt between my knees and began sucking on me. Somewhere in the back of my brain, the human part of me knew I was too exhausted to make any of that work. I ignored that little voice and watched her hungrily run her tongue up my full length.

“I don’t even care how hard you fuck me, I just want your cum,” the woman said.

She stroked the base of my cock while sucking on the head. Another woman knelt next to her and the two took turns and occasionally kissed. A third woman reached over and began gently caressing my balls. It felt absolutely mind blowing.

“I know that expression,” the woman said. She straddled me, her knees on either side of my waist, and sat right on my dick, taking it all.

“Yes, ride him nice and hard!” another woman cheered.

And she did. She worked her ass up and down just as hard and fast as I could thrust into her. Women practically lined up behind her, watching us, sometimes slapping her on the ass, sometimes kissing and fingering each other.

I came in minutes, somehow blasting another big load deep inside her soaking wet pussy. She moaned loudly and rode me as long as she could while the women surrounding us all cheered her on.

One of the interesting things about this blessing was that I never went fully soft between sessions. So, I was still half hard after orgasming inside her.

She leaned back against a woman that suddenly stood between my knees. The standing woman bent down and caressed her breasts and kissed her deeply. Another woman reached over and began massaging the woman’s clitoris.

I just held onto her waist and watched in amazement as these women all pleased her, bringing her to orgasm twice with my cock still inside her.

Things started to blur after that. I was in such a sexual frenzy I could barely concentrate. I went over and drank more wine, mostly because I was thirsty, not caring that it would make me hard all day long.

At one point, two women bent over on the bed and I took turns fucking each of their sweet pussies. Women laid back and spread their thighs, laid on their sides, rode me forward and back. We did it in every way, and I lost count how many times I came. It was at least a dozen. My body was sore in ways I didn’t think possible. I kept getting a stomach cramp when I thrust my hips forward, so I just laid back and they rode me.

Ultimately, I came inside each woman. Several of them got multiple creampies. The last thing I remember was lying back on the bed, completely exhausted. At that point I was ready to sleep.

But of course, they had other plans. A woman immediately crawled on top of me and began sucking on me until I was hard again.

“I could do this all day,” she said, smiling at me.

She stepped over me and stood there with her feet on each side of my hips, smiling down at me while rubbing her pussy. Another woman came up and licked it, while a third took hold of my cock and spat on the head.

“Sit down,” the woman holding my cock said. “Let’s get you filled up.”

“I can barely see I want it so badly,” the standing woman said. She bent her knees and sank right down on top of my cock while the other woman guided it inside her. She suddenly yelped and moved back up.

“What was that?” I asked. “Are you alright?”

She laughed. “That started going in the wrong hole.”

The woman holding my cock reached over and grabbed her ass. It was plump and round. “Is it wrong, though?” She spat on my cock again and stroked her hand up and down it. Then for good measure, she spat on her fingertips and reached up, wiping the saliva between the standing woman’s ass cheeks.

The standing woman looked down at her and smiled, then lowered herself again. They lined my stiff cock up with her tight asshole and she slowly sank down.

“Let’s help her relax, girls,” the woman holding my cock said.

They were there in a heartbeat, kissing her, stroking her hair, gently rubbing her nipples, her stomach. Two of them squeezed her ass and pulled her cheeks apart to help me inside. I felt another woman spit on my cock.

Shortly after, she finally took all of me in her ass. She shuddered with pleasure and sat there for a moment while two women thoroughly sucked on her nipples and a third rubbed her clit.

“It’s a shame that sweet ass of yours can’t get pregnant,” a woman behind her said.

The woman sitting on me took a deep breath and looked me in the eye. “I know. That’s not going to stop me from trying, though.”

She leaned back on her hands and began working her hips up and down, shallowly at first. I knew we had to go slowly with this so she didn’t feel any pain. We took our time, and several women got close and spat on my cock again, ensuring it was as slippery as possible.

Several minutes later, she was moaning loudly while slamming her ass on my lap. Another woman rubbed her clit with one hand and slid a finger inside her pussy. I felt the extra pressure from her finger. It was quite possibly the most amazing thing I had ever felt.

From all that stimulation she had some of the hardest orgasms I had ever seen. She practically screamed my name, her whole body shaking and tensing. For a moment I thought she was going to pass out, but she held on.

I blew my final load deep inside that perfectly round ass of hers, which brought cheers from everyone. I think they all would have taken a turn having me fuck their asses as well, but I finally passed out.


Chapter twelve



Iwoke up to a beautiful woman washing me. I wasn’t in a tub; she gently wiped down my entire body with a soft, wet cloth, then patted me dry. She even cleaned my penis, so of course I woke with a raging erection. She didn’t seem to mind.

She was on the shorter side, with big brown eyes and curly brown hair. Her body was slender, but had a certain softness to it that made me want to reach out and touch her. She wore the typical halter top that most women here wore, but also had a thick sash across her body made of pale silk.

“You’re awake,” she said in a soft voice. “I’ll tell Yazmine.” She turned and walked out of the room.

Holy shit, I was thirsty. I felt like I could have drank a gallon of water without stopping. My mouth and eyes felt dry and grainy.

As the fog of sleep finally cleared from my mind, I remembered what had just happened. Holy shit, I had just banged ten of the hottest women in existence. Not only that, but a deity had blessed me and made things extra wild. It had been two or three hours of non-stop group sex.

I sat up and looked around, taking in my surroundings. The bed I was lying on was nice, but not overly so. It sat in an average sized room with stone walls, which told me I was still in the temple. No windows, so further in the temple, the part that was carved from the cliff. Four sconces with those magical lights provided gentle illumination. A thick carpet covered the floor.

I was still naked, so I grabbed a sheet and pulled it over me

The door opened a moment later and Yazmine entered the room. She looked as beautiful as ever, with her long red hair flowing behind her and her bright green eyes focused on me. More importantly, she held a large cup in one hand. She offered me a smile when our eyes met.

“I’m assuming you feel better after an hour of rest,” she said, walking up to me.

She offered me the cup and I graciously took it. I glanced into the cup and hesitated before drinking.

“It’s just tea,” she said with a soft laugh. “No reason to be concerned.”

I downed half of the tea before continuing. I didn’t even take the time to taste it.

“We are all pleased with your performance,” she said.

“My performance,” I muttered.

“I spoke with the women,” she said, ignoring my comment. “They all spoke very highly of you. Very highly, indeed. They wouldn’t stop telling me about all the things you did to them. I’m beginning to think that you weren’t such a mistake after all.” She blushed slightly while saying that.

“You really know how to make a guy feel special,” I said after finishing the rest of the tea.

“I apologize if any of this is awkward,” Yazmine said. She clasped her hands behind her back and paced around the area while talking. “Please understand that we have needs. It will take years, generations to recover from our men being killed, but you are giving us a head start. I imagine from your position it feels like fun at times, but know that you are doing us a service.”

“Pleased to serve,” I said. “Hey, can I get more of this tea?”

She smiled at me. “In a moment, yes.”

“Oh, and to your earlier comment, I’m not a magical mistake. Sorry to burst your bubble. Or I guess not sorry.”

Yazmine turned to face me. “What do you mean by that?”

“I spoke with Tanarus,” I explained. “He told me that I’m not a mistake, as you had initially thought. I can become the hero you guys prayed for, but not without my three wives.”

“Your wives?” Yazmine asked. “I’m not sure I’m following.”

“Tanarus told me that I need three specific women to turn me into the hero,” I said. “Charlotte was one of them, which was why Tanarus brought her here. I need two more.”

“Tanarus insisted we allow you to take three wives when I prayed to them about this. Who are they?” Yazmine asked.

I shrugged. “Tanarus didn’t tell me. They just said that I had to choose my wives wisely, or everything would fall into ruin.”

“They gave you no clues as to who these women might be?” Yazmine asked.

“All Tanarus said was a woman of heart, a woman of body, and a woman of mind,” I replied. “I’m not entirely sure what the hell they were even talking about, but that’s all I know. That, and Charlotte is one of them.”

“Well, at least you’re a third of the way there,” Yazmine said.

“Also, I’d like to learn some magic when we’re able to,” I said. “Think you have the time for daily lessons?”

“If they are kept brief, I might be able to do that,” she said. “It is good that you learn quickly. You’ll need all the strength possible to defeat the Ghost Prince.”

“Yeah, so I’ve heard,” I said. “Am I allowed to rejoin the festivities now?”

Yazmine smiled at me. “Of course, Brent. You have done your duty to our people. Please, celebrate.”

I plucked at the sheet covering me. “Some clothes might help, unless you want me to continue my duties out there.”

“Someone will bring you clothes,” she said. “Is there anything else?”

I thought for a moment, then shook my head. “Just my usual. Thank you for bringing me here and giving me a life where I actually matter. A life with a future beyond the mundane.”

Yazmine blinked, clearly caught off-guard by my words. “You’re welcome,” she said.

While carefully holding the sheet around me, I stood and walked over to her. With one arm, I gave her a hug. It was only slightly awkward. She hugged me back, and I kissed her on the cheek.

“Still doing that, I see,” she said, touching her cheek.

“I’ll stop if it bothers you,” I told her.

“It’s fine,” she said after a pause. “I’m just not used to it. I’m the High Priestess of Tanarus, after all.”

Just for good measure, I gave her another hug. “There you go,” I said. “If you ever run out of hugs, come see me.”

She laughed. “You are a delight sometimes, Brent. I will have your clothes brought to you. Enjoy the rest of the feast.”

I watched her walk away, every perfect inch of her. I began to wonder if she had just been born like that or if Tanarus somehow made her as beautiful as a person could be. Either way, seeing her was like dessert for my eyes.

A moment later the woman that had bathed me entered the room, carrying my clothes in a neatly folded bundle. She set them on the bed next to me and took the empty cup.

“Do you need anything else?” she asked. Her eyes flickered down to my body, loosely covered with the sheet, and she slowly smiled at me.

The blessing from that wine was still in my body, although much of it had worn off. My eyes went down from hers to the rest of her body. Her breasts were just more than a handful, and her hips looked deliciously round.

“How much time do you have?” I asked.

Moments later I was lying on the bed and she was riding on top of me. We did our best to stay quiet, which meant we kissed most of the time to stifle her moans. She alternated between that and pushing her breasts in my face so I could suck on her nipples.

I kept a solid grip on her rear end and worked it up and down, pumping myself into her hard and fast. Fortunately, the blessed wine gave me the ability to go again, but it took some effort. Not that I minded.

I finally came, and I struggled to stay silent while doing so. The tightness of her pussy was simply incredible, as was the feeling of her soft skin against mine. We remained there for a moment, her lying on top of me, catching her breath. I held her tightly and kissed her again.

“Thank you,” she whispered in my ear. “Don’t tell anyone.”

“You’re welcome,” I whispered back.

I didn’t think I’d ever get used to women thanking me for sex, but it had become the norm. I tried to remember that I was indeed helping them out, and that they desperately needed me.

She finally climbed off of me and I smiled at the sight of her strong thighs and perky butt as she crawled across the bed. She came back a moment later with a wet washrag.

“Can’t have you smelling like sex. Yazmine will think I’m not doing my job,” she said, giving me a naughty smile. She paused for a moment, then bent down and kissed the head of my cock. After that she wiped me down, flashing smiles at me the entire time.

Talk about full service.

I finally pulled my clothes on and stamped my feet in my boots. I was still tired, but my overall mood was about as good as could be. For obvious reasons.

I pushed the door open and left the room. That brought me to a stone hallway. I had no clue where I was, but the faint sound of voices reached my ears so I simply followed that.

Fortunately the hallway wasn’t long, and soon I found myself back in the sanctuary. A number of people sat at the long table, all enjoying food and wine while servants kept everything fresh. As I approached, Mara leaped up from her seat and hurried toward me.

She threw her arms around my waist and I kissed the top of her head. She was such an adorable woman, and being around her was an absolute joy. With the ceremonial wine still me, I had to resist the urge to pull her into a dark corner and make love to her.

“Join the feast, Brent!” she said, taking my hand.

She pulled me toward the table and I half expected her to seat me next to her. Instead, she directed me to sit at the end of the table, right beneath the statue of Tanarus. Well, it seemed fitting.

I pulled back the chair and sat down. Food and drink of all types covered the massive table, but the first thing my eyes sought out was something to drink. I asked the woman next to me to pass a pot of tea my way.

I could have downed the entire pot, but kept myself to a single cup.

“Thank you for being here,” the woman next to me said once I finished the tea. “You’re a real blessing. We’re all grateful for everything you do.”

She was an attractive middle-aged woman with straight brown hair and large breasts. In other words, exactly my type. I returned her warm smile with one of my own.

She sat on my left. On my right side, the first chair was empty, but beyond that it was just beautiful women enjoying delicious food for the entire length. I caught Yazmine’s eye, all the way from the other end of the table, and gave her a smile.

“Man, where to start?” I wondered aloud, rubbing my hands together.

“Here,” the woman on my left said. She lifted a platter from the table and held it in front of me. “Try this, you’ll love it.”

I still wasn’t too sure what the animals were like here, other than tasty. Thick slices of something cooked medium-rare sat on the platter in her hands. I grabbed a slice with my shitty, two-pronged fork and set it on my plate, then reminded myself to see the blacksmith about the silverware here.

A bowl was passed to me and I dug in. I initially thought it was mashed potatoes, but it seemed to be something more like radish, which was fine with me. It was covered in fresh herbs and spices and smelled delicious. I also grabbed a small pile of those tiny peppers in every color of the rainbow.

Before I had eaten more than three bites—all delicious, by the way—another platter was passed my way, this one filled with fruit tarts. Okay, I grabbed two of those and went back to eating.

But only two bites later another platter was passed to me, this one with a dessert that looked oddly familiar. Almost like….

“Cheesecake?” I asked. “Holy shit, yes please.” I grabbed two slices of that.

Well, I had enough food on my plate to make three fat kids happy, but after my afternoon activities I was absolutely famished. I ate so quickly the woman seated next to me was in danger of losing a finger.

“Someone’s hungry,” said a familiar woman’s voice.

“Charlotte!” I said around a mouthful of, uh, some kind of meat. Note to self, learn what I was eating.

“Enjoying your feast?” she asked with a beautiful smile as she sat down on my right.

The skin on her face had a healthy glow, and her hair shone as if freshly washed and brushed. Instead of the small top and skirt most women wore, I noticed she was wearing a blue version of the sundress she came to this world in. She looked incredible, to put it mildly.

“So, Carina finally finished the dress, I see,” I said.

Charlotte nodded and grabbed one of the fruit tarts for herself. “Yes, and the queen liked it so much she ordered four for herself, all in different colors.”

“Good,” I said, glancing down at my light blue shirt. “Looks like we’re finally getting color back into the valley.”

“So, how was your morning?” Charlotte asked, then took a bite of the tart. “Oh, this is just delectable.”

I chuckled. “My morning?” I glanced over at the woman on my left. “You might want to cover your ears for this one, honey.”


Chapter thirteen



By the time I finished telling Charlotte about my morning, she was somewhere between embarrassed and horny, and the woman on my left looked about the same. Being the only man in the valley, every woman out here wanted to spend some time with me. Sometimes the looks they gave me reminded me of that.

“Well,” Charlotte said, setting her fork down. Her cheeks were still red after hearing my story. “My morning was a bit different, that’s for certain. The queen herself ran a hot bath for me. After only bathing in a cold stream, that hot bath felt incredible. Then, her servants just took care of me, they massaged me, rubbed my skin with oils, trimmed my nails, brushed my hair. The whole works.”

The woman on my left was still giving me glances and smiles. Well, she was a middle-aged woman with a heavy chest, so if she wanted to talk with Devana, I’d be fine with that.

“It’s no wonder you’re so hungry,” Charlotte said, biting back a laugh.

“And thirsty, too,” I said. During Charlotte’s story, I had somehow finished everything on my plate. Well, time for some fruit for dessert, in that case. And some more tea. And maybe another slice of that cheesecake if it came around again.

Once I was done, Charlotte led me away from the table so I wouldn’t eat myself into a coma. We slowly walked around the sanctuary, holding hands and smiling at each other. My flowered necklaces had been quickly yanked off earlier that morning, and Charlotte’s had likely been removed before her bath, but it only took a few minutes for women to give us new ones.

Yazmine suddenly appeared on my left. “Are you two enjoying the feast?” she asked, then glanced at me. “Other than your duties, that is.”

I offered her my arm, and after a moment she took it. It felt great, having Charlotte on one side and Yazmine on the other. The only two redheads in the valley, and I was holding both of them. Charlotte looked across me and smiled at Yazmine.

“Everything is wonderful,” Charlotte said. “Thank you for all you’ve done for us, Yazmine.”

“Agreed,” I said. “That’s some of the best food I’ve ever had. The necklaces aren’t bad, either.”

Yazmine chuckled at my comment. “We’re all grateful that you two are here. Please, feel free to explore the temple or the rest of the city and enjoy yourselves.” Her voice took on a slightly more serious note. “Tomorrow morning I must speak with you, Brent. I will not ruin today’s mood with any details, just know that I wish to see you as soon as you finish your training with Anaya.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

Before I could say anything else, Charlotte pulled us both to a stop. She released my arm and went over to Yazmine, then pulled her into a tight hug. Being the perv that I was, the first thing I noticed was their breasts pressing together. Man, if I could be reincarnated as Charlotte’s top, I’d live a happy life.

“I know you keep telling us that you’re grateful for us, but thank you for everything, Yazmine,” Charlotte said, then kissed the High Priestess on the cheek. She stood there for a moment, her face only an inch away from Yazmine’s. “You have helped to give us a wonderful life here, and we are both thankful.”

“You’re welcome,” Yazmine said in a small voice as she stared into Charlotte’s eyes.

For a moment I thought Charlotte was going to kiss her, but instead she just hugged Yazmine again, then let her go.

“See you soon,” Charlotte said with a smile.

Ah hell, if Charlotte was flirting with her, I had to as well. I stepped up to Yazmine and hugged her as well, then planted a kiss on her cheek.

“I just want to make sure you’re getting used to displays of affection,” I said.

“Not entirely,” she replied, sounding a bit nervous.

Well, it was probably a lot for her. I didn’t want to overdo things, So I released her but held onto her hand. She looked down at my hand, then up at me.

“So I’ll see you tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yes, tomorrow,” she said, still sounding a bit shy.

I brought her hand up and kissed her knuckles. “Tomorrow, then,” I said, and released her hand.

“We need to work on your flirting skills,” Charlotte said as we left the temple. “Look, if you’re going to take anyone else as a wife it should be Yazmine. I didn’t think it was even possible to be that gorgeous.”

“By the way, thanks for being such a great wingman,” I said. “Or, uh, wingwoman. However that works. You’re a lot better at flirting than I am.”

Charlotte reached up and grabbed one of her massive breasts. “These help. Also I’m a woman, so I’m less threatening. Don’t forget that.”

“Good point,” I said.

“We should walk around for a bit. After all that food I feel like I need a good long walk to make sure my ass doesn’t get too fat.”

“Hey, I like big butts,” I replied.

Charlotte slapped me on the arm and laughed.

“Question,” Charlotte began a moment later.

“Answer,” I replied.

“Is that blessed wine still in your system?”

I thought for a moment. “Yep. I can feel it. It’s wearing off, but it’s th—”

Charlotte was suddenly pulling on me and nearly running.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked, trying not to trip.

“You need to finish your duties,” she said.

Moments later we arrived at my cottage. Charlotte threw the door open so hard I thought she was going to break it. As soon as we got inside she unfastened the straps of her sundress and threw it to the ground, then began pulling at my clothes.

Her outfit was definitely easier to remove than mine, but only a few seconds later we were both fully naked and kissing.

Charlotte was absolutely on fire. She held onto me tightly, kissing me hard. One of her hands went down and immediately began stroking me.

“You can still go after all that?” she asked, dropping to her knees in front of me.

“You can thank the blessed wine,” I replied, then stifled a moan as Charlotte took me into her mouth.

“I could sit here and do this all day, but I just want you inside me,” she replied.

She pushed herself to her feet and ran to the bed, then sat on the edge. By the time I got there she was leaning back on her hands and her thighs were spread wide.

I licked my fingers and wiped the saliva on the head of my cock, then rubbed it up and down her labia a few times. She was absolutely soaking wet. I pushed myself into pure happiness and immediately began to thrust.

“Oh fuck, Brent,” Charlotte said, wrapping her arms around me.

Her legs wrapped around my hips a moment later and she urged me on, telling me to go harder and faster. The tail end of the blessed wine was still in my system so once I got inside her I felt almost in a daze, a frenzy of sexual energy. All I could think about was her pussy, and how badly I wanted to cum inside it.

“I need your cum, baby,” Charlotte said, holding my face against hers. “I need you to fill your wife up.”

Her words lit a fire inside me like never before. I grabbed onto her hips and began ramming myself into her while she shouted her pleasure to the ceiling. Her lips went back to mine and her tongue invaded my mouth.

“Give it to me, Brent,” Charlotte said against my lips. “I need to know who I belong to.”

I suddenly roared at the top of my lungs as I came deep inside her. I pressed my hips against hers and held myself there, ensuring I got as deep as possible.

“Yes!” Charlotte said, throwing her head back, sounding absolutely joyous. She leaned forward and kissed me again, this time more softly. “Thank you for your cum, darling.”

I pushed her back so that she was lying on the bed and I was on top of her. Her legs had a tight grip around my waist, and I was still inside her. Due to the magical wine, I hadn’t entirely lost my erection, so I kept going, just gently pushing myself in and out of her while she softly moaned.

“That’s the best feeling in the world,” Charlotte said, her eyes closed. “I love you, Brent.”

“I love you too, Charlotte,” I said, and meant it. She was easily the most incredible woman I had ever met. Everything about her was perfect.

We held each other for another few minutes, then finally got off the bed and cleaned up. My entire body was shaky after that; even after eating and drinking so much, I was simply exhausted. I was silently grateful Charlotte didn’t ask me to go a second time.

“I need a nap after that,” she said.

“You and me both,” I replied.

“Walk first though?” she asked with a smile

“Yeah,” I said, smiling back.

As we pulled on our clothes I noticed something on my counter. A small, washed leather bag. I walked over and checked it and it clinked. After tugging on the strings, I saw it was filled with coins, mostly silver.

“Thank you, Yazmine,” I said quietly.

Together we walked down the wide street that in my head I called Main Street. People smiled at us and we each gained a few more flowered necklaces. Even a few children came up and thanked me for being a hero and told Charlotte how beautiful she was, which left her blushing.

“Where to?” I asked.

“I think Cami wanted to see us, remember?” Charlotte replied. “Let’s go to her pub.”

We turned and continued down another street that eventually led us through the small city and to Cami’s pub. With the feast going on it was bustling with activity. Women of all ages stood around, some with a mug in hand, some just talking to their friends.

Charlotte and I pushed our way through the crowd, smiling at those that greeted us and blessed us. We got to the counter and saw Cami there, just as busty and pretty as ever. She flashed us a smile when she saw us, then hurried back to the casks to fill two mugs. Those went to the two women next to us.

“It’s great to see you two!” Cami said, reaching across the counter for us. We both took her hands and she squeezed them. “What can I get for you?”

“A pint of you,” Charlotte said with a wink.

Cami laughed, but her eyes stayed on Charlotte for a moment and her smile lingered.

“Two mugs of honey wine,” I said. Then, I reached into my coinpurse and pulled out a small silver coin. I slid that across the counter to her.

“Drinks are free today, love,” Cami said. “Also, you need to learn our money system. You just paid me enough for ten drinks.”

I shrugged. “Keep the tip,” I said.

Cami beamed a smile at me, but accepted the coin. “Make sure you two get some food today. I spent all morning baking for this holiday and I will consider it a personal insult if you don’t eat some of my dessert. I’ve got pies and tarts for all.”

“Why Cami,” Charlotte said. “I would love to eat your pie.”

Cami opened her mouth to reply, then realized what Charlotte meant and blushed. “You’re a bad one, you know that?” She punctuated her comment with a wink.

Charlotte and I took our mugs and slowly made our way through the crowd. Things were different here; everyone had some honey wine in them so inhibitions were lowered and moods were high. Women danced with each other—a few were even topless, I noticed—they kissed, they talked and laughed. Everyone was having a great time.

“We’re so grateful Tanarus brought us to you,” a beautiful young woman said as she walked up to us. She pulled on my arm and I leaned down slightly so she could kiss my cheek.

“Someone’s getting all the love today,” Charlotte said.

“As long as no one expects me to perform tonight,” I said. “I’m pretty sure I would cum nothing but dust at this point.”

Charlotte laughed, then cut off as another beautiful woman came up to her and hugged her.

We were a popular couple. Everyone knew who we were; other than Yazmine, Charlotte was the only woman in the valley with red hair, and I was the only adult male. We stood out in a crowd, and by now everyone knew we had been brought here by Tanarus. So, needless to say, we drew a lot of attention.

Not only did we draw attention, but many women wanted to show their thanks by hugging and kissing us. I mean don’t get me wrong; I wasn’t complaining. Neither was Charlotte, for that matter. I think as many women kissed her as me.

“May Tanarus bless you for eternity,” said a short brunette with muscular thighs and a round chest. She reached up for me and I pulled her in close, thoroughly kissing her.

“Oh, she was cute,” Charlotte said as the woman walked away.

“Is this even real?” I wondered aloud.

Charlotte laughed, then pointed off to one side. “Hey, look who it is.”

I followed her finger and saw she was pointing at Devana. The middle-aged woman looked positively delicious standing there, her large breasts barely contained by her top and her thick rear end pulling her skirt tight. Devana saw us looking and her face brightened.

“Well, look at that,” Devana said as she approached us with her hands out. “Blessings directly from Tanarus.” She reached up and laid a slender hand along the side of my face and Charlotte’s. “Bless the both of you. We are so grateful for you.”

She sounded like she had been enjoying her share of honey wine. That made sense; everyone was in a festive mood. She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips, then gave me a beautiful smile.

“What about me?” Charlotte asked.

Devana looked at her and blushed for a moment, then leaned in close. Charlotte released me and wrapped her arms around Devana, kissing her as thoroughly as I ever had. One of her hands slid down to Devana’s ass and she gave it a squeeze.

“Well,” Devana said, fanning herself with her hand. “Now that’s one way to celebrate.” She gave Charlotte a smile and leaned in again, kissing her on the cheek. “You are just a darling, you know that? I’m so glad Brent has you.”

“He makes a pretty good husband,” Charlotte said, grabbing my arm and holding me close.

“You two are so precious together,” Devana said. “I would love to kiss you both for the next hour, but I see someone I need to talk to. If you will, please excuse me.”

We both sipped on our honey wine as we watched her leave. The way her ass cheeks moved in that skirt was absolutely mesmerizing.

“Oh, it’s Anaya!” Charlotte suddenly called out. “Anaya!”

I glanced around and saw where she was looking. Anaya was walking down the nearby street by herself. Charlotte pulled me by the arm straight for her.

“Anaya, it’s good to see you,” Charlotte said. She handed me her mug, then wrapped both arms around the woman.

Anaya looked completely caught off guard and stood there for a moment before returning the hug. “Uh, hello, Charlotte,” she said.

“Stop being a grump and hug me, you gorgeous thing,” Charlotte said.

A small laugh burst through Anaya’s overly stern facade and she hugged Charlotte tightly. I offered a silent thanks to Tanarus for Charlotte again. That woman had the warmest heart and could make anyone like her. Even grumpy Anaya.

“I suppose you want a hug as well?” Anaya asked, looking at me.

I handed both of our mugs to Charlotte. “Of course I do. Um, you gorgeous thing.” Charlotte laughed, and I reached out and hugged Anaya.

“It’s good to see you,” I said quietly in her ear.

“You too,” she whispered, tightening her grip on me.

I held onto her for perhaps longer than what was appropriate, considering we were standing in the street. I didn’t care. Holding Anaya just felt right. I pulled back a bit and kissed her on the cheek, as usual—okay, so not quite on the cheek. This time I kissed her right at the corner of her lips. She gave me a knowing smile.

“Save some for the rest of us, Brent,” Charlotte said. She reached a hand out to Anaya, who stared at it for a moment, then took it. “So, are you enjoying the Feast of Tanarus?”

Anaya shrugged. “I always have mixed emotions on this day.” She glanced at me. “This year it’s a bit worse. I’m doing my best, though. Just getting a few things done.”

Charlotte grabbed my mug and handed it to Anaya. “The only thing you’re going to do today is drink this mug of honey wine and talk to me. What do you do to keep in such great shape? You look incredible.”

Anaya blushed before answering. I turned in a circle, looking at the crowd over at the pub. There had to be at least a hundred women there, and if I had to guess, three quarters of them wanted to sleep with me. I wasn’t sure how to put that feeling into words; somewhere between awesome and oddly stressful.

“What do you think, Brent?” Charlotte asked.

I turned to look at them and Charlotte was flexing her arm right next to Anaya, who laughed. Charlotte laughed as well, and wrapped an arm around Anaya’s waist. She seemed completely disarmed around Charlotte. Her inner person, the sweet and vulnerable woman, was showing.

It was then that I realized just how much I liked Anaya. Beneath her angry exterior, she was about as perfect as a woman could be; beautiful, courageous, intelligent, dedicated, trustworthy. As I was looking at her, I realized I was staring.

“Anaya, the only time he looks at someone like that is when he’s looking at me, and I’m his wife,” Charlotte said. She pushed Anaya toward me. “Will you kiss him, or do I have to force you?”

Anaya stumbled two steps closer to me, and I stepped up to her and set my hands on her waist. We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment. I could see the desire in her gaze, hidden beneath a mountain of fear. I slowly leaned in and kissed her, gently. After a moment her lips parted and the tip of her tongue pressed against mine. She pulled away and looked into my eyes again.

“You two are just so damn cute together,” Charlotte said. She stepped forward and hugged us, at least the best she could with a mug of honey wine in each hand. “Ugh, I wish I could take a selfie of the three of us together. We make a great throuple.”

“Throuple?” Anaya asked, looking at Charlotte.

“We’re a package deal, my dear,” Charlotte said with a wink. “Don’t worry, I give great back rubs.”

Anaya looked confused, so Charlotte laughed and kissed her on the cheek, which made her look even more confused.

“I…. I need some time to think,” Anaya said. She looked at both of us, then hurried away.

We both watched her walk down the street, and we both smiled when Anaya glanced over her shoulder at us.

“Who hurt her?” Charlotte asked.

“The last person she was in a relationship with,” I replied. “She didn’t give any details, but he hurt her pretty badly. I think physically as well as emotionally.”

Charlotte made a disgusted noise in her throat. “Well, at least he died in that battle so he’s out of the picture.”

I shook my head. “Nah, he was dead before that.”

“What happened?”

I barked a laugh. “After the last time he touched her, Anaya stabbed him. In the head. And she told me if I ever hurt her, she’d do the same to me.”

I wasn’t sure how Charlotte would react to that. She looked up at me with a serious expression on her face, then turned back and watched Anaya walk away.

“Good,” she said. “I like her even more now.”


Chapter fourteen



We returned to the pub after that and enjoyed another mug of honey wine each. Well, kind of. It was hard to keep track of how much we drank, because sometimes a woman would just walk up to me or Charlotte and offer us a drink from their mug. It almost seemed like they considered it good luck for one of us to drink after them. Well, Tanarus did personally bring us to their world, so that made sense.

Charlotte and I were practically hanging all over each other by the time evening came around. She kept smiling at me and her arm was always around my waist. Sometimes a woman would pull her in for a kiss—or me, for that matter—but then we were always right back together.

“I’ve never felt like this before,” she said, smiling at the crowd.

I looked down at her, the physical embodiment of the word beautiful. “Seriously? I would imagine you’ve had both men and women throwing their hearts at you your whole life.”

“Not like this, though,” Charlotte said. “I don’t just feel beautiful, I feel special. I feel needed.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I said. A particularly large-breasted woman with a few streaks of gray in her hair caught me looking at her and gave me a very inviting smile. I smiled back. She was about Charlotte’s size, but a bit softer everywhere, with wonderfully thick thighs. Hopefully she knew Devana. If not, I was going to introduce them.

“I feel like a hero or something,” I said. “These people seem grateful for everything that I do.”

“To be fair, you are kind of a hero,” Charlotte said. “I mean, not only the breeding thing, although I know they’re all happy about that. You’ve agreed to kill their bad guy.”

“Yeah, they’re definitely happy about the breeding thing,” I muttered. “Not that I’m complaining.”

“You’d have to be mentally ill to complain,” Charlotte said, smiling up at me. “Supermodels every day and milfs every night. Hell, I’m jealous and I’m a woman.”

It’s definitely a much more pleasant thing to think about than the Ghost Prince,” I said.

“I can see that,” Charlotte replied. “Somehow I don’t think you can use your dick to defeat him.”

I laughed. “Plus, I have to get this stupid spear in order to fight him, and I have to, I dunno, earn the approval of some spirit in order to get it. I don’t know all the details yet. I think Yazmine will tell me when I’m ready.”

“And using your own spear to save the women of the valley,” Charlotte quipped. She took a deep breath. “So, who do you think the other two wives are going to be?”

I blinked. That question kind of came out of nowhere. “I have no idea,” I said. “I just hope I choose the right ones.”

“I think you will. If nothing else, you’ve got me to help you.” she winked at me. “Have you considered just marrying the queen?”

I choked on my drink. “The queen?”

Charlotte nodded. “She said you can take any three women in the valley as your wives, as long as they agree. If I were you, I’d just go propose to the queen herself. I mean, you’ve seen her in that dress. I got to bathe next to her the other day. That woman is just ridiculous. She looks like Cami, if Cami started exercising a bit, and I mean that as no slight to Cami. You know I like ‘em thick as a bowl of oatmeal.”

“Would that make me a king?” I asked.

“Queen’s consort, I think,” Charlotte replied.

“Well either way, I don’t think she’s the right one for me,” I said. “Although yeah, she’s very pretty. We have no connection, though. Nothing in common. Hell, I’d rather marry Anaya.”

“Anaya?” Charlotte laughed. “I mean, she’s gorgeous and I like her, but she’d probably cut your throat if you asked her.”

“I briefly wondered what she would be like in bed,” I said, just thinking out loud. “I’ll bet she’d break my hip.”

Charlotte chewed her lip in thought. “Okay, maybe you should marry her.”

I laughed.

“So, what’s it like?” Charlotte asked. “Does it feel like eating dessert for every meal and being praised for it?”

My eyes went back to that large-breasted woman with the salt and pepper hair. She looked over at me again and our eyes met. We both smiled in a way I had become very familiar with.

“Yeah,” I replied. “That’s actually a good way to put it. And if I were to ever feel guilty for eating dessert for every meal, people would tell me I was crazy. The first few times were fun. Then I started thinking about it, and almost began to feel strange about it. But every time I touch a woman, she thanks me like I gave her a new life.”

“In some ways, you did,” Charlotte said. She saw where I was looking and nudged me. “Go talk to her.”

I looked down at Charlotte. “Are you serious?”

“Sure,” she said with a shrug. “Look, you’re expected to impregnate as many women as possible. She’s hot as hell, Brent. You’d be a fool not to go say hi.”

“You sure you’re okay with this?” I asked.

Charlotte looked up at me for a moment. “This won’t last forever, Brent. And the day it’s just you and I, or I suppose you and your three wives, I’ll be glad for those times. But right now you have something expected of you, so you might as well do your best and enjoy it.” She looked over at the woman and smiled. “Besides, sometimes I get to join in.”

“Okay,” I said. I bent down and kissed Charlotte on the forehead, then took a deep breath and started walking.

I crossed the area and went straight up to her. She was a pretty thing, with just faint lines cobwebbing from the corners of her eyes. Her salt-and-pepper hair was long, halfway down her back, and her eyes were clear and sharp. That body of hers was something special as well; slender yet soft, with thick thighs and breasts nearly as large as Charlotte’s.

She saw me approach and smiled. “So, you’re the guy,” she said. Her voice was pleasant, slightly low, and sounded like she could make a fortune on the radio or as a voice actress.

Not knowing what else to do, I held my hand out. After a pause she passed her drink to her other hand, then took mine. I brought hers to my mouth and kissed the back of her hand.

“At least you have manners,” she said, her smile deepening.

“I try,” I said. All the flirtation and games suddenly felt silly to me. Maybe it was all the honey wine I’d drank, but I decided to just play it straight with her. “I mean…you know what’s expected of me. What I’m here to do. I just try to treat every woman like she’s special. It feels like the right thing to do. Plus I just like being nice.”

She watched me for a few seconds, her face unreadable. “So, may I ask why you approached me, then?”

I shrugged. “Is it not obvious? Look, I’m not trying to be disrespectful to you, but I think you’re beautiful. Simple as that.”

Again, the pause before she spoke. “One moment,” she said to her friends, who were watching me as well. Hell, they were just about as hot as she was, for that matter.

The woman pulled me a few steps away from her friends. “My name is Kimber,” she said.

“Brent,” I replied. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Thank you,” she said, and took a deep breath. “You’ve been straight with me, so I’ll be straight with you. I don’t know if I can handle being a mother again.” She took a deep breath before continuing. “I’m not….” She sighed.

“You don’t have to explain if you don’t want to,” I replied. “Far too many women have the same story. I’m so sorry you’ve had to go through so much pain. I’m offering a new beginning, if it’s something you’re interested in. And feeling something you haven’t felt in more than a year.”

I turned my head and caught Charlotte’s eye, then mouthed “Devana” to her. She nodded and hurried away.

“Look, I know this is strange,” I said to Kimber. “Honestly it’s strange to me as well. I don’t want to make any of this awkward for you, and I don’t want to bring up any painful memories. I just wanted to let you know that I was interested.”

I glanced over my shoulder and saw Charlotte pushing Devana in my direction. I caught Devana’s eye and raised an eyebrow. She looked from me to Kimber and nodded once. That was all I needed.

I turned back to Kimber and found her giving me a thoughtful smile. “I suppose I should take the opportunities life grants me,” she murmured.

“Do you know Devana?” I asked.

“Of course I do, she’s my neighbor,” Kimber said.

“So, this might sound strange, but go check in with her,” I said. “Keep this a secret, and if you’re okay with it, then I’ll see you tonight.”

“Tonight?” she asked, her eyebrows raising a bit.

“No point in waiting,” I said with a smile.

She took a deep breath and let it out. “You’re right, Brent. Oh, Devana’s right over there, next to that lovely young woman. I’ll go talk to her now.”

I bit back a laugh and followed Kimber. When we got close, I caught Charlotte’s eye and jerked my head to the side. She slipped away and came over to me, and we laughed about the whole thing.

We left the pub a little early that night. Everyone had been incredibly friendly with us, and we were both just plain tired. People hugged us the entire way out, and we each got our share of kisses. I think I locked lips with at least a dozen women by the time we made it to the street, and probably could have kissed more if I had tried.

“My Brent, living the life,” Charlotte said with a laugh. She slipped her arm through mine and we slowly walked down the evening street.

“Enjoying the holiday?” a familiar voice asked.

I looked over and saw Alexandra walking on my other side. She smiled up at me, her eyes twinkling.

“Hey, Alexandra,” I said. “It’s good to see you. And yeah, we’re having a great time. How about you?”

“Days like this don’t hold any particular significance to me,” she said with a shrug. “I’m just glad you’re enjoying yourself. Both of you.”

“I love your hair,” Charlotte said, leaning forward a bit to talk across me. “I think I’ve told you that before, but it is so adorable.”

“Thanks,” Alexandra said, blushing slightly. She brought a hand up and patted her ringlets. “I always loved my hair. So, what are you two doing now? Looking at the stars again, Brent?”

“Nah. We’re just heading home to get some rest,” I said.

“No company?” she asked.

Wait, was Alexandra trying to proposition me? Not something I was expecting.

“Not at the moment, no,” I said cautiously. “You’re not, uh—”

She laughed. “No, Brent. Don’t worry. I don’t do that.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant, but that was fine. “Well, I hope you have a good night, then,” I said.

“And same to you both,” she replied. This time, she turned and walked in the other direction, instead of just disappearing like normal.

“Such a sweet girl,” Charlotte said, glancing over her shoulder to watch Alexandra walk away. “Strange, though. There’s something about her I just can’t place.”

I turned and looked as well. After a moment, I saw it.

“Magic,” I said. “Look at all the magical lines above her.”

“Holy shit,” Charlotte said. “Why is she not studying with Yazmine?”

“I’ll have to ask next time I see her,” I said. “Maybe she just doesn’t know she can learn magic.”

When we got to the cottage we both stripped down, washed our faces, and went right to bed. It had been a long day—especially for me—so sleep came quickly.

My dreams were a bit troubled that night. The Ghost Prince filled them; I had no clue what he looked like so my imagination had fun filling in the details. A corpse-pale man wearing royal clothing frothed at the mouth while lashing out at me with claw-like fingers. A zombie with a golden crown chased me through the valley. A wispy ghost moaned and cried as he cast magical spells at me, trying to burn me to a crisp.

The midnight knock at the door was a relief.


Chapter fifteen



Ipushed myself up and sat in bed for a moment, rubbing my eyes. Charlotte woke a moment later, although she still seemed incredibly groggy.

“Ugh, I drank too much,” she said. She looked around, bleary eyed, then frowned. “We need a bigger place so I can just sleep in the other room while you do your thing. I’ll just go for a short walk.”

I helped her out of bed and she grabbed some clothes. The night was cool so she grabbed an extra blanket and threw it around her shoulders.

When I pulled the door open, Devana was standing there, covered in a cloak as expected. Behind her I caught glimpses of Kimber’s face in the opening of her hood.

“Come on in,” I said, stepping out of the way.

“Make me proud,” Charlotte said, slapping me on the ass. She kissed me on the cheek and left.

“I like her,” Devana said, watching Charlotte leave. “She makes a lot of jokes, but she has a beautiful heart.”

“Yeah, I really lucked out with her,” I said.

Kimber pushed her hood back and smiled at me. “I hope you got some rest, Brent,” she said.

“A bit, yeah,” I said, smiling back at her.

Devana walked up and placed a soft kiss on my lips. Her hands held onto my arms and after a moment she pulled me into a hug. The feeling of her soft curves against my body was intoxicating, and exactly what I needed to put me in the mood for this.

“Take care of my neighbor, alright?” Devana said. She stretched up and kissed me again, then left.

“Can I offer you some wine?” I asked Kimber.

“No thanks,” she said, waving it away. She looked over at the bed and sighed. “Actually, yes. I would love some wine.”

I poured a cup and handed it to her, and she immediately drank half. “Wow,” she said, looking at the goblet in her hand. “Where did you get this?”

“Yazmine,” I said. “I think it’s from the queen.”

“In that case,” she murmured and drank some more.

I just laughed.

She looked over at the bed again, clearly nervous. I walked over and placed a hand on her shoulder.

“Hey, are you alright?” I asked.

She looked down at the cloak covering her body and plucked at it. I got a brief glance of pale skin beneath. “I’m just nervous,” she replied. “Nervous, and a lot of things. The last year has not been easy for me, Brent.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. I didn’t want to press her, so I didn’t say anything else. Sometimes it was better to just listen.

“I lost everything,” she said, staring into her empty wine glass.

I quickly grabbed the bottle and poured a dash in there. She gave me an appreciative smile and took another sip.

“Both my husband and my son went to battle,” she said. “I don’t think I need to say anything more about them. My son’s wife was pregnant with their first child. I was about to become a grandmother. When she learned about what happened, it put her in such grief that she lost the baby.”

How do you comfort a woman that lost her family? Words couldn’t erase that kind of pain. I simply stepped closer and held her tightly. She leaned her head against my shoulder and sighed.

“We’re in no rush,” I said quietly.

“Thank you,” she said.

A few minutes later she pulled away and regained some of her composure. She set the empty goblet on the table, then fiddled with the clasp at her throat. After a few nervous glances at me, she flicked the clasp and her cloak fell to the floor.

Time had aged her body—faint lines on her stomach from her pregnancy, and her large breasts had a bit of a hang to them—but she was every bit as sexy as any twenty-year-old I had seen. In fact, something about her was even more attractive; here was a woman that had lived life, that had created, had survived. She knew what she wanted and was here to get it.

She pursed her lips and covered her body with her hands, clearly nervous around me. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then slowly put her hands down by her sides.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her, looking at her body. Soft curves, large breasts, everything I liked in a woman.

I raised a hand and held it above her shoulder for a moment. She nodded and I touched her, gently squeezing at first. I let my hand slide down her arm, just getting her used to my touch.

“I’m sorry,” she said with an anxious laugh. “No one except my husband has touched me in twenty years. He’s gone, though.”

“No girlfriend?” I asked, and immediately felt crude for having asked it.

Kimber shook her head. “There are some beautiful women out there, but that’s not for me. I like men.”

I had fallen asleep in my boxers, so I pushed them down to my ankles and kicked them off. She finally looked down at my body, excited and nervous at the same time.

I reached out with both hands and she stepped forward. We embraced and I gently rubbed her back while kissing the side of her head.

“Can I request something?” she asked.

My hand went to her lower back and I held her tightly against me. “Anything,” I said.

“Make love to me,” she said. “I want to feel like a woman again. Like a wife.”

With a body like that I wanted to spank her and have her ride me, but sometimes slow and sensual was just as good. If she wanted lovemaking, that was perfectly fine in my book.

“Of course,” I said.

I took her face in my hands and kissed her, enjoying the feeling of her soft lips on mine. She tasted like wine. She closed her eyes and smiled as my fingertips trailed down the side of her face, down her neck, and to the outer edge of her breast. I let my hand gently grab onto that huge thing, squeezing it softly, then my hand went south, to her hip.

Kimber let out a soft moan against my lips and I just focused on kissing her for a moment. Our lips parted and her tongue darted into my mouth, and I pressed against it with mine. From her hip, my hand slowly traveled south until I was firmly squeezing that big, round ass of hers. She moaned again and her lips curved into a smile against mine.

She stayed there for a moment, leaning her forehead against my lips, while I just squeezed her ass. She was quite a beautiful woman, so I was as happy as could be, as evidenced by my raging erection. Her breathing deepened and I could tell she was enjoying being grabbed and squeezed.

“I haven’t felt that in so long,” she whispered, then leaned her face up to mine again and kissed me.

My other hand went to her breast, so that I was squeezing that and her ass at the same time. I was in heaven, grabbing this woman’s beautiful round curves. She seemed to be loving it even more than I was.

She suddenly took me by the hand and walked backward, pulling me toward the bed. The look in her eyes said she was ready. When we got there, she hesitated for a moment, then grabbed onto my cock. I felt some of the tension melt from her as soon as she touched me. Her smile deepened.

“Just be gentle, okay?” she said as she sat on the bed. She slid back a bit, leaning back onto her elbows and spreading her thick thighs. “I’ve never really liked things rough.”

“That’s fine,” I said, moving between her legs.

I reached out and ran a fingertip up the inside of her thigh. She tensed up, but relaxed after a second. I held her gaze as my finger touched her labia and gently rubbed up and down. A shiver ran through her as my finger parted her lips, then slowly entered her, just a little. She opened her mouth to say something, then bit her lip.

I licked my fingers and wiped the saliva on the head of my cock, then moved in closer so I could enter her. She leaned her head back and smiled as I rubbed my cock against her. Holy shit, she was absolutely soaking wet. I mean, it was a drowning hazard down there. Not gonna lie, that made me excited as hell. When I can physically feel how turned on a woman is? Yeah, I was happy.

I pushed myself inside and she closed her eyes and smiled. After a few slow thrusts she was in the same position; head leaned back, eyes closed, big smile across her lips. She looked like she was in heaven. I just leaned forward and gently kissed her neck.

“Oh, Brent,” she said in a breathy voice.

She wrapped her arms around me and leaned all the way back, pulling me on top of her. I immediately responded by burying myself inside her, full depth, and holding it there.

After all the hard sex I’d had, this felt nice. She kept her legs around me and we kissed the entire time while I thrust inside her.

“Oh, Brent,” she said again. She didn’t seem to say much else, but I certainly didn’t mind. Sex didn’t have to be wild to be good, and she was great.

“Suck on my nipples, baby,” she said.

Well, okay then. With a grin, I leaned down and ran my tongue around her areola, then gently nibbled on one of her large, pink nipples until it hardened. After that I gave it a few sucks, occasionally giving it another nibble. Her legs suddenly wrapped around me, holding my hips against hers. I pushed myself in all the way, holding it there and working my hips a bit.

“Oh, Brent,” she said again. “I need to ride that beautiful cock of yours.”

I was lying on my back in a millisecond. Her large breasts swayed as she crawled on top of me with a look of pure hunger on her face. She straddled me and sat down so that her wet pussy was right on top of my cock, which was lying against my stomach. With a smile, she worked her hips back and forth a few times, absolutely covering me with her juices. I loved it.

Kimber raised her hips a few inches and reached behind her, lining us up. She sank down on me and let out the loudest moan yet.

I let her do the work for a while. She placed her hands on my lower chest for support and began slowly working her hips up and down. I just watched her incredible body move while her face held the expression of pure bliss.

My hands gently caressed and squeezed her large, heavy breasts, and went to her hips, holding on. I let my one hand rub her side, her soft tummy, back to her hip.

She placed a hand over her stomach and blushed. “Sorry, I’m self-conscious about my body.”

“But you’re so beautiful!” I said. I placed both hands on her tummy, just gently holding them there. “Look, you’re a woman, not a teenager. You’ve brought life into this world. You’ve lived your life. You aren’t going to have a perfectly flat stomach, and that’s absolutely okay. I think your body is incredible.”

She was still blushing, but she smiled at me. “Thank you, Brent. That helps.”

I grabbed a pillow and stuffed it beneath my head. “In fact, come here,” I said.

I bent my knees to support her hips, which pushed her forward some. She leaned forward and I grabbed onto both of those big tits of hers and brought them right to my mouth. I thought she might protest a bit out of nervousness, but I nipped her right nipple and thrust all the way into her at the same time, and all that came out of her mouth was a loud moan. My hands went straight to her big, round ass and I slapped it, then grabbed it and held on tightly.

“Oh gods, Brent,” Kimber said, squeezing her eyes shut. She held onto my head, pressing my face against her breasts, and let out small moaning noises every few seconds.

Her body was an absolute delight, and I was enjoying every inch of it. I made sure not to thrust too hard and just kept my pace steady, but I licked, nibbled, and sucked on every bit of her breasts.

My hands went from her ass to her waist and I held it tightly as I thrust inside of her. She tried moving with me but we quickly got out of sync.

“Let me take care of you, baby,” I said to her.

“Please,” she said, tangling her fingers in my shaggy hair.

I held her waist tightly and gave her full-length strokes. Her faint moans took on intensity and she began backing into each thrust of mine, until the sound of my hips slapping against her ass echoed off the walls. She finally pulled her breasts away from my face and replaced them with her mouth, kissing me deeply.

“Give me your baby, Brent,” she said against my lips. “Get me pregnant and I’ll love you forever.”

We went back to kissing deeply, almost sloppily. I kept my hands on her waist for a while, then put them back on her ass. I steadily picked up the pace as she moaned against my lips. Her body suddenly tensed up and she gripped my hair tightly. Her moans nearly became whimpers, and I smothered them with my tongue.

As soon as she orgasmed, I did as well. I squeezed her ass hard and pulled her down on my lap, making her take every single millimeter of me while I coated her cervix. My muscles tightened and I squirted four, five, six times inside her.

“Oh, Brent,” she said breathily, alternating between pushing her tongue in my mouth and pulling away so she could look down and watch me penetrate her.

When I was done she collapsed on top of me, just covering me in all her glorious curves. Her hands went to my face and we kept kissing, pressing our tongues together. My hands stayed where they belonged, right on her ass.

Something wet hit my cheek. I opened my eyes and saw her wipe a tear from her eye.

“Are you alright?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice shaky.

She wiped both eyes and then laid back on top of me, burying her face against my neck and holding me tightly with both arms. I moved my arms up to her back and held her close to me.

“I haven’t felt like this in a long time,” she whispered against my ear. “Thank you, Brent. Thank you for giving me another chance at a future.”

“If it doesn’t take, let me know and we’ll try again,” I said.

I was initially concerned she might find the comment crass—I mean, let’s be honest; I was saying this because she was a hot as hell middle-aged woman with big tits—but instead her arms tightened around me.

“I wish I could just stay here like this, all night,” she said, gently wiggling her hips on me. “Nothing would make me happier. I know you have your own woman, though.” She finally pushed herself up and wiped her eyes again. “She’s a lucky gal.”

I looked up at Kimber’s big tits and soft curves. At her beautiful face and salt-and-pepper hair. At her thick thighs on either side of my waist. If anyone was lucky, it was me right at that moment.

“Thank you for looking at me that way,” she said. “It’s been a long time since I’ve felt desired like that.” She sat up straight and placed her hands on her lower stomach, tracing her fingers along the faint remnants of stretch marks. “Having a child can be hard on the body. It makes us gain weight, stretches the skin. I haven’t liked my body for years. Decades.”

“But you’re so beautiful,” I said. I placed my hands on top of hers, right on her stomach. And I meant it; she had a truly beautiful body.

A woman didn’t have to be a skinny supermodel to be beautiful and sexy. In fact, all these women banging me every night had rather solidly changed my preferences. I loved all of the angels I spent my days with. The queen chose them herself from among the most beautiful women in the valley, and they looked the part.

But man, I really enjoyed a woman with a bit of something to grab onto. Big tits to just smother my face with. A nice, round ass to hold on to and squeeze. Thick thighs on either side of my waist—or, for that matter, either side of my face. I loved every size and shape of woman.

“Thank you,” Kimber said again as she leaned down and kissed me.

This kiss was different. It was soft, gentle, but not shy. I could almost feel her heart melting into mine as our lips touched.

Kimber paused for a moment, then looked me in the eye. “Can I tell you something? Can I ask another favor?”

“Of course, anything,” I said. I moved my hands to her waist and left them there.

She leaned down and kissed me again. “I just want to feel this, okay?” She took a deep breath and leaned her face against my neck, then held me tightly. “You’ve given me a chance at a new future. To rebuild what I thought was gone forever. Thank you, Brent. I love you, honey.”

I brought a hand to the back of her hand, gently holding her against me, and smiled. Kimber was such a sweet woman. She had lost everything, and just wanted a taste of what was gone. All she wanted was to feel loved again.

“I love you too, Kimber,” I said softly. I nuzzled my face against hers. “Come here.”

I raised her face to mine and we kissed again for a while. She cried a few more tears, but I wiped them away from her cheeks and just kept kissing her.

“You’re absolutely precious,” I told her, looking into her big brown eyes. “Remember what I said; if this doesn’t take, come back and see me. I’m here for you.” I placed a hand along her cheek and kissed her again.

Kimber hugged me tightly again, then finally took a deep breath and straightened up. Man, that was quickly becoming my favorite sight; a beautiful, curvy woman straddling me. There was just nothing like it.

After a happy sigh, she got off the bed and stood there for a moment, stretching her hips. I immediately swung my legs over the side and took advantage of the situation, planting a kiss right on one of those big, round cheeks of hers.

She straightened up and clapped a hand to her ass, looking shocked. I just grinned, and she smiled at me. Her hand came out and she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Thank you again, Brent,” she said.

She walked across the room and grabbed her cloak, then swung it around her. I was sad to see those beautiful curves covered up, but I was glad that I had been able to bring happiness to such a nice woman. She smiled at me and blew me a kiss, then left.

A moment later the door opened and Charlotte came in. She was clearly sleepy, but a smile formed on her face when she saw me seated on the edge of the bed, naked.

“I do love that sight,” she said, walking right for me. She quickly undressed and dropped her clothes right there, then pushed me onto my back.

Charlotte ran her tongue along my cock, licking up the remnants of my cum and Kimber’s pussy juices. She was such an incredibly sexual woman, and I loved it. I didn’t think there were words in the English language to accurately describe how lucky I was to have Charlotte as my wife.

She straddled me and sat right on my crotch with a smile, then leaned forward and wrapped her arms around me. I loved the feeling of her huge tits pressed against me. It felt like home.

“I love you,” I whispered into Charlotte’s ear.

“I love you, too,” she said against the side of my neck. She took a deep breath and sighed, still holding me tightly.

We fell asleep that way. It was the most beautiful and satisfying thing ever.


Chapter sixteen



Agentle knocking at my door woke me. Out of habit, I got up and went to the door, expecting it to be a woman that wanted me. It took me a moment to realize it was morning, not the middle of the night. Whoever it was, though, it wasn’t Mara. I always recognized her knocking.

“Who is it?” I called out.

“It’s Yazmine,” she replied. “Open the door, it’s chilly out here.”

“Sorry,” I said and pulled the door open.

“Thanks,” Yazmine said as she stepped inside. She wore her customary halter top and split skirt, but had a thick cloak of dark blue covering her to mid-calf. “The weather is starting to turn and—” She cut off, eyes wide, when she saw that I was naked.

I went back to the bed and grabbed one of the thin blankets layered on top and threw it around my shoulders. That covered me decently enough.

“Good morning,” I said to Yazmine. Next to me in bed, Charlotte stirred and rubbed her eyes.

“And good morning to you as well,” Yazmine replied.

We both waited for Charlotte to wake. She stretched both hands over her head and yawned, then stayed there for a moment. When her eyes finally opened, they focused on the priestess.

“Yazmine?” Charlotte asked, looking around the cottage. “Why are you here? Did my dreams come true or something?”

Yazmine gave a polite laugh. “No, I am actually here to get Brent. The queen needs to see him right away.”

“Oh, that doesn’t sound good,” Charlotte replied. “Does she need me?”

“Well, no,” Yazmine said.

“Noted,” Charlotte said, and rolled back over. She pulled the blanket up to her chin and went right back to sleep.

I stifled a laugh. “So, what does the queen need with me?” I asked.

Yazmine suddenly looked concerned. “It involves the nearest town. They aren’t our friends, remember. After Dax betrayed us, he fled there. I don’t know the whole story, but it involves that. Get dressed.”

I shivered slightly as I walked to the foot of the bed and grabbed some clothes. She was right, it was getting chilly in the mornings. I would need warmer clothes soon. But for the time being, I pulled on a pair of dark pants and a red shirt.

“Nice shirt,” Yazmine said.

“Thanks,” I said. “I just need a cloak to go with it. I think Carina is making something for me. For Charlotte, too.” Charlotte mumbled something in her sleep.

I stamped my feet into my boots, then went to my counter and poured myself a mug of water. After downing that, I let Yazmine know I was ready.

We left my small cottage and walked down the street, heading toward the royal palace. The sun had just risen so only a handful of people were up and about. In a world without alarm clocks, it was nice to see people sleeping in a bit. That whole waking up at five in the morning thing never sat well with me. It just felt unnatural.

I yawned against the back of my hand as we approached the royal palace. Anita stood there as usual, guarding the front door with her long spear. She looked just as tired as I felt.

“Do you ever take a day off?” I asked as we walked up to her. I held up my hand.

Anita high-fived me. “All the time. And I usually don’t work this early, but someone needs to see the queen.”

I stuck my tongue out at her and she gasped.

“Good morning, Anita,” Yazmine said.

Anita quickly recovered. “Blessings to you, Mother.”

She pushed the door open and we walked into the sitting room. Anita closed the door behind us and latched it, then crossed the room and opened the door to the throne room. She gave me a sharp look as we approached her.

“I need to emphasize the secrecy of today’s meeting,” she said in serious tones. “No one can know what you will be discussing with the queen this morning.”

“Got it,” I said.

“If I find out that you told anyone, I will take my spear and—”

“I said I got it,” I told Anita. “Jesus christ, woman. Calm down and have some coffee.”

Anita looked at Yazmine, who shrugged. I just sighed.

She pushed the door open and we entered the throne room. To my surprise the queen stood there in the center of the room, talking with Anaya. What was even more surprising was Anaya’s clothing.

A dress! She wore a dress of blue cloth that went down to mid-calf, with a dark gray hooded cloak over everything. When she turned to see me, I noticed the dress had long sleeves and a high collar. I never thought I’d see Anaya in a dress. I mean, she looked great with that snug-fitting bodice, so I certainly wasn’t complaining. But still.

“Mother,” the queen said, bowing her head to Yazmine.

“Good morning, Your Majesty,” Yazmine said in return. “Here is Brent Williams, as you requested.”

The queen slowly walked up to me. Regardless of the hour she still wore her traditional clothes, which was a dress version of Yazmine’s split skirt. She looked absolutely incredible, with a body straight out of a teenager’s wet dream.

“Feel like walking, Brent?” the queen asked.

Walking? What the fuck was she talking about? “Uh, I’m not sure I follow, Your Majesty.” I looked over at Anaya, who gave me an unreadable look in return.

“We’re going on a journey,” Anaya said. She cut off when the queen held up a hand.

“Carina and her assistants are finishing up some clothes for you as we speak,” Queen Brielle said to me. “As soon as everything is ready, you will be leaving Moonglow and heading to the next town.”

I nodded. “Yazmine had said something about that. What’s going on?”

Anaya grumbled under her breath, but the queen continued explaining things.

“I’m sure you’ve heard the story of Dax, who got our army killed,” the queen began.

“The fucking traitor,” Anaya muttered.

“It’s time to bring him to justice,” Queen Brielle continued as if Anaya hadn’t spoken.

I looked at both of them, slightly confused. “Why now? What changed?”

The queen frowned prettily. “As you’ve been told, everyone wants Moonglow. We have things here, precious ores, medicinal plants, gemstone mines, that make this valley a target for our enemies. For everyone, really.”

I nodded. “I’ve been told that, yeah.”

The queen’s face darkened with anger. “One of my scouts came to me in the middle of the night. She’s been living in Roselake—that’s the next town—for the past two years, and reports to me when she can. She brought news that they’re finally preparing an army to invade us.”

I blinked in confusion. “But Yazmine’s magic. They can’t even find the valley, right?”

“My magic protects us against outsiders,” Yazmine explained. “No outsider can find the valley if I don’t want them to.” She took a deep breath. “That’s the problem. Dax is not an outsider. He is one of us, even if he betrayed us. He can still find the valley, which means he can lead an army here.”

“Dax leading an army,” Anaya scoffed. “I’ll bet that’s a dream come true for him.”

The queen continued. “To answer the question on your face Brent, you’re going to travel to Roselake and find Dax for me. Then, you’re going to kill him.”

“Fine,” I said. “But I thought you said I was bringing him to justice. I figured you’d want me to bring him here.”

“In a different situation, yes,” she said. “That would be too risky. You two would get caught, and you don’t want to know how they punish people like you over in Roselake. It would freeze your blood just to hear of it. So, the justice you bring will be found at the end of a knife blade.”

“Us two?” I looked over at Anaya. “Ohhhhhhh.”

The queen nodded. “You two will pose as a married couple and enter the town. Those should be easy roles for you two, since you’ve already slept together and been intimate with each other.”

I glanced at Anaya. She gave me a concerned smile.

“Then, you will locate Dax and kill him,” the queen said. “I don’t need you to make a show of things; no need to send a message. Just a knife to the heart. Make sure he can’t lead an army here. Save us.” She took a deep breath. “Please.”

“When do we leave?” I asked.

“Soon,” Queen Brielle said. “Later today. We’re just waiting on a few more supplies to be gathered. We have to make sure you two look the part.”

I walked over to Anaya and slipped my arm around her waist. She gave me a nervous smile in return. “So, how long have we been married?”

“You two will work that out on your way to Roselake,” the queen said. “But if you’re newlyweds, people will be more forgiving of mistakes. So, my advice would be that you’ve been married a year or less.”

“Three months,” I said, leaning over and kissing Anaya on the cheek. “And I’m not even tired of you yet!”

“Oh, husband of my dreams,” Anaya said dryly.

“Back to your homes,” the queen said with a sharp clap of her hands. “Ready yourselves. Someone will grab you when it’s time to go, but be prepared to leave in a few hours.” She gave me a sharp look. “And you have some work to do first.”

Oh boy. I knew what that meant.

“See you soon, honey,” I said, kissing Anaya on the cheek again.

She turned and stared at me for a moment, her face overly serious. Then, after a deep breath, she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.

“I have to get used to that,” she said quietly, as if to herself.

We turned and I offered Anaya my arm. After a brief pause, she slipped her hand through it and we left the throne room together.

“Everything will be fine,” I said to her, speaking quietly as we walked. “We’re going to be okay.”

“There are so many layers to this,” Anaya said. She smiled at Anita as we left the throne room.

“How so?” I asked. “I mean, obviously, but what exactly are you referring to?”

Anaya started to remove her hand, but I reached over and covered it with mine. “I’m sorry, but as you said, you have to get used to this. Have you ever seen a couple on their first date? It’s always so obvious, with the awkward way they touch each other. We need to look like a couple.”

She frowned. “I know. It’s just not always easy for me. I’m also accustomed to having my space, and now I’m going to be stuck with you for the better part of two weeks.”

“Two weeks? How far away is this place?”

“We can walk there in three or four days, unless your legs are too weak,” she said.

“Thanks for the vote of confidence,” I replied.

Anaya shrugged. “I didn’t mean that as an insult, I meant it literally. I prefer to move quickly. I hope you can keep up.”

“My dearest wife, I’ll run if I must in order to keep up with you.” She looked over at me and I smiled.

“Thank you,” she said, sounding only slightly uncomfortable. She sighed, then tightened her grip on my arm, pulling us close together. “This isn’t bad. I do enjoy affection. But don’t think I’m going to be fucking you every night just so we can be familiar with each other.”

Well, there went that dream.

“It’s okay, I’ll just make up stories,” I said with a grin.

Anaya stopped and I turned to face her.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied. “Just stressed. This isn’t going to be easy, you know.”

I pulled her into a tight hug. She initially resisted, then wrapped her arms around me.

“You gotta work on that,” I said quietly against her temple. “Hug me like you care for me. Not like you’re afraid to be touched.”

“But I am afraid to be touched,” she said, sounding oddly vulnerable. “And I’m afraid of being hurt again.”

“I’ll never hurt you,” I told her without hesitation. “That I swear.”

“But how do I know I can trust you?” she said, pulling back to look me in the eye.

“Because I—because I really like you,” I blurted out.

Well, there it was. Hopefully she didn’t react poorly to that.

“Why?” she asked, her eyes searching my face for answers.

“How could I not?” I replied. “You’re strong, you’re smart. You’re well respected, honorable, courageous, and one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.”

She stared into my eyes after that, neither of us saying a word. This was one of those moments where I knew I needed to say just the right thing. I didn’t feel like tripping over my tongue, though, so I just leaned forward and kissed her.

It was a kiss that was perhaps a bit inappropriate for the middle of the street. Our tongues were firmly in each other’s mouths, and we held each other tightly enough that I could feel her breasts pressing against my chest. It could have gone on for an hour and I would have loved every minute of it.

“Please don’t hurt me,” Anaya said once we finished our kiss. “I really don’t want to kill you.”

I bit back a laugh. Coming from Anaya, that was as much a profession of love as if she had showered me with roses. Instead, I just hugged her.

“So, my darling wife, I’ll see you in a few hours,” I said.

Anaya nodded. “I hope your boots are comfortable.”

“They are,” I replied. I leaned forward and pecked her on the lips and we parted ways.


Chapter seventeen



Charlotte had mixed feelings on my upcoming journey. Yeah, the queen had told me not to tell anyone, but Charlotte was my wife. I refused to have any secrets between us, no matter what they were.

Except for that date I was planning for us, which I now had to put on hold.

“So you and Anaya are walking to the next town to kill a traitor?” she asked, pacing the width of the cottage. She was still naked, but a small fire burned on our hearth, warming the room.

“Yeah,” I said. “How did you light that fire?”

“Maya stopped by,” she said. “She helped me connect with magic, or whatever the correct word is. The first thing we did was light this fire. I think I can do it on my own, now.”

“I need to practice magic with Yazmine,” I said. “I’ve been so busy with other things that I haven’t had a chance to learn since the first time I touched magic.”

“Well, go talk with her before you leave,” Charlotte said. “If you can learn a few spells, you can practice them on your journey.”

“Good idea,” I said.

“How long will you be gone?”

“Anaya said the better part of two weeks. Although she also said we can make it there in three days by foot. I guess it’ll depend on how long it takes us to find this Dax guy.” I ran my fingers through my hair and walked closer to the fireplace. The warmth felt great.

“Ugh, I’m not going to see you for two weeks?” Charlotte said, stepping up to me. She picked at my collar. “You need to satisfy your wife before you leave, husband.”

At that moment a knock came at the door. By this time I had no clue who it might be. I walked to the door and opened it while Charlotte simply stood there, fully nude, hands on her hips.

A cloaked woman stood there and gave me a nervous smile.

“Hi, Brent,” she said. “I’m Brigette. I’m your, uh…. I’m here for….”

“Come on in,” I said, stepping into the cottage and holding the door for her.

“Thank you,” she said, and entered the room. She paused when she saw Charlotte, then averted her eyes.

“Is everything alright?” I asked as I closed the door. “Go stand by the fire if you’re cold. I know the weather is getting a bit chilly.”

“No, I’m fine,” she said.

She took a deep breath and tugged at the clasp of her cloak a few times, then finally undid it. She pulled her cloak off and folded it, then walked over to the long counter and set it there. After that she looked at us both, then removed first her top, then her skirt.

I wasn’t sure who stared more, me or Charlotte.

Brigette had long, curly hair that was so dark it was nearly black. She had a cute button nose and a youthful face, although I placed her around mid-twenties.

Her body was strong and fit, almost like a swimmer. She had smaller breasts, just barely a handful, and a flat, toned stomach. Her thighs were strong and muscular and as she stepped across the room to the bed, I saw she had one of the most incredible bubble butts I’ve ever seen.

“Wish I had an ass like that,” Charlotte muttered.

Brigette glanced at Charlotte and blushed. “Um. Thank you,” she said shyly.

Charlotte and I looked at each other, both of us picking up on something being slightly off. We walked over to the bed and sat on each side of her. Charlotte placed a comforting hand on her shoulder.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “I think it’s pretty clear you’re nervous. That’s normal, considering what we’re doing here.”

Brigette looked at me, then Charlotte, then stared at the fire. “Can I be honest with you?”

“Honesty is always the best thing,” Charlotte said.

“I wasn’t expecting there to be another woman here,” Brigette said. “So, I’m sorry if I seem nervous. But the truth is, I really want to be a mother but I’ve never been a very sexual person.”

Charlotte blinked. “You mean you haven’t had sex?”

“I mean I never really crave it,” Brigette replied. “I tried it once, a few years ago. It was fine, I guess,” she said with a shrug. “It’s just not something I really think about or wish for. I’m not against it, mind you. But to be clear, I really want to be a mother.”

“Interesting,” I said.

She gave a nervous laugh. “So you can see why I would feel a bit uncomfortable.”

“Look, we don’t have to do it if you don’t want to,” I said.

“He’s not going to force you into anything,” Charlotte said, squeezing her shoulder.

“No, it’s okay,” Brigette said. “Like I said, I really want to be a mother. This is important to me. Just…. If I don’t seem excited, I don’t want you to be upset with me.”

I looked at Charlotte and she suddenly smiled.

“I think I have a great solution for this,” my big-breasted wife said. “Come here, Brent.”

“Huh?” I said as I stood up and walked over to Charlotte. She immediately began tearing at my clothes.

“Brigette, I want you to wait right there at the foot of the bed,” Charlotte said as she pushed my pants down to my ankles. “He’ll start with me and finish inside you. So, I want you to be ready for this,” she said as she grabbed my cock. “That means you need to play with yourself or let one of us go down on you so you’re good and wet.”

Brigette blushed so hard she was red all the way to her hairline. “Um, okay,” she said, and scooted down to the foot of the bed. She moved backward and brought her legs up, then awkwardly touched herself.

“She’s clearly going to need some help,” Charlotte said, then turned to me. “And you, husband, are going to fuck your wife like you aren’t going to see her for two weeks. When you’re ready to cum, you’ll get inside Brigette and cum inside her.”

Made perfect sense to me, and seemed like a simple solution to our situation.

Charlotte moved back on the bed and spread her thighs, then beckoned me to her. With a smile I climbed on top of her and lined the head of my cock up with her pussy and gently pushed it inside.

Next to us, Brigette watched, wide-eyed, as I began thrusting inside my wife. Charlotte made eye contact with her for a moment, and Brigette’s fingers began moving faster. Charlotte reached a hand out and Brigette grabbed it with her spare hand.

The whole thing was oddly hot. I mean, my wife was incredibly attractive and being with her was the most satisfying thing in existence. But Brigette, with her perfect body, was only there for me to cum inside and get pregnant. Something primal in my brain loved it; it recognized Brigette as a good match, a strong woman that could carry my child, and wanted to impregnate her.

I found myself watching Brigette also. After a moment she inched closer to us, still holding Charlotte’s hand. Brigette pushed a finger inside her wet pussy, then brought it out and went back to rubbing her clit.

Brigette stared at Charlotte’s massive tits, rocking back and forth to the rhythm of our lovemaking. Her eyes went down to Charlotte’s pussy and me thrusting deep inside it. Charlotte pulled her legs back far, practically to her head, so Brigette could watch.

Brigette’s face flushed and her finger was a blur on her clit. Charlotte’s grip on her hand tightened and she pulled her close. Brigette practically fell on top of Charlotte, hesitating for a moment, then kissing her. Just a peck at first, then their lips parted and I saw Charlotte’s tongue press into Brigette’s mouth.

I pulled out of Charlotte’s pussy and gently grabbed Brigette by the hips. With a bit of help, she crawled over so that she was lying on top of Charlotte. The two of them kissed deeply while Charlotte’s hands squeezed her breasts.

As for me, I just marveled at the sight before me. Their pussies were practically touching. Charlotte was absolutely soaking wet, and Brigette’s perfect bubble butt was right above her.

I moved between Charlotte’s thighs and pushed my cock inside her again. She moaned against Brigette’s lips and wrapped her arms around the woman, holding them tightly together.

Once I was certain my cock was covered with Charlotte’s juices, I pulled out and lined it up with Brigette’s pussy. I rubbed the head against her lips a few times, then began pushing inside.

“Oh, Brent,” she whispered, looking over her shoulder at me.

My hands went right to that perky round ass of hers. I grabbed onto those cheeks and squeezed them while gently working my cock in and out, going further inside her each time. Brigette just stared at me, wide-eyed. A soft moan escaped her lips when Charlotte began sucking on one of her nipples.

“How is that, dear?” Charlotte said after licking her nipple.

“By Tanarus, that’s incredible,” Brigette said. She leaned down and kissed Charlotte again, then turned to watch me over her shoulder. “I like how you touch my ass.”

I squeezed her butt and slapped my palm on the other cheek, bringing a sharp moan out of her.

“Oh, yes!” she said, and began rocking her hips back and forth, trying to move with me.

“Do you like it when he fucks you like that?” Charlotte asked.

“Yes,” Brigette said, almost whimpering.

I pulled my cock out and pushed it back inside Charlotte, who immediately moaned.

“Fuck, Brent,” she said. “Mmm, I wish you could cum inside me. I want to feel you running down my thigh.”

Brigette looked at me again, her face eager. Charlotte reached up and pulled Brigette’s face to hers and kissed her while I thrust hard inside her.

“Beg for it,” Charlotte said. Man, she was good at that. As for me, I just enjoyed the sight of my cock entering my gorgeous wife while this perfect ass was right above it. Brigette let out a whimpering moan again.

“Beg for his cock,” Charlotte said, holding Brigette tightly.

“Please,” Brigette whimpered. Her tongue flicked out, trying to kiss Charlotte again.

“Please what?” Charlotte replied. Her arms tightened around Brigette, holding her in place.

I was still fucking Charlotte, but I spanked Brigette again. Another sharp moan escaped her lips.

“Please fuck me,” Brigette said in a quiet voice.

I pulled my cock out and rubbed the head against her pussy but didn’t enter. “I need more than that,” I said. “Tell me what you want me to do.”

“Please shove your cock inside me!” Brigette called out

I pushed inside her and her final word turned into a long moan. Charlotte kept her tight grip on her, holding her in place so she couldn’t move while I squeezed Brigette’s ass and fucked her pussy.

Brigette kept going, moaning and talking between breaths. “Please fuck me, Brent. Please, please. Don’t stop, fill me with your cum and get me pregnant!”

“Good girl,” I said, giving her ass another squeeze.

I picked up the pace, thrusting good and hard inside her. Charlotte pulled Brigette’s face back to hers, kissing her deeply. After a few minutes, Brigette’s body tensed up and she suddenly cried out, pushing against Charlotte’s grip so she could slam her beautiful ass against me.

I came only seconds after that. I blew a massive load inside Brigette’s tight pussy, then held my cock there until I knew every drop had been squirted inside her. Finally, I pulled out and nearly collapsed.

Brigette rolled off of Charlotte and laid on her back, breathing hard. Charlotte immediately moved over and hugged her tightly.

“Good girl,” Charlotte said, caressing her side and her stomach. She kissed her cheek, her forehead.

After a moment Brigette stood, although her legs were shaky. I pulled her into a tight hug and held her for a while as well. Charlotte came up behind her and the three of us stood there in a group hug.

“Thank you,” Brigette said softly. “That was incredible. I never thought I would enjoy sex like that.”

“You are incredible,” Charlotte said, and kissed the nape of her neck.

Brigette giggled, then sighed against my chest. “Brent,” she said softly.

Charlotte looked up at me and smiled, raising an eyebrow. I smiled back and ran my fingers through Brigette’s soft, curly hair.

“Seriously, though,” Charlotte said as she reached down and grabbed Brigette’s butt. “I want an ass like this.”


Chapter eighteen



After Brigette left, Charlotte and I spent most of the time just holding each other. Part of me was excited to spend all that time around Anaya, but I knew I was going to miss Charlotte terribly.

Charlotte yawned against my shoulder, then laid her head against it. “All this sex is wearing me out. I haven’t had sex daily since…. No, I’ve never had sex daily.”

“Really?” I asked. “With how open and sex-positive you are, I figured you had some pretty wild times.”

Charlotte laughed. “I think you’d be surprised at how tame my life has been in that aspect.”

“What was all that talk the other day about you preferring men and women, and it depended on your mood?” I asked.

Charlotte looked up at me. “I meant dating, Brent. I’ve been on a lot of dates, more with women than with men. I enjoy dating. But I haven’t gone the full distance with many people, not at all. I never had the time; I worked hard to put myself through college, and after that threw myself into the job market, trying my hardest to work my way into a reasonable retirement. It was only recently that life calmed down enough for me to have much of a personal life.”

“Huh,” I said, then shrugged. “I mean, I don’t care either way. I’m not one of those guys that thinks your vagina will grow to the size of a cantaloupe by the time you’ve been with three men.”

“Shit,” Charlotte said.

“What?” I asked. “Did I say something wrong?”

She looked up at me. “If you must know, you’re actually the third man I’ve been with in my entire life. Twenty seven years old, and only three men. And look at me now.”

“Really?” I asked.

She nodded soberly. “Yeah. So I guess my vagina is now the size of a cantaloupe.”

I laughed. “I love your sense of humor, honey.”

She squeezed me tightly. “Seriously though, after all we’ve done I’m going to miss the hell out of you. I hope Anaya treats you well.”

“I think she will,” I said, kissing Charlotte on the forehead. “Anaya is a sweetheart, deep down. She’s just mean and tough so no one will get close to her. Well, she’s tough regardless. But the gritty personality is just a defense mechanism.”

“A trauma response,” Charlotte said.

“Exactly,” I replied.

“She just has to learn to trust you with her emotions. I don’t think physical abuse is a concern; you’re clearly not that kind of guy, and she would stab you if you tried. No, the difficulty with Anaya is in here.” Charlotte touched her chest, right above her heart.

“Any suggestions?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Charlotte said. “Listen. You do a pretty good job of that, I’d say better than most men. Sometimes that’s the best thing you can do. Listen with an open mind, an open heart, and if she tells you something personal, never judge her. I don’t care what she says, don’t judge her.”

“Noted,” I said. “What if she tells me she listens to ska?”

“Okay, you can judge her for that,” Charlotte said. “Otherwise, nothing but support.”

“It feels a little odd, my wife giving me tips to win another woman over,” I said.

“Well, that’s because we both like her,” Charlotte replied, looking up at me. “What else would I do?”

I shrugged. “I dunno. Can you be jealous for a bit, so this feels more like real life?”

Charlotte rolled her eyes, then spoke in a bland monotone. “Oh honey, please don’t date that beautiful brunette over there, the one with the big butt. I would hate for her to come over regularly, and if I have to kiss her one more time I might faint.”

“Okay, I get it,” I said with a laugh.

A knock came at my door.

“Noooo,” Charlotte said, hugging me tightly.

“I know, I don’t want to go either,” I said, then called out, “Come in!”

The door opened and Anaya, of all people, walked in. She still wore the dress with the tight bodice and the dark gray cloak over it, but she had a large backpack on her and a second one in hand.

“I brought you a present,” she said, setting the backpack down.

“Must be my lucky day,” I said, walking over and checking it. I opened the top flap and checked inside. Pretty standard things, parts of a tent, a water skin, dried food, and a rolled-up blanket.

“Is this enough food for us?” I asked.

“As long as we’re careful, yes,” she said. “I also have a small cookpot and some traps that I can set. Also remember where we are. Plenty of trees are bearing fruit right now.”

“Sounds like you’re going to have a nice camping trip,” Charlotte said. “Take good care of my man, okay Anaya? I’d hate to have to fight you.”

Anaya smiled. “I’ll do my best, as long as he doesn’t piss me off.”

“That’s so easy though,” I said. “Sometimes just breathing pisses you off.”

She raised an eyebrow at me. “Then I guess you had better be careful with how you breathe.”

I walked over to the footlocker at the base of my bed and opened it up, then started grabbing some shirts.

“Oh, no need for that,” Anaya said. “You’ll see.”

A few seconds later, Carina pushed her way inside, carrying a bundle of cloth. “Sorry I didn’t knock. No time.”

Her hair was loosely tied at the nape of her neck and dark circles ringed her eyes. She looked like she hadn’t slept in two days.

“The queen has been running me ragged, but I finally finished everything. I’ll have to give my apprentice a bonus for all the work she did.” Carina pressed the bundle of cloth against my chest. “Put these on.”

“Now?” I asked, slowly unfolding it.

Carina placed her hands on her hips and looked around the room. “Brent, we’ve all seen you naked. Go ahead.”

I laughed. She was right. With that in mind I set the clothes on the bed and picked through them. It was a pile of shirts, slightly different than the one I was wearing, all in light colors. Mostly off-white, although one was a very pale gray. A dark vest that buttoned all the way to the neck was with them, and it was all wrapped up in a dark gray cloak that was bordered in black and silver embroidery.

“You finally finished the cloak you told me about,” I said, holding up the edge. “Wow, this is amazing, Carina.”

“Thanks,” she said. “You two are meant to look wealthy, which explains the clothes. No one looks twice when a rich man wears a dagger, too.”

“A rich lady as well, as long as the dagger is small,” Anaya said. She looked over at me. “I have them both in my pack. Your sword should be here shortly.”

“Tizia was right behind me,” Carina said, and at that moment the door opened again.

“But I have a sword,” I protested. “And a good one.”

“No, you have something that’s good for chopping people in half,” Tizia said as she walked into the room with a bundle in her arms. It was long, thin, and wrapped in cloth. She walked over to the counter and began unwrapping it. “You need a sword that a gentleman would wear. Not a barbarian.”

“I like my barbarian sword,” I protested. Anaya looked at me, trying not to laugh.

“Are you going to get dressed or do I have to do it for you?” Carina asked.

Ivona walked in the door next. While I loved her thick, muscular body, my cottage was starting to get crowded.

“Fine, fine,” I said, pulling off my shirt. “You’re just in time, Ivona.”

She probably would have replied with something snarky, but me standing there shirtless cut her off. I glanced over at her, noting her thick thighs and muscular butt. She looked like a soccer player. No wait, rugby. I was into that.

“I’m just here to check your boots before you leave,” Ivona said.

“Wear the light gray one,” Charlotte said.

I pulled the light gray shirt on over my head and laced up the front. After that, I slipped my arms through the vest and buttoned it up all the way to my throat.

“Not bad,” I said, checking myself. The dark, almost-black vest went well with my pants, and with the slightly loose sleeves, reminded me of some kind of, I dunno….

“You look like you’re from the renaissance era,” Charlotte said. “Or like, an extremely wealthy pirate that gave up looting to just look stylish.”

“Thanks,” I said, looking down at myself.

“How are the boots?” Ivona asked.

“Great,” I said. “They feel like I’ve been wearing them for a year. And I mean that in a good way.”

She shrugged. “Fine. My job here is done.” She turned and left, with me staring at her ass the entire time. Man, that thing gave me some ideas.

“And the sword,” Tizia said, walking up to me. She wrapped a leather belt around my waist and snugged it, then brought the sword and scabbard to me.

It was a work of art, with a long, thin blade and a wire-wrapped handle. The hilt was elaborately pierced steel and formed an almost basketlike shape around the top of my hand. It definitely looked like something a rich man would wear. Probably best for dueling and not actual combat.

“This is beautiful,” I said, examining the sword.

“Well, it’s not for you,” Tizia replied. “Try to remember that, and don’t fuck it up.”

“Yes ma’am,” I replied.

She rolled her eyes and affixed the scabbard to my sword belt. After that, I grabbed the dark gray cloak and swung it around my shoulders. The clasp at my throat was a large silver leaf.

Charlotte clapped her hands. “You look like a prince, Brent! So handsome.”

Anaya had just finished wrapping a thin leather belt around her waist. A small dagger hung on her right side. She looked at me and nodded in approval.

Carina practically glowed. “You do look quite handsome. Although you might not want to travel in all of that. There are some plain clothes in that bundle. Stuff made for comfort, and blending in with the forest. This is for when you make it to the city.” She took another look at me and for a moment I thought she was going to kiss me.

“We’ll get all that sorted out,” Anaya said.

Both Carina and Tizia left, leaving just me, Charlotte, and Anaya. There was an awkward moment of silence, but Charlotte finally broke it.

“Take good care of my partner, okay?” she said.

“I’ll do my best,” Anaya said.

“Oh, I was talking to Brent,” Charlotte said, winking at Anaya. “Oh, come here, you big grump.”

Anaya laughed and relaxed a bit as Charlotte walked up to her. “You stay safe out there as well, okay? I’d like to see you again.” She leaned up on her toes and kissed Anaya on the cheek, then hugged her tightly.

Anaya looked slightly bewildered at all the attention, but hugged her back. I felt like she wasn’t used to the type of affection Charlotte gave, but was soaking it up like a sponge.

A knock came at the door and it opened a second later. Yazmine walked into the room, then stopped after a few steps, taking everything in.

“And you,” Charlotte said, walking over to me. She hugged me tightly and laid her head against my shoulder. “Hurry back to me, okay? And stay safe out there. I know I don’t get a say in this, so I just want you to come back to me in one piece.”

“I’ll be careful, I promise,” I said.

“I can protect him,” Anaya said. She shot me a grin.

I turned to Yazmine. “Hey, Yazmine. Just the woman I wanted to see.”

“Coming from you, I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not,” she said, adjusting her cloak. “I’m just doing a final check to ensure you have everything you need.”

I pulled off the fancy cloak and dug through the clothes Carina had given me. After selecting a plain brown cloak and dark green shirt, I changed into those.

“Everything looks great to me,” I said as I laced up the front of the shirt. “I do need some help with something, though. I should have asked earlier, but my mind was on other things.”

“What is it?” she asked.

“Magic,” I said. “I can see it, I can touch it. I need to learn how to use it.”

“You’re right,” she said, rubbing her hands together. “We don’t have much time, but I can teach you something simple.”

“Teach him to light a fire,” Anaya said, crossing her arms. “Something useful. Maybe a way to get safe, clean water.”

“Those are both easy,” Yazmine said. “Come here, Brent.”

We sat down next to the small table for a while and Yazmine ran me through some basic exercises, then taught me the spells. Only they weren’t called spells. She preferred to use the term ‘weaves,’ on account of how magic threaded through people.

“Now you’re finally useful,” Anaya said as she watched a small flame hover above my palm.

Charlotte stood next to me and held her hand out, concentrating on it. After a moment I saw the magical lines above her swell just slightly, and a fire appeared over her palm.

“Now we’re twinsies,” she said with a smile.

“And the water,” Yazmine instructed.

I nodded and held my other hand up. With some brief concentration, I was able to pull water out of the air so that a small ball of pure water hovered above my palm.

“What?” I asked Yazmine. She was staring at me in shock, her mouth open.

“Two weaves at once is incredibly difficult,” she explained. “Especially for someone new to magic. You shouldn’t have been able to do that.”

I looked over at Charlotte. She shrugged and held her other hand up. After a few seconds a flame appeared above that palm as well.

“Very good,” Yazmine told her. “Except that’s two of the same weave, so it’s not as hard.”

“Do you have the time to teach me?” Charlotte asked. She let both fires flicker out. “I need something to fill my days with my husband being gone. I can’t just masturbate all day.”

Yazmine pursed her lips. “I’m busy, but you’re right, you do need training. As incredible as your potential is, I must dedicate time to teaching you. I’ll stay here with you for an hour after they leave. Hopefully most mornings I can spare the same amount of time.”

“Thank you,” Charlotte said. She went up to the beautiful priestess and hugged her.

“Do you want to change?” I asked Anaya. Her dress didn’t seem like traveling material.

She shook her head. “I need to get used to this thing,” she said as she picked at the dress. “Are you ready?”

I checked everything on my backpack, then slipped my arms through the straps. “Yeah. Let’s go.”


Chapter nineteen



Walking through the woods can be a fine experience where you feel at one with nature and can admire her beauty. Soft grass, singing birds, butterflies hovering over flowers. Tall trees offering shade so the bright sun never blinded you. Maybe even a piece of fruit hanging from a tree, just waiting to be picked and eaten.

Well, walking through the forest with Anaya was a completely different experience. Once we left the valley, she hooked her thumbs in her shoulder straps and set off at a fast pace. And I mean fast; this woman could move. It was a walk just short of a jog, and it only took me a few minutes to get tired.

“Are we in that much of a hurry?” I asked her as I panted and worked hard to keep up.

“How many days do you want to spend in the woods?” Anaya asked without looking at me. She wasn’t even breathing hard. “I spend enough time out here scouting. I prefer to sleep in a bed when I can. So, the sooner we finish, the sooner I can be comfortable.”

“Fair enough,” I said. “I feel like we’re going to get worn out at this pace, though.”

She briefly glanced at me, and her eyes were filled with annoyance but she slowed down. A bit.

“Is that better? Can your legs handle this or do we need to slow down more?” She was back to her usual snark.

“Can we try crawling for a few minutes?” I asked her. “Or maybe you could carry me.”

“I could probably carry you and still move faster than you could,” Anaya muttered.

“Hey, what’s with the grumpiness today?” I asked. “I thought we were doing better.”

Anaya gave me a side-eyed glance again. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m just nervous. I want to get this done. I don’t want to take a week walking there. Three days would make me much happier.”

“Shame I don’t have any magic to make us move more quickly,” I said. “Is there a Porsche spell?”

“Is that some kind of animal from back in your world?” Anaya asked. “Like horses?”

I sighed. “Well, we have three days. It might take me the entire time to explain how we went from horses to automobiles to Porsches.”

Anaya frowned. “So it’s a….”

“Imagine a wagon, drawn by a horse,” I said. “Now imagine a wagon that could move on its own. No horse required.”

Anaya blinked. “That would be incredible. We can’t have horses in the valley. There’s no space for them, and they’d shit all over the roads. Travel is very limited for us, but we have everything we need, right there.”

“I’m sure we can figure something out,” I said, my mind racing with new ideas.

What was possible with magic? Did it have limitations, or were the limitations on the caster? Yazmine had been able to veil an entire city from the outside world, so I knew some powerful things were possible. With that in mind, I pushed the thoughts of inventing the car aside. Yeah a 911 turbo was cool but what about a flying car? Or, what were those things from Star Wars? The speeder bikes.

“You’re mumbling,” Anaya said.

“Sorry,” I replied. “Just thinking about ways to use magic to travel. With the way the valley is shaped—like a giant bowl, or crater—I feel like a flying vehicle would be best. I just need to learn what’s possible with magic.”

“I don’t know much about magic, so I can’t really help you there,” Anaya said.

We walked in silence for a while after that. Anaya wasn’t always the easiest woman to talk to, especially when her walls were up. I glanced over and saw her just watching the path in front of her, focusing on each step.

She was so gorgeous with that flawless face, big brown eyes, and soft, wavy brown hair. Her body was the perfect blend of fit and curves. She barely seemed real.

I moved so that I was walking right next to her. “So, how was our wedding?”

“Probably awful,” she replied. “You kept asking me to marry you, I’d refuse, and you’d ask again. I finally agreed just so you’d shut the fuck up. Now I have to suffer through the consequences of my actions.”

“So I guess that answers my next question,” I asked. “Which was just how much do you love me? Obviously an incredible amount.”

Anaya laughed, despite her grumpiness. She was hard to read at times. Often, I just didn’t know what to say to her. Some things made her angry, some things made her mad.

“How’s our sex life?” I asked. “I mean, being married and all, we’ve clearly been sleeping together. A lot. Like, daily, sometimes two or three times. I imagine you’re insatiable. You probably make me eat your pussy every morning as soon as you wake up, which for the record, I love to do. Anything to make my darling wife happy!”

Her cheeks turned scarlet and she gave me a quick look. “Brent, I—Oh, you’re a bastard, you know that?”

“Yeah,” I said with a grin. “But you still married me and I still want sex every night. Thankfully my beautiful wife has limitless energy.”

“Brent, I wouldn’t fuck you with someone else’s pussy,” she snapped, although she struggled not to smile.

“Now, is that really true?” I asked quietly.

She gave me a sidelong glance. “No, not entirely.”

“You know, we’re expected to. The queen and all.”

“Please don’t remind me,” she said. “I do things on my own time. I hate feeling like anyone is pushing me.”

“Hmm. Look, I think I can be a little pushy at times, especially when I’m really focused on something. I just wanted to say I’m sorry if you’ve ever felt that way with me.”

She looked at me again. “No, don’t worry. You’re actually pretty good in that aspect. You’ve always been patient with me, even when you’re doing your best to drive me insane.”

“Hey, can we stop for a moment?” I asked. “I just want to take a breath. Five minutes, and we can walk again.”

She groaned but nodded. We stopped and I pulled off my backpack and set it on the ground. I gestured for Anaya to do the same, and after a moment she did.

“You don’t even look tired,” I said to her.

“I’m not,” she replied, crossing her arms.

“I wanted to bring something up without pissing you off. I’ll try to word it gently,” I began. I had to be delicate with how I approached this. “You’re going to have to start being nicer to me, or people won’t believe we’re married. Unless you want them to think we’re a horrible couple.”

Anaya’s mouth worked silently for a minute before she responded. “Sorry,” she said. “I’ve told you about this before. It’s not always easy for me.”

“It’s okay,” I said gently. I took a small step toward her.

“Some days are easier than others. I actually like being around you sometimes, but other days I want to bite your head off just for looking at me.”

“And that’s to be expected,” I said. “You went through a traumatic experience. That changes a person; it changes your actual brain chemistry and you should feel no shame that you’re different now. It’s perfectly normal and natural that you’re hesitant to get close to anyone.” I hoped showing her some support would help her open up a bit.

She pursed her lips and looked away. “I don’t like the thought that I’m not strong enough to get over one mean asshole,” she said. I could tell the words were difficult for her. “It makes me feel weak, and I hate that feeling.”

“Nothing about you is weak,” I said, inching closer to her. “Your strength is probably my favorite thing about you. You’re inspirational, Anaya. And no matter who you are, going through a traumatic event like you did will change you. That doesn’t make you weak. It makes you human.”

She looked back at me. “Why are you getting closer to me?”

“Because we need to look like a couple. A real couple,” I said. “And if you want the truth, I tend to be a very affectionate person. So, I want you to be comfortable with that. Because if we act like we are right now, everyone that sees us is going to think we’re such an odd couple, and they’ll remember us. We don’t want that.”

I raised my arms, and after a moment she uncrossed hers. I took another step forward and hugged her, gently at first, then more closely. As usual, she was tense as a board the moment I touched her, but she relaxed after a few seconds.

“I hope this isn’t an odd question, but how do you like being shown love?” I asked.

She didn’t answer for a while, and I felt her grow tense again. Eventually, she relaxed again. “I liked it when you brought me flowers,” she said quietly.

“What about words?” I asked. “What if I tell you nice things and tell you that I care? Again, I need to make sure we look realistic. If we were married, I would want to know how you liked to be treated.”

She sighed. “I don’t know. Sometimes I feel like there’s a wall between my heart and the rest of the world, and very little gets by it. And I prefer things that way. I don’t even know what I like, other than peace and solitude.”

“Well, I’ll just do it my way,” I said. “I’m going to say something, assuming we’ve been married for about a year. We probably dated a year before that, so we would be very comfortable with each other.” I kept one hand on her lower back and slid my other one up to the back of her head, lacing my fingers in her hair. She leaned her head against my shoulder and I gently held her there.

I took a deep breath and tried to think of the right words. Honestly, I felt a little strange saying them, but the truth was, I was terrified. We had to act like a married couple while in a foreign city on an assassination mission. As cold as Anaya could be, it would be immediately clear we weren’t actually a couple. Or, we were a really shitty one. Either one could be a disaster.

“I still remember the first time I saw you,” I said, letting my mind just flow like a stream. I barely thought, I just closed my eyes and imagined a life with Anaya and let the words flow. “You were so strong and so beautiful. I liked you from the first time we met, so when we later married, it was one of the happiest days of my life.”

She went completely still in my arms. I wasn’t sure if that was good or bad, so I just continued.

“Married life with you has been great. You make such a wonderful wife. Every day is a treasure, and waking up next to you feels like heaven. I love you so much, Anaya, and I always will.” That last sentence might have been a bit too much, but it just felt right, considering we were supposed to be married. We had to be comfortable saying those things to each other.

Although to be honest, it felt pretty good to tell her that.

“I love you, my warrior wife,” I said, and held her tightly against me.

She squeezed me back in return and I heard her sniffle. Wait, tears out of Anaya? This was definitely a perfect time for me to shut my mouth and just hold her.

And so we did. We stood there in the woods for probably ten minutes, just holding each other. She eventually released me and I held her in front of me, looking into those big brown eyes, like pools of night. The slight redness told me she had, in fact, shed a tear or two. Well, love was understandably a difficult topic for her.

She leaned forward and we kissed. Probably the softest kiss of my life; just a brush of the lips, but she stayed there for a minute, then leaned her forehead against mine.

Having Anaya in my arms like this felt like a dream come true. There was no other way to describe it.

She pulled away and looked into my eyes. “Can you say it again?” Her voice shook just slightly.

I brought a hand up and gently laid it against her cheek. “I love you, Anaya. Meeting you is one of the best things that’s ever happened to me. I would climb a thousand mountains for you, and swim across a hundred seas.” I leaned forward and kissed her again.

She nodded. “This is just so we’re comfortable saying it, right? That and nothing else.”

I opened my mouth to agree, then closed it. The truth was, I was crazy about Anaya. Honestly, Charlotte liked her as well. So I just stood there silently and looked at her.

“Brent,” she said, looking at me. She bit her lip and opened her mouth, but nothing came out. She cleared her throat and tried again but didn’t say anything.

I recognized almost immediately that the situation was too tense for her. I needed to lighten the mood. I brought my hand up to her cheek again and stroked it with my thumb.

“It’s okay, honey,” I said, pecking her on the lips. “We’ve been together almost two years. Just remember that. We make a great couple. Everyone that sees us is jealous because of the love we share.”

“Brent, I—” she stopped.

Enough of that. Without warning I dropped down and wrapped my arms around her waist, then hoisted her into the air. I spun in a circle while she shrieked. At least this time she didn’t elbow me in the head, but she definitely rattled off some rather harsh threats. I set her on the ground and slapped her on the ass—finally touching that thing. My hand was in heaven.

“Lighten up, my wife!” I said, laughing with her as I pulled her back into a hug. “Everything is okay. We love each other and that’s all that matters, right?”

“Yes,” she said. “We…love each other and that’s what counts.”

“Was that so hard?” I asked quietly. “Is loving me that difficult?”

I suddenly felt the point of her dagger pressed against my back.

“Sorry, you can’t scare me away,” I said. I leaned back, right against the tip of her blade, and looked her in the eyes. “I love you too much. It’ll take more than cold-blooded murder to scare me off.”

“You are too much sometimes,” Anaya said, but at least she removed the knife. She sheathed it and went back to hugging me. “But I guess that’s why I married you. Or something.”

“That’s the spirit,” I said, still smiling because I had finally touched her ass.

“How did we consummate the marriage?” I wondered aloud.

“Alright, I’m getting my dagger again,” she said.


Chapter twenty



After that, things were notably less tense. I never brought up the subject again, but Anaya relaxed quite a bit. We often walked while holding hands, just to get used to each other’s touch. Although to be honest, I just really liked holding her hand.

Her back-and-forth nature could be stressful at times, but I just reminded myself that she was recovering from a traumatic relationship. And, I mean, she had stabbed the guy right in the fucking head. There was no way that wouldn’t affect a person. So I understood her difficulties with intimacy. I never gave up, though.

“What does your wife think about me?” Anaya asked at the end of the second day as we sat around a tiny campfire.

Our tent had been erected behind us and we were just relaxing a bit before going to sleep. It had been a long day and we were both tired.

“Charlotte likes you,” I said. “Quite a bit, actually. Probably as much as I do.”

“So you two have talked about me?” Anaya asked as she tore off a piece of dried meat and ate it. She frowned and looked in her backpack, then pulled out an apple.

“We have,” I said. “Like I said, she likes you. I told her what you did to the last man that hurt you, and she liked you even more after learning that.”

Anaya barked a laugh. “What’s she like?”

“Charlotte? She’s great,” I said. “She has a very warm, loving heart, and she’s very considerate. She’s not a pushover though; she won’t hesitate to tell someone to fuck off. And she’s very affectionate. She thinks you’re beautiful, by the way.”

“She does?” Anaya asked, blushing around a bite of apple. “I never thought about that. She’s pretty, too. What’s it like living with her? Especially with all of this going on. I think you know what I’m talking about.”

I nodded, understanding what she meant. “Charlotte doesn’t have a jealous bone in her body. She knows what’s expected of me back in Moonglow, and she’s fine with it as long as I prioritize her. She’s even joined in a couple times.”

Anaya’s eyes widened. “You mean with another woman? So, you three?”

I nodded. “She’s a very passionate lover, and very good at it. I think it’s just natural, due to her giving nature.”

“She sounds nice,” Anaya said, sounding slightly distant. “I don’t know how I would feel in that situation. I mean, you are saving my people. But it’s still strange to me. I would get jealous.”

“I would treat you the same as her,” I said. “Meaning, you would be prioritized. As my wives, you and Charlotte would always come first. My responsibilities to the valley, the queen’s orders, hell even my own life would come second. And the repopulating thing isn’t forever. That will end, with time. It would just be us.” I said it without even realizing that I was talking about her being my actual wife, not just pretending to be one on the mission.

Anaya watched me from across the fire, her face unreadable.

“I think I’m going to get some sleep,” Anaya said, rummaging through her large backpack. She pulled out a light-colored shirt and glanced at me. “Turn around.”

I shrugged and turned so that I was facing away from her. Immediately, I heard rustling, and realized she was changing. I found it odd because I had seen her almost completely naked before, but women often didn’t make sense. No offense, ladies.

“Don’t get any ideas,” Anaya said. “I sleep with my dagger beneath my pillow and I’m stressed out so I’m more likely to use it. You can turn around.”

I spun back around and faced her. She had changed into that long shirt that covered her to mid-thigh. Even just seeing that much of her legs was incredible. I didn’t think I had ever seen a more perfect leg; muscular yet soft, lightly tanned, and long.

Anaya took a deep breath. “I would like to lay with you tonight. No, not like that,” she said when my eyes widened. “I mean literally just lying on you. You will not sleep naked. You can be shirtless, though.”

“Fair enough,” I said. Carina had made a few sets of underclothes for the chilly weather, so I was good.

When the fire had burned down to coals, we went into our tent. I stripped down to just my underclothes, which were basically snug-fitting pajama pants. They were comfy but didn’t leave much to the imagination; hopefully that would work in my favor. Heh.

Our bed rolls were put together so that it acted like one large bed. I laid down first and held the blanket back, then Anaya snuggled up next to me and laid her head on my shoulder.

Something about it just felt right. Her head on my shoulder, her finger tracing small circles on my chest, her bare leg pressed against mine.

“Can you say something nice to me?” she asked in a quiet voice. Not timid, just quiet. “About us being married.”

My arm was around her, so I squeezed her against me for a moment. “I’d say we have a happy marriage. You finally learned to trust me and I try my hardest to make you laugh every day. I know you have pain in your past, so I work hard to show you as much love and affection as possible.”

“What does Charlotte do?” she asked after a brief pause.

“Charlotte? She probably smiles at you all the time and kisses you on the cheek and tells you how wonderful you are. She washes your hair and brushes it after and has Carina make special dresses for you, like her new one.”

“Oh, I saw that. It’s cute,” Anaya said.

Cute? I didn’t expect Anaya to say a sundress was cute. But then again, sundresses had that kind of power. I briefly thought of Anaya in one and had to stop before I popped wood.

“Does Charlotte love me as well?” Anaya asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Absolutely,” I replied. “Charlotte has a lot of love to give. Together, she and I make sure you never feel alone or unloved or unwanted.” I turned and kissed Anaya on the forehead.

Anaya raised her head and kissed me. Not the soft kiss like the other day, but something much more passionate. The kind of kissing that led to other things, fun things. Her breathing picked up, and she held my face against hers.

After a few minutes of that, Anaya surprised me by climbing on top of me, although she almost made it seem like more of a convenience thing than her being turned on. She paused for a moment, then leaned down and kissed me again.

All my patience finally paid off. While we kissed, my hands traveled from Anaya’s back, down to her waist, to her hips, and finally her ass. I squeezed it firmly and she let out a soft moan against my lips. Her ass was strong and firm, like that of a sprinter, but covered with soft flesh and even softer skin. I didn’t realize such a perfect ass was even humanly possible until that moment.

My hands slid up to her hips and then back to her waist, pushing her shirt up and exposing her. I could feel the heat of her pussy pressing against me. Holy shit, was this finally going to happen?

Anaya pulled back and looked into my eyes for a moment, then leaned down and kissed me again. I so wanted to raise her shirt up and grab onto those perfect breasts, but I held back. I had to take things slowly with her.

Anaya sighed and laid down on me, nuzzling her face against my neck. One of my hands gently slid down her lower back and softly caressed the skin of her backside. I was in heaven, and if my body pumped any more blood into my cock I was going to pass out.

“I like how you touch me,” Anaya said softly. “Is it okay if we just lie here like this for a while?”

“Of course it is,” I said. Sure, I wanted to be inside her, but just holding her was still very satisfying.

“I’m sorry,” Anaya said against my neck. “I can feel how much you want me, I’m just not ready for that yet.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “You can take as long as you need, even if we never go any further than this. Honestly, I’m really enjoying you here like this.”

She kissed the side of my neck. “Thank you.”

Her wetness soaked the front of my underclothes. I thought my cock might explode from desire. But I just held her. We stayed that way for a long time, and eventually I heard the slow, deep breaths of sleep. Somehow, she had fallen asleep like that.

I reached over and grabbed the blanket, then pulled it over us so her bare ass wasn’t hanging out. At the same time, I wished I had eyes on my toes so I could see that round thing.

I eventually fell asleep as well. It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but I was content. That night I enjoyed a dreamless sleep.

Anaya woke up first, which of course immediately woke me. Seeing as it was early, I had morning wood, so Anaya woke with that pressing against her. I don’t think she had been expecting it.

“Sorry,” she murmured as she started to climb off me.

I wrapped my arms around her and held her in place, then kissed her cheek. “Trust me, there is nothing at all for you to be sorry about.” I gave her one more tight hug, then released her.

She stayed on top of me for a minute, then sat up. With the way that pushed her night shirt up, her smooth, hairless pussy was right on top of my cock. Only a thin piece of cloth was separating me from mind-blowing sex. Pink nipples atop perky breasts poked through her nightshirt as well.

“Thank you for being respectful last night,” Anaya said. The way she just sat with her pussy right on top of my hard cock almost made me think it was some sort of test. Or maybe she just enjoyed it and didn’t want to admit it.

“Of course,” I said as I gently ran my hands up her thighs in a gentle caress.

Anaya smiled at my touch, but finally climbed off. I caught a glimpse of that sweet pussy as she swung a leg over me, which only served to make me want her more.

Anaya sat with her back to me. “Look, I know you want to. I’m just not ready yet. If you need to go finish yourself off behind a tree, I fully understand.”

I had a mental image of me shooting a thick stream of cum into her open mouth, but quickly brushed it away. One day we’d be there, but not now.

“I’m okay,” I said. “I’m faithful to my wives. My cum is always for them, never for anything else.”

She laughed. “Faithful except for all the other women you’re fucking.”

“Well, someone’s got to save this valley,” I said.

She chuckled at my joke. “So, you really don’t…you know.”

“Masturbate? No, I don’t. There’s no reason for me to. And even if I wasn’t helping our people repopulate, Charlotte takes care of me. Honestly, I never feel the need to do that.”

“Not even right now?” Anaya asked, raising an eyebrow.

I took a deep breath. Time to see if she was okay with some rather explicit descriptions. “I’ll be honest; I don’t think I’ve ever been as horny as I was last night with you straddling me. But I’m saving my cum. Charlotte has told me that her favorite feeling in the world is my cum leaking out of her and running down her leg, so by me saving it up for a few days, I’m able to give her that.”

Anaya blinked. “Wow. I wasn’t expecting that.”

I nodded. “And I’ll have to go right back to repopulating when we return. So honestly, the more cum I have, the better. So no, I don’t masturbate. And if I ever felt the need, Charlotte would handle things for me. Or,” I said with a wink. “You would, since you’re my lovely, sexy wife that always wants me.”

She laughed again and shook her head, but at least she smiled. She pushed herself to her feet and climbed out of the tent. The morning sun shone through her thin shirt, silhouetting her perfect figure in the opening of the tent. I took a deep breath and exited only a moment later.

It was a nice, cool morning. I grabbed some fresh clothes from my backpack and Anaya did the same. She turned away from me and started pulling her nightshirt up, which caught my eye. Holy shit, was I finally going to actually see that thing?

Yes. Yes, I was.

The bottom hem of her shirt came up, exposing her strong thighs. She adjusted her grip and pulled it further and it continued up, showing her beautiful ass an inch at a time.

It was a work of art, hard muscle and soft curves. It was also quite possibly one of the most perfectly round asses I had ever seen. I offered a silent prayer to Tanarus, wishing that Anaya would be into butt stuff.

Her shirt suddenly came down and she turned, her cheeks red. “Sorry, I wasn’t thinking, I—hey, look away and give me some privacy, you bastard!”

“I can’t help it, you’re my wife and I love looking at you!” I said, and stayed right where I was.

“Looks like I need to get my dagger,” she said.

“Go ahead,” I told her as I crossed my arms. “I’m not moving. You’re my wife, we’ve made love countless times, hundreds, and I absolutely love looking at you. You’ll have to cut my eyes out to get me to stop admiring your body.”

Probably a bad choice of words considering she had threatened to do exactly that once.

Anaya watched me for a moment, then fetched her clothes from her backpack and set them right beside her. Then, while holding my gaze, she pulled her shirt off.

I had seen her topless before, but I still watched in amazement as she stripped. Her lean body, the roundness of her hips, her soft breasts that just ached to be squeezed and sucked on. I wanted to bury my tongue in her smooth pussy so much I think I gave myself a headache.

She slowly got dressed, holding my gaze almost the entire time. Daring me to say anything. I felt the blood in my face and knew I was flushed. Well, that was a pretty minor thing considering the raging erection I had that was very poorly hidden by my paper-thin underclothes. I made no move to hide that. In fact, just the opposite.

Copying Anaya, I stood and peeled my underclothes off while holding her gaze. I took my time, standing there, proud of my erection. It was the third day so I pulled on not only my pants, but that light gray shirt and the vest.

“You do look good in that,” Anaya murmured, looking me up and down.

She wore a dark blue dress with a snug-fitting bodice. Even with the high neck and long sleeves, it showed much of her incredible figure. She helped me fasten my sword belt around my waist, then we both donned our cloaks. After folding the tent up and splitting it between our two backpacks, we were off.

We went at a slightly reduced pace due to what we were wearing, but that was okay. Anaya said we had made excellent time the day before.

Around lunchtime, Anaya pointed to a steep hill in front of us. It was perhaps a hundred feet tall.

“See that hill? We’re going around the right side, and then you’ll see Roselake. Remember, if you can’t think of the right thing to say, just let me do the talking. I’ve been here before. But it would be better if you handled most of it, as men have much higher social status than women here.”

I nodded. “Thank you, wife.”

I winked at her and she smiled before catching herself. But then she took a deep breath and gave me a genuine smile in return. God damn, she was gorgeous. And she was getting there. Maybe soon she’d be smiling at me all the time.

It took us a bit to walk around the steep hill, but I then finally caught my first view of the city of Roselake.


Chapter twenty-one



It was much larger than the valley city of Moonglow, that much was apparent at first glance. Roof tiles glittered in the afternoon sun and reflected off the surface of the large lake in the distance. A stone wall blocked the outside world from entering the city, but I saw two separate gates in it, allowing easy entry.

The trees of the forest thinned out well before the city, but palm trees continued, flanking the road that went to the wall. Due to our heightened elevation, I could see plenty of palm trees within the city itself.

Honestly, it was beautiful.

“Wow,” I said, looking over everything. “That place is gorgeous. I feel like we should try to take over them, instead of the other way around.”

Anaya gave me a sharp look and punched me in the ribs. Not too hard, but hard enough to know that I had misspoke.

“What?” I asked. “Look for yourself, it’s beautiful.”

“I know,” Anaya grumbled. “I still don’t like it though. These people want to take over Moonglow. Kill us, and take our resources.”

“And we’re going to take that ability away from them by killing this Dax guy,” I said. “Hopefully as quietly as possible, so we don’t start any trouble.”

Anaya nodded. “Their city guard stamps out problems quickly and violently. This is not a place you want to get caught with a knife in your hand.”

“Sounds like I should have had you give me lessons with this thing,” I said, patting the hilt of my elaborate sword.

Anaya glanced at me, then down at the sword. “Stick the pointy end in your enemy. Try not to die in the process. Lesson complete.”

“Well, I feel like a master swordsman now,” I said. “I wonder if I could kick Bruce Lee’s ass with this thing. Wait, did Bruce Lee even know how to use a sword?”

“Who the fuck are you talking about?” Anaya asked, looking irritated.

“Oh. Sorry, my lovely wife. So hey, this is Roselake, our home.” I swept a hand out across the city in front of us.

She nodded. “We were married on the shores of the lake itself.” She glanced over at me. “We also very clearly have money. You own a vineyard.”

“Fuck yeah,” I said, rubbing my hands together.

“Also, this place isn’t like Moonglow. Men are in charge here.” Anaya made a disgusted grunt in her throat. “So I’ll have to depend on you to do most of the talking. I’ll try to help out if you get stuck. But if you get us killed, I’ll kill you.”

I just laughed.

As we approached the city, I started to get the idea that the outer wall was more decorative than defensive. Sure, a few soldiers walked along the battlements, but with all the carved stone, the thing was a work of art.

The guards flanking the gate were equally impressive. Their armor gleamed in the sun, every inch of it spotless. They watched people enter and exit the city, but kept their mouths shut.

“They should leave us alone,” Anaya said quietly. “It’s rare they bother anyone.”

“Good,” I said, resting my hand on the hilt of my sword. “I’d hate to have to show them what I’ve learned from you.” I shot her a grin.

“You!” One of the guards said, taking a step toward us. He leaned to the side, taking in our backpacks. “Where are you coming from?”

“Oh, we live here,” Anaya began, but stopped at a sharp look from the soldier.

“I asked the man,” he growled. “So, out with it. Where are you traveling from? We keep track of outsiders here.”

I quickly tried to think of a story that would work. Fortunately I was pretty good at coming up with stuff right off the cuff.

“We’re locals, don’t worry,” I said. “I grew up camping in the woods a lot—my pa said being with nature helped make me into a man. I wanted to show my lovely wife here some of the places we used to sleep at night, so we spent two nights out in the forest.”

He frowned and looked me up and down. “You look awful clean for having been out there.”

“My dirty clothes are in my pack,” I said, patting my shoulder strap.

“No bow? How’d you get your food?” he asked.

Shit. He had a point. Think, think.

“Oh, we packed some food with us,” I said as I took Anaya’s hand and held it in mine. “I ate lots of pie, if you catch my drift.”

The guard glanced over at Anaya, gave her body a quick scan, then let out a chuckle. “What are you, newlyweds or something?”

“Exactly that,” I said. “Have we even been married three months yet, my love?”

“Hmm?” Anaya said, looking over at me. “What did you say, my precious? I was too busy thinking about what a wonderful man you are. I sure hope I’m pregnant. If not, we need to hurry home and take care of that. Mother said she expects grandbabies right away.”

The guard waved us away. “Alright, alright, enough. Go take care of your woman, man.”

A crude joke was a great way to get a man’s mind off of something, especially if there was a pretty woman nearby. I felt proud of myself for coming up with that stupid story right on the spot. Well, it had worked, and that was all that mattered.

“Brent, my husband?” Anaya asked as we walked through the gate. Man, I enjoyed hearing her say that.

“Yes, my love?” I replied.

“You ate my pie? Fucking, really?”

I laughed. “Hey, it worked, right? That’s all I care about. Besides, you have a lovely pie. The best pie.”

Anaya shook her head, but I saw a smile on her face. “As soon as I can get you alone, just you and me together….”

“Yeah?” I said.

“I’m going to cut you into a dozen pieces, burn them to ash, and bury the ashes. I might even piss on them,” Anaya finished, still in a sweet voice. She looked over at me and smiled. “I sure do love my husband. Why are you looking at me that way?”

I rubbed my chin as if I was deep in thought. “You know, I was just thinking. If you pissed on my ashes, I would be only inches away from your pussy. It would probably be worth it, just for that.”

“You son of a bitch!” she whispered harshly and balled up her fist to punch me.

“Yes, good morning to you!” I said to a smiling old man walking by. I grabbed Anaya’s fist and held it in my own, then kissed the back of her hand. “Life sure is wonderful when I’m married to the most beautiful woman in all of Roselake!”

Anaya scoffed. “That’s not saying much, considering how ugly the women are here. They remind me of dogs. Dogs, mixed with pigs. Pigs and goats.”

I glanced at a young woman walking by. She was pretty enough to give even Charlotte a run for her money.

“So, where are we going first, my darling beloved?” I asked. “After a few days in the woods, I’m thirsty and need to wet my whistle. Also, I’m famished. I’ve had nothing to eat but your pie for days. Not that I’m complaining. It truly is my favorite thing to eat, so I was grateful when you wanted me to do it five times a day.”

She gave me one of her typical hard glares, but her mouth kept twitching as she struggled not to smile.

“Toward the lake,” Anaya said in a quiet voice, looking around to ensure no one was close enough to overhear. “The quee—my uh, cousin has two friends that live here, and they keep track of things. Give her updates almost monthly. So I know the general area we need to start looking in.”

“Can we grab a place to sleep, first?” I asked. “Maybe some food.” Anaya gave me another sharp look. “Look, your pie is the best thing I’ve ever eaten, but I need some real food.”

Anaya bit off a laugh. “You’re a real bastard, Brent. Marrying you might have been a mistake.”

“Nah,” I said, squeezing her hand in mine. “I think marrying you was one of the best things I’ve ever done. Without a doubt. If I was dirt poor, I’d still feel like a rich man with you by my side.”

Anaya gave me one of her thoughtful looks and we continued walking.

Roselake was larger than Moonglow and more spread out, so it took some time for us to cross the city. We went to the left a bit as well—honestly, I had no idea if that was south or west or anything else.

“Let’s try here,” Anaya said as we walked up to a large building.

It was four stories, taller than anything else in the area. The bottom two were made from heavy stone, and the top two levels made from thick timbers. Clay-colored roof tiles covered the shallow-angled roof. Anaya pushed open the front door and I followed her inside.

The common room was large, quite large in fact. A thin layer of sawdust covered the floor, with half a dozen round tables spread out across it. Patrons talked with friends over a mug of ale, or sat at the bar, enjoying the same. Anaya walked straight to the bar and I followed her.

“Just ask for a room,” Anaya said quietly.

I leaned an elbow on the bar and waited for the innkeeper to notice us. He was a short, round man with thick gray hair and bushy eyebrows. When he noticed us, he hurried to our end of the bar.

“Good day to you, master and mistress. What can I get for you?” He sounded like he was tired and overworked but forced a pleasant tone.

“We just need a room, please,” I said.

He nodded. “We still have some empty, so you’re in luck. Things have been busy lately.” He rummaged through a large pocket in his white apron and produced a large, iron key. “Sorry, I should have asked. Do you need a single bed or two?”

“One bed,” I said, smiling at Anaya. She grit her teeth and smiled back. “Definitely just one bed.”

“Right you are,” the innkeeper said. He handed me the key and I passed some silver coins across the bar.

“Come on, my love,” I said, taking Anaya by the hand.

“Third floor, second room on the right,” the innkeeper called out as we walked away.

“You had better be glad I’m such a patient woman,” Anaya said.

Pretty sure I laughed the entire way up the stairs.

When we reached the room, I unlocked it and pushed the door open. It wasn’t a particularly large room, but it had a bed just large enough for two people, a nightstand, a dry sink, and a small chest of drawers. There was even a footlocker down at the foot of the bed.

Anaya closed the door behind us and removed her pack. She began pulling things out, muttering about the color of her dress of all things. But what she ultimately did was fasten a narrow belt around her waist and slide a long dagger through it. The scabbard was elaborate enough that it looked like more of a display of wealth than weaponry. For that matter, my sword was much the same.

“Probably don’t need our cloaks, since it’s warm,” I said, reaching for the clasp.

“No, leave it on,” Anaya said. “I mean, look at your cloak. With all the embroidery, that would cost a small fortune. Wear that to prove that you have money.”

“Deal,” I said, and stepped up to her.

“What?” she asked, eyeing me suspiciously.

I reached out and hugged her tightly. “I just wanted to thank you for dealing with all my bad jokes,” I said quietly, then kissed her temple. “You’re a pretty good wife.”

“Pretty good?” she said, clearly offended. She leaned back and looked me in the eye. “No. If you were ever fortunate enough to marry me, I would make the best wife, and you know it.”

“I should marry you just so you can prove that,” I said. Her eyes widened but I leaned forward and kissed her before she could say anything.

I half expected her to punch me again, but she threw her arms around me and kissed me back. One of her legs wrapped around mine and she pressed her crotch against me. There was so much passion in her kiss that I wondered if she was trying to prove something.

“There,” she said, finally pulling away. “You think about that the next time you want to say I’m just a pretty good wife.”

I scratched my head and thought for a moment. “Our sex life is okay, I guess.”

Anaya stared at me for a moment, her face unreadable. She grabbed onto her skirts and began pulling them up, one hand at a time. She pulled them all the way up until they were high enough that I could see her toned thighs and smooth pussy.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Do you want this?” she asked. “I would give it to you, you know. But unfortunately, you’re just a pretty good husband.”

I pursed my lips in thought as I stared at what was quite possibly the most beautiful pussy I had ever seen. “I guess your ass is pretty good, too.”

Anaya dropped her skirts and laughed. “I should cut your throat for that, Brent,” she said, and stepped forward to peck me on the lips.

“But you won’t, because you love me,” I said.

She grinned at me. “Besides, if I gave you a chance with my ass, we both know you wouldn’t be able to handle it.”

“Uh, is that a dare?” I asked, mentally crossing my fingers, toes, and everything else. Holy shit, I’d sell my soul for a chance with that ass of hers.

Anaya walked toward the door to our room. She glanced at me over her shoulder and abruptly slapped her hand down onto her ass. “Are you finally ready?”

“For your ass or for our mission?” I asked. “Because either way, the answer is a resounding yes.”

She laughed. “Okay, let’s go. And you had better make sure you treat me like a proper wife.” She patted the long dagger at her waist. “I’ve got this, now. And guess what? I’m pretty good at stabbing people with it.”


Chapter twenty-two



The more we walked around the city of Roselake, the more I realized that Moonglow was decades or even centuries behind everyone else. Stuck in that circular valley, they got no outside influence, and almost no outside trade. Looking around, it was painfully obvious.

I held my hand out next to me and summoned a tiny flame into my palm as we walked. Not large enough to draw attention, although a few people gave me surprised glances.

“Why do you keep doing that?” Anaya said. Her arm was wrapped around mine and we walked closely together, our steps in sync.

“I’m practicing,” I replied. “I don’t know how to do much with magic, but I want to make sure I’m really good at the few things I can do. When the time comes that I have to use magic to defend myself or our town, I want to know what I’m doing.”

Anaya glanced over at me and nodded, then went back to watching the crowd of people on the street. We were on one of the busier streets in the city, or at least I thought.

Roselake was much larger than the valley; Moonglow could have fit inside this place three times. And it was beautiful, with the huge lake on one side and the low mountains on the other. I briefly wondered why they would want a place like Moonglow, but then I remembered the talk of raw materials and gemstone mines.

“So, where are we going?” I asked.

“Further toward the lake,” Anaya replied.

“Oh, to where we live?” I asked with a chuckle.

Anaya gave me a wry look. “In your dreams, Brent. No, we’re going to the wealthier part of town to find…our friend.”

“How did he get rich?” I wondered aloud.

“Think of the information he has,” Anaya replied. “Remember, my cousin has friends that live in this area. They’ve told her that our friend managed to garner the attention of the king himself with his knowledge. In exchange for telling him everything—and leading an army to you-know-where—he received a house and enough money that he never has to work again.”

“Some life,” I muttered. “All he had to do was betray his people.”

Anaya took a deep breath. “I only ask one favor, Brent.”

“Of course,” I said, squeezing her arm. “Anything for my lovely wife.”

“I want to be the one to do it.” She turned and looked at me with that cold gaze she was so good at. “I want to tell him who I am and watch as the light goes out in his eyes.”

“Jesus, that’s dark,” I said. “Okay, honey. I’ll help with whatever you want.”

“He was never a particularly diligent person,” Anaya continued. “I’ll wager a gold piece that he spends most of his time in bars, drinking and groping women. So we’ll need a bar in the better part of town that still sells flesh.”

“Sounds like a real piece of work,” I said, looking around. I decided to stop summoning fire in my hand. I needed the practice but I didn’t want to be too suspicious, nor did I want to stand out from the crowd too much.

“Here,” Anaya said, pulling me by the arm.

She pulled me across the street to a large building, nearly the size of the inn we had purchased a room in. This one was three stories, all made from stone, with a sharply peaked roof. It was just a simple square, but quite large. Anaya pushed on the thick wooden door and we walked in.

The common room was nothing of note, although it was filled with plenty of people. A large man sat on a stool near the door, scratching an old cat with a finger while keeping an eye on the patrons. His arms were the size of my legs. He was older, with only a bit of gray hair left on his head, but his sheer size combined with the scars on his face and knuckles showed he wasn’t someone to mess with.

I briefly wondered which table we should grab—only a few were free, one in the center of the room and two near windows—but Anaya pulled me toward the bar.

“We’re looking for Dax,” she said quietly to me. “Trying to deliver a message to him. He’s a friend of a friend. I don’t know, you’re good at making this shit up.”

“I got it,” I said as we walked up to the bar. Anaya sat on the stool and adjusted her skirts, muttering slightly about how ungainly they were.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she muttered. “I’m just not a fan of skirts.” She reached down and grabbed her stool, then jerked it a bit.

“If you need some help, I’d love to push your stool in,” I said to her.

She looked up at me for a moment. “Why do I get the feeling you just said something rather crass to me?”

“Because I did,” I said as I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek.

The barman slowly walked over to us, wiping the already clean bar top with a pristine white cloth. His apron was clean as well, as was his pale gray shirt. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows. He wasn’t as old as I had seen other innkeepers, although he was still probably in his forties at least. Both his thick black hair and beard were trimmed short.

“What can I get for you?” he asked, completely ignoring Anaya.

“I’ll take a mug of ale,” I said, then looked at Anaya. “What about you, honey?”

“Do you have wine?” she asked.

“Aye, I do,” the barman said with a slow nod. “Costs two silver, though.”

“That’s fine,” I said, counting out some coins. “A mug of ale for me and a cup of wine for my lovely wife.”

The barman nodded again. “Right away,” he said and turned to fetch the drinks.

“I hate how women have no social status here,” Anaya said under her breath. “My only value is in how wealthy and powerful my husband is. And how many sons I can squeeze out.”

“Seems the complete opposite of…. Of our home,” I said. Especially for a strong woman like Anaya, that had to sting.

The barman came back a moment later with our drinks and set them on the counter in front of us.

“Thank you,” I said, sliding him an extra silver coin. “By the way, I’m looking for a friend of mine. Well, to be honest he’s more a friend of a friend. Never been a huge fan of him myself, but can’t leave anyone out.”

“Who’re you looking for?” he asked, taking the coin.

“A man, goes by the name of Dax. Well, that’s an old nickname of his, he might use a different one these days. He’s a little shorter than me, slightly hunched over, and one of his arms is bad since birth. Shriveled up. You’d know him if you saw him.”

“Aye, I seen him,” the barman said. “You say he’s your friend?”

I shook my head. “Friend is a strong term. Acquaintance is closer to the truth. Okay, let’s be honest; I just put up with him sometimes.” I set my hand on Anaya’s shoulder. “We’re having a get together at our house since we got married a month ago, and one of our friends wanted him to attend as well. So, I figured I’d ask.”

The barman looked over at Anaya. “I wish you both good health and many sons. This man you describe, does he have just a bit of gray hair, and dark eyes?”

From the corner of my eye I saw Anaya nod just slightly. “Yes! That sounds like him. Have you seen him?”

The barman sucked on a tooth before answering. “Yeah. I seen him plenty of times. Bastard owes me nearly an entire gold piece for all the ale of mine he drinks. He likes to leave without paying for his drinks. Being a friend of the king, he likes to remind people like me that I can’t do anything about it.” He spat on the floor, then glanced at Anaya. “Sorry ‘bout that, ma’am.”

In reply, Anaya turned and spat on the floor as well. “It’s okay, good man. He deserves a spit in the eye, if you ask me. I don’t want him at our house but as my husband said, a good friend of ours requested him. Best if we get it over with.”

He nodded at her. “He comes here sometimes, but from what I understand there are places he prefers more than my establishment.” He swept a hand out across the common room. “I serve good drink here, and nothing else. Dolus, as he calls himself now, likes to get drunk and paw at women. They can’t really say no, on account of him being so close to the king.” He made as if to spit again, but stopped himself and swallowed it.

“Dolus?” I asked. “That’s what he calls himself now?”

The barman nodded. “Aye. The way he giggles after saying his name always came across as odd to me. You said he used to use the nickname Dax? What’s that short for?”

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

The barman looked over at Anaya and barked a laugh. “My lord, I think you’ve got yourself a fine woman here. Fine, indeed, and fierce. Now, look. If you two get back on the road and go closer to the lake, then take the, uhhh, third right, you’ll come across another inn after a few minutes. It’s a big one, but all wood, with blue roof tiles. They sell women there as well as drink. He spends a lot of time in there, so that’s your best bet. They kicked him out once when he hurt one of the ladies, but from what I understand he’s back.”

“Thank you,” I said, sliding another silver coin across the counter. He glanced at it so I continued. “Information has value, friend. And hopefully this can go toward the debt he owes you. I’ll bring it up when we find him.”

“Thank you, my lord,” he said, snatching the coin up and stuffing it in a small pocket behind his apron. “You two take good care of each other, you hear? Stop by for a drink any time.”

“Thank you sir,” I said and raised my mug to him.

The barman moved on to the next customer and Anaya and I remained in place, enjoying our drinks. Well, enjoying was a strong word; my ale was warm and flat and Anaya said her wine was half soured. But, they were better than nothing.

Okay, so they weren’t better than nothing. I would have preferred a decent beer, or even some of Cami’s honey wine. Anaya blasphemed every god in existence with each sip. We both made it halfway through our drinks and left them on the counter.

“Let’s go find him,” I said, and offered Anaya my arm.

She nodded. “It’s time.”


Chapter twenty-three



We strolled down the street, very much looking like the young couple in love. Well, I think we were actually turning into that, one moment at a time. Anaya still threatened to kill me on a regular basis, but it was clear she had deep feelings for me and was becoming more comfortable expressing them in her own way.

Strangely enough, at that moment I wanted to run home and tell Charlotte about it; how another woman was falling for me and me for her. I knew Charlotte would be excited for me, and she liked Anaya as well. It was a new feeling entirely, but one I was growing accustomed to.

The lack of jealousy on Charlotte’s part really helped. Had she been any other woman, this entire situation could have spiraled into insanity. But instead she just loved me and understood what I had to do—and sometimes joined in. Those had been my first ever threesomes, and while they got kind of busy at times, it would be very, very hard to top them.

Unless Anaya joined in….

It made me think about Anaya and how much I liked her. Was she one of the women I had to marry? I really didn’t know. I probably never would, but I had to choose wisely or all could fall apart. It was only with the right wives that I could do that; Tanarus had been very clear about that. A woman of heart, a woman of body, and a woman of mind.

It suddenly clicked with me. Charlotte was the woman of heart. I almost facepalmed myself for not having seen it sooner. Of course she was! She was the kindest, most considerate woman I had ever met.

I gave Anaya a sidelong glance. Was she the woman of body? I felt like that should be obvious; not just for her physical strength, but for her toughness. It was a serious risk, and I had no way to know if she was or not.

“Hey, Anaya,” I said quietly.

“Yes?” she asked. She gave me a little smile, which made my heart leap.

I took a deep breath. We had talked plenty about love and passion and all of that when I was flirting with her and trying to get her used to saying the words out loud—we had to pass as a believable couple, after all. But I had never really professed my love and affection to her. I mean, I had told her I liked her and we had kissed, but nothing beyond that.

I looked over at her, at her beautiful face and big brown eyes. She looked back at me, still smiling. I opened my mouth to tell her I loved her.

And immediately closed it. No. This was Anaya. Even if I felt that way, she had too much trauma from her previous relationship. If I told her that, she would probably run away screaming. After stabbing me in the leg, first.

“What is it?” she asked me.

I had to say something, though. We were growing closer by the day and I wanted to continue that.

I reached up and put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. After kissing the side of her head, I smiled at her.

“I just want you to know that I’ve really enjoyed this time with you,” I said. “That’s all.”

She eyed me cautiously, but kept smiling. “I guess you’re a pretty good husband.”

I laughed. “Pretty good?” I reached down and started unlacing the front of my pants.

“Brent, no! Not in the middle of the street!”

I laughed and took her arm again. What a doll.

We arrived at the inn the previous barman had described. Even from the outside it looked a bit rougher; a dark stain on the corner of the building suggested men enjoyed emptying their bladders there a bit too often. Hopefully they at least had the decency to do it at night.

A man stumbled from around the corner of the building, finishing lacing his pants while walking toward us. Well, looks like they didn’t wait until night.

“‘Scuse me,” he said, and pushed the door open.

“You ready?” I asked Anaya.

“Why would I not be?” she asked me.

I shrugged. “I mean, you’re the gentle and loving wife of a wealthy man. You’re not used to riff-raff like this.”

She gave me a wry look and pushed the door open. I hurried in after her.

The difference between this common room and the previous one was night and day. Every table was full of men drinking and loudly talking. Sawdust covered the floor, and plenty of clumped spots showed it was necessary. Some of those clumps were dark red or dried black. Two large men flanked the door, each of them eyeing us like we were criminals as we entered. They were the size of Eddie Hall and twice as ugly.

Two musicians in the corner played odd music; slightly dissonant yet melodious at the same time. I wasn’t big on musical instruments but one played something that looked like a clarinet or recorder or something, and the other had this strange stringed instrument that he hit with tiny hammers. Whatever it was, I kinda liked it.

And then there were the serving women. I was used to women in skimpy clothes after living in Moonglow for a bit, so none of it shocked me. But I wasn’t expecting them to have tops cut that low; each of the serving girls was rather blessed in the chest area, and all of them were about to fall out of their tops. One of them walked by with both tits just hanging out freely.

“There he is,” Anaya said, looking over at me and forcing a smile so she didn’t look suspicious. “He’s seated in the corner next to two women.”

I casually looked across the room so I could catch a glance of him. Sure enough, he was seated in the corner, with two scantily clad women flanking him.

He was a short man with a large stomach, and calling him ugly was an understatement. Only a few gray hairs remained on his head, and his dark eyes looked like they were plotting war crimes. His left arm was shorter than his right, and shriveled up like it had been left to dry in the sun. That hand was no more than a mangled claw.

He took a long pull from his mug of ale, then set it down and burped loudly. With a laugh, he reached over and grabbed the breast of the woman next to him, who was clearly forcing a smile. Neither of those women looked like they wanted to be near him.

“Let’s get a drink and wait,” I said, searching for a table with a view.

We found one, across the room and at the right angle where we could both see him without looking too suspicious. Although, as I went to sit on the bench I immediately learned just how awkward it was to sit with a fucking rapier hanging from my belt.

“Dumbass,” Anaya said, struggling not to laugh as she watched me struggle. “Just swing it out to the side as you sit, then angle it down with your leg. Or even better, sit on the side of the bench. Don’t try to slide in.”

“Good point,” I said, and moved to the edge of the bench. My scabbard hung down, its tip on the wooden floor, but it was out of my way. I had a dagger on the other side, compliments of Anaya, but it was sized so it wasn’t problematic.

A few people glanced at my sword, probably longer than was appropriate.

“Hey, is there something wrong with me wearing a sword in here?” I asked quietly.

“Other than the fact that no one else in this room could afford it? No,” Anaya said. “Hopefully no one tries to steal it. Try to look like you actually know how to use it.”

A serving girl walked up to our table, full of smiles. At least upon seeing Anaya, her smile turned to something genuine. They probably didn’t get many wealthy ladies in a place like this.

Her hair was light brown and sunstreaked, and framed an absolutely adorable face that looked like it needed a bit more sleep. Her dark eyes were lovely and her lips plump and kissable. Like the other serving girls, she had large breasts, barely contained in her low-cut top. Beneath that, her top was snugly laced, showing off her small waist.

“Well, aren’t you two just lovely?” she said with a hand on her ample hip. She gave Anaya an especially sweet smile. “Especially you, my lady. I just love your dress. Can I get you two anything to drink? Or, anything else?”

I had absolutely no question on what ‘anything else’ meant, and with how attractive she was, I was certain she got plenty of business. Or perhaps she was picky and charged more.

“Whatever your freshest beer is,” I said. I looked over at Anaya, and she nodded. “Two mugs, please.” I slid two silver coins on the table and her eyes widened at the sum of money.

“Of course, my lord,” she said, curtseying low enough that one of her breasts actually did fall out of her top. She gave us both a smile, then slowly tucked it back into her top. “I’ll be right back with your drinks.”

While I certainly enjoyed the sight of her bare breast, I was smart enough not to gawk, especially around Anaya. She gave me a look that was part discomfort, part distaste.

“I hope we don’t have to be here too long,” she said, quickly glancing to the side. “Ugh, he is such a scumbag.”

I turned my head to the side and scratched my ear as a guise to get a look at Dax. Or Dolus, or whatever the fuck he was calling himself now. The woman next to him looked rather uncomfortable as he squeezed her tit with his good hand, bent down, and licked the nipple. When he saw the look on her face he laughed and tossed some more coppers on the table.

“There you go, whore!” he said, laughing again. “There’s money for all of you as long as there’s pussy for me!”

“Ugh is right,” I said. “How are we going to do it?”

Anaya turned in her seat, scanning the room. There was a sign indicating an outhouse out back.

“If he’s drinking that much, he’s got to piss at some point,” she said. “That’s probably our best bet, unless you want to wait here all day and follow him home.”

“I’ll take my chances here,” I said.

At that moment the serving girl returned with two mugs of ale in hand and set them on our table. She gave us both another one of those smiles that would have melted my heart had I been in college, especially with those big tits of hers.

“You sure there’s nothing else I can get you two? You look so lovely and nice.” Her slow smile promised a good time for all three of us.

“No thanks,” Anaya replied with a surprisingly genuine smile. She reached out and placed a hand on the serving girl’s and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Please be safe, okay?”

The serving girl smiled back and rolled down the waistband of her skirt. A small dagger was hidden there. “It might not look like it, but we stay safe, my lady.” She bobbed another curtsey, this time managing to keep her tits in her shirt, then walked away to the next customer.

“This place makes me ill,” Anaya said, sipping on the ale. “At least the beer is good. I hate seeing women sell themselves to all these creeps like this. Reminds me of how things were before all our men were killed.”

“Well, at least now we have a chance to start a new society,” I said. The ale was pale straw in color and while a bit flat, had a nice bright flavor. “We can make the best of our situation and raise our children to treat people with more respect.”

She nodded slowly and looked at me strangely. “Yeah,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said, but her face relaxed. I think she liked what I said, but didn’t want to admit it. “Oh, time to move.”

I set my ale down and adjusted my sword, trying to look casual as I slid off the bench. When I stood up I stretched my arms and popped my neck, using that as an opportunity to catch a quick glance at Dax.

He laughed and slapped one of the women on the tit as she slid away from him and gave him room to stand. He pushed himself to his feet, moving like he had enjoyed one too many beers, and moved out from behind the table. He made sure to slap the woman on the ass one more time, then threw some coppers at her.

She glared at his back as he stumbled away, but bent down to collect the money. Man, I hated this guy. Anyone that treated women like that deserved what they got.

“I need to use the outhouse, my darling,” I said, just in case anyone was listening.

“I should as well,” she replied. “That beer went right through my delicate womanly body.”

Anaya turned and wound through the tables, casually making her way toward the hallway at the back of the room. I had to keep my hand on the hilt of my sword so the scabbard didn’t bang against any chairs or tables. We arrived there just a few feet behind Dax and entered the hallway.

Anaya glanced over her shoulder at me as we walked down the hallway behind Dax. I watched as she reached up and pulled her dagger from its gilded scabbard.

Dax pushed the door open and went outside. We followed, right behind him, trying to look casual.

“Ah man, that beer went right through me,” I said, pulling at the front of my pants.

The door closed behind us and we walked over to the three wooden outhouses that stood behind the bar. The faint smell of urine in the air made my mouth twist.

“So, you’re Dolus?” Anaya asked as we both stepped up behind him.

“Yeah,” he said, turning to regard her. His eyes took in her beautiful face, then traveled down her body in a manner so lecherous that I didn’t think I could replicate it if I tried.

“We’ve been looking for you,” Anaya said, holding the dagger behind her back. She brought her other hand up to her dress and smoothed the fine material over her full breasts to draw his attention. I moved up to stand beside her.

Dax licked his lips while staring at Anaya’s chest. “I already have two whores, so you’ll have to wait your turn.” His eyes went down to her hips. “Unless you’ll let me play with your ass. If you’re a good whore, you can come home with me and I’ll give you a few coppers for that ass of yours.” He looked at me and sneered. “Get lost, dipshit. I don’t touch men, and if you think of using that sword, you should know that I’m a personal friend of the king.”

His words by themselves were foul, but the fact that he said them to Anaya lit a flame of rage within me. Without hesitation, I snatched my dagger from its sheath and stabbed it into his stomach.

Dax looked down in shock at the knife hilt protruding from his gut. He opened his mouth to scream.

“Dammit, Brent,” Anaya said as she rammed her dagger into Dax’s throat. “Queen Brielle sends her regards, you traitorous piece of fucking shit,” Anaya growled. Her face was red with anger.

The recognition in Dax’s eyes was immediate. He tried to scream but Anaya’s knife had ruined his throat. All that came out was a blood-soaked gurgle.

“There is no death too painful for you,” Anaya said as she plunged her dagger in Dax’s side.

He fell to the ground, clutching at his wounds with his good hand, trying to scramble away. He couldn’t talk so he grabbed his coin purse and threw it at her.

“Here,” he gurgled.

“Fuck you,” A red-faced Anaya said.

She knelt down and rammed her dagger into his chest over and over again, rapid-fire. It was worse than any prison shanking I had ever seen in a movie. Dear god, she was fucking relentless.

“I want you to die knowing a woman from Moonglow did it,” Anaya said, and rammed her dagger between his legs, right into his crotch. She wiped her bloodied hand on Dax’s pants and pushed herself to her feet.

Dax’s eyes bulged and he tried to scream, but only blood came out of his mouth. With his one good hand he grabbed onto the knife in his crotch, then whimpered at the pain the moment he touched the handle. Tears streaked down his face and blood poured from his mouth.

“We need to leave right away,” I said, grabbing Anaya’s arm.

“I want to watch him die,” she said coldly, staring at the man.

“And I don’t want to get caught. With how many people are in there, someone else will be out here in a matter of seconds to take a piss. I don’t feel like getting executed for murder.”

Anaya shot me a glare, but finally nodded. She bent down and hovered over Dax. “This is for killing my father and my brothers,” she said, then kicked the dagger in his crotch.

Dax’s face went red and he wheezed in pain. I grabbed Anaya’s arm and pulled her away, down the alley behind the inn. She stopped me and stomped on Dax’s face twice with her heel, shattering teeth and breaking his jaw.

“Jesus christ, come on!” I said, pulling her behind me.

Anaya spat on Dax and kicked him in the side of the head, then finally allowed herself to be pulled away. We rushed down the alley, turning left the moment we reached the corner of the building. The street was in front of us, so I released my grip on her arm and let her loop hers around mine, like we usually walked.

Her grip on my arm was tight, and I could feel her shaking. I looked over and saw tears in her eyes. I wanted to stop and comfort her, but we had to get away. She reached up and wiped her eyes with her other hand.

“I miss my father so much,” she said, choking back a sob. “I hope Dax suffers for all eternity for what he did.”

“I think it would be hard for anyone to suffer more than what you just put him through,” I said, glancing all around us. “I mean, he deserved it. But ouch.”

“I just wish I could have done worse,” she said, wiping the last of her tears. She took a deep breath and blew it out, and just like that, she was okay. “Come on. Let’s hurry out of the city. Things are going to get dangerous really quickly.”

If I had ever doubted Anaya’s toughness, she just proved it for me.


Chapter twenty-four



We managed to stay calm on the way back to our inn, but it wasn’t easy. Anaya’s grip was iron-tight on my arm the entire time, and I felt like my heart was going to pound its way through my ribcage and splat onto the street.

“Good afternoon,” I said to a pleasant-looking couple walking by. They smiled in return.

“Here we are, honey,” Anaya said, pointing at our inn.

“Of course, my love,” I replied.

I held the door open for Anaya and let her walk in. My eyes widened a bit at the sight of blood on her hand, but she hid it in the folds of her cloak. I hurried after, positioning myself to block any view of her right hand. We calmly walked up the stairs to the second floor, then the third, then unlocked our room and went in.

“Holy fucking shit,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. I wisely checked my hand after that and saw some blood on my fingers. “Double shit,” I said, and went to the dry sink.

Anaya was already there. A large bowl on top held lukewarm water and she splashed some on her face, then washed the blood from her hand. I handed her a towel and she dried herself while I scrubbed my hands.

“Change your shirt,” Anaya said. “Sorry, I got blood on your sleeve.”

“Triple shit,” I said, hurriedly pulling off my clothes.

I stripped down and tore my shirt off, stuffing it in my backpack while pulling out a fresh one. I barely took the time to tuck it into my pants before fastening my cloak. No vest today, no time.

Anaya needed a bit of help getting out of her dress, as blood stained her right sleeve. She changed into a light-colored blouse and a dark skirt, then fastened her belt around her waist. A dark brown traveling cloak went over that.

“Dammit. I left my dagger in that piece of shit.” She sighed, then looked at me. “Ready?”

“I think so,” I said as I buckled my sword belt. “Yeah, I’m good. Let’s go.”

I grabbed my backpack and slipped my arms through the straps, then picked up her pack as well. She reached out for it but I shook my head.

“A gentleman holds his ladies things,” I said, and she smirked at me.

We hurried out of our room and ran down the stairs, but slowed before we reached the common room. I wanted to ensure we didn’t give anyone a reason to look at us. We calmly crossed the room and left the inn.

“As soon as word of this spreads, the city will probably be locked down,” Anaya said as we walked down the wide street toward the city wall.

“Hopefully we travel faster than the news,” I said.

We did our best to walk quickly without looking like we were walking quickly. There were enough people on the streets that we blended in with the crowd, but not so many to make it hard to walk fast. I was grateful for that.

“Should I take my sword off so I don’t draw any attention?” I asked.

“No,” Anaya said. “First, we don’t have time for that. And second, it helps you to look rich. No one is going to mess with a rich man in Roselake.”

“Good to know,” I said, resting my hand on the hilt. Damn thing was a pain to walk with sometimes.

“The gate is just ahead,” Anaya said ten minutes later. “It’s still open, so that’s good.”

“Holy shit, we’re actually going to get away with this,” I said in tones of wonder.

“Well, yeah,” Anaya said. “No one saw us and we got away quickly. Of course we’re going to get away clean.”

“Back in my world that’s not possible,” I said. “Look at your fingertips, Anaya. You see the pattern on the skin? Those are called fingerprints, and they’re unique to a person. Our fingerprints are all over those knives, and back in my world, the police would use those fingerprints to identify us.”

She glanced at me. “You came from a strange world, Brent.”

“Oh, you’re telling me,” I said. “Don’t even get me started on bronies and scheisse porn.”

“Huh?”

“Nevermind.”

“Step aside, citizens,” a loud voice called from behind us.

We quickly moved to the side right as three armored men on horseback rode past. My heart sank, for I immediately recognized them as officers from the city watch. The local police.

“Just keep walking,” Anaya said. “Don’t slow down. We’ll walk through the gate like we belong out there and we’ll be fine.”

I watched as the men on horseback rode up to the guard post next to the gate. They dismounted their horses and began talking with one of the guards there, who nodded seriously at whatever they had to say.

“That’s not good,” I said quietly.

“Ignore it,” Anaya said firmly. “It doesn’t involve us.”

As we passed through the gate, the guard on the other side called out to us.

“Heading back to the woods so soon?” he asked, noting our packs. He was the same guard we had spoken to when we first entered the city.

“Yeah,” I said. “She said she really enjoyed camping, so we’re going back.

“He’s a hungry boy, so I figured he just needed to eat more of my pie,” Anaya said, winking at the guard.

The guard laughed and slapped his thigh. “Ha, nice one, my lady! You two enjoy your time, and be safe.”

“Good health to you, sir,” she said.

We kept walking down the road that led us away from the city gate. I took a deep breath and let it out. Holy shit, this was actually going to work. We were literally getting away with murder.

“I feel like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders now that Dax is dead,” Anaya said. Her smile reflected that.

“I’ll bet,” I said. “A little bit of justice in the world makes the sun shine brighter.”

“Why Brent, that was almost poetic,” Anaya said.

“Hey, you two!” a voice shouted from behind us. “Wait right there!”

“Shit,” I said, glancing over my shoulder.

“Shit is right,” Anaya said, looking as well.

One of the guards was rushing toward us, but his armor made him slow. The three men that had ridden up were running over to their horses and trying to mount them.

“Time to run,” Anaya said. “I hope you can keep up. I don’t feel like carrying you.”

With that, she started to run. I was taller and stronger—okay, that second part was questionable—but I struggled to maintain her pace. After only thirty seconds, I felt like my lungs were on fire.

I glanced over my shoulder again. The city guards had mounted their horses and spurred them toward us.

“Can you do anything about the horses?” Anaya asked. “Something with magic?”

“Probably,” I said between breaths. “We’ll have to slow down, though.”

“This had better work,” Anaya said, slowing to an easy jog.

I raised my hand and focused on my connection to magic. Fortunately, I had practiced this earlier and I was getting better at it every day, but even still, doing it while jogging wasn’t easy.

My connection to magic felt like touching the surface of a pool with my fingertip. As soon as the connection was made, I was able to pull on it, drawing more and more power into myself. I still hadn’t learned much yet but I knew enough to work out some of the basics.

Earth, water, air, fire, and spirit. Those were the five areas of magic Yazmine had explained to me. I knew how to draw upon fire and water, which made it so I could figure out how to manipulate the others, at least basically.

Time was of the essence so I pulled heavily on water, drawing moisture from the air around me. A ball of liquid formed above my hand and grew, from the size of a tennis ball to the size of my head to the size of a basketball.

“Hold on,” I said, slowing to a walk. I turned and walked backward, my eyes on the approaching riders.

“Stop right there!” one of the guards said as he lowered a lance.

Well there was no way I would survive that. I pulled hard on my magical connection, expanding my ball of water, and sent it flying through the air. I didn’t want to hurt any animals, but it was only water.

A beachball-sized glob of water smacked the horse directly in the face. It whinnied in terror and reared onto its hind legs, throwing the rider to the ground.

“Magic!” one of the other riders shouted, drawing his sword.

“Fuck,” I said, pulling on magic again.

“Please work faster than that,” Anaya said, drawing her dagger.

“I’m trying!” I said, and directed my power into air magic.

I felt as though I was clumsily stumbling my way through magic, which was the truth. But I had enough strength that even just a basic push with air was a formidable attack. I created a powerful blast of air and sent it at the two remaining riders. It was hard enough to stop both horses in their tracks and nearly toppled the riders.

“Get your bow!” one of them said. The other rider pulled a bow from behind his saddle and grabbed an arrow.

“Shit,” I said, still drawing magic into myself. I had to stop that guy before he killed us.

It was that thought that led me to draw on fire. I created a fireball nearly two feet in diameter above my hand and sent it rocketing toward the man. I pushed hard and it moved like a speeding bullet, so fast it was almost a blur. He wasn’t able to react in time.

The ball of fire slammed into him with no physical force, but with all the heat one would expect. He screamed and slapped at his face and body, putting out the flames. His horse also screamed and bolted to the side, knocking the man from the saddle. He crashed into the ground, moaning in pain.

“Sorry!” I shouted. I really didn’t want to hurt the guy; he was just doing his job. But it was either him or us.

“Back off or you’re next!” Anaya shouted at the one remaining guard.

He glared at us while his horse danced, eager to get away. After shouting several obscenities at us, he finally sheathed his sword.

“I’m coming back with a hundred men! You won’t get away with this!” he shouted. With that, he turned his horse around and charged back to the city.

“Time to move,” Anaya said as she started running again.

“What a mistake,” I panted, struggling to keep up.

“What, hitting him with fire?”

“No,” I said. “I was referring to all those days I skipped cardio.”


Chapter twenty-five



We ran as hard as we could, until my blood was acid and my lungs were on fire. I was absolutely exhausted, but Anaya never slowed; she just kept running with that determined look on her face. Finally, I hit my limit and I had to call for her to slow for a bit.

“If they catch us, they’ll draw and quarter us,” Anaya said, giving me a sharp look as we walked. Even her walking was fast. “The king of Roselake is not a pleasant man and isn’t known for his compassion. He seems to delight in cruelty.”

“I could probably handle another two or three with magic, but not a hundred,” I said between hard breaths. Using magic had left me more tired as well. I was ready to drop.

“We need to find a place to hide,” Anaya said, looking around. “You really impressed me with your magic, Brent. I think Yazmine would be proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said, looking to my right. “How about over there?” I pointed to where a massive tree had fallen over, its roots creating a sort of wall that raised twenty feet in the air.

“Probably not,” Anaya said with a frown. “But it’s better than nothing. We’ll start there. Come on.”

She jogged over to the downed tree and I struggled to keep up. We walked around the large hole the roots had torn into the ground, then moved behind the tree.

“Can you cover our footprints?” she asked, pointing to where our boots made clear marks leaving the road.

“I can try,” I said, drawing on magic again. I sent a powerful gust of wind right at the ground, enough to send a thin layer of soil across our prints. It wasn’t perfect, but it would cover our tracks from any casual glances. Or so I hoped.

“Let’s keep walking,” Anaya said after looking around for a moment. She continued in the direction of Moonglow, but stayed off the road. Every so often she gave a concerned glance to her left, toward the road.

We pushed through trees and bushes, trying not to disturb the undergrowth too much so we didn’t leave obvious tracks. It wasn’t easy; I felt like every step I took was a sign just pointing right for us.

“Get down!” Anaya whispered harshly as she grabbed my arm. She dropped to a knee and yanked me down.

We hid behind a large tree, my heart pounding. Anaya pulled her cloak hood up, obscuring most of her face, and carefully peered around the edge. Taking a cue from her, I did the same on the other side of the tree.

Through the bushes and undergrowth, we watched as a dozen men on horseback walked by. Each of them wore mail armor and had a lance resting in his stirrup. They scanned the forest on each side, looking for us.

“Any sign?” the man at the front called out.

“No sir,” one of the other riders answered. “Their tracks disappeared about two or three hundred feet back.”

The leader held up a hand to halt their party. He scanned the other side of the road for a moment, then turned his horse around to face his men. “Then we should go back to where the tracks ended and start our search there.”

“Yes sir,” they said as one.

The entire party turned their horses and they started walking back toward the city, looking for our tracks.

“We’re going to find you!” the leader called out as they rode away. “There will be no end to your pain, once we find you. This is coming from the king himself, you stupid bastards!”

“One of them was a woman, sir,” a voice said.

“You stupid bastard and your whore!” the leader called out.

“Charming,” I muttered. “Looks like we need to go.”

Anaya looked concerned. “If they find our tracks over here, they’ll be able to catch up to us. We need to find a way to stop them.”

I thought for a moment as we stood up and started walking. Yazmine had commented several times on how strong I was with magic; she said I was the strongest she had ever seen. Well, Charlotte was supposed to be even stronger, but she was a bit behind me in training.

With that in mind I turned to look behind us. The city guards were making no effort to be quiet, so I could hear them behind us, roughly two hundred feet. How could I take on a dozen armored soldiers on horseback? That was the real question.

I reminded myself that my life was on the line. Not only that, but Anaya, a woman that I had strong feelings for. I looked over at her and for the first time, saw a glimmer of fear in her eyes. That firmed my resolve and pushed me to do something drastic.

“What are you doing?” she asked as I held both hands up.

“Trying something new,” I said as I drew heavily on magic, and fire. “If they can’t pass through here, they can’t follow us. I won’t let anyone hurt you, Anaya.”

Could I cast at a distance? I wasn’t sure, to be honest. I had never really tried it. Instead of forming a ball of flame in my hand, I created one ten feet in front of me. That was easy enough, so I pushed it further, sending it through the air toward the soldiers.

“What are you doing?” Anaya asked again as she watched me.

“Making sure they can’t get any closer,” I said.

I pulled more magic into myself and sent it into the fire. Sweat broke out on my forehead, not from the heat of the flame but from the effort. My skin began to tingle. I pulled more and more power, then more still. My entire body shook and blood pounded in my ears. Anaya said something, but I couldn’t hear her.

I spread my hands wide and the ball of fire exploded, creating a wall of flame five feet high but fifty feet wide. It reached far into the woods and crossed the road, creating an impassable section.

I staggered to my knees from exhaustion and bit back a curse. I couldn’t push myself so hard when I still needed to run. Anaya reached down and grabbed my arm, helping me back to my feet. Her eyes were wide with concern.

“I’ll never let anyone hurt you,” I said to her. My voice sounded hollow to my own ears. “Come on. Let’s get moving.”

We set out at a fast walk and I forced each foot in front of the other. I felt like I was going to drop with each step, but I somehow managed to stay upright. Anaya kept glancing over her shoulder, looking more concerned each time.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. I didn’t have the energy to look, and if I stopped walking I was afraid I’d never be able to start again.

“You set the whole fucking forest on fire,” Anaya said.

I frowned. “Well, that wasn’t my intention. But at least they can’t follow.”

Anaya looked at me. “That’s dangerous, Brent. A big enough fire could spread and wipe out leagues and leagues of life.”

“If I have to, I’ll pull water from the air and put it out,” I said. “Come on, we have to keep walking.”

Anaya recognized how tired I was and walked next to me. After a bit, she put an arm on my shoulder to help steady me.

“We need to stop so you can rest,” Anaya said, but she glanced over her shoulder again.

I shook my head. “Not yet. I can still move, so we need to keep walking. We have to put as much distance between us and Roselake as possible.”

“At least this will make them think twice about invading us,” Anaya muttered.

“Exactly,” I said. “And with Dax dead, they have no way to make it into the valley. I’ll bet their king is pissed.”

I had never before been that tired. My head pounded and stars swam in my vision. I had to keep walking though, as I knew the moment I stopped I would probably pass out. Only sheer determination kept me alive. Plus, I wanted to be able to face both Anaya and Charlotte and know in my heart that I had done everything possible to protect them. If I took the easy way out, even for just a second, I would never forgive myself. That wasn’t how a man behaved.

“Honey, you’re bleeding,” Anaya said, her brow furrowed with concern. She reached out and touched my face.

I wiped blood from my nose with my sleeve, then kept walking. I was so tired I never even realized Anaya had called me honey.

With Anaya’s help, I kept walking until the sun began its descent toward the horizon. Once the skies turned pink and red—especially vibrant behind us, with smoke filling the sky—I slowed, although I still didn’t want to stop.

“Brent, enough. You’re going to kill yourself if you don’t rest,” Anaya said.

“I just want to make sure we’re far away from them,” I said, my words coming out in a slur.

“Come on, you lovable asshole,” she said, taking me by the arm.

She pulled me further into the woods and away from the road. We walked until she found two trees leaning against each other, then set her pack down. She helped me remove mine, then began using her knife to chop at small branches around the area, only taking one or two from each tree.

I leaned against an upright tree but didn’t sit. I was running on fumes, so to speak. Each blink seemed to take longer than the previous one. I wiped blood from my nose again.

Anaya arranged the leafy branches between the two leaning trees to create a canopy, then set more into the ground to help obscure our campsite from any outside viewers. She hurriedly gathered some dead branches and snapped them into more reasonable sizes, then swept an area of the ground clear of twigs and leaves.

“Do you have the strength to light this?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think,” I said.

Handling magic felt like trying to grab oiled eels with my bare hands. I finally managed to take hold of the barest tendril of fire and created a small flame right in the center of her pile of wood. I held it there for nearly a minute, sweat running down my back from the effort, until I was sure the fire would stay on its own.

While I did that, Anaya laid out our bedrolls and erected our tent. She held a hand out to me.

“Come here, honey. Lie down.” She unfastened my cloak and helped me recline on the soft bedrolls. After that, she pulled my boots off and came back to check on me.

“I feel so lucky that I have you in my life,” I said to her, looking up into her beautiful brown eyes.

“Stop saying these nice things or I might actually believe you,” she said as she knelt over me. “Now, sleep. I’m a light sleeper so I’ll hear if anyone gets close.” She bent down and kissed me softly, then went to her backpack to get something.

The moment I closed my eyes I fell into a deep sleep.


Chapter twenty-six



Iwas used to waking with the morning sun, but when I woke up it seemed to be nearly midday.

I rubbed my eyes and sat up, taking a moment to let my brain fog dissipate. Through the opening in our small tent I could see Anaya sitting on a log next to the small fire, poking it with a stick. She looked bored.

“Everything alright?” I asked as I crawled out of the tent.

She looked up when I spoke. “Finally! I was afraid you were going to sleep the entire day away.”

I went over to the old log she had rolled near the fire and sat next to her. To my surprise, she was wearing pants. It went without saying that even seated she looked incredible in them.

“Where did these come from?” I asked, tapping her thigh.

“My leg? I was born with it. I have another one, you know.” She grinned at me.

“I mean the pants,” I said.

“They’re yours,” she said with a shrug. “I couldn’t stand to wear that dress any longer, and it’s just horrible for walking through the forest. Your pants are a bit snug in the hips but they’re much better for what we’re doing.”

“I guess using magic really wore me out,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “I mean, that makes sense, but I didn’t realize it would be that bad.”

“You look just as tired as you feel,” she said.

“Gee, thanks,” I told her.

“Now that you’re up, we can head out.” She stood up and started kicking dirt over the fire.

“Holy shit,” I said without thinking. My pants were definitely tight in the hips and butt when she squeezed into them.

“What?” Anaya asked, looking around.

“Sorry,” I said, waving it away. “It’s nothing.”

Anaya stared at me for a moment. “Were you looking at my ass again?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m sorry if it makes you uncomfortable. I just can’t help it, you’re so damn beautiful.”

She frowned at me for a moment, then went back to kicking dirt over the fire. “It’s been a long time since anyone looked at me the way you do.”

“I’m pretty sure the whole valley thinks you’re beautiful, Anaya.”

“Yeah, but…. I guess to speak more accurately, it’s been a long time since I’ve enjoyed anyone looking at me the way that you do. Although I’m still getting used to it.”

Once the fire was smothered, she walked over to the tent and began tearing it down. I tore my eyes away from her hips and tried to stuff them back into my head, then went to help her.

“Thanks,” she said. “Feeling good enough for travel today? Not that you have a choice.”

“Yeah, I feel okay,” I said. “A bit grainy behind the eyes, but I can walk.”

“Good. I want to get as far away from Roselake as possible today. You setting the forest on fire certainly slowed them, but I imagine they’ll still be after us. If they can manage to catch us, they can torture the location of Moonglow out of us. Well, out of you.”

“Do you think they’d really do that?” I asked.

“Of course,” she said. “What’s a little torture compared to all the resources we have?”

“I need to talk to the queen about some of that stuff,” I said. “I understand Moonglow’s isolation, but we’re behind, technologically. We need to work on that. Maybe build up some defenses so no one can invade—I mean, in addition to our natural defenses—and try to trade with people from time to time.”

“Probably not the worst idea,” she said as she stuffed things into her backpack. “Here. We can eat while we walk.” She handed me an apple.

Once we broke camp we got back on the path home and started walking. Anaya set her usual fast pace and I really had to focus to keep up.

“Do you think they’re still coming?” I asked. “The soldiers, that is. Even though I lit that fire?”

“I won’t doubt for one second that they’re closing in on us as we speak,” Anaya said. “That’s why I’m walking so fast. It’s not just because I miss my bed.”

“What’s our plan if we see them?” I asked.

Anaya barked a laugh. “Well, hopefully you can set them on fire again. It’s not like I can fight a hundred men all at once.”

“What if we got them to line up and duel you one at a time?” I asked. “I’d be there to cheer you on.”

Anaya laughed again, but didn’t answer. I could tell she was concerned about the threat behind us. And honestly, I couldn’t blame her.

She let us stop around midday, but not for long. We ate some food and I pulled my boots off to check my feet. They were still in good shape, but I gave them a rub regardless.

“Boots off,” I said to Anaya, who was seated next to me.

“Why?” she asked suspiciously.

“So I can rub them,” I said. “Come on, hurry.”

“Fine,” she said. “But five minutes and no longer.”

She pulled her boots off and at my beckoning laid a leg across my lap. I gripped her foot firmly, gently squeezing it to encourage blood flow, then pressed my thumb into her arch and started rubbing.

“Ohhhhh,” Anaya said, her eyebrows raising. “Oh, that’s nice. I should have had you do this a long time ago.”

“Well, of course I take care of my wife,” I said, winking at her.

Anaya smirked, but not maliciously. “Now that we’re away from Roselake, you can cut that shit out. I’m going back to being grumpy and alone.”

I shrugged. “I guess that means I’ll just have to keep flirting with you. Oh, and giving Yazmine excuses so she’ll keep having the queen send you to my cottage.”

Anaya blushed. “If you didn’t have my foot in your hands, I’d kick you.”

“Well, unfortunately I can’t do it for too long,” I said. “Give me your other foot.”

Anaya switched legs and I went to work on that foot. She let her head fall back and smiled. It felt good to do something nice for her, something she truly enjoyed.

I thought again on the three women Tanarus had told me I needed. It felt more and more obvious that Charlotte was the woman of heart; she had to be, and Tanarus had already admitted that she was one of the three I required. I felt more confident that Anaya was the woman of body.

I liked Anaya quite a lot; of that there was no doubt. What would a life with her be like? Once she warmed up, she was a passionate, loving woman. With Charlotte there to keep her disarmed, I think it would go well.

But how would I win her over? She did seem to have feelings for me as well, but I needed to marry her. How would I get her to agree to that?

“Why are you staring at me like that?” she asked.

“Just thinking about how much I like you,” I said. I hadn’t realized that I had been watching her. Sometimes it was hard not to look at her, with how beautiful she was.

“Hopefully not too much,” she said, pulling her foot off my lap. She turned away, but not before I saw her blush. “Okay, time for us to get back on the trail. Thanks for the foot massage.”

We put our backpacks on and started walking again. Anaya was pleasant enough company, even with her snarky attitude, but I was getting really tired of walking all day. Maybe I could just consider it cardio.

“I’m in a cutting phase, bro,” I muttered.

“Huh?” Anaya said.

“Nevermind. We should get home tomorrow, right?”

Anaya nodded. “We lost some time when you wore yourself out, but I think we’ll still get home around dinnertime tomorrow. As long as we can keep this pace.”

“Good,” I said. I briefly wondered if I should tell Charlotte about my suspicions about Anaya. She would certainly help. But what if I was wrong? I glanced over at Anaya again. Man, I hoped I wasn’t wrong.

Several hours later, we stopped. Anaya was staring at the ground with open concern on her face, more than I had probably ever seen before.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Look,” she said, pointing to the ground. “Look at those tracks.”

Well, I didn’t know a damn thing about tracking. They just looked like footprints to me. I studied them for a moment while Anaya turned in a circle, watching in every direction.

“Wait, is this one missing half of its toes?” I asked, kneeling to get a better look.

“Yes,” she replied, looking behind us. “And some have only one boot. Some are more bone than anything else.” She glanced at me. “The Ghost Prince is marching his soldiers in this area. Probably trying to find Moonglow.”

“Shit,” I said. “Can we make it home?”

“I hope so,” she said, but didn’t sound entirely confident.

I thought for a moment. “I have a plan that might work, but it’s going to require a lot of luck. Also, you need to tell me about the Ghost Prince’s soldiers. I haven’t been told a thing about them yet.”

She kept staring behind us, then eventually nodded. “Fine. Keep your ears open. I thought I heard something behind us.”

As we started walking again, she told me about the Ghost Prince’s army. It was an army of undead, bolstered by his cursed powers. Even though they were walking corpses, they were stronger than living men, she explained. Stronger and infinitely more vicious. And, harder to kill.

I told her my plan. She looked at me as if I was crazy, then shook her head. A moment later she agreed to it, admitting that we were out of options.

A horn keened behind us, thin and distant. Anaya stopped and looked behind us, then at me.

“They’re on our trail,” she said. “I knew I heard something.”

“The undead soldiers?” I asked.

She shook her head. “They don’t use horns. You’re hearing Roselake soldiers hunting us down. The horn is supposed to scare us so we’ll run until we’re exhausted.”

“Too late for that,” I muttered.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s follow the tracks. I just hope your plan works.”

“And if it does?” I asked. “If my plan works, I’m taking you on a date.”

She glanced at me and rolled her eyes. “Fine. One date.”

We walked faster than before while the horn slowly grew louder behind us. Anaya said we were getting close to the Ghost Prince’s soldiers. I wasn’t sure which one sounded worse.

An hour later, I found myself wondering if I had ever been so utterly exhausted. I mean, the day before I had nearly put myself in the grave by using magic, but I was absolutely ready to drop. Anaya had barely even broken a sweat.

The horn sounded behind us again, dangerously close. I glanced over my shoulder, wondering why I couldn’t see them.

“They’ll be here soon,” she said. “We need to find a place to hide. Help me look.”

We kept walking, but checked both sides of the road for any natural formations. I managed to find three boulders piled together, that would hopefully give enough concealment.

“Are you really sure about this?” she asked, squinting in front of us. “Oh gods, I think I see them. No time to think, just do it!”

I took a deep breath to calm myself, then opened my body to magic. It flowed into me, a bit easier than the day before. The different types of magic were more apparent every time I used it, and I easily separated fire from the others. My skin tingled as I created a ball of flame a foot in diameter above my hand and held it in place.

“There,” Anaya said, pointing in front of us.

I watched for a moment, until I finally saw it. Movement. They weren’t close enough for me to make out any details, but I could tell something was up there. I sent my ball of fire rocketing towards them.

“Behind us!” Anaya said, her hands on my arm.

I pulled more fire into myself and created a second ball of flame. That one went behind us, following the path.

“You think they’ll see it?” I asked.

“It’s hard to miss,” Anaya said. “Come on, let’s hide. Step on patches of grass and branches and rocks so your boots don’t leave prints in the dirt.”

I tried my best. Balancing with a backpack on while being that tired simply wasn’t easy, but I walked down a fallen branch, then hopped onto some grass, then stepped on a flat rock. Hopefully it would be enough. Once we got close, we rushed to the boulders and moved behind them.

Anaya pulled her backpack off and motioned for me to do the same.

“Don’t we need this stuff?” I asked.

“If they see us, we need to move quickly,” she whispered. “Now, be quiet. Let’s hope your stupid plan works and we don’t die.”

Together, we peered around the edges of the boulders. They had fallen about fifty feet off the side of the worn dirt road and several trees stood in the way, so I felt confident we were well hidden.

After a few minutes, Anaya nudged my arm. She pointed off to our right and I followed her finger.

Down the road, the Ghost Prince’s army marched toward us. They were all walking corpses, every one of them, and in different stages of decay. Some looked recently deceased and extra juicy, and some were little more than skeletons. They marched down the path, looking for whoever had thrown a ball of magical fire at them.

Moments later, the horn sounded again, and with it came the thundering of hooves. We peered around the side of the rocks, trying to catch a glimpse.

“Lances ready!” a man’s voice shouted. “Run these demons down!”

“Mistake,” Anaya whispered. “We should take advantage of this and sneak away.”

“You’re right,” I said.

We grabbed our backpacks and slipped them back on, then carefully moved out from behind the boulders. We moved from tree to tree, trying our best to be stealthy. Well, Anaya was as silent as the wind. I somehow managed to step on every twig and dead leaf in the forest.

The sound of the Roselake horsemen crashing into the undead army was much louder than I expected. Horses screamed, men shouted, and of course the sound of weapons striking rotted flesh and rusted armor. But the undead army didn’t fall like it should have.

Oh sure, the lances knocked them down. A lance from horseback was absolutely devastating. But the Ghost Prince’s troops got right back up and chased after the riders, who shouted in surprise and fear.

“Hurry!” Anaya said in a harsh whisper. We continued moving from tree to tree while the two armies fought.

I would have expected heavily armored men on horseback to do well against a bunch of zombies. I was wrong.

They swarmed the riders like ants, skeletal teeth biting horses and riders alike. Men and horses screamed as they were dragged down. More riders charged, hoping to knock the undead soldiers down with their lances, but often found themselves swarmed as well.

Holy shit, Anaya had survived a fight like that? I remembered the scar on her lower stomach where she had been run through with a spear, but kept on going. It gave me a whole new level of respect for her.

“You have to take their heads off,” Anaya said to me, speaking quietly. “It’s the only way to kill them.”

“Noted,” I said. I gave one more nervous glance to my left, watching in horror at the melee that unfolded. A man in plate armor swung a heavy, two-handed sword and carved a path of destruction through the troops. I wondered if he would have a chance at survival. I didn’t get the opportunity to see though, as we hurried away.

But before we left, I saw him. The Ghost Prince.

I wasn’t sure what I expected; no one had really told me about him. He was the only undead soldier on a horse, and the horse looked half rotten as well. Andreas the Ghost Prince looked like a teenage boy, tall and once handsome, with maggot-pale skin and long brown hair. His skin wasn’t rotten at all, just as pale as snow. He wore a helmet that had two curved horns, and mail armor. I saw no weapons.

Anaya grabbed my hand and pulled me along. Together, we ran through the forest while the two armies killed each other.


Chapter twenty-seven



We moved as quickly as we could for the rest of the day and kept walking even after the sun finally set. Fear gave us strength and we refused to stop when danger lurked that close to home.

“I have a feeling that whoever wins that battle will be coming after us,” I said as we walked through the dark forest.

“That’s the exact reason why we’re still walking,” Anaya said. “Neither one of them can get into the valley, but they can surround it and make it so we can’t get out. We don’t really need anything outside of the valley, but being trapped would still be a nightmare scenario.”

“So either way, we’re going to have to face them,” I said, mostly to myself.

I wasn’t exactly a military historian, but hopefully I could improve their defenses some just through my modern education. If Roselake soldiers attacked, we could probably rain down arrows on their heads from far up on the cliff. But what about the Ghost Prince’s soldiers? They had already killed all the adult men. Anaya said the only way to kill them was to cut off their heads.

There had to be a better way. Perhaps if the Ghost Prince died, he would take his army with him. If it was his foul magic that kept them alive, that made sense to me, although I wasn’t sure how that would work out; if I killed him, would they just crumble to dust, or would they slowly decay? Honestly, I didn’t want to find out.

“We should get some sleep,” I said when it was full dark. And being in the forest hundreds of years before the invention of modern lighting meant it was absolutely fucking pitch black. I could barely see my hand in front of my face. “We’re going to break an ankle if we keep walking through the darkness like this.”

Anaya grumbled, but she stopped. “Fine. Can you make a light for us?”

“Sure,” I said, creating a small flame above my palm.

We walked off the road about a hundred feet until we found a place suitable for a campsite, then pitched our tent and made a small fire. Anaya spent another ten minutes tearing small branches off of nearby trees and weaving them into a wall that would block the view of our fire from the road.

“It’s getting chilly at night and I’d prefer to have a fire,” she explained as she sat down on a head-sized rock. “I’ll deal with the risk.”

I reached out and grabbed her shoulder, giving it an affectionate squeeze. “Hey. You doing okay?”

“Yes,” she replied, then closed her eyes. She took a deep breath and continued. “No. I’m stressed. I don’t want my home invaded by either of these armies. I don’t want them anywhere near Moonglow. I’m concerned that we’re not strong enough to do anything about them if and when they show up.”

“We’re going to find a way,” I told her. “Remember, Yazmine used magic to bring me all the way from a different world just to save you guys. I’m not gonna let anything happen to you.”

Anaya looked at me for a moment, the flames reflecting in her dark eyes. “Thank you, Brent,” she said.

“We’re going to be okay.”

She gave me a smile that suggested she didn’t believe me but appreciated my attempt at consoling her.

We slept cuddled up that night, her head on my shoulder. I breathed in the scent of her hair as I slowly drifted off to sleep, and had dreams about going on a picnic with both Anaya and Charlotte.

The next morning Anaya woke with the sunrise and shook me awake.

“No sleeping in,” she said. “We have to get going.”

“Okay, okay,” I grumbled.

The fire had burned down to coals, so I briefly used some magic to get it burning again. That helped push away the chill of the morning that was becoming more prominent this time of year. We sat around it for a moment, warming ourselves, then began breaking down our camp.

Anaya wore my pants again, for which I was grateful. She looked incredible in them. Maybe she could start a new trend of women in tight pants. Man, I hoped and prayed to every god in existence she would do that.

“Brent, I know we don’t have the best food here, but if you keep staring at my ass I’m afraid you’re going to try to eat it,” Anaya said.

“Oh, you have no idea,” I replied.

I didn’t think she got the joke but she laughed regardless. She changed into a comfortable shirt—one of mine, I might add—and we gathered up our things.

Shortly after the sun rose we were back on the worn path, quickly walking toward Moonglow. Anaya seemed pleased with the progress we were making. Everything around us just looked like regular forest to me, but she seemed to recognize things.

“We’ll be home around midday,” she said after a few minutes.

“Good,” I told her. “I’m going to pester the queen for her tub so I can take a hot bath and relax for an hour.”

Anaya let out a small groan. “Ugh, that sounds wonderful.”

Something suddenly occurred to me. “Hey, I could just do that with magic. If I had a tub in my house, I could fill it using magic, then heat the water in the same manner. Hot baths every day.”

Anaya gave me a sidelong glance. “Are you still trying to win me over?”

“Well, that depends,” I said. “Is it working?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Maybe. I haven’t decided yet.”

“Okay, then maybe I’m trying to win you over.”

Anaya let out a laugh. I walked close to her and took her hand in mine, and we walked that way for a while. I was just glad she was okay with that. She had been back-and-forth with affection this trip, but I still felt like I was one step closer to making her mine. I just had to figure out how to close the deal.

Fortunately, we didn’t see any more signs of the Ghost Prince’s undead army or the Roselake riders. That calmed my heart a bit, even though I knew one of them was out there somewhere, behind us, plotting our demise. But it looked like we were going to make it home safely, which meant they wouldn’t be able to find their way inside.

“I need to talk to the queen about our defenses when we get back,” I said.

“I’m sure you’ll have the time,” Anaya replied. “Brielle will want to talk to us as soon as we arrive. She’ll want to hear about everything we saw.”

“I saw your ass,” I said.

“Not that, Brent!” Anaya said. She gave me a hard look, but there was laughter behind it.

“Hey, let me get your advice on something,” I said. “So the queen said I could take any three women as my wives. I already married Charlotte, so that leaves two. What if I just took the queen as my wife?”

Anaya blinked. “What? Where did that come from?”

“Oh, I was just thinking.”

“No,” Anaya said. “The woman has to consent to it, and she would turn you down.”

“Oh, I’m sure,” I said. “But what if I asked her.”

“I’m not sure why you would even bother,” Anaya said. “Are you so eager to marry someone else?”

“Only if I find the right woman,” I said. “She’d have to be tall and fit, with big brown eyes and long brown hair.”

“Brent,” Anaya warned.

“She’d have to be smart and tough, and be able to fight with a sword and spear.”

“Brent,” Anaya said again, her voice growing heated.

“And she’d have to have the most incredible ass,” I said with a grin.

“Brent!”

“Oh, I’m sorry, my love. Did you say something?”

Anaya let out a long breath. “I think I really am going to kill you one of these days.”

I reached out and took her hand again, and to my surprise she held it tightly. “Nah. I think you’ll be too busy with me pampering you.”

“With foot massages and those hot baths you just described?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“I think that sounds like a great start,” I told her. “Honestly, I want to take you and Charlotte out on a picnic. Just the three of us, having lunch out on a nice field, surrounded by wildflowers. I actually dreamed about that last night.”

“That sounds nice,” Anaya said quietly.

“And you did agree to one date, since my plan worked,,” I reminded her.

“Yeeeaaahhh, I remember,” Anaya said.

“I think we’d do well together,” I said. “The three of us, that is. Nothing but love and affection and foot rubs and hot baths. And some wine and our own house.”

Anaya laughed. “I don’t know why I resist so much. That honestly sounds great.”

“Well, let’s make it through the rest of the day first, then we can talk about our life together, deal?” I asked.

She looked at me for a moment. “I’m not promising anything.”

“That’s fine,” I said, still holding her hand.

I left it at that, so I didn’t say too much. It was nice, being around Anaya when she softened up a bit. I kept her hand in mine for at least another half hour as we walked, but finally had to release it so we could focus on getting home as quickly as possible.

“We’re getting close,” Anaya said when the sun was high overhead.

“How can you tell?” I asked.

“I recognize all these,” she said, pointing at the trees. “They’re different from the ones behind us. Now, I just have to find the path. It splits and splits again and again, and there’s a pattern. I can see the entrance, but people not from here won’t be able to. They’ll just see a cliff wall covered in vines.”

I grunted. “That explains why I was never able to see where we were going until we entered the valley.” I wondered if that would ever change. Probably not, since ultimately I wasn’t from Moonglow.

Together, we wound through path after path, sometimes circling back, sometimes walking straight for a hundred feet. Eventually, Anaya reached up and pushed some vines aside and we entered the tunnel that led through the cliff wall.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I told her. “Let’s get this done.”

I offered her my hand and she stared at it for a moment, then took it. Side-by-side, we walked down the tunnel and entered the valley city of Moonglow.


Chapter twenty-eight



Iwasn’t sure what to expect when we exited the wide tunnel. From my understanding, our mission had been a tightly kept secret, so I didn’t expect anyone to act out of the ordinary when we arrived.

Well, I was wrong.

A short woman with a small chest stood at the end of the tunnel, leaning on her spear. Her eyes widened when she saw us and her face lit up.

“You’re back!” she said excitedly. After a big smile, she hurried away.

“I guess word has spread,” I said, looking around.

We walked down the long ramp that led from the tunnel to the ground level. Ten minutes later, people started to show up. I recognized Melusina and a few others. They lined the road, smiling at us and sometimes clapping.

A boy around six or seven years old ran up to us, bouncing excitedly. “My mommy says you two are heroes,” he said. He tugged at my hand and I held it for a moment as we walked.

His mother ran up a few seconds later and pulled him away. “I’m sorry about that,” she said, blushing.

“No, no, it’s fine,” I said, slightly bewildered. I looked over at Anaya and she shrugged. She looked just as caught off-guard as me.

“Good job, sister!” Masha said as she clapped from the sidelines. “I hope you made it hurt!”

Anaya blinked, then smiled at her sister Masha. “Yeah,” she replied. “Is this really all for us?” she asked me.

“Looks like it,” I said.

Charlotte pushed through the crowd and ran up to me next, nearly knocking me over when she threw her hands around me. We stood there and kissed for a moment while everyone else cheered us on.

“We don’t have all day for that, guys,” Anaya said.

“Oh, shut up and kiss me,” Charlotte said as she pulled away from me. She went up to Anaya and gently pulled her down for a deep kiss.

Holy shit, it was like every fantasy I ever had coming true right before my eyes, seeing those two kiss. The fact that Anaya actually kissed her back blew my mind. Maybe there was hope I could win her over. It would just take time and patience. I knew it would be worth it.

I was thinking about Anaya and Charlotte so much that when Yazmine walked up to congratulate me I wrapped her in my arms and kissed her. I didn’t even think about it; my mind was still on Charlotte’s kiss. Yazmine kissed me back, gently, although I could tell she was just as surprised as me.

I broke our kiss a moment later and smiled at Yazmine. She blushed at me, then walked over to Anaya and gave her a surprisingly warm hug.

“I’m so glad you’re safe,” Yazmine said. “You’re the treasure of the valley. Nothing bad can ever happen to you.” And with that, she went onto her toes and kissed Anaya on the cheek.

“Come on,” Charlotte said, pulling on my hand. “The queen needs to talk to you about what happened.”

“How does everyone know about this?” I asked as we walked down the road.

“I may have let it slip that you and my girlfriend here were on a mission to save the entire valley,” Charlotte said. “And that if you returned alive, that meant we were safe.”

I looked over at Anaya. She still looked to be in shock, which only grew as a teenage girl draped a necklace of flowers around her neck.

“Anaya! Anaya! Anaya!” a group of schoolgirls chanted as we walked past.

Charlotte held my right hand, so I reached out with my left and held Anaya’s. She gripped it tightly as we crossed Moonglow and walked toward the royal palace. Yazmine walked right behind us. I glanced over my shoulder and saw she still looked surprised from our kiss. Well, same here, babe.

When we reached the small royal palace we finally split from the crowd. Only Yazmine, Anaya, and I walked forward. Anita was waiting there, leaning on her spear like usual, although she beamed a smile at us.

“Looks like you finally did something useful with your time,” she said, raising her hand.

I gave her a solid high-five. “Yeah, it feels good to be useful,” I said.

“Well, calm your tits,” she said, pulling the door open. “The queen needs to question you about everything that happened. Come on.”

Anita held the door for us and walked in after. She was certainly in a good mood, which was nice to see. She pulled open the door to the throne room and waved us through.

Queen Brielle stood there at the end of the runner in all her beauty, wearing…a sundress? It had golden embroidery along the top and bottom edges and the shoulder straps were golden chains, but there was no mistaking it for what it was. A sundress, and with her curvy figure, she looked incredible in it.

“I am so glad to see you two back so soon, and in good health,” Queen Brielle said, smiling at both of us. She walked up to Anaya and gently held her face in her hands. “My beloved cousin, it always warms my heart to see you. And you, Brent,” she said, touching me in the same manner. “Thank you once again for your service to Moonglow.”

Up close she was even more beautiful. It was very apparent that not only was she a physically beautiful woman, but her entire life had been spent with only the best care. Her eyes were clear, her skin absolutely flawless without a single wrinkle, and she smelled better than I thought a person could smell. Damn, did I have the hots for the queen?

Yes. Yes, I did.

She released me and walked back to her throne. Watching her sway in that dress was hypnotizing. Each curvy cheek moved up and down with each step, and the way the thin cloth laid upon it left little to the imagination.

I took a deep breath so I didn’t wind up with a boner. Focus, Brent. Focus.

“So,” the queen said as she turned and sat on her throne. “Tell me everything.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “Where to start?”

“From the beginning,” she interjected.

“I’ll start,” Anaya said. “No offense, Brent, but you’ll ramble. Queen Brielle, just to start on a positive note, the mission was successful. Dax the traitor is dead.”

The queen clapped her hands twice. “Wonderful. I want all the details.”

“Well, we made it there on the third day,” Anaya began. “I pushed us hard, and we got there quickly. Brent came up with a story about us being newlyweds on a camping trip that satisfied the curious gate guards in Roselake.”

“Well done,” Queen Brielle said.

“Thanks,” I replied.

“We got a room and dropped our stuff, then went to the part of town Dax was known to inhabit,” Anaya continued. “It took us a few hours, but we managed to find him. Everyone knows about him, and he doesn’t seem too popular. Doesn’t pay his bills, either, but he was protected by the king himself. Once we found him, we waited for the right opportunity and killed him.”

“And what was the opportunity?” Queen Brielle asked, leaning forward in her throne. She seemed captivated by the story.

“We were drinking in a common room, so we just waited for him to, ah, relieve himself,” I said. “We followed him outside and finished the job.”

“How?” Queen Brielle asked.

“I stabbed him,” Anaya said. “Well, Brent stabbed him. Then I did.”

Queen Brielle raised an eyebrow.

“Anaya put about a hundred holes in his chest and said ‘Queen Brielle sends her regards,’ then kicked the shit out of him when he hit the ground,” I said.

The queen nodded as if satisfied. “Good. He deserved the worst death.”

“Pretty sure he got it,” I said, trying not to remember the knife going in his crotch. “And most importantly, we got away.”

“They didn’t follow?” Queen Brielle asked.

I looked at Anaya. “Well, yes,” she said. “Which leads us to a problem.”

“I don’t like problems,” Queen Brielle said, her perfectly manicured brows lowering.

“You’re really not going to like this one,” I said. “Soldiers from Roselake followed us but I used magic and kept them away. On the second day of us coming home, Anaya saw signs of the Ghost Prince’s army.”

Queen Brielle gasped. “So soon? Is he back?”

Anaya nodded. “Probably a hundred of them, maybe more. Brent managed to make the two armies attack each other.”

“Good,” Queen Brielle said. “Who won?”

“We didn’t stay to watch,” Anaya said. “But whoever won, we expect them to be on their way. The good news is neither of them can make it inside the valley.”

Queen Brielle leaned back on her throne, her brow furrowing in thought. “This is certainly a new development. Do you think we can defend against them?”

“They can’t enter,” I emphasized. “We just need to hit ‘em while they’re outside and we can slowly pick them off.”

“You still have to face my brother,” the queen said, giving me a hard look. “That’s your destiny.”

I swallowed. “Yes ma’am, I know. We’ll get there, I promise.”

The queen thought for a moment, then looked over at Anaya. “So, how was it, my cousin? Acting as a wife? Were you nice to this young man at all?”

“She was great,” I said, smiling as Anaya blushed.

“You’ve been with him for weeks now,” Queen Brielle said. “Are you with child yet, or have you had your moon blood?”

Anaya opened her mouth and closed it. Her cheeks turned red.

“Anaya,” Queen Brielle began.

Anaya stayed silent and looked defiantly at the queen.

“You have slept with Brent, right? You have done your duty to your people, right?” Queen Brielle suddenly looked like a stern mother talking down to a child. “You were chosen because you’re the best of us, Anaya. Now, out with it. No? Nothing?”

Anaya just stood there, her mouth shut. I didn’t think a pry bar could have opened those lips.

“What about you, Brent? Are you willing to answer your queen? Have you put a baby inside my cousin yet?”

Oh man, how to handle this situation. I thought for a moment before answering.

“Anaya is traumatized from her last relationship,” I began.

“Yes, we all know that,” Queen Brielle said. “He was a foul man and got what he deserved. Now, answer me.”

I took a deep breath. “I won’t force myself on her. She needs to be ready, and she’s not yet. We’re getting there, though. I think Anaya will be comfortable enough with me soon.”

Queen Brielle looked down at her cousin. “I chose you myself, Anaya. I gave you the honor of being one of the women to save our society. And you dare shirk your responsibilities?!”

“I can’t help it if I’m not ready to lay with a man again!” Anaya replied.

“You watch your tone with me,” the queen snapped. “I grant you leeway because you’re my beloved cousin, but you still are expected to honor your people. Since you can’t be trusted enough to complete the simple act of getting pregnant, then you will no longer be among the women chosen for this task.”

“Brielle, no!” Anaya said. “I want to, I’m just not ready!”

“Queen Brielle,” the queen said sternly.

“Hold on, she isn’t going to come see me any longer?” I asked. That immediately ignited my stubborn streak and made me dig my heels in.

“No,” Queen Brielle said, crossing her arms beneath her massive breasts. In the sundress, it was quite a sight. I had to focus, though. On things other than her boobs, to be clear.

“That’s not right,” I protested. I knew talking back to a queen was a bad idea, but fuck it. “I like Anaya. I want to keep seeing her. I look forward to every moment I spend with her.”

“That’s fine, but you will not be spending your official time with her,” the queen said. “That time will be spent with women that actually want to help save their people.” She made the words cut like a knife. “Anaya, I thank you for handling Dax, but you may leave us now. I wish to talk with Brent about another matter and you are no longer required.”

“No, wait,” I said to Anaya, ignoring the queen’s glare. “No, I don’t like this at all. I want to keep spending time with Anaya.”

“What you want doesn’t always matter,” the queen said firmly. “I’m trying to save my people, Brent. I can’t waste time on someone too scared to do her job.”

“Fine,” I said. “I didn’t want to do it like this, but I see no other way around it.” I turned and faced Anaya. “I’m taking my second wife right now. Anaya, will you marry me?”

Anaya stared at me wide-eyed. “Um. Are you fucking serious?”

“As serious as a heart attack,” I said. “I'm crazy about you and I want to be around you every day.”

She crossed her arms and frowned at me. “No.” She sounded full of doubt, and her cheeks flushed. "I'm not—Brent, I'm too difficult, and you'll just get tired of dealing with me. Besides, I'm a mess."

“That's fine," I said. "You can be my mess. And you being difficult hasn't scared me away yet, has it?"

Anaya just stared at me. “By Tanarus, you really are serious, aren't you?”

“Stop wasting everyone’s time, Brent,” the queen said. “You have a village to save.”

“The rest of the village can wait,” I snapped. Both the queen and Anita gasped. Even Anaya looked surprised at that. “Anaya, I’ve liked you since I first met you, even though you’ve been…difficult at times, as you said. I don’t care. I was hesitant to share too much affection with you the past few days because I didn't want to scare you away, but I'm laying it all out, now. I love you and I want to marry you. Those times I told you that, just acting in our roles for our trip…I really meant it.”

Anaya looked at me for a moment while her eyes suddenly turned glossy. She opened her mouth to say something, then closed it.

I dropped to one knee and took her hand in mine. The right hand on accident, so I quickly switched to her left hand even though I didn’t have a ring at the moment.

Anaya continued staring at me. “I'm afraid I'm not ready, Brent." Her voice was quiet, not loud and confident like I was used to hearing.

“I think you are. You're just scared and refuse to admit it,” I said. “I hope I don't have to ask again. Besides, kneeling on tile is really uncomfortable. But I'll wait here as long as I need to."

Anaya’s eyes glistened as she pulled me to my feet. She smiled as I pulled her into a hug. She took a deep breath and whispered a single word into my ear.

“Yes.”

“Well, I wasn’t expecting this,” Queen Brielle said, frowning. “You aren’t even dressed decently.”

“I think she looks fantastic,” I said, glancing at Anaya’s hips in those pants.

“Shut it!” Queen Brielle barked as she pushed herself up and walked toward us. “Let’s get this over with. A promise is a promise, even if you turn it into a farce.”

I looked over at Anaya and smiled, and to my surprise she smiled back. A smile filled with happiness, not the guarded smile she often gave me. We clasped hands and Queen Brielle placed hers on top of ours.

“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.”

A tear leaked down Anaya’s cheek. I felt a bit emotional myself.

Holy shit, I just married Anaya.

“Any word on that bigger house?” I asked the queen. “Looks like I’m going to need it.”


Chapter twenty-nine



Our walk home was somewhere between strange and bewildering. The first time I saw Anaya two things had occurred to me: one, she was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen, and two, her attitude made me want to set myself on fire. Well, I had broken through the walls around her heart, and she was now mine.

But what to do?

“Where are you taking me?” she asked, her arm looped around mine.

“Home,” I said. “So we can be calm for a moment.”

She glanced at me, but nodded.

I pulled her along and we went to my cottage. It dawned on me that three people wouldn’t really fit that well in there, but that was fine. Anaya probably wouldn’t be comfortable staying the night yet.

“Here we are,” I said as I pushed open the door. I placed my hand on Anaya’s lower back as she walked in.

“My favorite people!” Charlotte exclaimed as she ran up to us. She had a goblet of wine in hand and was looking incredible in a red sundress. She hugged me with one arm, then reached out and hugged Anaya as well.

“I have to get you in one of these,” Charlotte said to Anaya, tugging at her sundress. “They’re so comfortable, and with these cloaks you guys have, they still work in the colder weather. Well, mostly.”

Anaya looked at me, her face full of worry.

“What’s going on?” Charlotte asked, looking from Anaya to me. “Anaya, honey? Why are you so stressed?” She went over to the small table and put her goblet down.

“We just got married,” I said.

Charlotte’s eyes went wide and she covered her mouth with both hands. “Really?” she asked, her voice going up an octave. “Oh, that’s so wonderful!” She ran up to Anaya and nearly tackled her as she hugged her. “Oh, you're my wife now!”

Anaya still looked confused, but she laughed and hugged Charlotte back, even going as far as to kiss her temple.

“I hope you know this means I’m going to brush your hair every morning,” Charlotte said. “And we can sit around and drink wine together every evening and just relax. Especially since Brenty gets the queen’s wine.”

“That actually sounds nice,” Anaya said, her voice slightly shaky. I could tell she was letting the walls around her heart collapse and she was scared.

“Thank you, Brent,” Charlotte said, still holding Anaya. “You made the right decision.”

“I know, I definitely did,” I said, smiling at Anaya.

She looked back at me, still afraid but smiling. I walked up and hugged both of the women, wondering how I got so lucky to have two beauties like that in my life. I pecked Anaya on the lips and kissed the top of Charlotte’s head.

“I need to find an appropriate way to celebrate this,” I said, looking over at the bed. “Fortunately, the queen said my new house is ready. They finished it when we were in Roselake.”

“A new wife and a new house?” Charlotte squealed with delight. “Can we go right now?”

“Yeah,” I said, taking them both by the hand. “Come on, my loves. Let’s go.”

The new house was still rather simple, just a big square of stone with a thatched roof. It was two stories though, and easily four times the size of my single-room cottage. We entered through the arched front door and walked into a living room that connected to a surprisingly large kitchen.

I immediately saw ways to improve it, especially the hearth. I could teach the blacksmith how to make a basic stove. I needed to talk to her about forks anyway, so that would be a perfect opportunity.

Up the wide stairs we went, to the second floor. Four bedrooms were located up there, each with tall windows and soft beds. Fortunately, the master bedroom had an exceptionally large bed and half a dozen pillows.

“You two wait right here,” I said, leaving them there.

I ran back to the cottage and grabbed my goblets as well as all of the bottles of wine. No way I was going to leave that stuff behind, no matter how clumsy it was to walk with it all in my arms.

Five minutes later I walked back up the stairs with three goblets of wine in hand. I gave one to Anaya and one to Charlotte, then raised mine to them.

“To us,” I said.

“To a beautiful marriage,” Charlotte said.

We both looked at Anaya, who shakily raised her goblet and touched ours. “To new beginnings, and learning to trust,” she said.

We all drank, then Charlotte slipped her arm around Anaya’s waist. “I am so excited to have you here, you know. We’re going to be so good to you.”

Anaya still had that deer in the headlights look about her, but she smiled. “Thank you,” she said.

The next morning I woke before both of them and hurried to the royal palace to speak with the chef. It took me a few minutes to describe what I wanted, but fortunately I had watched enough cooking shows that I could roughly explain the foods I wanted him to cook. The chef was actually pretty excited about the whole thing.

A few minutes after I returned to my new house, Yazmine showed up. It was a pleasant surprise to have her there. I invited her inside and gave her a big hug. In the mood I was in that morning, I would have hugged anything.

“Your happiness is multiplying,” Yazmine said. “That warms my heart to see.”

“You being here makes me even happier,” I told her. We smiled at each other.

I took her by the hand and pulled her up the stairs. When we got to the bedroom, we saw Anaya trying on one of Charlotte’s sundresses. Anaya was a curvy woman, but Charlotte’s breasts were otherworldly, so the top of the dress was loose. When we walked in the door, it was just in time to see Anaya’s perfect tits pop out of the dress. She shrieked and covered herself with her hands.

“We can fix this for now,” Charlotte said, pulling on the shoulder straps. “We can tighten these a bit so it’ll fit you better.” She pulled on them and tied a small knot in each. “Better?”

Anaya nodded, still blushing. “Good morning, Mother.”

Yazmine walked up and hugged Anaya. “It’s always great to see you, Anaya. Are you well?”

Anaya looked at Charlotte, then at me, and smiled. “I’m happy,” she said.

“I don’t want to interrupt your morning with bad news, but I need to speak with you about the Ghost Prince,” Yazmine said.

“Can it wait?” I asked. “Do you think you can come back this afternoon?”

Yazmine pursed her lips, but nodded. “It can wait until then. I understand you want to spend some time with your new bride.” She glanced at us. “Brides.”

“Damn right,” I said, smiling at Anaya.

“For a second when you entered the room holding her hand, I thought you had married Yazmine as well,” Charlotte said.

Yazmine blushed. “It is not customary for a high priestess to wed,” she said.

“You two finish getting ready,” I said to my wives. I took Yazmine by the hand and we went downstairs to give them some time. She was really getting used to holding my hand, which made me glad.

“Can you give me a quick explanation of everything?” I asked quietly. “I don’t want to stress them out, but I know it’s important so just tell me for now.”

Yazmine smiled at me. “That’s kind of you, Brent. I think you’re being a good husband to them. Especially Anaya; she needs this. I’ve known Anaya for a long time and we’ve been very close in the past, so thank you for taking care of her. She’s the jewel of the valley.”

“People seem to call her that,” I said.

“Is it not obvious?” Yazmine asked. “She’s the strongest, the toughest, the fastest, the smartest, and arguably the most beautiful woman here.”

I frowned. “I know beauty is subjective and all, and I would agree that Anaya is about as beautiful as a woman can be, but I think everyone would say that you’re the most beautiful woman in the valley.”

Yazmine blushed. “Thank you, Brent. Unfortunately, I need to follow up your compliment with a rather serious conversation.”

We spoke briefly about our situation. It wasn’t great, but an idea was blossoming in my mind, based on something Charlotte had once said. I thought I had a way to fix everything.

An hour later I sat at a small table in the backyard of our new house with Charlotte and Anaya across from me. After pouring each of us a goblet of wine, I waited a moment.

“So, what’s this big surprise?” Charlotte asked. She still held onto Anaya’s hand, who gripped it tightly in return.

“You’ll forgive me if I don’t really care for surprises,” Anaya said.

“Well, this is a good one,” I said, turning at the sound of footsteps.

“Good because it involves Mara?” Charlotte asked.

I laughed. “You’ll see.”

Mara and two other young women—both employees at the temple—walked up to us with covered platters. All three of them were wearing variations of Charlotte’s sundress in a rainbow of colors. I was glad to see we were defeating the bland and boring outfits.

They raised the lids on the platters and stepped away. Charlotte gasped and covered her mouth with her hands. Anaya just stared at the food, although she certainly enjoyed the smell.

“You remembered, even after all this!” Charlotte said.

“Yep,” I told her. “Finally got you some French food, even though I had to invent it myself because France doesn’t exist here.”

“What is it?” Anaya asked, poking it with her crude fork. Man, I really had to talk to the blacksmith about those damn things.

“Seared duck breast over an herbed radish puree. You guys don’t have potatoes so we substituted.” I smiled down at my plate. I could see traces of garlic and melted butter on the plate. It looked like the chef made it perfectly.

“Oh, Brenty,” Charlotte said, grabbing her fork. “Finally, after all this time, we finally get our date.”

Anaya stabbed a piece of duck with her fork and popped it into her mouth. Her eyes widened. “Oh, wow,” she said.

I did my best to tell jokes and make everyone laugh as we enjoyed our early lunch. The chef had done a great job; it was some of the best food I’d ever had. I just made sure to keep the mood light so we didn’t have to think about what was going on outside the valley. I wanted a few hours of peace before things got serious.

The Ghost Prince’s army had arrived at the valley, and they were searching for the entrance. They wouldn’t find it, but we were trapped. My mind raced with possibilities, trying to think of how to handle this. I just had to be confident in my plan.

I was going to get everyone through this. I was going to protect my wives and everyone else.

No matter what it took.

“Brent, is this Crème brûlée?” Charlotte asked, staring at a small dish. “Oh my god, this is incredible!”

Nothing would take away the happiness of that moment, of watching Anaya eat her first French meal. Not even the Ghost Prince himself.

The end.
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