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A Brief Foreword by Adam and Michael



When we wrote Trailer Park Elves, we couldn’t have imagined the overwhelmingly positive fan response. More than that, we had our peers asking to join in on the fun – and not in a “I’m going to just write my version of the same story” kind of way. In this book, you’ll get a fun glimpse of “what if” in another writer’s interpretation of our beloved setting. We hope you enjoy it as much as we did, and we look forward to seeing you back in the Tabletverse with the release of Trailer Park Elves 6. 


Adam Lance and Michael Dalton, 2025


Author's Note



Yes, another trailer park book.

When my friends Michael and Adam first wrote Trailer Park Elves, we all had a good laugh about it. It was such a delightfully fun—and funny!—idea, and I thought I should write a goblin version as a companion. Well, instead I wrote Love the Bombshells, which has been wonderful, but I kept thinking about trailer parks. I grew up around them, after all.

Fast forward a few months and I said to myself "self, it's time to finally write Trailer Park Goblins." And so I did.

I spoke with Michael and Adam to get their blessing and aspects of the lore correct. I didn't want to just write a copycat or my own version, I wanted to write my own story in their universe, their setting. So I did my research and started. Consider this book a friendly companion to Trailer Park Elves. While I have made every effort to keep the lore accurate, it's not to be considered canon in the fateforged universe. However, it takes place within a protection zone and you'll recognize many things, from glowing flowers to sluggoths to Mr. Macy's Mead.

I take a lot of pride in my writing and often crank out some very serious and heavy scenes. It was quite refreshing to just grab a funnel and dump as many jokes and silly ideas as possible into a book. I had an absolute blast writing this, and I hope you'll enjoy reading it just as much.

And don't worry, it ends with a bang.


Links



If you're interested in following me, check out my Patreon here, where you can follow me as I write all my books! I generally posted chapters five days a week, often more.

Check out these groups on Facebook for more recommendations:

Dukes of Harem: 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem

Haremlit Books: 
https://www.facebook.com/haremlitbooks

Harem Gamelit: 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit

Pulp Fantasy, Harem, and Romance for Men: 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/pulpfantasy

Romance for Men: 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052

Monster Girl Books: 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/monstergirlbooks


1



Itook a deep breath of the cool, crisp, autumn air, letting it fill my lungs. The temperature on that day was just about perfect. The maple trees were starting to turn from yellow to orange, causing the surrounding hills to look like something from a Hallmark postcard.

“What a day,” I said to myself, unable to contain my smile.

“You seem awfully happy,” a beautiful young woman said as she walked up to my table.

She looked to be in her mid-twenties, with sandy blonde hair, big blue eyes, and a button nose. Standing there with one hand on her hip, she smiled at me.

“Yeah. I had a really great week,” I said to her, returning her smile.

“How’s the dry riesling?” she asked, nodding at my wine glass.

“Pretty incredible,” I said, picking up the glass and giving it a swirl. The last bits of straw-colored wine practically begged to be drank. “Riesling is often a sweet wine, and sucks. I never would have guessed that a dry one would be so good, and so….” I tried to think of the right word that a wine person could appreciate. “Complex.”

Her smile deepened a bit. “Whenever I drink it, I like to picture a cold mountain stream. Crystal clear water, snow melt, washing over smooth stones.”

“Oh, I like that,” I said, downing the last bit. It was, in fact, quite good. In fact, out of the dozen or so wines I had tasted at the last three wineries, it was the best. “I’ll take a case. No, make it two cases.”

She raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow. “Two cases? Did that good week you mentioned earlier involve a promotion?”

“Actually, it did,” I said, setting my glass down. “Long story short, I went from middle management to corporate. It’s taken me seven years, but I’m getting there.”

“Seven years? How old are you?”

“Twenty-nine,” I replied. She seemed to be flirting a little, so I decided to learn a bit about her. “How about you?”

“Twenty-seven,” she replied.

“I would have guessed younger. You have great skin.” I avoided wincing at that one, but just barely. God, what a bad line.

She reached up and touched her cheek. “Thanks. I work hard on it, so I’m glad someone noticed.”

Okay, so maybe not a bad line.

“I’m David,” I said, offering her my hand.

“Candice,” she replied, gently shaking it. “So, are you from around here?”

“Kinda. I live up in Rochester. I’ve been meaning to come down to check out all these wineries for years, but I always seem to be busy. I’ve practically worked myself to death since graduating college, so I told myself I was going to take weekends off from now. No matter what is going on, I’m taking at least one day to just relax and enjoy life. I don’t want to work myself into an early heart attack, like my father.” Whoops. That got dark.

She frowned prettily. “Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.”

I waved it away. “Eh, I’m sorry I brought it up. That’s kind of a heavy thing to mention when you first meet someone. How about you, do you live around here?”

Candice nodded, and her pretty smile came back. “Yeah. I grew up in Ithaca, but I moved over here a few years ago. I’ve always wanted to make my own wine. It’s too risky to start my own, so I’m just trying to work my way up in this winery so I can help out.”

“How’s that going?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Okay. They’ve started letting me help out, both in the vineyard and during the actual winemaking process. What about you, where do you work?”

“At a gym,” I said. “I was a local manager for a few years, and just got promoted to a regional manager.”

“Oh, nice,” she said. “So, a big shot, then.”

I laughed. “I wish. It sounds more glorious than it is. It’s mostly just paperwork, but I’m getting there. One step at a time, I’m getting there.”

“It’s good you have ambition.”

“In this economy, I can’t afford not to,” I said.

“Good point,” she replied, looking to the side for a moment at the beautiful scenery. She looked back at me and smiled. “Can I get you anything else?”

“I was thinking of trying your Cabernet Franc, but I’m not sure. I’m starting to get a bit hungry.” It was almost five in the afternoon, so I knew she’d be getting off soon. I was trying to be smooth about this. I checked her hand. Good, no ring.

“What are your plans for dinner?” she asked. “There’s a few good places around here I could tell you about.”

I pretended to think about it for a few seconds. “Well, I was hoping I could take you out and learn more about you.”

That time she smiled so deeply her cheek dimpled. Oh, adorable. “I think that sounds great! I get off at five, then it takes me about thirty minutes to tidy up around here.” She suddenly looked down at herself. “I’ve been working all day, though. Would you mind if I ran home and cleaned up first?”

“Not at all,” I said. “Should I pick you up at seven?”

“Yeah!” she said, her voice thick with excitement.

“I look forward to it, Candice.”

“Me too,” she said.

We exchanged information, then I paid my bill. I made sure to tip just a bit over what was appropriate, but not so much that I looked like I was throwing around money. That sent the wrong message, and I didn’t want that.

I got up and walked over to the edge of the patio at the back of the winery. Vast vineyards spread out before me, and beyond them, Seneca Lake. It was just about as beautiful as a thing could be, in my opinion. And, lucky me, it was only about an hour drive from my house.

I spent a few more minutes enjoying the beautiful scenery and perfect weather, then decided to leave. I could feel myself getting a bit antsy, and I didn’t want to look that way in front of a woman I had just met. Instead, I turned and left. I made sure to ‘accidentally’ cross paths with Candice again on my way out.

“See you soon,” I said, giving her my best smile.

“Same!” she said, and ran off to bring the check to another table.

I walked out to my car and hopped in, then took a deep breath. What a day. What a week.

Sometimes hard work really did pay off. Just like I had told Candice, seven years ago I started working at a nearby gym. With a bit of determination, I worked my way up the food chain, and on Thursday was told about my promotion. The truth was, I had come down to visit these wineries to celebrate.

A nice promotion, and now I was going to take Candice on a date. That sounded like a good way to end a Saturday, in my opinion. The wineries and fall foliage were nice additions.

Right as I went to put my key in the ignition, my cell phone rang. It was Ben, one of my best friends.

“Hey man, what are you up to?”

“Came down to the Finger Lakes this weekend to blow off some steam and relax a bit,” I replied. “Met a total babe, and I’m taking her out to dinner.”

“Glad we caught you on your fancy-ass trip. You got that promotion, right?”

Another voice joined in. It was Chase, one of my other good friends.

“Mister money bags over there! Hey, fuck the job, tell us about that babe. What’s she look like?”

“Uh, she had a face, light blonde eyes and blue hair, long boobs and perky legs, and—”

“How does she look compared to Ben’s mom?” Chase asked.

Aside from the obvious humor, Ben’s mom was known to be gorgeous. We teased him about it all the time. Never in front of his mom, though.

“Lighter hair, bigger tits,” I said. “And less gangbangs and donkey shows.”

“Hey, my mom is a saint,” Ben replied.

“What’s her name? What are you guys doing?” Chase asked.

“Eh, just taking her out to dinner, like I said,” I told them.

“Local restaurant? My uncle owns a place down there, you know. He can hook you up.” Ben laughed. “I’ll do that to repay you for all the fireworks you got me. Thanks again, by the way.”

“If you really want to thank him, send him nudes of your mom,” Chase said.

“I was gonna do a restaurant, but I just got a great idea,” I said, turning my car on.

“Does your idea involve Ben’s mom?” Chase asked. “If so, I want pics. I’ve been trying to win her over since I was eleven. She’ll be mine, one day.”

“Dude, my dad would kill you,” Ben replied.

“Yeah, solid point there, Chase,” I said. “Ben’s dad would probably kill you and three generations of your family for even thinking about it.”

Ben’s dad had been the adventurous type, the kind of guy born without any fear. He joined the Marines right out of high school, then went Recon. After about five years of that, he got injured in battle; he took a bunch of bullets while saving another Marine’s life. Ultimately, they had to amputate his right leg below the knee.

Losing a limb barely slowed him down, though. As we grew up, Ben’s dad took us out into the woods all the time, camping, bushcraft, all sorts of neat stuff that my dad was too nerdy to do. He taught us how to make blackpowder, how to fight with our fists and with knives…basically all the stuff he used to teach other Marines. He just loved educating people on that stuff. A few years ago he joined the local police force, teaching the SWAT team guys their jobs.

“Yeah, I’m not messing with your dad, Ben.” I said. “But that’s a great segue into my next point. I’m gonna take her on a picnic. There’s a park at the southern tip of the lake that’s perfect for it.”

“My dad can probably help you with that, too,” Ben said. “Remember how to build a shelter. If she breaks an arm, you know how to splint it.”

“I’ll try to keep her safe,” I said dryly. “Hey guys, my phone reception is getting kinda fucky, so I’m gonna let you go. I’m gonna check out this picnic spot, then figure out where I’m gonna order some dinner.”

“Don’t scare her away by being too weird, you fuckin’ nerd,” Ben said. “We’re just walking up the street to Boothe’s to get some drinks.”

“Try not to get arrested,” I said, then laughed. “Nah, go ahead and get arrested. We need less of you douchebags in the world.”

“Ben’s mom needs more of me inside her,” Chase said.

I heard a distinct slapping sound through the phone.

“Ah, what the fuck, dude?”

“That’s my mom, prick. I don’t talk that way about your mom.”

“Because my mom’s dead!”

“Oh, yeah.”

I laughed again. “Alright, losers. I’ll see you guys on Monday.”

I pulled into the small parking lot right next to a park. Just as I had told them, it was at the southern tip of the lake. While a tad breezy, it was otherwise beautiful. My phone was acting up, so I left it in the car.

I popped my trunk and walked around to the rear of my car. Two identical gym bags sat in there, one filled with fireworks from Pennsylvania, and the other with some spare clothes and an oversized towel. With that breeze, I decided bringing an extra jacket would be a good idea. If she was cold, I’d have something to offer her. I tossed the bag on my shoulder and slammed the trunk.

“Alright, let’s check this place out,” I muttered to myself.

I pushed the button on my key fob to lock my car, and instead of the ‘beep-beep’ I was used to hearing, it went up and then down in pitch. Strange, but I didn’t have time to mess with it. Besides, if my battery was dead, there was a Walmart right across the street. Problem solved.

I wanted to find the perfect spot for a picnic. Every square inch of that park looked great, so I just focused on the ground. Nice soft grass, preferably dry. And I found it, right next to a massive old tree. One benefit of the breeze was that there were no bugs in the air.

“Perfect,” I said to myself.

I had a spare towel in my gym bag, so I planned to lay it out and treat it as a picnic blanket so I could check the view. But as I turned, I caught sight of something strange in the corner of my vision.

The air was oddly hazy right behind me. And I mean, right behind me. I reached out to touch it, wondering if it was some weird weather phenomenon due to me being right next to the lake.

“What the fuck is this?” I muttered, leaning forward to get a closer view.

As luck would have it, I tripped on a tree root. Instead of falling face-first into the ground, I fell into this hazy bit of air. Well, not quite. I fell through the hazy bit of air. I hit the ground and immediately pushed myself to my feet, looking around. Everything was different. Completely different.

“What the….”
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Iturned to check behind me, expecting to see that weird hazy patch in the air. What I didn’t expect to see was a foggy view of the park I had just been standing in. Oh, and it was shrinking, fast.

“Oh come on!” I shouted, tossing my hands in the air.

The window to the park irised closed and winked out of existence. Wherever I was, it seemed I was trapped. It still didn’t make any sense, though. When I fell, perhaps I had hit my head. This was a dream, and I was in a coma.

I reached down and pinched my leg. It hurt, and I didn’t wake up.

“How is that supposed to work?” I wondered aloud. I pinched myself again. Nothing except for a bruise.

I turned in a circle, trying to take in my surroundings.

I stood in a small cove of trees, ones I didn’t recognize. Their bark was clearly that of a pine tree, but it was a weird, silvery-gray color and they were twisted and branched out, more like an acacia or oak. A vine with purple flowers hung down from a branch, and I blinked in surprise. Nope, I wasn’t imagining things. The flowers glowed, just slightly, almost ultraviolet.

“Okay, wake up!” I said, and slapped myself. Nothing except for another bruise.

“You keep hurting yourself and you’ll be useless to me,” said an old man’s low, gravelly voice.

I spun to face the speaker, and immediately staggered back, biting off a curse.

He was short, maybe chest-high, with large eyes and equally large ears. My first thought after seeing those ears was ‘elf,’ but elves didn’t have green skin. Also, weren’t all elves beautiful or some shit? Perhaps this creature had been handsome when he was younger, but now he was eleven shades of ugly.

His fat stomach hung over his belt, and he stood there on knobby legs, gently patting it while waiting on me to recover. A t-shirt trained over his stomach and had the old MTV logo on it. He pursed his thick lips, then spat to the side. His eyes were solid black, and his hair was black, heavily streaked with gray.

“She drugged my wine,” I said. “Clearly, that’s what happened. She drugged my fucking wine.”

“Wine?” the short, green man said. “We got some grapes around here, but I don’t think anyone’s tried to make wine with ‘em yet. Not sure the women know how, to be honest. Jim usually just makes liquor.”

“Huh?” I asked. “Women, what? Dude, what the fuck is going on?”

“Is that your toolbag?” he asked, pointing a gnarled finger at the gym bag on my shoulder.

“No, not even remotely,” I said. I took it off and unzipped it to show him, and that was when I noticed I had grabbed the wrong bag. This one was filled with fireworks. “Ah, shit,” I muttered.

“Interesting,” he said, waddling closer. He held a tablet in one hand, and with his other he rubbed his chin. “And what are these devices you have?”

“Fireworks,” I said, completely resigned. I felt like I was going insane. Who was this guy? Where was I?

“I’m Blerg,” he replied, placing a hand on his chest. “I’m the manager of this trailer park. And you’re in our protection zone right now, so you’re safe.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Well, we’ll see how safe you are when those harlots see you, but you’re safe from sluggoths and vampires and other things. Generally speaking.”

“What?” I asked, somehow even more lost. “Wait, did you say trailer park?” I ran my fingers through my hair. “Holy shit, I am so confused right now.”

He waved me closer. “I know, I know. Come here, and I’ll explain everything. Oh, but can you tell me what those small devices are in your satchel?”

“My satchel?” I asked, looking down at my gym bag. I grabbed a large firecracker and held it up so he could see. “Fireworks,” I explained. “Light the fuse here and throw it somewhere. It explodes with a really loud bang. Sometimes a flash of colored light.”

He clapped his hands and rubbed them together. “I knew it! The gods answered my prayers, just as I hoped they would. Oh, you are going to be very popular here, mister. Very popular indeed.”

“Where is here?” I asked. “Can you just give me a straight answer? Where the fuck am I?”

“Inside a protection zone,” he said, and then sighed. “I suppose you could think of it as a prison. We certainly can’t leave, but nothing can hurt us in here. Well, except for the things already in here, but we’re hoping you can help with that as well. Eh, maybe. To be honest, that’s more my job.”

“Protection zone,” I repeated. “So what, is this like a different world or something? Man, Candice must have really drugged my wine. Oh god, I had better not wake up missing a kidney.”

“You can think of it as between the worlds,” Blerg said, holding both hands up in front of his face. “This hand is your world, and this one is the Fae Wilds.” He stuck his tongue out. “And thith ith our pwotethion thone.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “So I’m in another—but how? None of this makes sense!”

“Need,” Blerg said, lowering his hands. “Our need was great enough that someone finally heeded our prayers. But we’ll get to all of that shortly. First, we need you to get accustomed with your class.”

“My class,” I said flatly.

“Uh huh,” he replied, stepping forward and handing me a tablet.

I reached out and took it. There was nothing special about it. It definitely wasn’t an iPad, that much was certain. Text lit up the moment I touched it.

“You don’t get the choices some people do,” Blerg said apologetically. “Again, due to our need. In fact, you’re kind of shoehorned into a very specific role. But we’ve tried to make up for it with…well, just check your tablet.”

I looked down and began reading the tablet.

Welcome, David! I’m your new and trusty companion. We’re going to go on so many adventures in the very near future, and I’d just like to say that I can’t wait!

You get your choice from three different clas—INFORMATION REDACTED

You get one class! But it’s an excellent one, I promise you. And you’re guaranteed to become the most popular guy around here in no time at all! That is, assuming you remain in one piece.

Your class will give you a base ability, attributes, and skill. Completing quests or defeating enemies will earn you experience points, which will help you to gain levels. As you level up, you’ll unlock new abilities.

“Wait, like a game or something?” I mumbled aloud.

Yes! Exactly like that. I’m glad we’re on the same page. All you have to do is accept, and we can get started.

I looked up at Blerg, who suddenly seemed less strange than this tablet. I mean, I couldn’t even find a charging port on the thing. The tablet, that is. Not sure if Blerg had any charging ports, but I certainly didn’t want to look.

He gestured encouragingly. “Go ahead, tell it you accept! You have to, you know. I mean, if it turns out you aren’t the person we need, we’ll just throw you to the sluggoths. They get hungry sometimes. Ugh, that reminds me, I need to clear them out.”

“Huh?” I asked after a moment.

“Tell the tablet you accept,” he said slowly.

I shook my head at how fucking weird all of this was. “Uh, okay.” I looked down at the tablet. “I accept.”

A faint tingle ran through my body. So far, that had been the least surprising thing that had happened, so I barely reacted.

Excellent! Time to begin.

Class Options:The first—INFORMATION REDACTED

Munitions Expert. That’s your class, take it or leave it. Do well enough and you might earn the coveted War Machine title.

“What?” I asked.

You will receive skills that help you construct the necessary items, tools, and weapons needed to complete your tasks. You will also receive several combat-related skills, which will directly tie in.

Let me tell you, David, this place is in bad shape and going nowhere fast. As you help the citizens of Green Estates both survive and create exports for the current war raging through our universe, you will gain in strength.

“War?”

Try to keep up, champ. Let’s go over your character sheet.

David Bennett

Age: 29

Level: 0

Total experience required for level 1: 5

Species: Human

Hitpoints: 6

Mana: Not yet, chump. Maybe not ever.

Munitions Experts get one attribute point per level, which can be used to increase your base stats. If you are ever fortunate enough to earn the title of War Machine, that’ll grant you three bonus points. Your stats are more stripped-down than some other classes, but trust me, you’ll be fine.

Strength: 13

Vitality: 10

Mind: 14

Will: 12

“Why is my vitality only a ten?” I wondered aloud. I was in pretty good shape so I felt it should have been better. I mean, I had been going to the gym for years, and took my lifting seriously.

How many times did you skip cardio day? I rest my case.

“Okay, okay, no need to get snarky,” I said. To the tablet. The tablet that was telling me my future.

Core skills

Tablet holders get 3 skill points per level. For the Munitions Expert class, one skill point is roughly equal to four months of professional training. So, you had better get to it.

Set Charges: This skill helps you to create explosives. The higher it is, the more complex explosive devices you’ll be able to make.

Killing is my Business: As a Munitions Expert, your primary role will be designing and constructing various weapons. This skill will help you do exactly that.

Shining Armor: Armored personnel carriers, bullet-proof vests, helmets…this skill helps with all of those things. Sometimes keeping people alive is just as important as killing them, but just between us girls, it’s not as fun.

Class Abilities:

None! You probably should have chosen an epic class. But instead, you chose Munitions Expert out of all of those options I gave you. Shame.

Fortunately, you seem sharp enough to figure things out on your own.

I stared at the tablet in my hand, unsure of what to say. None of it made any sense, not even a bit. I looked up at Blerg.

“Okay, if I’m making anything, it’s whatever drug someone slipped me. We’ll make a fortune.”

He shrugged. “Eh, you can probably make some good friends around here with a good drug, but ultimately what we need is something good to export. Goblins are usually pretty good at building contraptions, but that’s more men than women. Goblin women are good for a few other things, but none of those involve building bombs.”

“You lost me,” I said.

“Point is, we need to do what we’re good at,” he continued. “And goblins are good at building shit. With a war going on, we should be building weapons to export, but no one knows how to. So, we prayed and prayed, asking anyone that would listen to bring us someone that could help.” He spread his hands. “And they brought us you.”

So they prayed to their gods and their gods brought me into their world? That seemed to be what he was saying, but it still felt wrong somehow. Murky. There was no way any of this was real. I mean, Blerg was a goblin. A green-skinned goblin. This tablet seemed to know me personally, and was apparently telling me it was going to make me stronger once I completed some quests.

I moved to hand the tablet back to Blerg, but he shook his head.

“Nope, that’s yours now. You can’t get rid of it. Well, if you die I suppose you could, but I’d rather avoid that. Just drop it.”

“That makes no sense,” I said, holding up the tablet. “You tell me I can’t get rid of it, then you tell me to drop it.” I opened my hand and let it fall. It disappeared once it had fallen about a foot.

“Oh, what the fuck?” I asked, taking a step back.

“Don’t worry, it’s not gone,” Blerg said. “Once I show you around, things will make more sense. Come on. Let me show you around Green Estates.”
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Ifollowed Blerg through the trees, doing my best to ignore the faintly glowing flowers. Sure, they were pretty, but that was some freaky shit. They were just a subtle reminder of the fucking weird situation I found myself in.

“Surely Ben and Chase set me up somehow,” I muttered to myself.

We exited the cove of trees and came to a large clearing. Well-worn grass covered most of the field, with several sandy spots. It was the exact kind of place I’d expect kids to run around in, playing football or tag or something. But here, it was mostly empty. Only two kids sat far off to the side. They sat there, playing in the dirt. Just like Blerg, they were green.

Beyond the field and the dirty kids stood six or seven old mobile homes. Some were older, some were newer, but none of them looked particularly nice or modern. A few people sat in front of some of the trailers, although I was too far away to make much of anything out other than green skin.

“If we ever have public events, we always do it on this field,” Blerg said, gesturing in front of us. “Course, we don’t really do that very often. And by that I mean basically never.”

“Why are there mobile homes out there?” I asked. “Why am I in a fucking trailer park? I feel like I’m in southern Alabama or something.”

“Sometimes a delivery guy comes by and brings us stuff,” Blerg explained. “Obviously they used to bring a lot more. Nowadays they don’t bring much except bad news. Sometimes about the war. We don’t have much to give them, so they don’t have much of a need to come here. For that matter, Denzel is the only one that still visits. Hoping to change that.”

“What sort of things do they bring?” I asked.

“All sorts of things,” Blerg replied. “They brought a big box of VHS tapes a good long while ago. All the good stuff, you know: Jerry Springer, Maury Povich, Monster Jam. Some cassettes, too, like Lynyrd Skynyrd and Garth Brooks and Def Leppard. You know, real high-quality stuff.”

“How much hairspray and hair dye did he bring?” I asked, meaning it as sarcasm.

Blerg shrugged. “Not a ton. Goblin hair doesn’t take well to that stuff though, and I don’t think any woman would want to ruin her natural beauty. Well, except for Brandi Lynn. She’s sort of a wild one.”

“Noted,” I said.

We walked across the dry grass and approached the trailer furthest to the right. As we drew closer, I quickly realized I was looking at Blerg’s female counterpart. A female goblin.

She was oddly attractive, with her big eyes and perky nose and slightly chubby cheeks. She sat in an old lawn chair next to the steps of her mobile home, fanning herself with what looked to be a magazine. Her hair was long and black. A worn t-shirt covered her top half, although it couldn’t hide what looked to be rather large breasts, and her shapely legs weren’t covered at all by a pair of denim shorts that looked two sizes too small, even sitting down.

Blerg stopped about ten feet away and gestured toward the young woman. “Now this here’s Bobbi Jo.”

She stood up and immediately cocked her hips to one side and planted a hand on her waist. A smile curved her full lips, and she openly looked me up and down.

“Well, who’s this pink-skinned giant?” she asked, somehow making it sound flirtatious instead of like an insult.

“Uh, David,” I said, trying hard not to stare at her tits. She was only about four feet tall, maybe four and a half, but those things were absolute melons, and she had cut the collar of her Whitesnake t-shirt in the front to expose most of them. “Pleased to meet you, ma’am,” I said as I extended my hand.

“Oh, a gentleman,” she said, gently taking my hand in hers. She just held it there, and after a moment I awkwardly bent down and kissed the back of her hand. She blushed, turning a deeper shade of green.

Green. Her skin was green. Why the fuck was I so attracted to her? And why did she have some of the most amazing tits I’d ever seen?

“Eh, I just try to be nice,” I said with a shrug.

“He’s a human,” Blerg said. “He comes from a world with constant war, so he’s gonna be our new Munitions Expert.”

Bobbi Jo clapped her hands and bounced on her toes. “Oh, yay!” she squealed. “I hope he sticks around longer than the last one. Hope he’s nicer, too. Maybe we can finally get stuff done and I can upgrade this place.”

“Huh?” I asked.

Blerg waved it away. “Ah, this one’s good, don’t worry. Someone finally answered my prayers.”

“It’s about goddamn time,” Bobbi Jo said, crossing her arms beneath her substantial breasts. That propped them up and somehow made them even more prominent. I thought it might have been on purpose, especially considering her flirtatious nature.

I turned and pretended to scratch the side of my head so I didn’t have to worry about staring. Man, seeing a hot woman built like that was the last thing I had expected.

“What are humans like?” she asked.

“Pretty much like us, from what I understand,” Blerg replied, then gestured to the side. “Remember, all this shit came from their world. They have stuff to spare, so the delivery guys bring what they can, and have for decades.”

“Ohh, I like humans, in that case.”

I turned and she was suddenly standing directly in front of me, looking up at me with dark blue eyes. This close, I noticed her hair wasn’t black at all, but instead a very dark shade of blue.

“We should have a drink sometime and get to know each other,” she said softly.

“Sounds good to me,” I said, pointedly looking her in the eyes and nowhere else.

“A question, David,” she said, going up on her toes to get closer to me. “Do you own a Camaro? I’ve always wanted to take a ride in one.”

“Uh, no,” I said. “I have a Camry, nothing special.”

She frowned and sank back down, then took a few steps back toward her chair. The way her butt moved with each step was just as mesmerizing as those gigantic melons of hers. “Do you at least like Motley Crue?” she asked over her shoulder.

“Um, sure? To be honest I like Van Halen better.”

She gave me a big smile and plopped down in her chair. Dammit, that made her boobs bounce as well. Everything did. “Roth, or Van Hagar? Ah, forget it. I’m definitely going to want to talk to you later. I think you’re going to be mighty useful around here.”

She suddenly leaned forward. I couldn’t help it; my eyes went right down the front of her shirt and I never wanted them to leave. She smiled, clearly noticing.

“If you want some advice, don’t get mixed up with Mandi. She’s a dirty skank, and don’t you forget it. She’s not one of them nice girls.” Bobbi Jo nodded and slowly leaned back. “Like me,” she added quietly.

“Alright, alright,” Blerg said, waving his hand. “Come on, David. You have more people to meet, so we can stand around and beat our gums all day.”

“Uh, okay,” I said. “Nice to meet you, ma’am.”

Bobbi Jo brightened at that. “Oh, I do like it when you call me that.” She waved delicately, just a flicker of her fingers, then went back to fanning herself with a magazine. It looked like an old issue of Playboy.

The next trailer was older and had more lawn furniture out front. Some of it even looked serviceable. Several pink flamingos also dotted the yard, and in the back I saw an old rusted car sitting on concrete blocks.

I blinked. “Is that an old Honda Civic?”

“Ah, we got all sorts of stuff around here,” Blerg said.

The door slammed open and another goblin woman strode down the steps. She was clearly older, probably in her early fifties or whatever the goblin equivalent was. While life had put a few extra miles on her, she was by no means ugly. In fact, she was still sexy as hell. She had the same green skin and surprisingly attractive features as Bobbi Jo, but this one had slightly more narrow-set eyes and chubbier cheeks, which gave her a more youthful appearance. Her eyes were emerald green, and long blonde hair fell down her back.

Once again, I found myself confronted with a massive pair of breasts. These were almost comically large, and she wore a hot pink halter top with yellow stars that did a poor job of holding them in. Her khaki shorts were minimal, and while her body had filled out over the years, she was still curvy in the absolute best of ways.

Her makeup was gaudy and belonged on a drag queen, though. I mean, it was just bad. She needed some practice.

“Blerg!” she said, her voice loud and rough. She put a cigarette up to her lips and lit it, then took a long drag. “Who the fuck is this?”

“And this lovely damsel is Brandi Lynn,” Blerg said, completely unfazed by her comments or demeanor. Or, for that matter, her massive tits.

“Good day to you, ma’am,” I said, giving her a slight bow of my head. I didn’t want to go through that awkward handshake hand kiss thing again.

“Ma’am?” she replied, then chuckled low, almost under her breath. “Ain’t nobody called me ma’am in years. Boy, you’re a looker, ain’t you? Come over here and let me get a look at you.”

I looked over at Blerg. He just shrugged.

“Uh, okay,” I said, and took a few steps closer. She was on the stairs, which of course put her tits right at eye level. Of course.

“Closer,” she said in a slightly sultry tone. She even tossed her cigarette away and beckoned me with a finger. Oddly enough, I couldn’t smell it in the air or on her breath. Well, that was a plus. “Mama don’t bite, unless you ask for it.” She straightened up, thrusting her chest out. “Oh, you’re a handsome one, aren’t you? A human, right?”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am, that’s right.”

She laughed, absolutely delighted at being called ma’am again. “Oh, you keep calling me that and I’m gonna keep you! Help me down the stairs, young man.”

She held out a hand and I had no other choice than to help her. I took her small hand in mind and she stepped down the stairs, her red high heels clacking on the wooden steps. Her skin was quite soft.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“David,” I told her.

“Brandi Lynn,” she replied, again in a sultry voice. “So, you’re staying here?” she asked, looking up at me through her fake eyelashes. No wait, those were real. Wow, impressive. “You’re ours now?” she glanced over at Blerg.

“Yep, he’s ours,” Blerg said, crossing his arms. He was clearly getting tired of the flirting. I was just getting weirded out.

Brandi Lynn reached up and ran a finger down my chest, stopping near my belly button. “Well, if you need a good woman to cook dinner for you or keep you warm at night, you know where to find me.” Her smile deepened.

She moved forward slightly so that her breasts touched me. They were right at dick level, which was super awkward, and made it really, really hard not to get an erection. Fortunately, stomping from within the trailer interrupted her.

“Mama!” a voice shouted from inside. “Are you wearing my favorite top? I can’t find it anywhere.”

The door flew open and another goblin woman stood there. From a glance she was clearly Brandi Lynn’s daughter, as she had the same face but thirty years younger. Her skin was smooth, and while she had the same emerald green eyes, her hair was a beautiful shade of teal with a handful of pale brown streaks.

Her breasts weren’t as large as the other women I had seen, but they were definitely more than a handful. A cutoff Metallica t-shirt ended just below her nipples, giving me a view of some rather fantastic under cleavage.

She was, in a word, beautiful. Okay, in two words, strangely beautiful. She was still green, after all.

I pointed at her shirt. “Master of Puppets. Great album.”

She looked down at her shirt and then back at me. “You’re a fan?”

“Of course,” I said. “It’s a classic album. I grew up on it.”

She smiled sweetly at me. “Excuse me for a moment.” She turned to her mother and her demeanor changed. “God dammit mom, I told you not to wear my favorite top! Those balloon tits of yours stretch out the fabric!”

Brandi Lynn turned to yell back at her daughter. “I can’t help it if you aren’t as much of a woman as I am, Brynleigh Mae!”

Brynleigh threw her hands up. “Your tits are fake, mom! And the left one keeps popping! At least let me help you with your makeup, so you don’t wind up looking like a clown!”

“You watch your mouth, Brynleigh Mae!” Brandi Lynn shouted. “I’m still your mother, and as long as you live under my roof you’ll show some respect!”

“How about you respect my clothes by not stretching them out with your oversized tits!” Brynleigh Mae shouted.

Blerg suddenly grabbed my arm and pulled me aside. The mother-daughter duo were busy enough fighting that they didn’t notice.

“What the hell, man?” I said to myself.

“Yeah, they’re a pair,” Blerg said. “To be honest they’re decent people, but they pick at each other too much. Keep ‘em separate and they’re fine. I wish Brynleigh Mae would get her own trailer, but we don’t have the resources for that. Maybe you can change things and get her her own place.”

“So, uh…. What’s with all the hot women?” I asked. “I mean, you guys are goblins and I’m a human, but I can still tell they’re attractive. Why are they flirting with me?”

“You see any men around here, other than me?” Blerg replied. “Sides, I have a strict rule. I don’t mess with the residents. It causes too many problems. It’s only women out here, though. Eh, mostly. But close enough.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“Now there’s an interesting story,” Blerg said.
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We walked a few steps in silence while I waited for Blerg to explain. He didn’t.

“Uh, Blerg? You were going to explain why there are no men here.”

“Hmm? Oh, yeah. Well, it’s pretty simple, really. Us goblin men tend to be a wild sort. Full of fire and chaos, we are. I was certainly a handful in my younger years, but I wound up getting stuck here and put right to work, which helped settle me.”

I frowned. “So you’re saying goblin men are just difficult?”

He shrugged. “I guess. I mean, that’s the best way to explain it. They got a new king a while back, too. A real ass munch of a man, and it seemed his attitude spread. Some of the women couldn’t handle it any longer, so they used magic to flee.”

“What about you?”

“Just a stroke of luck,” he said with a grin. “I was chasing a woman and wound up in here. Second I found this place, the delivery guy grabbed me by the collar and shoved a tablet in my hands. He taught me a few things, then let me be. I consider myself fortunate, to be honest. Damn tablet gave me purpose in life.”

I looked over my shoulder at the mobile homes. Brandi Lynn and Brynleigh Mae were still arguing, waving their arms about. Bobbi Jo still fanned herself with the magazine, but I could feel her eyes on me. Two other women sat in lawn chairs at the other end of the row, watching me as well.

“So it’s just goblin women here? Women and you?”

“Eh, not so much,” Blerg said. “It’s rare, but sometimes we get others that find their way into our protection zone. We got some beastkin, but they’re reclusive. We got a man once, like you. Actually, not that long ago.”

“What happened to him?”

“He exploded,” Blerg said.

I waited for him to elaborate, but he didn’t.

“He exploded?”

Blerg nodded. “Mmhmm.”

“Okay, so did he just spontaneously explode all by himself, or did something blow him up?”

“Oh, he was our previous Munitions Expert,” Blerg said, finally giving me some details. “He was just a bit of a moron, you see. The tablet can help a lot, but it can’t fix stupid. Not the nicest fella either, to be honest. He was building a bomb and blew himself up. Damndest thing.”

“Well, that makes me just so excited for my new job,” I said dryly.

“Ah, you’ll be fine,” Blerg insisted.

“So you’re the only man around here, then,” I said.

Blerg nodded. “Yep. Been here for quite some time, too. And Jim, but he’s usually drunk. Technically William, but he keeps to himself. That’s it. Well, and Denzel, our delivery guy, but he doesn’t come around very often these days. I think if we had something to export, he’d be excited.”

“Is he a goblin?”

“Nah, he’s an elf. Or a mixture of elf and something else. Not entirely sure, to be honest. He doesn’t talk to me much. Probably because he doesn’t stop by very often. Probably because we have nothing to export except sadness, and no one wants to buy that. With my class of Trailer Park Manager, I barely make enough to keep this place running.”

“Alright, I get the point,” I said. “So, where do we start?”

“Well, I was hoping to introduce you to everyone, but I suppose it’s not that important. Plus, as you see, the women can be difficult at times. You can meet them as you work. Where do we start? The beginning, of course.”

“And where is the beginning,” I asked as we walked across the field.

“Well, generally opposite from the end,” Blerg said.

He picked up the pace and I followed. We crossed the large field, walking away from the trailers. Part of me was actually hoping to meet more of these strange goblin women. Some of them were damn cute, strange as I felt admitting it. Actually, all of them were cute. Especially that Brynleigh Mae.

“Could you be a bit more specific?” I asked. I placed my hand against my head as I suddenly felt a strange sensation. It almost felt like something vibrating inside my head.

“You alright there?” Blerg asked, turning to glance at me.

“Yeah, just a weird feeling in my head,” I told him.

He chuckled. “It’s probably your tablet. Go ahead and retrieve it.”

I just stared at him. He rolled his eyes.

“Hold your hand out and think of it. Like, think of needing your tablet, of it appearing in your hand.”

“Well that’s strange, but okay,” I said, holding my hand out. I closed my eyes and thought about how I needed the tablet, which to be honest I did, and suddenly felt weight in my hand. I opened my eyes and the tablet was right there, with some text flashing at me.

New Quest: The Basics.

Reward: 5 Experience.

Building weapons of war is tough work, but someone’s gotta do it. Of course, if you’re willing to sell to anyone you’re in luck, because a little bird told me some of those bad guys have a lot of money. Your delivery guy might handle all of that, though.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

Try to follow along, champ. The goblin people are very crafty, but they lost their way. Your task is to be their shepherd, and to guide them toward a place they can make weapons of war. But, in order to do that, you need raw materials. A lot of raw materials.

Fortunately, there is an intergalactic junkyard located nearby. Don’t get too excited though; it’s mostly old Mustangs and El Caminos. You won’t find any space lasers out there. Just to be clear though, a space laser isn’t a real thing.

I ran my fingers through my hair. My new reality was finally starting to set in, but things were still weird. The tablet continued, only making a bit of sense.

What are guns made out of? That’s right, steel. You have a ton of steel nearby. Actually, it’s more like five hundred tons. Seriously, there is a lot of junk out there, from washing machines to medieval weapons, to a Buick Grand National that just needs a bit of work. Yeah, it’s the GNX, too. You’re welcome.

I scratched my head. This tablet was like a rambling moron at times.

Hopefully you’re picking up what I’m putting down, David. You need to teach the local citizens to turn the steel of those cars, washing machines, and old bed frames into weapons of mass destruction. They even have an alchemist, if you can keep him sober for more than five minutes. Good luck. His current record is just under half an hour.

“Does that explain it?” Blerg asked. He had been reading over my shoulder.

“Yeah, I think,” I said. “So, I need to teach the local goblins how to build weapons, using parts from our junkyard. What kind of weapons?”

Blerg shrugged. “The kind you can kill people with? I dunno. Your tablet will tell you.”

“Where are we off to now?”

“To the junkyard,” Blerg said. “Gotta show you what you’re working with. You know you have a map in your tablet, right?”

“Is that so?” I brought up my tablet. “Uhh, hey tablet. Show me the map.”

Sure thing! I also like the name Charles if you feel so inclined. Here’s a map of the area.

A simple, two-dimensional map populated the screen. I pinched my fingers on the screen and moved it around. It seemed relatively easy to follow.

“What else can you do?” I asked.

That’s a great question! I can passively generate tools needed to build or repair weapons. These tools are of [high] quality, and if lost, will vanish and reappear after [12 hours]. These tools also come with an extremely stylish belt that has a built-in extra-dimensional space in which to store them.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s actually pretty awesome.”

Thanks! Would you like to see any optional quests?

“Uh, no thanks,” I said.

“It’s just right over here,” Blerg said, waddling in front of me. A handful of trees and bushes poked out into the field, and once we passed them we turned right. Grass turned to a hard-packed dirt path, and we walked for only a minute or two before I saw it.

“Oh wow. My tablet wasn’t lying,” I said as I scanned the area.

It was, indeed, a junkyard. At least a hundred cars were there, some completely wrecked or burned and rusted, some looking almost brand new. I walked around for a minute and saw a shiny black GNX, just like my tablet had told me.

“Rad,” I said, rubbing my hand on the fender. “I need to get this thing going. Can we get gasoline in here?”

“Sure,” Blerg said. “Jim can probably make it for you. He’s the local alchemist your tablet told you about. If you can keep him sober for a few minutes, he can make just about anything.” Blerg leaned forward. “My advice is to hit him up first thing in the morning. I’ll show you where he is, later.”

I looked down at my tablet again. “So, what exactly was the goal of this first quest?”

Get people to start tearing down the cars. You need steel to make weapons. Those cars have good steel. Except for the Yugo parked on the western side. That’s just a piece of shit in every single aspect.

“Seems simple enough,” I said. I turned back to the junkyard and walked around for a minute, stopping next to an old Toyota truck. “Alright, tool belt,” I said, and a tool belt suddenly appeared around my waist. “Rad.”

“Yes, the tablets can be rather nice,” Blerg said. He waved his hand and showed that he had one as well. His looked a bit fancier than mine, though. He dropped it and it disappeared.

“Where to even start?” I wondered aloud. The hood was open, so I walked over there. A fender would probably be a good first step. “Hey tablet, lemme get a ten millimeter wrench.”

Almost instantly, one appeared in a pocket on my tool belt. I grinned and took the wrench, then began attacking the bolts that held the top of the fender to the chassis. Some of them were a bit rusty, but I made short work of them.

Of course, five minutes later I realized I was unbolting the fender when I was supposed to be getting the locals to do it. I stopped immediately and slipped the wrench into my tool belt.

“Alright, show me where I can find the alchemist,” I said to Blerg. “If I’m stuck here, I might as well make the best of it.”
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We turned and left the junkyard after that. The hard-packed dirt road took us back toward the trailer park, but instead of visiting more mobile homes we pushed through a few trees.

“He’s right up here,” Blerg said. “If he took better care of his lawn, it would be a lot easier to talk to him. Asshole probably does that on purpose.”

I stepped on the stalk of a small bush, snapping it. In front of us was a small trailer; more of a camping trailer, really. Living in there would be miserable.

Next to it was a wooden patio, complete with a few chairs and a large, sturdy awning keeping everything safe and clean. Bottles covered the table on the patio, and most didn’t appear to be alcohol-related.

The trailer was a different story. It looked like someone had puked on the side of it recently. Grass and bushes were trying to reclaim the dirty trailer. A small pile of beer cans sat beneath the trailer, although they looked absolutely ancient.

“Jim!” Blerg shouted. “Jim! Wake your ass up!” He pounded on the door with a gnarled fist.

The door opened a few minutes later and a man stood there, watching us with bleary eyes. Well, not quite a man. He was probably one of those beastkin Blerg had mentioned. The cat ears were evidence of that, but he also had cat eyes and his face was somewhere between feline and human. The backs of his hands were blonde and furry, but he had human fingers.

He wore a Big Johnson t-shirt that made me chuckle.

“Heh. I got sent home in middle school for wearing the same shirt,” I said.

“Eh?” he asked, watching me with eyes that didn’t want to focus. “The fuck are you talking about, man? You talking about my johnson?” He reached down and grabbed his crotch. “Hmm. Gotta piss.”

With that, he turned and stumbled back into his trailer. Moments later we heard the sound of him urinating into a toilet.

“As you can see, he can be difficult at times,” Blerg said. “Mornings are best. He’s actually quite skilled. I think if you could give him something to work toward, he might clean up a bit.”

A bottle sat on the step next to me, so I bent down to pick it up. Surprisingly, it was unopened.

“Mr. Macy’s Mead,” I read aloud. “Is this stuff any good?”

“Yeah,” Blerg said. “Everyone likes it. Hard to get, though, and pricey. Especially when we don’t have an export to make money.”

“Alright, what can Jim do for me?” I asked.

“He can make all kinds of things. Chemicals, potions, you name it. Man’s practically a wizard when he’s sober. He can help you make stuff for bombs, see? Things that go boom.”

I held onto the bottle and considered it a souvenir. “I’ll talk to him in the morning. I don’t think we’re going to get much out of him tonight.”

“Blerg!” Jim shouted from within his trailer. “Shitter’s clogged again! I think it’s those goddamn sluggoths!”

Blerg muttered a few curses under his breath. “I hate those nasty things. Come on, David. Let’s go.”

I blinked, then followed him. “Uh, sluggoths? What’s going on?”

“Filthy creatures,” he muttered. “Small, maybe thirty or forty pounds. Long arms, filthy hair, and a digestive tract that allows them to live in the worst places you can imagine.”

“Such as?”

“Sewer,” Blerg said. “They live in there and breed in there. Sounds like I need to go clear them out. It’s never a fun task. I hate it, to be honest. I’d rather do anything else.”

“I’m not eager to walk around in a sewer, but do you need any help?”

Blerg stopped and looked at me as if I were an idiot. “Of course not. That’s a job for a Trailer Park Manager, not a Munitions Expert. You have to stay in your lane, David. Do you see me building rifles and knives? Not even close.”

“Okay, so what else can I do around here?” I asked.

“Oh, you’ll probably run into something nasty at some point,” he said in a voice that was much too cheery. “We have all sorts of things that live out here. In fact, you’re sure to make a few new friends out in the junkyard, especially if you go at night.”

“I guess that’s why I get some combat skills with my class?”

Blerg made finger guns at me. “Exactly.”

“So, what now?” I asked.

“Well, now it’s dinner time,” he said. “And at some point, I figure I should show you where you’re going to be living.”

“Do I get my very own trailer?” I asked sarcastically.

“Yep,” Blerg replied. “Not the most modern, but it’s a roof over your head. And the price is right.”

“Price?” Uh oh. Did I have to pay rent?

“Yeah, it’s free,” he said. “Just make sure you do your job, and we’ll all benefit. You hungry?”

“Actually, yeah. All I’ve had in the past few hours is wine.”

“Sounds like a pretty good dinner to me. Unfortunately, I just have some stew in my crockpot. Not too bad, though.”

He led me to an old trailer that looked straight out of the 1950s, with its rounded front and turquoise colored door. Inside, the decor was about what I expected; everything was well-maintained, but outdated. Well, I tried not to judge. In the end, did it really matter?

Blerg walked into the kitchen, where a crock pot sat on the counter. He raised the lid and inhaled deeply. To be honest, I was mildly terrified of what was in there.

“Yeah, this smells great. You like chicken?”

“Chicken?”

“Yeah, it’s a small bird that goes cluck-cluck and lays eggs.”

I blinked. “Uh, sorry. I just wasn’t sure what to expect. Yeah, chicken is great.”

He grabbed two bowls and began spooning stew into each. “Got a small garden out back. Most of us do. Here you go, David. Chicken and potatoes and uhhh…zucchini and tomatoes, if I remember correctly. I think there’s some eggplant in there, too.”

“So, a little bit of everything,” I said as I accepted my bowl.

After blowing on it for a second, I took a bite. It was surprisingly decent. I suppose I had never really thought about what goblins ate.

“Is this how most of the food is around here?” I asked.

Blerg shrugged. “Kinda. Bobbi Jo is a pretty good cook. So is Brynleigh Mae. I wouldn’t eat anything Brandi Lynn makes, though. Mandi really knows her way around a kitchen. You might find her a bit strange, though.”

“How many people live here?” I asked. So, Mandi was a good cook? Bobbi Jo had described her as a skank, and Blerg said she was strange. My interest was piqued, especially since I knew she was likely to be just as hot as the rest of the women.

“Not that many,” Blerg replied. “What you see out there are the most social ones. You’ll see about a dozen or so women on a regular basis. There’s another dozen that live further in the woods, but they don’t always like to be bothered.”

I grunted. “Huh. So that’s it, then? Less than thirty people?”

“Well, and some sluggoths and a troll and whatever the fuck Jim is and an elder fae dragon, and—”

“Hold on. Dragon?”

“Yeah, but a fae dragon. She’s like four feet long. Still quite the temper, though, so you gotta be careful. She’ll set you on fire without a second thought, at least until she knows you. And there ain’t much in the world that’s hotter than dragon fire.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. Just what I needed, a dragon. A dozen goblin women obsessed with nineteen eighties hair metal and a fucking dragon.

“Want me to give you some advice?” Blerg asked.

“I’d appreciate that,” I replied.

“Don’t get too close to any of the women. They haven’t been around a man in, I dunno, ten years or more. Hard to say sometimes; I can’t even remember how long I’ve been in here, to be honest. A long time. But my point is, just focus on your work.”

I scooped up the last bite of stew and shoved it in my mouth. “Thanks for the advice, Blerg. And for the stew. Does my trailer have a garden?”

“I suppose now is a good time to check and see,” he said as he finished his stew. “Come on.”

I held my bowl up for a second and he waved toward the kitchen.

“Just put it in the sink. I’ll get to it later.”

“Alright. Thanks again.”

I put the bowl in his sink and followed him out of his trailer. We walked about fifty feet through some trees to an old airstream trailer. It was definitely more of a travel trailer than a mobile home, but it still looked to be in good condition. Bushes and grass were doing their best job to consume the thing, so I grabbed a handful of weeds and tore them out when I got close.

“I’ll have to spend some time fixing this thing up,” I said.

I immediately felt that strange vibrating sensation in my head again. I decided to pull out my tablet and take a look.

“You mind if I check this out real quick?” I asked.

“Go right ahead,” Blerg said. “I don’t have all day, though.”

“Sure thing,” I said as I checked the screen.

Would you like to see current optional quests?

“Uh, sure,” I said to the tablet.

New Quest: Pleased to meet you.

Reward: 2 Experience. Come on, this isn’t exactly difficult.

Introduce yourself to at least ten people in the trailer park. And try to be nice, okay? They’re short on friends in here. Convincing everyone that you’re a good person and not a conniving, murderous Munitions Expert will help once you start trying to convince them to work for you.

“Huh? I’m not conniving or murderous.”

Well, you’re about to enter a career of building weapons of mass destruction, so you’re certainly not a Disney princess. Come on, champ. I’m trying to make things easy for you. Go introduce yourself to some people.

New Quest: Bachelor pad.

Reward: 3 Experience. But only if you do a good job.

They say a man’s trailer is his castle. Your castle is currently in need of some repairs and routine maintenance. Once you get that done, you’ll be in a better position to start working. Hey, maybe you can have company lunches on your front porch?

“I don’t have a front porch,” I said, looking over to the side.

Well, sounds like you know exactly where to start! Blerg can help you get lumber. So can I, for the record, as long as you keep it simple. Make me proud, son.

New Quest: All dried up.

Reward: 7 Experience. This one might be tough.

If you want to make things like ammunition and explosives—and trust me, you do—then you need an alchemist or a wizard. A guy that can create all sorts of toxic chemicals without blowing himself up, like your predecessor did. A real magician with assorted fluids.

Problem is, your current alchemist is only sober for about an hour a day, and he spends that time making booze so he can forget how miserable he is.

Restore Jim’s will to live. Get him working again so you can make explosives. It won’t be easy, but I’m sure you’ll find a way.

“Interesting,” I said to myself. I dropped the tablet and it disappeared. “Alright, let’s see my place, Blerg.”

“Right this way,” he said, opening the door.
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Ifollowed him into the trailer, ducking slightly beneath the door frame. I wasn’t particularly tall—just a hair under six feet—but it was a travel trailer, after all.

A frown crossed my face as I looked around the interior. It had a pretty nice setup: a kitchenette right in front of me with a small table and two bench seats to my immediate left. Beyond that was the living room, with a surprisingly large couch at the end. An old TV was mounted on the wall, with a VCR built in. Windows lined each side, but were currently blocked with outdated curtains.

To my right, a small hallway led to what I assumed was a bathroom and the master bedroom. I’d check those later.

But the problem was that the previous Munitions Expert had clearly been a slob. Dirty dishes were piled on the kitchen counter, dirty socks had been thrown on the floor, and one of the curtain rods was broken.

“Should I even check the bedroom?” I muttered. “Eh, might as well. Putting it off does nothing.”

I turned right and walked down the narrow hallway. A stacked washer and dryer were to my left, set into the wall. Next to that was a small bathroom, complete with a shower stall. On my right was a tiny bedroom, but it had been converted into a workshop. Good thinking.

At the end of the hallway was the master bedroom. It had a queen sized bed, three windows, a single nightstand, and a wooden dresser. Other than the hot pink and teal-striped blanket, it wasn’t too bad.

Of course, everything was dirty, though. Socks and underwear on the carpet, dirty shirts on the bed, a pair of shorts draped over the dresser. This guy had been a complete pig.

“Does everything work?” I asked and flipped the light switch. They came on, which was a relief.

I turned to Blerg. “Looks like it just needs some cleanup. Thanks, Blerg.”

He nodded. “Of course. Are you good? If so, I’m heading back home. I’ve got shit to do.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,” I said. “I’m just gonna clean up around here.”

“Good luck,” he said, waving as he left.

And that was it. I was alone in my new-to-me Airstream trailer in a foreign realm filled with oddly hot goblin women.

Hell of a way to end the week.

I pulled out my tablet and stared at it for a moment. Where to start? I still had my toolbelt, fortunately.

“Can you make me a vacuum cleaner?”

Not at this level, no. You’re level zero, buddy. You’ll be doing things manually for a while.

“Okay. How about a broom? And maybe some hedge shears.”

Now that, I can do.

My toolbelt suddenly sagged as a large set of hedge shears appeared in it. They immediately fell out, as did the broom that appeared later. Okay, so I needed to work on that a bit.

I used the broom to sweep up the dirty clothes in the kitchen area, and threw them all straight in the trash. I wasn’t going to mess with that guy's old shit. Maybe the delivery guy could help me get some better clothes.

After that, I went outside with my hedge shears. It was arduous work, clearing out that area by hand, but I set myself to it. Roughly an hour later, I was covered with a sheen of sweat but had a nice-sized clearing in front of my trailer.

I also checked around back, and there was in fact a garden. It hadn’t been tended to in quite a long time so it was in terrible shape, but most of the plants at least still lived. There was a basil plant that was probably four feet high, and more potatoes than I could count. A tomato plant was trying to swallow the remains of something else, and a grapevine was doing its best job of climbing up the side of my trailer.

“I should trellis that,” I said, looking down at the grape vine. But where to get a trellis in this trailer park? I looked around and found some small trees nearby.

“Can I get a hatchet?” I asked my tablet.

A hatchet appeared in a belt loop.

“Groovy,” I said as I walked up to the small trees.

The hatchet was nice and sharp, so it only took a handful of whacks to chop them down. I spent a few more minutes cutting the base of the trunks to points, then trimmed off small branches until I had what I needed.

Both of the small trees forked around chest high, so what I was ultimately left with was two Y-shaped logs. I used my hands to drive the sharpened ends into the ground on either side of the grapevine, giving each one about two feet of space. Then, I carefully pulled the vines off the side of my trailer and looped them onto my new makeshift trellises. They weren’t perfect, but they’d work for now.

I also noticed the grapes on the vine looked mostly ripe. Well, it was that time of year, assuming seasons here were similar to back on Earth.

Of course, that immediately reminded me of Candice, and how I’d never get to take her on a date. I looked up at the sky and shook my first.

“Thanks a lot, assholes! Uh, whoever you are!”

Poor thing was probably wondering why I stood her up. Grumbling to myself, I set the hatchet back in my belt loop, grabbed my hedge shears, and tried to clean up the garden a bit. It was a mess, but a salvageable mess.

Once that was done, I went back to the front door and stood there for a moment. I looked over to the side, where I had cleaned out all the bushes and undergrowth. I decided to test my tablet, to see what it was capable of.

“Can I get some pressure treated two-by-fours, exactly thirty-six inches in length? Four of them. Also, two more boards that are forty-eight inches long, and two that are twenty-four inches long. Two dozen galvanized steel nails and a framing hammer. I need this so I can start building weapons. Munitions.”

Nothing.

I frowned, and tried to think of how to reframe my question. I opened my mouth to ask for one thing at a time, when some boards finally appeared next to me. They fell out of the sky from a height of about ten feet, crashing to the dirt in front of me. A hammer and a box of nails fell next.

“Fuck yeah. Thanks, tablet.”

It vibrated in reply.

The hard part was already done; cutting them to length. I quickly arranged them, then began hammering everything together. Of course, driving nails through pressure-treated lumber wasn’t the easiest thing, so I worked up a sweat. Finally, I flipped my contraption over.

“There. The framework for a good workbench. Can I get a sheet of three-quarters plywood, exactly four feet by two feet?”

After another pause, it fell to the ground. I set it on top and hammered it in place. The bench was quite heavy since it was made from pressure-treated wood, but I knew it would last longer that way. I dragged it a bit further over into the dirt and stood there in front of it for a moment. The height was a bit lower than I preferred, but I remembered I would be working with four-foot-tall women. Hopefully it wasn’t too tall for them.

My tablet vibrated and I pulled it into my hand. A status bar on my optional quest moved up a bit, causing me to smile. Funny how that worked.

I left the tools on top of the work bench and went back inside. A quick turn of the faucet told me that I had water, so I grabbed all the dirty clothes I could find and threw them in my washing machine. Fortunately, there was some laundry soap nearby.

I looked forlornly at the dirty dishes stacked on the kitchen counter. Man, I hated washing dishes. I tried to be efficient with my cooking and use as few pots and pans as possible. This guy seemed like he just used shit and never bothered washing it.

“Might as well get to it,” I said as I began scrubbing the dishes.

I made it halfway through the pile when my sink began filling up. That reminded me of Jim complaining about the sewer being backed up. I’d have to wait on Blerg to fix things.

Well, there wasn’t much else to do, so I dried my hands, grabbed that bottle of Mr. Macy’s mead, and left my trailer. Maybe I could meet a few more people before the sun set. Or even after, for that matter.

“Let’s see, Blerg, Bobbi Jo, Brandi Lynn, and Brynleigh Mae. Man, they really like the letter B around here.” I looked around at the trailers and decided to just pick up where I had left off.

I twisted off the bottle cap as I walked across the worn field. There was no telling what was inside that bottle, so I gave it a cautious sniff.

“Hmm. That actually smells like mead,” I said, looking down at it. Could it be, in this strange world, that most things were similar?

I took a sip and was pleasantly surprised to find that it was, in fact, mead. A little rough, a little strong, but quite good. Hopefully I could get more of it once we started getting things done around here. Maybe that Bobbi Jo would have a drink with me. Or Brynleigh Mae. She had been quite the cute one.

I looked over and saw Bobbi Jo sitting in front of her trailer, talking with another woman. She saw me walking by and waved. I waved back. Yeah, she was pretty cute.

I walked up to the third trailer from the right and stopped in front of it. It was just a singlewide trailer, nothing special at all. Like the others, wooden steps led to the front door, and a few scattered chairs filled what I would consider a front yard.

The sun was beginning to set and daylight was dim, but I saw lights on in the house. Also, I heard music, just faintly. With a shrug. I walked up the stairs and knocked on the door, then stepped back down.

“Hold on!” said a woman’s voice.

I waited patiently, and a moment later the front door opened and a goblin woman stood there, smiling down at me.

She was about as tall as the others, so roughly four feet, with thick thighs and heavy breasts. The green of her skin was a bit paler than others, which contrasted with the tight black shorts she wore and the fishnets beneath. Her shirt was black as well, with a Black Sabbath logo stretched across her tits. Both her lipstick and her hair were also black, giving her a total goth girl vibe. And you know what? She did it really damn well, even with green skin.

Perhaps that’s why others thought she was strange. A goth girl in a trailer park would definitely make her stand out. And as gorgeous as she was, perhaps some of them were jealous.

“Are you that new guy I’ve heard about?” she asked. She placed a hand on her hip and kept smiling at me.

“Yeah, I—” I cut off and listened to the music playing in the background. “Hold on. Is that Type O Negative?”

Sure enough, right at that moment Pete sang the chorus to the song in his signature baritone. Black Number One; that had been a hit a long time ago.

Her eyes brightened. “You like Type O Negative?”

“Yeah. I haven’t heard them in forever, though.”

She quickly hopped down the stairs, beaming a smile at me. “I’m Mandi,” she said, offering me her hand.

I decided to just go for it and have a little fun. I bowed over her hand and kissed her knuckles. “Pleased to meet you, Mandi. I’m David.”

Oh, that definitely worked. Her smile deepened and for a second I thought she was going to jump my bones. Not that I would have minded. Not at all.

“Hey, you wanna come inside?” she asked. “I was just cooking some—”

“Now mister David, I told you to stay away from that harlot!”

I turned and saw Bobbi Jo standing there with her hands on her hips. While she was cute, at that moment she looked very annoyed, though I wasn’t quite sure if that was directed at me or Mandi.

Mandi waved it away. “Oh, piss off, Bobbi Jo. You’re just mad because I’m better lookin’ than you’ll ever be.”

But that seemed to make Bobbi Jo even angrier. “No, Mandi, I’m mad because you stole my favorite dildo and shoved it right up your fat ass!” She drove her finger up at the sky to help illustrate.

Note to self, Mandi was definitely the fun one.

Mandi shouted back. “Well, I wouldn’t have had to steal yours if you hadn’t run over mine with your goddamn lawn mower, you heifer!”

“Um,” I said. “Okay, I’ll bite. Why was your favorite dildo out in the yard?”

Mandi gave me a look that was all sweet innocence. “I get really active when I orgasm sometimes, and my window was open. It wouldn’t have been a problem except THAT BITCH OVER THERE RAN IT OVER!” She glared at Bobbi Jo with her final words.

I took a swig of my mead and smiled. It was like watching Judge Judy in real life.

“Who the fuck steals a dildo?” Bobbi Jo asked. It was clear she was in the mood for a fight.

“Maybe she likes you,” I cut in, still grinning. Both women looked at me and I shrugged. “I mean, why else? You’re both very pretty.”

They both paused, clearly caught off-guard by what I had said. I took that opportunity to extricate myself from the situation. I leaned down and kissed Mandi on the cheek, then walked over and kissed Bobbi Jo on the forehead.

“See you ladies tomorrow,” I said, and walked away. They both just stared at me. After a moment I glanced over my shoulder and smiled at them again. Bobbi Jo looked at Mandi, they both shrugged, and then Bobbi Jo left.
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As I walked up to the next mobile home, I decided to pull my tablet out. I asked it to show me progress on my quest to meet ten people. A status bar popped up, showing I was just over halfway there.

“Easiest quest ever,” I said to myself, chuckling.

The next trailer was nondescript and plain, like most others. No chairs stood outside the door, I noticed. I walked up to the front door and knocked, then stepped down and waited.

A full minute went by before the door opened. I already knew what to expect, but was still pleasantly surprised.

A middle-aged goblin woman stood in the doorway, wearing a yellow sundress covered with blue and green flowers. It stretched over her curves, which almost bordered on chubby in a way that I totally enjoyed. She was also barefoot.

Fine lines creased the edge of each eye, but she still looked relatively youthful. Her sky blue eyes followed me for a moment, then she ran her fingers through her pink hair and smiled at me.

“So you’re him,” she said in a gentle voice.

“Yep,” I said, raising my bottle to her. “I’m David. And you are?”

“Destiny,” she replied, leaning against the door frame. “We don’t get many men around here, you know. Not at all.”

“Yeah, just Blerg, Jim, and the guy before me.”

She scoffed. “He was an idiot, and a mistake. I think the only good thing about him was that he was only here for a week.”

I blinked. “Really?”

“Yeah. The girls were all excited when he showed up, but they quickly learned that he didn’t respect women at all. He couldn’t keep his hands to himself, either. Bobbi Jo slapped him twice, and Brandi Lynn punched him right in the mouth.”

“Well, in that case, good riddance,” I said.

“Indeed,” she replied. She looked me up and down for a moment. “Would you like to come inside?”

“I’d love to,” I said. Maybe it was the mead I had been sipping on, but I was curious about these goblin women. They all seemed to be flirtatious, but was it all just talk, or was I going to be throwing hip every day here? But note to self, be respectful for they’ll punch me.

Not that I planned on being disrespectful, but still, it was good to know I was shacking up with a group of firecrackers.

“Come on in,” she said, stepping aside.

“Thank you,” I said, walking up the stairs.

I entered her trailer and stood there for a moment while she closed the door. She turned back to me, adjusting the shoulder straps on her sundress. I turned away, because at that moment I wanted nothing more than to get lost in her cleavage, and I was trying to be nice. She noticed the respect I showed her, and smiled.

“Have a seat,” she said, walking into the living room.

She walked over to the floral print couch and sat down, folding her legs beneath her. I decided to sit on the couch right next to her.

“So, tell me something about yourself,” she said, calmly smoothing the short dress over her thick thighs. “Where are you from?”

“Earth,” I replied, twisting my bottle of mead in my hand a few times. “It’s a different world. I don’t fully understand what happened there, to be honest, but something brought me to your protection zone to help.”

“And we’re grateful,” she replied, eyeing my bottle. “May I?”

“Of course,” I said, handing it to her.

She examined the label and smiled, then took a long pull from it. “Oh, that is delightful. I haven’t had this in a long time.”

“How often do you guys get it?” I asked, taking the bottle back from her.

“Not very,” she replied with a sigh. “Basically, whenever Denzel feels generous. We haven’t exported anything from here in a long time, so he has very little need to come see us.”

“Denzel’s the delivery guy, right?”

“Yes,” she said with a nod. “He’s the only one that can leave the protection zone. Had we goods to ship out, he would take them and sell them, and bring us money and other things in return.”

I took a sip of the mead. “Well, I’m hoping to change that. I’m the new Munitions Expert, and I’ll get us working again. Maybe we can fix this place up some.” I looked down at the bottle. “And buy some more mead.”

“That would be lovely,” she said, smiling and leaning forward slightly.

Dear god it was hard not to stare at her tits in that dress. They were practically falling out. I nearly broke out in a sweat just keeping my eyes on hers.

“Would you like any music?” she asked.

“Sure, although I’m not staying long tonight,” I said. “I’m just trying to introduce myself to everyone and get to know people.”

She pouted, but that quickly turned back to a smile. “Let me put something on.”

Still smiling, she stood up and swayed across the living room to the entertainment center. Two large speakers flanked an old stereo that included a turntable on top. I opened my mouth to ask what she was going to play, but stopped when she bent over.

“Do you like Dolly Parton?” she asked as she ran her finger across the spines of cassette tapes set in a rack.

The position hoisted the back of her sundress up, rather thoroughly exposing her. The bottoms of her full, round ass cheeks practically begged me to grab them, and I even got a glimpse of her hairless pussy, which like the rest of her, was green. I found that oddly fascinating.

“Uh, yeah. I don’t think I’ve ever really listened to her much,” I said as I stared directly at her ass. Jesus christ, I had never seen anything so perfectly round as her butt.

“There we go,” she said as she slipped the cassette inside the machine and pressed play.

Still smiling, she turned back to me, acting as if nothing was out of the ordinary. She swayed back over to the couch and sat next to me, once again folding her legs beneath her. Her perfect smile never once faltered, but she knew what she was doing to me. Calm as could be, she reached out and took my bottle of mead, then sipped on it as the music began to play.

“So, how do you like it here?” I asked, trying to think of anything except how good she looked bent over.

Her smile did falter, then. In fact, her entire flirtatious facade melted a bit.

“Can I be honest with you?”

“Of course,” I told her.

“It’s lonely,” she said. “And not just in the obvious way, although that’s certainly a factor. It’s the same people, every day. The same catty women. We have no hope here at Green Estates. The guy before you made us think that maybe we could build something and have a future, but we quickly learned that he was an asshole. He didn’t treat women with respect, and he didn’t like taking no for an answer. He died within a week.”

“I heard about that, yeah. Some mistake with explosives or something, and he blew himself up.”

Destiny just calmly watched me. “Yep,” she said, and took another sip of the mead.

She passed the bottle back to me and I graciously took it.

“So, when are you putting us to work?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Soon. Once I figure out how to start, to be honest. We don’t really have any equipment here, it seems, so I have to build everything completely from scratch. Like, I have to build the tools to build the tools.”

“Sounds like you have your work cut out for you,” she said.

I took a drink of mead and she reached out for it, but I shook my head.

“Sorry, it’s empty. Shame, it was pretty good.”

Destiny frowned. “I’m still surprised you had that. Good drinks are rare around here. Sometimes Jim will make something nice, but he’s usually too drunk to function.”

“Yeah, that’s on my list as well,” I said. “Gotta get him working again. Give him some hope.”

Destiny sighed. Her flirtatiousness once again disappeared and I got the feeling I was just talking to a woman. An honest, straightforward woman.

“Listen, David. You’re in a special situation here. We need you, and you’re going to be getting a lot of attention. I’ll just ask one thing of you: please be good to us.”

“Huh?” I asked. “I mean, I don’t plan on being rude to anyone, but—”

“These women are my only friends, David,” Destiny continued. “I won’t stand for anything bad happening to any of them. I hope I don’t need to elaborate.”

“I don’t believe in hurting women,” I said carefully.

“Good,” she said, still calm as could be. “Men that hurt women around here have a tendency to explode.”

She held my gaze for a moment, making sure I understood.

“Look,” I began. “I’m stuck here now, just like all of you. I want to make this work. If I’m successful in this endeavor, we’ll all benefit. Helping you helps me.”

“Good,” she said, all smiles again. “Do you have a place to stay?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “And I just realized I need to switch my sheets over to my dryer.”

“Oh, do you not have a clean place to sleep tonight?” she asked. “I have a rather large bed, and I do get lonely at night.”

In that moment I wanted nothing more than this thick, curvy woman on top of me, but her not-so-hidden threat earlier still hung in my mind. Plus, I was mindful of what Blerg had told me. Don’t get involved with the women. It’ll only cause problems. Focus on work.

“I shouldn’t,” I said. “I need to finish up some things around my place, then get an early start in the morning. I have a lot of work to do.”

That answer certainly seemed to please her, for her smile looked very approving.

“I think you’re going to do just fine around here,” she said, standing.

I stood with her. “Thanks for sharing a drink with me. I’m sure I’ll see you tomorrow. I’ll probably have some questions for you.”

“I’ll be upset if you don’t,” she said with a wink.

I decided to lean forward and hug her. She seemed like a nice woman, and less dramatic than the rest. Of course, the hug put her substantial cleavage right above crotch level for me, which certainly gave me a few thoughts. She squeezed me tightly, and I returned the favor.

“I think we’re gonna get along just fine, Destiny,” I said.

“I damn sure hope so,” she replied, placing her hands on her hips and giving me a sassy smile. Yep, her flirtatious nature was back and in full swing. “I just gotta beat out all those other bitches.”
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Itried not to think of meeting people as a quest, but in that moment it was, quite literally, a quest. And I only needed to meet three more people to complete it. The sun had set, though, so I decided it would probably be best to worry about it the next day.

And so instead of going to the next trailer, I walked away from Destiny’s front door with the intent to go home. I glanced over to my left and saw Mandi watching me through a window. She was topless, and the angle she stood meant I was about one inch from seeing her nipples. We shared a smile, and she waved.

I picked up the pace and hurried across the old field. I hadn’t seen those two kids in a while, and I briefly wondered where they went. Well, this trailer park was probably the safest trailer park around, so I was sure they were fine.

I got to my trailer and took a moment outside to pull a few weeds out. Slowly but surely, I’d make it a nice place. At least the trailer itself was pretty clean. My broom was still there, so I used it to sweep the stairs before going inside.

Once inside, I looked around for a moment, trying to organize my thoughts. Priorities. I went to the washing machine and threw the clothes in the dryer, then stripped all the sheets off the bed and put them in the washer. No way was I sleeping on those dirty sheets.

“So, sounds like Destiny killed the last guy,” I said to myself as I leaned a hand against the wall. Aside from being rough around the edges, all of the women so far seemed rather nice. But that was a reminder that there was steel beneath the silk.

Wait, steel beneath the silk? Where the fuck did that thought come from? Should I take up poetry?

The mead had given me a slight buzz and I found myself wanting more. I was going to have to get Jim in a better headspace so maybe we could have a small brewery here. Well, that and wine. I was already planning on that. Maybe if we were lucky, we’d have something to export besides munitions. From my basic understanding of things, that could lead to more money so we could upgrade our trailer park. Maybe one day we’d have something nice here.

“Green Estates IPA,” I said, picturing the label in my head. “Yeah, that could work, although I had a feeling wine or mead would be a better idea. Eh, we’d get to it eventually.

I walked into the small bedroom that had been converted to a sort of workshop and looked around. It was nothing special, and I could tell the last guy hadn’t done much with it. A handful of tools were scattered on a large table, along with several labeled jars. I picked one of them up and read it.

“Potassium Nitrate. Wait, isn’t that part of gunpowder?”

Sure enough, I checked the other jars and found one labeled ‘charcoal powder’ and the other ‘sulfur.’ A small pile of foot-long fuse cords sat on the other side of the table.

“Ah, shit,” I said to myself as I set the jars down.

Blerg still had my gym bag filled with fireworks. And while fireworks weren’t exactly war-ready munitions, they could be made into a crude bomb.

It was that notion that got me wondering where I should even start. I pulled out my tablet and thought for a moment, then tried asking it for guidance.

“Hey tablet. What weapons should I make first?”

I can’t answer that for you, champ. You’re the Munitions Expert here. I’m just a magical tablet that creates raw materials out of thin air and gives you the ability to make stronger, more powerful weapons with each level. But hey, if you want some advice, I’ll say this much: start simple. If you want some even better advice, finish your damn quest.

Ah, my quest. Couldn’t forget that. I scrolled through the tablet and checked the quest again, although I already knew what it said. I had to get things running around here, although there wasn’t much guidance on what that meant. Get the citizens working to create munitions. That was what I was going on.

With a shrug I started poking around on the desk. The ingredients for blackpowder were there, and for some reason I instinctively knew the right amounts needed. Was that part of my new class? It had to be.

There wasn’t much else on the desk, but it was enough to get my mind rolling. After a moment I found a large jar filled to the brim with blackpowder.

I needed to make gunpowder. That made me think of my fireworks, which could be thought of as small explosives. If I could make them larger, that would work better as a weapon. If I could put them in a stronger container, that would increase the force of the blast. And that, in turn, would increase the blast overpressure, making them more lethal.

“What the fuck is blast overpressure?” I wondered aloud, but I knew the answer. Weird.

More importantly, I immediately figured out what I could make. I pulled out my tablet again.

“Hey tablet. Can you get me some small pieces of steel pipe?”

I can produce many basic ingredients for you, as long as they are exactly that. Basic. As you level up, I will be able to produce more complex items, but never anything overly complicated.

“Perfect. Please give me three sections of one-inch diameter threaded steel pipe, uhhhhh, about eight inches long each. Also six end caps, and a drill bit just large enough for the fuse cord. So, uhh, one-eighth of an inch. And a drill.”

I waited for a few minutes, then pieces of pipe appeared on the table. The endcaps seemed to fall out of the tablet a moment later, followed by a drill bit. I frowned as an old hand-crank drill fell, hitting the table before clattering to the floor.

“No complex tools, right,” I muttered as I bent down to pick it up.

Of course it wasn’t going to give me a fancy drill. I was still level zero.

Well, it couldn’t be that hard. I set one of the end caps flat on the table, then went and fetched my hammer and a large nail. I used that to make a mark in the center of the endcap, then grabbed the drill. After affixing the drill bit, I set it in the center of the mark and began turning the handle.

“Oh man, this sucks,” I muttered as I turned the handle. It was going to take forever.

Okay, so five minutes wasn’t forever, but it felt like it when I was turning the handle of a manual drill that looked to be a hundred years old. But, I finally got the hole finished.

I set the drill aside, then grabbed the fuse cord and threaded it through the hole. It was a tight fit, which was exactly what I wanted.

I grabbed the large jar of blackpowder and moved it closer. After screwing an endcap onto a pipe as firmly as I could, I filled the pipe about three-quarters with blackpowder, then screwed on the other endcap with the fuse.

“As simple as that,” I said, looking down at the pipe bomb in my hand.

If the bomb worked, then it would explode with a percussive blast and send steel shrapnel in all directions. A nasty weapon, indeed.

On a whim, I pulled out my tablet and checked my main quest, The Basics. A status bar had progressed a bit, but not as much as I’d hoped. So, making my own explosives would work, but it really wanted me to get the locals working.

I took a break and swapped my now-clean sheets over to the dryer, then set it on high heat to eradicate any germs that nasty bastard had left behind. Also, I just wanted the sheets dry, so I could sleep. It probably wasn’t much passed eight in the evening, but I was tired. Getting stuck in another dimension had a tendency to do that.

Or was it another dimension? Blerg had referred to this place as a ‘protection zone’ and said that we couldn’t leave. Only the delivery guy, Denzel, could come and go as he pleased. The rest of us, apparently, were stuck here.

I wandered over to my bedroom and stood there for a moment, staring at the bed. Part of me wanted to go grab Bobbi Jo or Destiny and have them smother me with their tits until I fell asleep. But, Blerg’s advice always rang clear in my head. Don’t get involved with the women.

So, I went back to the workshop and began working on another pipe bomb. I wisely put a drop of oil on the tip of the drill bit to help lubricate it as I drilled through the steel endcap. I made that one the same as the other, then started again.

After around thirty minutes, I had four pipe bombs completed. I set them to the side of the desk, then tried to think of what else I could make. I needed to make weapons, that much was plain and simple. What was the most basic type of weapon I could make?

Knives, of course. Certainly we had enough raw materials here to make some knives. Another tidbit of knowledge floated up through the rest of my thoughts and settled at the surface: car leaf springs were excellent steel for making knives.

I looked around the room until I found a pad of paper and a pen. It was time to make a list.

	Build a basic forge.

	Teach women how to disassemble the junk cars.

	Start forging knives. Maybe swords.

	Teach women how to make pipe bombs.




I stared at the last item on my list and thought about it. After a moment, I added ‘except Destiny’ at the end. In case I accidentally pissed her off, I didn’t want to run the risk of getting blown up.

But Jim would be my first stop. Getting the drunk beastkin sobered up was going to take some time, but once I had him functioning he would be a great help. I was sure of it. Plus, maybe he could make us some things that would help with weaponry. Or even things like gasoline, or oil. I thought about that old Buick GNX that only needed a bit of work to run and felt myself smile.

I also didn’t know the limits of my weapons building. How complex would things get?

“Will I be building nukes one day?” I wondered aloud. My tablet buzzed, so I picked it up.

I highly doubt it.

Okay, solved that problem.

I felt a lot better after organizing my thoughts and forming a basic game plan. Tomorrow morning I was going to meet up with more of the women and work on getting them ready to work. Plus, I’d go see Jim—hopefully when he was sober—and try to give him some purpose in life so he’d stay coherent for more than half an hour.

Once my sheets were dry I grabbed them and went back to my bedroom. As I was putting them on the bed, I started realizing that I liked my trailer. This was a strange turn life had taken, don’t get me wrong, but I was trying to make the best of things. I was never going to see any of my old friends and family again. That sucked, there was no other way to describe it. I just had to make the most of my new situation, so that’s what I was doing.

To help that, I tried to imagine myself lying on the bed with Bobbi Jo riding on top of me, her tits bouncing up and down. I smiled. Yeah, things were going to be okay here.
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The next morning I woke up around—well, to be honest I didn’t quite know, as I didn’t have an alarm clock. But the sun had only just risen, so it couldn’t be too late.

I got up and stretched, then went over to the shower. Remembering that the pipes were still probably clogged, I turned it on and got wet, then shut the water off and soaped up, then used just a quick blast of water to rinse off. It wasn’t the most enjoyable shower, but it got the job done. I wanted to be clean if I was going to be spending time with all these women.

And then it came to breakfast, and I realized I had no idea what to make. I went over to my small refrigerator and found a bunch of spoiled food, which all went promptly in the trash can. The freezer had a few things in it that were still good, so I treated myself to some Eggo waffles. Not the best, not the worst.

Clothes were the next problem. The previous guy had left some clothes behind that I had washed, but he had been heavier than me. A belt held the pants up, but my shirt was a bit baggy. I reminded myself that it didn’t really matter.

After brushing my teeth and shaving, I checked over everything in the house and left.

My first stop was Blerg’s trailer. I walked up to his front door and knocked a few times, then waited. He answered a minute later.

“Mornin’,” he said, stepping inside so I could enter.

“Hey, I just need my gym bag with the fireworks in it,” I told him.

“Ahh, your satchel. Yeah, I got it. Hold on.”

I stood there while he looked through a few things, finally handing me my gym bag.

“Here you go,” Blerg said. “Meeting the rest of the folks here today?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Just a few more to finish the optional quest, then I want to talk to Jim.”

“If I can offer some advice, I’d go see Jim first. He starts drinking shortly after he wakes up in the morning.”

I nodded. “Thanks. I’ll drop off my gym bag and hit him up.”

“Good,” Blerg said. “As for me, I have to go take care of the sluggoths in the sewer system. I’m afraid my day won’t be very fun, but these sorts of tasks help pay for the trailer park.” He waved his hand over his tablet and frowned.

“Well, enjoy it,” I said. “Let me know if you need help.”

I left Blerg’s trailer and walked back to my Airstream, then tossed my gym bag inside the front door. After that, I spent a minute walking over to where Jim’s small trailer was.

When I got there I spent a few minutes looking over the bottles, beakers, and burners on his outdoor table. With my new class, I recognized some of the stuff. It was immediately apparent he was a lot more experienced than me, though. There was some real wizardry going on there.

The one thing that was immediately apparent was what he used the equipment for. You could smell the alcohol from ten feet away. It smelled like pure everclear.

I went to his front door and knocked a few times. There was no answer, so I knocked again, and louder. Even my tablet had told me this would be tough, so I was persistent. I knocked four times before I got any sort of answer.

“Fuck, hold on!” Jim shouted from within his trailer. Several glass bottles clanged and he cursed again, mostly complaining about the early out. “Blerg if that’s you, you’d better fix the goddamn sewer!”

“He said he’s going to do it today,” I yelled against the door.

“Eh?”

After a few staggering steps, the door swung open and Jim stood there, shirtless with a pair of stained sweatpants on. His eyes were bloodshot and lined with dark circles.

“What the fuck do you want?” he asked. Honestly, he sounded more miserable than grumpy.

“To help you,” I said.

He stared at me, his face somewhere between incredulous and not fully understanding. “Huh?” was all he said.

“You’re a talented alchemist, from what I understand. I need some of your help. If we work together, I think we can make some really amazing things here and give you some purpose in life.”

“Buddy, if you want to help me, go build a gun so I can put a bullet through my fucking skull.”

“Well, I wasn’t quite expecting that answer,” I said, raking my fingers through my hair. “Look, Jim. We all need you. Shit, man, at least help me make some decent tasting booze so the rest of us can enjoy it.”

That comment seemed to resonate with him. “You want booze?”

“Kind of. Actually, no. I want mead and wine. Maybe a nice session ale to sip on while working on cars. That sort of thing.”

“I can make booze,” he said. “If you wanna get drunk, I can get you there.”

“I want more than just that, though,” I said. “I want to actually enjoy it. Maybe take one of the gals out for a date and have a glass of wine with her.”

“Ah, so you’re trying to get laid, then?”

I shook my head. “Not necessarily. I’m just trying to explain to you that I want something to enjoy instead of just getting drunk.”

He frowned, so I continued.

“And maybe during that process, you can help me make some other things that we can sell. Maybe you could sell something like ‘Jim’s Honey Blossom Mead.’ We can use that money to fix this place up.” I slapped the side of his trailer for emphasis.

He rubbed his nose for a second. “Yeah, I could use some new things. Ain’t got no money though, so it’s pointless to wish for stuff.”

“That’s what I’m trying to fix,” I said. “I’m the new Munitions Expert. If you help me build things, we can sell them and use the money to make this place better.”

“Munitions Expert, eh?” he rubbed his chin with a furry hand. “Be careful with the women. Last guy wasn’t, and he got blown up. It was, you know, an accident.” He made finger quotes around the word.

“So, what can you make?” I asked him. Chemical names immediately flashed through my mind; probably stuff related to my new class.

He shrugged “I dunno. What do you need?”

“Uh, nitroglycerine.”

He just stared at me. “What the fuck is that?”

“Trinitroglycerol. And some diatomaceous earth while you’re at it, or even wood pulp if you can’t make any of that.” How did I know that?

He frowned at me for a moment. “Yeah. I can make that. How much you need?”

I spread my hands. “We’re making weapons, so as much as you can get me.”

“Won’t be much. Takes a while to make,” he said.

“No problem,” I told him. “But you doing this will really help us. And we can also use things like gasoline and oil.”

“Yeah, I can make those, too.”

I decided to try to get to know him a bit. “So, Jim, That’s gotta be an uncommon name for a beastkin.”

He shrugged. “Eh. I guess.” He reached back and scratched his ass. “My full name is Jimothy Randy Chevy Small Block Stratton III.”

I opened my mouth to ask why his middle name was Chevy Small Block but decided to leave it alone. Honestly, that was one of the mildest things I had seen since arriving here.

“Think you can make me some charcoal as well?” I asked. “I could use it for a forge.”

“Why?” he replied. “We got plenty of trees. Just have the fae dragon keep everything hot.”

“Dragon-forged steel. Sounds like something that would sell for quite a bit.”

Jim leaned over and spat on the ground, then crossed his arms. “Yep.”

“Hey, nitroglycerine is pretty unstable. You might want to go ahead and mix it with the diatomaceous earth or wood pulp, at a ratio of about 40/60. That’ll keep it a lot more stable.”

“Thanks for the tip. Can I get drunk now?”

“Of course not,” I told him. “You need to make this stuff first. Dude, the entire trailer park will depend on you making all of this.”

He huffed for a moment, then nodded. “Okay, fine.”

I reached out to shake his hand. “Jim, it was good to talk to you. I look forward to seeing what you can make for us.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Jim said, turning back to his trailer. “Let me get some decent clothes on.”

“I’ll let you get to it,” I said.

Jim just kept muttering under his breath about how much he wanted to drink, so I eventually turned and walked away. I pulled out my tablet and checked the progress bar. Sure enough, I was making good progress on both my main quest and on the optional one to sober Jim up. I just had to keep at it.

I walked away from Jim’s place and stood at the edge of the field for a moment. Those two little goblin kids played over in the shade off to my left. The rest of the trailer park looked quiet and peaceful. I wondered when Bobbi Jo woke in the mornings. Or Mandi, for that matter. She seemed to be the kinkier one.

“Time to meet some people,” I said as I began walking.
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As I crossed the field, I began to see some movement. I wasn’t sure if everyone woke at the same time or if these crazy women had just been waiting for me. Either way, I was oddly excited to see what was going to happen.

Okay, there was nothing odd about my excitement. These women were sexy, that was the only word for it.

I walked over toward Destiny’s trailer, since I had left off there. As I got close, the window opened on the adjacent one and Mandi leaned out. She wore only a bra—black lace, of course—and had her black hair in two pigtails.

“Good morning, David!” she said, waving hard enough that her large breasts shook. I knew that was on purpose, and I loved it. I mean, how could I not?

“Good morning, gorgeous!” I said to her.

Moments later the door to Destiny’s trailer opened and the deliciously thick goblin woman stepped out.

“Looks like a good day to work on my tan,” she said as she descended the stairs.

At first I thought she was naked. It took me a moment to realize her bikini was just that small. There was enough fabric to cover her nipples and her pussy and not much else. It was a g-string, with only a small patch up front. She cocked her hips to one side and placed a hand on her waist, really showing off her curves, then pretended to be surprised to see me.

“Oh, David! Nice seeing you this morning. Do you want to take off that shirt and get some sun with me?”

I frowned. That did actually sound kinda nice. “I wish I could, Destiny, but I’ve got too much work to do today.”

“All that sun’s gonna give you wrinkles,” Mandi said, frowning at her curvy neighbor. “I would assume David would enjoy nice smooth skin, like mine. That’s why I make sure to lotion myself every morning and evening, and avoid too much sun.”

Destiny frowned at her.

“Well, if you need any help with that lotion, let me know,” I said to Mandi. “And you too, Destiny. Gotta take care of that skin.” I winked at them both, then walked over to the next trailer while they gawked at me. None of these women seemed to expect me to flirt back.

I walked up to the front door of the trailer and knocked, then waited at the bottom of the stairs like I had with the others. The door opened a moment later, and a white-haired goblin woman stood there.

Whereas most of these goblin women were thick and curvy, she was slender, with a fit waist and toned, almost muscular legs. She had smaller, perky breasts, which was obvious because all she wore was a pair of tiny jean shorts and a bra. Although her hair was white, she looked as young as Brynleigh Mae. Her near-nudity didn’t bother her at all, though.

“Well hello, handsome,” she said to me.

“Hello yourself,” I replied with a smile. “I’m David. I’m the new Munitions Expert; just trying to introduce myself to everyone.”

She smiled and twisted some of her hair around a finger. “I’m Wynter. That’s spelled with a Y, not an I.”

“Lovely,” I said. “Well, it’s good to meet you, Wynter.”

“Have you had breakfast?” she asked, turning slightly. Man, she really did have a perky butt.

“Uh, no,” I lied. “I’m not that hungry, but I could go for something.”

She turned away from me, then smiled over her shoulder at me. “You can eat my peach if you’d like.” Wynter swayed into her house and I walked up the stairs behind her.

“Yeah, I’d like that,” I said, openly watching her body as I followed her into the kitchen. I started to make a comment about how I’d love her melons as well, but then I remember how the last Munitions Expert had died, and why.

He hadn’t been respectful to the women.

They were people, after all. Were they all crazy hot and insanely fuckable? Hell yeah. But they were still people, and I had to make sure I always remembered that, even when they threw themselves at me. I couldn’t think with my dick.

“You can just sit there if you’d like,” Wynter said, pointing at a stool next to her kitchen island.

“Thanks,” I said, taking a seat.

“They’re perfectly ripe this time of year,” Wynter said, opening the fridge and bending over.

“Can’t wait to taste it,” I said, openly staring at her ass.

She withdrew two peaches and sliced them up, then set them on a plate. She took the stool next to me, and we each started eating them.

“Oh, these are great,” I said after a bite. “I can’t even tell you the last time I had peaches.”

“You should come over more often, then,” she said, just slightly raising her eyebrows.

Ah, the internal struggle. All of these women were flirting with me pretty hardcore, but I had a feeling they were just lonely. I wanted to bang them all, but I didn’t want to have to deal with any drama. I just wanted a nice, peaceful life.

“So, you’re our new Munitions Expert,” Wynter said after another bite of peach.

“Yeah,” I said. “And on that note, I need to get all of you working with me.”

“Oh, are you gonna tell me what to do?” Wynter said, straightening up. She leaned forward, resting both hands on the front edge of her stool. That pushed her breasts together, to the point I thought—and hoped—they were going to fall out of her bra.

I shrugged. “I guess I will, yeah. I need everyone working together though, so we can create some things to export. If we do that, we can use the money to fix this place up.”

She sighed and looked around. “I did have higher aspirations in life than a trailer park, you know. But it’s not too bad. The truth is, there just isn’t much to do. Most of us sit around and watch VHS tapes all day or listen to some music. After all these years, we’re getting a little sick of each other so we don’t always want to hang out with each other.”

“Well, hopefully I can help that,” I said.

“Honestly, if I could get that old truck of mine running again, we could drive out into the woods and have fun in the bed at night,” she said with just a hint of a giggle.

“I’m trying to get Jim sobered up so he can make gasoline for us,” I added. “There’s another car I want to get running as well.”

“Oh really? Well, let me show you my truck.”

We each grabbed another slice of peach, then left her kitchen. Wynter made no attempt to put on a shirt, and I was totally fine with it. She opened her front door and left, and I followed her outside.

Bobbi Jo must have been waiting in the shadows, because she just so happened to walk by right as we came out.

“Oh, hello there David,” she said. Today she wore a cutoff t-shirt that was so trimmed down it was barely more than a bikini top. To be clear, I wasn’t complaining. A set of tiny shorts struggled to contain her ass. No complaints there either.

“Good morning, Bobbi Jo. How are you doing today?” I asked.

“I’m good,” she said, giving me a smile. “Wynter.” she said in a much colder voice.

“Bobbi Jo,” Wynter said, equally as dull.

“You really shouldn’t walk around with your titties hanging out like some trollop, Wynter,” Bobbi Jo said, placing her hands on her hips.

Wynter threw her hands up. “Well, look at you, Bobbi Jo! Your tits are practically falling out of your shirt! Talk about the pot calling the kettle black!”

Bobbi Jo stamped her foot, which of course made her breasts jiggle. “That’s because mine are three times the size of yours, Wynter! If you were a real woman like me, you’d know you can’t contain tits like these!” She slapped herself in the side of the breast for emphasis. It was almost comical.

Wynter opened her mouth to say something but I stepped between them. “Ladies, ladies, come on. Look, there’s no reason to fight. None at all.”

“She looks like a skank,” Bobbi Jo said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.

“Stop it,” I said to her firmly, and she pouted a bit. “Look, I enjoy looking at Wynter, just like I enjoy looking at you, Bobbi Jo.”

“What about me?” Destiny said from her window. She had been watching us the entire time.

“Absolutely,” I said.

“And me?” Brynleigh Mae asked, peeking around the side of the trailer. Had they all been waiting for me?

“All of you are beautiful. There’s no need to fight. We all have to get along so we can start working together.”

Wynter gave me a sharp look. Bobbi Jo opened her mouth to say something, but I cut her off.

“You are all beautiful, and you all have great boobs. End of discussion. Now, I want you two to be nice to each other.”

Bobbi Jo looked at Wynter, then sniffed and turned away. “I ain’t being a friend with a tramp like that.”

“Okay, you both get forehead kisses when you’re nice to each other. If you’re rude to each other, I’ll avoid you both like the plague.”

Well, that got their attention. Bobbi Jo turned back and glanced at Wynter. “I actually think you have great boobs, Wynter. Just firm and perky, no matter what you do.”

“Thanks, Bobbi Jo,” Wynter replied. “Sometimes I wish I had your curves.”

“See, was that so hard?” I asked.

They both turned to me, so I walked up and kissed Wynter on the forehead, then Bobbi Jo. It was a silly thing, but they both enjoyed it quite a bit.

“What about me?” Destiny asked, still watching through her window.

I laughed. “I’ll kiss you later.”
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Iprobably could have made out with both of them, had I stayed there, but I had more important things to do. I said goodbye and walked away from them, then went to the next trailer.

It was a double-wide, which I found interesting. So far, it was the only double-wide I had seen in the entire park. The front yard was generally the same as the other trailers, including wooden steps leading up to the front door. I walked up and knocked, then waited.

“Hold on,” a woman’s voice said. A few minutes later, the door opened.

She was built much the same as the other goblin women; around four feet tall, with large breasts, wide hips, and thick thighs. Her hair was bright red, which, when combined with her green skin, made me think of christmas. Her eyes were a deep shade of blue. While her breasts stretched the front of her t-shirt rather considerably, what I mostly noticed about her was her demeanor.

The other women immediately flirted with me. She just looked tired.

“So, you’re the new Munitions Expert, right?” she asked.

“Yes ma’am,” I said. “I’m David.”

“Well, at least you have manners,” she said. “I’m Chloe. It’s nice to meet you. Cletus! Darrell!”

I looked over and the two small goblin children got up and started running toward us. They were, indeed, both boys. Handsome little fellas, considering they were goblins. I could see a lot of their mother’s features in their dirty faces.

Chloe walked down the steps and stood in front of the kids with her fists on her hips. “Boys, this is Mister David. He’s here to help us, so you two are going to be nice to him and treat him with respect. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, mom,” they intoned together. After that, they both walked up to me and shook my hand.

“It’s good to meet you two,” I said to them. It was nice to see well-behaved kids.

“You’re tall,” Darrell, the younger one, said.

“Darrell!” Chloe said sharply.

“Nah, it’s okay,” I said with a laugh. “I probably look like a giant.” I knelt down in front of the kids, putting me on their level, and suddenly realized I didn’t know what to say to them. “Uh, so what do you guys like to do?”

Cletus shrugged. “We like to play. It’s hard, as there aren’t any other kids around here. We play ball, or tag, or sometimes hide and seek in the junkyard.”

“You fellas know where everything is around here, don’t you?”

“Yes sir,” they both said in unison.

“Well, if I ever need to send a quick message to someone, I might ask one of you guys for it. I promise to pay you well if I use you, though. Child labor isn’t really my thing. I’ll figure out something I can pay you with. Um. Do you like grapes?”

I initially felt bad, offering to pay them in grapes. But, both of their faces lit up.

“Oh, yes sir!” Cletus said. Darrell nodded enthusiastically.

“Maybe I’ll come over and play catch with you guys sometime,” I said to them, then stood up.

“Thanks,” Chloe said, giving me an appreciative smile. “Being a single mom isn’t the easiest thing, but I do my best. You playing catch with them would help a ton.”

“Looks like you’re doing a good job,” I said. “I meant what I said, I’ll try to stop by and play with them when I can.”

“They would love that,” she said, smiling at her kids. “Run along, boys. Go play. Don’t get too dirty though, I want you both clean for lunch.”

“Yes ma’am,” they said, and ran off.

“May I ask what happened to dad?”

She sighed. “Goblin men can be… problematic.”

“Yeah, Blerg alluded to that.”

Chloe took a deep breath and continued. “Their father—I won’t say his name, he doesn’t deserve that—was a bad one. He charmed the hell out of me; much nicer than most goblin men. You see, goblin men will fuck anything with a hole. And I mean that almost literally; can’t even keep bagels in the house. Well, he treated me right for a while, long enough that I let him put two babies in me. He even treated the kids decently well.”

“So, what happened?” I asked.

She frowned. “It was all a lie. I found out about his other families when my oldest boy was three years old.”

“Other families? Oh Jesus, that sounds awful.”

Chloe nodded slowly. “Yup. He had gotten three other women pregnant. Now, sometimes men take multiple wives, and I’m okay with that. But everyone should know about it. None of us knew about each other. And between the four of us, he had six kids! Turns out even four women wasn’t enough, and he cheated on us all with prostitutes, boy whores, and anything he could find.”

I blinked. “Dear god, that is terrible. I’m really sorry that happened to you.”

She looked over at her kids and smiled sadly. “It wasn’t all bad, I suppose. He gave me Cletus and Darrell. They’re good kids. I’m just a bit sad they have to grow up here, without any other children. It can be lonely for them at times.”

“I can imagine. Well, like I said, I’ll try to stop by and play catch or something with them. I’ll be honest, I’m not sure what to do as I’m an only child, but I’ll do my best.”

Chloe smiled at me. “Thank you, David. That really means a lot. So, you need us to work for you, right?”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am. As soon as possible, I want to start training everyone on a few things. How to strip parts off of vehicles so we can reuse the steel. How to build a basic forge. I suppose I’ll have to cast my own anvil as well. All of that stuff is going to take us working together.”

My tablet vibrated, but I ignored it for the time being.

Chloe looked around the trailer park for a moment, then back at me. “Well look, David. I’m going to be honest with you. You’re a handsome guy but I’ve had my fill of men. And I don’t have time, since all of my focus goes to my boys. If you ever want to stop by for breakfast or to chat, please feel free.”

“I’d love to,” I said.

“I ain’t gonna fuck you like the rest of these women,” Chloe added. “But if you ever tire of that and just want to talk, I’m your gal.”

I took a step forward and hugged her. Chloe looked surprised for a brief moment, then hugged me back. It felt great; of course the feeling of her curves against me was wonderful, but it was a very platonic hug. No flirtation, just mutual respect.

“Thanks, Chloe,” I said. “Hey, who lives on the other side of you? That’s the last trailer on my list for the day.”

“Huh? Oh, that’s Rayla. She’s a strange one. Been here longer than anyone else, even Blerg, but she don’t like to talk about it. She knows a bit of magic, so if you need help in that area, she might be able to help you. She can do magical tattoos, too.”

“Magical tattoos?”

Chloe nodded. “Yup. They aren’t very powerful, but they can affect minor things. Get a tattoo on your arm and maybe you’re a little stronger. Get one on your hand and maybe you can light fires with it.” She winked. “Get one on your lower stomach and you won’t get pregnant unless you specifically want to.”

“Oh, like birth control? I never would have thought of that.” I looked to the side, wondering.

“Most of us have that one,” Chloe said. “Not that we need it, with there being no men here.”

I chuckled. “You don’t want Blerg’s child?”

Chloe scoffed. “He’s a lot better than most goblin men, but he’s as ugly as the wrong end of a horse. Plus, he’s smart enough to just focus on work. He don’t get mixed up with anyone. And don’t even mention Jim.”

“Alright,” I said, hugging Chloe again. “It was great talking to you. I’ll try to stop by again today or tomorrow to say hi to you and the boys.”

“Thank you,” she said.

I left her trailer and pulled out my tablet. The boys had counted toward my quest of meeting at least ten people, as my status bar was full.

Quest complete! Pleased to Meet You.

You have successfully introduced yourself to ten people here in Green Estates Trailer Park. Congratulations on your first quest completion!

Reward: 2 experience points.

“Is that it?” I asked.

Of course. If you want more, you need to level up. Don’t worry, champ. You’re about halfway there. Just keep at it. Or, you know, focus on your primary quest.

“Good point,” I muttered.

I decided to go back to my trailer to fetch a few things and finish cleaning up. In about an hour or so I’d come back up and try to rally the women to start working. That would also give everyone time to finish their morning routine.

Blerg was about a hundred yards to my right, along the treeline. I hurried over to him so I could chat, and quickly noticed he was absolutely filthy. He looked as if he had dunked himself completely in mud, from head to toe. His right arm was solid red and dripping, like some ridiculous, over-the-top horror movie.

“Hey, Blerg,” I said, waving.

He gave me a nod and kept walking.

I approached him and opened my mouth to ask him something, then nearly vomited at the smell.

“Holy shit,” I said, fanning my hand in front of my face.

“Trust me, there’s nothing holy about this,” Blerg replied. “But hey, just another day at work. At least the sewer is clean, now.”

My eyes were a bit watery from the stench, but I noticed in his blood-soaked hand he held something that looked like a big, industrial drill. The bit was nearly a foot in diameter and had steel teeth and spikes in concentric circles. It looked more like a nightmarish weapon than a tool.

“What is that thing?” I asked, keep my distance.

“Oh this?” he asked, raising the tool. “I use it to clear the sewers. You see, the sluggoths live down there. Disgusting bastards, but they’re able to survive in that environment. They even eat, uh, well. You get it. They breed down there, too. That can be dangerous, because if their numbers get too high, they’ll clog the system and they run a risk of mutating.”

“Mutating? Into what?”

Blerg shrugged. “It depends on a few things, but it’s never nice. But, you know. I take care of them.” He raised the heavy drill and pulled the trigger for a second and the heavy blade spun. It flung blood and chunks of gore in every direction. “This makes short work of them, at least.”

The thought of using that thing on living bodies made me want to puke almost as much as the smell.

“Hey, can you do me a solid?” he asked.

“As long as I don’t have to touch you,” I replied.

Blerg chuckled at that. “Nah. Just turn on my hose and spray me down. I don’t want to track any of this inside my trailer.”

We walked over to his front yard and I grabbed the hose. Blerg stood there with his arms raised and I did my best to wash off all the filth that coated him.

“Thanks, David!” he said. His mood was oddly positive, considering what he had just gone through.

I just shook my head as he walked into his trailer. “What a strange place.”
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After that, I went back to my place. The first thing I checked was the kitchen sink, which had drained of water. I turned on the faucet and was relieved when everything drained properly.

“Thanks, Blerg,” I said as I began washing the rest of my dirty dishes.

After that, I started another load of laundry and tidied up around the living room. I took a minute to just look around the place, trying to think of what I could do to improve it.

The decor was minimal, and what was there was outdated. I mean, this whole trailer park was outdated, but my place bordered on tacky. Plus, it was missing a lot of basics, like decent curtains. If I wanted to bring women over here, I wanted the place to look better than it currently did. Plus, a bit of privacy could help.

“Hey tablet,” I said, bringing it up. “You can make tools and raw materials for me. Can you make other things? Can I ask you for a curtain rod?”

That depends. Do you need the curtain rod to do your job as a Munitions Expert? Is it directly related to producing weapons?

“Well, no. I just want this place to look better.”

Sorry, I can’t help you, champ. My programming does not allow for it. Plus, I gotta be honest. I’d feel a touch used if you did that.

I frowned and put my tablet away. So, it would only make things for me if they were related to my job. Surely there was a way around that, or an angle I could use. I tucked it away in my mind and just swept the floor for the time being.

“Well, time to get working,” I said to myself as I put on my tool belt. A few tools I had used earlier were still in there, which made me glad, although I couldn’t find my ten millimeter socket. Fortunately, I didn’t need much. Just some basics.

With that in mind, I left my house. Some voices floated through the woods and I decided to follow them, as they were coming from the direction of Blerg’s house. I recognized the goblin man’s voice, but not the other one. As I got closer, I was able to make out parts of their conversation.

“I’m telling you, we’re gonna have things to export soon,” Blerg said.

“You said that the last time, man,” the other voice replied.

“Listen, Denzel. This guy is different. He’s way better than that last asshole.”

“Muthafuckin’ jive turkey, that’s what he was,” the other man—Denzel, apparently—muttered.

“Yeah, can’t disagree with you there. This new guy, David. He’s better. Got right to work, even offered to help me with some stuff.”

“Good,” Denzel said.

I walked around the edge of Blerg’s trailer and saw them standing there. Blerg was, well, Blerg. He had once described Denzel as a mixture of an elf and something else, but I immediately saw that he was just a darker-skinned elf.

Like typical elves, he was tall and slender, with handsome features and pointed ears. Denzel was darker, just like from my planet, with dark eyes that matched. His hair was braided in tight cornrows. He watched me cautiously as I approached.

“So, you’re the delivery guy?” I asked, extending my hand. “Name’s David.”

“Denzel,” he replied, shaking my hand.

“Good to meet you,” I said. “I’ll be honest, I overheard a bit. I’m the new Munitions Expert, like Blerg said. I’ve heard a lot of things about the last guy but I can assure you, I’m here to work and make this place better.”

“Good, good,” Denzel said with a nod. “That last muthafucka was a broke-ass bitch. I couldn’t stand him. Pretty sure I danced with joy when I heard he got blown up. So, what are you making around here?”

I shrugged. “Still getting things all set up, but first we’re gonna start with basics. Things like knives.”

Denzel nodded. “Good, good. You’ll be doing everyone a solid if you start making shit like that. Yeah, I can take those and sell ‘em for a bit of money. Once you start making better stuff, that’s when I’ll really be able to make some sales.”

“Who do you sell the stuff to?” I asked.

Denzel shrugged. “Whoever’s buying. I don’t sell to no assholes, though. Only people fighting for good, people that fight against oppression. I ain’t support no bad guy, that ain’t me.”

“Good to hear,” I said.

“Aight, I’m gonna head out,” Denzel said. He did the hand-slap, hug, back-pat thing with Blerg, then me, and walked away.

“Nice guy,” I said.

Blerg nodded. “He’s about as honest a man as you’ll ever meet. We haven’t had anything to export in years, but he still comes by to check on us. Sometimes even brings us stuff, just to help out.”

“Good to have a man like that on our side,” I said.

“Yep. And once you have things to sell, he’ll get ‘em sold. Man could sell just about anything, I swear. He’ll take care of us.”

“Well, with that in mind, I’m gonna try to get the ladies working,” I said.

Blerg barked a laugh. “Good luck! You’ll need it.”

I waved goodbye and left Blerg’s front yard. Without thought, I checked my tools in my tool belt as I walked onto the field. Everything was there, of course. I wasn’t sure exactly what else I needed, but I’d figure it out as we worked.

I decided to start with Bobbi Jo, since she was the first trailer on the right. That also made it easy to keep track of, although as I approached her trailer I realized I wasn’t entirely sure how to start. Focusing was also going to be tough with all these women around. Eh, there were worse problems in the world than too many tits.

Bobbi Jo was already outside when I walked up to her trailer. She wore that torn t-shirt but had changed into a miniskirt, which gave me quite the view considering she was currently bent over, messing with a small garden. I could almost see her holiest of holies, but decided to be polite and walk around to her side.

“Hey, Bobbi Jo,” I said, giving her a smile and a wave.

“David!” she exclaimed, pushing herself to her feet. She dusted her hands off on her knees and walked up to me, giving me a tight hug. “It’s nice to see you here again, and so soon! How can I help you?”

There was something in her tone that suggested she wanted to do more than just help. And standing there above her, looking down at her large breasts and cute smile, I definitely wanted more than to just work on some cars. Ugh, today was going to be a difficult day.

“Can you mess your hair up or something?” I asked her. “Maybe rub some dirt on your face? You’re so damn cute; it’s hard to focus sometimes.”

Bobbi Jo giggled and her smile deepened, but she didn’t move. “Do you really think I’m cute?”

“Of course I do,” I told her. “A blind man would think you’re cute.”

She reached out and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Oh David, you say such nice things.”

“Well, as much as I’d love to stand here and say nice things and hug you more, we have to get working today.”

Bobbi Jo released me and pouted just slightly. “I can think of something much more fun than working.”

I laughed. Having attractive women flirt with me so openly was a strange feeling, but I was beginning to really enjoy it.

“You know what? Come here,” I said as I bent down.

I took Bobbi Jo in my arms and held her tightly as our mouths met. Her lips were plump and full, and soon parted. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths and I let one hand slide down to squeeze that ridiculous butt of hers.

When I released her, she breathed heavily and leaned against me. “Well, David. I certainly wasn’t expecting that, but I plan on asking for more. Much more.”

“Trust me, I think that sounds great,” I replied. “We have to get working, though, and you’re going to get dirty. You might want to put on something different. Jeans, sturdy shoes, and some gloves if you have them.”

“I suppose that’s a good idea,” she said, fiddling with the bottom edge of her denim skirt. She turned and walked up her front stairs, which gave me a fabulous view right up her skirt. “Will you wait for me?”

“Actually, I need to get the other ladies ready so we can all learn today,” I replied. There was definitely a hefty dose of regret in my voice. I wanted nothing more than to bend her over right there. “Can you just meet me at the junkyard in about fifteen minutes?”

Bobbi Jo pouted again. “Fine,” she said. “Alright, see you soon.”

She closed the door and I walked over to the next trailer. After knocking, I waited patiently.

Brynleigh Mae answered the door, wearing nothing but a tank top that barely covered her nether regions. Man, they really seemed to be competing for who could wear the least.

To be clear, I wasn’t complaining.

“Well, good morning to you, handsome,” Brynleigh Mae said with a smile. She closed the door behind her and twirled her teal hair around a finger.

I sighed. These women were going to be the death of me. “Good morning, beautiful. I need you.”

Her face lit up and she grabbed the bottom edge of her tank top. “It’s about time. I have a few things in mind already.”

“Is that David?” Brandi Lynn’s voice called out from inside. “Tell him to hold on, I’m just taking my bra off!”

Brynleigh Mae’s expression faltered a bit upon hearing her mother’s voice, but she smiled back at me.

“We’re getting to work today,” I said. “So I’ll need you to put on some better clothes and meet me in the junkyard in about ten or fifteen minutes.”

“Oh, okay,” Brynleigh Mae said. “That shouldn’t take me too long.”

She turned and pushed the door open right as her mother was going to open it. The door crashed into the older goblin woman, right in the chest.

“Oh, god dammit!” Brandi Lynn shouted. “My dang titty popped again!”

“I told you that you didn’t need those things, mama!” Brynleigh Mae said, pushing past her mother and entering the trailer. “You were fine before you got those silly implants!”

I watched as Brandi Lynn’s left breast deflated halfway and sagged beneath her flimsy shirt. I mean, she was still an attractive woman, but I struggled not to laugh.

“Damn things are barely worth the trouble! Now I have to go see Rayla again,” Brandi Lynn said. Her voice immediately calmed and became sultry upon seeing me. “Well, good morning, David.”

“Good morning, ma’am,” I said to her. “Once you get yourself healed and fixed up, can you meet us at the junkyard? We need to get started today.”

“Oh, I’m ready to get started with you anytime, young man,” she replied.

“No, I mean we need to work,”

“Yes, I’ll work for you.” She swayed side-to-side for a moment.

I sighed. “We need to start building weapons.”

“Mom! Stop being gross!” Brynleigh Mae shouted.

Brandi Lynn stopped and huffed. “You two are no fun, I swear. Alright, we’ll meet you over there.” She looked down at her deflated tit and poked at it, cursing under her breath, then closed the door.
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Mandi’s trailer was next. Part of me hoped the sexy, goth goblin woman would just bang me so we could get it over with, and part of me hoped she would control herself so I could actually get some work done.

As I walked up to her trailer the door opened and she stepped out. I couldn’t help but stare.

She wore black boots and snug-fitting black jeans, with a cutoff t-shirt from the band The Cure. Her black hair was pulled into a ponytail and she actually had a baseball cap on to shield her face from the sun.

“I overheard you,” she said, just slightly bashful. “So I went ahead and got myself ready. Do I look okay?” She turned in a slow circle, as if I needed any more reason to ogle her.

“You look like something out of a dream,” I said to her. “And a really damn good dream.” It was really hard to compare these women, but I was starting to lean toward Mandi as being the hottest one. Something about that thick goth girl look was just perfect.

“Care to escort me to the junkyard?” she asked, walking up to me.

I laughed. “Sure. We’ll call it our first date.” I offered her my arm and she took it, looking absolutely delighted. “But first I need to gather the rest of the women.” That made her smile falter, but she held tightly to my arm.

We walked next door to Destiny’s trailer. Mandi made sure to hold tightly to my arm and followed me up the stairs to knock on the front door. I got the feeling she wasn’t going to let go of me, now that she had me. Well, that was fine.

Destiny opened the door, wearing another sundress. This one was white with small blue flowers, and she looked absolutely incredible in it. Something about those thick thighs and fat tits squeezed into that tiny dress just got my blood going.

“You look wonderful in that, but you need to put on some work clothes,” I said to her.

“Where are we going?” she asked, glancing at Mandi.

“To the junkyard,” I said. “All of us. We have to start working today so we can make things to export.”

She looked at me, then Mandi, then back at me. I got the sense I was being measured, weighed, and thoroughly judged, so I just continued smiling at her. Mandi squeezed my arm and I reached over and patted her hand. Destiny nodded slightly as if satisfied. That was good. I reminded myself what the gorgeous woman was capable of.

“I’ll change and head over there,” she said. “Hi, Mandi. Is he treating you right?”

“He’s as sweet as sugar,” Mandi said, squeezing my arm again.

That got a genuine smile from Destiny. She gave us both a wave and turned back to her trailer, then closed the door.

“I like her,” I said. “Something about her. She’s strong.”

“She watches over us,” Mandi said. “Keeps us safe.”

“Yeah, I picked up on that,” I said. “It’s a good trait. Alright, let’s get the rest of them.”

After that we went to Wynter’s trailer. She still wore only tiny shorts and a bra, so I asked her to put on something more suited to a junkyard.

“I should wear clothes like Mandi’s, but in white,” she said, suddenly grinning.

I was about to tell her that white was a terrible color to wear to the junkyard, but then looked over at Mandi. She had black hair and wore black clothes. Wynter had white hair, so if she wore all white clothes, that would be quite the look.

“As long as you understand we’ll be somewhere dirty,” I said.

“Will you two walk me there?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. I felt Mandi tense a bit and I patted her hand again.

“Okay. Be out in five minutes,” Wynter said.

After she closed the door, I leaned over to talk to Mandi.

“Listen, Mandi. I’ll be straight with you: I like you and think you’re about perfect. But I’m the only guy here and everyone wants me. If anything is to happen, we all have to learn to share. For the record, it’ll be strange for me as well.”

She pursed her lips for a moment, then nodded. “I understand. I guess we’ll all have to learn and grow, right?”

I leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Exactly.”

Well, that set her to smiling.

Wynter came out a moment later, wearing tight white jeans and a cutoff white t-shirt. Even her shoes were white. Her hair was in a ponytail, just like Mandi’s.

“I love it,” I said.

She walked over and looped her arm through my left one. Mandi, in all black, was on my right.

“Yeah, this is great,” I said with a grin. “Alright, let me tell Chloe and then we’ll go.”

They both squeezed my arms and we walked away. Chloe’s trailer was only thirty feet away, but it still was a fun thirty feet. I excused myself from the two beauties and knocked on the trailer’s front door, then walked back down and looped arms with them again. Chloe answered a moment later. She was in an oversized shirt that hung off one shoulder.

“Hey, David,” she said, giving me a tired smile.

“Hey, Chloe. We’re heading over to the junkyard so I can start teaching everyone how to disassemble cars. We’re taking the first steps toward building things.”

“Now?” she asked, glancing at the two women on my arms.

“Yeah,” I said, suddenly feeling a bit silly. I probably looked ridiculous. “I know you’re busy with the kids but if you can make it, that would be great.”

She nodded. “I’ll stop by.”

“Thanks,” I said.

We left there and I put everything out of my mind except for Mandi and Wynter. They giggled with delight as the three of us crossed the field and went to the side road that led to the junkyard. Bobbi Jo was about twenty feet in front of us. Upon hearing us, she smiled at me over her shoulder, then added a bit of extra sway to her hips. The way her bottom filled out those tight jeans of hers bordered on ridiculous. How could something be so round?

We finally arrived at the junkyard and almost everyone was there. Destiny and Brynleigh Mae watched me walk in with two women on my arms, and Brynleigh Mae’s mouth tightened. Yeah, jealousy was something I would have to deal with. I already got the feeling this trailer park was ready to erupt like a volcano.

To my pleasant surprise, Chloe walked up a moment later wearing overalls on top of a snug-fitting t-shirt. She was easily as beautiful as the rest, but it was clear her mind was set on being a productive member of the trailer park.

I waited another few minutes to make sure we were all there and ready. Once I opened my mouth to begin, I heard a voice call out.

“Hold on!” Brandi Lynn called out from down the road.

Brandi Lynn walked up a moment later, wearing acid-wash jeans so tight they looked painted on. She wore a tube top, which made it clear she had seen that woman Rayla and gotten her breast implant fixed. I found it rather impressive that magical breast implants could be fixed so quickly. Well, I guess that was the benefit of them being magical.

I looked around and noticed that everyone was present. Well, except for Jim. I needed to see him soon, too. But it was time to start.

“I want to make one thing clear,” I said, speaking loud enough that everyone could hear me. “I don’t like it when you fight among yourselves. I want you all to get along and be happy.”

A few soft murmurs ran through the crowd. I continued.

“Alright. Our mission is to make weapons to export. There’s a war going on, after all, and people need weapons in a war. We’re going to start simple, with knives. Well, and some other things, but we’ll do that later. Some of these cars have good steel in them, and we can use that to forge high-quality knives.”

I pointed over at a nineteen-eighties Ford truck that sat on blocks. The thing was practically a barge on wheels, but I knew it was from the days before more advanced technologies were common. It was heavy as hell and made from iron and steel. Fortunately, even back then they used high-carbon steel in some parts of it.

“The rear leaf springs on this truck are made of excellent steel,” I said. “So, we need to disassemble it and pull those springs out. It might seem daunting, but it’s really quite simple.”

Mandi bent over and looked down at the rear axle. The wheels were off the car, so it was easy to see. “Yeah, that looks like a lot of work,” she said.

“Well, if it makes you feel any better, the rear axles themselves are also good steel,” I said. “Not the best, but usable for a work knife. Something tough that won’t break. Parts of the engine, like the camshafts and valve springs can be good, too. Any trucks around here will have good steel in their front springs as well.”

“What about that stuff?” Brynleigh Mae asked, pointing to a pile of junk that was half washing machines, half old tools.

“There should be a lot of good steel in there,” I said. “In fact, the first thing I want us all to do is to search the junkyard and round up any hand tools we can find. Things like chisels, files, and even old hammers were made of good steel.”

Due to my class of Munitions Expert, I had an odd amount of knowledge on different steel types. I knew that good drill bits and old router bits would be M2 steel, which would get hard as hell and hold an edge. Coil springs made for excellent blades as well, and while steel axles weren’t the best source for knife steel, the metal was plentiful. The M2 was about as good as I’d find, and I was fine with that.

“Alright, let’s split up into teams of two and search the junkyard. I’d like for everyone to meet back here in about ten or fifteen minutes. Remember, we’re looking for things like old hand tools, steel cable, even old industrial equipment.”

Several women opened their mouths but I beat them to it.

“I’m pairing with Bobbi Jo. The rest of you, split up and let’s get to looking.”

Most of them frowned at that, but they recovered quickly. I walked over to Bobbi Jo, who looked as happy as could be.

“Ready?” I asked her.

“Ready as can be,” she replied, smiling so big her cheeks dimpled.

We walked down one aisle of the junkyard, checking the interior of each car. She complained about her height making things harder and suggested I carry her.

“Oh really?” I asked. “You want me to carry you?”

“Carry me straight to the bedroom,” she said under her breath, but loud enough that I clearly heard her. I laughed.

“Not sure you’d know what to do,” I said, just seeing where she’d take things.

“Excuse me?” she asked, straightening up and putting her hands on her hips. “And just what is that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, I meant with this stuff,” I said, bending down and grabbing an old wrench lying on a car seat. I waved the wrench at her. “Just wondering if you could even handle my tool.”

She walked up to me and grabbed the wrench. She opened her mouth to say something, then closed it and laughed. “Okay, I can’t think of a reply to that. Can you just shut up and kiss me?”

I dropped the wrench and immediately bent over, wrapping my arms around her. She held me tightly as we kissed deeply, almost sloppily. Bobbi Jo was definitely doing her best to choke me with her long tongue, and I enjoyed the hell out of it. My hands went right to her ass, squeezing it nice and hard. She let out a soft moan against my lips, then went back to kissing me.

“I wish we could do it right here,” Bobbi Jo said, grabbing at the waistband of her jeans. “I’d strip these off and fuck your brains out right now if we had time.” She looked down at my crotch and smiled. “It appears you feel the same.”

I laughed and hugged her again. “Ah, Bobbi Jo. What am I going to do with you?”

“Hopefully slap a dick in me,” she replied with a wink.
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Roughly twenty minutes later we all met up again. Our search had been quite a success, resulting in a sizable pile of old hand tools and saw blades. Chloe pointed out some old industrial equipment and even a forklift. All of that would be useful, especially the forklift blades.

“We might have to work together to move some of the heavier stuff,” I said, looking at the pile of scrap tools and metal in front of us. “Some of that old industrial stuff has excellent steel in it, but it’s too heavy for just me to move.”

“You could ask William,” Bobbi Jo said. “He doesn’t come out much anymore, though. I think everyone has forgotten about him. Probably for the better, to be honest.”

“Oh yeah,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Dear lord, I had completely forgotten about him.”

“It’s easy too when he only shows his head once every two or three years,” Wynter added.

“Who?” I asked. That name was new to me.

“William,” Bobbi Jo said. “Our resident troll. He’s old as dirt and a complete and utter grouch, but if you can get him out of his house he’ll probably help you. He’s a troll, so he’ll be able to pick up just about anything out here, except maybe a full car.”

“Troll?” I asked. Well, considering everything else I had seen around here, the notion of a troll didn’t seem that far-fetched. Although I vaguely remembered Blerg once mentioning a troll, but couldn’t remember his name.

“I can show you where he is,” Chloe said. “I like to take my boys for walks through the woods sometimes, and we often pass his place. Plus I’m better with him than the others.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Okay, well that’ll be a help.” I took a deep breath and looked around, trying to sort my thoughts. “First, I’ll need us to build a basic forge. That’s not too hard, especially since it looks like the ground is mostly clay around here. Who’s ready to get their hands dirty?”

No one raised a hand at that question. Well, I couldn’t blame them.

“My boys would probably help you,” Chloe said after a moment.

“Perfect,” I replied. “Tell them I’ll give them as many grapes as they want. And I’ll help them, of course.”

Chloe nodded and hurried away.

“Does anyone have a wheelbarrow?” I asked.

Wynter cautiously raised a hand, so I asked her to get it for me. She frowned, but walked off toward her trailer.

“Are we all being sent away on tasks now?” Bobbi Jo asked.

Brandi Lynn crossed her arms and grumbled under her breath. Some of the others did as well.

“Look, I know none of this is fun, but we have to start working together,” I explained. “Right now we need to build the tools to build the tools, if that makes any sense. Some of this is going to be fairly labor-intensive, but there’s no way around it.”

The grumblings continued. I found myself getting bothered by their complaints.

“If you want your trailer upgraded, you need to contribute to this,” I said firmly. “Right now there are two kids coming to help me build a forge out of clay. If those kids do all the work and none of you help, they’re going to get all the money and none of you will see a cent. You don’t have to work with clay; there’s plenty to do around here. But everyone needs to work.”

That changed their attitudes pretty quickly.

“Good thing I wore these old clothes,” Brandi Lynn said, looking down at herself.

Mandi looked at her solid black attire and shrugged. I couldn’t help but think of Wynter’s all-white clothes. It was that thought that made me pull out my tablet.

“Hey tablet,” I said, trying to think of how to word things. “Can you make some basic gloves for me? Leather ones. Work gloves, sized for the women out here.”

I think that sounds reasonable. Anything else?

I looked down at the hammer in my tool belt, which definitely wasn’t sufficient.

“Can you make me an anvil?”

Sorry, champ. That’s just too big for me. You’re on your own, there. Try an engine block.

“Okay, how about a blacksmithing hammer? Like a three pound mini-sledge.”

A moment later, the hammer almost seemed to fall out of the tablet. I grabbed it and slipped it through a loop in my tool belt. The gloves appeared after that, and each woman grabbed a pair. After that, I tried to think in simpler terms; things my tablet could do for me at this level.

“Can you make me a piece of H13 steel, one inch thick, six inches wide, and about a foot long?”

That seems quite specific! I should be able to do that. One moment.

Sure enough, about two minutes later a heavy piece of steel slammed into the ground. I thanked the tablet and tossed it to the side. It disappeared about two feet away from my hand.

“Now, I just need an engine block,” I muttered to myself.

“How big?” Brandi Lynn asked, stepping forward.

I thought for a moment. “Heavy enough not to move, but light enough that I can lift it from the car, preferably.”

“So like, a four cylinder?” She turned and looked over the cars. “I’m assuming you’re gonna plop that piece of steel on top and use it as an anvil.”

“Yeah, actually. That’s a good assumption.”

Brandi Lynn winked at me. “I know lots of things, David.”

I just smiled at her. Well, as long as her tits didn’t pop, she was pretty hot, albeit in a slightly trashy manner. Not that there was anything wrong with that. She seemed like the kind of woman that would drink you under the table, then fuck you until you couldn’t walk.

“What do you want us to do while we wait?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

I thought for a moment. “Water. I need lots of water, and I’m pretty sure we’re too far away for any garden hoses to reach.”

“Unless we link them together,” she replied with a shrug.

“Damn. That’s a good idea, Brynleigh Mae.” I looked through the trees, in the direction of the trailers. It wasn’t too far, probably about two hundred feet. Maybe….

“Hey tablet, can you make me a garden hose?”

Ugh, you’re so needy today. How long?

“Two hundred feet? If you can’t do that, then as long as you can make it.”

Okay, but I have to ask about its use. Are you planning on telling your buyers to spray the enemy down for an impromptu wet t-shirt contest? Last I checked, garden hoses weren’t the best weapon.

I sighed. Damn thing was annoying at times. “I need water to make clay, and I need clay to make a forge. With the forge, we can start making basic weapons.”

Alright, just checking! One moment.

As Chloe was walking back with her kids, a long garden hose began falling from the tablet. It seemed to just fall and fall, and I wondered just how long it was, but it finally stopped.

“Nice job, tablet,” I said as I grabbed it. “Alright, who’s closest?”

“Me,” Chloe said, sounding only slightly annoyed. “You need me to hook that up?”

“Yeah,” I said. “And any other hoses needed for it to reach through the trees and get here.”

“Can I trust you boys to do that?” she asked her kids.

“Yes, mama,” Cletus said.

“I’ll go with them,” Brandi Lynn said. She walked over to the kids and ruffled Darrell’s hair. “I remember what it’s like raising a youngin’. You rest for a bit, Chloe.”

Chloe gave her a grateful look, then directed her kids to obey Miss Brandi Lynn. Wynter showed up a moment later with a wheelbarrow.

While Brandi Lynn took the kids on a shortcut through the trees, the other women circled around me.

“So, exactly what are we doing?” Destiny asked.

“We’re going to make a forge,” I said, then thought for a moment about how many people were there with me. “Actually, we’re going to build two forges. That way we can produce twice as many knives.”

“Are we only going to make knives here?” Destiny asked.

Shit. She had me there. I assumed that as I progressed in levels, the weapons we produced would become more complex. Also, I planned on making explosives. And if some of my assumptions about this magical woman, Rayla, were true, then we’d make magical weapons as well.

In short, knives would work for now but I needed to focus on the big picture. And not just swords or spears, but guns and grenades and rockets. I looked around the junkyard, noting that some of the cars were in pretty decent shape. It made me wonder if they were fixable.

“Could we add armor to one of these cars and put a machine gun or rocket launcher on top?” I said aloud. My head got that vibrating sensation so I pulled out my tablet.

Yes. Good idea!

“Okay, so we’re just going to build one forge,” I said. “I want to build it right, or at least as right as we can. It needs to be thick and heavy, able to withstand some serious heat. This thing needs to last.”

I knelt on the ground and tried to explain shapes with my hands while I talked. “So, it’ll be big and thick. The fire will go here, so it needs to be large enough to hold plenty of wood or coal, or even charcoal. We need a hole on this side, about two inches in diameter, to get air into it. That’ll keep it hot. And then slightly open in the front so we can stick pieces of steel in there. The top will just be a short chimney to keep the smoke away from us.”

“Well. That seems simple enough,” Destiny said.

“How are you putting air into the fire?” Bobbi Jo asked.

I grinned. “With a hair dryer.”

They all just stared at me.

“A hair dryer?” Bobbi Jo asked. “You mean like…my hair dryer?”

I shrugged. “Sure. We can rig it up so it just sits there and pumps air into the fire, keeping it super hot.”

Bobbi Jo did not look pleased at that. “David, if you are talking about stealing my hair dryer, we’re gonna have words. Ugh, I take back that kiss I gave you.”

“Wait, you kissed him?” Mandi asked. Brynleigh Mae looked at me, positively offended. Even Destiny looked jealous.

Bobbi Jo pretended to examine her fingernails. “Well, of course I did. Twice.”

“David!” Mandi exclaimed. “Is this because I stole your dildo, Bobbi Jo?”

“Why haven’t you kissed me?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

Wynter crossed her arms and frowned. Chloe struggled not to laugh.

“Are you all really that upset over this?” I asked.

“Yes!” they shouted in unison.

“Don’t worry, I’ll get to you all in time. Hey Chloe, I have something for you.”

“Hmm?” she asked as I approached her.

With a big smile, I walked right up to her and kissed her. She knew I was just doing it to tease the other women, so she played along, and really went for it. I lifted her off the ground as we both crammed our tongues into each other’s mouths. Her legs wrapped around me and her hips gyrated right against my crotch. I reached a hand down and squeezed her ass.

A chorus of gasps came from behind us. I just smiled against Chloe’s lips and kept kissing her.
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Imade sure to stop before Darrell and Cletus came back so they didn’t see me making out with their mom. They were excited to help and both dragged a length of hose to where we all stood.

“Thanks guys,” I said, ruffling Cletus’s red hair.

“That’s gonna run you at least thirteen grapes,” Darrell replied.

“Deal,” I told them.

I had my tablet produce a shovel, then began scooping clay into the wheelbarrow. After that, I took the hose and began wetting it. Fortunately, clay was about as simple a building material as could be.

“Hey, can I get a shovel?” I asked my tablet.

A shovel appeared a moment later, and I began mixing the clay nice and thick. I asked the ladies to bring me some stones and they all spread out, scanning the nearby ground.

Destiny brought one first, and I directed her to just plop it on the ground. Then, I grabbed a shovelful of the mixed clay and set it on top.

“Alright guys, this is how we’re doing it,” I said to the two kids. I explained the basics of it and they got right to work. Well, calling it ‘work’ was a stretch. To them, they were just playing in the dirt.

There weren’t a ton of stones in the area, but the ladies found enough to create a solid foundation. I covered everything with clay, and Cletus and Darrell shaped it into a basic oven. The walls were more than a foot thick; I was serious about making it as sturdy as possible.

“Okay, now remember to keep a hole over here,” I said to the side. “That’s where the air is going to go in. And then a big hole here in the front.”

Once we started constructing the part where the hot coals would go, we got about halfway done and stopped. We were building the walls nice and thick, but I wanted them to harden a bit before we went any further. I had fears the thing would sag otherwise.

I sprayed the kids’ hands off and their mother sent them back to playing. I took a moment to think of which direction we should go next.

“How about the anvil?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Oh yeah,” I said.

I looked around the junkyard until I found an old Toyota truck. That would have the perfect engine. The ladies gathered around me and I had my tablet produce a handful of wrenches and sockets so we could all get to work.

“The eleven is a bit too big,” Bobbi Jo said, looking at the ratchet in her hand. She pulled the socket off and handed it to me. “Do you have a ten millimeter socket?”

I groaned. “Sorry, I can’t find that one.” I had my tablet produce a wrench instead.

With that many people turning wrenches, things quickly got crowded. I started to get a little frustrated, then remember that my job was to put them to work, not to do everything myself.

After that, I decided to take a step back and watch them. While they removed every bolt possible from the engine bay, I leaned on the next car and just offered direction.

Their height made things difficult, but they found ways around that. Brandi Lynn basically leaned over the front grill and reached down into the engine bay, so my view was filled with her big, round ass wiggling side to side.

They worked fast. I remembered being told that goblins were naturally crafty, and I could see it in how quickly they tore the engine bay down. After around ten minutes, Destiny and Bobbi Jo were tandem lifting the cylinder head off of the engine.

Mandi crawled beneath the old truck and began attacking it from beneath. Since space was limited, Brandi Lynn then started on the suspension, removing everything possible so she could get to the springs.

Mandi pushed an old steel bucket half-filled with oil out from beneath the truck and went back to wrenching. The oil pan was off a minute later.

I couldn’t help but turn and look at that old Buick GNX that was parked at the front of the junkyard. With their help, I could probably get it running again, and maybe cruise around the trailer park. It made me wonder how large this protection zone was.

I turned and looked in the other direction, next to the junkyard. On that side, away from the trailer park proper, there weren’t many trees. It almost appeared to be an overgrown field. An idea sprang into mind and I tucked it away for later.

Mandi threw a few more pieces of metal out from beneath the truck. It took me a moment to realize she had unbolted the connecting rods from the crank. One by one, she removed the pistons and rods and tossed them away.

“Jesus,” I said. “You gals are amazing. It would have taken me hours to do all this.”

“That’s because you’re not a goblin,” Bobbi Jo said with a wink. “It’s okay. No one’s perfect.” She tossed the water pump aside.

“I think we’re about done in here,” Brandi Lynn said. She wiped sweat from her forehead, not realizing she put a grease mark across her eyebrows. Mandi crawled out from beneath the truck a moment later.

“You wanted the engine block?” Brandi Lynn asked. She leaned over the fender and scanned the engine bay. “It’s free. I don’t see anything else holding it in. We done removed every bolt attached to it. Motor mounts, too.”

I stared at it for a moment and was almost tempted to climb into the engine bay. I went to the gym regularly and was a pretty strong guy, but that was a slightly awkward lift. It was a four-cylinder engine block though, so I knew it didn’t weigh too much.

“Ah, shit,” I muttered to myself. Yeah, I was gonna do it. After they had worked so hard to remove everything, it would feel like a total cop-out for me to leave the engine block in there.

I climbed into the engine bay and straddled the narrow engine. Other than being filthy, it was completely unbolted. I reached down and tried to find good places to grip, then heaved.

I was immediately grateful I had selected a small four-cylinder engine. Damn thing felt as heavy as lead. But, I straightened up, lifting the block out of the car, and pushed it out in front of me. It smacked onto the ground, right in front of the truck.

“Oh, he’s strong,” Destiny said to Mandi, who nodded in agreement.

“I do like me a strong man,” Brandi Lynn said.

I couldn’t help it. The moment I climbed out of the engine bay and set foot on the ground, I struck a front double biceps pose. The women enjoyed it far too much. Some even clapped.

“Sploosh,” Bobbi Jo said, not too quietly.

Chloe, the mature one of the bunch, simply smiled.

I needed an anvil closer to the forge though, so I bent down and grabbed the engine block again. Damn thing was heavy, but walking with it was more awkward than anything else. The crankshaft was still in it, which added to the weight. Plus, it kept the center of gravity lower.

I waddled over toward the forge and set the engine block down. It needed to be taller, roughly waist-high on me. Or perhaps a bit shorter, so the women could use it.

“Hey tablet,” I said, thinking about how to best mount my new anvil. “Can you make me a block of solid wood? Kinda big.”

Maybe. How big?

“Uhhh. About two feet by two feet and a foot tall.”

Hmmm. Yeah, I can do that. Hold on.

I stood there and waited on my tablet to make what I needed. Destiny walked up to me and looped her hand through my arm.

“I’m glad to see you being nice to us,” she said quietly.

“Yeah, I don’t even like the thought of being mean to women,” I said back to her. “It doesn’t sit right with me.”

“Good,” she said with a nod. “I found some cans of Budweiser in my pantry. They’re a little old, but should still be good. Maybe I can thank you with a drink tonight.”

“That sounds great,” I said. “Although that reminds me, I need to go see Jim again. Hopefully he made what I asked.”

She chuckled. “Trying to dry him out, I see.”

“Yeah, it’s gonna take some work but we’ll all be the better for it. He can help us make explosives, which will hopefully sell for a lot. And the more money we make, the more supplies we can buy.”

“Sounds like you have a plan,” she said, looking up at me.

I shrugged. “I’m just trying to do things right. I don’t want to fuck this up.”

“Good,” she said, still looking up at me. “Bend down.”

There was a bit of a command in her voice, but I didn’t mind. I bent down and we briefly kissed. No tongue, but her lips were soft on mine and promised more later.

“Trying to make everyone jealous?” I asked.

“I don’t need to try,” she said with a knowing smile.

A heavy block of wood suddenly slammed onto the ground. It looked like pine, which was perfect; soft enough to absorb impact, but large and heavy enough to be a solid base.

I released Destiny’s arm and bent down, grabbing onto the heavy block of wood. I shoved it into the general area I needed, then moved it back and forth a few dozen times to try to flatten the ground beneath it. After that, I picked up the engine block again and set it on top of the block of pine. That made it a bit low for me, but probably perfect for a goblin woman.

“I’ll need you to check the height for me,” I said to Destiny. The rest of the women were just kind of standing around, so I tried to think of something for them. “Can I get the rest of you to sort our findings? Files in one pile, drill bits and router bits in another, hand tools in another, like that.”

They nodded and got right to work, although at some point each of them shot a jealous glance at Destiny.

I bent down and grabbed that slab of H13 steel I had my tablet make, then set it on top of the engine block. It dawned on me that I’d need to find a way to fix them together. I’d get to that later. For now, it was probably heavy enough that it wouldn’t move.

“Okay, can you…. Hold on.” I pulled out my tablet. “Hey, can you make me a two-pound blacksmithing hammer, but sized smaller for a goblin woman?”

Sure thing. One moment, please.

I stood there with my hands on my hips, imagining taking a piece of steel from the forge and beating it on the anvil. I had never made anything that way, so I was looking forward to learning. Although once again I reminded myself, the women needed to do a majority of the work.

The hammer fell onto the ground and I grabbed it. Sure enough, it was perfect. I handed it to Destiny.

“Alright, can you hold this and maybe tap the anvil a few times? Just to check and see if it’s the right height.”

“Sure,” she said, stepping up to it. She placed one hand on the anvil and gently tapped her hammer on the steel surface a few times. “Yeah, that feels comfortable. Probably too short for you, but it’s perfect for me.”

“Thanks. That’s exactly what I need. You can just leave the hammer there for now.”

I looked back at the forge and tried to think. I needed to finish the chamber where the fire would go. It had an arched roof, and I was afraid of it collapsing.

“Hey tablet. Can you make me a balloon? Spherical, maybe two feet in diameter?”

You know balloons aren’t weapons, right?

“I need it to finish building the forge.”

Eh, alright. Hold on.

The balloon appeared a moment later and I started blowing it up. It took all my strength since the damn thing was so thick, but I finally started getting it there. Once it was about halfway blown up, I put it inside the fire chamber and continued. It expanded and filled the chamber, creating a nice round surface on which to place clay. I tied it off, then turned back to Cletus and Darrell.

Ah shit. They weren’t there. We had sent them off to play.

“Who wants to help me with some more clay?” I asked as I grabbed the shovel and walked over to the wheelbarrow.

No one was too eager for the dirty work, but Bobbi Jo gave Destiny a jealous glance and then stepped up.

“I’ll do whatever you need, David,” she said.

“I’m sure,” I replied.

Together we stacked globs of clay onto the balloon, finishing the round top. Once we got the walls thick enough, I felt it was safe enough to hold itself up. Even still, I decided to wait a bit before doing the chimney. Instead, I grabbed the hose and washed off our hands.

Which, of course meant some of the water ‘accidentally’ got on Bobbi Jo’s shirt. I mean, it had been obvious how she thrust her chest right in the way as I was cleaning her hands, but now I was staring at two erect nipples poking through her shirt. The look she gave me dared me to do something about it.

Brandi Lynn wasn’t having any of that. Before I could even say anything, she grabbed the hose and sprayed herself right in the chest. Her t-shirt was white, so I really got an eyeful.

“Wow,” I said. “That Rayla does nice work.”

Brandi Lynn just winked.

Even Destiny got in on it. She walked up and Brandi Lynn sprayed her shirt as well, bringing a gasp out of her. The rest of the women laughed, while I just struggled not to get an erection.

And guess what? I totally failed.
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Trying to focus after that was pretty damn hard, especially when they all began laughing and shaking their tits at me. I was usually decent at containing myself around them, but seeing my physical reaction really got them going.

“Alright, you’re all gorgeous but let’s focus,” I said to them. I wanted to get a bit more done today, then we could all relax.

“I know what I’m focusing on,” Bobbi Jo said, staring straight at my crotch.

I rolled my eyes even though deep down I wanted nothing more than to take Bobbi Jo for a ride. A long, hard ride.

“We need to wait for the clay to dry, so I think it’s time to move on to different things,” I said. “And for that, we’re going over to my trailer.”

“It’s about time,” Bobbi Jo said, walking up to me. She took my arm and I could tell she wasn’t letting go.

Mandi walked up and took my other arm. She gave Bobbi Jo a defiant look but held her tongue. I didn’t like their squabbling, so I tried to diffuse things a bit.

“You two are both so pretty,” I said quietly to them. “You have such different styles, but you’re both perfect.”

The beamed smiles as me, and I raised my voice and told everyone to follow us.

We walked away from the junkyard, up the dirt path that led to the large field. Chloe and Destiny walked together, just in front of us. I certainly didn’t mind the view, and it made sense that those two were friendly with each other. Wynter chatted with Brynleigh Mae, who seemed relieved to talk to anyone other than her mother.

“So, what are you planning on doing with me back at your place?” Bobbi Jo asked. She glanced over at Mandi and cleared her throat. “With us, that is.”

“Oh, there’s a lot of things I’d like to do with you two,” I said. “And you two together? That would be hard to top.”

They glanced at each other, both clearly thinking on my words.

“But as for right now, we’re just making weapons,” I explained. “Simple weapons that we can finish today. Once Denzel comes back, I plan on having something for him to sell. We’re gonna fix this place up.”

“I love a man that takes charge,” Bobbi Jo said.

“You can take charge of me anytime,” Mandi added.

“Were you talking to me or Bobbi Jo?” I asked.

“You, of course,” Mandi said.

I couldn’t help it. Teasing them was fun. “So, you don’t want Bobbi Jo to control you for a bit? Take charge? Do you think she couldn’t do it?”

Bobbi Jo looked somewhere between confused and offended. Mandi was caught completely off guard.

“Well, I, uh,” Mandi began. “I’m sure she could, but….”

“You know I could,” Bobbi Jo said firmly. “And I’d do a damn good job of it.”

My thoughts went straight downhill and I imagined the two beauties together. Yeah, that would be hard to top, for certain. But sadly, that would have to wait for another day. We had bombs to make.

“I hope you two will consider it,” I said. “It’s really a shame. You’re both so perfect, and I hate to see you two fight.”

We stopped near my trailer, right by my newly constructed workbench. Bobbi Jo and Mandi looked at each other. I leaned down and lowered my voice.

“Forgive me for such a callous suggestion, Mandi, but maybe instead of stealing her dildo you could have just asked her to use hers on you. I think Bobbi Jo would know what to do.”

“Um,” Mandi said. “Well, to be honest, I—”

“Just think on it,” I said, kissing her temple. I turned and kissed Bobbi Jo in the same place.

And then it struck me that I was probably being a bit manipulative. I made a mental note to calm things down a bit from then on. They were horny enough; I didn’t have to get weird.

“Alright ladies, we’re going to make some pipe bombs,” I said. “Fortunately, they’re about as easy as can be. Uh, hold on. Lemme get the blackpowder.”

I ran inside and grabbed the jar of blackpowder inside my makeshift office. On my way out I grabbed my gym bag filled with fireworks as well. It was enough for a decent amount of bombs.

Once I got outside I saw that the women all stood around my work table. It was a little high for them, but they made it work. It made me think that I should probably trim the table, though. Again, I wasn’t going to be making all this stuff by myself; they were going to be doing most of the work.

Mandi stood next to Bobbi Jo on the far side of the table. The two kept shooting glances at each other. As I approached, I noticed they stood close enough that their shoulders were touching.

“What’s in your duffel bag?” Chloe asked.

“It’s a satchel,” I said absentmindedly. “Just some fireworks. Hey tablet, can you make me a tape measure and a hand saw?”

Sure thing, champ. Planning on measuring the enemy? Maybe you can compare your, you know. Sizes.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m making the table lower so they can use it more easily.”

My tablet beeped a few times, then the tools fell onto the ground. I grabbed them and walked over to the table.

“Alright, this thing is too high for the lot of you, so I’m going to fix that,” I said to them. I tried to estimate about how much I’d need to cut off, then had them step aside.

Grabbing one side of the table, I flipped it onto its side. With the tape measure, I figured out a good length for the legs, then marked each one with the saw. After that, I just had to cut through the pressure treated wood. That took a bit longer than expected, but eventually I had a shorter table and a few spare pieces of wood. I was sure they’d come in handy at some point.

I set the table back on its legs and moved it around a bit, settling it on the hard dirt. The women moved back to both sides, so I saw it was at a much better height now. I’d just have to deal with it being short for me.

“Hey, you remember the steel pipes and threaded endcaps you made me the other night?” I asked my tablet.

How could I forget?

“Can I get two dozen pipes and twice as many endcaps? Or more—double it if you can.”

I do have my limits, you know. You might have to wait until tomorrow for everything. You’re supposed to be making the bombs, not me.

One by one, the threaded steel pipes began falling to the ground. I gathered them up and set them on the center of the table, next to the jars of blackpowder. Once the endcaps were there, I made a neat pile and then knelt next to Chloe to explain what we were doing.

“Alright, we’re making pipe bombs. They’re about as simple as can be, but still destructive as hell. Hmm, we’ll probably need a second drill.”

A moment later my tablet produced another hand crank drill, and I set it next to the first one. I explained to the women how the bombs were made, and they set themselves right to it. Destiny and Chloe grabbed the drills and started putting holes in the endcaps. Mandi and Bobbi Jo filled the pipes with blackpowder, and Wynter put everything together.

I had Brynleigh Mae and Brandi Lynn go through my selection of fireworks, carefully opening the larger ones. The blackpowder within went right into our jar, giving us more powder for more bombs.

“Hey tablet, can I get a box about this big?” I tried to show the size with my hands.

Is this for weapons?

“Yeah, packing them up so we can sell them. Also a bale of hay if you wouldn’t mind.”

Hay. That’s a new one. Sure thing, champ.

Moments later they both appeared. I placed a layer of hay in the bottom of the box, then began filling it with pipe bombs. More hay went between each one, keeping them safe. I knew they weren’t as dangerous as TNT, but I still wanted to be safe.

“Ah, shit,” I said out loud. Jim was probably blackout drunk by now. I got too busy and never checked on his progress. “Someone remind me to check on Jim in the morning.”

“I won’t forget,” Destiny said calmly. The other women looked at her, but she didn’t elaborate. She tucked a strand of pink hair behind her pointy ear and smiled as she continued working.

“Is it bad that I kinda want to try one of these out?” Mandi asked as she worked.

I understood her reasoning, but I was concerned about safety. I didn’t want to explode like the last guy, and I didn’t want any of them to get hurt either.

“Yeah, let’s do it,” Brandi Lynn said, grabbing a completed pipe bomb. “Come on, gals. Might as well see what we’re building.”

“Woah, woah,” I said, holding up both hands. “Careful there. Look, I just don’t want anyone getting hurt.”

Brandi waved my comment away. “Ah, don’t be a pussy. Ain’t no one gonna get hurt. We can set it off in the field behind your place and hide behind trees. Everyone will be fine.”

Before I could say anything else, everyone started moving away from the table. It looked like I wasn’t going to dissuade them so I had no real choice but to join them.

We walked about fifty feet behind my trailer, where a handful of tall trees grew. I stopped everyone there and pointed away from my trailer.

“Okay, it’s mostly a field in that direction. Does anyone live out there?”

They shook their heads.

“Alright. Shit, I need a lighter or some matches.”

“Oh, I can get that for you,” Brandi Lynn said. She held up her hand and a small flame appeared above her palm.

I just blinked. “You can create fire in your hand?”

She shrugged. “Of course. Rayla does all kinds of tattoos, you know. Maybe you should get one of these.”

Magical tattoos? Of course. I had almost forgotten.

“Alright, you light it and I’ll throw it,” I said. “Everyone move behind a tree. This thing is going to send shrapnel in every direction and I don’t want any of you getting hurt.”

I took the pipe bomb and held it in front of Brandi Lynn. The ridiculously busty goblin woman held her hand out and created a fire. Once the fuse was lit I pulled my arm back and threw it as hard as I could.

The pipe bomb sailed through the air. Honestly, I was pretty impressed with my throw. It never made it to the ground, though. Just before it struck dirt, it exploded.

There wasn’t a big fireball or anything like movies often showed. However, there was a percussive blast that I felt through my entire body. A small tree standing next to the blast zone was nearly torn in half from the shrapnel. Anyone within probably twenty feet of that would have been killed or at the least, seriously injured.

“Holy shit,” I said.

Brandi Lynn whistled loudly. “Looks like we’re in business, ladies!”
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We walked back to the work table and I felt an odd sense of elation. I had never built a bomb before. To create something so ridiculously powerful felt kind of…odd. In a good way, though. The explosion sent a bit of adrenaline through my veins.

“Is that all we have?” Bobbi Jo asked, pouting slightly.

“Yeah. My tablet can’t make too much stuff, at least not yet.” I looked around at what we had. “Jim should be helping us make more. I’ll check on him tomorrow morning and see what he was able to do.”

“So, what else you need us for?” Brandi Lynn asked. She was still grinning after the explosion. I got the feeling explosions made her want to bang me all night.

I shrugged. “That’s it, I think. I’m not trying to work you ladies to death or anything. Tomorrow we’ll get more work done on the forge, then start preparing to use it. So, uh, I guess everyone can go home now.”

Most of them stood up and stretched, yawned, looked around, and basically did anything but leave. It was clear they all wanted to stay after and talk to me alone.

“Alright, ladies,” Destiny said, clapping her hands. “Come on, let’s get going.”

With a few grumbles, they finally started filing out. Destiny helped me pack the last of the pipe bombs into the box filled with hay, and soon we were the only two left.

Destiny looked up at me with her sky blue eyes. “Well, David, you’ve got me alone. Anything you’d like to do?” She gave me a crooked smile, almost a smirk.

I looked down at her, at her beautiful face, at her ridiculous frame and massive breasts. “Can I be completely honest?” I asked.

“I know the other women get awfully catty, but I hope you’ll always be honest with me,” she replied.

“It can be hard to keep my head on straight around you all,” I said. “You’re all so beautiful. So yes, there are quite a few things I’d love to do with you. I’m trying to remember decency, though. Not to rush anything or mistreat anyone. And I don’t want to create any drama. I just want everyone to be happy.” My thoughts were a bit of a jumbled mess, but ultimately I was just trying to think with my brain, not my dick.

Her smile deepened and looked quite genuine. “I’m glad to hear that. They annoy the shit out of me at times, but I love those ladies. I think you’re going to have your hands full with them. We’ll all have to learn how to share you, you know.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’ll be new for me as well.”

“May I be forward with you?”

“Of course,” I said.

Destiny looked down at her snug-fitting jeans and picked at them for a moment. “I don’t actually have any beer in my trailer. And while I’m not the cleanest woman right now, neither are my thoughts. I’m afraid I might not be able to wait much longer.”

I smiled at her and held out a hand. “I’d love to.”

Destiny’s smile nearly split her face in two. She took my hand and I pulled her straight to the front door. I released her hand to open the front door, then looked back to grab her again. But she was pulling her shirt off with both hands as she entered my trailer.

I tried to keep my composure, but the truth was I felt like a kid in a candy store. How a four-foot-tall woman could have breasts so big and so perfectly round seemed to defy the laws of biology. I was in heaven.

As soon as her shirt was off, I grabbed her hand and raced back to the bedroom. We both practically fell onto the bed, tearing at each other’s clothes. She was as excited to see me as I was to see her.

Before we were fully naked, we started kissing. Destiny practically leaped on me while her jeans were only halfway off. We tumbled on the bed a bit, but she crawled on top of me, her tongue pushing into my mouth. I held her tightly against me, kissing her while she reached down and pulled her tight jeans off.

My clothes came next, but fortunately they were loose so removing them was easy. Destiny helped; she grabbed the legs of my pants and yanked hard enough that I fell onto my back. With a laugh, she threw them aside and jumped on top of me.

Remember when earlier I said I was in heaven? Well, the moment she straddled me, I found myself in a place notably better than heaven. Her thick thighs were on either side of my hips and she leaned forward, reaching up to kiss me again. I bent my legs, bringing her toward me. Her heavy breasts rested on my chest as we kissed and I reached down, squeezing them. I noticed a small tattoo, similar to a tribal one, low on her stomach and remembered being told about how they worked like birth control.

“Oh, gods,” Destiny moaned against my lips as she worked her hips back and forth, coating my cock with a layer of her juices. “Oh David, I want you so badly. I want to do everything with you, but it’s been so long. Fuck, just get inside of me.”

I felt the same way. I wanted to go down on her, to taste her and give her multiple orgasms, to kiss and lick every inch of her incredible body. But in that moment, I just wanted to be inside her.

She raised herself off of me a few inches and I reached down between us, grabbing onto my cock. I wasn’t hung like a horse or anything, but I had sudden concerns about our size differences.

“Hey, I don’t want to hurt you,” I said as I rubbed the head of my cock against her pussy. Good lord, she was soaking wet.

“Trust me, I’ll be fine,” she replied. “The only way we’re gonna have a problem is if you don’t stick that cock inside me right now.”

I licked my fingers and wiped them on the head of my cock, just to ensure things were slippery enough. Then, I lined the tip up with her and she began to sink down. I learned a few things rather quickly over the next few seconds.

Goblins had a slightly warmer body temperature than humans. While she was capable of taking my full length without any issue, the size difference did come into play, making her incredibly tight. And apparently, goblin women got very, very wet.

In short, goblin pussy was the best pussy.

“Holy fuck,” I said as she sank down all the way.

My hands went down to her wide hips, grabbing firmly. They slid back to her ass, squeezing it and giving it a few slaps, then I reached up and squeezed her huge breasts as well. I needed more hands to enjoy this woman and her delicious curves.

“Ohhh, that is so good,” Destiny said, her eyes closed as she sat on my lap. She leaned forward, placing her hands on my lower chest for support. That action pushed her massive breasts together, making me want them even more.

I reached around and grabbed two pillows, then stuffed them behind my head. Our difference in height wasn’t a problem, but it was something that required a bit of thought. After that, I pulled her face down to mine. We kissed passionately while I squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples.

“Oh, David,” Destiny said against my lips.

Her hands went to both sides of my face, holding me closely while we kissed. My hands went down to her ass and I grabbed it tightly, then began slowly thrusting inside her. Her thick thighs trembled slightly and she moaned softly.

Destiny looked down, touching our foreheads together. We both looked down between us, watching as she began moving her hips up and down. Her ass landed on me in a steady rhythm, filling the room with a soft clap, clap, clap sound. Using my grip on her butt, I helped her move.

“Gods, that is so beautiful,” she said, slowly lowering herself to take all of me. “Hold on.”

Her knees were on the bed, but now she adjusted herself, moving onto her feet while still straddling me. I reached down, grabbing firmly onto that big ass of hers and squeezing it for all I was worth. Destiny leaned forward again, touching foreheads with me, looking between us. She slowly squatted down all the way, taking every inch of me. She sucked in her breath between her teeth and shivered slightly.

“Are you alright?” I asked.

“Yes,” she immediately replied. “That’s just really deep. Fuck, that feels good, though.”

Using my grip on her ass I gently worked her up and down my full length. Destiny moaned softly the entire time, holding my face against hers. She finally began moving a bit faster, taking me harder. It was mesmerizing to watch; her massive breasts shook with each movement.

I couldn’t resist it any longer. My hands went to her waist and I pulled her forward, then grabbed one of her breasts. My mouth went right to her nipple and I bit and nibbled it as I began thrusting much more quickly.

Destiny threw her head back and moaned my name, growing louder and louder with practically each thrust. Her breasts bounced back and forth, one in my mouth, the other one smacking me in the head in the most glorious fashion.

Considering her ridiculous curves and how incredible she felt, I was amazed that I lasted as long as I did. I finally found myself racing toward the finish line, though, so I squeezed her ass as I came inside her.

“Yes, David, Yes!” Destiny shouted, holding my face against her breasts.

Her body shook as she reached her climax, and I bit down on her nipple at just the right time. She shouted my name as she clenched her arms and legs against me. I felt her pelvic floor muscles tighten as she orgasmed, and I slapped her on the ass for good measure.

She suddenly leaned down and bit my shoulder, right at the base of my neck. Not hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to leave a mark.

“Ow!” I yelled. “What was that for?”

Destiny settled down so that her knees were on either side of my hips again, then leaned against me. I held her tightly and we both breathed heavily.

“I just want everyone to know who had you first,” she said. “Marking you as mine, maybe. Be glad I didn’t bite you anywhere else.”
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We cuddled for a while after that. Destiny was a great cuddler; she was small and petite but with those ridiculous soft curves everywhere. Her body was practically made for it. She tucked her head beneath my chin and held tightly to me.

Eventually, she crawled out of bed. And what a crawl it was: shoulders down, ass in the air, knees far apart, doing everything she could to make her ass somehow more appealing. She paused and shook her hips side to side for a moment, laughing at the way my eyes nearly popped out of my head.

“It feels good to be wanted,” she said, giving her hips one more shake.

I reached up and rubbed my chin. “Yeah, if you ever need a place to sit down, I’ve got you covered.”

She laughed at that, but finally climbed off the bed. Much to my chagrin, she grabbed her clothes and began pulling them on.

“Thanks,” she told me, giving me a smile. “I have a feeling you’re going to make this trailer park a much better place to live. Especially since you don’t mind an older woman like me.”

“Older woman?” I asked. Destiny was about as voluptuous as a woman could be, but nothing sagged at all. Nothing about her was old, except maybe the fine lines at the corners of her eyes. She didn’t look a day over thirty.

“Yeah, I’m older than the rest of the gals. Well, except for Brandi Lynn, she’s got me by a few decades.”

“Hold on, decades? How old are you?”

She straightened up when I asked that and her smile disappeared. Realizing I may have hit a tender subject, I tried to smooth things over and explain.

“Okay, for comparison, I’m twenty-nine,” I said.

Destiny suddenly laughed. “Twenty-nine? Oh David, you’re a baby!”

“I’ve been a legal adult for eleven years,” I said. “I’m assuming goblins age differently.”

“Yeah, you could say that.” Destiny reached up and wiped a tear from her eye, then let out one last chuckle. “Ahhh, David. I’m eighty-two, just in my middle years.”

“Holy shit,” I said. “A lot of humans don’t live any longer than that. How old are the rest of the women?”

“All different ages,” Destiny said. “Bobbi Jo is younger; in her fifties. Her and Mandi are the same age. I think Wynter is the youngest of us, but she’s still in her late forties. And Blerg is over a hundred.”

“Wow,” I said. Well, at least I didn’t have to worry about anyone growing old and wrinkled on me. I’d be dead and they’d all still be beautiful.

“Is there any way I can get some of that?” I asked, unsure of how to word it. “Like, can you make me age more slowly?”

“Yes, actually,” Destiny said as she pulled her shirt on over her head. She grabbed each heavy breast and lifted it, settling them in place. “Basically, you kneel in one spot while we all spit in your mouth. We do that every day for a month and that’ll add a few years to your life.”

“Really?” I asked. “I mean, as gorgeous as you all are, I don’t even think I’d mind.”

Destiny snapped her fingers. “Dammit, I was just kidding. I was hoping you’d be grossed out by the thought of our spit.”

I laughed and climbed off the bed, then rushed over and grabbed her around the waist. “Nothing about you grosses me out.”

“Help!” Destiny shouted, flailing her arms around. “A naked pig-man is accosting me! He’s so gross and so pink!”

I covered her face in kisses while she pretended to fight back. Once she stopped laughing, we stood there and kissed for a while. She loved it when I grabbed and squeezed on her body, so I got my fill of her. Finally, I slapped her on the ass and let her go.

“Oh, you’re fun, David,” Destiny said. She grabbed my shirt and threw it at me. “Now, put some clothes on before I take you up on that offer of sitting on your face.”

“Don’t tempt me with a good time,” I said. I made no move to put my shirt on.

Destiny laughed. “Later, handsome. We both have things to do tonight.”

“Yeah, I suppose you’re right.” I took a glance at that perfectly round ass of hers though, and definitely had some thoughts about it.

I pulled my shirt on, then grabbed my underwear and pants. Once I had them on I stuffed my feet into some padded slippers—one of the only nice things the previous guy had left behind—and escorted Destiny to my front door. We kissed and hugged each other for a few minutes again, neither one of us fully wanting to end the evening, but eventually I let her go.

I stood there and watched the curvy woman walk away and mentally high-fived myself.

“Wow,” I said aloud. “Just wow.”

After that, I walked over to my office and found the short to-do list I had made earlier. It was sitting on my desk, so I picked it up and examined it. Short, simple, and to the point.

	Build a basic forge.

	Teach women how to disassemble the junk cars.

	Start forging knives. Maybe swords.

	Teach women how to make pipe bombs.




I thought for a moment, then added a fifth bullet point and scribbled down the words “Bang Destiny,” then crossed them out. Somehow that felt more of an accomplishment than me crossing off the first two bullet points.

It dawned on me that Destiny was the hottest woman I had ever been with. Aaaaand she was a goblin, and four feet tall. Well, sexy is sexy, no matter what their skin color is. Beauty was a universal thing, after all.

I looked back at the list. Technically I had taught them how to make pipe bombs, so I went ahead and crossed that one off as well.

“Huh,” I said, looking down at the list. It didn’t feel like I had done much, but looking at it that way made me realize that I had, in fact, done a lot. We even had a box filled with pipe bombs to sell, which reminded me that I needed to get them to Blerg.

“No better time than now,” I said to myself.

I set my pen back on the table, then went outside. I almost grabbed the box of pipe bombs and brought them with me, but decided Blerg probably wouldn’t want a box of high explosives sitting in his trailer. For that matter, I didn’t either.

His trailer was only about a hundred feet away, so it didn’t take me very long to get there. In fact, I saw the remnants of a trail that led between our trailers. It was overgrown and I made a mental note to put some work into that.

I knocked and waited for a moment. Blerg answered the door after only a short wait, wearing a faded bathrobe and American flag slippers. A can of beer in hand would have perfected the look, but we’d have to make some for that to happen. Or maybe we could buy them with our weapon money.

“Need something?” he asked.

“Actually, I have something for you,” I replied. “A box of pipe bombs. It’s at my trailer right now, since I figured you probably wouldn’t want them in your living room.”

“I appreciate that.”

“I figured we can give them to Denzel the next time he stops by. Uh, do you know when that’ll be?”

Blerg reached back and scratched his ass. “I can let him know we need to see him and he should stop by tomorrow morning. He’s a busy guy, you see. He’ll be glad to see we’re making stuff.”

“And he’ll sell it and pay us, right?” I asked. “I think getting even just a few bucks will go a long way. Once people see that, they’ll start working harder and faster. We’ll be churning out weapons in no time.”

“Exactly,” Blerg said with a knowing smile. “I think you’ll be surprised at how quickly those women can work once you give them a real, tangible goal. We’re a fastidious people, you know. Prepare yourself for a huge increase in output once things get all set up and moving.”

“Noted,” I said. “Well, these pipe bombs are easy, so I’ll start with that. Tomorrow morning I’ll check on Jim. I set him to making some TNT.”

“Some what?”

“High explosives,” I said. “And hopefully tomorrow we can start making knives. Humble beginnings.”

“If those humble beginnings pay, then who cares?” Blerg said.

“Good point. I have to remember, money is basically all that matters in this game. And numbers.”

Blerg made finger guns at me. “Exactly.”

“Alright, I’ll leave you be for now. Have a good night, Blerg.”

“You too,” he said, and closed the door.

I walked back through the woods, doing my best to trample everything on the trail to my trailer. There was a war going on, although the details of which I didn’t know. And to be honest, I didn’t really care, as long as we didn’t sell to the bad guys.

But the thing about war was that they needed a lot of weapons. And they needed to be serviceable and high-quality, but no one needed museum-quality pieces. I was overly concerned about the type of steel we were going to use for our knives. Some of what we had was better, some was worse, but all of it would make good, sturdy blades. And all of those blades would get the job done.

What was most important was that we churned out as many as possible. Set a standard, get the women to understand and meet the standard, and then start the mass production.

It really made me wish we had the internet in this trailer park. You could learn how to do just about anything on the internet. We’d just have to learn how to do things the hard way.

Maybe Denzel could bring me a book on forging knives? Eh, whatever I needed to do, I’d figure it out. I felt that strange vibrating sensation in my head, so I pulled out my tablet.

Wanna know what I think you should do?

“Uh, sure,” I said. Because, you know, speaking to a tablet was perfectly normal.

You should finish your damn quests. Seriously, I’ve never belonged to anyone that’s taken so long to level up before. Well, except for that guy Jake. He died before he could get much done. Took a sword right to the face, it was brutal. Just between us girls, though, he was an idiot and kind of had that one coming.

I blinked. “Uh, hold on. Do I need to worry about people stabbing me in the face, now?”

Of course not! I lived a different life back then. Things are much calmer now. But, I can sense from your hormone levels that you’re thinking with your reproductive organs. You do you, but I’m trying to get you leveled up. You should focus on the task at hand. And by that, I mean your quests.

The tablet seemed a bit in my personal business. I reminded myself it had the ability to alter my physical body.

Look, if you want me to make you a quest that involves your dick, I can probably do that. Go get all those women pregnant, and once they have kids put them to work building weapons. That would be right up your alley, you psychopath.

“Hold on,” I said. “I’m not putting any kids to work. And I’m not a psychopath!”

Correct. A psychopath would probably be level two by now. Listen, chief, I’m just trying to motivate you. I’m trying to do my job.

“Okay. Well, tomorrow I think I can finally start making stuff. You know, more than just the pipe bombs.”

Good! It’s about time. My circuitry awaits.

That tablet really weirded me out at times. I tossed it away, and it disappeared. Then, I went into my trailer, walked to my bedroom, and promptly fell asleep.
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When the sunshine woke me the next morning, I felt ready to go. Maybe it was because I had slept with the most voluptuous woman in existence the night before, I wasn’t sure. But I was ready to conquer anything.

I pulled out my tablet and checked my progress on my main quest. We had produced a box of pipe bombs, but that didn’t seem to count toward the quest. It was oddly specific, and required that we turn steel from the junkyard into weapons. Well, I had faith we’d get that done today.

The progress bar was almost full. That gave me hope as well.

I got up and pulled some pants on, then walked into the kitchen. As soon as I got some money from this, I wanted to buy some better food. My garden wasn’t producing yet, and didn’t look like it would be ready for a month or two. Maybe Bobbi Jo had some melons I could taste. And I could always snack on Wynter’s peach. Heh.

Eggo waffles for breakfast again. Eh, I didn’t mind. As soon as I put two of them in the toaster, someone knocked at my door.

Part of me hoped it was Bobbi Jo. The rest of me hoped it was something with some coffee or an energy drink. I had slept pretty well, but wasn’t quite ready to face the day.

They knocked again, and I heard a voice.

“Man, open this goddamn door.”

“Coming!” I said. I recognized Denzel’s voice.

I opened the door and he stood there, customary frown on his face, a large duffel bag slung over his shoulder. He looked impatient.

“Morning,” I said, stepping out of the way so he could come in.

He nodded and stepped into the living room. He looked around for a few seconds at the decor and whistled.

“Man, that muthafucka couldn’t decorate to save his life. I mean, I don’t have a degree in curtains or anything, but it’s bland as fuck in here.”

I ran my fingers through my hair and yawned. “Yeah, I need to buy some things once we get some money.”

“Blerg told me about that,” Denzel said, setting his duffel bag down. “What’s up? What you got for me?”

“Box of pipe bombs right outside the door,” I said, pointing. “Packed in straw to keep them from rattling too much.”

“God damn, pipe bombs?” Denzel turned and peered through the door. “You ain’t playin’, are you?”

I shook my head. “Look man, I was sucked into this weird world and it looks like my best chance at survival is to make weapons. I have all this new knowledge in my head and I’m just trying to use it as best I can. If that means making bombs, then I’m gonna be making bombs. And I’ll use the money to fix this place up.”

Denzel nodded. “Yeah, I can dig it. Maybe invite some women over.”

I grinned. “Exactly.”

“Oh, I know that look,” Denzel said. “You knockin’ boots yet? Who was it?”

I didn’t want to tell him who, as that was personal. But I couldn’t help how my grin widened. Denzel got a good laugh out of that.

“Ahhhhh that’s my man!” Denzel said. “Is that who gave you those teeth marks?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Denzel laughed again, holding out his hand. I slapped it and we did that one-armed back-slapping hug thing that guys often did.

“I’m hoping to have something for you every day,” I said. “I don’t know if these pipe bombs will sell for much, but I can make a lot of them, especially with the women helping. In fact, I should probably use my first profits to buy more pipes to make more.”

“Oh damn, you puttin’ the women to work?”

“Yeah, giving them purpose. Same with Jim.”

Denzel scoffed. “You gotta drag his ass out of a bottle first.”

“Already working on it,” I said.

“Sheeeit. You do that, and he’ll make just about anything. My man’s a straight-up wizard when it comes to that shit. I mean, he is an actual wizard, from what I understand. Just got in the bottle too much and lost everything.”

I frowned. “Jim’s a wizard? Well, that explains how he can make everything, I suppose.”

“Yeah, you get him working like he used to and he’ll enchant weapons, armor, bombs, hell anything.”

I nodded slowly as I took it all in. “Thanks, Denzel. I appreciate your advice. I hope you, uh… Well, I have no clue what you do all day but stay safe.”

“Thanks,” he said, clapping my hand again. “It ain’t easy out there, but I know some folks that’ll buy these bombs. They ain’t too bad, either. Rebels, trying to fight for good.”

“Ah, that helps,” I said. “I don’t want to sell to bad guys, if you catch my drift.”

“I can dig it,” he replied. “Just don’t get it twisted, I don’t sell shit to no jive-ass turkeys.”

“Oh hey, can you get something for me?”

“Yeah, what?”

“I found a bottle of Mr. Macy’s Mead the other day. It was fantastic. If you could get two bottles of that, I’d be in your debt.”

He grinned. “Nah, you wouldn’t be in my debt because I’d pay for it with your share. I got you, don’t worry.”

“Alright, thanks Denzel,” I said.

He grabbed his duffel bag and stepped outside, to where the box of explosives sat. I watched as he picked it up and set it inside his duffel. It almost seemed to disappear, and when he put the strap back on his shoulder, the weight of the duffel didn’t look to have changed.

“Weird,” I muttered to myself.

But, my waffles were done by that point. I went over and grabbed them, then snacked on them while grabbing some clothes for the day. A handful of things had to get done, and I was confident it would happen. It was going to be a good day.

Once I was done with my breakfast I put on my tool belt and left my trailer. I started toward the junkyard, where we were slowly building our eventual munitions factory, then stopped. I needed wood to burn, so I could heat metal. With that in mind, I pulled out my tablet.

“Hey tablet. You can make me a saw, right?”

Of course I can. At your current level, it would be a hand saw, and a small one. But hey, it would be sharp!

“That’s what I thought,” I said, tossing my tablet away. After a moment of thought, I turned toward Blerg’s trailer and walked there. My incessant stomping was doing a decent job of beating down the path between our trailers. I reached down and pulled out a handful of weeds by the roots for good measure.

Once I got to Blerg’s trailer, I knocked a few times and waited. He answered a moment later, once again wearing the old robe.

“Yeah, what can I do for you?” he asked.

“A few things,” I began. “You’re in charge of maintaining the trailer park, right?”

“Among other things, yes.”

“Perfect. I need you to clear out that field next to the junkyard. That’ll be important for us to progress as a weapons factory.”

Blerg frowned, then pulled out his tablet. He flicked his fingers above it a few times. “Huh, imagine that. It just gave me a new quest. What else you need?”

“Can you run power to the junkyard? Right now even just a few outlets would work. Nothing too intensive, I just need some basic power. Enough for a hairdryer and a few other things.”

“Yeah, I can do that,” he said.

“Thanks. And third, do you have a chainsaw?”

He thought for a moment. “Of course I do. It’s in my shed, behind the trailer. You need it?”

I nodded. “Yeah, and my tablet can only make me a simple hand saw right now due to my level.”

“Have you leveled up yet?”

I shook my head.

Blerg threw his hands up. “Well, get to it, David! I mean, chop chop, man. The faster you level up, the more powerful you become and the more money you make. You understand that, right?”

“Yeah, it’s just a matter of figuring things out,” I replied.

“Figure them out as you work,” he said. “Door to the shed is open, and I think the chainsaw is already filled with gas. Just be careful and don’t lose a finger, Rayla’s healing sucks.”

“Uh, okay. Thanks, Blerg. I really appreciate it.”

He waved it away. “Yeah, sure. See you around.”

I walked around his trailer and went to his shed. A strange tree grew next to it, its branches offering shade and shelter. Small, glowing flowers offered a bit of gentle light. It would probably be beautiful at night. I reached out and opened the door to the shed. The inside was at least three times the square footage as the outside suggested. Must have been something with magic.

Hanging on the left wall was a chainsaw, so I went to it and grabbed it. I took a face shield as well, just to be safe.

Closing the door behind me, I left and started off for the junkyard. While walking, I checked the chainsaw. After priming the carburetor, I yanked on the pull cord a few times. It finally roared to life and I revved the engine a bit as I walked to get it warmed up.

Once I got to the junkyard, I took a moment to look around. Our mostly-done forge looked great, to be honest. My makeshift anvil sat on a large block of wood, ready to be used. It dawned on me that Blerg might have a welder that I could use to attach that steel plate to the top of the engine block. I’d ask him about that later.

I looked over our pile of old hand tools. Many of those were excellent steel and just required cutting and grinding to shape, then maybe a bit of heat treating. The leaf springs would take some serious work, but that was my job.

To my left stood a large field with the occasional tree. None of them were very large, so I walked over, using the chainsaw to slice down any saplings on the way. The first tree I got to was about the diameter of my upper arm. The chainsaw made short work of that. I then cut it into short lengths, just under a foot each. That took a while, but I got lost in the rhythm of the work. Once the trunk was all cut up, I turned the chainsaw off and brought it back to the forge.

“Well, good morning, handsome,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Good morning yourself, beautiful,” I replied.

She stood next to the anvil, leaning one hand on it. A pair of overalls covered most of her, slightly snug around her wide hips and thick thighs. Beneath that she wore a tank top that was struggling to contain her large breasts. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, leading me to believe she was ready for work. Never knew, with her.

“I’m just cutting some wood to burn in our forge,” I said. “Wanna help me bring it over?”

She shrugged. “Sure, why not?” Her eyes went to the teeth marks at the base of my neck and a faint, knowing smile flashed across her face.

We turned to walk back into the field and she reached up and took my hand in hers. It was actually pretty nice, walking through the field while holding hands with Bobbi Jo. I mean, we’d need to check each other for ticks later, but aside from that.

“So, it looks like you’re ready to play,” she said as we walked.

“Huh?”

“You can’t hide teeth marks like that, David,” she said, giving me a wry look. “I know we all have to share you. I think everyone is fine with that, although we’ll all certainly complain. I don’t like that someone beat me to it, but I’m going to insist that I’m next.”

“I think that sounds great,” I said, bending down and picking up some logs.

I handed a few to her and we brought them back to the forge. I pointed next to the forge and we stacked them there.

“You should build a roof over this,” Bobbi Jo said, placing her hands on her hips and looking around. “Next time it rains, this place isn’t going to fare too well unless you do something about it.”

“Shit. You’re right.” I frowned as I stared at the forge, then the junkyard. Well, there was no shortage of material.

“Why don’t you use that chainsaw to cut down some more trees, then use the logs to build a frame,” she said, gesturing with her hands while she spoke. “You can build a roof with car hoods. I mean, you’ve got plenty of them.”

“That’s actually a great idea,” I said.

“I’m full of them,” Bobbi Jo said with a wink.
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We brought the rest of the cut logs to the forge, then I took Bobbi Jo’s advice and cut down a few more small trees. There was no shortage of trees that were just about the perfect size, and she helped me drag the logs back to the forge.

“Thanks for all your help,” I said, wiping sweat from my forehead.

“Thanks for letting me,” she replied with a smile, undoing one of her shoulder straps. “Gods, it’s warm out here with all this work.” She fanned herself with a hand.

“Yeah, a bit more and I think I’m ready for a break,” I said.

“The rest of the women will probably start coming out soon,” Bobbi Jo said, looking over her shoulder. “Tell you what. I had a great idea, and I wanted to show you.”

I shrugged. “Okay, what is it?”

She pursed her lips and thought for a moment, then walked past me. “Over here.”

I turned and followed her into the junkyard. We weaved through a variety of busted cars before finally stopping next to an early-eighties Camaro. Bobbi Jo placed her hands on her hips, nodding in satisfaction at the vehicle.

“I’ve always loved this one,” she said. “If I had my way, I’d fix it up and drive it around. Something about it is just perfect.”

I looked over the car. The blue paint was a bit faded and the tires were flat, but overall it wasn’t in very bad condition. The rear bumper had been pushed in, but it looked repairable.

“And the height is just right for…. Hey, close your eyes. I want to show you something.” She smiled at me.

“Uh, okay,” I said, closing my eyes.

I heard a bit of shuffling around and the rustling of clothes and wondered what she was up to. There was no telling with Bobbi Jo.

She grunted a few times and I wanted so badly to open my eyes, but I held them shut.

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked.

“Making both of our dreams come true,” she said. “Okay, open your eyes. We have to be quick, though.”

I opened my eyes and saw that Bobbi Jo had removed her overalls and climbed onto the hood of the Camaro. She was on all fours with her ass facing me, and she watched me with clear hunger in her gaze.

She shook her butt at me. “I’ve always wanted to get fucked on a Camaro. And I know you want me. So, let’s make it happen.” She winked and shook her butt again.

I stared in amazement for a few seconds, both at the incredible hourglass figure in front of me and at the ridiculousness of the scenario.

Bang a smoking hot goblin woman on the hood of an eighties Camaro? Hell yeah.

I tore at my clothes, wishing I had scissors to remove them more quickly, then buried my face between Bobbi Jo’s cheeks. I ran my tongue from her clitoris all the way up to her tiny little asshole and back, loving how wet she got and how quickly.

“Oh gods, David,” Bobbi Jo said, pushing back against my face. “Oh, you’re even better than my dreams.”

I pushed my tongue inside her, savoring her delicious flavor, then ran it back down to her clit and began working it as best as I could. Bobbi Jo twitched and moaned the entire time. I grabbed and squeezed on her butt, licking at her until I felt her entire body tense up.

“Fuck, David, fuck!” Bobbi Jo shouted. “Daaaaviiiid!”

I couldn’t remember anyone shouting my name during an orgasm before, but it was pretty fucking awesome. I went back to work, intending on giving her another orgasm, but Bobbi Jo quickly rolled over.

“No, I want you inside me,” she said, breathing heavily.

She sat on the hood of the Camaro, spreading her thick thighs. I reached beneath her knees and pulled her to the edge of the car, right on the fender.

“Hurry,” she said in a breathy voice, watching me move closer.

I reached down and lined myself up with her, then pushed into pure bliss. Same as with Destiny, she was hot and wet and absolutely incredible feeling.

“Kiss me, David,” she said, reaching for me.

With her sitting on the side of the Camaro, she was indeed at a perfect height. I stood there, buried inside her, and she wrapped her arms around me. We kissed just as we had before, which is to say borderline sloppily. I loved it.

“Oh, fuck me good, David,” Bobbi Jo said. She looked down and pulled her legs wider, watching me thrust inside her. “Gods, yes.”

I had to admit, it was pretty damn awesome. I reached down and grabbed onto her hips, holding on as I pumped myself in and out of her. As tight as she was, I wasn’t going to last very long, so I was careful not to go too fast.

“Fuck, I want your cum. Cum inside me,” she said.

Ah, okay. Well, in that case.

I picked up the pace, giving her full-length thrusts. Bobbi Jo reached down with one hand and began rubbing her clitoris hard and fast. Her moans took on an almost whimpering quality. I wanted to reach down and play with her massive breasts, but our difference in height and that position made it nearly impossible.

“Fuck me good, David!” Bobbi Jo moaned. “Fuck me on my Camaro!”

Her body tensed up as she had a second orgasm. That tightened her pelvic floor muscles, which sent me over the end.

“Oh, Bobbi Jo!” I shouted as I came.

“David!” she yelled, grabbing onto me.

“Bobbi Jo!” I yelled again.

“DAAAAAAVIIIIIIIIIID!”

She wrapped her arms and legs around me, clutching onto me like a koala. My body spasmed as I fired the last of my cum inside her. Bobbi Jo let out a few whimpering noises as she gently worked her hips against me. My hands slid down, holding onto that ridiculously thick ass of her, holding her body against mine. She made the whimpering noise again and I looked down at her.

“Bobbi Jo, are you alright?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said as she reached up and wiped away a tear.

“Are you crying?”

“I can’t help it!” she said. “It just felt so wonderful. It’s a good cry, don’t worry.”

She wiped her tears away and grabbed onto me again, holding tightly.

“I never want to let you go,” she said softly.

“But Bobbi Jo,” I said. “How am I going to eat macaroni and cheese with you on me like this?”

“You’ll find a way,” she said, then finally laughed.

After a few more minutes of me holding her, she sighed and kissed me. It was a soft kiss, much milder than I was used to from her. I set her down on the hood of the Camaro and kissed her forehead, then we retrieved our clothes. I’ll admit to watching her get dressed—it was hard not to stare, considering how she was built.

“So, what was it you wanted to show me?” I asked with a grin.

“This car,” she said as she stepped into her overalls. She fastened each shoulder strap and smiled at me. “I love being filled with your cum, by the way. Be careful or I’ll make you do that every day.”

“Uhh, I highly doubt I would mind.”

She turned and transferred her smile to the Camaro. “It’s just so perfect. The blue paint. The black vinyl interior and the cassette player in the dash. We could listen to Whitesnake in this while driving around and doing donuts.”

“What does it need?” I asked.

“I’m not entirely sure,” she said, but walked around to the other side of the car.

She pointed at the window and I walked over next to her. Someone had written the word “runs” on the passenger side window with a yellow paint pen.

“That gives me hope,” she said. “Some air in the tires, fix the rear bumper, and maybe we could have some fun.”

“That actually does sound nice,” I said, looking around. Truth be told, there were a few cars in there I wanted to take for joyrides.

“But, I suppose that’ll have to wait,” she said. “We should get back to work, I guess. Shall we?”

We held hands and walked back to the forge. I needed more people out there to start building a roof overhead, so I decided to finish the forge itself. I shoveled some hard clay into the wheelbarrow and squeezed the handle of the hose, wetting it.

“Since you just made love to me on a Camaro, I suppose I’ll let you use my hairdryer,” she said with a sassy smile.

“Thanks,” I said.

Bobbi Jo winked at me, then walked away. I watched her sway with each step until she tripped on a rock and nearly fell. She turned and looked at me over her shoulder, blushing, but then we exchanged smiles.

I went back to mixing the clay, then got a pair of gloves from my tablet. With those on, I started adding blobs of clay to the top of the forge, forming it into a chimney. It wasn’t hard at all, and it only took a few minutes for the shape to become apparent.

Brynleigh Mae walked up shortly after that, wearing the shortest shorts I had ever seen and a tank top. She was practically falling out of both of them in the best of ways.

“Good morning, Brynleigh Mae,” I said.

“Good morning, David,” she replied, giving me her best smile. Honey practically dripped from her voice.

“You look lovely this morning,” I said.

“So do you,” she replied with a wink.

I thought she was going to say more, but her mother walked up about then. She wore a halter top, although fortunately not Brynleigh Mae’s coveted pink top with yellow stars. She had squeezed herself into another tight pair of acid-washed jeans as well, and she looked quite phenomenal in them.

“Good morning, Brandi Lynn,” I said.

“And yourself,” she replied, looking at what I was doing. “So, this is where you’ll heat the metal, right?”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

She gave me a big smile. “I do love it when you call me that.” Next to her, her daughter rolled her eyes.

“I have plenty of firewood as well, so we can get it nice and hot. We’ll need to do that to cure the clay, too.”

I slapped the last of the clay onto the short chimney, then grabbed a handful of thinner clay and rubbed it on the outside, smoothing things over. After that, I pulled my gloves off and grabbed some logs.

Mandi and Wynter showed up then, both wearing black and white as they had the day before. They were talking to each other and seemed on friendly terms, so that was good.

“What’s the plan for this morning?” Mandi asked when she got closer to me.

“I want to check a few more cars,” I began. “Some of these still run, it seems, or at least they’re fixable. One day we can get them moving and put armor on them and maybe a machine gun or something, I dunno. It’s just a thought for now.”

“So you want us to count which cars still run?” Wynter asked.

“Yeah, actually,” I said. “That would be great.”

She and Mandi went off to the left while Brynleigh Mae went to the right. Brandi Lynn stayed near me, pretending to help out. She casually placed herself in positions that put her ass right in my face. When I moved, she did as well. I almost reached out and spanked her, but decided to control myself.

As the rest of the women started walking back toward the forge, Brynleigh Mae charged us with her hands balled into fists.

“Which one of you did it?” she shouted. “Which one of you skanks fucked him on the Camaro?”

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

“There are very clear ass markings on the hood of that car!” Brynleigh Mae said, still far too angry for the situation. “I wasn’t born yesterday. I know what kind of marks an ass makes! Which one of you did it? Which one? That’s it, show me your asses! I’ll figure it out myself!”

To diffuse the situation, I immediately turned and bent over, pointing my butt at her. “It was me!” I said in as dramatic a voice as I could muster. “I was just trying to take some pictures of myself. Don’t make me feel ashamed, Brynleigh Mae! I just wanted to look sexy!”

Everyone laughed, and after a moment Brynleigh Mae did as well.
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Once everyone arrived, I gathered them around the forge so I could explain how things were going to progress.

“Alright, everyone,” I began. “We’re going to be working here a lot, so if you have any ideas on how to make this place better and more comfortable, don’t hesitate to speak up.”

“Can you remove your shirt?” Bobbi Jo said. The other women laughed.

“I have plans to build a roof overhead,” I continued. “That’ll keep the sun off of us as well as the rain. I’m sure we’ll eventually make some other buildings, but these are our humble beginnings.”

“Seriously though, remove your shirt,” Bobbi Jo said again.

I sighed and pulled my t-shirt off over my head, then tossed it onto the anvil. The women all whistled at me, even Chloe.

“I certainly feel ready to work now,” Brynleigh Mae said.

“Yeah, I can think of a job I’d like to do,” Bobbi Joe said with a wink in my direction.

“Oh honey, that wouldn’t be work,” Brandi Lynn said. “That would be alllll pleasure.”

“So, like I was saying, this is where we’ll be building weapons. We need to build weapons to support the war.”

Mandi raised her hand. “Who is fighting in the war?”

I shrugged. “I dunno. Something with the Fates. Denzel is going to handle selling things, and he said he won’t sell it to any bad guys. That’s all I care about.”

“Yeah, no jive turkeys!” Wynter said, raising a fist. We all laughed.

“We need a few more things done and then we can start,” I continued. I took a few steps toward the junkard and pointed at an old Honda Civic up on blocks. “Step one is getting that running and removing the front bodywork.”

“Why?” Mandi asked.

“Because I have a great idea,” I said. “Okay, half of us do that, the rest of you work on… uh, actually can you gals try to build a roof over the forge? I was thinking of covering it with car hoods.”

“Great idea,” Bobbi Jo said with another wink.

“The rest of you help me with this car.”

I walked over to the Civic and reached into my tool belt. I still had a couple wrenches in there, so I handed them out to the ladies, then grabbed my tablet.

“Hey tablet, can you make me another ten millimeter socket?”

Sure thing, champ.

A few seconds later, the socket fell to the ground. I grabbed it and put it on my ratchet, then got to work. It was a sunny day so I grabbed my shirt and put it back on.

We started by removing the bolts that held the driver’s side fender on. After that, we attacked the front bumper, headlight, and everything else in the way. I decided to leave the hood to offer a bit of protection from the elements. Miraculously enough, the front tire seemed to still hold air. Perfect.

“Why are we doing this again?” Mandi asked.

“Just watch,” I said, opening the door. “Ah, shit. I don’t have a key for it. Didn’t even think about that until just now.”

“Step aside, darlin’. Let mama handle this.”

Brandi Lynn pushed me aside and crawled onto the driver’s seat. She reached beneath the steering column and began fiddling with things under there, making sure she remained bent over with her ass facing me. At one point she even glanced at me over her shoulder and winked.

You know what? I enjoyed the hell out of it. Brandi Lynn had a great ass, it was as simple as that. And, as far as I could tell, I was stuck with these women for the rest of my life.

With that in mind, I reached out and slapped Brandi Lynn on her big, round ass. She giggled and shook it at me.

“Thanks, Brandi Lynn. I owe you one.”

Behind me I heard her daughter make a disgusted noise in her throat. I turned and saw Brynleigh Mae frowning at me. Well, I did just spank her mom, so I guess I could understand that. But I didn’t want there to be any bad blood among us, so I walked over to her.

“Hey, Brynleigh Mae. I’m sorry if that upset you.”

She crossed her arms and turned away. “I just don’t know why you’d want that old tramp instead of me.”

Ah yes, the jealous one. Well, only one way to deal with that.

I took her by the shoulders and gently turned her toward me, then planted a kiss on her lips. She beamed a smile at me, then went up on her toes and kissed me again.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

“You can’t be jealous. Not here,” I whispered.

“I know,” she replied with a hint of a pout. “It’s hard sometimes. Just… just choose, me or my mother. Don’t make it weird.”

“Deal,” I said, and kissed her forehead.

I turned and saw more of them watching me. Well, I didn’t want anyone to feel left out, so I walked over and kissed every one of them, one at a time. It felt great to finally kiss Mandi. Wynter, too. And Chloe, the sweetest milf ever. She was a great kisser. That reminded me, I had made a promise to spend some time with her kids. I had to make sure I kept that.

“Okay, I believe everyone has been kissed now. Did I forget anyone?”

I stood there with my hands on my hips, ready to move on. One by one, every single woman raised her hand. Well, except for Brandi Lynn, who was still in the footwell of the old Civic. I walked over to see what she was doing and the engine suddenly turned over once.

I nearly jumped out of my skin. Well, someone had written “runs” on the window in yellow paint pen, but it was still surprising. I had no clue how long it had been sitting there. But then again, Civics were hard to kill, right?

“I can’t reach the clutch, sugar,” Brandi Lynn said, crawling out of the car. She dusted her hands off and reached out for me, pulling me toward the car. “I need your delicious long legs for this.”

“Okay,” I said, sliding onto the driver’s seat. I pushed the clutch in, then looked around.

“Turn that knob all the way to the right,” Brandi Lynn said, pointing at the knob that turned the headlights on. “Once it starts, back it off a click.”

I looked at the goblin woman in amazement. She had rewired the ignition to the headlight switch? When Blerg said they were crafty, he hadn’t been lying.

With the clutch to the floor, I turned the knob. The engine turned over slowly, as the battery was probably near dead. It finally caught and sputtered a few times, then turned on.

“Holy shit,” I said, backing the knob off one click.

The Civic idled roughly, but it ran. The fuel gauge said I had just over a quarter tank, which would probably last a good long while on this car. I briefly wondered if there was a way I could pull the spark plugs and injectors for two of the cylinders to save gas. I only needed a few horsepower for my plans.

I moved the gearshift knob over to first gear, then slowly let out the clutch. Since the car was up on blocks, the front wheels spun freely. After a few seconds of that, I went through the gears; second, third, then fourth. Even idling, the front wheels spun pretty quickly in fourth gear. I hoped it would be enough. But, for the time being, I turned the car off.

“Thank you, Brandi Lynn,” I said, climbing out of the car. “I owe you one.”

“A big one, I hope,” she said under her breath.

“Alright, I need this front tire cleaned off,” I said. Seconds later, the women rushed to the front of the car and began brushing and wiping it off. Fortunately there were no oil stains or fluids on it, which kept things simple. I pulled out my tablet.

“Hey tablet. Can you make me a strip of adhesive-backed sandpaper? Let’s go with two hundred grit. Four inches wide and ten feet long. Oh, and make it wet/dry sandpaper.”

Ah, great idea! You can tell your buyers to exfoliate their enemies. Would you like bottles of lotion with that?

I sighed. “I’m using this to grind pieces of metal into knives.”

Oh! Right away, in that case.

A long strip of sandpaper fell out of my tablet and curled on the ground. I took it and went over to the front tire of the Civic, then peeled the back off and began wrapping the tire with it.

“Sandpaper on a tire?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “And that’s why I needed this car running. We’ll let it idle in fourth gear, which will keep this wheel spinning pretty quickly. We can use this to grind and shape pieces of metal into knife blades.”

“Damn good idea,” Brandi Lynn said.

I looked over and saw that they had loaded sufficient wood into the forge. We’d have to add more to build a nice bed of hot coals, but it was a great start.

“Anyone have a lighter?” I asked absentmindedly.

“Here you go, hon,” Brandi Lynn said, approaching me.

She reached out and held her hand over the logs. A small flame appeared and began to blacken the bark. It was then that I noticed the small tattoo on her hand, between her thumb and first finger. Just a simple thing, an orange and red tattoo of a small flame.

“I should get a tattoo like that,” I said.

“Yes, you should,” Brandi Lynn said. Some of the flames licked at her skin, but she ignored it and moved her hand over a few inches to light that area as well. “It also makes your hand immune to fire, as you can see. That helps if you ever want to fist a fire elemental.”

“A what?” I asked.

Brandi Lynn just shrugged.

The flames slowly caught and grew, so I walked over to our pile of old hand tools and selected my first victim. I grabbed a rather large file, probably fifteen or sixteen inches long, which would make for one hell of a fighting knife. Damn near a short sword.

“Okay, so these files are made of good steel,” I explained. “But they’re already hardened. Before we do anything with them, we need to anneal them. Simplest way to do that is to toss them on a fire for a while. That’ll soften the metal enough for us to work it into a knife.”

The ladies paid close attention as I walked over to the forge and set the file on top of the logs. It wasn’t hot enough yet, but it would get there. I figured I’d kill two birds with one stone and grabbed a second file as well as a large chisel and tossed them on the fire as well.

After a few minutes of that, we walked back over to the Honda Civic grinder.

“We’ll need to keep a bucket of water handy,” I told them. “This will shape the metal nice and quick, but it’ll also heat it up. You won’t want to mess with the temper. I’m pretty confident this will work, and once we know for certain, we’ll put a finer grade sandpaper on the other front wheel. That’ll be used to properly sharpen the knives.”

“So, are we just making knives?” Bobbi Jo asked. “Any swords or shields or anything?”

I thought on that for a moment. “Well, spears are the most successful weapons in all of human history. But we’re shooting for something more modern than that. A good knife always has a use, so we’ll stick with that. Knives and explosives, which reminds me, I need to check on Jim.”

“I think we can handle this for a while if you want to go,” Bobbi Jo said.

Next to her, Mandi nodded. “Yeah, we’ve got it, David.” she looked over at Bobbi Jo and smiled.

“Alright. Be back in a few minutes.”

With that, I turned and left our junkyard forge.
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Fortunately, Jim didn’t live too far away. Unfortunately, he didn’t seem to do even the tiniest bit of maintenance on his yard. It was like walking through a rainforest. The place reeked of vodka-tinged puke, also. It was, in a word, disgusting.

I looked over at his worktable in front of his trailer and smiled. It was covered with hard-packed balls of what looked like dark gray clay. We clearly needed a better method of packing them, and my mind went to the stereotypical waxed cardboard tubes that gave dynamite its traditional look.

I knocked on the door and waited. Someone fell inside, followed by loud cursing and clanging of glass bottles.

“Ah, shit,” I muttered. “I knew I was too late. Bastard’s already drunk.”

Jim opened the door a moment later. Oddly enough, he seemed relatively sober, although he did hold a bottle in his left hand.

“Well, good morning,” he said, much less bitter sounding than the last time I had spoken with him.

“Good morning, Jim,” I said. “Looks like you’ve been busy out here.”

He nodded and took a sip of whatever was in the bottle. “Yeah. Haven’t made that stuff before so I had to do some reading. I’m just glad I didn’t blow myself up.”

“How much were you able to make?

Jim shrugged. “Not a lot. Four bombs. Hey, we need a better way to contain them.”

“Waxed cardboard tubes,” I said. “Jam a fuse in the end.”

“Huh. Yeah, that’s a great idea.”

“That’s how they do it back in my world.” I looked down at the bottle in his hand. “Are you feeling alright today?”

“Trying to get there,” he said, and took another long drink. “If this shit will ever kick in, maybe my headache will go away.”

I tried not to sigh. Well, at least I had caught him before he got drunk. “What is it?” I asked.

“Water,” he said, taking another sip. “I suppose I was pretty dehydrated. My head feels like a rhinoceros tried to fuck it.”

I blinked. Well, that was certainly a colorful analogy.

“I was actually wondering if you could make me some gasoline,” I said, changing the subject away from rhino fucking.

Jim nodded. “Yeah, gas is pretty easy. Smells like shit though. I can’t stand the damn smell of gas.” He looked around for a moment, then pointed. “I have a can over there. I can fill that if you give me a day.”

I followed where he was pointing and found an old red gas can sitting against a tree. Perfect.

“Thanks, Jim,” I said, hoping I could keep him motivated. “You’re really helping out quite a bit. The women are all at the junkyard, working together instead of fighting. I think we’re going to make some serious progress with this.”

“All of them?” he asked, smoothing his blonde hair over his head. “Hey, what do you think my chances are?”

“Right now? Pretty damn bad. Stay sober for a while, make sure you show that you’re helping, and then try again. Maybe clean yourself up first.”

He nodded slowly. “I had my eye on that Brandi Lynn for a while, you know. That’s one fine woman, I tell you.”

“We’ll get you there, Jim,” I said. “Maybe you can use your cut of the money to clean this trailer up and turn it into the type of place a woman would want to come visit.”

Jim reached back and scratched his ass, then leaned forward and spat on the ground. “Yeah, you’re probably right. So, just some gasoline today?”

“Yes, please. And thank you.” I turned and looked over at his worktable. “Also, if you need more tools to make things, let me know. I might be able to help.”

He waved it away. “Ah, I’m usually fine. I just use magic to make things, most of the time. Hell, I could probably put some magic in some of those weapons you’re making, depending on what you come up with.”

I thought for a moment. “We’re making knives first. Could you make the blade do something neat?”

He ran his fingers through his hair and spat on the ground again. “Depends on what you think ‘neat’ is. I mean, I could make the blade catch on fire. Or it could be cold. But if you’re using the knife to cut someone, you probably don’t want the blade to cauterize the wound. I could poison the blade; that would work better. Or curse it, to weaken them.”

“Explain that one,” I said.

He shrugged. “Pretty simple. I curse the blade. If you cut someone with it, they’re weaker for five or ten minutes.”

“You mean like weaker weaker?” I asked.

“Uh, yeah,” he said as if it were obvious. “Like they’re not as strong. I can do all sorts of things with curses and poisons. I could even make it so their guts got all rumbly and they shat themselves.”

I winced at the thought. “God, a diarrhea knife? That sounds terrible. I don’t think I could live with myself if I made something like that.”

Jim shrugged again. “Suit yourself. You tryin’ to make money, right?”

“Well, of course. And the more, the better.”

Jim spat on the ground again. God, what a gross habit. “Okay, so think about how much money someone would pay for a regular ol’ knife. Or even a good one, but still, a regular ol’ knife. Now imagine how much money someone would pay for a knife that made their enemy shit himself.”

I hated it, but he had a good point. Like, a really good point.

“Can you make it burn?” I asked. “People can still fight if they have the runs. But if they suddenly have flaming diarrhea, that’ll certainly take them out of the game.”

“Well, yeah,” Jim said. “I can make basically anything you want. And if I don’t know how, I can probably look it up or figure it out.”

“Perfect,” I said. “I’m gonna bring you a knife later today and I want you to enchant it. If you’re doing other stuff, drop it and focus on the knife first. I want the flaming diarrhea enchantment.”

“Sounds good,” Jim said. “I’m sure Denzel’ll be able to sell that for fifty or a hundred times what a regular knife would sell for.”

“I’ll see you soon,” I said to Jim. “And maybe not long after that, we’ll all be able to celebrate together over a glass of wine. The women, too.”

“Now you’re speaking my language,” Jim said with a grin. His teeth were slightly sharp, like a cat’s.

“Alright, well, I’ll let you get to it. I’m gonna go start on this knife.”

“Good luck,” Jim said, and closed the door.

I turned and left Jim’s rickety trailer and walked back through the trees to the junkyard. From a distance, I could see the women working there. It dawned on me that I had forgotten a few things, but they still seemed to be hard at work.

As I got closer, I was able to make out what they were doing. Brynleigh Mae held a piece of red-hot metal with a large pair of pliers while Bobbi Jo carefully beat at it with a hammer. Of course every hammer strike made her massive breasts bounce and jiggle. I stared at her like an idiot for a solid thirty seconds before I realized I was probably drooling on myself. Damn woman was insanely hot. At least they were both wearing gloves.

Wynter and Mandi were sorting through the piles of old hand tools and arranging them neatly. A few circular saw blades were there as well, which would come in handy. Well, if Blerg had an angle grinder I could use to cut them into smaller pieces, which would then come in handy.

Brandi Lynn walked up to me. “Hey there, handsome. What you got for us next? Or for me, in particular?” She wiggled an eyebrow.

I laughed. “Brandi Lynn, you are something special, you know that?”

She turned to the side, making it impossible to miss that big, juicy round ass of hers. “Well, maybe we can do some special things together sometime.”

I lowered my voice and leaned down close to her. “Okay, we should talk about that. I think you’re great, Brandi Lynn, and you’re gorgeous. I don’t want to create any issues between you and your daughter, though. Plus, the thought of dating a woman plus her mother is a little strange to me.”

Brandi Lynn pouted, but ultimately nodded. “Yeah, I understand. A gal’s gotta try though, right?”

I smiled at her. “I’m glad you understand. Thank you.”

“Oh, I ain’t done with you yet, sugar. I’ll make you a deal, though.”

Uh oh. A deal with Brandi Lynn? That could be either really good or really bad. But, she shook that big ass of hers at me again and I couldn’t help but think with my penis.

“Okay, shoot. What’s the deal?”

She stepped closer and grabbed me by the belt. “You fuck me good and hard and I’ll step aside.”

“Uh, deal,” I said without hesitation.

“But, there’s a catch,” she said, giving me a bit of a naughty grin. “It’s been a while, you see. I need it all.”

“All?” I asked. “What does that mean?”

Her smile deepened. “It means you’re gonna cum in my mouth. After that, you’re gonna cum in my pussy.” She slapped herself on her ass. “And then you’re gonna fill this ass up until you can’t move anymore and I can’t sit for a week. Once that’s done, we’ll just be friends. Platonic. Deal?”

I looked down at her massive tits and ridiculously round ass. “Deal,” I said. “Three times in a row, though? I might need some time to recover.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said with a grin. “You just focus on filling me up and let me worry about that.”

“Sign me up,” I said.

“Got any plans this evening?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Hmm,” I said, tapping my lips with a finger. I pretended to pull out a piece of paper and read over it. “All I have on my schedule is this note here about making love to Brandi Lynn all night. Other than that, I’m free.”

Brandi Lynn winked at me. “I’ll meet you at your place after work, in that case. I’ll bring the music. Maybe Jim can supply the beer.”

“How are you gonna hide this from your daughter?” I asked.

“I’m not even gonna worry about it,” Brandi Lynn said. “I’ll make her a good dinner and set her up with her favorite book. Brynleigh Mae is a big reader, see. She gets so lost in those books of hers. Four hours will fly by and she won’t even realize it.”

“I look forward to it,” I said.

I looked down at Brandi Lynn. She was a bit trashy with her bleached blonde hair, but she still had a great, curvy figure. Her cutoff t-shirt struggled to contain her massive breasts. And yeah, they were fake, but so was margarine and I ate plenty of that. Her waist was small, her hips were wide, and her thighs were thick. Plus, I had a feeling she was going to be one hell of a wild ride.

“Yeah,” I said, my smile growing wider as I looked down the front of her shirt. “I’m definitely looking forward to it.”
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Once Brandi Lynn and I had our deal worked out, I took a few deep breaths to relax my crotch and walked back over to the forge. Of course she was in front of me, wearing that pair of acid-washed jeans so tight they looked like they were painted on. That didn’t help at all with my erection.

Looking around, I noticed Chloe was missing. I asked if she was alright.

“She went to fetch William, the troll,” Bobbi Jo said as she took a short break from hammering.

Sweat soaked the front of her shirt, giving me quite the view of her dark green nipples. Dammit, and I was trying not to get a boner.

“Ah, perfect,” I said. “He can help us move some of the heavier stuff.”

“Assuming he’ll work with you,” Bobbi Jo said, picking up the hammer again. “William is… Well, you’ll see when he gets here. If he even comes. Chloe’s about the only one that can talk to him. He won’t hurt a mother.”

“Well, that sounds ominous,” I said, then looked at their work.

Bobbi Jo and Brynleigh Mae had flattened out the steel file, creating a blade that was a foot long. Bobbi Jo had even made a tang for the handle, which impressed me. The blade was straight and long, like a dagger.

I watched as Brynleigh Mae put the steel back into the fire again, carefully arranging it on the coals. We didn’t have the blow dryer hooked up, but the fire was still plenty hot. She bent down and grabbed another log, then set it on the fire. Once she saw me watching her, she smiled.

As soon as the blade turned bright red, Brynleigh Mae grabbed it with her large pair of pliers and brought it over to my makeshift anvil. She held it by the tang while Bobbi Jo carefully tapped along the edges, thinning them and creating a nice, tapered shape to the blade.

“Have you done this before?” I asked, meaning the question for both of them.

“No, but it’s not hard,” Bobbi Jo said. “I mean, I just need to get the shape close to right, then we can grind it until it’s perfect. Then sharpen it, then a handle.” She looked up at me. “Speaking of which, what are we doing for a handle?”

“Ah, I’ve been thinking about that,” I said. “One of the cars in there is bound to have a leather interior. We can do a stacked leather handle. That’ll probably work until we can get something better.”

Bobbi Jo nodded and went back to hammering on the piece of hot steel. I walked over to where Wynter and Mandi were standing.

“Hey, I need you two to find something for me,” I said.

“Sure, what?” Mandi replied, eager to help.

“I need a car with a leather interior,” I said. “Leather seats would be good, since I think that’ll be nice and thick. Uhh, hey tablet, can I get a utility knife? Make it two.”

A moment later, a box cutter fell from my tablet, then another one. I picked them up and handed one to Mandi, then one to Wynter.

“Once you find a car with a leather interior, try to remove all the leather from the seat. From everywhere you can, really. We’re gonna use that to make the handle of our first knives.”

“Sure thing, David,” Mandi said sweetly.

She went up on her toes and I bent down to kiss her. Wynter pursed her lips in thought, then did the same. After that, they split up and began searching the junkyard. Watching them walk away was a joy, as usual. Mandi wore an incredibly small pair of black shorts with fishnets beneath. Wynter wore an equally small pair of shorts, but in white and without the fishnets.

“What about me?” Destiny asked. “I feel like everyone is busy except for me.”

I looked around for a moment. Everyone was busy, so I took Destiny by the hand and pulled her into the junkyard.

“Yeah, there’s something over here I wanted to show you,” I said.

We stepped behind an El Camino and I wrapped my arms around her. Our lips met, both of us smiling as we kissed. Destiny was a great kisser. Her lips were soft and her tongue pushed into my mouth, and mine into hers. Her fingers tangled in my hair while my hands firmly squeezed her ass. I never realized it was possible to have such a big, round, and firm ass until I met these women. It was incredible.

After a few minutes we stopped kissing and walked around the car. She took note of it.

“I always liked this one,” she said, running her finger along the bed.

“Yeah, El Caminos were neat,” I said. “Shame, this one is in pretty bad shape. There’s another car over here that I want to fix up, though. Lemme show you.”

I pulled her behind me and walked over to the Grand National GNX. It was sleek and black; well, as sleek as a car from the eighties could be. But, it was arguably the coolest car in the junkyard, and according to my tablet, didn’t need much to run.

“What is it?” Destiny asked.

“Buick Grand National GNX,” I said, running my hand along the front fender. The fender flares and squarish body gave it a muscular look that was awesome. “I wanted one of these when I was a kid. I always thought they were the neatest thing, and they have a ton of potential. Even had a poster of one on my wall.”

“I really like it,” Destiny said, pulling the door open. “Interior looks nice, too.”

“So, there was this incredibly shitty car called the Buick Regal,” I began. “And sometime around the early eighties, someone got the bright idea to install a turbo on the engine and make it look better. The car was successful in NASCAR, so they tried to capitalize on that and make a sporty version for the public. The last year they made it, uhhhh eighty-seven I think, they went all-out. Better wheels, suspension, bigger turbo, the works. The result was a car that would outrun just about anything else in a straight line.”

“Oh, I like it even more, now,” Destiny said. She climbed inside and sat in the passenger seat. “By the way, what’s NASCAR?”

“National Association for Stock Car Racing,” I answered. “They used to race cars, usually on really big oval tracks. On some of them, they’d do two hundred miles an hour.”

“Stock? Wow, this thing must be fast.”

I laughed. “Ah, they called them stock cars but they weren’t even remotely stock. Way back when it first started I think they might have been, but they quickly evolved into full race cars.”

“We should do something like that here,” Destiny said. “Well, and modify the cars so we can reach the pedals.”

“I’m one step ahead of you,” I said with a wink.

“Oh, instead of NASCAR, you could call it GASCAR!” she said excitedly. “Goblin Association of Stock Car Racing.”

“I’m glad we’re on the same page,” I said, looking over the sea of cars in the junkyard. There had to be more than a hundred of them, maybe as many as two or three hundred, so certainly we could find some good candidates there.

“David?”

“Yeah?” I said, opening the driver’s side door and looking at her.

“Can you fix this up and take me for a ride in it?”

I smiled. “That’s kind of the goal. It won’t be easy, but I’ll get there.”

She smiled back. “Good. Now, let’s get some work done.”

We walked back over to the forge just as Bobbi Jo and Brynleigh Mae were finishing up with the first knife. I looked it over and nodded in approval. I shouldn’t have known anything about it, but with my new class all this strange knowledge floated around in my head.

Speaking of my head, my tablet did that annoying vibrate-in-my-head thing, but I ignored it for the time being.

“You two did a great job,” I said, reaching down and touching the blade. It was still pretty warm, but I could handle it without getting burned. I picked it up, then walked over to the Civic grinder.

“Hold this,” I said, handing the knife blank to Destiny.

After that I opened the door and hopped inside the car. Remembering Brandi Lynn’s setup, I pushed in the clutch and turned the headlight knob until the car sputtered to life. Once the idle smoothed out, I shifted it into fourth gear and let the clutch out. The front wheels spun along.

“Alright,” I said, taking the piece of steel from Destiny. “Now, we’ll have to be careful with this. I might want to build something to support the blade on, but for now we’ll try it this way.”

I carefully held the edge of the steel next to the sandpaper-covered wheel and let it start grinding away. The coarse sandpaper chewed into the steel, sending sparks flying. I was surprised at how quickly it removed material. I shifted my grip and slowly ran one side along the sanding edge, flattening it out and giving it a gentle taper to the tip. After that, I did the other side.

“Doesn’t look too hard,” Destiny said.

“Yeah, this works a lot better than I expected,” I replied. “Here, you give it a try.”

Destiny took the knife blank from me. “What’s next?”

“Taper each side of the blade toward the edge,” I said. “Leave the center thick so it’s nice and strong, though.”

She nodded. “Understood.”

She went right to work, handling the piece of steel with deft hands. I watched her for a moment, noting that she moved as if she had done this before. Maybe it was a goblin thing.

“David!” Mandi called out.

I stood and looked around until I found the gorgeous goth goblin gal. She and Wynter walked toward me, both of them carrying an armload of black leather.

“Score,” I said to myself.

They walked up to me and I reached out, feeling the leather. It was thick and luxurious, the kind of leather used on high-end cars.

“Where did you find this?” I asked.

“There was a red car in the middle of the junkyard,” Wynter said. “Uhh, a Porsche 944. It had really great seats so we cut this leather off. There’s more in the back.”

“Holy shit, there’s a 944 here?” I asked. “Show me.”

They dropped the leather at my feet, then Wynter led me across the junkyard. We passed by old sedans, a handful of Corollas, some rusted trucks, and even a wrecked semi. Finally, we came to the Porsche 944. Or, at least, what was left of it.

The wide fenders, long hood, and fastback roofline were pure eighties awesomeness. But the engine had caught fire at some point, leaving the entire front half a charred mess. The interior looked mostly okay, so I understood why the ladies had taken the leather. And to be fair, it was probably some damn good leather.

“It’s a shame it’s so messed up,” Wynter said. “I’d love to see one in good shape.”

“You and me both,” I said. When I turned, Wynter was standing right next to me.

“David?” she asked, sounding a touch hesitant.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“Well…. I’ve seen you kiss several of the others, and I know you’ve done… other things with some of them as well. I just feel a bit underappreciated.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Wynter,” I said, placing a hand on her shoulder. “Look, I’ll be honest. All this is kind of overwhelming for me. Being the only guy here means my attention gets divided all the time. I didn’t mean to make you feel that way.”

“It’s okay,” she replied. “Will you kiss me again, though?”

“Absolutely,” I said with a grin.

I bent down and took her into my arms. As slender as she was, I was able to easily lift her in the air. Her feet dangled off the ground as our lips met. She giggled happily as we kissed, and her fingers ran through my hair, holding our faces together.

While I enjoyed the deep, almost aggressive manner in which Bobbi Jo kissed, there was something refreshing about Wynter’s tender, sweet kisses. I held her there for a few minutes, just kissing her and holding her against me.

“We should probably get back now,” she said when we broke our kiss. I set her on the ground and she tucked a few hairs away with a finger. “Oh, and William should be there. Not sure if that’s good or not.”

“Great,” I said. “Time to go meet a troll.”
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We took the long way back to the forge, walking hand-in-hand. I got the notion that Wynter was sweeter than the rest of the women. Well, as the youngest, that kind of made sense.

She looked up at me and smiled several times as we made our way through the cars, and even commented on a few of them. There was a late eighties Honda Prelude that she liked that looked to be in halfway decent shape.

“Man, I need to figure out how to fix all these,” I said. “There’s probably thirty or forty cars in this junkyard that can be fixed and driven, but they’re all different. I’ve got my work cut out for me.”

“As long as you fix mine first,” she said with a wink.

We got to the forge and I saw William right away. I wasn’t certain what to expect of a troll, other than big. And big, he definitely was.

I wasn’t the best judge of such things, but he looked to be around ten feet tall. His limbs were long and gangly so I initially had concerns that he wouldn’t be strong enough to lift the forklift tines, but he quickly proved me wrong. His face was broad and his eyes were large. Long green-gray ears reminded me of what the goblins had.

I wasn’t sure why I did it, but after seeing his ear, I reached out and gently traced my fingertip along the bottom edge of Wynter’s ear, from the tip all the way to her earlobe.

“Ohhhhh,” she said, shivering. “Oh, please do that again.”

“Really?” I asked, but I did it. She reacted the same way.

“Gods, that feels incredible,” she said quietly.

The look she gave me suggested that goblin ears might be an erogenous zone. Well, I tucked that bit of information away, especially since I had to please Brandi Lynn later in the day.

William’s clothes were old and worn. They looked homemade. After speaking with Chloe for a moment, he grunted, then walked away.

“Is everything alright?” I asked, stepping up to her. “Where is he going?”

“Oh, he’s just getting what we need,” she replied with a smile.

Sure enough, William bent down and grabbed one of the thick forklift tines with a single hand, then carried it back as if it weighed no more than twenty pounds instead of close to three hundred.

“Thank you,” I said as he set the giant hunk of steel down. “William, right? I’m David.”

“I don’t care,” he said, then turned and walked away.

Chloe gave an apologetic smile. “He doesn’t like people, you see. He’s nicer to me, since I’m a mother. If I were you, I’d just give him some space.”

I shrugged. “Fair enough. At least he’s hauling that stuff up here, which really helps.”

“Oh for sure. And he can probably move some cars if you need that.”

“Is he really that strong?”

Chloe nodded. “Yeah. Trolls are notoriously strong. It’s why you never want to get on his bad side. Although with William, all he really has is a bad side. But I’m here, which helps. Over there please, William!” she said, pointing.

He dropped the other forklift tine on the ground and grumbled a few things under his breath, then turned to me.

“Anything else?” Boy, he sounded grouchy.

“Probably, but it’ll take a while for me to sort through things and figure out exactly what I need,” I said. “And I know you’d probably rather just go home. I’ll have Chloe come get you tomorrow or the next day when we figure out what we need. Thank you, William.”

He frowned at me, his eyebrows drawing down, then grunted something that sounded appreciative. With that, he turned and left, his long legs carrying him quickly away even though he seemed to be walking slowly.

“What a character,” I said, watching him leave.

“Yeah, that’s a word for him,” Chloe said. “As you said, once you get stuff sorted out better, we’ll have him move a few things. You know, even though he’s as grumpy as usual, I got the feeling he liked being useful. It can’t be pleasant, just sitting out there all along for years on end.”

“I’ll bet,” I said, watching as Destiny approached me.

In her hands she held a crude knife blade. She had carefully shaped it on the Honda Civic grinder and done quite a good job. It just needed a handle and to be sharpened. And, well, a hilt and pommel, but at least the blade part was almost done.

“This looks great,” I said, taking the blade from her.

It was shaped like a long dagger, double-edged and about a foot in length. It would be absolutely vicious once Jim enchanted it.

“Bring that over here,” Brynleigh Mae said.

I turned and carried the blade to her. She took it from me and walked over to the forge, where she placed the blade in the coals.

“I see now why you want my hair dryer,” Bobbi Jo said. “It would make this a lot easier.”

She and Brynleigh Mae took turns bending over and blowing on the fire to get it nice and hot. As usual, I watched from behind, totally paying attention to other things.

Once the blade was red-hot, Brynleigh took it and plunged it into a small bucket of cooking oil. When it had cooled enough to lose its color, she took it out and set it next to the forge for a few minutes.

“We just need to give it a few minutes,” she said.

“You’re really doing a great job,” I said. “Both of you. I’m impressed.”

“You should be,” Bobbi Jo said with a wink.

Once the blade had cooled enough to touch, Brynleigh Mae grabbed it with her pliers. She brought it over to the anvil, where she held it tightly while Bobbi Jo took a small circle of metal and carefully slid it onto the tang. She tapped it with her hammer until it reached the base of the blade.

“There,” Bobbi Jo said. “Now you can stack leather on it and make your handle. We’ll do the pommel when that’s done.”

“Perfect,” I said.

I took the knife from them and walked over to where Mandi was relaxing. Wynter stood near her as well. Since they had cut the leather from the car, I decided to task them with building the handle.

“Okay, so we’re going to do a stacked leather handle,” I said, showing them the knife so far. “Cut out small squares of leather and punch a hole in the center, then thread them all on the tang, here. Stack them as tightly as you can. Once you get enough on there, Bobbi Jo will put the pommel on, and then we can shape it on the Honda Civic grinder.”

“Sounds easy enough,” Mandi said.

I let them get to work on the knife while I looked around and planned. What did I even need those forklift tines for? Ah, well I was going to be making weapons and armor, so a few hundred pounds of steel would always come in handy. Maybe I would get lucky and figure out a magical way to shape the metal so we didn’t have to hand forge it.

“What do you need next?” Chloe asked me. Destiny stood right next to her.

“I’m trying to figure that out,” I said. “I should have made a list. Well, we need to get a roof on the forge, so we can start removing car hoods for that. Shouldn’t be hard at all, especially with two of you.”

Destiny nodded. “We’ll get right on it. Just give us the tools.”

I reached into my toolbelt and grabbed a few wrenches, then went for my sockets. Unfortunately, I came up short.

“Where’s my damn ten millimeter socket?” I wondered aloud.

I wound up handing Chloe an adjustable wrench instead. I’d find the socket later.

At that moment, I heard the roar of a lawnmower. I turned and saw Blerg riding one into the nearby field. Perfect. Him clearing that was a big part of my plan to make this trailer park awesome. I waved at him, and he waved back.

“Do you want us to make more blades?” Brynleigh Mae asked. “That first one was pretty easy. Goblins learn quickly, you know.”

“For now, yeah,” I said. “You can put some of those files and drill bits on the coals to start annealing them if you’d like. Anything to get the gears turning.”

“Sounds good,” Brynleigh Mae said with a nod. She and Bobbi Jo set their tools down and started walking to the pile of old tools. “So, I was thinking of doing a canister damascus on the next one….”

I tried to plan things in my head. I had two women making a handle, two removing hoods for a roof, and two sorting through steel to make more knives. We had a solid start, but I needed to ensure we had enough materials to make a decent run of knives. I also had to make sure that I had a plan for our future. We couldn’t just make knives, after all. We’d have to make more advanced things, eventually. Although, apparently not space lasers.

“So, what you got for me?” Brandi Lynn asked, walking up to me. The front of her shirt was pulled down so low her tits nearly fell out.

“Honestly, I’m not quite sure,” I said to her. “I’m tempted to drag you back to my place so we can make some pipe bombs while the rest of the girls finish their tasks.”

“Ah, taking me home so I can deal with your pipe? I like the sound of that,” Brandi Lynn said, wiggling her eyebrows.

I laughed. “Tonight, after work. I’d like to shower first, and I’m sure you want to as well.”

She shrugged. “Eh, I don’t mind my men with some flavor.”

“Noted,” I said. “Hey, what do you think of Jim?”

“The cat-man wizard? Depends, is he drunk or not?”

“What if he was sober, or at least mostly. And all cleaned up.”

Brandi Lynn shrugged again. “If he were to get his life together I think he could be decent. Having a magic man around here would be great. His hair is neat, too.” She ran her fingers through her bleached blonde hair. “I like the color of his fur. It looks soft.”

“Good to know,” I said.

“Why do you ask?”

“Eh, just curious,” I said. “I’ve been talking to him and I think he’s digging himself out of a hole. He’ll probably be working with us soon. I just want to make sure no one hates him, or that there won’t be any problems.”

“Nah, I don’t think anyone has any real problem with him,” Brandi Lynn said. “Long as he’s sober, at least. Ain’t no one got time for a man that’s pissing himself drunk every evening.”

“I think those days are done,” I said.

“Good,” Brandi Lynn said.

I pulled out my tablet to ask it something and noticed it had some notifications I hadn’t checked yet. I was making progress on everything, but most importantly, my main quest was nearly done.

“Oh hell yeah,” I said. “Hey tablet, you can make me some raw materials, right? Things I need to make weapons?”

Of course I can, champ. You already know that.

“Do you have a limit?”

Yes. The higher level you are, the higher my limit. And I can’t tell you what my limit is, just that I’ll know it when I get there.

“Can you make me ten pieces of 5160 steel? Two inches wide, fifteen inches long, and three-sixteenths of an inch thick.”

And this is for weapons, right?

“Of course.”

I feel like I should remind you that you can find good steel out in the junkyard. In fact, you can find that exact steel in leaf springs! But I’ll feed you, baby bird. This one might take a few minutes, though.

Sure enough, a single piece of steel fell from the tablet almost immediately. Roughly a minute later, a second one fell. I gathered them up and carried them over to the Honda Civic grinder. Mandi and Wynter were still cutting the pieces of leather, so I called Brandi Lynn over.

“You can use this to grind the metal into the right shape,” I explained.

I held the steel against the sandpaper-covered tire and sent a shower of sparks onto the ground. It chewed away, slowly shaping the tip into a point. Brandi Lynn watched intently, following my every move.

“Looks easy enough,” she said.

“This grinder isn’t the best for shaping the tang, so for now just focus on the blade shape,” I said, handing her the steel blanks. Another fell out of the sky and struck the ground. I added it to the pile. “We’ll have your daughter and Bobbi Jo shape the tangs.”

Brandi Lynn nodded. “I like seeing my baby work hard like this. It’s good for her. It’s also nice to see her passionate about something.”

I smiled. “You’re all going to do great.”

Brandi Lynn nodded. “Now get your sweet ass into that driver’s seat and rev up this grinder for me. I got some work to do!”


25



We kept working at our individual tasks, grinding away at blanks, shaping leather handles, and annealing additional pieces of steel. Considering this was our first day actually producing weapons, I didn’t expect much. Hell, I would have been happy with a single roughed-out knife blade. It looked like we were going to do a lot more than that, though.

When Blerg had told me that his people worked quickly, he hadn’t been joking. Both Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo moved swiftly around the forge, taking turns holding the steel and hammering it. They took two different types of steel and tried to forge-weld them together with limited success. It was a good learning opportunity for them, though, and they discussed how they could improve upon it and make better blades.

Mandi and Wynter finally finished with the handle. They had carefully shaped each piece of leather, so that their final product was a lot closer to finished than I expected. I took that over to Brynleigh Mae and she held it while Bobbi Jo tapped the pommel on, then used a piening hammer to pound the end of the tang, ensuring it stayed in place.

“Here you go,” Brynleigh Mae said, handing me the almost-completed knife.

I took it over to the Honda Civic grinder, then asked Brandi Lynn to step aside. She gladly moved and knuckled her lower back for a moment while I took her place. I used the grinding wheel to carefully shape the tightly packed leather handle. It went faster than I expected, and after a few minutes I had a completed knife in my hand. The tablet vibrated in my head again.

“Ladies, here we have it,” I said, holding the knife up. “Our very first knife!”

Most of them clapped. Brandi Lynn stuck her fingers in her mouth and whistled loudly.

“Does it cut?” Mandi asked.

“Not very well!” I said. “We sharpened it on our Civic grinder. Gotta get some finer sandpaper on the other wheel to put a better edge on it. But, other than that and the enchantment, our first knife is done!”

There was another round of applause, but Bobbi Jo spoke up.

“What enchantment are you talking about?”

Brandi Lynn jumped in as well. “Yeah, you said you were getting Jim all sobered up. What’s he doing to that there knife?”

I hesitated. “Uhh, just know that it’s a really nasty enchantment that will really harm the enemy and destroy their morale. It’ll also make this knife worth a lot of money. The exact nature of the enchantment isn’t really that imp—”

“Ah bullshit, tell us!” Brandi Lynn shouted. She crossed her arms beneath her comically large breasts.

“It’s, uhhhh. It makes the victim sick,” I said. “Kinda like poison.”

“More!” Brynleigh Mae said, cupping her hands around her mouth. “Tell us more! Don’t be a pussy! Tell us!” Her mom nudged her and they both grinned.

I ran my fingers through my hair and took a deep breath. “Okay, so once we enchant this knife, if the blade cuts you you’ll get flaming diarrhea.”

Everything went dead silent. The only sound was Blerg’s lawnmower in the background. It made a loud clang as he hit a rock.

Destiny raised her hand. “So like, is the diarrhea on fire, or…”

“I think it’s your asshole that catches on fire,” I said. “I’m not entirely sure, to be honest. Jim is handling all the specifics of that. But, as gross as it is, someone will absolutely pay a ton of money for a knife that does this to their enemies. So, we can deal with some awkwardness for now, since this knife will pay for us to upgrade a lot of things.”

They all just stared at me.

“Your butthole catches on fire?” Mandi asked. “Does the diarrhea put it out? And then, like your butthole catches on fire again, in an endless cycle of fire and doodoo?”

I groaned. “I have no idea, to be honest.”

Chloe raised her hand. “Is there any way I can borrow that knife and use it on my ex husband?”

“Ya can’t leave our protection zone, you know that,” Brandi Lynn said. “But yeah, I can think of a few folks I’d use it on. Can we make more of them?”

“Well, yeah,” I said. “Maybe with different enchantments, too. We can keep them unique so they’ll sell for more. We’ll be known as the company that makes especially wicked knives, and people will pay a ton for them. Huh. Guess we should think of a brand name and a logo.”

Wynter turned to Mandi. “What if it was the diarrhea that was on fire? It would be like a stinky flamethrower. Oh, maybe when that happened, they would burn everyone around them! I mean, they’d be spraying their fellow soldiers with butt-fire. I can’t imagine that would end well for anyone.”

“Hell of a way to go,” Mandi said soberly. “Death by butt-fire. I can’t think of much worse than that.”

“What if their balls exploded instead?” Wynter said in much too chipper a voice considering what she was talking about. “Oh, like if their balls exploded, and when the blood lands on another dude, his balls explode too! I’ll bet that would really demoralize the enemy. People would probably pay a lot for that one, too. You could call the knife the Ball Explodifier 5000.”

“I’d pay to use that one on my ex husband, too,” Chloe said.

“Yeah, hard to argue against that,” Brandi Lynn said. She turned to me. “So, what all can Jim do?”

I shrugged. “I dunno. He said he can do basically anything I think of, and if he doesn’t know how to do it he can figure it out pretty easily. Apparently he used to be a talented wizard before he got lost in a bottle.”

“What if the knife made someone’s nose run really badly?” Wynter said. “But I mean, really badly. Like just flowing out of their nose like a faucet. Oh, and they sneeze, too! And when they sneeze on people, it spreads. And their noses run so much they get dehydrated and shrivel up and die in like ten minutes. It would be like an ocean of snot.”

“Oh, that’s a good one,” Mandi said, nodding in approval. “I think I’d have a hard time topping that.” She frowned and tapped her full lips for a moment. “Okay, I’ve got an idea. What if their eyeballs filled with pee, and—”

“Oh man, enough,” I said, cutting her off. “Again, the specifics of the enchantment aren’t really that important. Just that it’s something people will pay a lot for. I imagine once we start building more complicated weapons, we can enchant them as well.”

“Like what, guns?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Cannons?” Brynleigh Mae asked, then looked around at our pile of steel. “Okay, small cannons? Would he enchant the cannon or the cannonball?”

“I feel like enchanting the cannon would be more efficient,” Bobbi Jo said.

“We have weeks to go before we worry about that,” I said. “Well, considering how fast you ladies work, maybe just a few days. But either way, you have time. Which also reminds me, I wanted to say I’m proud of all of you. You really did a great job.”

“Forehead kisses!” Mandi shouted.

“Yeah, forehead kisses!” Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo said together.

I sighed, then went around and hugged and kissed each woman on the forehead. I didn’t mind at all, to be honest, and I would have gladly spent ten minutes with each one of them. I just didn’t want to lose too much time. But hey, maybe I needed to relax a bit.

“Your mention of cannons was actually a pretty good idea, Brynleigh Mae,” I said. “That might be a good direction to go next. I feel like it’ll be easier to cast a cannon than make a machine gun.”

“So what, a cannon on wheels?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

I grinned. “Yeah, but not the wheels you’re thinking of.” I turned and pointed at a late eighties Toyota Corolla that said “runs” on the window. “We’re gonna mount it on that and add some armor to the body.”

Brandi Lynn frowned at the car. “A cannon on a Corolla. I’m not sure if that’s a good idea or not, although I’m leaning toward not.”

“It’s definitely not a Camaro,” Bobbi Jo said, her voice filled with disapproval. “I wouldn’t drive it.”

I threw my hands in the air. “Oh come on, if I made it out of the Camaro, that would mean the Camaro would eventually get shot up.”

Bobbi Jo frowned. “Okay, I’ll concede that. But can you fix up the Corolla to make it less… lame? I mean come on, David. We have our pride.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I have a few ideas and I think I can ask Denzel for help. He’s the only one that can leave this protection zone, so I’m hoping he can get a few parts for me with the money we’ll be making.”

“Do you know how to weld?” Brandi Lynn asked.

I shook my head. “Nah, but I think I can learn pretty quickly. You?”

She scoffed. “Of course! I’ll teach you how to do it. I’m pretty sure Blerg has a welder somewhere, since he’s usually busy fixing things around here.”

“Good point,” I said. “That reminds me, I asked him to run some power up to this area, so we’ll have electricity soon. Maybe we can get some proper tools instead of sandpaper on a car tire. And as you can see behind me, Blerg is busy mowing that overgrown field. That’s going to be our test track.”

“Test track?” Brandi Lynn asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said. “I have big plans to fix this place up. You’re all gonna have to trust me on this.”

Mandi walked up to me and placed a hand on my arm. “Listen, David. The important thing is that everyone knows that all of these things we have were paid for with butt-fire.”

Everyone broke out into laughter. Chloe cackled. Brandi Lynn wheezed. Mandi just kept the serious look on her face.

“Maybe we can rename this place?” I held up my hands in front of me, like I was outlining a sign. “Instead of Green Estates, we can call it Butt-Fire Estates. Eh? Eh?”

“Ew,” Mandi said, removing her hand. “Now you’re just being gross.”

“Y’all make no sense,” I said. “But, moving on. I see you gals have started making more knives, which is perfect. I think if we can sell a handful of enchanted knives, we’ll make enough money to really invest in this place.”

“Oh, can we get NASCAR?” Destiny asked.

I grinned at her. “Even better. GASCAR.”
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We all went back to work after that. As disgusting as the proposed enchantment was, everyone agreed that it would fetch a high price, although we didn’t all see eye-to-eye on the notion of crimes against humanity.

I walked over to the passenger side of the Civic grinder while Brandi Lynn turned it off. Once the wheel stopped turning, I brushed it off, then asked my tablet for more sandpaper. This time, I asked for six hundred grit, which would put a nice edge on the knife. As soon as my tablet made that for me, I affixed it to the tire.

“Okay, Brandi!” I called out. “You can turn the grinder back on!”

She cursed a few times, then stepped out of the car. “It’s too damn big for me, David. We need to bring these pedals forward or something so I can push in the gods damn clutch.”

“Shit, I’m sorry,” I said, standing up. “I totally forgot about that.”

“Aw, it’s alright, honey,” Brandi Lynn said. “I’ll make you repay me later.” She punctuated that with a wink.

“Looking forward to it,” I said to her, winking back.

I stepped inside the Civic grinder and turned it on. Once the idle settled, I shifted into fourth gear and let out the clutch. The front wheels spun at a decent pace, but part of me started to wish for some form of control over the throttle. Eh, I’d worry about that later. Or, being realistic, I’d let Brandi Lynn fix that later.

I moved back around to the passenger tire, which was steadily spinning now. Covering that with fine-grade sandpaper meant now we had two grinding wheels. Keeping my hand steady took some effort since I had nothing to rest the knife on. I just tried my best.

Sparks flew as I slowly put an edge on the blade. The finer grade sandpaper quickly removed the steel and made it sharp enough to cut, if not to shave. I was pretty impressed with our Civic grinder and the work it did. Even the hardened steel was no match for it.

“Alright, that’s basically it,” I said, looking at the knife in my hands. I took it over to where Mandi and Wynter were still talking about possible enchantments. “Hey, can you two trace out the blade on some leather, so you can make a sheath for it?”

“Yeah, sure,” Wynter said.

“Good idea to do that before you enchant it,” Mandi said with a wink.

I was once again impressed with how quickly they worked. In only a few minutes, they had the pieces rough cut and assured me they could finish it without me.

“Now go find Jim and make this thing properly gross,” Mandi said as she handed me the knife.

I held it carefully as I walked across the forge and told the rest of the ladies I’d be right back. Blerg was still mowing the overgrown field as I passed him. Well, it was a pretty damn big field, so it made sense that it would take him a while. He’d probably need more gasoline from Jim, too. I made a mental note of that.

I pulled out my tablet as I walked, since the thing had been vibrating in my head for the past hour. Unsurprisingly, it told me I had finished two quests.

Congratulations, chief! You finished both your main quest and one of your side quests, netting you a total of twelve experience points! And, considering you only needed three to level up, you leveled up! In fact, you’re almost to level two already. Good job, son. I’m proud of you.

“Fuckin’ sweet,” I said. “So, what do I do?”

Well, you get one attribute point that you can point into any of your primary stats. Which one would you like to improve?

I checked my stats real quick. I was still bothered that my vitality was only a ten, but in the end I was a bit of a meathead so I put the point in strength instead. Being stronger was always nice. That brought it to a fourteen, which I assumed was pretty good.

Oddly enough, I felt a faint soreness in my muscles after that, almost like I had finished a good workout.

You also get three skill points. Think carefully about where you’re going to put them, as you can’t change them once you’ve committed.

I took my tablet’s advice and really pondered my basic skills. Set Charges seemed like an obvious answer, as I already had the stuff to make pipe bombs. As easy as those were, I figured making slightly more complex bombs would still be easy, especially with more skill points.

But then, Killing is my Business was also important, and arguably the most important skill of all. That one regulated my ability to design and manufacture weapons.

Shining Armor was probably good, but at that moment I firmly believed the best defense was a good offense, especially an offense that struck the enemy down with flaming diarrhea. So all three points went into Killing is my Business, bringing it to four.

“Do my hitpoints go up?” I asked.

Hey sure, why not? I mean, you haven’t really needed them yet, but let’s put you at an even ten. How does that sound?

“Uh, good. Thanks.” I tried not to think about how hitpoints would translate to reality. I couldn’t think of anything that didn’t sound incredibly painful.

I checked over my stats one more time:

David Bennett

Age: 29

Level: 1

Total experienced required for level 2: 15

Species: Human

Hitpoints: 10

Mana: Maybe if you ask really nicely.

Strength: 14

Vitality: 10

Mind: 14

Will: 12

“I’m okay with that,” I said, and put my tablet away.

I mean, it wasn’t like I had much of a choice, right? Either way, I set my mind to more important things, like butt-fire enchantments.

Much to my surprise, Jim was outside of his trailer when I approached. He stood behind his work table, muttering to himself and wiping sweat from his forehead with his furry forearm. He saw me coming and gave an offhanded wave.

“Hey, Jim,” I said, setting the knife on the table. “Good to see you hard at work.”

He turned to regard me and looked absolutely miserable. “This fucking sucks,” he said, straightening up. “I just want to get drunk and forget I’m alive, but some asshole had to go and give me purpose again.”

I shrugged. “You’re welcome.”

“Yeah, thanks,” he said, waving it away. “Blerg stopped by earlier and said he needed gasoline as well, so I’ve been making it all day.”

“Oh, good point,” I said. “We’re gonna need a lot of that. High-octane, if possible. I have some plans, and they all involve gasoline.”

“Keep it up and I’ll use it to set myself on fire,” he grumbled. “So, did you bring me something to enchant?”

“Yeah,” I said, sliding the knife to him. “I guess we can do that flaming diarrhea enchantment we spoke of earlier.”

He nodded soberly. “This thing will sell for a fortune. Can you imagine what that’ll do to the enemy’s morale? Imagine what’ll happen when soldiers see a guy shooting fire out of his ass.”

“That actually reminds me,” I began, wondering how to phrase things. “So, uhhh…. Is the diarrhea made of fire? Or does it like… set the victim’s butthole on fire, which is then put out by the diarrhea. But then the butthole catches on fire again?”

Jim rubbed his chin for a moment and frowned. “That’s a damn good question. I’m honestly not sure. You know, I looked it up after we talked about it, and tried to piece together the enchantment from my library. I don’t know exactly how it’ll work out, but I can promise it’ll be terrible.”

“I guess that’s all that matters,” I said. “How long does it take you to enchant the thing?”

“Oh, about ten minutes or so,” Jim said. “I can start on it right after I finish this batch of gasoline. So I’d say less than an hour.”

“Would you mind bringing it to my trailer?” I asked, pointing through the woods in the direction of my place.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s fine,” he said, turning back to his work. “I could probably use the exercise, anyway.”

“Alright, thanks, Jim,” I said.

“Yep,” he replied.

Jim was staying sober long enough to work, finally. He was contributing again, and I had given him purpose. And so, I had completed that quest. I briefly wondered what my next quests would be, but decided to check them later. I had other things to focus on.

When I came back to the forge, I saw Destiny and Chloe carrying a car hood between them. They set it on a pile of other hoods and dusted off their hands. Bobbi Jo looked up at me expectantly as I approached.

“I think we can all quit for the day,” I said as I walked up to the anvil. The slab of steel on top was heavy enough to not shift around on the engine block, but I still wanted to weld it in place. Perhaps that would be a good first welding project.

“But there’s still daylight left,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, we should keep working until the sun goes down,” Brynleigh Mae said as if it were obvious. She gave Bobbi Jo a look, like ‘is this guy serious?’

“Work to live, don’t live to work,” I said. “All of you. Go do something fun. Brynleigh Mae, go read some books. Destiny, go listen to some music. You all worked hard today. Relax for a while.”

They seemed a bit confused by the concept of not working twelve hours a day. Well, they did say several times that they were hard workers. Once they finally started, they didn’t seem to want to stop.

“I don’t want to work more than half the day,” I said. “We have other things to do that are more important than work. Chloe, you need to spend time with your kids. For that matter, we need to spend time with your kids. I’m sure the rest of you have some hobbies.”

“Weird,” Mandi said. “Now that I’m working again, that’s all I want to do.”

“Maybe I should let you and Wynter decide what the weapon enchantments are from now on,” I said. “If you want to work, you two can brainstorm that. I’m not sure I have the stomach for it.”

“Well, okay,” Bobbi Jo said, putting her hammer down. “My brain is in work mode right now. It’ll take a bit for me to relax.”

“You’ll get there,” I said. “Everyone go home. Brandi Lynn, could you meet me at my place in about half an hour to start teaching me to weld?”

“Sure,” she said, keeping a straight face.

“No fair!” Destiny said, putting her fists on her ample hips. “Why does she get to work and not us?”

“Yeah, we still wanna work,” Wynter said.

“No, and that’s that,” I said firmly. “I know you’re all glad to be productive again, but our day is done. Go home and relax. Soak in a hot bath or something.”

“Oh, that does sound nice,” Wynter said.

We all split up after that. I went with Chloe over to her place to see the kids. Darrell and Cletus were playing outside, so I spent five minutes throwing around a Nerf football with them. I promised them I’d do more soon, and hurried back to my place.
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The first thing I did when I got to my place was finish washing my dishes. I didn’t want to bring anyone back to a dirty trailer. Brandi Lynn probably wouldn’t care, but still, I had standards.

After that, I wiped down the counter real quick, then stripped off my clothes and threw them in the washer. I took a quick shower, barely waiting for the water to heat up, and made sure to shave. My face would be all over her. Irritating her skin with my stubble wouldn’t be the best way to start off, although part of me thought she’d probably like it.

“Man, I kinda wish I had a waterbed,” I said out loud as I grabbed a pair of shorts. Somehow, the notion of a waterbed fit perfectly with Brandi Lynn, the fake-boobed, bleach-blonde trailer queen.

And then, I sat around for a few minutes. I’ll admit to a bit of nervousness. Brandi Lynn wasn’t the hottest woman in the trailer park, but she was still pretty damn sexy and had curves to die for. And she was older, so I hoped she’d be more experienced and a bit on the wild side.

Was she a redneck goblin woman that could probably beat everyone else in a fistfight? Yeah. And honestly, that was probably part of the fun.

I began to pace, but fortunately a knock came at my door only seconds later. I hurried there and peeked through the small window in my door. In the evening light, I saw Brandi Lynn standing there, in a pair of coveralls. Perfect.

“Well, hello!” I said after opening the door. “Ready to teach me how to weld?”

She gave me a sultry smile. “I’m definitely ready to teach you a few things. May I come in?”

“Please do,” I said, offering her my hand.

She slipped her small hand in mine and walked into my trailer. After looking around, she nodded approvingly. “Nice place you’ve got here. I like Airstreams.”

“Yeah, I guess I lucked out a bit,” I said, although I definitely didn’t feel that. Well, it could always be worse.

“So, I found something in the back of my fridge,” Brandi Lynn said, digging into the pockets of her baggy coveralls. She withdrew a glass bottle and handed it to me.

“Coors Light,” I said, setting it on the counter. “Wasn’t expecting that.”

She handed me a second bottle, and a third. “Denzel brings us treats every once in a while. Those were sitting behind some tupperware filled with leftover Hamburger Helper, so I kinda forgot about them.”

“What a treat,” I said. Coors Light, a treat? Well, I’d seen stranger things.

“Will you open one for me, sweetheart?”

“Of course,” I said, twisting off a cap.

I handed her a beer, then opened one for myself as well. We tapped bottles and said cheers, then drank. They were clearly a few months past their prime, but hey, beer was beer. To be honest, I was too excited about what was going to happen to even taste the things.

“Gods, I love these,” Brandi Lynn said, taking a deep pull from the bottle. She reached up and grabbed onto the zipper of her coveralls, then eyed me with a raised eyebrow. “Do you think you’re ready for me?”

“Hell yes,” I said.

“Give me your beer, sugar,” she said.

“Uh, okay,” I said as I handed her my bottle.

She set her bottle on a nearby table, then pulled a small vial out from her pocket. After biting the cork and spitting it onto the floor, she poured the contents of the vial into my beer.

“Here you go,” she said, passing my beer back to me.

“What did you put in it?” I asked. I smelled the bottle. Still smelled like Coors Light, which wasn’t saying much.

“You’ve got a lot of work ahead of you tonight,” she said, grabbing her zipper once again. She slowly pulled it down, revealing her ridiculous cleavage. “I know I’m asking a lot for anyone other than a goblin man, so I went to Rayla. You drink that and you’ll be good tonight.”

I peered into the bottle. “So, this beer will make me, uh, hard all night?”

Brandi Lynn winked at me and continued lowering her zipper, all the way to her crotch. She slowly reached up and pushed her coveralls off one shoulder, then the other.

A surprisingly elaborate lace bra held her massive breasts in place. The black fabric contrasted with her green skin in a way I found incredibly alluring. She slowly moved side to side, pushing the coveralls over her wide hips. It looked like her panties matched.

“I know how you like to grab and squeeze while kissing,” Brandi Lynn said, slowly turning around. “You’re an ass man, aren’t you?” She bent forward and pushed the coveralls down over her incredibly round bottom. In the back, her panties were little more than a thin strip of black cloth.

I almost choked on my beer at the sight of her ass. Dear god, it was a thing of beauty. I quickly took a sip of my beer, although my eyes never left her body.

Brandi Lynn watched me over her shoulder and smiled. “I thought so. Well, you’ll get a taste of it tonight. In fact, that can be your appetizer before moving onto the main course.”

I cleared my throat. “Uh, I figured we’d start with oral and finish with your ass. Seems like the safest order.”

She reached back and slapped herself on the ass. “Oh don’t worry, every inch of me is as clean as can be. We can go in any order you want.”

“Just not like that,” I said. “You never go ass to mouth.”

She scoffed. “You sound like my mother. But fine, vanilla’s a tasty flavor as well. We can do it your way.” She looked down at the gym shorts I was wearing, which made my raging boner incredibly obvious. “I see you’re ready. That makes me happy.”

I took another sip of my beer. “Honestly, I’m pretty damn excited.”

She smiled and let out a sound that sounded suspiciously like a giggle. “Me too.” After drinking more of her beer, she bent down and pulled her coveralls off her feet. She dug her hand through the pockets and pulled out a cassette. “Mine if I put some music on?”

“Sure, go ahead,” I said, looking around. “Uhh, not sure if I have a stereo in here.”

Brandi Lynn took a few steps into the living room. My eyes stayed glued on her ass and how it undulated with every step.

“Yeah, I don’t see one either,” she said.

I looked around and finally walked into the bedroom. There, on my nightstand, was an old Sony boombox, complete with a tape deck in the front.

“Found it!” I called out.

Brandi Lynn hurried down the narrow hallway and entered my bedroom. She looked around briefly, then walked to me and smiled.

“Oh, perfect. Right next to the bed. Why don’t you be a doll and get our drinks?”

“Sure thing,” I said.

There wasn’t a ton of room between the wall and the side of the bed, so I had to squeeze by Brandi Lynn. She made sure to put herself right in my way so that we ground against each other as I passed.

“Oh, put that thing away before you poke my eye out,” she quipped, then lowered her voice. “I’ve got a few places you can put it.”

I just winked at her and hurried into the kitchen. Was it even called a kitchen, since it was all one room? The entrance, or foyer, the kitchen, the living room. I suppose since there was a table with a bench on either side, that could be the dining room as well.

Well, I grabbed all three beer bottles and brought them back into the bedroom. When I got there, Brandi Lynn was crawling onto the bed, and making one hell of a show of it.

Only her right knee was on the bed, which of course made her ass stick out even further. She saw me and wiggled her hips slightly.

“Terribly sorry, this bed is a bit high for me. Care to help me with a push? Oh, your hands are so full, though.”

I looked down at her ass and put myself right behind it, lining my crotch right up with those round cheeks. I gave her a push with my hips and she climbed onto the bed, laughing the whole time. After that, I handed her her beer and set the spare one on the nightstand.

“Push play,” she said.

I pushed the button, and after a few minutes the music started. I recognized the sound immediately, if not the exact song.

“Who is this?” I asked.

“Lynyrd Skynyrd,” she replied. “Oh, this is my favorite tape. I’m so glad to listen to it with you.”

“Huh. Thought I recognized that sound.” I took another sip of my beer, which was almost empty by that point. Man, I had really sucked that thing down while staring at her ass. And who could blame me?

Brandi Lynn crawled over to my pillows and stacked two of them, then turned around and sat against them. Her bra struggled to contain what I assumed were at least triple Ds. Honestly, it was kind of hard to tell considering she was four feet tall.

“I know you like the back. What do you think of the front?” she asked, slowly running a hand down the side of her breast and to her hip.

“Gorgeous,” I said, downing the last of my beer. I looked at the bottle, slightly surprised at how quickly I had finished it.

Brandi Lynn laughed. “I do like a man that can drink. Hold on.” She licked the tip of her bottle for a moment while eyeing me seductively, then placed her lips on it and inverted the bottle. A few gulps later she set the empty bottle on the nightstand.

“Open the second one for me, love. It’s time to let my hair down tonight.”

For the record, her bleach blonde hair was done up in a somewhat elaborate bun. As I grabbed the bottle and twisted off the cap, she reached up and pulled at the bun, shaking her head. Her long hair fell around her shoulders, framing her pretty face. She blinked slowly a few times, and I finally noticed she was wearing subtle makeup.

“Oh hey, your makeup looks great,” I said.

“Thanks,” she told me. “My daughter did that. I’ll admit I never really got the hang of it. She gave me a few lessons and I learned that if I just keep things simple I can usually make it out alive.”

I watched as she chugged half the beer. Her spare hand ran down her chest, gently pulling on her bra just enough to let a bit of nipple peek out.

“Tuesday’s Gone” began to play. At least I recognized that one. I climbed onto the bed, unsure of how she wanted to start but excited nonetheless.

“So, uhh. How should we start things?” I asked.

“Well, you can start by taking those shorts off,” she said, taking another swig of the beer. “Mmm, that is delicious. Yes, you and the beer.”

I stood up on the bed and pulled my shorts down, then kicked them off. Talking about things like her makeup had been enough for my raging erection to calm a bit, so I was only half-hard at that moment. All of a sudden, I got the worst idea and decided to just run with it.

I moved my hips around, swinging my dick in a circle. Yep, I was giving her the ol’ helicopter dick. And you know what? She loved it.

“Oh David, you are just delightful!” she said, laughing. She finished the last of her beer and reached for me. “Now get down here and let me enjoy you.”
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We started the evening off with a kiss. It was a simple kiss at first, just our lips, then a little bit of tongue. Then, Brandi Lynn’s tongue was firmly in my mouth and mine in hers and we were rolling around on the bed. Her hands moved up and down my back, and you can guess where mine went.

If you guessed to her ass, you guessed correctly.

I grabbed and squeezed that thing and loved every second of it. My right hand slid up her slender back until it came to the rear of her bra, and I fiddled with the clasp. It took me two tries, but I managed to unfasten it. I freed those glorious melons and moved down to play with them.

“Just be gentle with them,” Brandi Lynn said softly. “So we’re clear, don’t be gentle with the rest of me. But these things like to pop. Rayla says she just hasn’t mastered the spell for them yet, but she’s getting there.”

“Noted,” I said, and gently licked one of her nipples.

I let my fingers brush over it and gently pinched it until it grew firm, then swirled my tongue around it. She moaned softly as I nibbled on her nipple, then moved over to her other massive breast and did the same thing.

“Oh, I can tell I’m gonna love that mouth of yours,” Brandi Lynn said, gently pushing my head down.

I kissed my way down her soft stomach, to her belly button, and finally got to her panties. There wasn’t much material there, but I reached up and grabbed the sides of her underwear and pulled them off.

She spread her thick thighs for me, looking even more eager than I was.

“Remember what I said, you don’t need to be gentle with the rest of me,” she said.

I ran my tongue up and down her labia a few times, getting her slowly warmed up. It didn’t take much; she was soaking wet and warm to the touch after a matter of seconds. I pushed a finger inside her and ran my tongue up to her clitoris, then settled in and got comfortable.

Rubbing my tongue side-to-side on her love button while making “come here” motions with my finger resulted in her orgasming rather quickly. She shook in my hands, her massive breasts rising and falling with each breath.

“Oh fuck, David,” Brandi Lynn said. “I didn’t realize you knew all that! Oh, don’t stop, for the love of all that’s holy, don’t stop.”

So, I didn’t. I kept licking her clit while fingering her, sometimes altering the direction my tongue went. When I felt her body tense up the final time, I pulled my hand out and gently slapped her clit about a dozen times in a row. Gently, but hard enough to really stimulate her most sensitive place.

“Oh, fuck!” Brandi Lynn shouted as her body trembled. “Gods! Fuck, David!”

I pushed a finger back inside her and felt her pelvic floor muscles contracting. God, what an incredible feeling.

“Hold on,” Brandi Lynn said, rolling around in my grasp. “I need a break. Oh, David, that was incredible.”

She rolled onto her side, then flopped onto her stomach with both her arms out to the side, breathing hard. With her big, round ass there in front of me, I couldn’t help but play with it.

I reached beneath her hips and pulled, lifting her ass further into the air. She responded by spreading her legs further apart, then raised her ass again as I buried my face in her. My tongue ran up her pussy, stopping for a moment to push inside her. In that moment, I would have given almost anything for a longer tongue.

My hands squeezed good and hard on that magical ass of hers, and my tongue finally made it there. I licked all around her little green asshole—yep, it was green, and in that moment I didn’t care at all—until she was moaning my name.

“Fuck, David!” Brandi Lynn said. She reached back and grabbed me by the hair, then arched her back more, pressing my face firmly into her ass. “You keep eating my ass like that and I’m gonna make you fuck it first.”

I raised my head up a bit. “Well hey, I’ve gone down on you, so I think it’s your turn now.”

She rolled over, looking hungrily at my body. With a smile, she practically pounced on me, kissing me deeply and aggressively. We rolled around until I was beneath her and she was straddling me. Her wet pussy rubbed right on my cock and I wanted so badly to just push myself inside her.

“I’m looking forward to that,” she said, sliding her pussy back and forth right on my shaft. “But first, you owe me a mouthful.”

I stayed on my back while she kissed her way down my chest and stomach. As small as she was, I was able to reach down and caress her body as she took my cock in her tiny hand. She gave me a beautiful smile, then opened her mouth and devoured me.

She sucked the first half of me into her mouth until she gagged, then backed off a bit. After a deep breath, she went right to sucking. And let me tell you, Brandi Lynn was talented like no other.

With her small size she couldn’t fit the whole thing in her mouth, not even close, but that didn’t matter. She sucked hard, somehow swirling her tongue around the head the entire time. Her head bobbed up and down and her slender hand gripped the base of my cock firmly.

I continued rubbing my hand along her hip and finally wanted more, so I reached down and grabbed her. Pulling her to me, I had her straddle my face. At least, we tried. She was four feet tall, after all. Instead, she basically straddled my chest and gave me an incredible view of her pussy and ass while she blew me.

So, I did what any self-respecting gentleman would do: I pushed a finger inside that soaking wet pussy of hers and began gently working it in and out, curving it some to hit different spots.

“Oh, fuck, David,” she said, taking a moment to stroke me with her hand while resting her jaw. She worked her mouth a few times, then went back to sucking the life out of me via my penis.

My other hand grabbed on her ass and squeezed it, then spanked it a few times. She responded by moaning and wiggling her ass at me. It was probably one of the best moments of my life. I wish I had been able to go down on her in that position, but we made do.

We reached the end of that side of the tape but made no move to flip it over. We were both too involved in what we were doing, and she seemed to enjoy sucking on me as much as I enjoyed her handiwork.

I was getting more into it by the second, so I tried gently thrusting my hips upward. She grabbed onto my thighs, seeming to enjoy that as well, so I kept going. Holy shit, her mouth felt amazing. With her free hand she began gently caressing the base of my cock as well as my balls.

I finally couldn’t take it anymore. The orgasm built up deep inside me, something primal and raw, something powerful. My entire body trembled, my legs shook. Suddenly, I was grabbing her ass with both hands as hard as I could while shooting an absolutely massive load into her eager mouth. She stroked me with one hand while sucking on the tip, milking every last drop out of me.

“Oh my god,” I said, breathing hard. “Holy shit, Brandi Lynn.”

“You taste incredible,” she said, straightening up. She dismounted my chest and smiled at me, then laid next to me for a moment, resting her head on my shoulder. “Oh, I could start every day off like that. You’re an absolute delicious delight, David.”

“Thanks,” I said, still breathing hard. Jesus, I came so hard I thought I pulled a muscle in my leg. I held Brandi Lynn tightly, letting my heart rate slowly drop.

“I’ll take all your heavy breathing as a compliment,” she said with a grin. She kissed my chest, then let her hand gently trail down my stomach. “You should be ready to go again in about five minutes, by the way. Probably less.”

I felt a wave of tiredness after that, which was normal for guys. Evolution had given us that; it encouraged pair bonding. But I didn’t feel the urge to cuddle and take a nap like usual. Not even remotely. I was pleasantly tired, but mentally I was still ready to go. Of course I went soft after cumming so hard, but I could feel my body already responding to the feeling of Brandi Lynn’s curves pressed against me.

“Oh, wow,” I said, looking down.

Brandi Lynn gently traced her fingers down to my cock, which began to slowly grow beneath her touch. I had never in my life gone twice in a row so soon, but it looked like I was going to do it today.

“I’ll give you a minute to catch your breath,” Brandi Lynn said. “But then, you’re mine. And if I don’t have at least one bruise on me when we’re done, I’ll be mighty upset.”

I laughed and hugged her close to me. “I’ll do my best.”

“Shame we don’t have another beer,” she said. “Gods, I’d love to get drunk and fuck you all night long.”

I shrugged. “I’m going to try to have Jim help me make something decent.”

“Just don’t let him drink it all,” Brandi Lynn warned.

“I think he’ll be fine as long as we keep him busy,” I said. “He seems to do well when given a sense of purpose.”

“My pussy does well when given a sense of your dick,” she replied with a wry twist to her mouth.

I looked down and saw that I was almost fully hard again. “Well, looks like we’ll be able to do that in a minute. Impressive. Give my thanks to Rayla.”

“Thank her yourself,” Brandi Lynn said. “I’m sure she’d like you just like the rest of us do.”

“Uh, how old is she?”

Brandi Lynn shrugged. “I think around two hundred. She’s pretty old. Still looks good, though. Alright, gimme this thing.”

Before I could say anything else she moved down and began sucking me again, which of course put her ass right in my face. I put my hands behind my head and smiled. What a great way to finish the day.
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The speed at which I was ready to go again simply amazed me. I made plans to talk to Rayla later and thank her. If nothing else, I should introduce myself to her out of basic kindness. Plus, you know, maybe get one of those magic tattoos for myself.

Brandi Lynn kept sucking on me, making little happy noises the entire time and wiggling her butt. Honestly, she could have sucked a second load out of me and I wouldn’t have minded at all. But we were there for other things.

“Alright, so how do you want to do this?” I said, sitting up.

Brandi Lynn straightened and stretched her neck, then her arms over her head. “Oh, I’ll do it any way you want, lover boy. Where are we going, north or south?” She winked at me.

“Uhh, north. I think. I’m not really sure what the geographical location of your pussy is, but that’s what I’m after.”

Brandi Lynn rolled over and crawled toward the pillows, watching me over her shoulder. “Let’s see what you’re made of. I hope you’re ready to give it to me, good and hard.”

I reached out and slapped her on the ass. Her initial yelp turned into a soft moan, and she shook her ass at me again. That resulted in her getting several more spankings, which she loved. I had never been huge on spanking, but with an ass like hers, I could absolutely get into it.

“Mmm, you’re getting me all excited for how we’re gonna finish,” Brandi Lynn said, but she turned around to face me. She spread her deliciously thick thighs and reached down, gently rubbing her clitoris. Her gaze was pure lust and hunger as she watched me.

I had never seen anything that looked as inviting as Brandi Lynn with her legs spread wide. There were so many things I wanted to do, but I couldn’t hold off any longer. I quickly moved between her legs and pushed myself inside her, then went right to thrusting.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Brandi Lynn said, closing her eyes and tossing her head back. “Fuck me good and hard, David! Show me how much you want this pussy!”

As if I needed any encouragement. I slipped one hand behind her neck and held her face close to mine. We kissed like we were trying to choke each other while I slammed my hips forward as hard as I could. She tried moaning but we just kissed each other even harder.

“Fuck me harder!” Brandi Lynn shouted, momentarily breaking our kiss. “Make it fucking hurt, David!”

I slid my other hand down to her breast and almost squeezed it good and hard before I realized I might pop it. Instead, my hand went down to her hip and I held on tightly.

Sweat ran down my back as I thrust into her soaking wet pussy. No matter how hard I pounded her, she begged for more. I started getting a cramp in my hip though, so I moved my hands down to her ass, grabbing it hard while practically smothering her, and rolled us onto our sides.

“Gods, yes!” Brandi Lynn shouted.

She moved with me as I rammed myself into her. She was a flexible woman, which came in quite handy. I held onto her ass and squeezed it as hard as I could, working her pussy up and down the length of my cock. She went crazy and alternated between shouting my name and kissing me.

“Here, from behind,” she said, wiggling out of my grip.

She practically scrambled onto all fours, bending over right in front of me. I ran my hands over her incredibly round ass and gave it one more slap.

“I wanted you to see what you’re fucking next,” Brandi Lynn said.

I slipped myself inside her again, then wrapped my hands around her small waist and went right back at it. I gripped her tightly, pulling her hard against my hip. Each time our bodies crashed together it sent waves through that thick ass of hers. Watching it was almost hypnotic.

But of course, fucking that hard meant I wasn’t going to last very long. I don’t think either one of us cared, to be honest.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” I said, still slamming myself into her.

“Fucking fill my pussy!” Brandi Lynn shouted, backing against me. She pushed back and stayed there, squeezing her pelvic floor muscles.

“Fuck!” I shouted as I came.

My entire body tensed up as I squirted my seed deep inside her. She pushed back hard, shaking her ass against me, squeezing every drop out of me. It was so intense I thought I was going to pass out.

After that, I pulled out of her pussy and fell onto my side, breathing hard. Brandi Lynn immediately turned and took my cock into her mouth, sucking both of our cum off it.

“Gods, you taste incredible,” she said, giving me one last slurp.

She crawled up on top of me, laying one of her thick thighs across mine, and rested her head on my shoulder again. We both breathed heavily after that one.

“That was amazing,” I said between breaths.

“You ain’t done yet, sugar,” she said, reaching back and grabbing her ass. “Yeah, I think I’m gonna have some nice marks after that. I’ll wear ‘em with pride.”

“Happy to serve,” I said, squeezing her against me.

“If we’re only gonna do it once, I’m damn sure gonna make it count,” she said, then stretched up and kissed my jaw a few times.

“I mean, technically isn’t this three times?” I asked.

“Watch it, or I’ll make it four,” she warned.

“Oh no, not that, I said, waving my hands. “Anything but more sex. No, I can’t take it.”

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll be the one taking it,” she said. “And since you’re being mister sassy pants, we’re definitely going to finish this the right way.”

“Misty sassy pants?” I asked. “I’m not even wearing pants. Dare I ask what finishing the right way is?”

She slowly sat up and stretched her arms over her head again, which did incredible things to those massive, round tits of hers. Her hands gently stroked down my stomach while she smiled.

“Yeah. The right way means you’re gonna fuck my ass until I can’t walk. Hell, until I can’t move, and I don’t care how long it takes. When I’m lying face down because I’m so exhausted and you’re pumping a round into me, you can officially consider yourself done.”

I blinked at that. “Well, I certainly won’t complain about that.”

“Good,” Brandi Lynn said firmly. “Are you ready to go yet? ‘Cause I’m getting kinda antsy, and I want you in my ass. I think I’ve waited long enough.”

I gestured down to my dick. “If you wouldn’t mind jump starting me.”

Her smile was practically from ear-to-ear. “Gladly.”

She turned around and shook her ass at me, still smiling over her shoulder. Upon seeing the look on my face, she threw a leg over me and straddled my chest, so that big ass of hers filled my vision, then bent over and started sucking on me.

I grabbed and squeezed on her ass while she worked her magic. Brandi Lynn had quite the talent mouth, so it didn’t take long at all for me to get ready to go again.

“How should we start?” Brandi Lynn asked, crawling off of me. She kept one hand on my cock, stroking it, while licking her lips hungrily. “Gods, I can’t wait to have this thing inside me.”

“Uh, I dunno,” I said. “Whatever position is best for you. It’s your ass so it’s kinda your choice.”

She crawled over to the side of the bed, once again wiggling her ass at me. “Let’s start simple. Wanna bend me over the bed?”

“Hell yes, I do,” I said.

“Well, if this’ll even work,” Brandi Lynn laughed. “I might be a bit short.”

She was, indeed, a bit too short to simply bend over the bed. Well, there was a simple solution for that; I reached down and grabbed one of her legs and directed her to place that knee on the bed. That not only lifted her up a few inches, but made for quite an incredible view.

“Oh, hold on,” she said, lowering her leg. She reached over and flipped the tape over, then pressed play. “If you cum in my ass to my favorite song, I think I’ll be able to die happy.”

After that, she went back to the bed and brought one knee up onto the edge. God, that made her ass look incredible. She was still a bit short for me, so I bent down to line our bodies up. I spat on my fingers and wiped them on the head of my cock.

“Oh, just use my pussy for that,” she said, looking at me over her shoulder. She arched her back a bit and shook her hips again. “I get plenty wet enough, although you’re more than welcome to add to it.”

With that in mind, I got on my knees right behind her and ate her ass like christmas dinner. Being almost smothered to death by her ass cheeks was a feeling I’d never forget. After that, I pushed my cock in her pussy and got it nice and wet. Brandi Lynn spat on her fingers, then reached around and slapped it right on her asshole.

“Come on, honey,” she said. “I’m ready for you.”

She may have been a bit of a wild one, but I knew to take things easy when knocking at the back door. I pushed the head of my cock against her asshole and gently pressed forward. Brandi Lynn took a deep breath, then let it out and backed up against me. She gasped as the first half of my cock slid into her ass.

I reached down and grabbed onto those big cheeks of hers and spread them apart while making gentle love to her ass. With each thrust I tried to go a bit deeper. I was taking it easy, but she suddenly pushed back against me, taking my full length.

“Oh, fuck!” she shouted, holding herself there. A tremble ran through her entire body and she gripped the sheets hard.

“Are you alright?” I asked, backing out slightly.

“Don’t you dare pull that cock out!” she said, pushing back against me. “It’s just a lot of sensation, but don’t worry, it’s all good.”

She took a few deep breaths with her eyes closed, then slowly nodded. I still held tightly to her ass as I carefully began to move. I kept myself buried inside her and started with shallow strokes, maybe an inch at a time.

Brandi Lynn reached back and grabbed onto her voluptuous ass cheeks and spread them for me.

“I need to feel you as deep in my guts as you can get,” she said.

My hands moved up to her lower back and I pinned her in place as I thrust inside her. I still moved slowly, but I made sure to push myself fully in her each time. Brandi Lynn moaned loudly with each thrust.

“Gods, I feel like you’re splitting me apart!” Brandi Lynn shouted.

“Are you sure you’re alright?” I asked.

“Fuck yes, I am!” she replied, spreading her ass as far as she could. “Break me in half, David! I can take it!”

I moved my hands down to her waist and began thrusting again. I still went at a slow pace, but this time I gave her full-length strokes. She pulled at the sheets and practically yelled my name with every thrust. After a few minutes, she started backing into me.

Brandi Lynn could, indeed, take it. I held tightly to her waist and pounded her ass harder and harder. The song changed and a familiar tune came on. I kept up my pace.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Brandi Lynn shouted. She slapped her hand on the bed in time with the beat of the song.

Her asshole had a deathgrip on my cock, and every thrust pushed me closer to the finish. I slowed down for a moment so I could last a bit longer.

“No, wait,” Brandi Lynn said, moving forward. She pulled herself off my cock and shivered for a moment. “I want to ride you. It’s gotta be perfect.”

I hopped onto the bed and stacked a few pillows, then flopped on my back. She was already there, waiting. Brandi Lynn placed her feet on either side of my hips and squatted down. She reached between her legs and grabbed onto my cock, lining it up with her ass, then sank down.

“Oh, fuck,” she said, pausing for a moment. “By the gods, that is deep. Hold on.” She stayed like that, on her feet and squatted down on me with her hands on my stomach for support. Her eyes were squeezed shut as she started moving, slowly riding me.

I reached down and ran my hands beneath her, grabbing onto that magnificent ass of hers. She moved a bit more each time, and finally started riding the full length of my cock again. Dear lord, I was deep inside her. I only had a matter of seconds until I blew.

“Yes, David!” Brandi Lynn shouted. She knew I was close and I felt her clench her ass muscles around the base of my cock, then stroke it all the way to the tip. Dear god, how did she do that?

A tingle started deep within me and quickly grew into a massive orgasm. The song began to build up to its familiar chorus. My fingers dug into her cheeks and I shouted her name as I came inside her ass.

“Fuck yes, David!” Brandi Lynn shouted. “Wooooo, FREEEEBIIIIIRRRD!”

She rode her ass hard and fast on me, milking the last drops of cum from me and nearly breaking my hip in the process.

My entire body practically went limp after that. I laid on my back in a puddle of sweat, breathing hard while Brandi Lynn continued working her hips in small circles, ensuring I was completely done.

“Holy shit,” I said, barely able to talk. “I didn’t think it was possible to cum that hard.”

“You’re welcome,” Brandi Lynn said, still moving on top of me to the rhythm of the song. She began shaking her massive tits as the guitar solo began. “Gods, thank you for making my dream come true.”

“Pleasure was all mine,” I said, wiping sweat from my forehead. Jesus, I felt like I had run a mile.

Brandi Lynn stood up, pulling herself off my cock. “Woo, that was something!” she said. She briefly played air guitar along with the solo in Freebird, which of course went on for what seemed like forever.

“Well, you can still walk, so it seems my work isn’t done yet,” I said.

I probably should have been smart and gotten a drink of water first or something, but I was mesmerized by the curvy woman straddling me and dancing. She shook her massive breasts at me, then turned around and shook her hips from side-to-side.

“Oh, you’re just getting warmed up, sugar,” she said, slapping a hand on her round ass.

With a delightful laugh, Brandi Lynn got back on her hands and knees, then grabbed one of the pillows. She placed it against her lower stomach, then leaned forward until she was lying on the bed. That pillow propped her ass in the air in such a way that practically invited a good fucking.

“Remember what I said,” she added with a wink.

I pushed myself up, then reached over and grabbed onto her ass. It was so round, I couldn’t stop touching it. And after only a minute or so of grabbing her, my cock began to rise again. I swear, I owed Rayla for life.

Brandi Lynn spread her legs for me and smiled at me over the shoulder. “I’m all warmed up now so you can take me for a proper ride. Although I have a feeling I’m gonna outlast you.”

“Is that a challenge?” I asked.

Brandi Lynn reached back with both hands and grabbed onto her ass. “Damn right it is,” she said, giving her left ass cheek a firm slap. “Now get in here, your job ain’t done yet, young man.”
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To say I slept well that night was an understatement. Brandi Lynn straight-up wore me the fuck out. She made me go twice more, until we both collapsed and could barely move. Rayla’s magical potion made me capable of going multiple times, but I could feel the impact on my body and energy levels.

We held each other and kissed for a while, then she finally got up and grabbed her clothes. I watched her, still amazed with her incredible curves, as she pulled on her bra and panties. By the time she zipped up her coveralls, I had already fallen asleep.

The next morning I woke up on top of my blanket. I had been so tired I hadn’t even bothered to get beneath the sheets. I was also ravenous, and thirsty as hell.

I got up and went to the shower first, to wash all the sex off me. I was glad Brandi Lynn and I had done all that; now she was out of the way, so things wouldn’t be weird with her daughter or anyone else. But still, the sight of Brandi Lynn’s big fake tits bouncing as she rode me would forever be burned in my mind.

Once I was done showering, I brushed my teeth and went to the fridge. My selections weren’t that great, so I made a mental note to use some of our money to get better food. Was that even possible? Blerg had once told me Denzel could get basically anything. I felt like sending him on grocery runs was kinda rude, but damn, I really wanted some orange juice.

“I wonder if we can just grow orange trees?” I said aloud as I brushed my teeth.

Once everything was done, I tidied up my kitchen area, pulled on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, then left my trailer. The state of my front yard bothered me, but I’d have to do that later. Denzel would be stopping by today, so I wanted to be ready for him.

I walked along the overgrown trail and made my way to Jim’s house. His work table was still filled with bottles and decanters. The knife sat there on the table, the blade firmly in the sheath. I had no way to tell if it was done or not. Jim would have to let me know.

I went up to his front door and knocked a few times, then took a step back.

Something fell inside Jim’s trailer, and I heard him shout a few curses after that. His footsteps were loud inside the rickety trailer, but he opened the door a moment later.

“Yeah?” he said, clearly irritated. “Oh, it’s you. Hey, David. Your knife is done, flaming diarrhea and all. What else you got for me?”

“I should have some more blades for you this afternoon,” I said. “For now, probably just more gasoline. Hey, totally unrelated, but are there any orange trees around here?”

He shrugged. “I dunno. I think. Uhh, ask Blerg. I think there might be some out near William the troll. Good luck getting any oranges, though, with how grouchy he is.”

“I’ll be careful,” I said. “Thanks. So, the knife is ready? Is there any command or anything, or does it infect after a cut?”

“Yeah, no on switch or anything like that. Once you cut someone, the fun begins.”

“Awesome. Well, thanks again, Jim. I appreciate your help.”

“Yep,” he said with a wave.

I walked over to the work table and carefully grabbed the knife. Even with the blade fully covered by a thick leather sheath, the last thing I wanted was to get cut by that thing.

I held it carefully in my hand and walked down the path, making sure to trample every plant I could. Blerg could probably clean up this path, but for now I just wanted to make what improvements I could.

For a moment I considered going to Blerg’s place, but I remembered Denzel was supposed to meet me at my trailer that morning. With that in mind, I turned and went straight for my trailer.

I found Denzel waiting there on my front steps. He wore all black today and his dark hair was in braids. He nodded when he saw me coming.

“David, my man,” he said, standing up. “What’s going on?”

I handed him the knife. “Got something for you to sell.”

“One knife, that’s it?” Denzel scoffed. “Man, you trippin’. You ain’t making shit if all you guys can do is one knife a day.”

“Yeah, but this one is magically enchanted,” I said.

Denzel pulled the knife from its sheath and inspected the blade, nodding with approval. “Looks good,” he said as he tested the edge against his thumb. “What’s the enchantment do?”

“Gives the victim flaming diarrhea,” I said.

Denzel immediately dropped the knife and gave me a flat look. By chance, the knife landed on an ant, who immediately burst into flames.

“The fuck did you just say?”

I laughed. “Yeah, flaming diarrhea. Gross, I know, but it’ll sell for a ton of money.”

He kept on with the flat look. “Flaming diarrhea. This knife gives people flaming diarrhea. Just making sure I’m hearing you right.”

I shrugged, then bent down to pick up the knife. “Yeah. I mean, sure it’s gross, but imagine what it’ll do to the enemy’s morale.”

Denzel frowned at the knife in my hands. “So like…. Does, uh…. Is their asshole on fire and then they get diarrhea that puts it out, or is the doodoo on fire?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know and neither does Jim. I think if you just tell the buyer it gives the victim flaming diarrhea that’ll be enough. Put emphasis on what it’ll do to morale.”

Denzel nodded slowly and took the knife from me, holding it like it was a poisonous viper. “Man, this is some weird-ass shit, I tell you.”

“Oh hey, can you get me a few things with the money from that?” I asked.

He gave me a cautious look. “Uh, yeah. I can try, at least. What do you need?”

“Hold on,” I said. I ran inside and grabbed a slip of paper I had scribbled a few things on, then brought it out and handed it to him.

Denzel looked over the list and nodded. “Yeah, I think I can do this. Might take me a bit to carry it in. Shit, you’re gonna owe me, man.”

“I’ll be in your debt,” I said, offering him my hand.

“Damn right,” he said, taking it.

Denzel started walking away and I suddenly thought of something.

“Hey, Denzel?” I asked.

He turned. “Yeah?”

“How old are you?”

He grinned. “How old do you think I am?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know how elves age. You don’t look a day over thirty, by human standards.”

His grin widened. “Man, I’m four hundred fifty-two.”

“No shit?”

“No shit. You know what they say: black don’t crack. Birthday’s coming up soon, actually. Don’t you forget it.”

“Holy shit,” I said.

He just laughed and walked away.

I had a good start in this place, but it seemed I still had a ton to learn. Hell, I still needed to meet this elder fae dragon—whatever the fuck that was—and teach the ladies to make something more than just knives. Yeah, we had our work cut out for us.

But at least we were producing things to sell, I reminded myself. And valuable things at that.

I walked over toward the junkyard with a big smile on my face. I felt great that morning, for multiple reasons. The ladies were beginning to gather there. I noted that Brynleigh Mae was there but not her mother.

Bobbi Jo walked up to me and gave me a big hug. I returned the gesture and kissed the top of her head.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I said. “How are you?”

“Oh no,” Mandi said, walking up to me. “Don’t you dare forget about the rest of us.”

I had a feeling it was going to become a sort of morning ritual, where I hugged every woman and kissed either her forehead or the top of her head. Not that I minded.

“I can’t believe my mom tripped and hurt her hip in your front yard last night,” Brynleigh Mae said. “She’s been limping all morning.”

I coughed to cover my smile. “Yeah, poor thing. I hope she gets better soon.”

“So, what are we doing today?” Mandi asked. She wore skin-tight black jeans and matching leather boots. Over that she wore a snug-fitting black t-shirt with a skull right between her breasts. Man, she did that goth girl look so damn well.

I heard a roar behind me and turned to see what it was. Blerg drove his riding lawnmower over to the field to finish the job he had started yesterday. Good. The sooner he finished that, the sooner we could move on to my next plan.

“Today I want to work on finishing the forge as well as a few more knives. As soon as we get those blades done I’m sending them to Jim to enchant.” My toolbelt appeared around my waist and reached into it. I found some wrenches, but not everything.

“Where is my damn ten millimeter socket?” I grumbled. Damn thing was always missing.

Brandi Lynn finally came walking up to the forge. She smiled from ear to ear but she walked with a notable limp.

“Mornin’ David,” she said.

“Good morning, Brandi Lynn,” I said. “Such a shame you fell last night. Are you feeling any better?”

“Oh, I feel great. Don’t you worry about me,” she said as she waddled over to the forge. She walked over to my left, between me and the field, and stood next to her daughter. “Good mornin’ honey,” she said, kissing her daughter on the temple.

“Hey mama,” Brynleigh Mae said.

I handed the wrenches to Mandi and Destiny and told them to grab four more hoods. That would probably be enough to cover the forge. I decided we’d start on the framework as well. No sense in putting it off.

“I have high hopes for this, ladies,” I said. “I gave the knife to Denzel just a few minutes ago, and he’s going to sell it and get us a few things. At the rate we’re going, we should be able to give him stuff on a daily basis to sell. Oh, Mandi and Wynter, I’m gonna put you two in charge of figuring out the weapon enchantments. I don’t think I have the stomach for it.”

“Sounds good,” Wynter said.

“What’s he doing?” Brandi Lynn asked, turning to face the field.

Blerg curved around, mowing down the final patch of tall grass on the field. His lawnmower clanked and clanged a few times as it caught rocks and fallen branches, sending a few flying in our direction.

“Sorry!” he called out.

“That’s where we’re gonna drive our cars,” I said with a smile.

“Ohhhhhh, like NASCAR!” Destiny said.

“Even better,” I replied, turning back to the field. I could already picture it in my head. “GASCAR.”

Blerg’s lawnmower hit another rough patch and sent a golf ball-sized rock flying in our direction. I watched as it sailed through the air and struck Brandi Lynn right in her left breast.

“Ahh, son of a bitch!” she shouted as it deflated like a balloon.

Brynleigh Mae just shook her head.

To be continued in Trailer Park Goblins 2!
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