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Ihad experienced a lot of things in life that I was grateful for. When I was twenty-two, my boss had a Ferrari and let me take it around the block. A year later, a good friend had signed up to go skydiving but backed out at the last minute, so I got to go for free. The one time I played the lottery, one of those stupid scratch-off tickets, I won fifty bucks.

But just a few hours earlier, I woke up between two of the most beautiful women imaginable. Both of them were in love with me, and I with them. Absolutely nothing could compare to that.

Well, maybe waking up between three of the most beautiful women imaginable, but I’d worry about that later. Maybe I’d ask the queen if she was lonely the next time I saw her. Heh.

I pushed a branch out of my way and continued through the outskirts of the forest within the valley. Large patches of grasslands and wildflowers dotted the woods, making it easy to take a short walk and pick some flowers. Which was exactly what I was doing.

Anaya’s favorite color was red, so I picked nearly every red flower I found. I hadn’t exactly been a botanist back on Earth, but not a single one of the flowers I found looked familiar. Still, in my left hand I held a bundle of red flowers and in my right a mixture of blue and purple ones.

Once I got back into the town, I became even more popular than usual. Being the only adult male in the valley city made me quite the desirable guy, but holding two bundles of flowers drew smiles from nearly every woman.

Cami walked by me, her thick thighs and butt straining her skirt, visible even through her cloak. While her skirt was dark leather, nearly black, I smiled when I saw her halter top was a nice shade of blue. A thin cloak in a matching shade of blue hung from her shoulders, but I still caught glimpses of her strong legs with each step.

“Well, hello there, handsome,” Cami said. She stopped and placed a hand on her hip as I approached her. “Are all of those for me?”

“There aren’t enough flowers in the world for you,” I said, leaning forward and kissing her full lips. “But no, these are for my wives.”

Cami rolled her eyes and chuckled. “I think the entire valley is jealous of you right now. Married to both Anaya and Charlotte. Hard to compete with that.”

“Are you trying?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.

She gave me a slow smile. “Maybe.”

“Well, are you pregnant yet?” I asked.

Cami tapped one full lip with a finger and looked up and to the side. “Hmm. Nope. Not yet.”

“Well, let’s take care of that, then,” I said with a grin. “Are you doing anything tonight?”

“Hopefully you,” she replied.

I laughed and leaned forward, pulling her into a hug. At least, as much as I could with flowers in each hand. The feeling of her huge breasts pressed against me was mesmerizing.

“I’ll talk to Devana when I see her,” Cami said into my ear.

“God, please,” I replied.

“Give the wives my love, okay?” Cami said, pecking me on the lips.

“Will do. It’s nice to see you, Cami,” I said. “Have a good day.”

“You too,” she said, giving me a bit of a sultry look. She turned and walked away, but made sure to give her cloak a little flick, just enough to grant me a glimpse of her round bottom moving in that skirt. She glanced over her shoulder and laughed when she saw the expression on my face.

“Man, how did I get so lucky?” I wondered aloud as I walked back toward my house. Another voluptuous middle-aged woman walked by and smiled at me. I gave her my best grin, hoping she knew Devana.

“Honey, I’m home,” I said as I pushed the front door and walked in.

“Your hair is beautiful, really,” Charlotte said.

Anaya was seated in a chair and Charlotte was gently pulling a soft brush through it, coaxing out soft waves. To my surprise, Anaya’s face bore subtle hints of makeup, and both women were in sundresses, a new fad that Charlotte had started. The weather was a bit cool for wearing clothing like that, so they tossed cloaks over them and refused to be dissuaded.

“I just keep it in a ponytail most of the time,” Anaya said. “But you brushing it feels great, so do whatever you want. “Hey, honey.”

I walked up in front of Anaya, bent down, and kissed her gently on the lips. After that, I straightened up, leaned forward, and kissed Charlotte.

“I brought you two flowers,” I said, showing them.

Anaya reached out and I passed her the handful of red flowers. She smiled and pressed her nose to them.

“Thank you, Brent,” she said.

“Can you put them in that vase over there?” Charlotte asked. “My hands are full right now.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I reached out and took Anaya’s flowers as well, then walked over to the counter where two vases stood. Once the flowers were in there, I used magic to pull some water from the air and fill the vases.

“That was very sweet of you, Brent,” Charlotte said, pulling the brush through Anaya’s hair again. “I know you’re busy, so I appreciate the time.”

“Thanks for making this easier,” Anaya said, her smile faded into a grin.

“What, marriage?” I asked.

Anaya nodded. “Actually letting myself be close to someone.” She made heaving noises. “Gross.”

Charlotte laughed, then bent down and kissed Anaya on top of the head. “Oh, I’m so glad you two got married. We’ve got a nice little family here, don’t we?”

Anaya turned and looked up at Charlotte, giving her a sweet smile. She turned that smile to me and it deepened. “Yeah,” she said, sounding truly happy.

“I saw a lot more color around the valley this morning,” I said. “Looks like we’re finally breathing some life back into this place. Cami’s top and cloak were both blue.”

Charlotte whistled appreciatively. “She is something, I’ll tell you. Still hoping she takes an interest in me.”

I cleared my throat, hoping I wasn’t about to say something awkward. “She’s coming over tonight, so you’ll get your chance.”

Charlotte’s eyebrows raised, but Anaya spoke up first.

“Not in our house. I accept that you have to do this to help the valley and I approve, but not in our house,” she said firmly. “Do it in your old cottage. I think that’s more respectful to us.” She reached up and placed her hand on Charlotte’s, which was on her shoulder. “Your wives.”

I nodded. “I think that’s fair. Plus it allows you two to get your sleep without me waking you up.”

“Oh, I’m going with you tonight,” Charlotte said. “I won’t be sleeping much.” Anaya barked a laugh.

“So, what are your plans for the day?” Anaya asked, looking at me but patting Charlotte’s hand again. She really seemed to like the beautiful redhead.

“I need to see Tizia, the blacksmith,” I said. “I’m sorry, but the forks here are absolutely terrible. I’m hoping I can help with that.”

“Are we training after that?” Anaya asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “All the more important now, I suppose, so we should do training first. Yazmine should be stopping by as well, to train me with magic. Well, me and Charlotte.”

“Pretty sure I’m stronger than you are, now,” Charlotte said with a grin. She held up her hand—the one not on Anaya’s shoulder—and a flame appeared. Her face took on a look of intense concentration and the flame changed shape, forming into a perfect sphere, then a spinning ring.

“Impressive,” I said.

“I can make it as big as this room,” Charlotte said.

“Holy shit. Hopefully we don’t need that.” I thought back to when I had sent a wall of fire at the soldiers chasing Anaya and I, not too long ago. How big could I make a fireball?

“How much longer do you think we have?” Charlotte asked.

I looked at Anaya. She shrugged.

“No one is entirely sure,” she said. “The Ghost Prince’s army should be here soon, within a week maybe. Or two. I don’t know, to be honest. It’s a matter of them finding the entrance. It’s well hidden, even without Yazmine’s magic. If he is lucid enough, remembers enough of his past…. He might be able to lead them right in. So we have to be ready.”

I walked over to the kitchen area as I thought. The Ghost Prince was near, and I had to fight the man. If I was as strong with magic as Yazmine said, things would be okay, or so I hoped. But I had to kill my way through his army to get to him, then figure out a way to kill him. I mean, he was basically kept alive by divine magic. Was my sword stronger than the will of a god?

Instead of bringing every meal, Mara often brought us ingredients now. Only lunch was prepared food; I told her I’d handle the rest.

A small basket held half a dozen eggs on our wooden counter. Next to that, a small pitcher of milk that had been chilled with magic and small bags of flour and sugar. A small jar next to that held fresh honey. We even had a small dish of salt, which was a rare and expensive treat in the valley.

Without measuring cups and spoons, I had to guess at the ingredients. I poured what I thought was a cup of flour into a large bowl, then added a spoonful of sugar and a dash of salt. I sifted the dry ingredients together, then cracked an egg into it and slowly poured in the milk. After stirring a bit, I had a nice batter.

A small wood-burning stove stood in the corner of the kitchen, near the fireplace. The day after I married Anaya, I went straight to the blacksmith and explained what I wanted. It was an extremely simple design, so she had been able to make it quickly. It was a heavy thing, though, and took three people to move it into our kitchen. The top of it was flat; a perfect place for a pan.

“What are you making?” Anaya asked.

“I think I know,” Charlotte said, smiling.

“Just a special breakfast for my wives,” I said, putting a dash of butter in the steel pan. I reached across the counter and opened the window a bit, so the kitchen didn’t get too hot.

Once the butter was melted and sizzling, I poured a dash of the batter in and waited for it to cook golden-brown on that side. I flipped it, then once that side was done, set it on a plate.

“Are you making pancakes?” Charlotte asked excitedly.

I smiled at her over my shoulder.

“What are pancakes?” Anaya asked, looking up at Charlotte.

“They’re your new favorite food,” Charlotte replied. “Oh Brenty, if you’re trying to win my favor, this is a good way to do it.”

“No maple syrup, but we do have fresh honey and some berries,” I said, setting the second pancake atop the first.

“Is this food from your world?” Anaya asked.

“Yeah, but it’s simple enough that I’m surprised you guys don’t have it,” Charlotte said.

“They don’t even have decent forks,” I said.

“Touché,” Charlotte replied.

“What is it with you and our forks?” Anaya asked.

I held up the large, two-pronged fork. “This is great if you’re skewering a giant chunk of meat, and horrible for everything else.” Another pancake went onto the pile.

Once the pancakes were done, I tossed another dash of butter into the pan and scrambled some eggs for us. A bit of cheese would have been nice, but I had to make do with a pinch of salt.

Breakfast with Anaya and Charlotte made my heart swell. I sat there and stared at them for a while, Charlotte’s strawberry blonde hair and kind eyes, Anaya’s brunette waves and beautiful smile.

“Why are you staring at me?” Anaya asked, turning her fork in her grip like she was going to stab me with it.

“I just love you both so damn much,” I said.

Anaya blushed. “Okay, I’ll allow that. But eat your breakfast.”

Man, I was a lucky guy.
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After breakfast, Charlotte cleaned up while Anaya and I went into the living room. She brought her practice swords when she moved in, and proceeded to hand one to me.

“I need you to take this seriously,” she told me, spinning her sword in lazy circles to warm up her arms and wrists. “Treat it like your life depends on it. Because it does.”

“Yeah, don’t remind me,” I said, trying not to sound grumpy about it. Life had been damn near perfect since arriving here, with the exception of my assassination mission. That had been a rather stressful time, although growing close to Anaya had made it worthwhile. But otherwise, I was as happy as could be.

You know, as long as I forgot about the Ghost Prince.

“It’s a good look for you,” I said, rushing forward and swinging my sword. Anaya blocked it with ease.

“Huh?” she asked.

“The sundress with a sword,” I said, grinning as I clumsily parried her swing.

“I agree!” Charlotte shouted from the kitchen. “Anaya, you’re only allowed to wear sundresses from now on. You look incredible, love!”

Anaya’s expression was somewhere between annoyance and a blushing smile. She swung again and I blocked it.

“You’re getting better,” she said.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I’ve really been trying hard since we returned.”

“I can tell.”

If only she knew how damn hard it was to spar with her. She was going easy on me; that much was obvious. If she were to put any real effort into it, I’d be on the ground, covered in bruises.

But I was grateful for that. I had no idea how good the Ghost Prince was with a sword or spear, so it was beneficial for me to learn from and spar with the best.

“Focus,” Anaya said. She changed her attack mid-swing and struck me on the shoulder, then the hip. Not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to pull my head back into the game. “You can’t let your mind wander when you’re fighting someone. That’s a fast path to the grave.”

“You’re right,” I said, turning my attention back to my beautiful wife.

To be honest, focusing on fighting was pretty difficult with Anaya there. Her hair was freshly brushed, and Charlotte had even dabbed a hint of makeup in a few places—not that Anaya needed it, with how ridiculously gorgeous her face was. Her full breasts were about to fall out of the top of her sundress, too, so I struggled not to watch them instead of her sword.

“Stop staring at my tits,” Anaya said, swinging for my head. I brought my sword up just in time and blocked it.

“I can’t help it, they’re so nice,” I said.

I put all my effort into a string of attacks, striking three times in a row before dropping into a lunge. Anaya blocked them all, but actually stepped back to avoid my lunge.

“Good,” she said. “More of that. If you fight like that all the time, you might actually stand a chance. As long as your opponent is an amateur.”

“Thanks,” I said, grounding the tip of my practice sword on the floor and leaning on it. “You really know how to build a guy’s confidence.”

“Time for real swords, now,” she said, winking at me.

Anaya walked up to me and held out a hand. I passed her the practice sword and she walked over to a rack in the corner of the room, where she placed them. She drew two different swords, one of them mine.

“You have to get used to the weight and feel of this,” she said, strapping a hard leather buckler on. “Let’s go outside so we can practice with this.”

We went to the front door and I held it for her. She smiled and passed through.

My eyes went straight to her ass. I mean, her ass was so amazing I’d feel guilty for not checking it out. And in a sundress? Yeah, I was definitely staring.

After closing the door behind me, we stepped into the front yard area. Anaya stood a few feet in front of me, sword in one hand and her buckler ready.

“Alright, give me some basic attacks,” she said. “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.”

“I don’t want to have to call Yazmine up here to heal you,” I said, swinging my sword at her.

Anaya brought her buckler up and deflected my blade. She knocked aside my second attack as well.

“That’s better,” she said, taking a step back. “Do that combo again and finish with a thrust. Aim for my stomach.”

I sighed. “Look, I know you’re a lot better than me at this, but I’m not entirely comfortable doing that. Can we switch back to practice swords?”

Anaya shook her head. “Nope. I need you to trust me, Brent. You know I’m skilled enough to handle you. And if you go easy on me, I’ll hurt you badly enough that we’ll need to call Yazmine over to heal you.”

“Dammit,” I grumbled.

She stood there, eyes focused on me, while I mentally prepared myself. I knew I had to trust her, but that was easier said than done when wielding live blades. But, I decided to just go for it.

I swung my sword at her as if I was trying to actually fight her. She deflected with her buckler, which threw me slightly off balance, so my next attack was sloppy. My swing overextended, which sort of threw me into a spin. Thinking quickly, I spun in a circle, putting the momentum into a kick right at her midsection. She was fast enough that she would block it with ease.

To my horror, my boot connected with her stomach, knocking her back.

“Shit! Are you alright?” I asked, dropping my sword. I reached down and helped her to her feet.

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” she said after a cough. “You started off sloppy, but that was good. Caught me completely off guard.”

I looked over at my sword on the ground. “Look, I know you’re good enough to do this, but I’m not comfortable sparring with you with live weapons. I’m afraid I’m going to hurt you.”

“I’m not so fragile,” Anaya said. “But thank you for your concern.”

Several women had gathered around us, watching us from the main road. It seemed I was a popular guy when I was training with a sword.

“Can we switch to spears, though?” I asked. “I have to use the Spear of Destiny, so I have to ensure I know how to use it.”

“You’re right,” Anaya said, brushing herself off. “I just want to make sure you’re proficient in multiple weapons. You never know what will happen in battle, trust me.”

I took our weapons inside while Anaya dusted herself off. Charlotte was drying her hands on a towel when I walked in.

“Still training?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, setting our swords in their place.

“Why the long face? Is Anaya being tougher than usual?”

“I kicked her in the stomach,” I said. “Not on purpose. I mean—okay so it was on purpose, but I was expecting her to block it. We’re training, after all.”

Charlotte put her hands on her hips. “Brent Dean Williams, you had better be nice to my wife. Just for that I’m going to come out and watch you.”

“Oh boy, an audience,” I said with a grin.

“Yeah, but I’m cheering for Anaya,” Charlotte said, winking at me.

I grabbed our practice spears and went back outside with Charlotte in tow. She crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame while I tossed a spear to Anaya.

“Shit, it’s chilly out here,” Charlotte said. She pushed the door open and grabbed a cloak hanging inside, then swung it around her shoulders. “Okay, you two can start now. I’m ready.”

Anaya laughed.

I stood there like a statue, holding my practice spear in front of me. The truth was, I didn’t really like the spear. I acknowledged that it was a superior weapon when compared to the sword, but something about it felt off to me. Perhaps it was the simplicity of it; surely a truly effective weapon couldn’t be that easy. The sword felt like more of an accomplishment.

But I didn’t have the luxury of feeling that way. I had to learn how to fight, and fast. The fate of the valley depended on me learning how to defeat the Ghost Prince and his army. Hell, the fate of the beautiful woman standing in front of me depended on it.

“Are you going to attack, or just stand there?” Anaya asked.

“To be honest, I was waiting for some direction from you,” I said. More women stood nearby, watching us with interest. I tried not to let them make me nervous. Having an audience definitely changed things.

Anaya shook her head. “You can’t do that. You have to be on the offensive at all times. Overwhelm your opponent, don’t give them a chance to attack.”

I lunged forward, thrusting my padded spearpoint right at her face. She slapped it aside with her own spear, of course. Several women clapped, and the low hum of chatter filled the air.

“Good,” Anaya said. “Do it again, but faster. If I deflect your attack, immediately follow it up with something else, like another spear thrust at my stomach or throat.”

“Okay,” I said. Jesus, she really wanted me to get rough.

I lunged forward again, trying to be faster. Anaya parried as if she had all the time in the world, and I immediately followed it up with a second lunge at her midsection. She knocked that aside as well, but she had to step back in order to do so. More women clapped for me.

“Much better,” Anaya said. “Keep doing that.”

We ran through those same, basic exercises over and over, repeating the same series of attacks until they were burned into my mind and muscles. Anaya wanted the spear to feel like an extension of my arm. More women clapped for me, and several were pretty blatantly checking me out. Anaya noticed and rolled her eyes.

“Don’t get a big head,” she said, raising her spear again.

“Too late,” I said with a grin.

Anaya scoffed, then thrust her spear at me. I parried it to the side, and she lowered the butt of her spear and swung it around, sweeping my legs out from under me. The world flashed, and I suddenly found myself lying on the ground, staring at her spearpoint.

“Like I said, don’t get a big head,” Anaya said with a hint of a smirk. She pulled her spear back. “Alright. We’re done for the day. Let’s get cleaned up.” Several women clapped and cheered her name.

I remained on the ground, mostly because Anaya seemed to have forgotten she was standing over me while wearing a sundress. Let me tell you, the view was nothing short of incredible. She took a few steps toward Charlotte, then turned back and looked at me.

“Why are you lying there, smiling like an idiot?” she asked.

My smile deepened and my eyes stayed firmly on the underside of Anaya’s ass.

Anaya followed my gaze, looking down. When she realized I had been staring up her dress the entire time, she shrieked and ran inside, slamming the door behind her. Charlotte laughed so hard she nearly doubled over. Several of the women in the audience joined in and laughed as well.

“Well, find some semblance of manners in that naughty brain of yours,” Charlotte said once she stopped laughing. “Time for our magic lesson.”
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Yazmine was always a delight to see. Yes, beauty was subjective, but Yazmine was about as beautiful as a woman could possibly be. Her features, her figure, everything about her was just flawless. I realized I was staring at her as she approached and tore my eyes away. Those split skirts of hers were something.

I pushed myself up from the ground and brushed myself off. Charlotte came over and dusted my back off, helping me out.

“Hello, Brent,” Yazmine said as she walked up to me. She placed her hands on her hips and looked at me, to the ground, and back. “Is the ground especially comfortable this morning?”

I shrugged. “No more than usual. Anaya was just finishing kicking my ass for the day.”

She pursed her lips and nodded. “And how is that going?”

“Eh about as good as you’d expect,” I replied. “Let’s just say I’m glad you’re here. For multiple reasons.”

She smiled. “Good morning, Brent. Good morning, Charlotte.”

“Good morning, lovely!” Charlotte said, walking up to Yazmine and engulfing her in a hug. They rocked side-to-side a few times, then Charlotte kissed her on the cheek before letting her go.

“I suppose you want your hug as well,” Yazmine said, looking at me with a raised eyebrow.

“You’d better believe it,” I said, pulling her into my arms. I rocked her side-to-side as Charlotte had and we both laughed. Yazmine got a kiss on the other cheek.

“I never know what to expect from you two,” Yazmine said, brushing her fingers on her cheek where I had kissed her. “No, that’s not entirely true. I know to expect a lot of affection.”

“That’s right,” Charlotte said, holding out a hand. “Now, let’s go inside and start this magic lesson.”

Yazmine smiled and took Charlotte’s hand. Together, they walked inside, with me behind them. My eyes went from Charlotte’s tight, perky butt to Yazmine’s bubbly one.

“Oh, hello, Anaya,” Yazmine said.

“Hi, Yazmine,” Anaya said. She walked up and hugged her old friend. She closed her eyes and held her for a moment.

“Wow, I love this dress,” Yazmine said, taking a step back to admire Anaya. “On both of you. I’ll have to get one or two once the weather warms up.”

Charlotte winked at me as if to say “you’re welcome.”

“Thanks,” Anaya said, smiling at her.

“Okay, so where to start?” Yazmine said, leaning against a wall. “You can both reliably see and touch magic. You can determine the difference between water, air, and so forth. You can both perform the most basic of weaves, although we haven’t really studied using multiple elements yet.” She nodded. “We should focus on that.”

“Well, that’s my cue to leave,” Anaya said. She walked into the kitchen and started cleaning up.

“Oh, I’m excited,” Charlotte said, rubbing her hands together.

“Don’t be too excited,” Yazmine said. “It can get incredibly difficult, especially with some of the more complex weaves.”

“Like what you used to hide the entire valley?” I asked.

Yazmine nodded. “Exactly. That took several of us working together, with me guiding the weave. We used all the elements together.”

“Well, let’s start with something a bit more simple,” Charlotte said, then shot me a grin. “Is there something I can do to make Brent obey me?”

“Yes,” Yazmine said.

Charlotte’s grin faded. “Okay, so I was only kidding. I don’t think I’d want to actually do that.” She gave me a sideways glance. “Although….”

“It’s an ancient weave, and generally understood to be forbidden,” Yazmine said. “I’ve obviously never tried it myself but I read about it in my library. We try to avoid things like that; weaves that would be used for evil. I have a better idea. Let’s focus on a healing weave.”

“That sounds useful, especially with the upcoming battle,” I said, trying not to think about how many people might wind up needing it.

“How are preparations going for that?” Yazmine asked.

I sighed. “I don’t know. Not very good, I’m afraid.”

“You’ve been here roughly a month and you’re already incredibly strong with magic,” Yazmine said. “And you’ve learned the basics of fighting. I’d say you’re doing alright, especially since magic will take you further than a spear..”

I gave her a grateful smile. “Thanks, Yaz. I appreciate the vote of confidence.”

“Plus you’ve got me,” Charlotte said. “And I’m even stronger than you with magic, at least in terms of brute strength.”

Yazmine nodded. “Yes, I believe Charlotte could set fire to the entire valley if she wanted to. In all my years, I’ve never seen anyone as strong as her. But I’d like to direct all of that strength into something more positive. Watch closely.”

Yazmine stepped closer and opened herself to magic. I watched as she carefully wove water and spirit together in an incredibly intricate braid, then directed it into my body. The scrape on my elbow immediately faded.

“Impressive,” I said, rubbing my elbow. “What will that heal? Is it limited in any way?”

“Well, you can’t restore a lost limb with it,” Yazmine said. “At least, I don’t believe so. It can heal most wounds and illnesses and is especially valuable when birthing a child. Its limitations tend to be based on the strength of the caster.” She looked at me and Charlotte. “So, you two could practically bring someone back from the dead.”

“That’ll come in handy with how bad you are with a spear,” Anaya said, entering the room. Sadly, she had changed into pants and a shirt, although at least the pants were snug-fitting. She saw me frowning at her pants and laughed.

“You stole my joy,” I said to her pants.

Anaya walked up and hugged me, then went over to Yazmine and hugged her as well. Not for the first time, I noticed a lot of warmth in the way those two acted toward each other. That wasn’t a platonic hug.

“Alright, don’t let me interrupt,” Anaya said, grabbing a nearby chair. “Go on, learn how to save the world, guys.”

Yazmine smiled at her, then turned back to us and nodded. “Alright, so I’m going to show you the weave again. Watch closely.”

She stood right in front of us, carefully weaving water and spirit together. I watched and tried to follow along, but it was pretty complicated. It was like the most intricate braid I’d ever seen.

“I think I see what you’re doing,” Charlotte said.

I felt her open herself to magic and suddenly she had taken hold of water and spirit. She deftly wove them together, only fumbling a few times.

“Good, good,” Yazmine said, watching her. “No, use water there instead. Now, twice as much spirit. Good.”

It took her a solid five minutes, but Yazmine managed to walk Charlotte through the complex weave. I just stared in amazement the whole time. Casting it would be hard enough, but memorizing that weave felt like trying to remember an entire chapter in a book, word for word.

“Yeah, that’s beyond me right now,” I said. I was consciously aware of Anaya’s eyes on me, and the last thing I ever wanted to do was let her down. “I’m willing to try, though.”

I grabbed a handful of threads of water and spirit and stood there while Yazmine walked me through it, one step at a time. It was so above my head that I probably retained none of it, but after a solid ten or fifteen minutes I stood there with the braid fully complete. I sent it over to Anaya, healing any bruises I might have accidentally given her when I kicked her in the stomach.

Her eyes widened slightly and she placed a hand on her stomach. “Was that a healing spell I felt?”

“Yeah,” I told her. “Sorry about kicking you.”

“Now Brent, we love with our hearts, not with our feet,” Yazmine said.

“Yazmine, did you just tell a joke?” I asked.

“I’m not boring all the time, you know. Only when I have to be at work.” She sighed. “Which is nearly all the time.”

“What else can you teach me?” I asked. “Something I can use against the Ghost Prince. Anaya said the best way to deal with his army is beheading them. Is there an efficient way to do that?”

Yazmine thought for a moment and nodded. “Let’s go outside.”

We followed her outside and she pointed at the ground.

“You need to be standing on the ground to control earth. You need that connection. Here, watch.”

She took threads of air and earth and wove them into a flat blade, almost like a giant sword blade. With a motion of her hand, it swung through the air, right at neck level.

“Impressive,” I said, my mind racing with the possibilities.

“It’s as sharp as sharp can be, so you have to be careful,” Yazmine said.

Both Charlotte and I gave it a try. She was definitely faster with the whole magic thing than I was; she seemed to learn things on the first try, while I fumbled through it all. She created the blade of earth and air in only a matter of seconds, while it took me three tries. I swung it at a wrist-thick tree branch across the street and it passed through with almost no resistance, leaving a cut so clean it was almost glossy.

“Wow,” I said. “Yeah, this’ll do. I’ll just have to practice it a lot.”

“I want to run you through the healing weave again,” Yazmine said. “I feel that’s the most important one to learn today. The one we need to focus on the most.”

We all went back inside and Yazmine had both Charlotte and I work through the complex weave. Damn thing was a nightmare, to be honest. I got better at it, but it was clear I would need plenty of practice. After three tries, Charlotte was almost able to weave it entirely by herself.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone learn weaves as quickly as you,” Yazmine said to her.

“That’s my girl,” Anaya said, beaming a proud smile at Charlotte.

“You never cease to amaze me,” I told her.

“Now we just need to work on you,” Charlotte said, poking me in the ribs.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, trying to feel my way through the weave again. Nope. I needed more instruction.

“Well, you two can carefully work on that for the rest of the day. But I need to go,” Yazmine said, getting ready to go.

“Not without some love.” Charlotte walked up to her and hugged her tightly again. I could tell she was flirting. Well, as damn beautiful as Charlotte was, she made it easy. And being a woman, it was much less threatening when she did it, so she got away with things I never could.

From where I was standing, I got a great view of Charlotte’s breasts pressed against Yazmine’s while they hugged. Amazing. Absolutely incredible.

“Alright, a full round of hugs before you go,” I said, taking my turn with Yazmine. I hugged her and kissed her cheek. “It was good to see you,” I whispered into her ear.

She pulled away and smiled at me. “You too.” We held each other’s gazes and for a moment her eyes flicked to my lips. Holy shit, was Yazmine going to kiss me?

“My turn,” Anaya said, stealing her away. She squeezed Yazmine tightly and kissed her on the cheek. It was good to see Anaya warming up a bit and letting the walls around her heart down. Although the way the two women looked at each other, I thought they were going to kiss. I was actually surprised when they didn’t.

“Alright, now get out of here before I make Brent marry you,” Charlotte said, smacking Yazmine on the ass.

Yazmine gasped and clutched her bottom, turning a shade of scarlet. Charlotte wiggled her eyebrows, making the priestess laugh. She was all smiles as she left our house.

“Hey, come here,” I said to Anaya.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, slightly stiff.

“Come heeeeeere,” I said again, pulling her into a tight hug.

She eventually relaxed and hugged me back. We stayed there for a moment, holding each other. Man, I could do that all day.

“I just wanted to tell you that I love you,” I said to her in a quiet voice.

“I love you too, Brent,” she said back to me.

“You two are so damn cute I could scream,” Charlotte said. “Let me in there!”

She practically crashed into us, squeezing both of us hard. She jumped up onto her toes and kissed my cheek, then practically smothered Anaya with kisses. Her cheeks, her lips, her shoulder, her arm. No bit of skin was safe.

Anaya broke out into laughter and tried to pull away, but Charlotte kept it up, kissing the woman all over. They finally embraced and kissed on the lips, softly but not too intensely.

“You’re a great wife,” Charlotte said, resting her head on Anaya’s shoulder.

“You too. Where are you going?” Anaya asked me.

“Gotta head down to the old cottage,” I said as I swung a cloak around my shoulders. “Then, I need to see a blacksmith about the damn forks here. So I need a quill and sheet of paper to help. But first, I need some love from my beautiful wives.”

I got kisses from each of them, then reluctantly left my house. Yeah, I was going to bang a supermodel, but I still loved every second I spent around Anaya and Charlotte. They were everything to me, and the best wives a guy could ask for.
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Sometimes I worried that all this sex was going to grow old after a time. That I’d get tired of constantly being required to sleep with women on a daily basis, barely having enough energy to please my wives.

But fortunately, that never happened.

First off, it was different women every day, which pleased some evolutionary core part of my lizard brain that just wanted to procreate.

And second, as I looked at the woman waiting in front of my cottage…. God damn she was hot. I would never grow tired of that. It simply wasn’t possible, not in this life, my previous life, or any other strange worlds I might find myself zapped to.

She was a brunette and tall, with long legs and a slender build. I couldn’t see much beyond that, as she was wearing a cloak due to the cool weather, but she turned and smiled at me when she saw me approaching.

“Hey, Brent,” she said, offering me her hand. “I’m Maria.”

I took her hand and kissed the back of it. “It’s truly a pleasure to meet you, Maria.”

And what a pleasure it was. I caught a few more glimpses of her body through the opening of her cloak, and it was all wonderful. I pushed the door open and held it for her, and we entered the small cottage.

“Man, this feels like a different world. A different life,” I said, looking around. “I only moved out of here a few days ago, though. Strange how that works.”

“Where are you now?” Maria asked.

“Oh, right down the street,” I said, pointing. “I live there with my wives.”

She rubbed her hands on her arms beneath her cloak, and I hurried over to the cold hearth. Fortunately, some fresh firewood had been left there. Using magic, I created a small fire that almost immediately caught the logs and started producing warmth. The cottage was small, so it didn’t take long for the fire to begin heating the room.

“Thanks,” Maria said. “So, what is that like? You have two wives, right?” She looked around and found a nearby chair, then took a seat.

“Yeah, Charlotte and Anaya,” I replied, smiling as I thought of my wives.

“Lucky guy,” Maria said.

“Wine?” I asked, grabbing a bottle. At least they still kept this place stocked.

“Please,” she replied.

I poured some in two goblets and handed one to her, then took a seat in the chair next to her. This was always the awkward part; how to steer things from casual conversation to going at it in bed. I stared into my wine for a moment, trying to think of what exactly to say.

“Oh, this is amazing,” Maria said after a sip of the wine. “Where did you get this?”

“The queen,” I said. “My, uh. My job has a few perks.”

“All you have to do is impregnate half the valley, right?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “Well, here’s to one more.”

She held her goblet out and we touched rims, then drank. It really was a fantastic wine.

“So, how do you want to begin?” she asked, watching me over the rim of her goblet.

I shrugged. “I don’t want anything to be awkward. I know jumping right into sex isn’t always the easiest thing, especially with a stranger.”

The fire had warmed the room a bit, so she stood and unclasped her cloak, then leaned over and tossed it over the back of a nearby chair.

“No use putting it off, I suppose,” she said with a smile as she turned back to face me.

She had the kind of body I had come to expect from my afternoon romps. These women chosen by the queen were nothing short of breathtaking. She unlaced the side of her skirt and let it fall to the floor, then pulled her halter top off over her head and stood there, fully nude, one hand on her hip.

She was tall, with a slender build and long legs. Perky breasts, slightly more than a handful, and nicely rounded hips that made my mouth water. As with all of the women, she had no body hair whatsoever—thanks for that, Tanarus. You really did me a solid.

Maria took a few steps toward me, twirling a few strands of hair around her finger. “I figured we can beat around the bush, or we can jump right into it.”

I hastily pulled at the laces on my shirt and pants. “No need to tell me twice,” I said, and in the blink of an eye I was naked as well.

We stood in front of each other, admiring each other’s bodies for a moment. I reached out to place my hand on her hip and paused, glancing at her face. Even though we were both here for sex, I always liked to make sure they were ready to be touched. She smiled and nodded.

“Thanks,” she said, taking another step closer to me.

I gently grabbed her hip, loving the feeling of her soft skin. That was something I would never tire of: the smoothness of a woman’s skin. Her hands went out, touching my chest, running across my shoulders. We did that for a few minutes, slowly getting accustomed to each other’s hands.

I loved it for obvious reasons, but I reminded myself that there had been no adult men here for nearly a year and a half now. So I let her touch me for as long as she wanted. It didn’t take her long to get hot and bothered.

Her hands went down my chest, down my stomach, then paused. I was already rock-hard, of course. It was impossible not to be with a beautiful woman like that standing in front of me and touching me.

“It’s okay,” I said.

Her hands went down and she grabbed onto my cock. She let out a deep breath, closing her eyes as she slowly stroked me. My hands roamed as well, cupping her breasts, sliding down her sides and grabbing her hips.

“There are so many things I want to do,” she said, her voice breathy. Her eyes went down and she watched her hand stroke along my full length. “I don’t even know where to start.”

I opened my mouth to suggest something but she dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth. Her technique was rusty, but the eagerness was there. She sucked my dick like she was dying of poison and the antidote was in my balls. Honestly, I could have stood there and let her finish me off that way without a complaint. But I knew I had work to do.

“Holy shit,” I said quietly, then reached down to pull her up. “Come on, Maria. Let’s move to the bed.

“Oh, do I have to stop?” She looked up at me, the head of my cock in her mouth. “I really love doing this,” she said, her words muffled because my cock was between her lips. If it wasn’t so damn hot, it would have been comical.

“Look, I’ll be straight with you. If you keep sucking me like that, I’m gonna cum in your mouth.”

She kissed the head of my cock, then finally pulled it out of her mouth and stroked it a few times. “Well, I suppose. Ugh, I could do this all day.” She gave me one more full-length suck, then stood and walked over to the bed.

My eyes drank in her body, her toned back, firm ass, and slender legs. Like all of them, she was such a beautiful woman.

Maria got to the bed and sat on the edge, waiting for me. I walked up to her and she took my cock in her mouth again, slowly sucking as much as she could fit into her mouth. I almost laughed at how good it felt.

Fortunately, she released me and leaned back on her elbows. She spread her legs wide and smiled as I moved in. Her ass was perched on the edge of the bed, so I leaned forward and lined myself up with her, rubbing the tip against her soaking wet opening.

“Don’t go too hard on me, okay?” she said, but I saw the eagerness in her eyes.

“Don’t worry,” I told her with a smile.

I pushed myself inside, going further with each thrust. Maria closed her eyes and leaned her head back, her face beaming with joy as I finally buried myself all the way inside her. I started to move and she reached out with one hand, placing it on my lower back, holding me there.

“I just want to feel you inside me for a moment,” she said, taking a few deep breaths.

She leaned her head back forward and kissed me, softly at first. Our lips parted and our tongues danced. Her hand slid down and grabbed onto my ass and I began thrusting slowly, halfway out, all the way in. She moaned against my lips.

“Oh, Brent,” she said softly. “I’d ask where you learned to do that, but I guess it’s obvious.”

I pushed myself inside her all the way and held it there for a moment, savoring her tight wetness. She looked like she was in heaven. To be honest, my face probably looked the same.

“Okay, I need you to speed up. It’s been far too long,” she said.

“You sure?” I asked.

“I need you as deep inside me as you can get,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, and grabbed one of her legs.

I slipped my right shoulder beneath her knee, really spreading her open, and started thrusting. I still went slowly, but she got every inch. My hand held her leg in place, but after a few seconds I let it slide down her thigh, around the back of her hip, and held tightly.

“Oh gods, Brent,” Maria said. She began moving her hips with me, at least as much as she could with my shoulder beneath her knee.

Holding myself up got tiring pretty quickly, so I rolled us onto our sides, still with her knee on my shoulder. With my grip on her hip, I thrust myself into her good and deep, picking up the pace. Her slender body was an absolute delight, and light enough that I could practically toss her around. Which is exactly what I did.

Sideways was fun, but I really loved having the woman on top. So we rolled over again, both of us laughing at our attempts to stay together as we rolled. I wound up on my back, and she adjusted her legs until she was straddling me. My hands went to her narrow, fit waist and I held on tightly, thrusting deep inside her.

“I want you to cum in me like this,” she said, bouncing up and down on me.

Her perky breasts moved with us, and I finally pulled her forward so I could suck on her soft pink nipples. Maria moaned in my ear and ran her fingers through my hair.

As for me, I was having the absolute time of my life. Both of my hands were firmly on her tight, perky ass, squeezing it good and hard as I slammed myself into her soaking wet pussy. She alternated which breast was in my mouth, and I grinned around her nipple as she reached orgasm. I was only a few seconds behind, blowing my load against her cervix. She shouted with excitement as I came, and cradled my head against her chest.

“Yes, Brent!” she shouted, working her hips in circles, trying her best to drain every last drop out of me. She did a damn good job, I’ll say that much.

Maria collapsed on top of me after that, burying her face against my neck and kissing me as we both tried to catch our breath.

“That was incredible,” she whispered against my neck.

“You’re telling me,” I said, and hugged her tightly.
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Life wasn’t all fun and games.

Okay, so for me it was like ninety-eight percent fun and games. One percent was dealing with the Ghost Prince, and the other one percent was spent stressing over the god damn forks they had in this valley. They drove me absolutely insane.

I spent a few minutes kissing Maria goodbye, then we both cleaned up and left. I grabbed my parchment and quill on my way out. I thought about stopping by my house to see my wives, but decided I should get moving. I was trying to be quick about things.

It wasn’t a complicated town, and I was finally starting to get the hang of things. I took a right turn and walked straight for the smithy, for once knowing exactly where I was going. I recognized plenty of places on the way, like Carina’s shop and the cobbler’s place.

“You seem busy, hero,” a familiar voice said.

I looked over and saw Alexandra walking next to me. I smiled at her and placed my hand on her shoulder in a friendly gesture.

“Yeah, heading to see the smith,” I said.

“Is this related to Andreas?”

“Nah, this is related to forks,” I said.

“Forks?”

I chuckled. “Your forks are terrible. There’s simply no other way to describe it. I want to talk to the smith about making something better and more modern.”

Alexandra laughed and shook her head. “Have a good day, Brent.” With that, she turned and walked in the other direction.

A moment later I arrived at the smithy. Tizia was hard at work, hammering away at…something on an anvil. It was long and curved, and I assumed something decorative. To be honest, I had no clue what it was, but I could tell she was being careful and putting a lot of effort into it.

I stood there for a few minutes, leaning against a post at the front of the smithy. I didn’t want to interrupt her, so I figured I’d just wait for her to notice me. It took her a bit, but she finally saw me.

“Brent,” she said. “What do you want?”

“Right to the point, as always,” I said, grinning at her. “You know what? I like that about you. There’s no beating around the bush.”

She gave me a flat look. “Okay, so are you going to get to the point?”

“Forks,” I said.

“What about them?” She set her hammer down and crossed her muscular arms.

“They suck.”

“Sounds like your opinion.”

“Sounds like I come from a world where forks don’t suck.”

She threw her arms up. “Is there a point to all this, or are you merely trying to piss me off?”

“I want to help you make better forks,” I said. “And I have some ideas as to how to do it. How to make it easy to mass produce them, which should make your job easier.”

“I’m waiting,” Tizia said after a moment.

I pulled out a fork I had brought with me and walked into the smithy, setting it in front of her. “This is good for skewering a piece of meat, and basically nothing else. It’s like eating with a pitchfork.” She glared at me and I held my hands up. “I’m not complaining about the quality—you did a wonderful job making this. I’ve never seen better. I’m just here to help you make something more useful.”

“Okay. You’ve got about thirty seconds to tell me before I throw you in my forge. I have a lot to do today.”

I grabbed my sheet of parchment and set it on a nearby table, then pulled out my quill. Shit, I had forgotten ink. I looked up at Tizia, feeling a bit like a moron.

“Really?” she asked. “You forgot ink?”

“Sorry,” I said. “I just have a lot going on right now, with planning to fight the Ghost Prince, learning magic, impregnating half the valley, and keeping two wives happy. Sometimes I forget things, like ink.”

She shook her head, but her frustration seemed to disappear. “Okay. Fair enough. Stay there.”

Tizia pulled her heavy leather gloves and apron off and set them on a table, then walked out of the forge. I couldn’t help but stare at the muscular thickness contained within her pants. I found myself staring like a bit of a pervert as she hurried out of her smithy and into her house, right behind.

“Damn, get ahold of yourself, Brent,” I said.

She returned a moment later with a small inkwell in hand. I forced myself to look at her face instead of her stocky, muscular body. I couldn’t help but wonder what she looked like beneath all that.

Strong. I’ll bet she looked strong.

“Why are you looking at me that way?” Tizia asked as she handed me the inkwell.

“Sorry,” I said, looking away. “Not trying to make you uncomfortable.”

I dipped my quill into the inkwell and started sketching on the sheet of parchment. Quills were horrible, truth be told. I’d take a cheap ballpoint pen any day of the week over a quill.

Tizia leaned close to me as I drew. Much closer than I expected, in fact. I put her out of my mind and focused on my shitty drawing.

“Interesting,” she said, looking at my sketch of a regular ol’ fork.

“Then, pour it into a mold,” I said, using my hands for emphasis. “Use decent steel, especially if you can mix some nickel into it so it won’t rust. Once it’s all cooled you can bend it slightly to give it a curve, like in my second drawing.”

“And this is what you used back in your world?” she asked, leaning over me.

Don’t look at her tits. Don’t look at her tits. “Yeah,” I said, glancing at her tits. The way her shoulder muscles moved into her chest absolutely fascinated me.

I tore my eyes away, but she saw me looking. Great. Time to get the rougher side of Tizia’s already coarse tongue. I prepared myself to get snapped at.

“What else can you show me?” she asked, leaning closer. She was actually touching me now, and looked up at me.

What the hell, Tizia was flirting with me? I mean, that was awesome, but I wasn’t expecting it. She was about as subtle as, well, a blacksmith’s hammer, and she usually just seemed to be irritated by my very presence.

“Um. Spoons?” I said.

Man, her suddenly showing interest in me was really throwing me off. To be fair, I had never really shown interest in her before, either. And once again, she caught me staring at her.

“Come on, Brent. You can do better than that,” she said, watching me closely.

She was quite beautiful up close, even being dirty from the forge. Her eyes stared into mine, desire showing itself from beneath layers of toughness.

“I could show you a few things,” I said, grabbing the laces at the front of my pants. “Or, one thing in particular.”

“Now you’re talking,” she said, surprising me by reaching forward and rubbing her hand against my crotch.

Holy shit, was this really happening? Was I about to bang this tough, muscle-bound chick? I damn sure hoped so.

I looked around, wondering if she actually wanted to do it right there in the forge. She seemed to read my mind, though, and shook her head.

“No, my house is right behind my smithy,” she said, then eyed me curiously. “You’re…experienced with sex, right?”

I wasn’t quite sure what she was getting at, but I went along with it. “Yeah, I’d say so.”

“So not just regular sex with different people, but you’ve done different things, right? In different ways?” She turned and started walking toward her house.

“You can come right out and tell me what you want,” I said, following her. “I’m not shy. How do you like to do it?”

In reply she reached around and slapped herself on the ass, then winked at me over her shoulder.

I let my eyes trail down to her thick, muscular backside. “That would definitely be a yes.”

“I’d do it the regular way, but I don’t want to get pregnant,” she said in a quiet voice. “I love sex and I love children, but I can’t afford to stop working for several years while I raise one. So I got in the habit of doing it that way.”

I reached out and took her hand in mine and gave her my best smile. “Let’s go.”

Her grip was frighteningly strong as she suddenly pulled me behind her. We practically ran to her house.

“We have to be quick,” she said over her shoulder. “I have a lot of work to do. And I’m sweaty, so don’t lick it or anything.”

I almost laughed at the ridiculousness of this situation.

She pushed the door open and immediately tore at the laces of her pants the moment we got inside. She pulled her minimal shirt off over her head and threw it to the ground, then pushed her pants down to her knees. After a quick glance at me, she grabbed onto the back of a nearby chair and bent over some.

“Oh wow,” I said, looking at her ass. It was even better than I imagined. Big, round, muscley but soft. To say I was excited would be an understatement.

“Hold on,” she said, quickly turning around. She helped me push my pants around my ankles, then took my cock in her hand and spat on the tip, twice. She then stood back up and bent over the chair.

I spat on my fingertips and wiped it along the length of my cock—you could never have enough lube when entering the backdoor.

Tizia reached back with a hand, grabbing onto one of her round cheeks. She spread her ass for me and I rubbed the head of my cock against her pink hole, gently pushing. As soon as the tip went in a little, I pulled it out and wiped another glob of saliva on it. I did that four times, until it was pretty darn wet back there, then began pushing in.

“Oh, gods,” Tizia said, pushing back against me.

I was trying to go slowly, but she backed up and took half of me in one deep stroke. I added some more saliva to my shaft and started slowly working it in and out of that masterpiece of an ass while she moaned loudly.

“Oh fuck, Brent,” she said, arching her back. The way the sweat gleamed on her muscles, then went down to that bubble butt of hers was absolutely mesmerizing. I realized that I had fully stopped thrusting and was just staring at her and quickly started moving again.

“Mmmm, I love it,” Tizia said, tossing her hair over one shoulder so she could glance at me. “Do you like my ass, Brent?”

“It’s so perfect,” I said, grabbing it with both hands and pulling her cheeks apart with my thumbs. I pushed myself in all the way, until my balls were resting against her soaking wet pussy, then pulled out halfway and started thrusting.

Tizia never stopped moaning the entire time. Once she got warmed up and relaxed she started backing into me, ensuring every thrust was full-depth. Man, she was really into it, which made the whole thing hotter.

“Fuck my ass, Brent. Fuck it good,” she said after a few minutes. She looked at me over her shoulder and caught my eye. “Fuck my ass like you’re trying to put a baby in it.”

I was still careful not to hurt her, but I really started pounding her after that. She went absolutely nuts, tossing her hair, moaning loudly, and slamming her ass back against me. I had banged Maria not even an hour ago so I initially had concerns if I’d be able to even cum again this soon, but Tizia fixed that.

With one hand she reached between her thighs and began rubbing herself. Her moans took on a new level of intensity as she rapidly approached orgasm.

I was holding her hips tightly and ramming myself into that sweet ass of hers when I suddenly felt her tighten up. Her moan turned into a shout and I buried myself in her, holding it there while she orgasmed.

Well, that sent me right over the edge. I filled that beautiful ass of hers with cum and pushed myself in hard, squirting it deep inside her. I gripped her hips tightly and held her ass against me while we caught our breath.

“That was incredible,” Tizia said between breaths. “If you ever want to do that again, let me know. I’ll do that all day with you.”

“That is seriously tempting,” I said, looking down at my cock absolutely buried between those cheeks of hers.

“I wish we didn’t have to move,” she said, slowly moving forward. She straightened up and my cock slid out of her tight ass. We both smiled at each other and kissed, then she bent down and started pulling her pants up.

“Thank you, Tizia,” I said, kissing her again.

“I’d love to do this again sometime when I’m not all dirty and covered in sweat,” she said, looking down at herself.

“That sounds amazing,” I said, imagining her naked body writhing all over mine.

I pulled my pants up as well, then leaned forward and hugged her tightly. We kissed for a few minutes, then she grabbed her shirt and pulled it over her head.

“Time to get back to work,” she said, giving me a smile. “Thanks again, Brent.”

“I feel like I should be thanking you,” I said.

“You probably should,” she told me with a wink.

I followed her out of her house and back to the smithy, watching her ass the entire time. That thing was like magic.

“So, when do you want the forks?” she asked, a bit of her usual gruffness returning.

“Whenever you can,” I said, pulling a few silver coins out of my pocket. I set them on the nearby table. “I know you’re busy. Hopefully that’ll help offset things.”

“See you soon,” she said, holding my eye.

“God, tomorrow, I hope,” I said.

She smiled at me again, then went back to work. I turned and left her smithy, still in a state of mild shock at what had just happened. That was awesome beyond words.

I decided to take a detour and head to the river, where everyone bathed. I knew I’d be going at it again later that night, so I always tried to be clean. Plus, my heart was still pounding after fucking Tizia’s ass. I could use some cool water to mellow me out a bit.
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So, once I was fresh and clean, I started walking back toward my house. It was such a simple little thing, but I was pretty excited at the notion of having proper forks. I mean, if you had to eat with a fucking pitchfork every day, you’d understand. I simply had to wait on Tizia to make them.

And not to be crude or anything, but I hoped a load of cum in her ass was motivation to get started on them. Although to be honest, I’d happily provide her with more of that motivation, any time she needed it.

It should come as no surprise that I was in a great mood that afternoon as I walked back from the bathing area. Beautiful women smiled at me the whole way and I reminded myself I’d probably get to impregnate a good quarter of them. I’d be hard pressed to think of a better life for a guy.

“All clean?” Alexandra asked.

I nearly leaped out of my skin at her sudden appearance. “Jesus, you scared me. Yeah, I just bathed.”

“Sorry,” she said with an adorable smile. “I tend to be pretty good at sneaking up on people. Almost like I’m a ghost or something.” She laughed and I joined in.

“How old are you, Alexandra?” I asked.

“Old enough to wish that things had been different in my life,” she replied.

“Wow, that went dark. Is everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she said after a pause. “Sometimes things don’t work out the way we wanted. But I suppose you don’t have to worry about that, do you?”

I frowned at her comment. “Things are pretty great here, not gonna lie. But don’t forget, I have to fight the Ghost Prince, and soon, or else everyone dies. That’s…a good bit of stress.”

“How’s that going?” she asked.

I shrugged and tried to inject some confidence into my voice. “I’m very strong with magic, so I think everything will be okay. I just have to go fetch the spear of destiny.”

Alexandra whistled. “You seem to have a full plate, Brent.”

“Yeah,” I said, clenching my jaw as I looked around me. “I love this place, to be honest. I really do. I would like nothing more than to save it, but it’s a lot at times. Stressful. Almost panic-inducing.”

“I’ll bet.”

“Say, I think I’ve brought this up before, but you should study magic,” I said, glancing above her head at the lines of magical power swirling in around her. “You know you have the ability, right?”

Alexandra smiled. “Don’t worry about me, Brent. I’ll be okay.”

I stopped walking, and Alexandra turned to face me. “Hey, I had a question,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “Look, I’m not trying to be weird or anything, but we both know why I’m here.” I ran my fingers through my hair. “Do you want to…. You know….”

Alexandra gave me a warm smile. “Do I want you to take my virginity? Honestly, that would be quite nice. I don’t know if I can, though. Can you give me some time to think about it?”

“Of course,” I said. “Thanks for understanding. Again, I wasn’t trying to be a creep or anything. Just, uh, offering my services.” I took a deep breath. “Wow, there’s no real way to say that without being awkward, is there?”

Alexandra laughed. “I appreciate the effort, Brent.”

I offered her my arm. We had done that before once in the past, but this time I watched her face. She took on a look of intense concentration, then looped her arm through mine. Strange.

“Thank you for being a gentleman,” she said. “Even if you’re awkward as can be sometimes.”

She held tightly to my arm and we walked together all the way to my new house. Even with a woman on my arm, I still got plenty of smiles from the other women. As awesome as it was, sometimes I wondered if I had the strength and stamina to please that many women. I mean, we were talking hundreds.

“Oh,” Alexandra said as she suddenly released my arm.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, taking a deep breath, almost as if she was tired. “I believe your priestess just went into your house.” She seemed nervous for some odd reason.

I frowned. “I wonder what Yazmine wants? I already saw her this morning.”

“She’s beautiful,” Alexandra said.

“You’re not wrong. And she’s lovely on the inside as well. I think my wife Charlotte has a crush on her.” I stopped, then turned to Alexandra.

She was gone.

I turned in a circle, but didn’t see a single trace of her.

“How the fuck do you do that?” I wondered out loud.

Well, Alexandra had disappeared again, as she often did. Instead, I put my focus on my own life and went to my house.

When I walked in, I saw Yazmine talking with my wife. Three beautiful faces turned and smiled at me as I entered.

“How did things go with the blacksmith?” Charlotte asked as she took a seat in one of our chairs.

“Great,” I said. “I’m hoping we’ll have usable forks within a few days.”

“Wonderful,” Charlotte replied. “Did you have to pay her or anything?”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “Yeah, I made my first deposit. I imagine I’ll have to make a few more.”

Anaya took the seat next to Charlotte. “Good. If nothing else, you’ll stop complaining about our forks all the damn time,” she said with a smirk.

There was only one chair left in our living room, and a sneaky thought came to me so I decided to go with it.

Right as Yazmine turned to face the chair I casually planted my butt in it. I pretended to look at her in surprise.

“Oh Yazmine, I’m sorry,” I said. “It looks like all the chairs are taken though, so if you want to sit down you might have to sit on someone’s lap.”

“Really, Brent?” she said, putting her fists on her hips.

I shrugged.

“He’s right,” Charlotte said. “I mean, my feet are too sore for me to stand right now, but my legs certainly are soft. They’re cold, too. Wish I had something on my thighs to warm them up.” She grinned.

Yazmine locked eyes with me. “Fine,” she said.

She turned and walked over to Anaya, then sat sideways across her lap, wrapping an arm around the beautiful brunette. Anaya was going to laugh, but suddenly noticed that position put Yazmine’s rather substantial breasts right in her face. Her eyes widened and she stared while sitting there as still as a statue.

Yazmine wiggled her butt back and forth a few times. “I think I found the most comfortable seat in the house,” she said. “Hello, Anaya. How have you been?” She looked down at her, almost like a lover.

“Looks like all the affection we’ve been giving you is warming you up a bit,” Charlotte said, crossing her legs and bouncing the top one.

Yazmine smiled down at Anaya, then looked over at Charlotte. “I’ve known Anaya for a long time, Charlotte. We were…very close when we were younger.”

“Close?” Charlotte asked. Good. It might have been weird, had I asked it.

Yazmine turned back to Anaya and looked down in her eyes. “Close,” she said, and bent down to kiss her.

The two shared a surprisingly passionate kiss, and Anaya wrapped her arms around the lovely redhead.

“Okay, I think we might need more details,” I said.

Anaya blushed. “Back when we were teenagers, around eighteen years old. For a couple years.”

“You two were lovers back then?” Charlotte asked.

“She was very good to me,” Yazmine said, cradling the woman’s head against her breasts. “But life took us in different directions. She became a warrior, and I became the high priestess. Traditionally, the high priestess devotes her entire life to Tanarus. We didn’t have time for each other, and things slowly faded.” She looked down at Anaya. “I still remember how well you treated me, though.” She hugged her tightly again.

“Believe me when I say I could watch you two all day,” I said. “But I have a feeling you didn’t come here to kiss Anaya. I mean if you did, that’s cool as well. Feel free to come over and kiss her all you want. But something else is going on, isn’t it?”

Yazmine sighed. “Yes. It’s about the Ghost Prince.”

“Well, that changed the mood,” I muttered.

“Trust me, no one is happy about it,” Yazmine said. “Well, to get straight to it, he’s nearby. Scouts have spotted his army right outside our walls.”

“How close?” I asked.

Yazmine paused for emphasis. “Right outside our walls,” she repeated, then frowned. “Okay, so not right outside as in a few feet, but close enough that his attack is imminent. Maybe a mile or two. But in the grand scale of things, that is far too close for comfort.”

“Shit,” I said. “So what’s my timeline look like?”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t know. You might have one or two days before you have to fight him. We knew he was in the general area, but he appeared almost out of nowhere. They’re trying to find the entrance as we speak. Some of our fastest scouts are tagging his army with arrows and trying to lead them away.”

“Shit,” I said.

“I can’t make you an expert with a spear in a day,” Anaya said. I was almost surprised to see such open concern on her face. The usually stoic woman was very good at keeping her emotions tightly contained.

“Magic is a better weapon against the Ghost Price,” Yazmine said. “And Brent is about as strong as they come. Charlotte is even stronger. Honestly, between the two of you, I think you stand a chance.”

“Well, I want everyone in this room there for my plan,” I said. “And one more person, remember.”

Yazmine frowned prettily. “I spoke with her. I think she’ll do it.”

“I hope so,” I said. “I think that’s a better option than open fighting. Although if it doesn’t work, we’ll have to resort to meeting them head on.” I took a deep breath. “How much time do I have? When do we need to move?”

“Like I said, I’m not entirely sure,” Yazmine said. “But we need to act quickly. You should try to fetch the spear of destiny tomorrow at the latest. I think we should plan on meeting the Ghost Prince the next day, assuming he hasn’t broken into the valley by then. The queen has added extra guards near the entrance tunnel just in case.”

I nodded. “I like having a schedule like that. It helps me make sense of this mess.” I took a deep breath and let it out. “Okay, so we have a plan. Thank you, Yazmine. None of this would be possible without you.”

She gave me a tight smile. “It still might not be possible.”

“We’ll be okay,” I assured her. “We’re all going to be fine. I was brought here to save the valley, and that’s what I’m going to do. I refuse to let you down.”

“You just need to find the third woman,” Charlotte said.

I frowned. “Is that a strict requirement before I fight the Ghost Prince? I feel like it might be.”

Yazmine watched me. “Do you have a plan for that?”

I held her gaze for a while. “I think so. It’s a risk, but I think I might have it figured out.”

“Care to share this risky plan with us?” Charlotte asked, leaning forward.

“Not yet,” I answered. “Soon, I promise.

We were all quiet for a moment. It was Anaya that broke the silence.

“So, what now?”

“Now we work toward our goal,” I said. “Tomorrow I’ll get the spear, and the next day we’ll take the fight to the Ghost Prince.”
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We spent the next hour or so talking about my plan. They initially thought I was absolutely insane, but after a bit they understood the logic behind it.

“I hate it,” Anaya said. “It somehow feels absolutely perfect and incredibly stupid at the same time.”

“Sounds like my Brenty, then,” Charlotte said with a laugh.

“I got the idea from you,” I told Charlotte with a shrug.

“And we’re ready to fight if that doesn’t work, right?” Yazmine asked.

I nodded. “Between the three of us, we have enough magic to level his army, unless it’s tripled in size since I last saw it.”

Yazmine’s mouth tightened. “From what you’ve described, I think you only saw a fraction. He has thousands of soldiers.”

“Okay, so that’s not good,” I said.

I struggled not to feel like I was drowning as this situation continually grew more dire. I had to focus on what mattered. Everything was going to be okay, I reminded myself. My plan was going to work and the valley was going to be safe.

“I need to get back to the temple,” Yazmine said. “I have a lot of work to do before all this happens. And the queen needs you tomorrow as well.”

“For what?” I asked.

“She didn’t tell me,” Yazmine replied with a shrug. “Just make sure you have some time set aside for the queen tomorrow. Basically your whole day before lunch.” She stared at the ceiling. “Although I have to prepare some things for it, so it’s not hard to guess.”

Wait, did the queen want to bang me as well?

“And the spear of destiny in the afternoon,” Anaya said, interrupting my thoughts.

“Yes,” Yazmine said. “You must convince the spirit of the queen’s sister that you are trustworthy. You must win her support.”

“I can help you climb,” Anaya said. “I did it as a child, faster than anyone.”

“Why does that not surprise me?” Charlotte said. Anaya blushed.

“What’s her name?” I asked. “The queen’s dead sister, that is.”

Yazmine opened her mouth to answer, but Anaya spoke over her.

“Wait, I probably can’t help him climb, can I? As in physically?”

“No,” Yazmine said with a shake of her head. “He must do it entirely on his own. He must show his dedication to the valley.”

I took a deep breath and let it out, trying not to feel too overwhelmed. “Okay. I’m going to stick to this schedule so I don’t get sidetracked. Shit, I thought I was going to have more time. But that’s fine. I can do this. We can do this.”

Charlotte nodded. “That’s the spirit. Channel some of Anaya’s dedication.”

Anaya blushed again, the second time in one day. That alone was shocking.

Yazmine pushed herself off of Anaya’s lap and straightened her skirts. “I need to get going. Remember, Brent. I’m here to help however I can.”

She stood there for a moment as if unsure what to do next. She was probably so used to us smothering her with hugs. Well, with that in mind, I got up and smothered her with a hug, planting a kiss on her cheek as well. The moment I released her, Charlotte was there, holding her tightly.

“Are you gonna get in on this, Anaya?” Charlotte asked with a chuckle.

Anaya blushed—again!—but stood up and hugged Yazmine tightly. The two women stood there for a moment, both of their eyes closed, holding each other. Charlotte smiled at them and squeezed my hand.

Once Yazmine left, the three of us stood there for a moment, trying to think of what to do.

“What’s next?” Charlotte asked.

I tried to think of something I could do that evening to help the valley. While thinking, I walked over to the side of the room, where my paper cutter sword hung on the wall. Such a strange thing, and a symbol of how drastically and rapidly my life had changed since arriving here.

"Sorry I'm not using you, buddy," I said to the sword. I was pretty sure it understood me.

“Who are you seeing tonight?” Charlotte asked. Anaya rolled her eyes.

“Cami,” I said.

Charlotte whistled. “Okay, let me rephrase that. Who are we seeing tonight?”

That actually got a laugh out of Anaya.

“Come here, wife,” I said, reaching out.

“Excuse me?” Anaya asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Please?” I said.

She laughed and walked up to me. I hugged her tightly and kissed her cheek.

“I just wanted to make sure you’re doing alright,” I said. “With all this going on, and with you still getting used to being close to someone. I wanted to check in on you.”

After a moment I felt Anaya relax and she hugged me more tightly. “Thank you, Brent. Sometimes I have to remind myself that you genuinely love me. It’s taking me a while to accept that, but I’m getting there.”

“You two are so gorgeous together,” Charlotte said, standing next to her. “I swear, one of these days while you two are kissing, I’m going to shove my face up Anaya’s dress and stay there for a while.”

Anaya laughed at that and reached an arm out. Charlotte joined in so the three of us were holding each other tightly. She looked up and caught my eye, then winked.

“So, what’s your plan for the woman of mind?” Charlotte asked. “Have you figured out who it is yet?”

“I think,” I said. “I hope. I think a bit of boldness is the right plan with her. Only time will tell.”

Anaya frowned. “I don’t always like having to share you with others. You’re okay, Charlotte, but I hate that I have to accept another woman into our family.”

I kissed her softly on the lips. “I promise nothing will take away from how much I love you,” I told Anaya. “And I also promise that I won’t do anything that will harm our relationship. I’m going to have to ask you to trust me. This will all be over in a matter of days, and our lives can start to return to normal.”

“As normal as this can be,” Charlotte said, squeezing us both. “I hope our bed is big enough.”

After a moment we released each other and decided to get started. Anaya wanted to train me on the spear right away, but I told her to wait until the morning. She would be better off preparing some other things for our planned attack, or focusing on something else.

“What about armor?” Charlotte asked, looking over at me. “Right now, one poke with a spear and you’re dead.”

“That’s a great point,” Anaya said. “Fortunately, that’s an easy fix. Come on.”

She pushed herself up and started walking toward the door. One of the cloaks hanging on a peg next to the front door was hers, so she grabbed it.

“Right now?” I asked.

“No better time than now,” Anaya said as she swung the cloak around her shoulder.

“Go on,” Charlotte told me. “I’ll take care of things around here.”

I got up and walked toward the door. “What needs to be done around the house?”

Charlotte frowned and tapped her lip with a finger. “Let’s see. There’s some wine that needs to be finished off. I’ll take care of that.”

We both laughed.

“Glad I’m leaving the house in capable hands,” I said with a smile.

Anaya and I left, and I immediately offered her my arm. That had just kinda become my thing. She looked down at my arm for a moment, then slipped hers through it.

“You okay?” I asked, reaching over and patting her hand with mine.

“Yeah,” she said, her mouth working silently before speaking. She did that sometimes when she was stressed. Anaya’s feelings weren’t something she shared with others. “Seeing Yazmine brought back some memories.”

“So, you and Yazmine,” I said. “She’s made a few comments about you, so I wondered if there was ever anything there. Looks like I was right.”

“Comments?” Anaya asked.

I nodded. “All good. She’s described you as the best and most beautiful woman in the valley.”

Anaya laughed. “A title that should belong to her.”

I shrugged. “I mean, you’re both damn near perfect.”

Anaya blushed slightly. “Thank you.”

I decided to change the topic to give her a break. “So, where are you taking me?”

“The old barracks,” Anaya said. “They’ve largely sat there since our defeat, more than a year ago. We’ll be able to find plenty of gear there. Anything you need, really.”

“It’s been abandoned?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Anaya said. “With Yazmine’s magic protecting us, we haven’t really had to worry about invaders until recently. So we haven’t had a huge use for all this. I believe Tizia has been slowly taking some of the weapons and repurposing the steel.”

“Hopefully into better forks,” I muttered.

“Oh, will you stop it with the forks?” Anaya said.

“No,” I replied, stopping in place.

I immediately spun her around to face me and planted a kiss on her lips. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close to me, as our tongues explored each other’s mouths. Her tension melted, even though we were kissing in public.

“I love you and you deserve only the best,” I told her in an overly serious voice. “And that means the best forks.”

“Oh, stop,” she said with a laugh. She turned back around and grabbed my arm and we continued down the street.

We walked generally in the direction of the royal palace, so it wasn’t a long trip. Before we got there we took a left turn and she led me to a large building that was mostly carved into the stone of the cliff face. Well, for a military building, that was about as secure as one could be.

“In here,” she said as we walked up the stairs. She twisted a latch on the door and pushed it open, and we walked inside.

Light streamed in through the windows, casting hard-edged shadows in many places. A row of bunks stood against one wall, each with a footlocker at the base. Heavy wooden cabinets lined the far wall, with racks for weapons and armor. Most were gone, but a few still remained.

“Over there,” Anaya said, pointing at the rack of armor.

She walked toward it while I hung back for a moment, looking at everything. The emptiness of the building had an eerie, dystopian quality to it. It reminded me of some post-zombie apocalypse setting, where the world still stood but all the people were gone.

“Some of these should fit you,” Anaya said, running a hand over several mail and leather gambesons. She took a deep breath, then turned and looked at me.

“Hey, are you alright?” I asked, reaching out and taking her hand in mine.

“Can I be honest?” she asked.

“I would certainly hope so,” I said. “What is it?”

Anaya paused before speaking. “I’m scared, Brent. The Ghost Prince is something I can’t fight. And I’ve fought his soldiers before and lost.”

I held her tightly again and whispered in her ear. “We’re going to be okay. Nothing can harm you when I’m around. I’ll protect you.”

“But I can take you in a fight,” she said.

“That’s because I’m not using magic,” I replied.

Anaya hugged me back and we stood there for a moment, comforting each other. I hated seeing my Anaya nervous and scared like this. It just felt so wrong. I eventually pulled back enough to kiss her.

Our kiss immediately went from a soft touching of the lips to our tongues firmly in each other’s mouths. She held me tightly, her hands grabbing onto me. My hands slid beneath her cloak and down her back, eventually grabbing onto that absolute work of art she called an ass. I squeezed it as we kissed, and she let out a soft moan against my lips.

“I want you so badly,” she said. “Please. I don’t know if I’m ready yet, but I want you inside me.”

We both somehow managed to unlace our pants without pausing our kiss. As soon as our pants were down we were right back to holding each other. My hands were squeezing her ass and one of hers was firmly on my cock, squeezing and stroking it. She began rubbing the head against her pussy lips, then spread her feet as far as her pants would allow.

I licked my fingertips, then reached down and wiped the saliva on the head of my cock. After that, I pushed it against her wet opening, gently rubbing back and forth. The angle wasn’t the best, but I wanted her in that position, her face against mine. I pushed the tip in slowly and my head nearly exploded from how amazing she felt.

Anaya squeezed her eyes shut and let out a soft moan, but I could see she was still stressed. She reached out and grabbed onto my hips, pulling me closer. I pushed myself further inside her, working it in a little bit at a time. Once I got halfway inside, I stopped.

“Are you alright?” I asked, taking her face in my hands.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, her hands caressing my lower back and my waist. “I want this so badly, but I don’t know if I can do it. I don’t know if I’m ready for it yet, emotionally. I’m sorry, Brent.”

“You don’t have to apologize for a thing,” I said, and slowly started pulling back.

Anaya grabbed onto my waist and kept me from pulling out. She worked her hips forward and I pushed in further, until most of my cock was buried inside her.

“I want this,” she said against my lips, then kissed me. “I’m terrified, but I want this.”

I pushed in as far as I could in that position while gently kissing her. She moaned again, and I gently thrust inside her. After a few times she shook her head and pulled away.

“I’m so sorry, Brent. I shouldn’t tease you like that,” She turned around and covered her face with her hands. “Fuck, I am so embarassed right now.”

I looked down. “Look, with an ass like that, you don’t have to be embarrassed about a thing,” I said.

“I just feel like I’m leading you on,” she said.

I took a deep breath and started pulling my pants up. Yeah, I wanted her more than I wanted oxygen in my lungs, but now simply wasn’t the time.

“It’s okay, my love,” I told her. “I know you’re not ready yet. And I know you will eventually get there, and we’ll make love and it’ll be incredible. You don’t need to apologize to me for not being ready yet.”

She turned back to face me. “Thank you, Brent.” She looked almost on the verge of tears, but her expression changed as her eyes went down to my crotch. “You did feel amazing, though. I want to do it soon. You treat me right, and you’re very good to me. Honestly, I should have fucked your brains out weeks ago.”

“We’ll do it when you’re ready and not a day before,” I said, looking around. There was a table nearby that was roughly the right height….

“Hey, can I ask one favor?”

She gave me a cautious glance. “Sure.”

I walked up to her and stopped her from pulling her pants up. Instead, I gently pushed her back until she bumped into the table.

“Here. Lean back on this,” I said. “And spread your legs a bit more.”

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Taking care of my wife,” I said with a grin.

I pulled the bottom hem of her shirt up, then kissed my way down her stomach.

“Brent,” Anaya said nervously.

“Do you trust me?” I asked, looking up at her. “You know I would never hurt you.”

She bit her bottom lip, then nodded. Her hands gripped the edge of the table.

I went back to kissing her until I got to her womanly folds. I pointed my tongue and gently worked it between her lips, running it down as far as that position would let me, then back up. I did that a few times, warming her up, then found her clitoris and began gently teasing it.

Anaya gasped as I began working my tongue side-to-side on her love button. Soon, her fingers were tangled in my hair almost painfully as I pleased her.

“Please don’t stop,” she said breathily.

My hands grabbed onto her hips, holding tightly as I continued licking her. My mouth formed into a grin as her breathing quickened and her soft moans suddenly rose sharply. Her grip on my hair tightened sharply and she suddenly cried out.

Her thighs tightened on my head and for a moment I thought she was going to crush it like a watermelon, but I refused to stop. I wasn’t going to let something like having my head crushed prevent me from pleasing my wife. I kept my tongue rubbing on her clitoris and her moans continued to increase in intensity and volume as she rode the wave of a second orgasm.

After that I wiped my mouth on my sleeve and smiled up at her. Her face was flushed and she breathed hard.

“Oh, I should let you take care of me more often,” she said, looking down at me. “Also, I like looking down and seeing your face between my thighs.”

“Didn’t we come here for something?” I asked. “Hmm, what was it? I simply can’t remember. All I can think of is how beautiful my wife is.” I leaned forward and planted a kiss right at the top of her pussy lips.

Anaya laughed, then slid off the table. “Let’s get you some armor so we can move on from this place. It kind of gives me the creeps.” She looked around with a frown on her pretty face. “Feels like part of a dead city or something.”

“Can’t disagree with you there,” I said, standing up. I helped her pull her pants up, then she began lacing the front of them back up while we both looked over the armor.

“Try this one,” she said, pointing at a gambeson.

“Okay,” I said as I grabbed it.

It was made from several layers of dark cloth with mail in the critical areas and overlapping plates of boiled leather in a few places. None of those parts were particularly thick or heavy, but altogether it formed into some pretty serious armor. That would stop just about anything, except for an arrow.

Plus, it didn’t weigh too much. I mean, I definitely felt the weight on my shoulders as Anaya helped me buckle it, but it didn’t slow me down that much. I also reminded myself that the added bit of weight was worth it if it kept me alive.

“You look handsome in armor,” Anaya said, smiling at me. “Come on. Let’s go home so we can get some more done before the sun goes down.”
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Mara brought us our dinner that evening. She wore what might have been her shortest skirt yet, and the way her legs peeked out of her cloak drove me wild. I saw Charlotte staring the same way that I was. Mara made it a point to drop something and ‘accidentally’ bend over right in front of us, as well. Even Anaya looked when she did that.

“I’m very impressed at your dedication to put things off with her,” Charlotte said once Mara had left.

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?”

Charlotte nodded and walked over to where our bottles of wine were stored. “I would have fucked her brains out first chance I got, and I’m not even ashamed to say that.”

“That’s my wife,” I said with a grin. “Charlotte the harlot.” Anaya barked a laugh.

Charlotte turned to face me, goblet of wine in hand, and rolled her eyes. “You sound like the boys back in high school after I kissed Nancy Fisher.”

“Okay, I need to hear this story,” I said.

She shrugged. “There isn’t much to it. We were in eleventh grade, and I had a huge crush on her. She was gorgeous. Well, we kissed before school one morning, and for the rest of the week people called me Charlotte the harlot and a lot of other, much less polite things.”

“Because you kissed a girl?” I asked.

“Yep.”

I shook my head. “I don’t get it. I mean, that’s hot. I don’t understand mocking a woman for doing something that’s hot.”

“Men are dumb at times,” Anaya said with a shrug. “Especially if you ask them about women. There’s your explanation.”

“We could talk for a long time about this,” Charlotte said. “But we should probably move on to more important things than high school trolls. Have you learned how to use a spear yet?”

“Ah, don’t worry about that,” I said with a grin. “I think I’m getting pretty good at thrusting my spear.”

“I should kick you for that, but instead I just love you,” Charlotte said. “By the way, speaking of your spear, I’m looking forward to tonight. But back to this whole impending disaster thing.”

“We’re focusing on magic,” I explained. “Between you, me, and Yazmine, I think we’ll have enough magical strength to fight the army.”

“How strong is Yazmine?” Charlotte asked.

“From what I understand, only a little bit weaker than us. So, incredibly strong. Plus, we’ll have Anaya to keep us safe.”

“I hope I don’t accidentally stab you,” she said, jabbing her fork in my direction.

We all laughed and finished our dinner. Like usual, it was incredibly delicious, especially since the queen’s cook always made us the best meals.

After that, the three of us all relaxed with a glass of wine. Anaya pulled out a book, a rare thing for a place at this technology level, as they were all hand-written. She began reading some fantastical old stories and told us a few of them.

It dawned on me that I should show someone how to make a printing press. That would help with spreading knowledge, which was a big thing in terms of improving a society. Maybe Tizia could help me make it. I’d gladly provide her with a bit more motivation.

We went to sleep cuddled in a ball of happiness. I loved these women so much.

A knock at the door pulled me from a wonderful dream that involved a roomful of naked women. I gently shook Charlotte, and the two of us grabbed our cloaks and slipped out of the bedroom, leaving Anaya curled up on her side.

“I do wish we could do this at a better time,” Charlotte said, stifling a yawn behind her slender hand.

“Yeah, we have to keep this a secret,” I said.

“I have a feeling it’s the worst-kept secret in the valley,” Charlotte said. “Everyone but the queen knows. Or maybe she does know, but she doesn’t care because in the end it’s bringing more children into the valley.”

“I have to see her tomorrow,” I said. “So I guess that’s one more kid I’ll be fathering.”

Charlotte grinned at me and poked me in the ribs. “Look at my Brenty. Making love to a queen.”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t actually know why she needs me, just that she needs me for a few hours.”

“Wish I could join in,” Charlotte said as she opened the front door.

Devana stood there, her cloak held tight around her body. The slightly shorter Cami was behind her, a big smile on her soft face.

“Good to see you both,” I said, walking out the door.

“I could say the same,” Cami said. Her smile deepened when she saw Charlotte joining us.

Devana glanced at all of us. “It’s going to be a busy night tonight.” Her smile suggested that was a good thing.

“Hold on, are all of us going to the cottage?” I asked.

Three smiles answered me, and I mentally high-fived myself.

All four of us were bundled up in cloaks, but I couldn’t help the image that popped into my mind of all those curves moving as the women walked in front of me. Even through the thick cloak, I could see Cami’s ass moving, each cheek undulating as she walked. Needless to say, by the time we got to the cabin, I was rock hard and ready to go.

Charlotte pushed the door open and the four of us walked in. I immediately went to the fireplace and lit a fire using magic while Charlotte grabbed some wine.

“Only two goblets so we’ll have to share,” she said with a soft smile. “Oh no, sharing.”

Cami laughed. “You’re a delight, you know that?” She accepted a goblet from Charlotte and sipped on it. “Oh, this is a delight as well. Try some, Devana.”

She held the cup for the other woman, who drank from it. Charlotte did the same for me.

I infused a bit more magic into the fireplace to try to pump more heat into the room. The fire flared, spilling warmth into the small cottage. The four of us stood there for a few minutes, taking turns holding the goblet and having others drink from it while enjoying the heat.

None of us wore any clothes beneath our cloaks. I kept catching glimpses of hairless pussies and massive breasts as the cloaks moved. Devana looked down and noticed my erection peeking out the front of my cloak and laughed.

“Someone’s ready,” she said.

“Damn right,” I replied. “So, who’s getting pregnant tonight?” That was probably a more polite way to phrase it than asking who I was going to cum inside.

Cami and Devana looked at each other. “Probably you,” Cami said. “You’re the one that’s been organizing all of this.” She turned back to me. “Which means I’ll need to come back again to make sure I’m pregnant as well.”

“And I’ll have to be here to supervise and provide assistance,” Charlotte said, stepping up to the curvy woman.

She leaned forward and kissed her, their smiling lips briefly touching a few times. Cami’s lips parted and her tongue snaked out. Charlotte licked her tongue and the two giggled, then kissed each other.

“At least it’s finally getting warmer in here,” Devana said, undoing the clasp of her cloak. She pulled it off and draped it over the back of her chair, exposing her delicious curves.

Charlotte and Cami took a break from kissing to undo each other’s cloaks. After tossing them aside, they went back to kissing while their hands explored. Charlotte’s hands grabbed onto Cami’s big, juicy ass like she was never going to let go.

Devana and I met eyes and went to each other. We held each other tightly, pressing our bodies together, then separated enough to look into each other’s eyes.

“How have you been?” I asked, then pecked her on the lips.

“Good,” she said, wrapping her arms behind my neck. “Better now.”

She leaned forward and kissed me, softly at first. We both smiled at each other, our lips still touching as our tongues darted out. Devana pulled my face tightly against hers and crammed her tongue in my mouth, a kiss that showed how intense her desire was. One of her hands dropped down and grabbed onto my cock, gently stroking it.

“Oh, I’ve missed that,” Cami said, and moved over to us.

She gently pushed Devana back and knelt in front of me, taking my cock in her mouth. She gripped the base and began sucking on the last half of it while Devana went back to kissing me deeply. Her hands went to my jaw, holding my face against hers. Charlotte knelt next to Cami and the two beauties took turns kissing each other and sucking me off. They even tried kissing each other with the head of my cock right there, in both of their mouths. That didn’t really work and they wound up giggling and laughing.

As for me, I was surrounded by more tits than I thought possible. Devana had the smallest breasts of the bunch and each of hers was still a double handful.

“Let’s go to the bed,” Charlotte said, standing up.

We all turned and went over there, the three of us all staring at Cami’s ass the entire time.

“Dear god, I want that thing,” Charlotte said, reaching out and grabbing onto Cami’s cheeks. The thick woman giggled and shook her butt at Charlotte, who joyfully squeezed both cheeks again.

“I think everyone in the valley wants it,” Devana said, reaching down and grabbing it along with Charlotte.

“Well, you’ve all got it tonight,” Cami said, bending over the edge of the bed. She spread her feet, giving us all full access to that magical thing.

Devana stood on one side and Charlotte on the other. They both kissed their way down Cami’s back, until they got to her magnificent ass, where they stopped and planted a dozen kisses. They grabbed onto it, spreading it and beckoning me closer.

I walked up behind Cami but pushed my cock into Charlotte’s face. She sucked on the end for a moment, then I swapped over to Devana, who did the same. After that, I rubbed the head of my cock against Cami’s wet pussy, then began pushing myself inside.

Dear god, she felt incredible. She was soaking wet so I was fully inside her in no time, thrusting in and out while Devana and Charlotte were right there, watching. Waves rippled through Cami’s thick backside each time my hips slammed forward against her ass. Devana leaned over Cami’s back and kissed Charlotte for a moment, then the two stared lustfully at my cock thrusting in and out of the curvy woman.

“I could watch this all day, but I need some action myself,” Charlotte said, locking eyes with Devana.

The two voluptuous women got up and climbed onto the bed, playfully wrestling with each other. I knew how much Charlotte loved to eat pussy and what she was trying for, but Devana was much stronger. She pinned my wife down with a triumphant laugh, then kissed her way down Charlotte’s stomach and her to her smooth pussy. Charlotte was moaning in no time.

“Fuck me good and hard, Brent,” Cami said, pushing back against me, meeting my every thrust.

I slapped my hand on her butt and grabbed her hips tightly, ramming myself inside her while watching Devana eat my wife’s pussy. Good lord, I was in heaven. Pretty sure Charlotte was as well, according to the moans she made.

After a few minutes of that Devana raised up from between Charlotte’s thighs. They kissed for a moment, then Charlotte approached us.

“I need to taste you,” Charlotte said, kissing Cami on the lips. “Come here, beautiful.”

Charlotte flipped over onto her back and Cami crawled on top of her as if they were sixty-nining. And they did exactly that, licking at each other’s pussies for a few minutes while Devana approached me. I could taste Charlotte’s pussy on her lips as I moved up behind Cami.

“Oh, you taste so good,” Charlotte said as she sucked Cami’s juices off the head of my cock.

After a few sucks, she gripped my cock and lined it up with Cami’s pussy. I pushed myself back inside her and went back to thrusting while Charlotte toyed with the woman’s clitoris.

“Oh gods,” Cami exclaimed. “I didn’t think it was possible to feel so good. I—ahhh!”

She called out as she orgasmed, and neither of us slowed one bit. I kept thrusting inside her, hard and fast, while Charlotte kept tonguing her clit. Cami cried out as she had a second and third orgasm, her entire body shaking from pleasure. Devana kept kissing me as her fingers trailed down Cami’s rear end, gently toying with her asshole as the woman orgasmed yet again.

We really did a number on Cami. I honestly lost count, but I was pretty sure we put her through half a dozen orgasms in a row before she finally needed a break.

“I feel like my head is going to explode if I have one more orgasm,” she said between breaths, rolling over onto her back. “I just need a minute to catch my breath.”

Devana immediately broke our kiss and crawled between Cami’s thick thighs. “Okay, I think you’ve had long enough.” She chuckled and went right to licking along the full length of Cami’s pussy. She started moaning loudly again, her face flushed.

“How close are you?” Charlotte asked, shuffling up to me on her knees. My eyes were firmly glued to Devana’s rear end, wiggling right in front of me as she ate Cami’s pussy.

“I’m getting pretty close,” I said, moving up behind Devana.

“Hold on, I want to make sure I get some as well,” Charlotte said.

Devana was face down, ass up right in front of me. Charlotte moved over and straddled Devana’s butt so that she was right on top of her. With a smile, I pushed myself into Charlotte’s soaking wet pussy and thrust hard and fast. I couldn’t do it for too long, since I was so damn turned on and already close. After a bit of that I pulled out of Charlotte and pushed my cock inside Devana, moaning myself as her warm walls accepted me.

Charlotte moved forward and straddled Cami’s face. Soon, we were all moaning and I was pounding Devana’s pussy nice and hard. It didn’t take me long to get there. My fingers gripped her soft ass tightly as I blasted my seed deep inside her with a shout.

Cami and Charlotte cheered me on, crawling over so that they flanked Devana. They each held onto her ass and encouraged me to pump every last drop inside the beautiful woman.

As soon as I was done, Cami pushed me back and took my softening cock in her mouth, sucking off the last bits of cum and Devana’s pussy juices.

“Oh, I could do this all day,” Cami said, sucking on me again.

“You and me both,” Charlotte said. Devana’s ass was still in the air right in front of her, so she ran her tongue from the woman’s clit all the way to her pink asshole and back. “You two taste so good together.”

“I wish I could suck Brent’s cum out of her,” Cami said, releasing my cock so she could lick Devana’s pussy alongside Charlotte. “But I know she needs to get pregnant.” She kissed Devana right on her round asscheek, then turned and glanced over her shoulder at me. “Maybe we can do that next.” She winked.

I was thoroughly spent after that, but the women weren’t done with me. I practically collapsed on my back, but Cami suddenly climbed on top of me, covering me with her massive breasts and kissing me deeply. Charlotte was right there, kissing Cami’s ass, her lower back, her shoulder, and finally kissing me.

“Thank you,” Cami whispered into my ear.

“I’m definitely not done with you,” Charlotte said to Cami as she kissed her side, her waist, her hip. “I’m not done until you can’t walk.”

Cami straightened up and sat on top of my hips. She grinned at me as Charlotte took one of her soft pink nipples into her mouth.

“What a life, right Brent?” she asked.
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Islept like the dead that night. That should go without saying.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t sleep in too much, though. Anaya woke me with the sunrise, not so subtly laughing as I groaned and rubbed my eyes.

“Why are mornings so early?” I asked as I sat on the edge of the bed. Charlotte was still dead asleep. Couldn’t blame her.

“It’s not my fault you stayed up half the night getting people pregnant,” Anaya said.

“You’re next,” I told her.

“Sure,” Anaya said, giving me a wry grin.

I leaped forward and grabbed her around the waist, heaving her into the air. One of my hands went straight to her ass, squeezing it good and hard as I spun her in a circle.

“So many babies!” I said as she slapped at me.

“Put me down this instant!” she shrieked.

“Not until you’re pregnant!” I said. “Barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen!”

We both collapsed into laughter at that.

“That’s great if you get her pregnant, but could you do it more quietly?” Charlotte asked from the bed. She grabbed my pillow and put it over her head.

We laughed and left the bedroom, holding hands.

“Never a dull moment around you,” I said to my wife.

“I certainly hope so,” Anaya said. There was a hint of something in her voice, something in her tone that said she wasn’t fully joking. Ah, of course. Anaya was afraid of me leaving her. She was probably afraid of me getting bored with her and then leaving.

“Hey,” I said once we reached the living room. I turned to her and took her beautiful face in my hands. “I’m staying right here by your side, okay? No matter what.”

“I know,” she said after a moment, and leaned forward to hug me.

We held each other for a while. I ran my fingers through her hair, gently massaging her scalp while she sighed happily.

“I suppose you’re going to say something mean to me like ‘we should train on the spear’ or ‘we have to get ready to save the valley,’ right?” I asked.

“Not as long as you rub my head like that,” Anaya replied.

“Well, in that case,” I said.

We stood there for probably close to ten minutes, holding each other tightly while I massaged her scalp. I kissed her on the temple plenty of times as well, doing my best to show her I loved her. But finally, I knew we had to stop.

“Alright, let’s get this done,” I said, slowly releasing her.

Anaya leaned forward and kissed my lips, then pulled away. Together, we walked over to the corner of the living room, where she had leaned our practice spears.

“I don’t want to do anything fancy today,” she said. “We’re going to focus on basics again. I want this weapon to be as familiar as it can be. It should feel like an extension of your arm.”

“Noted,” I said.

It was a little chilly in the room so I used magic to light the fireplace. Once the flames were spilling heat into the air, I turned back to Anaya.

“Alright, I’m ready to get my ass kicked,” I said with a grin.

Anaya nodded, then took up a fighting stance right in front of me. She thrust her practice spear at my chest and I knocked it aside, then brought mine right back into position. With a satisfied nod, Anaya did it again. Once again, I parried her attack and immediately readied myself.

“Someone’s paying attention this morning,” Anaya said, thrusting right at my face.

I knocked that attack aside as well. “Yep,” I said, but the truth was, I couldn’t say anything else because I was so focused on what Anaya was doing. That damn woman was fast.

We kept that up for a solid fifteen minutes before taking a break. My muscles burned and my arms felt like lead. She was pushing me hard, but I knew it was for a reason.

“Should we try my sword today?” I asked, glancing over to where we kept my paper cutter sword.

“No,” Anaya replied. “We don’t have time for that. We need to focus only on what matters. In fact, you should be doing this while wearing your armor.”

Well, that’s what I get for opening my big mouth. Five minutes later I wore my gambeson while thrusting with my practice spear. Anaya had me go through basic moves for several minutes, then we sparred. I found the armor didn’t inhibit my movement too much, but it definitely took some extra thought. Even though the part of my gambeson that covered my shoulders was pretty light, it still affected my movement slightly—just enough that I had to pay attention. I was glad she had me get used to it.

“I should make you wear this all day so you’re comfortable with it when you have to use it,” Anaya said. From her tone I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not.

“Might make things hard with the queen later,” I said.

Anaya responded by slipping beneath my guard and jabbing me in the ribs with her spear.

“Isn’t that spousal abuse?” I asked, hunching over. That hadn’t been a gentle hit.

Shit. Anaya had been abused. That was probably a bad thing to joke about. Quick, change the topic.

“Hey honey,” I said. “Let’s call it quits for the day. I have a lot going on, and I still need to get that spear later. I’ll need your help then.”

Anaya nodded. “You’re probably right.” She sighed and leaned on her spear. “I wish I could train you all day for two weeks straight. I’d have you nice and proficient with this spear as well as your barbarian sword. But sadly, the Ghost Prince isn’t very considerate of our schedules.”

“I’ll make sure to admonish him when I meet him,” I said, pulling my gambeson off over my head. I winced at the pain in my side. There would be a bruise.

Once we had all of our stuff put away, I took another moment to hug Anaya tightly. I knew she was stressed with the upcoming battle, and I couldn’t blame her. The fact that I was expected to impregnate everyone while she was still too emotionally damaged for sex probably bothered her as well. I knew that would get better with time; hell, we were almost there. But I wanted to be considerate of that.

Someone knocked at the door.

“Time to get ready,” Anaya said. She leaned forward and kissed me. “I’ll see you here in a few hours, honey.”

I held her cheek for a moment. “You are so beautiful, and I love you.”

She blushed and hurried away.

“Come in,” I said.

The door opened and Yazmine walked in, carrying a large cup in her hand.

“So soon?” I asked, walking up to her.

“The queen waits for no one,” Yazmine said, handing me the cup.

It was half full of dark red liquid; I assumed wine. Well, considering what had happened the last time she gave me wine, I figured I needed to ask about it.

“Is this blessed wine?”

She smiled at me and shrugged. “Not entirely, sure, Brent. Maybe you should drink it and find out.” Her sly smile was all the answer I needed.

I laughed as we walked across the room, toward the door. “Ah, Yazmine. I don’t deserve you.”

“We both know that,” she said, winking at me and tapping the side of her head. “You don’t deserve a mind like mine.”

Her saying that made something click in my head. It was her. Yazmine was the woman of mind—my third wife. I had to marry her before I fought the Ghost Prince. At least, I thought that was how it worked. Maybe I only needed her support, but I wasn’t taking any chances.

I opened the door and held it for her. She smiled at me and walked through, and I closed the door behind us. I was so focused on this new revelation that I didn’t even check out her ass as she walked by.

I was crazy about Yazmine, and had been since I first met her. I mean, she was the very image of physical perfection, and her personality matched. She seemed to like me as well, so I just had to seal the deal somehow. It helped that she previously had a great relationship with one of my wives, and the other had a huge crush on her.

I took a sip of the wine, then decided to just quickly down the rest. Chugging wine was never a smart idea, and I nearly gagged, but I hid it well enough that Yazmine didn’t notice.

“Hey Yazmine,” I said, walking next to her. “I wanted to thank you for how kind you’ve been to me all this time. You’ve really been an angel to me.”

“You’re very welcome,” she said.

“And I’m going to be honest with you. I like you. A lot.”

She blushed and smiled, looking down. “Thank you, Brent. I like you as well.”

Did I need to push things any further, or should I say some witty, sly cliffhanger of a pickup line and then hurry away? Shit, I didn’t know.

One thing I did know was that the wine was definitely blessed, and it started taking effect almost immediately. My horny level went from about a three to a ten in a matter of seconds.

“Holy shit,” I said, placing a hand to my forehead. I looked down in the empty cup. “This stuff is strong.”

“The queen wanted the best,” Yazmine said. “I told her she’d have to settle for you.”

I laughed. Yeah, I wanted her. And, as it turned out, I needed her.

“Good,” I said, taking her hand. “Then I can blame this on the wine.”

I turned to face her and pulled her close. We looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, then I took her slender face in my hands and kissed her full lips. It was a gentle kiss, but it went on for a while. Our lips eventually parted, gently touching and exploring. She let out a faint sigh of happiness, and I struggled not to stab her with my sudden erection.

“I’m sorry,” I said, pulling my hips away slightly. “I’m not trying to cheapen the moment with that. I just really like you.”

She looked into my eyes for a moment. “So, what does that mean?”

“I suppose we’ll figure it out,” I said. “But I know I want you in my life.”

She stared at me expectantly, and I knew that was the perfect moment for me to seal the deal. Say something charming, Brent. Something, anything. But my mind was swimming from the wine, so I couldn’t focus.

“Ah,” I said, placing a hand to my head again. “This stuff is strong.”

Yazmine gave me a bit of a mischievous grin. “Good. That’s what she wanted.”

I took her hand and we continued walking toward the royal palace. It was a bit strange, walking with such a blatant hardon. But, eh, I got over it.

“How’s my favorite royal guard?” I asked Anita as I raised my hand.

“From the looks of things, not as good as you’re doing,” she replied, high-fiving me.

As I walked past her, I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. She gasped and touched the spot where I kissed her. I winked at her.

Man, at that moment I was so horny I could barely think. Yazmine guided me into the throne room, where Queen Brielle sat cross-legged on her throne. Sitting like that exposed much of her legs, and I stared at her beautiful skin, unable to look away.

“Hello, Brent,” the queen said. Wait, was she trying to seduce me? Why did she say my name like that?

Wait a minute. Yeah, I had kinda assumed that was the plan for today, but this confirmed my suspicions.

The queen wanted me to get her pregnant as well.
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Icleared my throat and tried to sound respectful. “I hope you’re doing well, my queen.” I bowed my head slightly. I still wasn’t very good at that. Bowing just felt kinda stupid to me.

She chuckled softly at my miniscule bow. “I imagine I will be, soon.”

She flicked her fingers and Yazmine bowed her head, then turned and left. I turned and watched Yazmine walk away, mostly because of how she looked in that skirt. Also, I had to figure out how to marry her, but I was having trouble thinking.

“Queen Brielle,” I began, turning back to her. “I think…. I think I want to take my—”

“All that can wait,” she said, standing up.

I heard the door behind me close, and two servants entered the room. They were both beautiful women, but I only had eyes for the queen. She took a few steps toward me, holding her arms out to each side. The servants walked up and unlaced her dress, right in front of me. Queen Brielle held my gaze the entire time, right up to and including when her dress fell to the floor and she stood naked in front of me.

My eyes went south and drank in her beauty. Her skin was slightly olive-complected, and completely flawless. Her breasts were large and full, nearly the size of Charlotte’s. Her stomach was slender but soft, which went down to wide hips and thick thighs. She was all but perfect.

“Do you want me?” she asked, and I looked her in the eye again.

I cleared my throat. “You’re a beautiful woman, but you’re the queen.”

“That’s not what I asked,” she replied. “Go,” she said to the servants, and they hurried away. Once the doors closed and it was just us alone in the throne room, she took a step closer to me, nearly close enough to kiss. “What thoughts cross your mind when you see my body?”

She turned in a slow circle, letting me gaze upon her beauty. Every part of her was soft curves. Her heavy breasts, her round hips, and a bubble butt that somehow made my erection even harder.

“Well?” she asked, raising an eyebrow at me. “What do you think when you see my body? What do you want from it?”

“I see beauty,” I said as my desire for her overflowed. “I see a body that I want to taste, and a mouth, pussy, and ass that all need my cum.”

Holy shit, did I really say that out loud? I would have hung my head in shame, but the blessed wine made me overly bold. Fortunately, the queen smiled when I said that.

“Let’s see if you can back those words up,” she said, turning away. She beckoned me with a finger as she walked, completely nude, across the throne room.

“Let’s see if you can back that ass up,” I said under my breath, watching each cheek undulate with each step.

She chuckled softly under her breath and walked to a large, gilded door. She glanced at me over her shoulder, then pushed it open and entered. I ran into the doorframe because I was watching her body instead of where I was going.

The queen’s personal bedroom was a large room, with windows set high on the walls to let in plenty of light while still preserving safety. A four-post bed was positioned against the far wall, right in the center, and the damn thing was huge. The bed as well as the rest of the furniture were covered with gilded scrollwork, exactly as I would expect for a queen.

I barely saw them, though. My eyes kept going back to the beautiful woman in front of me.

“Come here, Brent,” she said in a sultry voice as she sat on the edge of the bed, beckoning me with a finger.

I walked up to her and she slowly spread her thick thighs, giving me a view of absolute heaven. I wanted to bury my face in her pussy and stay there for an hour, but in the end I knew I was there to get her pregnant. Well, to get her pregnant and please her. Had to keep the queen happy, after all.

With that in mind, I walked right up to her and dropped to my knees. Fortunately there was a thick rug right there, else I would have busted a kneecap. I probably wouldn’t have noticed though, considering how focused on her pussy I was.

I leaned forward and planted several kisses on her inner thigh, then kissed my way up to her labia as she let out soft moans and took deep breaths. I then flattened my tongue and ran it from her opening all the way to her clitoris. I stayed there for a moment, rubbing my tongue on her love button until she began letting out happy little noises, then ran my tongue up her pussy again.

“A hungry one, I see,” she said, pushing her fingers in my hair.

I could tell she was a woman that was used to being in control. Well, I’d let her for now, since my head was between her thighs. Once we moved on, things would change though. She was mine.

I pushed my tongue inside her for a moment, savoring how delicious she was, then ran it back up to her clit and settled there. I rubbed my tongue back and forth on her clitoris as my hands wrapped around those delightfully thick thighs of hers.

“Oh Brent,” she breathed, tangling her fingers in my hair and holding my face to her pussy. “That is simply amazing. Oh, keep doing that.”

Her breathing quickened as I continued, and soon she was orgasming and clenching my head with those soft legs of hers. I let her rest for a few seconds, then went at it again, until I had given her a second and then a third orgasm.

“Come here,” she said, sliding back on the bed.

She spread her thighs for me and I eagerly climbed onto the bed. With the blessed wine in me, the only thing in the world I wanted was her pussy. I barely wanted to even breathe; I only wanted her.

Queen Brielle was already soaking wet, so I pushed inside her with ease. She was incredibly tight, to the extent that I knew I wouldn’t be able to last very long. Well, that was fine. With the wine in me, I could go multiple times, and I had a promise to keep.

I thrust in and out of her a few times, watching her massive breasts move and a smile spread across her beautiful face. Her body was incredible; soft, gentle curves that almost seemed to be painted by an artist’s hand.

I bent over, kissing her huge breasts as I continued pushing in and out of her. She moaned and reached down for me, her hands grabbing onto my shoulders and my back. I settled on one of her nipples, sucking and nibbling on it while I kept thrusting.

“Ohhhh, yes, Brent,” she said, watching me. “Oh, that is so good.”

I brought both hands up and squeezed her breasts, then moved up and kissed her.

I had never before kissed a queen, so I wasn’t sure what to expect. Her lips were full and soft against mine, and her kiss was initially delicate. Her lips parted and her tongue gently slid out, teasing mine. I thrust more quickly inside her and she opened her mouth wider as our kiss picked up more intensity.

“Fuck me harder, Brent,” she said against my lips. “Your queen demands it.”

I thought of telling her that I was in charge, but that would probably ruin a good moment. And you know what? In that moment, I was absolutely in heaven. Let her tell me what to do. Because to be honest, it was kinda awesome.

“Yes, my queen,” I said with a smile, and began really pounding her.

She spread her thighs wide and I hooked one of her knees over my shoulder so I could really get deep inside her. I slid a hand behind her neck and pulled forward, helping her to watch me thrust in and out of her sweet pussy.

“Look at that cock inside me,” she said.

Wow, never expected language like that from a queen. Well, she didn’t stop there.

“Oh Brent, I want your cum,” she said. “I need your cum inside me.”

I kissed her again, then pulled back. “You're swallowing it first.”

“Is that so?” she asked. She opened her mouth to say something else and I started thrusting as hard and fast as I could, so that the only noise that came from her mouth was a loud moan.

Her massive breasts bounced back and forth with each thrust, and I quickly found myself approaching the finish line.

“Get on your knees,” I said as I quickly pulled out and stood on the bed.

She hurriedly moved so that she was kneeling in front of me, and eagerly opened her mouth. She grabbed onto my waist and opened her mouth and I put the head of my cock right there on her tongue, then watched in amazement as I shot thick streams of cum into the queen’s mouth. She wrapped her lips around the end and sucked every last drop out of me, until I practically collapsed onto the bed next to her.

“Mmm, you taste delicious,” she said, moving next to me and running a finger down my chest. She gave me one of those satisfied smiles that women were so good at; the one that said she was planning on keeping me there for a while.

“You as well,” I said between breaths. I was on my back, breathing hard after that. Wow, a queen. This world got better with every passing minute.

Queen Brielle laid next to me, placing her head on my shoulder. I knew I was there to fuck her, but I didn’t expect any cuddles. It was a nice little surprise.

“It’s been so many years since I’ve felt the warmth of a man in my bed,” she said softly as her finger traced down my chest and stomach. “Would you hold me, Brent?”

Needless to say, she didn’t have to ask me twice. I pulled her against me and wrapped my arms around her, holding her as I would one of my wives. I kissed the top of her head and she threw a thick leg over mine. Holy shit, her body was made for cuddling. My fingers went into her hair and I gently massaged her scalp, as I had done with Anaya earlier. Judging from the happy noises she made, that was the right move.

You know what they say. Blessed fertility wine waits for no one.

Which means after only a few minutes of cuddling, I was ready to go again. Yep, the sight of her breast resting on my shoulder resulted in another rock-hard erection.

“I want you again, my queen,” I said, kissing her temple. “Are you ready?”

“As long as you cum in my pussy this time,” she replied, rolling onto her back.

Which, of course, I did.

I got on top of her and pushed myself right back inside her and we made love again, kissing passionately the whole time. She was soaking wet, almost dripping. Her hands wrapped around me, holding my lower back and pulling me into her harder. I probably would have came again in a matter of minutes, so I pulled out and directed her to roll over and get on her hands and knees.

“Like this?” she asked, arching her back and sticking her ass up right in front of me.

My eyes bulged and she laughed.

“Just because I’m the queen doesn’t mean I don’t know how to turn a man on,” she said with a wink. She shook her hips at me for emphasis.

I ran my hands over her perfectly round ass, marveling at the sight. It was simply a work of art. I moved closer and pushed myself back inside her pussy and got a firm grip on each ass cheek. We started again and she backed into me, meeting each thrust. She rammed her ass against me so hard she nearly knocked me over.

The sight was simply incredible, and I couldn’t help but slap my hand down on that big, juicy ass of hers.

“Brent!” she said, pulling herself off my cock and turning to face me. “Did you just strike your queen?”

“Yes, I did,” I said. “And I’ll do it again if you don’t turn around and bend over for me.”

She opened her mouth to protest and I reached out again, my hand hovering over her butt.

“I’m your queen,” she said. I could tell she was struggling not to smile.

I leaned in close and kissed her, then spoke directly against her lips while squeezing her ass nice and hard. “Yes, my queen. But right now, you belong to me. Now bend over, like a good girl.”

She immediately dropped to her hands and knees and backed against me, moaning before I even got inside her. I gave it to her hard and fast, watching her ass shake with every thrust.

“Please, fill me, Brent!” she said.

I came only seconds later. I squeezed her big ass with both hands while pushing myself all the way inside, spraying my load directly against her cervix. We both moaned loudly, and that time she pushed back against my cock hard enough that she did actually knock me over.

“Oh Brent! I’m sorry!” she said, turning again.

“At least I fell on the bed,” I said, lying there on my back.

She crawled over to my face and kissed me. “You know, I had some of that blessed wine as well.”

One of her hands went between her legs and she began rubbing herself, then kissed me again. Her tongue went in my mouth as her hand moved quickly on her clitoris, and she quickly brought herself to orgasm again, practically shouting into my mouth.

It was oddly exhilarating. She did it again, kissing me while bringing herself to orgasm, and then a third time. Holy shit, she was on fire. Fortunately, watching her do that had a predictable response, especially with the blessed wine.

“Get on top of me,” I said, pulling her to me.

Queen Brielle smiled and crawled over to me, then straddled my hips. She lined us up, then lowered her cum-filled pussy right onto my cock. She was so absolutely soaking wet; thrusting inside her felt incredible.

My hands went to her hips, then her narrow waist, holding her while I pounded her. She leaned forward, practically smothering me with her huge breasts. I was like a kid in a candy store, sucking on one nipple, then the other.

“Grab my ass,” she said to me, her eyes squeezed shut as I bit down on a nipple. “I love how you grab my ass. Here,” she said as she grabbed a pillow and pulled it to us.

I doubled the pillow over and put it beneath my head and shoulders to prop me up, then leaned forward and grabbed onto her butt with both hands. She smiled and pushed her breasts into my face again while I squeezed her ass.

Queen Brielle bouncing on top of me might have been the best thing that had ever happened in the history of things happening. While sucking on one of her nipples, I slid one of my hands further around, gently rubbing at her asshole. It was soaked with cum and pussy juice, so the tip of my finger slid right in.

“Mmmm,” she said as I gently pushed in my finger to the second knuckle.

I continued thrusting my cock inside her and gently worked my finger in and out of her ass in an alternating rhythm. She threw back her head and moaned loudly.

“Make sure you cum in my pussy,” she said, then closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip.

“Oh don’t worry,” I said. “I just need to get your ass warmed up for me.”

She rocked her hips back and forth, working with my movements. Her stomach tensed and she suddenly took my face in her hands.

“Oh, Brent!” she shouted as she came. “Fucking breed me, Brent!”

“Brielle!” I yelled as I came as well.

We both shouted each other’s names several times and she finally collapsed on top of me, breathing hard against my neck. I kept my hands on her ass, because there was no better place to be.

“I might need a break after that one,” she said, still gasping for breath.

“Don’t worry, honey,” I said softly to her as I began gently working my finger in and out of her ass again. “You’ll get a short break. And as soon as I’m ready to go again, I’m fucking this sweet ass of yours.”

She moaned softly into my ear when I said that and began moving her hips against my finger. I used my other hand to pull her cheeks apart.

Holy shit, I was turned on. I wanted to practically bathe in that blessed wine and fuck her all day, maybe tomorrow as well.

“Please,” she whispered into my ear. “Please fuck my ass, Brent. I can’t take it anymore, I need you in my ass.”

I slowly removed my finger from her ass and she climbed off of me. My cum practically ran down the inside of her thighs as she rolled onto her side, pointing that beautiful ass of hers right at me. She bent her knees and arched her lower back, really sticking that thing out. Man, she wanted it.

I wiped an extra-large glob of saliva on the tip of my cock and rubbed it against her little pink asshole.

Queen Brielle gasped softly, then turned and watched me. “Be gentle,” she said. “But don’t stop until you cum. I want to feel completely claimed by you.”

“Yes, my queen,” I said with a smile.

I gently pushed my cock into her ass until the tip slipped inside. She sucked in a quick breath and I paused, letting her get used to it. A finger was one thing, but taking something larger took some time.

“Here,” I said, taking her hand and putting it on her ass. She pulled, spreading her ass for me, then nodded when she was ready.

I pushed further in and waited again. Once I got halfway in, I slowly pulled out until only the tip remained, then pushed myself back inside her, going a little further that time. I did that several more times until I was all the way inside her, my pelvis pressed against her soft ass cheeks.

“Oh!” she said, tossing her hair. “Oh, Brent. Oh, hold on. Stay right there.”

I gently rubbed her cheek and hip as I held myself in her ass. It was incredibly tight, like the stuff of dreams.

She flipped her long hair over her shoulder and looked up at me, then nodded. I pulled out an inch or two, then went back in. Brielle immediately began moaning and pulled on her ass cheeks, spreading it more for me.

After a minute or two of that, she was relaxed enough that I could really start thrusting. I gave her full length strokes, watching in amazement as I fucked the magnificent ass of a queen. I kept my strokes moderate, not going too hard but really getting the full enjoyment of it all.

“I want to ride you,” she said, slowly pulling away.

I gently pulled out, then rolled onto my back again. Brielle straddled me, facing away, then reached between her legs and grabbed onto the base of my cock. Cum ran down the inside of her thigh, so she grabbed some with her fingers and wiped it on the tip of my cock. She rubbed the tip against her asshole a few times and worked up and down, and it finally went inside. It took another minute for her to relax enough, but soon she was fully seated on me and I was balls-deep inside her.

I placed my hands on those beautifully round cheeks as she began working her ass up and down. It didn’t take her long to ride me surprisingly hard, and soon I was ramming myself into that perfect ass of hers with each thrust. She shouted her pleasure to the ceiling and her entire body shook as she orgasmed again. It didn’t take me long to get there either, and soon I was filling her ass with my seed.

“Oh, Brent,” she said, almost whimpering as she worked her ass in small circles. She finally rose off, then laid on top of me and cuddled me again. “That was the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt. I’m tempted to order you to fuck my ass every day.”

“Brielle, I don’t think you’d have to order me,” I said with a chuckle. “A simple ‘please’ would be enough.”

She leaned up and kissed me softly for several minutes with her hand along my jaw. “Thank you for all of your cum,” she whispered against my lips.

“I think I still owe you one more load in your ass,” I said, meaning it as a joke. Well, mostly.

“I don’t know if I have the energy for that,” she said, laying her head on my shoulder. “Can you just hold me?”

“Of course,” I said, wrapping my arms around her.

We held each other tightly, like lovers would, while we rested. The blessed wine was still burning in our veins and we both wanted more, but she was worn out. Also, I reminded myself that as queen she probably was starved for physical affection.

I let my hands roam her back, gently caressing her from shoulder to butt. She smiled against my neck.

“Are things going to be weird between us now?” I asked.

“They don’t have to be,” she said.

I thought for a moment. “Should I take you as my third wife?” I was joking, and hoped she picked up on it. I knew who I needed to marry. Still, as gorgeous as she was, it wouldn’t be the worst thing to happen.

Brielle laughed against my neck. “Thinking of making yourself a king, Brent?”

“Only the king of this ass,” I said, grabbing it again.
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We held each other for nearly an hour and both briefly dozed off. After that, she had her servants draw a hot bath for me, which felt simply incredible after sex like that.

I noted that the servants wore robes that completely covered them from the neck down, which made sense. The queen probably didn’t want me banging her servants, and with the blessed wine still in me, that was a real possibility. Hell, considering how strong that particular batch of blessed wine had been, I’d be horny for the rest of the day.

Once I was nice and clean they helped me into my freshly washed clothes and sent me on my way. I crossed the living room, humming a happy tune to myself. Anita stood there at the door, waiting for me.

“Hello, gorgeous,” I said, leaning over and kissing her on the cheek again. “Miss me?”

She laughed. “I’ve been ordered not to kill you today, so you’re lucky.”

“Is that so?” I asked as I turned to look at her.

She nodded. “The queen said you’d be acting differently than usual.”

“Hmm. Well, in that case.” I leaned forward again and took her face in my hands, then kissed her right on the lips.

Anita nudged me with her spear, but she was all smiles and kissed me back.

“We can blame the blessed wine for that,” I said with a wink. “I won’t tell you that I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you.”

“Oh, okay,” she said, still smiling. “Our little secret, I suppose.” She leaned forward and pecked me on the lips again.

“Still wondering if I should take you as my third wife,” I said.

Anita rolled her eyes. “Okay, get out of here before I ignore my orders and stab you.”

We both laughed as I walked out of the royal palace. Anita was gorgeous but I didn’t want her as a wife. Still, it was fun to flirt. It was always fun to flirt.

I had a busy day ahead of me, so I needed to focus. Serious thought was hard with the wine in me, though. I could only think of one thing. I took a deep breath and tried to organize in my head what I needed to get done.

“Where are you running off to?” a woman asked me.

I turned and saw Alexandra walking next to me, her curls bouncing with each step. She looked up at me and gave me a beautiful smile.

“Hey, Alexandra,” I said, reaching out with an arm and pulling her close. She wrapped her arm around my waist.

“Someone’s friendly this morning,” she said.

“Sorry, I can’t help it,” I replied. “Yazmine gave me some of that blessed wine, so I can only think about one thing.”

“Is that so?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “What are you up to right now?”

I slowed. “To be honest, I’m not entirely sure. I think I have some free time.”

Alexandra took a deep breath and let it out. “I have an idea, but you’ll have to be quick.”

Wait, did Alexandra want me now? Man, this was quickly becoming one of the best days of my life. She looked up at me through her long lashes and gave me a slow smile.

Five minutes later we were in my cottage. I was lying on my bed with Alexandra on top of me. Her small body was incredible, and she weighed practically nothing. I was used to voluptuous women, so it was nice to have someone so petite and slender. A fire on the small hearth kept the room warm, although the passion of our lovemaking had me covered with a thin sheen of sweat.

Her eyes were squeezed shut with a look of intense concentration. She bit her bottom lip as she rode me, and my hands went from her waist up to her small, perky breasts. I gave them a squeeze, then rubbed my thumbs over her soft pink nipples until they hardened. Alexandra practically shivered with pleasure. Her curls bounced as we moved.

The wine was made for breeding, not staying power, so it actually kind of helped her situation. She didn’t have a lot of time, she had told me. She wanted me to be quick.

With that in mind, I pulled her to me. She leaned forward and our lips met while I thrust inside her, rapid-fire. Her skin was velvety soft, possibly the softest I had ever felt. After kissing for a while, she buried her face against my neck and moaned softly while I pounded her sweet pussy until I came inside her.

“Thank you, Brent,” she said, almost whimpering as she kissed me again. “I needed this. I needed you.”

Our tongues danced and my hands gripped her tight, perky butt. She held my face in both hands, kissing me.

“You can’t imagine what that meant to me,” she whispered. “Although I suppose you’ll find out soon enough.” With a wink she climbed off me.

I remained on the bed for a moment, catching my breath. Man, I felt like I was doing cardio three times a day with all they were putting me through. I turned and watched Alexandra’s beautifully slender body slowly disappear beneath her clothes.

“Thanks again,” she said, leaning over to kiss me. “You have definitely won my favor, Brent.” She wrapped her cloak around herself and left, closing the door quietly behind her.

“Wow,” I said out loud. “What a morning.” I honestly had no idea how I could top that. I relaxed for a few minutes, catching my breath. All that sex was a lot of work, and my heart was pounding.

A familiar knock came at the door. “Mara?” I asked. She always knocked the same way.

“Hi, Brent,” she said, then pushed the door open. “I saw you go in here a while ago so I wanted to bring you some food.” She stopped when she noticed me lying there, fully nude. “Is that alright?”

“Of course,” I said, watching her.

She slowly walked over to the counter and placed a covered platter there. My eyes practically burned with desire at the glimpses I caught of her legs when her cloak moved.

“It’s warm in here,” she said, undoing the clasp of her cloak. She draped it over the back of the chair, sending nervous glances my way.

Mara was a breathtakingly beautiful young woman. Short and petite, with dark hair and eyes. Her lightly tanned skin covered a beautiful body with small breasts, strong thighs, and a round bubble butt. I had wanted her since the first moment I saw her, but upon learning she was only nineteen I decided I didn’t want to get her pregnant. She deserved to live some life first.

She saw me staring and toyed with a strand of hair as she took a step closer. “Brent?” she asked.

“Yeah?” I replied, swinging my legs over the side of the bed. I was already getting hard again from looking at her.

“Do you remember when you said you wanted to teach me things? All sorts of things?” She grabbed onto her leather top and unfastened it, then let it fall to the floor.

“Yeah,” I said, my eyes glued to those perfect little breasts of hers.

Mara bit her lip, then began pushing her skirt down, wiggling her hips from side to side to get it over her ass. “I think you missed a few lessons,” she said, kicking the skirt away.

I couldn’t stop myself. I leaped out of the bed and ran to her, taking her in my arms. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, while my hand went straight to her ass. Hers reached out and took hold of my cock, immediately stroking it.

“Please don’t make me wait any longer,” Mara said against my lips.

“Hold on,” I said, pulling away from her. Fortunately, a towel and dry sink still stood in the corner. I used it to wash and dry myself off, then turned back to Mara.

She was right there, waiting for me. She dropped to her knees, taking me into her mouth. I could feel her eagerness in how she touched me. She looked up at me with her big brown eyes and the head of my cock in her mouth. “I want you inside me, Brent,” she said. “Please.”

I reached down and grabbed her beneath the arms, helping her to her feet. We both practically ran to the bed, excitedly pawing at each other the entire time. I wanted to spend the rest of the afternoon playing with her incredible body, but the blessed wine gave me tunnel vision. I only craved one thing, and it was between those beautiful thighs of hers.

Mara climbed on the bed and rolled over onto her back. She spread her thighs for me and I moved between them, taking the time to kiss my way across her flat stomach. I worked my way up to her small breasts, pleasing each nipple, then kissed along her neck and finally got to her lips.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she said, kissing me.

“Always,” I replied.

“I’ve been drinking forkleaf tea for the last two days,” she said. “So I won’t get pregnant.”

I pulled away and looked at her.

She smiled. “Cum in my pussy, Brent.”

“Well, that changes things,” I said.

I went back to kissing her, but worked my way down this time, going from her neck and her collarbones to her breasts, to her stomach. Once I got between her legs I got comfortable, then began licking at her sweet pussy. I ran my tongue up and down her labia while her body trembled, then finally got to her clitoris and began pleasing her.

“Oh Brent,” Mara said softly, reaching down to toy with my hair. She combed her fingers through it, sometimes holding me firmly against her pussy. I loved it. Feeling how much she enjoyed this was such a huge turn-on.

Her breathing came in quick gasps and her stomach tensed. I picked up the pace, rubbing my tongue sideways on her clit while gently working a finger in and out of her and doing the “come here” motion against the front wall of her vagina.

“Brent,” she said, her voice a faint whimper. Her moans skyrocketed after that and she bucked on the bed. “Yes! Yes, Brent, yes! Oh fuck!”

With my free hand on her hip I held her in place and kept pleasing her, bringing her to a second and then third orgasm all in quick succession. After that I relaxed and let her catch her breath.

“Please,” she said. “I need you inside me.”

I wiped my mouth on the back of my arm and crawled over her. Our bodies lined up and the head of my cock pressed right against her at the perfect angle, like we were both made for each other. She was so wet that I sank all the way inside with a single thrust.

“Fuck!” Mara shouted, tossing her hair. “Fuck me good, Brent. Show me how good this can feel.”

I bent over her, kissing her deeply while working myself in and out of her. She kissed me back with an intensity and fervor I had rarely experienced. Her hips worked with me, eagerly meeting my every thrust.

After a few minutes we rolled over so she could be on top. She placed her hands on my chest and began riding me, and my hands went right to her narrow waist. I held her tightly while thrusting in and out, sending waves through her body. Her small breasts bounced with each thrust, thoroughly mesmerizing me.

Mara squeezed her eyes shut as she approached another orgasm. I felt her walls tighten around me and I thrust upwards into her, holding her there with my grip on her hips while she moaned loudly. Only seconds later I came, jackhammering myself into her while she yelled my name and shouted encouragement.

“Oh, Brent,” Mara said softly as she collapsed on top of me. She buried her face against my neck and kissed me several times. “That was so beautiful,” she said, sounding like she was on the verge of tears. “Thank you.”

“Are you alright?” I asked, pushing her off of me a bit so I could look at her. “Is everything okay?”

“Yes,” she said with a smile as she wiped a tear away. “I’m better than alright, to be honest. That was incredible. I just feel a lot of things right now.”

I pulled her back to me and held her tightly against my chest. She sniffled a few times but mostly held me in return.

“I love you, Brent,” she whispered. “I love you and I always will. I wish you could take me as one of your wives, but I know that isn’t possible. Still, I just want you to know that.”

I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her cheek. “I love you too, Mara. You’re a sweetheart and wonderful in every way.”

We stayed that way for a good ten minutes, her on top of me and my cock still inside her, us holding each other tightly. She was young and that was her first time, so I let her remain on top of me for as long as she wanted. And to be honest, the feeling of her body on mine was quite incredible as well.

“I could stay here all day, but I need to get back to the temple,” Mara said. She leaned up and kissed me softly, then smiled and climbed off me.

I put my hands behind my head and watched her get dressed. Damn, but she was hot. I nearly felt a pang of sadness as I watched her cover that beautiful body with clothing.

“Oh, that reminds me,” she said. “Once you’re done and ready, Yazmine needs to see you.”

“You’re just now telling me this?” I asked, laughing.

“Well, she knew you would be busy all morning,” Mara said with a shrug. “So, you know, once you’re done.”

I laughed again. Mara came over and kissed me, then left.

After that I walked over to the washstand and wiped myself down again. I liked Yazmine and I needed to win her over, so I didn’t want to approach her reeking of sex.

Once I got my clothes on I left the cottage and went to see that beautiful redhead.
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“What a great day,” I said to myself as I walked down the street. I woke up next to my beautiful wives, had sex with a queen, then followed that up by sleeping with both Alexandra and Mara. Hard to top that.

Although I was walking to see Yazmine at that moment, and she might have been the only person capable of outdoing all that. I just had to, you know, convince her to marry me. Well, I’d figure that out soon enough. I didn’t have a choice.

“Good afternoon, Brent,” Devana said as she walked by. A chance breeze blew the front of her cloak open, giving me a view of her ample cleavage.

The blessed wine burned in my veins, and the moment I saw her my lust meter hit max. I reached out and took her by the hand.

“Hey, Devana,” I said. “I need to show you something real quick.” I looked around. We stood in the middle of the street, although the entire center of Moonglow was forest. There was always privacy nearby.

“Yes, what is it?” she asked.

“It’s over here,” I said, pulling her behind me. We walked toward the treeline and went about twenty feet into the forest.

“Brent, why are you bringing me here?” she asked when we stopped.

“Because you’re not pregnant yet and Yazmine gave me some of that blessed wine,” I replied, pulling at the laces on my pants.

Devana’s face turned to a devilish smile and she unlaced her skirt. She pulled her cloak around to one side and pushed her skirt down over that big, beautiful ass of hers.

“Grab that tree,” I said, turning her around and holding her by the hips.

Devana leaned forward and held onto a tree in front of her. I pushed her cloak out of the way and spat on my fingertips, then reached between her thick thighs and wiped my saliva there. I pushed myself inside her and we began going at it right away.

Devana definitely enjoyed the impromptu romp. She tossed her hair and backed into me, meeting my every thrust. I grabbed and squeezed on her ass as I pounded her hard, racing toward the finish line. We both smiled at each other and I reached around, squeezing her large breasts.

One of her hands went between her thighs and she began pleasing herself. It didn’t take long before we were both gasping with pleasure as we orgasmed together.

“More of that, please,” she said, slowly gyrating her ass against me.

Looking down at her curves made me want her again, and with the wine in me I knew I could do it. But I also had things to do.

“My god, I wish I had the time,” I said, pulling out of her. I bent down and placed a kiss on that beautiful ass of hers. “Thanks for letting me do that.”

“Oh, anytime!” she said, turning back to face me.

We kissed for a moment, then pulled our clothes on. I went back to the cottage and washed up again, then left.

I arrived at the temple stairs and by the time I was halfway up them, Mara came out to greet me.

“Well hello, Brent,” she said with a smile. “Fancy meeting you here.”

“I know, right?” I offered her my arm. “I feel like it’s been so long since I’ve seen you.”

She slipped her hand around my arm and we continued up the stairs together.

“That was incredible, by the way,” she said quietly.

“I agree,” I told her. “I’ve been dreaming of it for weeks.”

She squeezed my arm. “I suppose you’re here for Yazmine?”

I nodded. She knew the answer to that, of course. She was just being professional in case anyone overheard.

“Well, she seems to be in a good mood, so that’s good.” She lowered her voice. “You really should flirt with her more. No one else pays attention to her like you do. I think she’s smitten with you but is too shy to say anything. And she’s worried about her position as High Priestess.”

“Good to know,” I replied in a whisper. “You think she’d marry me?”

Mara stopped dead in her tracks, pulling me to a halt. “What?”

I winced. “Sorry. The quick version is that Tanarus told me I had to marry three specific women or else everything would fall apart. I need them and their support. Charlotte and Anaya were the first two, and I’ve figured out that Yazmine is the third.”

Mara’s eyes widened. “Well, I wasn’t expecting that. Although it explains why you married them so quickly.”

“Sorry if any of that is awkward for you,” I said, reaching over and patting her hand with mine. Mara was an incredible sweetheart, and the last thing I ever wanted to do was hurt her.

“No, it’s fine,” she said. “I mean, sure I wish it was me. We all do. In the end, I’m just glad I got to spend some time with you.” She winked at me. “Alright, let’s go see my boss.”

We continued, with Mara leading me down the center of the sanctuary. We walked between the pews until we got to the end of the aisle, then entered the hallway that eventually led to Yazmine’s study. She was already in there, and ran into us the moment we passed through the door.

“Oh!” she said, jumping back. “You startled me, sorry. Are you ready, Brent?”

“I think so,” I said, patting Mara’s arm. She gave me a sweet smile and hurried away. I took a deep breath, then leaned forward and puckered my lips. “Okay. I’m ready.”

Yazmine laughed, and to my delight she leaned forward and kissed me. “You know what I mean, you ridiculous man.”

We turned and I offered her my arm. She accepted with a word of thanks, and we slowly walked back through the door and into the sanctuary.

“Everything went well with the queen?” she asked.

“You could say that,” I replied with a chuckle. I hoped she didn’t want me to describe what had actually happened. “You made the wine, so I’m sure you can guess.”

Yazmine gave a polite laugh. “Well, that’s good. We should focus on what’s in front of us, though. You need to go fetch the spear. You have to climb the wall, but I will take you there.”

I nodded. “Okay. I guess I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Good,” Yazmine said.

We walked in a bit of awkward silence for a few minutes, slowly leaving the temple and walking down the street. It felt great to walk with Yazmine, to be honest. I steered her over to my house on our way.

“Anaya wanted to come with me,” I explained. “She said she could help me find the best way up the wall.”

Yazmine laughed. “That’s definitely the Anaya I know. She climbed it more than anyone. At least a dozen times, always fearless. It drove her parents insane. No one else could climb it as quickly and effortlessly as her. I think most people would fall to their death if they even tried.”

“Lucky me, I went and married her,” I said as we reached my house.

I pushed the door open and stuck my head inside. “Hey, honey?”

“Which one?” Charlotte asked after a pause.

“The pretty one,” I said, shooting a grin at Yazmine. She laughed silently behind her hand. “The one that I love a whole bunch.” More silence. “Um, the one that—”

“Brent, don’t make me stab you,” Anaya said, suddenly appearing in front of me. “Are we going now?”

“Yeah,” I said, taking her hand. “Time for me to climb a cliff and hopefully not fall.”

The three of us walked down the street, winding through the town of Moonglow and making our way toward the waterfall. Walking between the two women gave me the same feeling I got when walking with Charlotte and Anaya, which further solidified my desire for Yazmine. She was the third woman; I was certain of it.

“So, I climb all the way up to the top of the cliff? That’s it?” I asked once the waterfall came into view.

Yazmine nodded. “Once you’re up top you’ll see a small cave. You’ll need to go in there and speak with the spirit that guards the spear.”

“And that’s the spirit of the queen’s dead sister, right?” I asked. “So, the princess? Should I call her that, or just talk to her, or what?”

Yazmine nodded again. “Yes, that’s her. I hope your actions have been enough. You need to win her favor in order for her to let you take the spear.”

Her saying that reminded me of something Alexandra had said earlier. And that, of course, reminded me of the curly haired woman.

“Oh, I may have told you this before, but I spoke with a woman that has incredible potential for magic in town earlier. Actually, I’ve spoken to her several times. I can’t believe you haven’t met her yet.”

“Who is she?” Yazmine asked.

“Alexandra,” I said. “Short, curly hair, adorable. Very polite. I think you’d like her. Maybe she could join Mara and be an apprentice or something. Hey, what’s wrong?”

Yazmine had stopped a few steps before me. I turned to face her and she stared at me with wide eyes and her mouth open in shock.

“You said her name is Alexandra?” Yazmine asked slowly.

“Yeah,” I said. “Curious woman. She has a habit of disappearing when I’m not looking.”

“Curly hair?”

I nodded.

“Brent,” Yazmine said, her mouth working silently for a moment. “You’ve been speaking with her all this time?”

“With who? Alexandra?”

“That’s the queen’s dead sister,” Yazmine said. “More specifically, her spirit.”

“Her what?”

“The queen’s sister—the one that fell to her death from atop the cliff so many years ago. Her name was Alexandra. She was short, with curly hair.”

“Holy shit,” I said. “But wait, I touched her. How can I touch a ghost?”

“A spirit, not a ghost,” Yazmine said as if that explained everything. “With enough concentration, she can make herself seem physical for a time. She can touch things, people. Every few years she makes an appearance, but it’s usually very brief. I think it takes a lot of her power to do so.”

“That makes sense,” I muttered, remembering how we had slept together.

“What sort of things did she tell you?” Yazmine asked. Anaya looked on, fascinated.

I shrugged. “I mean, normal stuff. We talked like friends. But you talking about winning her favor is what reminded me of her. She actually said that to me earlier today. I, uh, did something nice for her, and she told me I had won her favor.” I pointedly avoided mentioning we had slept together, although at least now I knew how she was able to make herself physical and why she had to be so quick.

Yazmine let out a deep sigh. “Good. Now you need to climb the wall and get to her. And I’m glad we have Anaya for that.”

“I’m tempted to go with you,” Anaya said, frowning at the cliff. “I’d love to see my cousin. But I know I can’t, sadly.”

We continued walking until we got to the lake at the bottom of the waterfall. Once there, we moved around to the left side and approached the cliff wall itself.

“Down here it’s more dangerous,” Anaya said. “The mist from the waterfall makes everything slippery. Take off your boots.”

“Eh?” I asked, looking down at my feet.

“The soles of your feet will grip the stone better than your boots. Hopefully your feet aren’t too soft, or it’ll probably cut you.”

Yazmine stared up the towering cliff face. “I’m glad it’s you and not me.” She turned back to me. “No offense.”

“None taken,” I said as I pulled my boots off. I looked up at the cliff, trying not to feel an overwhelming sense of vertigo. “I suppose now is a bad time for me to admit that I’m afraid of heights.”

Anaya laughed and shook her head. “No, you aren’t.”

“Oh, I totally am,” I said, laughing with her. “It happened a few years ago, out of nowhere. One day I was suddenly terrified of heights. Makes my head spin and my heart pound.”

“Like I said, no you aren’t,” Anaya said again, putting her hands on her hips.

I frowned. “Honey, I—”

“No, you aren’t,” Anaya repeated firmly. “I’ll say it again if you misheard me. You are not afraid of heights, my husband. Heights do not bother you at all, and the climb up this cliff is going to be a challenge but you’ll be okay.”

I took a deep breath. “You’re right.” I had a feeling if I said anything else, Anaya would try to slap some confidence into me.

I turned to face the cliff wall. It was rough and jagged, with easy fingerholds all over the place. That, at least, made me feel a bit better. The hundred-foot height, on the other hand, didn’t.

“Can I use magic to fly up there?” I said out loud, not really meaning it.

“No,” Yazmine said. “No one has figured out how to fly via magic. It’s thought to be impossible, but if you really want to try….” She shrugged.

“I don’t even know how to lift other objects with magic, so now is probably a bad time to figure that out,” I grumbled, looking up the wall. The more I stared, the more determined I became. I could do this. It wasn’t impossible. Hell, children even did it at times. The face of the cliff was so jagged and broken up it would practically be like climbing a ladder.

“Spear of destiny, here I come,” I said, grabbing onto a curved edge of a rock. It provided an easy handhold, and I pulled myself up and stepped on a small ledge.

“Now reach out and grab the rock to your right,” Anaya called out.

I followed her instructions and she guided me up. Honestly, as far as rock climbing went, it wasn’t too bad, other than the height and lack of safety equipment. The cliff face even leaned back slightly, so I wasn’t even climbing straight up. There were handholds and footholds everywhere, so it really was like climbing a ladder at times.

I looked up to see how far away the top was and immediately wished I hadn’t. My heart pounded, and to make matters worse I looked down. Anaya stood there, shouting directions to me, and Yazmine had her hands over her mouth. I couldn’t quite make out their faces.

I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths to try to slow my pounding heart. Holy fucking shit I hated heights. Of all the challenges, it had to be heights.

In the end, I tried to remind myself that if I was only a foot off the ground, it would be an easy climb. Instead, I was about fifty feet up, but the physics were the same. The gravity was the same. Nothing about it should be more difficult.

I opened my eyes and reached above me, grabbing onto a rocky ledge. The ground was right beneath me. It wasn’t a far fall. Heights didn’t completely suck ass, and Yazmine could catch me on a cushion of magical air if I fell.

I grabbed onto another chunk of rock and pulled myself up. My right foot was bleeding from where a sharp rock had cut it. That was dangerous, as the blood made things slippery.

“Now, leap over to your right!” Anaya shouted.

Wait, did I hear her correctly? “What?” I asked.

“There’s a ledge to your right!” she shouted between cupped hands. “Push off with your feet and grab onto it. It’s the easiest way!”

My feet were nice and secure on a broad ledge, so I looked over to my right. A few feet away, the stone formed into a neat lip that would be perfect to grab onto. I just had to jump to it. Above me, the rock was smooth. I had no choice but to go over there.

“Are you fucking serious?!” I yelled back.

“Brent, I did that when I was thirteen, stop complaining and jump!”

“Have you gone insane?” I asked. “Did you leave all sense of decency back at our house?”

“WHAT?”

I grumbled to myself for a moment. “Nothing! I love you, wife!”

I wasn’t quite sure how I found myself in these situations. To be fair, I only had to jump a few feet. A child could do it, and it would be an easy landing. As long as I ignored the fact that one slip would send me to a painful death, it was simple.

“Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck,” I said and jumped before I could put it off any longer.

My fingers went right to the stone lip and I gripped it as hard as I could. I pulled myself up a bit and my feet found purchase on the stone beneath me.

“Good job, baby!” Anaya shouted.

“Ahhh, fuck,” I grumbled as I got near the top. Some of those rocky ledges were made of clay, or hard-packed dirt. They weren’t safe to grab onto. I paused, cocking my head to listen.

“Left!” Anaya shouted.

I looked over to my left and saw a spot to grab. I silently thanked Anaya before reaching over.

And just like that, I was at the top. I dug my fingers into a split in the rock right in front of me and pulled myself up over the top edge. I rolled over onto my back and breathed in a few calming breaths. Holy shit, I had done it. I had climbed that stupid cliff and not died.

I tried not to think about how I was going to get down.
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It was quite beautiful on top of the cliff; endless blue skies with white puffy clouds dotting the horizon. Quiet, with only the occasional chirping of birds to break the silence.

I rolled over onto my side and looked around. A few shoots of grass sprouted from cracks in the rock near the edge, but it was otherwise bare. I pushed myself to my feet and limped further away from the edge, looking for the cave. The stream rushed beside me on its way to becoming a waterfall.

“Man, I should build a house here,” I muttered to myself, watching the stream pass by. It was so incredibly scenic and peaceful on top of the cliff. Just had to watch out for that drop.

The cave wasn’t hard to find. Roughly two hundred feet back, where the rock began to rise again at the base of a nearby mountain, a large split in the stone created a ten-foot-high tunnel. I limped closer, cursing my cut foot, until I stood in front of it.

It was a cave. There was nothing special about it at all, it was simply a hole in the rock that was dark and shadowed, so I couldn’t see more than about five or ten feet into it.

“Hello?” I called out, not expecting an answer.

I probably didn’t need to do anything like that. I mean, I had already slept with Alexandra. We weren’t strangers. That still left me scratching my head, but I added it to my list of accomplishments that also included things like banging a queen and setting an army on fire.

“Jesus, I should write a book about all this,” I said to myself. It would probably be one hell of a journey. I’d leave out the part where I got scared while climbing the cliff, though.

But enough of putting things off. It was time to win the favor of a spirit woman. Well, I had already won her favor. Eh, time to move.

“Alexandra?” I said, taking a step inside the cave.

The moment I entered the cave, everything changed.

It was still a cave, but soft lighting emanated from magical sconces set on the walls. A thick rug covered the floor, and I stopped so I wouldn’t get blood on it. Alexandra was there, lounging on a thickly cushioned chair. She wore something that looked like a cross between a silk robe and a strappy dress.

“Hello, Brent,” she said with a smile.

She looked older than I remembered. Not old at all, maybe around thirty or so, but more so than what I was used to. She was still absolutely adorable, with big eyes and those curly ringlets.

“I’m not really sure what to say,” I began. “Had I known who you were I probably would have treated you differently.”

“Which is why I didn’t let you know who I was,” she replied, her cheek dimpling as she smiled at me.

“Not gonna lie, I feel a little awkward now,” I said.

“Come here, Brent,” she said. “And don’t worry about your feet or the rug. It’s all magical and won’t stain. Sit next to me.”

I shrugged and walked across the elaborate rug, wincing at the bloody footprints I left. When I got to her chair she moved aside so I could sit there, then she shifted around and sat on my lap and wrapped her arms around me.

“This is nice,” she said, leaning her head on my shoulder.

“You haven’t had anyone touch you in a long time, have you?” I asked as I held her tightly.

“No,” she said. “It’s very difficult for me, as I no longer live in the physical world. If I focus hard enough, I can make myself corporeal, so I can touch others. But that takes energy that I don’t often have.”

“I noticed you concentrating a lot when we had sex,” I said.

She giggled and squeezed me tightly. “I never thought I would get the chance to do that,” she said, kissing my forehead.

“Wait, are you having to focus in here right now?” I asked. “Like, to touch me?”

She shook her head. “Not in here. This is my domain, so things are different. Within these stone walls I can create my own reality and touch things as if they were real.” She poked me in the chest with a finger to emphasize that.

“How difficult is it?” I asked. “Making yourself physical, that is.”

“What we did earlier took most of my strength,” she said. “I won’t leave my cave for weeks, months even. I could still go out if I wanted to, but I wouldn’t be able to touch anyone for a while. It’s simply too difficult.”

“Shit, I’m sorry,” I said.

“Please, don’t be,” she replied. “It was worth it, to feel intense pleasure like that. As I said, that was something I never thought I’d be able to experience.”

“Well, I guess me too,” I said. “But, you know. Different situation.”

Alexandra smiled at me and cuddled closer. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all, I think you’re lovely,” I said, squeezing her and kissing her on the neck.

“I know why you’re here, I’m simply enjoying your presence,” she said with a happy sigh. “But, I suppose I can’t keep you forever. What you seek is further back in the cave.”

“The spear?” I asked.

She nodded. “It’s the only weapon that will really harm Andreas.”

“Fucking gruesome, though,” I muttered.

“Yes, I am not a fan of it,” she said. “That’s why it’s in the back, with my remains. It’s a painful reminder of how I got here.”

“Are you able to visit more?” I asked. “Like, if you don’t make yourself physical. Can you walk around Moonglow?”

“I do sometimes,” she said. “It just makes me sad. I start thinking about the life I never got to live.”

“And your appearance?”

“I get to choose that,” she said. “I’ve tried to age myself a bit naturally since the accident. I suppose if I was still alive, I’d look somewhat like this,” she said, gesturing toward her face.

I put my arms around her waist and spent a few minutes holding her. After what had happened to her, that was the least she deserved.

“So, what’s your plan?” she asked. “Are you going to fight my brother?”

“Maybe,” I said.

“Maybe?”

“Yeah.” I took a deep breath and told her my plan.

Alexandra was silent for a while after I finished. “I don’t know if that’s genius or stupid. But very well, you have my blessing. I will help. May the gods be with us.”

“Hopefully they will,” I said. “Specifically the ones that did this.”

“Has she agreed to help you?” Alexandra asked.

“Yeah,” I replied. “She’s willing to try it, especially since we’ll have strong magic users around to protect her.”

“I was supposed to learn magic,” Alexandra said with a faraway smile. “I would have been the next High Priestess, you know.”

I felt such sorrow for this poor woman. Her life had held so much promise, and one prank gone wrong ended everything. It was a real shame how things turned out at times. Bad things sometimes happen to good people.

Alexandra took a deep breath and sighed. “I’ll let you continue on. Will you do me a favor?”

“Of course,” I said.

“Come back and visit me.”

I smiled. “I would love to. I want to find a better way to get up here, though. That climb was rough.”

“Oh, your foot,” she said, finally moving off my lap. She reached down and placed her hands on my foot and the cuts and scrapes closed up, healing right before my eyes.

“Holy shit,” I said.

“I told you, this is my domain,” she said with a sad smile. “It’s not much, but I’m powerful in here.”

I stood up, testing my foot. It felt great. I reached out and pulled her to me, then kissed the top of her curly head. “I wish I could do more for you.”

“You’ve done more for me than anyone else ever has,” she replied.

After that, I released her and continued through the cave. It grew dark so I used magic to create a small fire above my upturned palm. The flickering light was enough for me to find my way through the rest of the cave.

Nearly a hundred feet into the cave, I found it. The spear of destiny. It was leaning against the stone wall, right above the rest of her skeleton. She had been laid out peacefully, lying on her back with her arms crossed over her chest. The rotted cloth of her burial dress made a mess around the area, and I noticed her skeleton was missing the lower half of one arm. Well, that had been turned into a weapon.

It was a simple thing, with a wooden haft. The spearpoint was indeed Alexandra’s forearm bones, lashed to the haft. The other ends had been sharpened to points. It looked incredibly crude, and almost like something from a horror movie. I wondered how sturdy it would be; certainly those bones would break after any heavy usage. But then again, it was really only made to kill one person.

I reached out and grabbed the spear and immediately felt crushing sadness. The darkness and pain of death nearly overwhelmed me. It was like all of Alexandra’s grief at being accidentally killed by her own brother had been distilled and poured into this weapon.

It took me a moment, but I finally got myself under control and carried the spear away. I went back into the section of the cave where Alexandra lived and stopped to talk with her again.

She turned her head away from me when I entered. “I’m sorry, I just hate that thing,” she said.

“I’ll bet,” I said. I walked over and kissed her on top of the head again. Poor thing. She deserved so much good, but life had handed her the shit end of the stick instead.

She turned and looked up at me, emotion filling her dark eyes. I bent down and kissed her soft lips.

“I’ll come back to visit you,” I said. “I promise.”

“Fare you well, Brent,” she said, reaching up and touching my cheek. “Maybe I’ll come down and visit you again.”

“That would be great,” I said with a chuckle. “It would save me from having to climb this cliff again. Now I just need to make my way down without dying.”

“No need,” she said with a sad smile.

“Huh?”

Alexandra stood and took me by the hand, still very pointedly not looking at the spear. She pulled me to the front of the cave and stopped there.

“I was pushed from that cliff,” she said, pointing with her free hand, right next to where the stream turned into a waterfall. “If you leap from that spot while holding the spear, you’ll land safely, on a cushion of air.”

“Talk about a leap of faith,” I muttered.

“It’s all part of the curse,” Alexandra said. “Since I was pushed to my death, I can’t be hurt that way again. You’re currently holding a part of me, so that spear will protect you, at least if you leap from where I was pushed.”

“So, just take a step right off the edge of the cliff,” I said.

Alexandra nodded.

I took a deep breath. “Well, considering everything else that’s happened, I shouldn’t be surprised. Thank you for everything, Alexandra. I promise I’ll set things right for you.” I leaned over and kissed her again. “See you soon,” I said with a wink, then left the cave.

After a few steps I turned to look over my shoulder. I couldn’t see her anymore; all I saw was a dark, shadowed cave. No elaborate rug, no Alexandra.

“Okay, Brent, you can do this,” I said as I stepped up to the edge of the cliff. “You just banged a queen and a ghost on the same day. You know magic. There are stranger things than floating on air.”

I looked down and saw Yazmine and Anaya standing there. I held the spear overhead and they cheered loudly.

“I’ll be right there!” I shouted, then stepped off the edge of the hundred-foot cliff.
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I’d like to say I was confident as I leaped to my certain death; that I had no second thoughts and that I believed the magic held within the spear would protect me.

Of course, that would be silly.

The moment I stepped off the cliff, I dropped like a stone. An especially heavy and terrified stone. Both Anaya and Yazmine screamed in horror.

“Fuck!” I shouted.

The problem with falling from a height like that is that it takes a while to splatter on the ground. You have several seconds to fully process your mistake and to anticipate how badly it’ll hurt.

“What the hell?” I called out as I slowed.

After, I don’t know, twenty or thirty feet, the air almost seemed to thicken. It was like someone pumped the brakes on my descent. I held tightly to the spear and watched as the ground drew closer.

Yazmine and Anaya noticed it as well. Their screaming stopped.

“What happened?” Anaya called out.

“Magic!” I yelled back.

About ten seconds later, I set foot on the ground right in front of them. A slightly hard landing, but I rolled with it and came up mostly alright. Not exactly a superhero landing, but it was good enough to impress Anaya and Yazmine.

“Don’t scare me like that,” Yazmine said, rushing forward and hugging me.

Anaya was only a few steps behind. She hugged me tightly as well. I held the spear out to the side so it didn’t touch either of them. “We thought Alexandra had driven you insane and made you leap to your death.”

“Holy shit, she does that?” I asked.

“To anyone stupid enough to bother her, yes,” Anaya said. “From my understanding, my cousin was always a bit touchy. Being pushed off a cliff only exacerbated that.”

“Foul thing,” Yazmine said, frowning at the spear as she released me.

“I know,” I said, looking down at the spear in my hand. “She hates it as well. Can’t say I blame her. I can feel all of her pain and sadness in this when I hold it.”

Anaya shook her head. “I don’t envy you in that.”

I reached out and took Yazmine by the hand. “Come on. I need to do one more thing before I’m ready for the fight. Possibly the most important.”

“Of course,” Yazmine said, allowing herself to be pulled along. “Where are we going?”

“Home,” I said. “Gotta get Charlotte. I need you with us, Anaya.”

“Is this another one of your bad ideas?” Anaya asked, walking on my other side.

“No, this is definitely one of my best ideas,” I replied. “I just hate that it took me so long.”

Anaya paused before speaking again. “So, are you going to tell us what’s bouncing around in that skull of yours, or do I need to yeet you off a cliff to get the words out of you?”

“Anaya, did you just say the word ‘yeet’?”

“Yes,” she replied, slightly wary. “Did I use it right?”

I laughed. “I love you, Anaya. Yes, you did. I just need an audience for what I’m about to do. For what we’re about to do.”

Ten minutes later, we arrived at our house. I knocked on the door and Charlotte answered a moment later. She looked down at me, still holding Yazmine’s hand, and smiled.

“So, are my dreams coming true today?” she asked.

“Yes,” I replied. “Grab your cloak.”

Charlotte grabbed a cloak from a peg next to the door and swung it around her shoulders. “It’s about damn time,” she said, still smiling.

“What’s going on?” Yazmine said.

I squeezed her hand and looked from her to Anaya. “Come on. Let’s go.” I set the spear of destiny inside the door, then rejoined the women.

From our house, I pulled them all toward the royal palace. “When I spoke with Tanarus, he told me I needed the love and support of three women or else everything would fall to ruin. I needed a woman of heart, a woman of body, and a woman of mind. Charlotte was the woman of heart.”

“Naturally,” she said, winking at me.

“Anaya was the woman of body,” I continued. “Perhaps that should have been obvious, considering how strong she is. Physically and within.”

“Thanks, I think,” Anaya said.

I stopped and turned to Yazmine. “And you are the woman of mind.”

She stared at me, wide-eyed. “What are you saying, Brent?”

“I’m saying I want to marry you,” I told her. Charlotte clapped and bounced on her toes. Even Anaya smiled.

Yazmine stared at me in shock. “Brent, I don’t know what to say.”

“Try saying ‘yes,’” Charlotte said with a grin.

“I would love to marry you, Brent. You’ve been kind to me since the moment you arrived. But I’m the High Priestess. I’m married to my work.”

“And yet, Tanarus himself wants me to marry you,” I said. “Or, uh, herself. Themself. Fuck. Tanarus wants me to marry you.”

Anaya laughed at my fumbling.

“I’m gonna be honest,” Charlotte said. “I want to marry you as well. We all do. It can be a four-way marriage. Is that a thing? If not, I’m sure the queen can make it happen.”

“So, what’s your answer?” I asked. “I’ll get on one knee if I must.”

Yazmine looked from me to Anaya to Charlotte. Her eyes welled up and she covered her mouth with both hands.

Charlotte slipped an arm around Yazmine’s slender waist and leaned her head on the woman’s shoulder. “We’ll treat you right. Just say yes.”

Surprising me, Anaya reached out and placed a hand on Yazmine’s shoulder. The two exchanged a look that told a story by itself.

“Yes,” Yazmine said, choking back a sob. “Of course, yes.”

I hugged her tightly and Anaya and Charlotte all joined in. Charlotte covered both me and Yazmine with kisses.

“Let’s go make it official,” I said, taking Yazmine’s hand again.

The four of us rushed down the street, all smiles. We hurried toward the royal palace, hand in hand in hand. People watched us curiously as we ran by.

“Is the queen around?” I called out as we approached Anita, the royal guard.

She stood there with her arms crossed. “She was resting after her…eventful morning,” Anita replied.

“Can you get her for us?” I asked. “Sorry, I know I shouldn’t make the demands of the queen. Give her my apologies. This is important, though.”

“So, you request an audience?” Anita asked, unfolding her arms. She grabbed her spear and leaned on it.

“I do,” I said. “Along with the High Priestess, the diamond of the valley, and the most powerful magic user in all of Moonglow.”

“Did you just call me the diamond of the valley?” Anaya asked.

“Hush,” I said.

“Wait in the sitting room,” Anita said, pushing the door open.

We all walked through the door and stopped in the sitting room. The walls were lined with chairs so we each grabbed one.

Anita walked up to me, her face stern. “Brent,” she said, sounding rather displeased.

Oh, great. Time to deal with a grumpy royal guard. I stood up and faced her, meeting that hard glare.

She took a step closer, putting us nearly nose-to-nose.

“They should kiss,” Charlotte whispered loudly enough for everyone to hear. “Anita is cute.”

Anaya laughed.

Anita leaned forward until our noses did touch. Her eyes bored into mine, and I thought she was ready to punch me. To be honest, the tall, muscular woman could probably kick my ass with both hands tied behind her back.

“I didn’t get my high five,” she said in a dangerous tone, punctuating each word.

Charlotte nudged Yazmine. “Aren’t they cute together?”

Yazmine laughed. “Yes, they are, actually. Although I feel like right now might be a strange time to say that.”

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” Charlotte said, clapping her hands.

I raised my hand and held it in front of me. Anita slowly raised hers and we high-fived. The moment our hands touched my arms went around her waist and I kissed her. And man, I really laid it on her. Our tongues were practically wrestling. I even reached around and grabbed a handful of her glorious ass. The whole time, my wives cheered me on.

“Better,” Anita said with a grin once we were done. “I’ll go talk to the queen. Wait here.”

I sat down next to Yazmine. She was beaming a smile at me.

“It’s okay because in the end, he belongs to us,” Charlotte explained. “Plus, Anita is hot. Honestly, I’m surprised she wasn’t on the list of women for you to breed with.”

Something in the way Yazmine’s face changed made Charlotte perk up.

“Hold on,” Charlotte said. “Was she?”

Yazmine nodded. “I believe her time is in a few days.”

I laughed. “Maybe that was why she acted like that.”

Yazmine held my left hand, so I reached over and took Anaya’s hand with my right. She smiled at me and I kissed her knuckles.

“All my beautiful wives,” I said. “I truly am the luckiest guy in the world.”

“Careful there,” Yazmine said. “I’m not your wife yet.”

“Wishful thinking?” I said.

The door opened and Anita’s head popped out. “The queen will see you now.”

She held the door while the four of us stood and crossed the room. I let my wives enter the throne room first. When I passed in front of Anita, I leaned forward and pecked her on the lips. She grinned from ear to ear.

I knew the time would come—and probably sooner rather than later—that I would stop sleeping with all these beautiful women and focus on my wives. And I was fine with that, to be honest. But for right now, I was going to enjoy the hell out of it.

We walked down the long rug that led from the door to the marble dais. An empty throne sat upon it at that moment, but after a few seconds the side door opened and the queen emerged.

She looked flawless as always. That damn woman was so hot it was unbelievable. I did notice she walked a little funny, though. I permitted myself a faint smile at that.

“And to what do I owe the pleasure?” she asked, sounding much more pleasant than usual.

Note to self: fuck the queen’s ass more often. It put her in a good mood. The usually surly woman smiled at the four of us as she took her throne. I avoided reacting when she tenderly sat down.

I cleared my throat and bowed my head. “Good afternoon, my queen. I hope you are well. We’re, uh, we’re here to get married.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Mother?”

Yazmine took a step forward. “Yes, your majesty. I wish it. And Tanarus has tasked Brent with marrying three of us to help strengthen his chances of winning the fight.”

Queen Brielle stared at us for a moment. “I’m glad I’m not the jealous type,” she said under her breath, then smiled. “So be it. Stand ready for the vows.”

Charlotte took a step forward. “We have a small request, my queen,” she began. “We would all like to marry each other. Not just Brent and Yazmine, but all four of us.”

“That is…unconventional,” Queen Brielle said. “But I shall allow it. After all, in these dark times, every bit of happiness is a blessing.” She fixed me with a look. “Your service to Moonglow isn’t done yet, Brent Dean Williams. Even if your plan works and you defeat my brother, you need to help us repopulate.”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am, I understand that. I also have some ideas to help with that, to expand our, uh, genetic pool. We’ll get to that later, though.”

“Join hands. All of you,” the queen said as she stood and took a few steps forward.

I tried not to stare at the queen’s massive breasts and thick thighs as she approached us. After all, I was now going to be married to arguably the most beautiful women in the entire valley, although the reality was that the queen would be considered equally beautiful to any of them. I held my hand in front of me and Yazmine laid hers on top, then Charlotte, and finally Anaya.

“I, Queen Brielle of Moonglow, Protector of the Valley, do pronounce you husband and wives. 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.”

Everyone in the room was practically glowing after that. I leaned over and kissed Yazmine. My wife, Yazmine. Charlotte was right there, nearly tackling the beautiful redhead. Anaya simply held her tightly and sighed.

“Thank you,” I said quietly to Queen Brielle while my wives all embraced. “Are you still ready for tomorrow?”

She nodded. “I am. I have faith in you, Brent. I see the wisdom in your plan, even if it feels slightly reckless.” She lowered her voice. “But I meant what I said. You still have work to do.” The way she looked at me made it very clear what that work would be.

“Just have some more of that blessed wine sent to my cottage,” I said with a grin.

“Done,” she said with a wink, then turned and slowly walked away.

I went to my wives and wrapped my arms around them. I felt so much love in that moment, like my heart was overflowing with it. A warm sensation flooded my body.

“What is that?” Charlotte asked.

“I feel it too,” Anaya said.

It wasn’t just the sensation of love I was feeling. It was something else entirely. We split apart and looked at each other. Everything looked the same, but….

“Brent, you are glowing,” Charlotte said.

Yazmine’s eyes widened as she looked at me.

“Huh?” I asked. I opened myself to magic, and immediately understood what they meant.

It felt like an entire ocean of magical power was available to me. Before this I had been very strong with magic, but now my power felt infinite, like I could do anything.

“So, that’s what Tanarus meant,” I said, looking up at the sky. “Thanks, dude,” because ‘dude’ was gender neutral as far as I was concerned.

“I feel our chances just improved,” Yazmine said.

And I felt it as well. I reached out and took Yazmine’s hand, and she smiled at me.

I had the three women I was destined to marry. My plan was going to work. And now, I was powerful enough to destroy the Ghost Prince’s army with magic if I had to.

We were going to win.
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The four of us left the royal palace—all of us high-fiving Anita on the way out, of course—and walked home. I felt so much joy and happiness that it was no wonder my head didn’t explode. I never realized life could be so damn good.

“So, how do I fit in?” Yazmine asked. Her arm was looped through mine, with Charlotte on the other side.

“We’ll figure things out,” I said. “So far, it’s been great with the three of us. Adding you will only mean more love to go around.”

Anaya stepped next to Yazmine and took her other arm. “I missed you,” she said quietly.

Yazmine smiled over at her. “You know I missed you terribly. And now we get to share this strange man from a different world.”

“Oh, and me too!” Charlotte said. “Please, both of you. Share me. I’m requesting it.”

They laughed.

“How does sleeping work?” Yazmine asked.

“Generally, when it’s late at night, we close our eyes and eventually it happens,” Charlotte said.

Yazmine stuck her tongue out at her.

“We have a huge bed,” I said. “Hope you like cuddling.”

Yazmine squeezed my arm with hers.

“Brent likes to make us breakfast in the mornings, too,” Charlotte said.

I wasn’t sure what I was thinking, but inadvertently I led us all back to our house. Some of the blessed wine was still in my veins, so perhaps it was that. I held the door for my three wives and they all entered.

I closed the door behind me and hung my cloak on a peg. Yazmine looked around while Charlotte grabbed her favorite chair.

“So, this is my home now?” Yazmine asked, turning to me. She unfastened her cloak and draped it over one arm.

“Yep,” I said.

Anaya took her cloak and hung it next to the door. Yazmine continued to look around, as if seeing everything for the first time. Well, she was no longer a visitor. Now she lived here.

“I’ll have to bring some of my things over,” she said, her eyes going to the paper cutter sword hanging on the wall. She abruptly laughed. "So, that's where it went."

"Yeah, unfortunately I don't have much use for it, now," I said. "It's more of a reminder of how far I've come. The spear of destiny is all I need. Well, the spear and my wives."

Charlotte smiled at me for that one.

Yazmine smiled as well, her fingers fiddling with her top. My eyes went to her full breasts and slender waist. I saw Charlotte staring as well.

Yazmine looked at me, still toying with her top. “Should we….” She took a deep breath. “Since we’re married now, I would like to go to the bedroom.”

“Of course,” I said, barely hiding my excitement. Holy shit, was this really happening? I looked over at Charlotte and saw the same expression on her face. Anaya just took it all in stride.

Charlotte and I followed her, and when Yazmine got to the stairs she turned. “You too, Anaya.”

“Me?” she replied. With a shrug, she followed us.

The four of us all went to the bedroom with varying levels of excitement. I reached out and held Anaya’s hand and she smiled back.

“You okay?” I asked. My heart still pounded from the remnants of the blessed wine but I knew things could be tricky with her.

“Yeah,” she replied after a deep breath. “I feel good.”

At the top of the stairs I pulled her to me and kissed her. She smiled as we looked into each other’s eyes.

“I love you,” I said quietly.

Anaya smiled and kissed me again. Hand in hand, we walked into the bedroom.

Charlotte and Yazmine were already kissing. The two women had their arms around each other and Yazmine’s top was undone. Without breaking their kiss, Charlotte reached up and undid her own top, then let it fall to the ground.

Anaya watched them for a moment and it was clear her head was swimming. Nervousness and second thoughts were creeping in. I needed to stop those.

I pulled my shirt off over my head and grabbed Anaya, then kissed her. Her hesitance seemed to vanish as our tongues danced and my hand ran over her round, muscular bottom. I pulled at the laces on her skirt and pushed it down, then slid my fingers around to her womanly folds, feeling the heat and wetness. She moaned softly against my lips and I felt her mouth curve into a smile.

“Let’s start slow,” I said, gently pushing her back toward the bed.

“Okay,” she said, undoing her top.

I slapped Charlotte on the ass as we walked by. As Anaya backed up against the bed, I grabbed her beneath the arms and lifted her, setting her on the edge of the bed. She smiled and leaned back, spreading those beautiful thighs of hers for me, and I kissed my way down to her breasts, nibbling and toying with her nipples.

Yazmine climbed onto the bed next to Anaya. She took the brunette’s face in her hands and kissed her while I kissed her stomach.

“And now we’re married,” Yazmine said with a smile.

Anaya smiled back at her, and the two women kissed again. Yazmine turned over onto her back, propping herself up on her elbows, while Charlotte kissed her way up her legs.

My first glimpse of Yazmine’s body was everything I had hoped for. Her skin was pale and flawless and looked as soft as silk. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back as Charlotte’s tongue found her pussy.

I continued kissing my way down to Anaya’s womanly goodness. Anaya and Yazmine let out a chorus of soft moans and gasping breaths as Charlotte and I licked and pleased them. I reached out with one hand and grabbed Charlotte’s, squeezing it. She squeezed back.

After a few minutes we swapped places. I found myself between Yazmine’s milky-white thighs while she nervously smiled down at me.

“Hello, husband,” she said.

“Wife,” I said with a grin.

I gently pushed her onto her back, then directed her to hold her legs wide open for me. I stopped for a moment, admiring the beauty of her soft labia and little pink asshole. What a beautiful woman.

Charlotte pushed Anaya onto the bed in the same manner, with her legs held far back. I saw her admiring Anaya’s nether regions in the same manner, and we grinned at each other. We were in heaven.

I smoothed my hands over Yazmine’s inner thighs, then pointed my tongue and pushed it inside her, savoring her delicious flavor. My tongue worked around a bit, then I ran it up her folds until I got to her clitoris. Once there, I settled in and got comfortable.

“Oh, Brent,” Yazmine said, her voice breathy and soft.

Her hands reached down for me and we laced our fingers together while I ate her pussy. Next to us, Anaya’s breathing quickened and she moaned loudly as she orgasmed. I could feel the tension in Yazmine’s body, the nervousness, so I knew it would take her longer.

“Did you two ever do anything?” Charlotte suddenly asked.

“No,” Anaya replied between breaths. “We only kissed.”

“Well, you should do more of that,” Charlotte said, gently pushing her.

I leaned back as Anaya rolled over on top of Yazmine. After some giggles and smiles, the two beauties began kissing while Charlotte and I watched. Anaya’s round butt moved and gyrated and Charlotte reached out and grabbed it.

“I can’t get over how nice this thing is,” she said. “Roll over, you two.”

With their arms wrapped around each other, Yazmine and Anaya rolled over so that Anaya was on the bottom with Yazmine on top. Charlotte and I both just stared in amazement at our first view of Yazmine’s ass. It was simply incredible.

“My god, where to start?” I said under my breath.

“I know where I’m starting,” Charlotte said, moving up to them. She ran her tongue up and down Yazmine’s pussy, then began rubbing her tongue on the woman’s clit while squeezing her ass.

There wasn’t a lot of room for me in there, so I enjoyed the view for a few minutes as my beautiful wives pleased each other. It didn’t take long for Charlotte to bring Yazmine to orgasm, and when she did, it was a big one. She moaned loudly, almost shouting, as her body bucked and moved.

“Get in here,” Charlotte said, grinning at me. She slapped Yazmine on her bubble butt.

I kissed Charlotte for a moment, tasting my other wives on her lips, then climbed up on the bed. My hands rubbed Anaya’s thighs and my thumb gently massaged her clitoris.

“Are you ready?” I asked her.

In reply, Anaya spread her thighs further apart.

I smiled and moved between her legs, then rubbed the head of my cock against her soaking wet opening. I pushed myself inside while my hands squeezed on Yazmine’s backside. Soon I was fully hilted inside Anaya while she moaned against Yazmine’s lips.

“Oh, honey,” Anaya said. I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me or Yazmine, but either one was great. I began thrusting in and out of her. After all this time, I was finally making love to Anaya. It was even better than I could have imagined.

After squeezing Yazmine’s ass so thoroughly, I couldn’t resist any longer. I pulled out of Anaya and rubbed my cock against Yazmine’s pink slit, then pushed myself inside. She was warm and tight and felt like absolute happiness. She let out a loud moan against Anaya’s lips as I entered her.

“Oh gods, Brent,” Yazmine said, arching her back.

Holy shit, the view was incredible. I held tightly onto her perfect ass and worked myself in and out of her, loving every second.

“Okay, we need to move around so I can get in on the action,” Charlotte said with a giggle.

I thrust into Yazmine a few more times, then pulled out. Charlotte pointed onto the bed, so I hurriedly laid on my back. She knew how I liked it.

Yazmine and Anaya finally broke their kiss and started crawling next to me. I reached out and took Anaya by the hand, pulling her on top of me. She looked almost hungry as she straddled me and took my cock in her hand.

“This thing is amazing,” Charlotte said, squeezing Anaya’s ass.

She continued as the tall woman lined my cock up with her and sank down on it. Anaya closed her eyes and worked her hips up and down a few times, then leaned forward and kissed me.

“I love you so much, Brent,” she whispered against my lips.

“I love you too,” I said back.

My hands went straight to her ass, squeezing it. I suddenly felt a tongue on my balls as Charlotte went to work. Her tongue continued upward, running along the base of my shaft as I made slow love to Anaya, then up further.

“Oh!” Anaya said, her eyes widening in surprise as Charlotted tongued her ass. “Oh,” she said again in tones of pleasure. “Oh, that’s incredible.”

After kissing her for another few minutes, Anaya straightened up and continued riding me. Charlotte directed Yazmine to straddle my face. The beautiful redhead looked incredibly shy about it initially, but we convinced her to give it a try.

“Okay,” she said as she lowered her pussy right onto my mouth.

Let me tell you, the view was simply incredible. My tongue teased Yazmine’s clitoris, while her smooth, pale thighs sat on either side of my face. Looking up I saw her flat tummy and large breasts. She looked down at me and smiled sweetly, then ran her fingers through my hair as I pleased her.

“Ohhhh,” Yazmine breathed. “Oh, Brent. Oh, my husband.” She closed her eyes and focused on the pleasure she was receiving while Anaya continued riding me.

“It’s about time,” Charlotte said, kissing Anaya.

“I know,” she agreed. “I wish I had done this sooner.”

Charlotte continued kissing her and squeezing her breasts while Anaya rode me. Yazmine stayed in place, her thighs quivering as she rapidly approached another orgasm. She let out a high-pitched moan and her thighs squeezed my head as she came.

After a few more minutes of that, Anaya raised herself off of me. She and Charlotte rolled around on the bed, tongues firmly in each other’s mouths, as Yazmine moved down and sat on my cock. She squeezed her eyes shut and took me an inch at a time, until her plump bottom was seated on my lap.

“Come here,” I said, reaching out for my new wife.

Yazmine smiled and leaned forward. Our lips met in a kiss of passion and I held her tightly to me as we made love. My hands went from her back down to her ass, squeezing firmly. Yazmine let out soft little moans against my lips.

“Working out the mechanics of this can be difficult at times,” Charlotte said with a chuckle. “How to fit four bodies together.” She reached out and ran her hands over Yazmine’s backside. “You look so beautiful with his cock inside you,” she whispered into Yazmine’s ear.

Charlotte placed a finger beneath Yazmine’s chin and gently lifted her face. The two redheads locked eyes, then kissed. I left my hands on Yazmine’s hips and continued thrusting inside her, watching her large breasts bounce with each move. Seeing those two kiss might have been the hottest thing ever.

“It’s my turn,” Charlotte said with a smile. She pecked Yazmine on the lips again, then rolled over onto her back.

Charlotte spread her beautiful thighs for me and I eagerly moved between them and slid myself inside her. She reached out and took Yazmine by the hand and pulled her onto her face.

“You’re getting all the love today,” I said with a chuckle.

“I’m not complaining,” Yazmine said as she straddled Charlotte’s face. She blushed, but sounded a lot less shy.

Her ass was right in front of me so I couldn’t help but reach out and squeeze it. Charlotte’s hands were on it as well, squeezing and kneading it while her tongue worked its magic. Anaya shuffled up and began kissing Yazmine deeply.

I could have done nearly anything with those women and been happy. In that moment, my life was simply perfect. There were no thoughts of the Ghost Prince, of the upcoming battle. Just me and my beautiful wives.

“You have such a beautiful pussy,” Charlotte said, her voice slightly muffled by Yazmine, who wiggled her butt in return.

I felt myself getting close, so I picked up the pace. My eyes went from Yazmine and Anaya, eyes closed while they passionately kissed, to Yazmine’s perfect bubble butt, to Charlotte’s massive breasts bouncing with each thrust. The amount of raw beauty on my bed was almost overwhelming, and it was enough to push me past the point of no return.

I shouted Charlotte’s name as I came inside her. Even after going so many times that day, the blessed wine made me able to shoot a heavy load inside her. Her fingers squeezed Yazmine’s ass, and soon the redhead was orgasming as well.

I pulled myself out of Charlotte and collapsed onto my back, breathing hard. She held Yazmine in place, bringing her to another orgasm, before Yazmine collapsed on the bed next to me.

The four of us were a tangled mess of sweaty arms and legs, but we were happy. We all loved each other and were going to have an amazing future. I felt truly excited for my life.

“I never knew something could feel so wonderful,” Yazmine said, cuddling up to me.

Charlotte crawled up next to her and laid beside her, kissing her shoulder. “Next time, he’s cumming in you and I’m eating it out of you.”

Yazmine’s eyes widened and she looked over at Charlotte. “I never even thought of that. It seems I have a lot to learn.”

I reached out and took Anaya’s hand and pulled her onto my other side. She cuddled next to me, her face against my cheek. I kissed her, then took a deep breath and relaxed.

“I’m not doing anything else today,” I said. “I just want to spend the evening with my lovely wives.”

“Shame you don’t have any more of that wine that makes you able to go a dozen times in a row,” Charlotte said, kissing Yazmine’s shoulder.

I grinned. “Actually, Queen Brielle said she left some in the cottage. I’ll go fetch it.”
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So many things weighed on my mind that I initially had concerns about being able to sleep. Fortunately, my wives took care of that for me.

After downing another glass of the blessed wine, we went at it for at least two more hours. Anaya had gotten over her initial hesitations and was now insatiable, demanding to ride me practically nonstop.

Yazmine was much the same. I had to be careful with her, as she was a virgin and a soft, gentle woman, but she was excited to try everything. I came in her mouth, I came in her pussy, and she even let me cum in her ass. Anaya did as well.

Charlotte was a true hedonist and enjoyed everyone. I don’t think I had ever seen a woman eat so much pussy before.

Needless to say, I went to bed feeling like I had run a marathon, and slept like the dead. With the imminent battle, there was no midnight romp to steal my sleep. I didn’t wake until a couple hours after sunrise.

“Alright sleepyhead, time to go save the world,” Charlotte said as she gently shook me awake.

“The world can wait,” I said, pulling a pillow over my face.

Yazmine yawned, then gently stroked her fingers along my arm. “Thank you again for last night,” she said, kissing my cheek. “If that’s what marriage is like, I think I’m going to enjoy it.”

“It’s even better than that,” Charlotte said with a grin. “He’ll fuck you all night and cook you breakfast the next morning.”

“Oh, sounds nice. What are you making?” Yazmine asked me.

I pulled the pillow down and stared at her. Her red hair was slightly messed up, but she was still as beautiful as a woman could be. She smiled at me and my heart melted.

“Can’t stay in bed all day,” Anaya said, sliding over to the edge. She stretched, then stood up and glanced over her shoulder. She smiled when she saw me staring at her ass.

“Oh, alright,” I muttered, slowly getting out of bed.

Last night had been a true taste of heaven. After experiencing my wives, I didn’t want to do anything else. I was addicted to them, plain and simple.

I stretched my arms over my head then stood up and walked over to the washstand. As I washed my face, I glanced over and saw Charlotte kissing her way down Yazmine’s body. That woman was as insatiable as me.

By the time both I and Anaya had washed our faces, Yazmine was on her second orgasm. Anaya laughed at them, then pecked me on the lips.

“Are you ready to get started?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “What time are we marching out of the valley?”

“Noon,” she replied, then looked over her shoulder at her wives. “Both of you will need to be there as well. Especially you, High Priestess.”

“Okay!” Yazmine said, her voice shaky as Charlotte brought her to yet another orgasm.

“Do we have time for all this?” I asked Anaya quietly as we walked down the stairs.

“All of our lives are on the line,” she replied in an equally quiet voice. “The Ghost Prince hasn’t made it into the valley yet though, so we’re still safe, generally speaking. We’re taking the fight to him, remember. I don’t think us having a nice breakfast will make a difference one way or another.”

“True,” I said. “What do you want?”

When we got to the base of the stairs, Anaya walked over to our dining table and pulled a chair back. “How about the Brent special?”

I laughed. “What’s the Brent special?”

She shrugged. “You tell me.” She sat down and crossed her arms, watching me with a smile.

I went into the kitchen and began preparing some food while my other wives came down the stairs. Yazmine’s legs were weak enough that Charlotte had to help her walk. They laughed the entire time, and Yazmine hugged her for a while before finally sitting down.

“Ugh, I don’t know if I can stand up for a while,” Yazmine said. Her soft, pink nipples peeked out of her pale silk robe.

Charlotte came into the kitchen with me and grabbed a jug of cider, pouring a mug for each of us. I set myself to cooking something nice. I figured today of all days, I needed to eat well. A bottle of the blessed wine sat on the counter, and I added a splash of that to my cider as well. I knew I’d be busy today, possibly in multiple ways, so I wanted to be ready.

Thirty minutes later, we all sat down to a breakfast of eggs, buttered bread, thick bacon, and bowls of porridge with fresh fruit sliced on top. Mara had stopped by as I was finishing up and brought some sausages, so I cooked those as well. She took a moment to congratulate us all, especially Yazmine.

“What do we need to get done before we leave?” Charlotte asked as we ate. Mara had brought over a few of the brand new forks Tizia had made, and they were a real game-changer. Funny how something so simple could make such an improvement in life.

“I think I need to have my armor adjusted,” I said. “It fits well, but since I might be fighting in it I’d like the fit to be perfect. I figure Tizia can take care of that, probably pretty quickly.”

“No training this morning?” Charlotte asked.

Anaya shook her head. “Any training this morning won’t make a difference in his skill level, and it’ll just tire him out. Best to save his energy for the fight.”

“I’d like to go over a few weaves with you both,” Yazmine said to me and Charlotte. “That won’t take much of your strength, and it’s important that you remember them.”

“Deal,” I said. “We’ll do that right before we leave so it’s fresh in our minds.”

We finished our breakfast and started getting ready. Charlotte and Anaya agreed to clean up while Yazmine and I got dressed. Of course that took a while since we spent as much time kissing as we did getting dressed.

“I’m so glad I married you,” I said, pecking her on the lips.

“Same,” Yazmine said as she hugged me tightly. “I’m looking forward to many years with my new family.”

Once we got dressed I grabbed my armor and threw it in a large cloth sack along with a towel, a washrag, and a bar of soap. Some extra clothes went in there as well.

I kissed all of my wives goodbye and hurried out the door with my sack across my shoulder. My heart beat quickly in anticipation of the day. I had to confront Andreas, the Ghost Prince, and I was not looking forward to it. I had a plan, though, and I was doing my best to be confident in that plan. It would take a bit of luck, but it had the potential to prevent a lot of bloodshed.

“I just hope you’re with me, dude,” I said, looking up at the sky.

I walked quickly across the valley until I got to the section of the stream set aside for bathing. I usually went a hundred feet downstream to bathe alone, but today I stopped right where the women usually washed themselves. I didn’t have a bunch of time for modesty that day.

A dozen women of all ages were there at that moment, all washing themselves. I started unlacing my shirt and stopped to look over them. Okay, none of them looked too young. They were all adults.

After confirming that, I stripped down and walked into the cold water. Yeah, being in cold water around a bunch of women wasn’t the most flattering thing, but at that moment I didn’t care.

“Well, hello Brent,” said a thick, almost chubby woman with olive skin and black hair. The woman next to her smiled at me as well. In fact, they all smiled; most were being polite, but a few definitely had other thoughts in mind.

“Hello to you as well,” I said to her as I soaped up my washrag.

I began scrubbing myself down and she splashed through the water until she stood near me. Her nipples were rock hard from the cold water, but her smile was inviting.

“I’m Alison,” she said, her smile widening. “Need me to wash your back for you?”

I almost laughed at how it all began.

“That sounds great,” I said, handing her my washrag.

I stood up, the water reaching to my waist. Looking at Alison’s thick body gave me almost an immediate erection, which was plainly visible in the clear water. The other women stared, none bothered and most interested. After all, everyone knew who I was and why I was there.

“So, I hear you’re going into battle today,” Alison said as she rubbed the washcloth across my back.

“Yeah,” I said. “Doing my best to save this place.”

“And your wives are taking care of you?” she asked as her arms reached around me, scrubbing my shoulders and my chest. The other women perked up, watching with interest. Most of them were middle-aged women and on the thicker side. Just how I liked them.

I nodded. “They do. They take excellent care of me, in fact. I’ve had some of that wine that was blessed by Tanarus though, so I’m rather insatiable.”

Alison took a deep breath. “If you need any more luck before going into battle, I might be able to help.” She only sounded a little nervous, saying something so forward.

“I would gladly help as well,” said a woman with honey-colored hair and heavy breasts. She took a step closer.

I smiled. I was here to get as many women pregnant as possible, after all. Might as well enjoy the hell out of it while I could.

I turned around and pecked Alison on her full lips. “I think that sounds great. Let’s get out of this cold water, though.”

Five minutes later, Alison was bent over, holding on to a nearby tree with one hand. My hands gripped her thick ass firmly while I pounded myself into her, hard and fast. The other woman, named Chelsea, stood right next to us, holding onto Alison and watching us.

After a moment, she got caught up in the mood and began kissing Alison. The two women kissed deeply, almost sloppily, as I jackhammered myself into Alison’s pussy. I came with a roar, filling her with my seed until it ran down the inside of her thigh.

I only needed a few minutes of rest before I could go again. That blessed wine was something, I tell you.

So, shortly after that, Chelsea was lying on her towel on the shore of the stream while I thrust between her thick thighs. Alison bent over her and kissed her, sometimes pushing her breasts into first my face, then Chelsea’s. I bit down on Alison’s nipple as I came inside Chelsea.

After cumming, I laid on my back, next to Chelsea for a few minutes. Alison sat next to us, gently caressing both of us with a smile.

“Thank you for that,” Alison said.

“Just doing my job,” I said with a big smile. And what a great job it was.

I spent a few minutes kissing both of them, then quickly washed off in the stream and pulled on some fresh clothes. After that, I grabbed my things and went to Tizia’s smithy. I knew she’d have a price as well, and I was ready to pay it. In fact, that had been my whole reasoning for having some blessed wine that morning.

The sound of a clanging hammer greeted me. I stopped in front of her smithy and watched her for a moment, admiring the muscle in her sweaty arms. She finally noticed me watching and set her hammer down.

“What do you need?” she asked in her usual no-nonsense voice.

“Two things,” I said. “First, the new forks are incredible. And second, I need the fit adjusted on my armor.”

I set my large canvas sack on a nearby table and pulled the gambeson out, then set it next to the sack. “It doesn’t need much,” I explained. “Just these straps here are a bit off. I think punching new holes would work, to give me more flexibility and adjustment options.”

She held the gambeson and frowned at it for a moment, then set it down. “It’s going to cost you,” she said.

“I damn sure hope so,” I replied. “How soon can you have it done?”

“When do you need it done?”

I thought for a moment, wondering if I should say something witty or not. “As soon as you can. We’re marching at noon.”

“That’s gonna cost extra,” she said, still in a serious tone. “Come with me.”

I followed her to her house, trying not to let my excitement show. The way her heavily muscled ass moved in those pants practically made me drool.

As soon as she closed the door behind us we crashed into each other, our lips meeting in fiery passion. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and I tore at her clothes, unlacing her pants and pushing them down as quickly as I could.

“I’m sweaty so don’t go down on me,” she said, pushing my pants down as well.

I grabbed a cushion from a nearby chair and threw it on the floor, then pulled her down. She laid face down with the cushion beneath her hips, propping that incredible ass up.

“So, what’s the cost?” I asked as I straddled her thighs and grabbed onto her ass.

“You have to fuck both my pussy and my ass,” she said, smiling at me over her shoulder. “But make sure you cum in my ass. I don’t want to get pregnant.”

“Deal,” I said as I wiped saliva on the head of my cock.

I lined myself up with her pussy and pushed myself inside, then immediately began thrusting. There was something raw and primal about us fucking on the floor, a feeling amplified by her moans and shouts of joy.

“Fuck me, Brent!” Tizia said. “Fuck me harder! Harder!”

I happily obliged, thrusting into her until my hips slapped against her ass cheeks loudly. We went at it like that for a while, then I licked the tip of my thumb and began rubbing her little pink asshole. She moaned loudly when I did that.

“Yes, get my ass ready, Brent,” she said, arching her back. “I want you to unload in my ass.”

Man, she really knew how to speak to a guy’s desires. I gently worked my thumb in and out of her tight little hole while I continued thrusting inside her pussy. A few minutes of that and I felt myself getting close.

When I pulled out, Tizia spat on her fingertips, then reached behind herself and wiped the saliva on her asshole. I pushed the head of my cock against it, adding more spit of my own, then sank into that amazing ass of hers, fucking it with slow but long strokes until I came.

We stayed like that for a few minutes, me on top of her, hugging her from behind. It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but after intense sex the closeness was welcomed.

“I think I’m upping my price,” she said, smiling at me over her shoulder. “One load of cum in my ass for every one of those new forks you want made. Hell, you keep it up and I might even let you cum in my pussy.”

I was still on top of her, my soft cock inside her asshole. I looked down, and the sight of those round cheeks pressed against me nearly made me hard again.

“In that case, I feel it’s my duty to remind you that everyone in the valley is going to want some of those new forks,” I said. “And we’ll need multiple forks. Can’t really deal with just one.”

She arched her back again, pushing her ass against me and moaning softly. The blessed wine did its magic and I began to grow hard again. Tizia gasped and looked over her shoulder at me.

“So soon?”

I shrugged. “Call it a gift from Tanarus.”

Her look of surprise immediately turned into a sultry smile. She braced her hands on the floor and arched her back again. “Time to make your second payment.”

I reached down and grabbed onto her ass, then began thrusting inside it again. It was so incredibly tight that it was impossible to last long, and soon I was filling it with a second load.

“Oh, yes!” Tizia shouted, pushing her ass against me again. “Gods, I could let you do that all day long, Brent. One of these days I might just make you.”

It reminded me of what the queen had said after I came in her ass. Hell, even Anaya had said something along those lines. Turns out as long as you’re gentle and use plenty of spit, a lot of women enjoy a good knocking at their backdoor.

Once we were done, Tizia wet a small towel and threw it at me. I washed all the spit and cum off of myself, then pulled my clothes back on.

When we went out to the smithy, she grabbed an awl and fixed the leather straps in only about two minutes. She handed my gambeson back to me and I laughed.

“You charge a hefty rate,” I said.

“I don’t hear any complaints,” she fired back.

I shook my head. “Honestly, I’m hoping you’ll raise your prices.”

I leaned down and kissed her on the lips, then grabbed my stuff and left. I only had one more stop to make, then it was time to get ready for war.
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It was still too early for anyone to be drinking at Cami’s pub, but she was there, preparing for the day. I walked up to her with a big smile and set my bag on the counter.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“Nothing important,” I said. “Got a few minutes? I have something I’d really like to give you.”

“Is that so?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “What is it?”

That question led to her bending over the counter, holding on tightly while I fucked her from behind. I had simply grabbed her skirt and pushed it up to her waist, exposing that glorious ass of hers. I gave it to her good and hard until I blew my load inside her as well.

“What prompted that?” Cami asked, breathing hard while pulling her skirt back down. She leaned an elbow on her counter and smiled at me.

“I’m going off to battle and you’re not pregnant yet,” I told her, then kissed her. “Just doing my job.”

“Oh, is that all?” she asked.

I gave her a big grin, then kissed her again. “I may or may not be slightly addicted to those curves of yours as well.”

She kissed me back. “Come see me anytime.”

That done, I grabbed my things and started walking back to my house. First Alison and Chelsea, then Tizia—twice!—and then Cami.

Hell of a way to start the day.

When I got back to my place, I set my armor on the floor near the door and kissed all my wives. That was quickly becoming a routine that I loved.

“Ready?” Anaya asked. I noticed she was wearing snug-fitting pants instead of a skirt. Well, better to fight in. A skirt was useless on the battlefield.

I nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Help me into my armor,” Anaya said, grabbing a gambeson similar to mine but lighter.

I helped her into the coat, buckling it on the sides until the fit was nice and snug. Like mine, it had slits in the armpits for added maneuverability. Once she was in hers, she helped me into my armor and we checked over each other, ensuring all buckles and straps were snug and nothing was missed.

“Okay, ready for your lesson?” Yazmine asked, fastening her top. Blue, today.

“I am,” Charlotte said, walking into the room. She leaned over and kissed Yazmine on the shoulder. “Hey, wife.”

“Hey, yourself,” Yazmine replied with a smile. “Okay, let’s get started.”

She ran us through the healing spell again. I fumbled my way through, still not entirely understanding the complex weave, but Charlotte had it down after five minutes. The speed at which she could learn a new weave amazed me.

“Hopefully I won’t need to use this,” Charlotte said, looking over at me. “No getting hurt, alright?”

“I’ll do my best,” I said with a grin. “I’m still hopeful that no one will get hurt.”

“You really think your plan will work?” Anaya asked.

“Yeah, I do,” I said. “It makes perfect sense to me. I feel like there’s no way it can’t work. It’s perfect.”

“Probably not the word I’d use for it,” Anaya said.

“Well, he got the idea from me, so it’s definitely perfect,” Charlotte said with a grin.

“There’s not much else I can teach you,” Yazmine said. “You can both create fireballs as big as a house. You can chop off a dozen heads at once. You’re both as ready as you can be.”

I clapped my hands and rubbed them together. “Let’s go do this, then,”

The four of us gathered a few more things—backpacks with flasks of water, some clothes and even a small tent in case we found ourselves out there for a while—and left the house.

We were quite the procession as we walked down the main street. Anaya and I wore simple armor of cloth, leather, and mail. Charlotte wore a longer version of her sundress with a thick cloak over it, both of them blue. Yazmine’s clothes were also blue, her halter top and split skirt getup that she usually wore. Her thick cloak was pale blue with silver embroidery along every edge.

Anaya leaned a long hooked spear on her shoulder and I did the same with the spear of destiny. Carrying it was a burden; I could still feel all of Alexandra’s sadness every time I touched it. According to Yazmine, the spear would kill anyone else that tried to grab it. Such was the grief held within that weapon.

We stopped where the road came to a T. The temple stairs were in front of us, and on our left a large group of armored women stood in a loose formation.

Anita, the royal guard, stood at the head of the formation. She was decked out in armor, as were the rest of the women. I recognized Melusina and Masha standing in the front. Another woman stood off to the side in an unadorned dark cloak, her hood pulled up to hide her face.

“Are you ready?” Anita asked me as I walked up to her.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, high-fiving her.

“How is married life treating you, sister?” Masha asked with a grin. “You seem less bitchy than usual.”

Anaya laughed. “Yes, life is good.”

“How many are coming with us?” I asked Anita.

“One hundred soldiers, all trained on the spear,” she replied. “Plus your one extra.”

I nodded. “Good. I’ll take the lead. Assuming my plan works, all this will be over before you know it.”

I looked over the army of women, silently counting in my head the faces I recognized. That helped personalize things; these weren’t merely soldiers ready to fight. These were women with lives, real people. Some of whom I had slept with, which meant they might be pregnant. That gave me real motivation to make sure my plan worked.

It also showed how desperate they were, that they would send potentially pregnant women into battle.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said, waving everyone forward. “Let’s go save the valley.”

“Any motivational speeches for us?” Anita asked, walking by my left side. Charlotte was on my right.

“Nothing you’d want to hear,” I told her.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Anita asked.

I chuckled. “It means you’re all gorgeous and I’ve had some of that blessed wine this morning. So I need to make sure I save everyone so I can enjoy you all.” Next to me, Charlotte laughed.

Anita smiled. “I’ve heard a few things,” was all she said, but the look she gave me spoke volumes.

Women lined each side of the street, some shouting words of encouragement or throwing flowers. They wished health and strength upon us, and prayed for Tanarus to bless us with good fortune.

“Hey Yazmine,” I began. She turned to regard me. “Do you have a spell—sorry, a weave—that makes my voice really loud?”

“Of course,” she said. “It’s not that hard.” She moved between me and Charlotte and began showing us. It was a rather simple weave of a few different elements, including fire, which surprised me.

“Thank you all,” I said, using the weave to amplify my voice so everyone could hear me. “We will return soon, and you’ll all be safe!”

“Wow, that really works,” Charlotte said, wincing with her hands over her ears. “Strange that it uses fire, though. Wasn’t expecting that.”

“The weaves don’t always make sense,” she said. “Fire to amplify sounds, that’s a perfect example. Earth can be used to heal. That never made sense to me.”

“Maybe when all this is done we can spend some time studying it,” Charlotte said, looping her arm through Yazmine’s.

The High Priestess smiled at her wife. “Scholars have studied it for years. I have many books on it with various speculations. Some are more believable than the rest.”

“I’m wondering how it’ll look to us, considering we were educated in a more advanced world than this one,” Charlotte said.

“That’s a good point,” I added. “We didn’t have magic, but we had airplanes and Nintendos. And quesadillas.”

“My god I could go for one of those right now,” Charlotte said. “With a mountain of fresh guacamole.”

“That, or some fresh sushi?” I asked with a grin.

Charlotte groaned. “Come on, that’s not fair. That’s an impossible choice. I choose death.”

Yazmine laughed. “You’ll have to show me these foods one day.”

“Can you imagine if we somehow brought a monster truck into this world?” Charlotte suddenly asked. “Could you imagine the reaction?”

I laughed out loud. “They would probably try to stab it with a spear. I imagine to someone of this world, it would look like a demon straight out of hell. Or whatever their equivalent is here.”

“Are you gonna fill me in on this?” Yazmine asked.

“After the battle,” I told her. “It would take a good bit of explaining to go from horses and wagons to monster trucks.”

“We still need to make something like that,” Charlotte said.

“Eh?” I asked.

“A horseless wagon,” she replied. “I mean, we know magic. There’s got to be a way to do it. Yazmine, we can imbue magic into things, right?”

“Of course,” she said.

“Yeah, the lights in our houses are a great example of that,” I said. “And there are some in the tunnel we’re approaching as well.”

“So, we just need to figure out how to make things move with magic,” Charlotte explained. “Once we do that, we can build a magical motor. Then, we can build, I don’t know, whatever we want. A car, maybe a helicopter.”

“A drawbridge,” I said.

“Which would be excellent if we had magical cars,” Charlotte said with a laugh.

We approached the large tunnel that led through the cliff wall. I felt a seed of nervousness take root in my stomach and did my best to stamp it out. This was not the time to get nervous. This was a time for confidence. My plan was going to work, I reminded myself.

I stood next to the mouth of the tunnel, smiling at the soldiers as they walked past. I offered a few words of encouragement and motivation as well. Anita stood on the other side, demanding only their best.

Once everyone had passed through, Anita and I followed.

“Do you really think this is going to work?” she asked.

“Absolutely,” I said. “It’s going to work, and then a few days later you and I are going to celebrate.”

“Is that so?” she asked.

“God damn right,” I said, slapping her on the ass. Well, she wore armor, so I slapped her right on her mail skirt. Either way, she laughed, and that was what mattered.

“Seriously though,” I said, keeping my voice down. “Everything is going to be fine. My plan is going to work, and we’re going to return here without any blood spilled or lives lost.” I reached out and grabbed her hand and squeezed it.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For all that you’ve done for us, that is. Everyone knows you were brought here from a different world to save us. I imagine that’s a lot.”

“It is, but so far you’ve all given me the best life possible,” I said. “Now come on. Let’s get back to the head of our little army and finish this once and for all.”
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As we left the tunnel, memories of traveling with Anaya came to me. It seemed like so long ago we had trekked to the nearest city to assassinate a traitor. In reality it had been what, a week? Ten days? To be honest I wasn’t keeping track any longer. My days passed by in a blur of sex.

I reached out and placed my hand on Anita’s shoulder as we walked together. We shared a smile, then picked up our pace so we could move back to the front of the formation.

“How far away is the Ghost Prince?” Charlotte asked when we returned.

“Scouts have been reporting regularly,” Anita said, keeping her eyes on the dense forest around us. “They’re close. A few hours in front of us, tops.”

“Holy shit, that close?” I asked. She gave me a grave look.

“Time for your plan to pay off,” Anaya said.

“It will, don’t worry,” I said.

“And if it doesn’t?” she asked.

I grinned. “Well, that’s why we brought the most powerful magic users in the valley. We’ll make mincemeat of his army if we have to.”

She nodded as if that answer satisfied her.

From what I had previously seen of the Ghost Prince, his army wasn’t that large. Hell, Charlotte and I could probably take them all ourselves, using magic. I wasn’t worried, at least not much. Even in our worst-case scenario we would still win, although there would likely be some losses. That was the sad reality of battle, as much as I hated to admit it.

“Which way?” I asked.

“Waiting on the scouts to confirm that, but from my understanding they’re just further up on the road,” Anita replied.

“How do they fight?” I asked. “Do they stay in formation? Do they use scouts, or small groups to flank their enemies?”

“They prefer to stay in formation and overpower their opponents,” Anaya answered. “And they’re very good at it, since they’re hard to kill. Although I’ve heard they’re changing things up, since the Ghost Prince wants in here so badly.”

I frowned. Well, that could make things easier or harder, depending on a few important factors. I looked around us, spotting the woman in the plain cloak. Another person walked next to her, a shorter woman, also in a plain cloak. Perfect. So far, everything was going to plan.

“Can you detect him with magic?” I asked Yazmine.

“Not the Ghost Prince specifically, but I can search for anyone in his army if they’re close enough,” she said, drawing magic into herself. She gave me a nervous smile. “Maybe this can clue us in on how far away the fight is.”

Her face took on a look of intense concentration and she began a complex weave using all elements. I lost track after only a few seconds, but Charlotte watched closely, nodding to herself several times.

A thick web of magic suddenly grew from Yazmine’s hands. She held them in front of her body and the magic fanned out, moving through the trees like a tangled mess of laserbeams.

“Considering how dense the foliage is in this area, I don’t think the range is too great,” she began. “But if we—shit!”

That was the first time I could remember ever hearing Yazmine curse, so I knew something was up. My eyes snapped to the direction her spell was in and after a few seconds, I saw it.

“Enemy at ten o’clock!” I shouted, pointing.

“Ten what?” Anita asked, her eyes searching.

“Fuck, invent clocks already!” I yelled, then pointed again. I drew magic into myself and I felt Charlotte do the same.

A squad of four undead soldiers suddenly burst forth from the trees. They were in varying states of decomposition and their armor wasn’t in much better shape. Those that still had flesh on their faces scowled as they charged our left flank.

“On the left!” I shouted, hoping they would understand that better than saying ten o’clock.

Our soldiers came together and formed a shield wall in a matter of seconds, their spears protruding from it. The Ghost Prince’s minions didn’t slow one bit and crashed into the shield wall, even when the women’s spears pierced their bodies. One lucky spear rammed into a skeleton’s jaw, breaking its skull. He dropped to the ground, dead. Well, deader.

But the rest fought with a ferocity that rattled my brain. Shields slammed into their faces, spears tore through their bodies, and they never slowed. A woman dropped to her knees, clutching a deep gash across her face that ruined one of her eyes. Someone pulled her back from the front line and replaced her.

“Healer!” someone shouted. Charlotte pushed through the soldiers, ready to help.

“Their heads!” I shouted. “Destroy their heads or cut them off!”

The women surrounded the remaining three undead soldiers, their spears ramming into half-decayed heads. After enough stabs, the soldiers finally dropped to the ground.

“Is she alright?” I asked, pushing my way through the crowd.

“She’ll be alright,” Charlotte said, kneeling next to her.

The woman still clutched at her face, her hand shaking. The skin on her face was healed, but blood covered her hand. That haunting look said she’d need some time to recover.

“Go to the rear of the formation,” I told her. “Take a breath and try to relax. We’ve got magic to heal you, remember. You’re okay.”

“His spear went right in my eye,” she said shakily. “I watched the spearpoint as he slid past my shield and cut me.”

“The important thing is you’re alright,” I said, making my voice gentle. Several other women knelt next to her, giving support. “Go to the rear of the formation and take it easy for a bit, okay?”

She nodded and let the others help her to her feet. Charlotte looked stressed as she glanced at me and moved back to the head of the formation.

“You alright?” I asked her in a quiet voice as we prepared to move out.

“I don’t know. I think,” she said. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen something so disgusting. There was a huge gaping hole in her face. Her eyeball was little more than a white blob.” She covered her mouth with her hand and pressed her other one to her stomach. “At least I healed her.”

“You did well, wife,” Yazmine said. “I’m proud of you. You saved that woman’s life.”

I used Yazmine’s weave to amplify my voice as I turned to face our small army.

“Remember, you have to cut off their head or destroy it to kill these bastards. Stabbing them in the body won’t do a thing. Focus all your efforts on their heads.”

My soldiers answered with nods and determined faces. I turned back to the front, ready to move on.

The forest path turned into a road once we were about a mile away from the valley. Once there, we sent two squads out, one on each side of the main formation, to move through the trees and look for any more of the Ghost Prince’s soldiers.

They found three more roaming bands of undead monsters. We were much faster after that first fight, and Charlotte, Yazmine, and I focused on using magic to fight them. I used that weave Yazmine had showed me and sliced off three heads at once, immediately earning the respect of the soldiers.

After that, we slowed our pace. It was clear the Ghost Prince’s army was near, and the last thing we wanted to do was run straight into them. Instead of four columns, I had our army split in half, two columns on each side of the road. Walking through the low undergrowth impeded our movement a bit, but it made us harder to spot from a distance than just walking down the middle of the road.

I slowly made my way over to the two cloaked women. They walked slightly apart from the main force, with Masha standing behind them as a guard. She glared at anyone that came close, but she let me approach.

“Doing well so far?” I asked the taller woman.

“Yes,” she replied from within the depths of her cloak. “A bit scared, but doing alright. Ready to get this over with.”

“Soon,” I said, then turned to Masha. “Thanks for taking care of them.”

“My pleasure,” she said with a grin.

I moved back to the front of the formation, standing next to Charlotte. She reached out and held my hand and I squeezed hers in return.

“I’m nervous,” she said quietly.

“I know,” I told her. “I am, too.”

“I’ve never done anything dangerous like this before,” she said. Her voice shook slightly.

I squeezed her hand again. “Everything is going to be okay. We’re both strong enough with magic to take down a hundred of those guys at a time if we need to. And we shouldn’t need that, because our plan is going to work.”

“If you say so,” she said, not sounding entirely convinced.

Honestly, I couldn’t blame her. I mean, we were both office workers from Earth, and now we were tasked with fighting an undead army. The lives of everyone we knew and cared for depended on it. It was one hell of a stressful situation.

Two women wearing dark green cloaks suddenly appeared between the trees and quickly moved toward us.

“They’re close,” one of the women said. “Right up ahead, maybe a quarter mile. Just a single huge formation, waiting for us.”

I nodded. “Pass word to the rest of the soldiers.”

The women saluted me and went to Anita to give her the news as well.

Next to me, Charlotte chuckled. “They saluted you. Should I start calling you Captain Williams?”

“General Williams, maybe,” I said, then laughed. “Honestly, I have no idea how military rankings work. I’d be terrible in the army.”

A murmur ran through our soldiers as word spread of our impending fight. I turned around to face them and raised my voice.

“Remember, focus on destroying their heads,” I said. “That’s the only thing that will kill them. Protect yourself and the woman on your left and right. Nothing else matters.”

Several of them saluted me as well, then we all turned back forward.

“Let’s do this,” I said, and we continued walking forward.

A hundred yards later, the trees suddenly thinned out, and we found ourselves entering a clearing. My mouth went dry and my heart pounded at what I saw.
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The previous glimpse I had of the Ghost Prince’s army had only been a fraction of it, it seemed. I wasn’t very good with counting large formations of people, but it looked like more than a thousand undead soldiers standing in front of us, all in neat columns and rows that stretched far to each side. They stood there, unmoving, waiting for the order to kill.

“Oh fuck,” Charlotte whispered, her eyes wide as she looked over the Ghost Prince’s army.

“If we have to attack, we’ll use magic first,” I told her, then repeated my command for Yazmine and Anaya. They nodded, their faces grim.

The air was thick with fear as we slowly advanced forward. Anita called out a basic cadence and the soldiers moved as a single unit, each step perfectly in time. I pulled magic into myself, and I felt Charlotte do the same. I was ready to blow up his army if I had to, although I now doubted we had the magical power to kill them all. Maybe not even half, if I was being honest with myself.

But I had a plan that could fix all of this without any bloodshed. I had to focus on that and stay confident. It was going to work, I reminded myself. Everything was going to be okay.

I increased my pace until I was twenty feet in front of my soldiers, then used the magical weave to amplify my voice.

“I demand to speak with the Ghost Prince!” I shouted.

A strange clattering, rumbling noise came from the undead army. It took me a moment to realize they were all laughing at me. Rude.

“I don’t think they’re listening,” Charlotte said.

“I will speak with the Ghost Prince!” I shouted again. “If you won’t face me, then I’ll cut my way through your army and kill you my fucking self!” I raised the spear of destiny over my head for emphasis, trying to look intimidating.

Again, the low, laughing noise. Man, these guys were assholes.

The undead army began their advance. The rotting soldiers walked and shambled toward us, their front rank tightening up so they could focus on and surround our much smaller force. Well, if he wanted a fight, I was prepared. And I wasn’t going to wait until they closed the distance.

I lashed out with magic, creating a wall of fire nearly a hundred feet wide right in front of the first rank. The undead soldiers marched through it without slowing, but most of them began burning. The flames caught the rotted cloth of their armor, pulling some of them down. A few were little more than skeletons wearing mail armor, so they passed through unscathed.

Charlotte followed up, using that weave Yazmine had shown us to slice off a dozen heads at once. I attacked right after her, using the same weave. Together we killed the soldiers, five or ten at a time. Yazmine reached out with magic as well, and some of the soldiers simply exploded.

Ultimately, it wasn’t enough. His army was so much larger than ours that it would take ten of us using magic to make a difference. Plus, using this much magic was tiring. I raised my voice again.

“Come fight me yourself, Ghost Prince! You fucking coward!”

But no answer. Not even the laughing of before. Just the steady marching of death, coming in our direction.

I glanced over the heads of the undead army and saw him at the rear of his army, on a low rise so he could see everything. The Ghost Prince. He sat astride a tall horse, although the horse was undead as well and half rotted away. The Ghost Prince had skin as pale as snow, with long brown hair. He wore simple mail armor and a helmet bearing two curved horns, like a bull’s. He watched everything impassively.

I sent out another wave of magic, trying to cut down the undead soldiers in front of me. A wall of fire to burn those with flesh, and magical blades to slice their heads off. Charlotte stood next to me, doing the same, as did Yazmine.

“Oh, fuck this,” Anaya said. She dropped her spear to the ground and pulled a bow off her shoulder, then nocked an arrow. After only a few seconds of aiming, she sent an arrow straight into the face of the nearest undead soldier. It dropped like a stone.

The Ghost Prince’s army felt like an oppressive cloud, ready to smother us. I quickly realized just how bad our situation was as their formation began to curve around ours. My soldiers stood ready, shields and spears up, but panic was thick and ripe in the air.

“Ghost Prince!” I shouted again.

His soldiers closed in. Charlotte and I kept the area clear around ourselves and the two cloaked women, but they drew close on the sides.

The undead soldiers didn’t move quickly, but they took wounds without slowing. The fighting began on our flanks, and I turned and sliced half a dozen heads off, trying to give our soldiers some breathing room. More undead warriors immediately replaced them, swords raised, mouths open in silent battle cries.

The women lashed out with their spears, taking undead soldiers through eye sockets, tearing off jaws. They fought with expert skill, but eventually one of our women fell. Someone pulled her back from the front line and replaced her, but then another woman took a sword in the gut.

We were losing, and badly. The fighting had just begun, and we were already being overrun.

My soldiers focused on blocking attacks with their shields while thrusting their spears, but some of the undead soldiers broke through. One, a tall man with a two-handed sword, pushed forward and cleaved right through two women. Someone tripped him with a spear, sending him to the ground, but he retaliated by ramming his sword into her belly.

"Fuck!" I shouted as I send another wall of fire in front of me. I immediately followed it up by using magic to slice a squad of soldiers in half, but I knew it wasn't enough.

In fact, as I quickly glanced around me, I realized just how bad things were. Another one of my soldiers screamed as a spear was thrust into her chest. She was pulled from the front line and someone immediately took her place.

At this rate, we would all be dead within ten or twenty minutes. I had to push, and I had to do it now.

I pulled as much magic as I could hold into my body and sent out a complex weave of fire and air. I wasn't entirely sure what I was doing, but it seemed to work. It created a thin beam of white-hot fire that sliced right through the enemy soldiers. I took a dozen heads off, then bisected the soldiers behind them.

"Ghost Prince!" I shouted again, hoping to draw his attention. As long as I could do that, I knew everything would be okay. I believed it with every fiber of my being. But he sat impassively on his zombie horse, watching his undead army slaughter us.

Yazmine shouted as she sent out waves of magic, destroying everything around her. Her face was set in a fierce scowl as she focused on the enemy.

"Healer!" someone shouted. "We need a healer now!"

"I can't!" Yazmine yelled back, frustration heavy in her voice. A row of enemy soldiers in front of her suddenly exploded and she threw a ball of fire at three skeletal swordsmen that charged her. They largely ignored the fire, so she followed it up with a blast of wind to push them back, then used magic to slice them to pieces.

My only hope was to cut my way through their ranks and get to the Ghost Prince before everyone died. Behind me, the two cloaked women huddled in fear. Masha thrust around with her spear, taking soldiers in the face, protecting the two women. She fought with a viciousness and skill I had only seen in Anaya. Maybe it was something that ran in the family.

“Andreas!” I shouted, sending a blast of air in front of me to knock the soldiers back ten feet. “Andreas, I’m coming for you!”

“Stop!” a voice sounded, loud enough that it echoed across the entire field. The undead soldiers immediately stopped fighting and stood in place, even when the women kept beating them down with spears. They shouted with rage as they stabbed the Ghost Prince’s soldiers and broke their limbs, taking advantage of the pause in their attack.

“Who speaks my name?!” that voice shouted again.

I turned to the direction of the voice and saw it was the Ghost Prince himself speaking. He looked around, searching for the man that had said his name.

“I do!” I shouted back. “Brent Williams, from the world of Earth. Tanarus himself brought me here to put an end to you. But I only wish to speak with you, to free you from your curse.” I had practiced that line a hundred times, and prayed it would be enough.

Time almost seemed to stretch out. His soldiers continued standing there, even as they took spears to the face and had their legs swept out from under them. Andreas finally spoke again.

“Let him pass.”

The undead army immediately moved again, taking several steps back from my army. Right in front of me, they opened up a pathway, twenty feet wide.

“It could be a trap,” Charlotte said.

“You’re right,” I said. “I don’t think it is, though. Keep everyone safe, just in case.” I turned to the two cloaked women. “Come on. Now is our time.”

I gripped the spear of destiny tightly as the two women walked toward me. The taller one shook with fear. I couldn’t blame her.

“Let’s end this,” I said, and turned to face the Ghost Prince.

Together, we walked across the battlefield. I refused to show any fear or look to either side, and held the man’s gaze the entire time.

“There must be two thousand of them,” the woman behind me whispered.

Okay, so my previous estimate had been off.

“Who are you?” Andreas asked as we approached him.

From this close, I saw that he still appeared as a teenager. Even with his maggot-pale skin, he was just as handsome as his sisters were beautiful, but he clearly hadn’t aged since being cursed. He looked like a fifteen-year-old vampire sitting on a zombie horse.

“My name is Brent Williams. Like I said earlier, I was brought from a different world to fight you. I don’t want to fight, though. No one has to lose their lives today.”

“Everyone must pay,” he said, his face twisting into a scowl. “The only end to my suffering comes when everyone is dead. My sister, most of all. She is the one that cursed me.” Every soldier in his army suddenly turned to face us.

I heard a muttered curse behind me and decided it was time. Reaching behind me, I took the taller woman by the hand and pulled her forward, then directed her to remove her hood.

Queen Brielle pushed her hood back and faced the Ghost Prince, staring at him unflinchingly.

“Hello, brother,” she said.

He gasped in shock. “You came here to face me directly? Even knowing what I want?”

“Yes,” she replied. “Because you want revenge, but in your anger you fail to realize that revenge isn’t what you need. Revenge won’t set you free. In fact, revenge is what brought this entire situation upon us. What you need is forgiveness.”

“You dare speak forgiveness to me?” he grated, his face darkening with anger. “Don’t forget, sister, that it was you getting revenge on me that brought on this curse.”

Brielle bowed her head. “I was angry and in shock at what I had just seen. And I have come here now to ask you for your forgiveness. I should have spoken to you, but instead I slapped you and prayed to the gods to curse you.”

He continued to glare at her. “I should cut you down where you stand.”

The shorter woman stepped forward and pushed her hood back. Alexandra stood there, facing her brother with the same lack of fear Brielle showed.

Andreas gasped when he saw his younger sister. “Alex? How?” He stammered, trying to find the words, and his voice broke. “Alex, please. You must hear me.”

“No,” she said, cutting him off. “If you want me to listen to you, then you must show the same respect to Brielle. You were always the spoiled one, Andreas. It’s time to let go of all this anger and grow up.”

He snapped his mouth shut and quivered with anger, but finally nodded.

“Oh, will you get off that disgusting beast?” Alexandra asked. “It hurts my neck, having to look up at you.”

He hurriedly got down from his horse and stepped up to her. His mouth worked silently as he tried to think of what to say. I gripped the spear of destiny in both hands, hoping I wouldn’t have to use it.

“This has gone on long enough,” Alexandra said in a gentle voice. “I have suffered anger and frustration for nearly twenty years, brother. But in the end, I know it was an accident.” She paused and took a deep breath. “I forgive you for what you did to me.”

Andreas choked back a sob and fell to his knees. He shuffled toward her and reached out, trying to take her hands in his. She was only a spirit though, so his hands passed right through her.

“My sister,” he said, his voice breaking. “I am so sorry. Could I go back in time, I would change everything. If it makes you feel any better, I have suffered beyond words since that day. The gods refuse to let me die, but every day, every night, that is all I wish for.”

Alexandra focused, making herself corporeal again. She reached out and touched her brother’s cheek. “No need for all of that. I forgive you, Andreas.”

He scrubbed tears from his cheek. “I’m sorry,” he said again, then turned to Brielle. “I never thought I would say these words. I didn’t think myself capable of it.” He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. “I forgive you, Brielle. I forgive you for fucking kil—” He pressed his lips together, then sighed. “I forgive you.”

Brielle took a step forward and held her arms out. Andreas looked at her for a moment, then practically fell into an embrace. Alexandra joined them, gently rubbing her brother’s back. He sobbed against her shoulder for a moment, blubbering apologies, then finally got himself under control.

I still held as much magic as I could, just in case. I practically shook with power, but I refused to release it in case things turned south.

Brielle raised her face to the sky and began a prayer. She prayed to every god that would listen, and to the one or ones that had cursed Andreas so many years ago.

“I have forgiven him, and I ask that you do as well,” she said. “Please, heed my prayer just as you did two decades ago.”

Something began to change with Andreas. The sheen of his pale face dulled, and fine wrinkles appeared next to his eyes. He slowly smiled.

“It appears they are listening to my prayers as well,” he said quietly, then raised his eyes to his sisters. “For nearly twenty years, I have begged for death, but it has been kept from me. Every night I relive that moment and watch you die, Alex. Every night I feel the crushing terror in my chest as I realize my silly prank killed my little sister.” He closed his eyes and raised his face to the sky. “Blessed Tanarus, I beg of you. Simply let me die. Give me the peace and quiet of death.”

“You have suffered enough, my brother,” Alexandra said, placing her hand on his shoulder. “We forgive you, and ask the gods to do the same.”

A voice spoke out at that moment. It was the rumbling of an earthquake, the rustling of trees and the blowing of wind, but my mind formed words from the sounds.

The curse is gone. Be at peace.

Tears ran down Andreas’s cheeks and he turned to me and took a step forward. His lip quivered as he reached out and placed a hand on my shoulder.

“Thank you,” he whispered. The fine wrinkles on his face spread and deepened.

He stepped to the side and gazed at his army. “Men, I release you. Go back to the peace of death.” He raised his hand toward them.

His entire army fell to the ground, lifeless once again. My soldiers still hacked at them, but stopped after a few seconds when they realized what had happened.

“Thank you again,” Andreas said with a shaky smile. He turned that smile to his sisters and reached out, squeezing each of their hands, then slowly walked away from us.

He touched the flank of his horse as he passed by, causing it to immediately crumble to the ground. Andreas continued slowly walking away from us until he came to the nearest tree. After stepping to the far side of it, he sat down with his back against it. Seconds later, his flesh rapidly deteriorated and he fell to the side.

Dead.

I still held enough magical power to level an army. I looked at the two sisters, standing next to me. The queen and the princess. Brielle fell to her knees, weeping into her hands now that her nightmare had finally ended. Alexandra reached out and placed a hand on her shoulder, trying to comfort her sister.

I looked down at the arm bones, lashed to the haft of the spear of destiny, and my mind swam with thoughts.

The Ghost Prince was gone, but there was still a problem. Things weren’t as they should have been.

I raised my face to the sky, but barely heard my own voice due to how much magic I held. I pulled more into myself, even when it began to hurt.

“Can we make this right?” I asked. “Listen, I’ve done everything you’ve requested. I’ll pay whatever price you ask, with the exception of my life or any harm to my wives. I know we can’t turn back time, but surely we can make things better. We have to.”

The wind blew and the earth rumbled again, and my magic began to take form. The voice spoke to me, directly to my soul instead of my ears, and a complex weave of spirit, fire, and water began to form in front of me.

“What are you doing?” Alexandra asked me.

I couldn’t hear her. The trees rustled and shook as that voice continued speaking to me, explaining. It all was so overwhelming; I couldn’t focus.

I just wanted to make things right. I had to, no matter what it took.


Epilogue



Istrolled through the woods, searching for blue flowers. They had every color in the rainbow out here, so why was it so hard to find some damn blue flowers today? I had red, purple, yellow, pink, even some orange ones that faded to red, like little flames. But I couldn’t find any blue ones.

“Eh, this will have to do,” I said to myself as I walked through the woods and toward the nearest road. I had at least two dozen flowers in my right hand, so there really wasn’t any point in complaining.

“Hey, Brent,” Mara said, flashing me a sweet smile as I walked out of the woods. She held a large covered platter in her hands.

“Hey, beautiful,” I replied, leaning down to peck her on the lips.

“How’s the family?” she asked, falling in beside me.

“Never better,” I replied with a proud smile.

“I’m almost surprised you even have time to spend with them, considering all the work the queen has tasked you with.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, she enjoyed those new forks so much that I now have to spend most of my days with Tizia, helping her create other things from my world.”

Mara laughed. “What a hard life you live.”

I just smiled. I had a truly great life.

“What’s on the platter?” I asked.

“Just some lunch for the day. Compliments of the queen.” She flashed me a wry grin. “You must have really made a good impression on her.”

“Well, I mean I did save the whole valley.”

“You know that’s not what I’m talking about,” she said. “What’s a girl gotta do to get the queen’s treatment?”

I laughed. “You’ve gotten that before, Mara.”

“I know,” she said. “And it was so much fun.”

She stopped by my front door and I held it open for her. We both walked inside, and Mara took the covered platter straight to the dining table.

“Lunch time!” Mara announced.

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” Charlotte said, pushing herself up from her favorite chair. She winced, a hand at her lower back, and stretched for a moment.

I walked over and placed my free hand on her pregnant stomach.

“How’s little Michael doing?”

“He’s been kicking me like crazy today,” Charlotte said, smiling down at her stomach. She saw the flowers in my other hand and her smile deepened.

“Hopefully this will make things a little better,” I said, holding the flowers for her.

She leaned over and smelled them, then took them from me. “You always know how to make me happy.”

I kissed her, then went over to the dinner table. Anaya and Yazmine also entered, holding hands for a moment. Anaya smiled at the flowers as well, and took them from Charlotte.

“I’ll put these in something,” she said, walking into the kitchen. She returned a few seconds later with the flowers in a small vase and set them in the center of the table.

“How is my cousin?” Anaya asked me as she grabbed the nearest chair and pulled it out for Yazmine. The High Priestess smiled and sat down, then Anaya sat next to her.

“The queen is well,” I replied. “She’s not as far along as Charlotte. We think she’s about four months pregnant.”

“Hard to put an exact date to it, especially with how much she demanded your presence,” Anaya grumbled, but she didn’t sound unhappy. She smiled every time she talked about all the new pregnancies.

And it was true, the queen had made me visit her every week until she knew she was pregnant. Each time I went over she had a glass of blessed wine ready for me and we went at it for hours, and I wasn’t allowed to leave until she had at least two loads each in her mouth, pussy, and ass. The woman was simply insatiable.

Not that I was complaining.

The queen had tasked me with repopulating for a whole year. I still had about a third of that left, so each day I often wound up with someone new. Some days it seemed like I was going to father an entire generation, myself.

“And now we just talk of politics and bettering the valley,” I said.

“How’s the constitution coming?” Charlotte asked as she took the chair next to me.

“Good,” I replied. “It’s almost done. We have in there things to make sure Moonglow is always ruled by a queen; even if she marries, the man would be called the queen’s consort, not the king. Just trying to reduce chances of anyone taking power or corrupting the system.”

“Still going with a monarchy, though?”

I nodded. “For now. We’ll have elections in the future, once we work out exactly how to do it. We don’t want campaigning to ruin things here and turn into muckraking like it did back in our world.”

“Among other things,” Charlotte mumbled.

“Exactly. We want to keep things honest and clean. And no money, no people buying leaders.” I reached out and raised the lid on the platter Mara had set on the table. “Oh, thanks, Brielle.”

A large roast was centered on the platter, with grilled vegetables of every color surrounding it. Everyone grabbed a hefty slice, until there was nothing left.

“My Brenty. Writing a constitution,” Charlotte said, smiling at me as she ate.

I laughed. “Things I never expected.”

“So, what’s next?”

“I’m gonna go visit a friend or two, then get to work with Tizia,” I said.

“Oh, what are you inventing now?”

I rubbed my chin. “Don’t laugh.”

“Hold on,” Charlotte said, swallowing and wiping her mouth with a napkin. “Okay, I’m ready to laugh.”

“A bicycle,” I said with a grin.

Charlotte stared at me for a moment. “Are you serious? Brent, that’s a great idea.”

“So, what’s a bicycle?” Anaya asked. Yazmine looked on with interest.

“Something that’ll make it a lot easier to move around,” I said. “Maybe even visit the nearest city, uhhhh, Roselake. Almost forgot the name. The queen and I have been talking about improving relations with them, now that their king has calmed down a good bit.”

“Oh, you could have Tizia build one of those bikes with two rear wheels and a big basket on the back to carry stuff.”

“That’s exactly what we’re working on,” I said. “The chain is the hardest part but we’re working together, me using magic while she forges, and we’re making some good progress. It’s tough though, I didn’t realize how many moving parts there were and just how difficult they would be to build from scratch.”

“I’m sure you’ll make us proud, as always,” Charlotte said, reaching over and squeezing my hand.

After lunch, I helped clean up and then spent some time holding each of my wives. I often found myself away from home for most of the day, so I always made sure I took care of them first. I held Yazmine tightly, gently stroking her hair and kissing her forehead.

“I love you, Brent,” she said.

“I love you too,” I told her, squeezing her tightly.

Anaya watched us and smiled, then joined. Three-way hugs were always a bit awkward, but we were getting good at it. Especially when it turned into kissing. Three-way kisses were always awkward; there was no way around it. It was more something we did for laughs than anything else.

“Take care,” I said, kissing Charlotte’s pregnant belly.

“Oh, I’ll do my best,” she said, pecking me on the lips. “Fortunately, I have two wonderful wives to help keep me happy.”

“In other words, she’ll be eating Yazmine’s pussy all day,” Anaya said with a laugh. Charlotte just shrugged and Yazmine blushed.

“Give Cami extra kisses for me,” Charlotte said with a smile. “Oh, and Devana and everyone else, too.”

“I’ll do my best,” I told her.

After that, I grabbed a few things and left our house. My days were busy as of late, so I tried to move quickly. Still, it got difficult at times, as I usually had a lot of stops to make. Especially now that I was going to be a father dozens of times over.

“Well, look who it is,” Devana said, walking up to me a few minutes later.

I couldn’t help but smile at the sight of her round, pregnant stomach. She wore it well, too: she was practically glowing, and smiled nonstop. Well, her dream came true: she had wanted a child, and now she was going to have one.

We pecked each other on the lips and hugged tightly. She wore a light linen cloak over her dress—the weather was warm, so it was just to keep the sun off of her—but her curves were still plainly visible. She had always been a curvy woman, and pregnancy did her well.

“How’s the baby?” I asked, placing my hand on her stomach.

“Doing great,” she replied, beaming a smile at me. “I still wish you would let me name him after you, if he’s a boy.”

“Nah,” I said, bending down and kissing her tummy. “Name him after a favorite relative or someone from history. The school is already too much; I can’t have people going around and naming their babies after me.”

She placed a hand on one hip. “You’re saying that after all you’ve done for us, you still don’t like that they named it ‘Brent Williams Academy?’ Is there no pleasing you?”

“I think you know what it takes to please me,” I said with a grin. “Ah, I’m not trying to be difficult. I appreciate everything that’s been done for me here, I guess I’m just focused on other things, you know? My family is all that matters to me.” I placed a hand on her stomach again. “And you’re all part of my family, now.”

“And your children are going to be educated in a school named after you, and taught knowledge that you and your wife brought from your world,” she said.

“Maybe little Michael can invent the guitar or something,” I said. Devana raised an eyebrow at me.

“Alright, I need to get going,” I said, pecking her on the lips again. “I’m glad you’re well.”

She squeezed my hand. “Thanks for everything, love.”

I left Devana behind and kept walking through the city. I had two more people to see, then it was time to get to work.

It only took a few minutes to get to Cami’s pub. Although it was earlier in the day, she was there wiping down tables and staying busy, as she always did.

Cami was pregnant as well. She flaunted it, still wearing her skirts and halter tops, sometimes sundresses. The slight weight gain had made her already large breasts and ass border on ridiculous.

“Hello, beautiful,” I said as I walked up to her.

“Brent,” she said with a smile, wrapping her arms around my waist.

I kissed the top of her head. “How are you feeling today? Stomach still tender?”

“Better than yesterday,” she said, pulling away and placing her hands on her stomach. “This little baby was pretty upset yesterday. I think she’s calmed down for the most part, but we’ll see. The day is young.”

Her cheeks had a rosy glow and when coupled with her ever-present smile made her absolutely kissable. I couldn’t resist, every time I saw her I wanted to smother her with love and affection. She saw me looking at her and blushed, so I bent down and kissed her full lips.

“Do you have someone to help you with the pub?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied. “My neighbor’s daughter is getting old enough that she needs to work, so she’s going to start working here in a couple weeks. That’ll really come in handy once the baby gets larger.”

“Yazmine’s going to have her hands full in a few months,” I said.

Cami laughed. “She’s going to be delivering babies nonstop. Be careful that she doesn’t catch baby fever and make you put one in her. Although I’m sure you wouldn’t mind.”

“I think both she and Anaya want to wait another year or two, and just enjoy married life for now,” I said. “Plus, they want to be able to help Charlotte out when her baby comes.”

“That’s sweet of them,” Cami said, then reached out and laid her hand on my cheek. “Thank you for checking on me, Brent. That’s very sweet of you.”

“Of course,” I said. “Just doing what’s right.”

I stepped forward and held Cami for a moment, and not only to feel her massive breasts against me. She was a sweet woman and I cared for her. We shared a kiss for a moment, our tongues pressing into each other’s mouths. She may not have been one of my wives, but she carried my child and I took care of her.

My hand slid down to her impossibly round ass and I gave it a heft squeeze. She moaned softly against my lips, then smiled and pushed me back.

“Oh stop it, you,” she said playfully. “You already got me pregnant.”

“I know, I just can’t keep my hands off of you,” I replied.

“Fortunately, you don’t have to,” she said, leaning forward and kissing me again. “But I have work to do. I’ll come over tonight if you’d like.”

“I think that sounds great,” I said. “Charlotte wanted to see you.”

“I love that little woman,” Cami said, then smacked me on the butt. “Alright, off with you. I’ve got a business to run.”

I pecked her on the lips again, then continued making my rounds. I stopped by Masha’s place and checked on her, then went to see Anita. The royal guard was pregnant as well and had a back ache that morning, so I spent a few minutes giving her a massage. Of course that turned into butt squeezing and nearly into sex, but I didn’t have time for that.

Carina hadn’t gotten pregnant, but I stopped by to see her as well. She and I, along with some help from Charlotte, had revolutionized the fashion in Moonglow. Sundresses were everywhere now, as were bright colors. It was so much nicer than all the drab brown clothes I had initially seen.

I hurried down the street after her shop, making my way back to the cottage I had stayed in when I first arrived. It was still there of course, and close by, which was convenient. I stopped and knocked on the door.

“Come in,” came the reply.

I pushed the door open and smiled at what I saw. She was sitting in my old chair, slender legs crossed and reading a book.

“How are you feeling today, Alexandra?”

She marked her place in her book and set it on the nearby table, then smiled at me. “A little weak today, but otherwise well. How about you?”

I stepped up to her and held out a hand. She accepted, and I pulled her to her feet and into a tight hug. It always warmed my heart to visit Alexandra. Out of everything I had done in my life, I felt helping her was one of the best. I smoothed her curly hair and kissed the top of her head.

“I’m good,” I said. “Busy as always.”

I held her for a few more minutes, then helped her into her chair. She yawned and pulled her feet up next to her.

“Any word on your energy levels?” I asked. “Sorry, I know I ask that all the time.”

She smiled. “It’s okay, Brent. And you know the answer to that: I’ll always be a bit weak, since I was dead for nearly twenty years. Being brought back to the realm of the living has side effects, it seems. But I’m fine with being tired all the time, since it means I get a second chance at life.”

“Fascinating how the gods took what was left of Andreas’s life and gave it to you,” I said. “But hey, I can’t complain about the results.”

She gave me another dimpled smile. “It’s definitely better than being dead. At least I can finally learn magic, now.”

“Yeah, I hear you’re pretty strong,” I said.

She winked. “Almost as strong as you. How goes the inventions?”

“Good, good,” I said. “I’m heading over there now actually. I just wanted to say hello to you first.”

“You’re so sweet,” she said. “Do you have time to hold me?”

“I always have time for that,” I said, helping her to her feet again.

We walked over to her bed and laid ourselves down on it, holding each other tightly. We stayed like that, cuddling and occasionally kissing, for a good twenty minutes. She even dozed off on my shoulder, and I watched her beautiful face as she enjoyed a peaceful nap.

This was a regular thing for us. I visited her a few times a week, and while we sometimes spent our time going for walks, we often just cuddled. Charlotte came with me sometimes, as she found Alexandra impossibly adorable and wanted nothing more than to cover the petite woman in kisses and affection. The queen dropped by to see her sister on a regular basis as well.

In the end, I was grateful she was here with us. Alexandra dying and suffering as an anguished spirit had left its trauma, but she was incredibly grateful to be alive again.

After Alexandra’s place, I walked back across town and made my way over to Tizia’s forge. I leaned against a thick wooden post at the front of the open building, watching her carefully hammer a tiny piece of red-hot iron. She glanced up and gave me a brief smile, then turned back to the coals.

Tizia was wearing a pair of pants that were skin-tight across her muscular butt. I stared openly and smiled; she would never admit it, but I knew she wore those pants to show off for me. Well, I’d be inside her as soon as we finished our work. Her wearing those pants was basically foreplay.

“Alright,” I said, walking into her forge.

Tizia turned and watched me come closer, hammer still in hand. She looked irritated, which was rather commonplace. We were building incredibly intricate pieces, and even with the help of magic it was tough. Casting them would make things easier to replicate; we just had to build the first pieces by hand.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said, setting her hammer down. “I’ve been trying to work on this all morning, but I definitely need your help. It’s so much easier with magic.” She took a deep breath. “We’re almost done, though. You’ll probably be able to ride our prototype over to show the queen later this afternoon.”

“Perfect,” I said, rubbing my hands together. “It seems like such a small thing, but this is going to revolutionize your world. This will completely change our economy, how we interact with other cities and villages, and who knows what else.”

“If you say so,” she replied with a shrug. She acted uncaring, but she turned and bent over to fetch something, giving me an excellent view of her ass.

“I do,” I replied. “Alright, time to get to work. Let’s build the future. And once we finish the work on the bike, we can start our first printing press.”

“As long as you’re ready to pay the price,” she said, finally breaking into a smile.

I grinned at her. “That’s my favorite part.”

The end.
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