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There’s an old saying, something like ‘home is where the heart is.’

Well, after my few days here in this new reality, stuck inside a protection zone, I felt like ‘home is where the trailer park is’ was quickly becoming more accurate. At least, for me.

Because the simple truth was that as strange as this interdimensional trailer park was, I loved it. More than that, I was happier than I’d ever been.

I had worked hard for seven years, climbing the corporate ladder to get a decent job so that I could buy a boring house in the suburbs and hopefully one day retire. In other words, I was working my ass off for a life that wasn’t even exciting.

But now, I stared down at the piece of high-carbon steel on the anvil in front of me and felt myself smile.

Ultimately, no amount of paperwork really felt like an accomplishment to me. And it didn’t matter what I was doing—I could sign a paper to increase everyone’s wages and build two new locations and it still wouldn’t feel like much. The truth was that I hated paperwork, and it took me this long to finally admit it to myself.

But this piece of metal in front of me? That was something real. Something physical. I had made it with my hands, and that meant something to me. It felt completely different from all the work I had done on Earth.

“Nice job, honey,” Bobbi Jo said, smiling at the knife blade. “I think that’s the best-looking one we’ve made yet.”

The short goblin woman had her dark blue hair pulled back in a ponytail today, and wore a faded Def Leppard t-shirt that strained over her large breasts. She stood there with her hands on her ample hips, tapping one booted foot to a rhythm in her head.

“Yeah, I’m getting better at it,” I said, lifting the steel with a pair of tongs. “Honestly, I think it’s just about done. Just some hardening and tempering and it’ll be ready for the next step.”

“Well, then it’s about time you move out of the way and let me take a turn,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Besides, I work twice as fast as you.”

Although she was at our makeshift forge, she wore a tight pair of denim shorts. Like Bobbi Jo, her streaked teal hair was in a tight ponytail. She wasn’t quite as busty as the other woman, but her tank top revealed a figure that would have only been possible on a human woman with plastic surgery.

“Yeah, I can’t argue with you there,” I said, taking the knife blade over to the forge.

I shoved it in the coals, then reached down and turned on Bobbi Jo’s hair dryer. When we built the simple clay oven, I had incorporated several air channels in it. One of them led to a tube sized just right for the hair dryer, which meant I could cram a lot of air into the oven. The coals glowed red, orange, and then yellow after a moment as the fire burned hotter and hotter.

I waited until the blade was sufficiently hot, checked it quickly with a magnet, then quenched it in water. Once it had cooled, I set it back on the coals, though I didn’t let it get nearly as hot. Just a gentle heating and equally gentle cooling to toughen up the steel.

“Never thought I’d be making knives from leaf springs,” Brynleigh Mae said as she pushed a thick piece of steel into the coals. “I’m just glad all these old junk cars are being put to use.”

“Same,” I said. “It’s practically a gold mine out there. We can build just about whatever we want, as long as what we want to build is a weapon.”

“I’m just excited for the money,” Bobbi Jo said with a shrug. “I’m gonna buy the entire Mötley Crüe discography on cassette. Maybe we can listen to it in my Camaro if you ever get it running again.” She gave me a look that suggested I should get to work on that, and the sooner the better.

I laughed. “Yeah, I suppose I have my work cut out for me, right?” My gaze went to the side, where the old Buick GNX was parked. Such a cool car, but I had to focus on weapons for the time being.

Once the crude knife blade was cool enough, I grabbed it and walked over to the grinder. It was just an old Honda Civic up on concrete blocks with the fenders and bumpers removed. I had wrapped the front wheels in adhesive-backed sandpaper, and it worked surprisingly well.

“Alright, let’s get this done,” I muttered to myself as I pulled the door open.

I pushed in the clutch and started the car, then shifted it into fourth gear and got the wheels turning nice and quickly. After that, I sat in front of the wheel and carefully held my crude knife blade against it.

Sparks flew, making me grateful I had earlier asked my tablet for a clear face shield. I dunked the piece of steel in a small bucket of water from time to time, keeping the temperature down. If I let it get too hot, it could ruin the temper.

Adding some skill points to the Killing is My Business skill made all of this second nature. In fact, once I finished shaping the blade, I decided I’d add a bit of fanciness to the spine. I pulled out my tablet.

“Hey tablet. Can you make me a small, round metal file? A quarter inch in diameter should be sufficient.”

Sure thing, champ. It’s right there in your tool belt.

“Thanks,” I told the tablet as I tossed it away. It disappeared a foot away from my hand.

I reached into my tool belt and withdrew something smooth and hard.

“Huh,” I said, checking it. “So, that’s where my ten millimeter socket went.”

I shoved it back into the tool belt and pulled out the small, round file and began filing designs into the spine of the blade. It was a simple thing, but I felt it really added a much-needed flare to what would have otherwise been a plain weapon.

It took me probably thirty minutes, but I finally finished my work. It was just alternating grooves on each side of the spine of the blade, which gave it an almost sawtooth-like appearance.

Mandi walked up to me with a hand in her pockets. Like usual, she wore skin-tight black shorts over black fishnets, with matching boots. Her shirt was also black; today it was a cutoff that showed most of her tummy, and had the Nintendo logo stretched across her substantial breasts.

Her jet-black hair was in two braids, one behind each ear. She smiled at me for a moment, her violet eyes almost twinkling, and twisted her black lace parasol in her hand.

“I’m glad you’re avoiding a sunburn,” I said, nodding at the parasol. From the corner of my vision I saw Bobbi Jo watching us. She often watched Mandi, after I had recently ended their strange dildo feud.

Mandi looked up at it and smiled. “Gotta protect my skin and keep it smooth and soft for you. Well, I just wanted to check on you. The new knife looks nice.”

I looked down at it. “Thanks. It should be ready for a handle here shortly and we can finish it up.”

“We’ll take care of you when you’re ready,” Mandi said, still with that smile.

She slowly turned, making it impossible to miss her curves, then walked away. My eyes were glued to her ass, which looked absolutely incredible in those shorts.

I finally blinked and tore my eyes away from her sweet cheeks so I could finish what I was doing. The knife only needed a bit more shaping, so I spent a few minutes on the Honda Civic grinder to give it a clip point.

“That looks damn good,” I said to myself as I looked over the blade.

Before turning off the Civic grinder, I decided to go to the other front tire and spent a minute there on the finer grade sandpaper, just smoothing a few things and polishing it up. I also gave it a more finished edge.

After that, I took the knife blade back to the forge, where Brynleigh Mae was busy hammering away. Bobbi Jo saw me approaching and straightened up, not-so-subtly sticking her chest out. I noticed, and she knew I noticed, and we both loved it.

“I need to take you on a date or something,” I said, kissing the top of her dark blue head.

“That sounds lovely,” she said, smiling up at me. Her eyes were the clearest dark blue I had ever seen, like looking into deep ocean waters.

Brynleigh Mae stopped and immediately set her hammer down. “Uh, excuse me!” she said loudly. “I hope those dates extend to me as well.”

“Of course!” I said. “Brynleigh Mae, you know I like you as well. All of you. And I’m going to take every single one of you on a date. A real date.”

“But not my mother,” Brynleigh Mae said, lifting the hammer and pointing it at me. “Don’t you dare make it weird for me.”

“No, I don’t do the family thing,” I replied, raising both hands. “No need for violence, there.”

She glanced down at the hammer and smiled. “Just keeping you on your toes.”

Bobbi Jo scoffed. “Oh Brynleigh Mae, will you get back to work already? Don’t be jealous because he asked me out first.”

“Ain’t nobody jealous of you, Bobbi Jo,” she replied angrily. “Nobody at all, except maybe them sluggoths or a fucking troll or something!”

“Brynleigh Mae, you’d better watch your mouth before I do something about it!” Bobbi Jo said, her voice growing heated.

“I WISH YOU FUCKING WOULD!” Brynleigh Mae shouted, dropping the hammer. “Come on, bitch!” She raised her fists and crossed the forge, but I stepped between them.

“No, none of that,” I said firmly. “Remember my rule, ladies; any fighting at all means no forehead kisses and I avoid you like the plague for a week.”

Both of them stewed for a moment, but at least they stayed silent.

“Bobbi Jo, you know I like you. There was no need for you to make a cutting comment at Brynleigh Mae.”

Bobbi Jo glared at me for a moment, then crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “Sorry, Brynleigh Mae,” she muttered.

“Not good enough,” I said. “Remember my rule on apologies. They must be real, and include a genuine compliment or else they don’t count.”

Bobbi Jo stomped her foot. “But it’s not fair, David! I want you!”

“I know,” I said gently. “But I’m the only guy around here, so you have to share me. And that’s okay. All of us will be close, and all of us will be happy. Now, I’m waiting on that apology, and I think Brynleigh Mae is as well.”

Bobbi Jo glared at me again, then finally took a deep breath and sighed. “I’m sorry, Brynleigh Mae,” she said, turning to the other woman. She looked her up and down for a minute. “I don’t want to admit it, but you’re better at making knives than I am.”

Before Brynleigh Mae could say something smart, I cut her off. “And you should apologize to Bobbi Jo. You didn’t need to insult her or compare her to other creatures. That was rude.”

“Yeah,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Hey,” I warned.

Bobbi Jo pouted. “Sorry.”

Brynleigh Mae was clearly still angry, but she took a deep breath and let it out. “Bobbi Jo,” she began. “Um. I think we’re all just a bit jealous of you because you’re the prettiest one here.”

That snapped Bobbi Jo’s head around. “Do you really think so?”

Brynleigh Mae’s cheeks colored, and I couldn’t tell if it was shame or anger. “Yeah. We all know it.”

“That was good, Brynleigh Mae,” I said.

I went to each woman and gave her a tight hug, then kissed their foreheads. That usually smoothed things over pretty well.

“Now, I want you two to hug as well.”

With minimal complaints, they walked up to each other and embraced. It had the effect I had hoped for.

“I’m sorry, Bobbi Jo.”

“Me too, Brynleigh Mae. I just get irritable sometimes. I shouldn’t take it out on you.”

“I think you’ve each earned a date,” I said to them.

“Maybe we’ll fight more often, in that case,” Bobbi Jo said.

Brynleigh Mae picked up on it immediately. She crossed her arms and grinned, then stood next to Bobbi Jo. They both watched me.

“You smell like someone threw plastic and motor oil on a fire, Bobbi Jo.”

“You’re as ugly as a troll’s hairy ass, Brynleigh Mae, and you smell like what comes out of it.”

The two immediately stopped and turned toward each other.

“I’m really sorry,” Bobbi Jo began. “I should have thought more about your feelings. Nothing about you resembles a troll’s ass. In fact, you have a wonderful ass.”

“But it’s not as nice as yours, Bobbi Jo. And you smell wonderful, like flowers in springtime!”

The two gave each other an exaggerated hug, then both glanced at me. I just gave them a flat look, so they hugged and squeezed each other again.

“It’s not working!” Bobbi Jo cried.

“Initiate emergency protocols,” Brynleigh Mae said, and immediately kissed the other woman.

It was a fake kiss, just lots of pecking, but they gave it their all. Brynleigh Mae reached around and grabbed Bobbi Jo’s big, round ass and squeezed it the way I would have. After a few seconds of that, they both turned back to me.

I couldn’t help it. I just started laughing out loud. “I’m not even sure what I’m supposed to do after that!”

They looked at each other as if the answer was obvious. It was Bobbi Jo that spoke.

“Date us both. I mean, duh.”
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What to do, what to do.

I stood there for a moment, tapping my lip with a finger, pretending to think overly hard about the situation.

“Hmmmmmmm,” I said, then shifted my position. I scratched my head. “Hmmmmmmmm.” I stood with my hands on my hips and frowned at the anvil. “Hmmmmmmmmmm.”

“Oh come on,” Bobbi Jo said, crossing her arms again. “You know you want to date me. Us.” She nodded at Brynleigh Mae.

“Of course I do,” I said. “You’re both beautiful, and I like you. But Mandi is also beautiful, and I like her. Same with Destiny. Do you see my issue?”

“It’s a shame you only have one dick,” Brynleigh Mae said. Bobbi Jo laughed.

“That would certainly make my pants fit differently,” I said. “More realistically than me having two dongs, we all have to learn to share.”

“Even with Mandi?” Bobbi Jo asked, whining slightly.

“Damn right, with Mandi,” I said. “She’s absolutely beautiful, and I like her.”

“But, my dildo,” Bobbi Jo said, still whining.

I frowned at her. “I thought you put that behind you.”

“She definitely put it behind her,” Bobbi Jo muttered.

“Are you still upset that she shoved your favorite dildo up her ass?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Of course I am,” she replied.

“I dunno. She sounds like fun to me,” I said with a shrug.

Bobbi Jo frowned at me. “Are you telling me you want to do things to her ass? Like, in her ass?”

I laughed. “Have you seen Mandi’s ass?”

“Good point,” Brynleigh Mae muttered.

“Um, what about my ass?” Mandi asked as she stepped up to the forge.

“I was just telling them how much I liked it,” I said, smiling at Mandi.

She looked from me to Bobbi Jo. “Are you still upset about your dildo, Bobbi Jo?”

Bobbi Jo looked at me, then Mandi. “No,” she said stiffly.

Mandi rolled her eyes. She opened her mouth to say something snarky, but I cut her off.

“You two be nice to each other,” I said. “Remember my rule. No fighting. I want everyone to get along here, especially because I’m going to be dating all of you, it seems.”

I walked up to Brynleigh Mae and kissed her softly on the lips. “I need them for a minute. Just continue with your work and we’ll plan our date later.” She smiled at me, then walked back to the forge.

“Come here, Bobbi Jo,” I said, offering my hand. She gladly accepted. “And you too, Mandi.”

Mandi took my hand, but she and Bobbi Jo frowned at each other. I ignored that and pulled them along, walking slowly down the dirt path.

“Look, I like both of you,” I said. “You’re both very different, but very lovely. In fact, you’re probably the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“Really?” Mandi asked.

“Without a doubt,” I said, then stopped. “Bobbi Jo has already established that we’re dating, so I want to make it clear that I want to date you as well, Mandi. And for that, you two have to get along. My time is strained here since I have to divide it among multiple people. There will probably be a time when the three of us all go out on a date together. Maybe we can all have dinner.”

Bobbi Jo crossed her arms and sniffed. “As long as she doesn’t shove our dinner up her ass like she did my dildo.”

“Enough,” I said firmly. “It was just a dildo, Bobbi Jo. Let it go or I’m gonna make things really weird and start talking about how much I like her ass right here in front of you.”

She pouted slightly, but nodded.

“Mandi,” I said, turning to the goth babe. “Bobbi Jo seems very bothered by this entire situation. Would you mind apologizing to her?” After a moment I added, “It would make me very happy. I just want this issue to be completely resolved.”

Mandi turned to Bobbi Jo and pursed her lips, then reached out and hugged her. “I’m sorry I stuck your favorite dildo up my ass, Bobbi Jo. I was just mad at you for running over mine with your lawnmower. I went in your trailer and grabbed yours and, well, I kinda thought I’d teach you a lesson. Plus, I just really wanted something in my ass that day.”

“Gross,” Bobbi Jo said, pushing her away.

“Ladies,” I warned, raising a finger. “Remember, no drama. I want a genuine apology.”

Mandi frowned and hugged Bobbi Jo again. “Okay. I’m sorry I disrespected your favorite dildo with my ass, Bobbi Jo.”

Bobbi Jo just hugged her silently for a moment, but then finally rubbed Mandi’s back. “Oh, it’s just a stupid dildo. I can always get another one, especially since we’re gonna have money now. Thank you, Mandi.”

“Much better,” I said.

After one more tight hug, I took them both by the hand and we walked back to the forge. Brynleigh Mae was hard at work, hammering away at a piece of steel and shaping it. She worked quickly, probably twice as fast as me and I was the guy with the magical tablet that taught me how to do things. I was really starting to believe all that talk about goblins being crafty beings.

“Wow,” I said, watching her work.

“Told you,” Bobbi Jo said.

Brynleigh Mae saw us there and fetched my knife. She had attached the small hilt to it, so it was now ready for a handle. She handed it to me with a smile.

“Thanks,” I said to her. After that, I turned and kissed the side of Bobbi Jo’s head. “You two keep up the good work. I need to get a handle on this thing so we can enchant it.”

“When is Denzel gonna be here with our money?” Brynleigh Mae asked, pausing with her hammer.

“Today, I think,” I said. “I’m sure someone will come tell us. Maybe my tablet, I dunno. Alright, come on, Mandi.”

Bobbi Jo watched Mandi as we walked away. I noted that she stared at Mandi’s ass quite a bit. Well, I couldn’t blame her. A blind man would stare at that thing.

Mandi caught up to me and slipped her arm through mine. “So, are we really dating now? Like, are you my boyfriend?”

I patted her hand with mine. “I suppose so. Again, all of us are going to be dating. It’ll just be one big pile of love in this trailer park.”

She smiled. “I suppose that could be nice. Maybe we’d all finally stop fighting. I’m just glad to know you’re mine.”

“That means you all have to be nice to each other,” I said.

“David, I’m probably the nicest one here,” Mandi said, sounding completely innocent. “Come on, surely you can see that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Is that why you’re, ahem, ‘disrespecting’ other people’s dildos with your ass?”

Mandi struggled not to laugh. “Bobbi Jo is nice, but she’s too uptight. She deserved it. No, don’t you give me that look, mister. She’s a tightwad and she deserved it. I’ll buy her a new dildo when I get my share of the money, and I’ll try my best to avoid sticking that one in my ass.”

“We need to get my mind off your ass or I’ll never get anything finished,” I said as I released her hand.

We went to where she and Wynter had cut up a leather seat and I set the knife blade down. “Alright, handle time.”

Wynter was actually seated nearby, and popped up when she heard my voice. “Hey David. Hey Mandi,” she said, waving at us.

“Hey Wynter,” Mandi said.

Wynter wore skin-tight jeans that were so faded they were almost white. Her shirt was white, which matched her white hair perfectly. I liked Wynter. Of all the women here, she seemed the nicest and the least problematic. Just a nice, sweet woman.

“Okay, let’s get a handle on this knife and we’ll go over our options for enchantments,” I said, settling down on a rickety stool.

“We had some ideas for that,” Mandi said, grabbing a piece of leather and sliding it onto the tang of the knife. She held it out and Wynter added two more pieces of thick leather.

“Yeah, the last knife got us thinking about morale,” Wynter began. “I mean, you could make the knife set someone on fire or something, but you really want the effect to spread. So it either physically needs to spread, like our flaming diarrhea knife, or it needs to spread through another medium. Like sound.”

“So what, like screaming?” I asked.

“Yep,” she said with a smile. “It’s such a simple idea! We can have Jim enchant the knife so that anyone cut with it screams at the absolute top of their lungs. I’m not sure how we’ll make that one spread, but just the sound will affect people. Can you imagine an entire platoon of troops screaming? No one would be able to focus. They’d be completely out of the fight.”

“What if the knife makes someone projectile vomit, and then scream?” Mandi asked. “That would make it easier to spread. Oh, but they could vomit blood, to really get the fear aspect going. And then they scream really loudly.”

“Blood puke. I like how you think, Mandi,” Wynter said.

I just shook my head. “Sure, I’ll talk to Jim about it.”

“How is he doing, by the way?” Wynter asked. “I heard one of the other girls talking about him yesterday. Said he’s been mostly sober for something like three days straight, which I’m pretty sure is a record. Like he’s a new man.”

“Well, you pretty much summed it up,” I said. “We’re giving him a reason to work, and he looks to be doing well with it.” I got that weird vibrating sensation in my head so I held out my hand and summoned my tablet. “Hey tablet, what’s up?”

Denzel is here. He’s talking with Blerg right now, then heading to your trailer. Blerg wanted me to tell you that.

“Thanks,” I said, and tossed the tablet away. “Alright, ladies. We can finish the knife later today. Let’s go get paid!”

Mandi clapped her hands and Wynter beamed a smile. I handed the knife to Wynter, who carefully placed it on the pile of leather.

“Can you let the ladies in the forge know?” I asked. “Mandi, that’ll give you a chance to be nice to Bobbi Jo.”

“Sure,” she said.

“I’ll get the rest of the women from the junkyard,” I said.

I stood and walked out among the cars. My estimates were probably wildly off, so I still wanted to take the time to count them all, but I figured there were two or three hundred cars there. Plus some other weird shit I didn’t recognize, everything from future technology to stuff that looked like medieval weapons. Well, eventually I’d use it all.

“Hey Brandi Lynn, have I ever told you how much I enjoy how you work on cars?” I said as I walked up to an old Datsun.

The hood was open and Brandi Lynn was bent over the fender with her entire upper torso in the engine compartment. That just left her ass and legs hanging out, and she was certainly blessed in that area. I was tempted to slap her on the ass, but we had agreed to keep things platonic after our one legendary romp. Seriously, I think I limped for half the next day after she rode me so damn hard.

Brandi Lynn wiggled her bubble butt at me. “Don’t make me break my promise, young man,” she said, then climbed out of the engine bay. Several grease stains marked her otherwise pretty face, and her bleached blonde hair—rare for a goblin woman—was pulled back into a single braid. Her absolutely massive tits were stuffed inside a Dolly Parton t-shirt, which I found appropriate.

“I was able to get some good stuff from this one,” she said, pointing at a pile of engine parts on the ground next to the car. “Crankshaft is forged, like you said. I dinged it with a wrench and the thing sang like a songbird. Not that awful clunk that a cast crank does.”

“Wonderful,” I said. “Thanks, Brandi Lynn. You’ve been a big help. Denzel is here, so we’re going to go see how much money we made from the knife.”

“Oh, I should clean up,” she said, looking down at herself. Oil and grease stained both her shirt and pants, but not badly.

“Eh, you’re fine,” I said. “Hey tablet, can I get some rags to clean up with?”

After a moment a few clean white rags fell from the tablet. I snatched them up and handed them to Brandi Lynn, and she began wiping herself down.

“Lemme go find the others,” I said.

It took me a few minutes, but I eventually found Chloe and Destiny working on an old truck. They had one of the rear leaf springs just about off.

“Hello, my lovelies,” I said as I approached them.

“Hey, David,” Chloe said with a smile.

I reached down and offered Destiny my hand. “Let’s go see how much money we made,” I said.

She smiled and took my hand. I helped Chloe up next, then offered them both my arms. The three of us walked back toward the forge, where Bobbi Jo and Brynleigh Mae were tidying things up.

Soon, our entire group walked down the wide dirt path and veered over to my trailer. Once we got to my trailer, we all waited. I had to admit to quite a bit of excitement, both at learning how much money we had made and at getting our first shipment of goods. Yeah, I had asked Denzel to go ahead and pick up some things for me.

“Oh, here he comes!” Destiny called out as she pointed down the path.
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I stood there in front of my trailer, excitement almost making me shake. Bobbi Jo came up and grabbed my hand. I looked down at her and found her smiling up at me, so I bent down and pecked her on the lips.

“Do you think the knife sold?” she asked quietly.

“I sure hope so,” I replied. “I just have no clue what the price would be. I mean, how do you put a price on flaming diarrhea?”

“Priceless,” Bobbi Jo said. She bounced on her toes a few times as Denzel finally walked up to the trailer.

“Man, y’all looking at me kinda strange today,” Denzel said. He set down his duffel bag and offered me his hand and we did the hand grab-hug-back slap thing.

“Good to see you, my man,” Denzel said. Today he wore a long, black leather trench coat and boots that matched.

“Likewise,” I replied. “So, how did it go?”

“Damn, calm down a bit,” Denzel said, grinning at me. “Your money ain’t going nowhere, don’t worry. And yeah, I sold it.” He rubbed his chin for a moment. “First knife and you’re already building a reputation.”

“Considering the enchantment, I expected that,” I said. “Hopefully that reputation will help our weapons sell for more.”

“How much money did we make?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Out with it!” Brandi Lynn shouted.

“Damn mama, calm down,” Denzel said to Brandi Lynn. He looked her up and down a few times, then continued. “We have to go over a few things first, aight? Okay. So, you guys never thought of a company name. A brand. Fortunately, you’ve got me on your side.” He reached up and popped his collar. “Since you’re planning on building things like guns, I decided to put the word “bullets” in your brand name. And I wanted it to sound powerful. Something like—”

“Spit it out!” Brynleigh Mae shouted.

Denzel frowned at the women, then sighed. He turned back to me. “I told them your brand name was Burning Bullets Company.”

I nodded slowly. “That’s not that bad, actually. Do you think it helps with sales?”

“Now that all depends on the buyer,” Denzel said. “Some of these people, they’re too straight-edge. They ain’t gonna buy no flaming diarrhea dagger, no matter what name is on it. But some are a bit freakier, and I can slide in and say ‘hey there, I got a nice BBC for you, mama.’”

“Ah, shit,” I said with a sigh. “Please don’t tell me you actually said that.”

“You goddamn right I said it,” Denzel said. “People love my BBC, David. Even if, you know, it gives them flaming diarrhea.”

“So, how much did that help?” I asked.

“Heh,” Denzel said, lowering his collar. “You buncha crazy asses are onto something, you know? Lemme see your tablet.”

I held out my hand and my tablet appeared.

Hey champ, what can I do for you today?

“I’ve got something for you,” I said to it.

Denzel had a tablet of his own and he held it near mine. After making a few motions, he grinned and tapped the screen. My tablet certainly seemed to enjoy it.

Oh, it’s too big! I don’t know if I can take it! Deep breaths, deep breaths.

“Jesus, will you stop?” I said.

Oh, sorry. Well, your remaining balance is $9,458.

I blinked. “What? Denzel, are you serious?”

“I’m always serious,” Denzel said, putting his tablet away. “Even when I’m joking, serious. Happy? Serious. Sad? Also serious. Yeah, I got twelve grand for that knife of yours. People criticized the roughness of it and it drove a few potentials away, but once I told them what it did they went nuts. Had some guy come in and verify the magic. He wanted to test it on someone, but no one was cool with that. For obvious reasons.”

“Damn, twelve grand for a knife?” I asked.

“TWELVE GRAND?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Holy shit!” Bobbi Jo said, squeezing my hand.

“I can buy so many tapes!” Mandi said, practically bouncing on her toes.

Yeah, everyone was happy about that, and I couldn’t blame them. In the end, the knife had only taken us a day to make. Twelve grand for a day’s work was pretty awesome.

“Did you get my stuff?” I asked.

“Of course I did,” Denzel replied, sounding almost offended. “Right there in my duffel bag. Where you want all that shit?”

“I’ll take the curtains and stuff now,” I said.

He bent down and unzipped his duffel bag. I was once again amazed at how much room was inside that thing. It looked like a car could drive into it and have room left over.

While the women talked about what they wanted to buy, I took the bundle of things Denzel handed me and put them in my house. For the time being, I set them on my couch, then went back outside.

“How do we get our money?” Destiny demanded, her arms crossed. She looked all business at that moment.

“Talk to him,” Denzel said, pointing at me. “He’s the tablet holder.”

“Everyone gets a share,” I said as I walked back up and stood next to Bobbi Jo. Mandi was suddenly there on my other side. She and Bobbi Jo shared an unreadable look, then both of them held my hands.

“I need my air conditioning fixed,” Brandi Lynn said.

“Man, you know Blerg handle that shit,” Denzel said. “He does all the maintenance. You want something fun, talk to my man here.”

“Tell Denzel what you want and the money will come out of this balance,” I said. “We can all write it down and hand him the lists. Let’s say a thousand dollars each.”

Chloe gasped and covered her mouth with her hands. “I can get so much for my boys.”

“Hold on a sec,” I said to her. “See what we got, first.” She nodded, looking uncertain.

“Sounds like you’ll be busy the rest of the day,” Denzel said. “When you want me to come back, in like two days?”

“Nah, probably just later today to be honest,” I said. “We’ll definitely have one more knife for you. We might be able to get a second one, but it all depends on how long Jim takes to enchant them. Huh, I guess I should give him a cut as well.”

“I mean, he definitely earned it,” Denzel said.

“Alright, let’s see the rest of the stuff,” I said.

“Okay, first there’s that other thing you asked for,” Denzel said, pulling a large box out of his duffel bag. He handed it to me and I set it next to my front door.

“Let’s go over to the forge for the rest,” I said, clapping my hands several times. “Alright ladies, everyone to the forge!”

Everyone moved more quickly than normal. Brandi Lynn made sure to walk right in front of us, which certainly made Denzel happy. He really seemed to have eyes for her. We started on the broad path that led to the forge and I leaned over and spoke to Denzel.

“Were you able to get those other things I wanted?” I asked. “I figured the boxes would be big so I wasn’t sure.”

“Yeah, they’re in here,” he said, patting his duffel bag. “I can fit basically anything you want in here. We can do it after this stuff.”

Everyone was excited by the time we got to the forge. It was a familiar sight to me, but Denzel stopped and stared at it for a moment.

“Man, that looks like some shit from a bad movie,” he said.

I looked at the forge and realized what he was talking about. The forge itself was crude and made from clay. It was functional, but looked terrible, especially with an old blow dryer stuck in the side of it.

My anvil was an old Toyota engine block set on a block of wood, with a slab of good steel on top. I still needed to weld that. Above it all was a crude framework made from rough timbers, and the roof was shingled with car hoods.

I mean, it was terrible, but it worked. In the end, that was all that mattered.

“Whatever,” Denzel said, shaking his head. “Not my place to judge. Here you go.”

He reached into his duffel bag and withdrew a handful of steel blanks. They were all around the same size; roughly a foot and a half long and two inches wide. In other words, perfect for making large knives. I had him get the best steel he could find; stuff that wouldn’t be found in a junkyard, that much was certain.

“And here’s all this shit,” Denzel said as he handed me a paper bag.

I checked the bag and found it filled with small pieces of wood, as well as several brass rods.

“This is perfect,” I said.

“And this,” he said, pulling out a rolled-up hide of leather. The thing was huge.

“Jesus, is that an entire cow?” I asked.

“Well, yeah,” he said as he dropped it on the ground. “I mean, you need it all, right?”

“Yeah, we do actually,” I said. “Thanks, Denzel. Alright, let’s get these last things.”

He nodded and grabbed his duffel bag, then lifted it and set the strap on his shoulder. I looked around until I found Chloe.

“Hey Chloe, I got you something,” I said with a smile. “Let’s go check it out together.”

“Why’d you get her something and not me?” Bobbi Jo asked, crossing her arms.

“Okay, I’m not really the jealous type but I’m officially jealous now,” Mandi said, copying Bobbi Jo’s stance. She looked over and saw they were standing the exact same way and lowered her arms. “Well, sometimes I’m the jealous type,” she muttered.

“Stop it, all of you,” I said. “Trust me, when you see it, you’ll understand. Chloe?”

I offered her my arm. She blushed slightly, then walked up and gently grabbed my arm. We started walking down the path with Denzel next to us. Most of the women followed closely behind.

“What are you up to?” Chloe asked me.

“Something good, for once in my life,” I said. “Just wait and see.” I reached over and patted her hand with my arm.

Denzel just chuckled and shook his head. “That’s some shit for an arms dealer, you know.”

“No, we just make the weapons,” I said. “Technically, you’re the arms dealer here.”

“Ah, shit,” he replied.

“Yeah, think about that next time you're selling your BBC.”

He frowned. “Hold on, technically ain’t I selling your BBC?”

“Ah. Okay. Yeah, I think you’ve got me there.” I tried not to laugh too hard.

“What’s a BBC?” Chloe asked.

“Oh boy,” I said.

“It’s something very special,” Denzel began.

“It’s the name of our weapons company,” I said firmly. Denzel just laughed.

“Okay, right over there by the kids,” I said, pointing across the field at Cletus and Darrell.

We walked over there as a group. Only Denzel and I knew what was up, and I was enjoying the bit of tension.

“Hey guys!” I said to the boys. “We might need your help putting something together.”

Chloe narrowed her eyes at me. “What are you up to?”

We stopped near the boys and I pointed to a bare spot on the ground. “That should be fine, right there.”

Denzel dropped his duffel and unzipped it. He shoved his entire arm into the bag, up to the shoulder, then pulled it out a minute later, clutching something special.

Chloe dropped my hand and gasped. “David!” she said, and ran up to Denzel.

Denzel set the small, plastic slide pieces on the worn lawn. Goblin kids were smaller than human kids, obviously, so the toddler slide was sized perfectly for them. I grabbed the pieces and slid them together, then set it on the grass.

“Here you go, fellas,” I said, patting the top of the slide.

“Wow!” Cletus said, racing over to the slide.

Darrell was only a few steps behind. The two boys took turns climbing the slide and sliding down the other side, happy as could be.

“Oh David, thank you,” Chloe said, looking up at me with tears in her eyes. She wrapped her arms around my waist and held me tightly.

“I want them to have a good childhood,” I said to her. “So I’m gonna spend some of our money on things for them. I figure it’s the best way to spend all our money, especially considering how much we’re making.”

“And this,” Denzel said as he continued pulling parts from his duffel bag.

He set a handful of painted steel pipes on the grass, then withdrew several boxes. After reaching into his duffel bag one more time, he nodded and closed it.

“Alright, I think that’s it,” he said, standing. “You want me to come back tonight?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We should have some stuff for you. I have a few ideas, so expect greatness.”

He laughed. “Alright, we’ll see. Y’all take it easy, now.”

I reached into my toolbelt and grabbed an adjustable wrench, then set myself to handling those painted steel pipes. It didn’t take me long to have them fixed into place and set up on the grass. The chains went on next, and some rubber sleeves over them, then finally the swing seats.

“I can’t believe it,” Chloe said, her hands on her cheeks. “David, this is incredible. My boys have never had anything like this.” She walked up to me and hugged me again. I bent down and kissed the top of her pretty red head.

Bobbi Jo walked up to the swing and looked at it for a moment. “Looks like fun. I wonder if I can fit in it.”

“With an ass like that?” Brynleigh Mae asked. “I wouldn’t even try.”
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We all stood there and watched the boys hop on the swings. They fell off a few times but quickly got the hang of it. There was something special about watching a kid on their first swing. I think everyone felt it. It was great.

“Thank you again, David,” Chloe said. Her arm was still around my waist.

“My pleasure,” I told her, hugging her back. “Try to think of things you need. Each of us gets a thousand dollars, give or take.”

“What about that stuff?” Bobbi Jo asked. “And you got some things for the forge, too. How does that factor in?”

“Money goes toward the forge first,” I explained. “Toward the business. Whatever is leftover, we’ll split. I want to be fair and give everyone a nice cut, since we’re all working together. Fortunately, we don’t really need much here. There’s no rent to pay.”

“Maybe you can finally get some tops that fit better so you’ll stop stealing mine,” Brynleigh Mae said to her mother.

Brandi Lynn pursed her lips. “Oh, alright. But I want you to help me pick them out. Can we get a catalogue or something?”

I shrugged. “I think so. I asked Denzel to get me one, so I don’t see why he can’t do the same for you.”

“I found this deal where I get twelve tapes for only a penny,” Mandi said. “I’m gonna do that.”

“Oh boy,” I told her. “Let’s talk before you buy them. I remember that deal all too well. It was a scam.”

“How so?” Mandi asked.

“Well, you’d get the first twelve for a penny, but then you have to buy like twenty at full price.”

Mandi stared at me for a moment. “Okay, and if I don’t? It’s not like they can come in here and get me.”

“Huh. Good point,” I said. “On that note, I might order some as well.”

Brynleigh Mae pointed at her chest and winked. At first I thought she was pointing at her boobs—and I mean, awesome—but then I realized she was wearing her Master of Puppets t-shirt again. Yeah, I’d gladly get a copy of that.

“Alright, let’s all take a moment to figure out what we want,” I said. “I’m gonna go finish the knife, so I’ll need one of you to hammer the pommel on the thing. Then I’m gonna work on an enchantment.”

“What were you thinking?” Mandi asked. Wynter perked up as well.

I didn’t like their screaming idea, and if I let them run with it too long, they’d get weird. But I needed something good. I tried to think of every horror movie and fantasy book I’d ever read.

“Okay, so if you get sliced with the knife, you form huge blisters that pop,” I said. “And when they pop, they spray other people, so it spreads.”

Wynter pursed her lips and nodded. “It’s absolutely disgusting. I like it.”

“Maybe after the blisters pop, the flesh rots?” Mandi said. “Oh, you could call it something evil-sounding, like deathrot.”

“Why does that sound familiar?” I wondered. “Yeah. Well, Jim should be able to do it. I need to let him know he gets some money as well. His cut of the profits.”

“Can I go with you?” Mandi asked quietly.

“Of course,” I said.

Bobbi Jo watched us closely as the two of us left. I noted that, once again, she kept looking at Mandi’s butt. I mean, it was an amazing ass so I couldn’t blame her.

Fortunately, Jim lived close by. It only took us a few minutes to walk across the field and down the overgrown path that led to his small trailer.

“He needs to take care of this,” Mandi said, kicking at a bush with her boot.

“I think he will soon,” I said. “He really started coming out of his alcohol-coated shell when I put him to work enchanting knives and stuff. And Blerg has had him working to make gasoline, probably for his lawnmower, so he’s been busy with that, too. I think we’re gonna start seeing a new Jim soon.”

“Looks like we already are,” Mandi said, pointing.

Sure enough, Jim was at his work table, rubbing his hand across his face like he was tired. Several beakers were half-full of amber-colored fluids, and the entire place smelled faintly of gasoline.

“Hey, Jim,” I said as we approached.

He glanced over at us with haggard eyes. “Have I told you how much I hate the smell of gasoline? Just gasoline, all day long. At least give me something interesting to do. But does Blerg do that? No. He wants gas. You want gas.” Jim squinted at us for a moment. “You got another knife?”

“Not yet,” I said. “But we will soon. We wanted to check with you first.”

“Yeah. Save me from this foul-smelling prison I’m in,” he said, stepping away from his table. “Alright, what do you want?”

“Actually, could you just make us some more gasoline?” I asked. “There’s a car I want to get running over there.”

Jim threw his hands in the air. “Fucking gouge my eyes out and piss in the sockets already! More gas?!”

“That’s, uh, colorful,” Mandi said. “Although it gives me an idea for an enchantment.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle a bit. “Ahhh, just kidding, Jim. We’ll have a knife for you to enchant in about an hour. Is that alright?”

The beastkin man put his hands on his hips and huffed a few times. “Yeah. That should be fine. What are we doing now, puke blisters or something?”

“Ohhhh, puke blisters, I like that,” Mandi said.

“Hopefully something slightly less disgusting,” I said, then sighed. “But yeah, we want blisters. Blood and rot instead of puke, though.”

Jim nodded and rubbed his chin. “So a blister grows and when it pops it sprays infected blood? Then those people get blisters too?”

“Yeah,” Mandi said. “And after the blister pops, the flesh rots. We want to call it deathrot.”

“Hmm,” Jim said. “Deathrot. I feel like I’ve read that name somewhere. Yeah, I should be able to do that. Just bring me the knife and I’ll have it done in a few hours. Then, you can go sell your deathrot dagger.”

“You’re a hero, Jim,” I said. “Oh, think of some things you need around your trailer. We got our first sale, so everyone has some money.”

He glanced over his shoulder, then frowned. “Honestly, I just need to clean this damn place up. I think Blerg has a pressure washer. Maybe some new sheets and a couch.”

“If you want a woman’s advice, you can probably ask one of us for tips,” Mandi said. “You might not like my stylistic choices, though.”

Jim pursed his lips. “Yeah, you’re right. Thanks, Brandi.”

“Mandi,” she replied.

“Ah, shit. Sorry. It’s been so long since I’ve been around y’all. I suppose I should be seen once in a while, right?”

Mandi gave a polite smile. “That would be nice. I would recommend showering first. And a change of clothes.”

Jim looked down at his stained sweatpants and picked at them. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“Alright, we’ll see you soon with a knife,” I said. I grabbed Mandi’s hand and we started leaving.

“Hey, make it a dagger!” Jim called out from behind us. “The name will flow better that way.”

I waved and we kept walking. It was a fairly nice day, so a short walk through the woods while holding Mandi’s hand was quite pleasant.

“Hey, David?” she asked, swinging our hands.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“Can we go make out in your trailer for a few minutes? I don’t want to go right back to work yet.”

I smiled. “Of course, Mandi. I think that sounds great.”

“Thanks, I wasn’t sure you’d say yes.”

I blinked at that. “Mandi, why on Earth would I ever say no to you?”

She shrugged. “I mean, we all know you’ve been with Destiny and Bobbi Jo. Some people suspect Brandi Lynn as well. And you have a habit of kissing Chloe right in front of everyone. I guess I just want my turn. I know you agreed to be my boyfriend, but sometimes I get needy.”

I frowned. “I’m sorry, Mandi. I guess it might come off like I’m playing games with you gals.”

“Sometimes, yeah.”

“Okay, that’s not what I want,” I said. “I know we have to share, but I want to treat everyone fairly and spend equal time with everyone. It’s not gonna be easy, but I’ll try my best.”

“Thanks,” she said, smiling as we walked up to the front door of my trailer.

I held the door open for her and she smiled at me as she entered my trailer. Of course I got an eyeful of her curves as she walked by me. I’d be a fool not to, especially with how those shorts fit.

Mandi stood in the kitchen area, looking around. “Your trailer is nicer than mine. Newer, too.”

“Oh, that reminds me. I just got new curtains,” I said, grabbing the box.

I set it on my dining table and tore the box open. Fortunately I still had curtain rods, so it was just a matter of sliding the new curtains on and hanging them again.

“I definitely approve of those,” Mandi said. She crossed her arms and smiled.

My curtains were black, because I was a guy and liked things simple. They were also nice and thick, so they blocked most light. Of course my goth goblin girlfriend approved.

Once I installed them, they dimmed the sunlight entering the living room area considerably. Mandi swayed over to my sofa at the end of the trailer and sat down. Smiling at me, she patted the cushion next to her.

I walked over and sat next to the beautiful woman. She immediately took my hand in hers.

“I like it darker like this,” she said, leaning her head against my shoulder. “It feels better. More romantic. More sensual. I don’t know if I’d be able to do stuff like this in bright light. I’d feel like someone was shining a flashlight at all my imperfections.”

“Imperfections? Mandi, you’re gorgeous.”

“Thank you, David. But I have my share of issues.”

I looked down at her, at her perfectly black hair, at her large violet eyes and full lips. “I guess I don’t see it.”

She sighed and straightened up. “I guess he’s gonna see it anyway,” she muttered while unbuttoning her shorts. She paused, watching me. “Take your shirt off.”

“Uh, okay,” I said, practically tearing it off.

“I just don’t want to be the only one removing clothes here. It’ll make me self conscious.”

She continued undoing her shorts, then wiggled her hips side-to-side as she pushed them down. With a faint smile, she slowly turned around and continued pushing her shorts down, peeling them over her ass. Well, I immediately noticed she wasn’t wearing any panties beneath those shorts. Just her fishnets.

Mandi bent over straight in front of me, then pulled her shorts off her booted feet. She tossed them aside, then widened her stance a bit. She gently shook her hips side to side, making her butt wiggle.

“I want this to be firmer,” she said, slapping herself on the butt.

“Uhhh, okay,” I said, staring so hard my eyes were at risk of falling out. Up close like that, I had a really hard time deciding if her butt was nicer or Bobbi Jo’s, but either way it was easily one of the nicest I’d ever seen.

Mandi turned around and faced me, then took a step closer. Her thighs touched my knees. She pulled her shirt up and traced a finger down her soft stomach.

“I want this to be firmer, too,” she said. “I do crunches in my trailer when I remember, but it’s not enough.” Her gaze went to my chest and shoulders. “You’re a strong man. Maybe you can help me.”

“Uh, gladly,” I said, staring at the most perfect pair of breasts I had seen in a long time. Not quite as large as Bobbi Jo’s, but perkier. Wow, it was hard to think when she did that.

Mandi climbed onto the couch and straddled my legs. She pulled her shirt off over her head and tossed it to the side, revealing her black lace bra.

“And I have a scar here,” she said, tracing her finger over a faint line along the top of her left breast.

“What happened?” I asked.

She frowned. “Me and Brynleigh Mae had a contest to see who could chug a dozen beers the fastest. I won, but then I fell down my stairs.”

I laughed. “Okay, I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Same. I prefer wine.”

I cleared my throat. “So, uhhh. How do you want to start?”

She scooched forward until she was right on top of my crotch, which, as you can imagine, was rock-hard. Her smile deepened when she felt that.

“Like this,” she said, wrapping her arms behind my neck and kissing me.

I liked how these goblin girls kissed. They just really went for it. Mandi was like that, but there was a certain softness to her. Plus, I had my suspicions she was much kinkier than the others.

We kissed for a while while I squeezed her beautiful ass. My hands slowly ran up her back and I slid my fingers into her hair, gripping it tightly. She let out a soft moan against my lips.

“Yes,” she whispered as I kissed along her jaw.

I pulled harder on her hair, drawing her head back, and kissed her throat. On a whim, I nibbled right down her windpipe, just softly nipping her with my teeth. She breathed deeply and shuddered.

I kept kissing my way south and got to the tops of her breasts. Trying to be smooth, I decided to hook my chin on her bra and push it down so I could expose them. But as soon as I started, Mandi got other ideas.

“Here,” she said, reaching up and undoing her bra.

Her tits practically hit me in the face. I loved it. With both hands, I reached up and gave them a good squeeze while sucking on her dark green nipples. She moaned softly and ran her fingers through my hair.

“Bite them,” she said breathily.

I gave a gentle nibble on one, but that didn’t get the desired result, so I bit down pretty hard. Mandi let out a sharp moan, which spiked when I slapped her on the ass. Also hard.

“Oh, we need to make some time for each other,” Mandi said, then bent down to kiss me again.

“You’re telling me,” I said.

She reached down and slid a finger inside her pussy, then rubbed it on my lips. “This is what you get to taste once we’re together,” she said.

“As if I needed any more motivation,” I said.

She stretched her arms over her head, which thrust her perky breasts right in my face. After wiggling her hips on me a few times, she finally crawled off me and stood.

“By the gods, I’m so fucking wet,” she said, looking down. She glanced at my crotch and smiled.

Sure enough, her pussy was so wet she left a wet mark on the front of my pants.

“Let me take care of that,” she said, going to her knees.

Mandi crawled between my legs and licked her pussy juices off the front of my pants. She looked up at me with her bright purple eyes, giving me a look that promised a good time.

“Ugh,” I said, reaching down and grabbing her. “I don’t think I can take any more. Seriously, if you don’t stop I’m gonna blow in my pants.”

She stuck a finger in her mouth and gave me a look of wide-eyed innocence. “But David, why would you cum in your pants when you have so many better places?” She stood up and traced a finger down her body, stopping to rub her clitoris. “Like right here.”

I leaned my head back and groaned. “My god, why do you have to be so hot? Okay, let’s get our work done first so we can plan a proper date. And then I’ll need to figure out how to actually date people here. Not like I can take you to a nice French restaurant.”

“But you can French kiss me,” Mandi said.

She turned and bent over right in front of me, picking up her shorts. I leaned forward and placed a kiss right on each perfect cheek of hers.

“Oh, you’re giving me some naughty ideas,” she said.

“Alright, let’s get dressed before I have a heart attack,” I said, grabbing my shirt. “We’ve got a knife to finish.”
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Once we had our clothes on, Mandi pushed me back onto the couch. I was going to tell her we didn’t have time, but she wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned her head against my neck. Her small body fit right on top of me, and she held me tightly in what was essentially a full-body hug.

“I know I’m different than the others,” Mandi said. “All I ask is that you’re nice to me.”

“Mandi, of course,” I said, hugging her back. “I wouldn’t dream of harming you.”

“The older women, Brandi Lynn and Rayla and Destiny, have told us how the goblin men were. We’ve heard those stories for years, and I think that’s why half of us have turned toward women instead. We all like you and enjoy flirting with you, but deep down we’re afraid of men.”

“Well, from what I understand I’m very, very different from goblin men,” I said. “I’m not perfect, but I don’t think you have anything to worry about. I’d rather not face Destiny’s wrath, either.” I’d never forget that she killed the previous Munitions Expert by blowing him up.

“Plus, you like Type O Negative,” she said quietly.

“We’ll have to get a bottle of wine and listen to some of their music together sometime,” I said.

Mandi straightened up. “Could we? That sounds so romantic. We could do it at night and you could bite me and spank me. Oh, what a great way to start a relationship!”

I blinked. She kept catching me off-guard with this stuff. “Yeah, next time I see Denzel I’ll have him buy me some wine.”

“You’re the best, David,” she said, leaning forward and hugging me again. “But, I suppose I’ll let you leave.”

“Alright,” I said.

With a grunt of effort, I stood up, still holding her. Her arms and legs were wrapped around me like a koala.

“Careful, or I’ll never let you go,” she said, squeezing me tighter. “I’ve got my claws in you, so now you belong to me.”

“Eh, that doesn’t sound so bad,” I said. Super hot goth girl that wanted me all the time? Yeah, sign me up.

“I can get a little crazy sometimes,” Mandi warned. “I’ll try not to be obsessive, since you’re the only man around here, but I can’t make any promises. I can already feel my heart swelling with desire.”

“Uh, okay,” I said. “Well, let’s start with me setting you down so we can walk out of here.”

She sighed. “I suppose.”

I set her down on my living room floor. She immediately looked at my crotch and smiled.

“You sure you’re ready to walk?”

I looked down. “Yeah, I’m pitching a tent, aren’t I?”

She reached out and gave my knob a squeeze. “I want to take a mold of this thing so I can keep you with me always.”

I shrugged. “Or, you can just come over.”

“Yeah, but I have to share you,” Mandi said, pouting slightly. “And I know not all women are down for some girl-on-girl action. Especially not Bobbi Jo. She’d probably fight me.”

“She kissed Brynleigh Mae earlier,” I said.

Mandi shrugged. “Yeah but that was just for a joke, right? That doesn’t count. She isn’t into roast beef sandwiches, or going down to the Y for some fish tacos, if you catch my drift.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t tell you this, but she’s been checking you out a lot lately,” I said. “This whole dildo thing seems to, I dunno, fascinate her. She keeps looking at your butt.”

“Really?” Mandi said. She looked genuinely surprised. “Hmmm. Will you walk me back to my trailer? I want to change clothes.”

“Sure thing,” I said, then took a deep breath to help relax my crotch.

I walked her across the trailer, then opened the door for her. She gave me a smile as she walked by and stepped down the stairs. Damn, she was gorgeous. Everyone thought Bobbi Jo was the prettiest woman in the trailer park, but I felt myself falling for this goth short stack.

She slipped her hand in mine and we walked down the path that led away from my trailer. After taking a left turn, we stepped onto the broad field, where Darrell and Cletus were still playing.

“That was really sweet of you to get them the swing set,” Mandi said. “I like knowing that you’re gonna be a good daddy.” She looked up at me through her long eyelashes. “Well, I think you’re already my daddy. But you’ll be a good father.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that one. Mandi rubbed her hand over her stomach.

“Do you think I’d look good pregnant?” she asked.

“I mean, yeah,” I said. “Pregnant women are beautiful. They have that inner glow thing going on.”

“Plus, it’ll make my butt and boobs larger,” Mandi said. “I love the thought of having your baby.”

“Easy there,” I said. “We’ve only known each other for like five days. Let’s date a while before we plan kids, okay?”

“Do you not love me enough to plan a family with me, David?” she asked, sounding genuinely offended.

“Mandi, I can’t love you, I barely know you,” I said. “I mean, I think you’re great, truly great! And you’ve got to be one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever known. But we need to get to know each other before we start throwing around words like that.”

She looked at me, wide-eyed. “So, you don’t love me?”

A tear leaked out of her eye, and I knew I was in trouble.

“Mandi, come on,” I groaned. “Don’t be like this. I like you a lot. Can we just take things as they go?”

“Do you love Bobbi Jo?” she asked, her voice heated. “Or Destiny? You fucked both of them, after all.”

“Woah, Mandi,” I said, raising my hands. “Calm down, okay?”

“I AM CALM!” she shouted. “I can’t believe I almost gave myself to you, David! And you don’t even love me!” With a huff, she stomped off.

I just shrugged and checked out her ass as she walked away. I had too much on my mind to let her jealousy get to me.

Darrell and Cletus were nearby, so I walked over to them. “Hey, guys. You like your new swing and slide?”

“Yeah!” Cletus said.

Darrell ran up to me and hugged my leg, then ran back to the swing. “Watch, mister David!”

He climbed into the swing and began rocking his legs back and forth, until he was moving. I just smiled. The innocence of children would always be beautiful.

And it suddenly dawned on me that within this protection zone, they’d never have to worry about war, famine, crooked politicians, or anything like that. They’d have easy lives.

Of course, they’d also have no future. I made a mental note to talk to Denzel. Maybe he could train them to be delivery guys as well, so they could leave one day.

I heard Mandi’s door slam and I glanced over there. I wasn’t entirely sure why she went a little crazy on me, but nothing was ever simple when dealing with women. Well, except for Chloe. I helped her kids and sometimes kissed her, and she said thanks. That was it. And now that Brandi Lynn and I were platonic, she was easy as well. Friendly, even.

“Alright, guys,” I said to the boys. “Keep playing so you can sleep tonight and give your mama a break. I’ve got to get back to work.”

“Thanks mister David!” they shouted together.

“Good kids,” I said to myself as I walked away.

Fortunately, the forge was only a short distance from there. My head vibrated, so I pulled out my tablet to check it. I had been kinda ignoring the thing lately and just enjoying life, which seemed to aggravate it.

Hey, champ. I just wanted to remind you that you have some quests you need to finish. Wanna see them? Especially since you’re already close to level two.

“Of course I do,” I said. “Show me everything, tablet. Show me my future.”

I do like the name Charlie, you know.

“Show me everything, Charlie,” I said.

Ahhhh, sweet bliss. Okay, here we go. First, your main quest:

New Quest: The Basics, But Slightly Less Basic.

Reward: 10-20 Experience, depending on degree of difficulty.

Having successfully made a knife, it’s time for you to look toward the future. After all, you can’t make knives and nothing else! Well, technically you could, but it would be hard to gain levels. I’m on your side, remember.

With that in mind, it’s time to push things. Use your Killing is My Business skill to design an entirely new weapon. I won’t tell you what it needs to be, other than it should be more advanced than the silly knives you’re currently making. The more technical you make the weapon, the more experience you’ll get. Understand?

“Yeah, sounds good,” I said. “I actually have some ideas for that already, so I think we’ll be okay. Do I have any optional quests, or side quests?”

Of course! And I can create quests, you know. Like I said, I’m here to help you. But this is what I’ve got right now:

New Quest: Fae Metal.

Reward: 5 Experience.

I’m sure you remember hearing stories of an elder fae dragon in the area. If you can convince her to work with you and heat your forge, some of her power will go into the steel, creating fae metal.

“Fae metal?” I asked. “Is that anything like thrash metal?” I meant it as a joke but of course, the tablet took it seriously.

If we’re using musical analogies, just imagine if Slayer and Cannibal Corpse had a baby and that baby was made of high-carbon steel.

“Um. Okay, I’m not exactly sure where you’re going with that,” I said. “Also, how are you familiar with those bands?”

My point is, the steel is very high quality. In fact, it is the highest of qualities, and as such will sell for more money. It’s pretty, too.

I nodded. “Alright. So, get the fae dragon to blow on the forge so we can have magical metal. Deal. I don’t think that’ll be too hard. What’s next?”

New Quest: Date Night.

Reward: 2 Experience. Hey, don’t complain. I’m doing you a favor.

I can hear your thoughts, you know. Since you’ve lasted longer than the previous fools that have held me, I decided to do something nice for you. So, for this quest, you get to have some fun.

Take two women out on dates. And I mean real dates; you have to put some thought into it. Macaroni and cheese and a condom might be romantic where you’re from, but my programming knows better. Impress the ladies and be rewarded.

“Hey, thanks,” I said to the tablet. “That’s mighty nice of you.”

I aim to satisfy. That’s not all, though. Since you’ve been working with bombs, we’ve got more in that general area as well.

New Quest: Try Not to Blow a Finger Off.

Reward: 5 Experience. This one ain’t hard, champ.

Nice job on the pipe bombs, but we both know those will sell for pennies compared to something better. So, it’s time to make something better. Better explosives, that is. Impress me. Show me what you’ve got.

I nodded. “I can do that. Thanks again, tablet. Uhh, Charlie.” I threw the tablet away and it disappeared a foot away from my hand.

After that, I walked down the wide path that went from the side of the field to the junkyard. When I got there, most of the women were waiting for me. I saw a few with pieces of paper in hand. Brandi Lynn had a piece of paper folded up and slipped in her back pocket. That’s what I was staring at. Definitely not her huge ass.

“Alright, where are we on that knife?” I asked as I approached the forge.

“I think you were working on the handle with Mandi and Wynter,” Bobbi Jo said. She walked up and hugged me, and I kissed the top of her head in return.

“Alright, time to finish it, then,” I said. I looked around, seeing Wynter, but not Mandi. Well, she’d be here soon enough.

I went over to where Wynter sat and we picked up right where we left off, sliding pieces of leather onto the knife tang. She gave me a few shy smiles and after a bit I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.

“Hey, Bobbi Jo,” Mandi said from afar.

“Oh, hi, Mandi,” Bobbi Jo said, sounding not quite herself.

I looked up and saw that Mandi had returned. And what a return it was.
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She slowly walked around the forge, trailing a fingertip across a few things. It was impossible to miss how Bobbi Jo was checking her out. For that matter, Brynleigh Mae was getting an eyeful as well. I mean, everyone was.

She finally stepped out of the forge and I got a better view of her.

Mandi’s black hair was in a single braid down her back now, instead of two. She had applied black lipstick and eyeliner, putting her in full goth girl mode. She still wore fishnets and boots, but the shorts she now wore were quite possibly the tightest pair of shorts I had ever seen. Maybe the shortest as well.

Mandi noticed me watching her and pretended to check something out, off to her side. As she turned, I saw her shorts were so tight they went right up her ass, showing off each perfect cheek. Furthermore, the shorts stopped right beneath her ass, exposing every millimeter of her legs.

Up top, she now wore a black spaghetti strap tank top that ended just beneath her breasts. Fine black lace was at every edge, perfecting the look.

Bobbi Jo kept watching her until Brynleigh Mae elbowed her. They went back to work and Mandi walked up to us.

“Hey, Mandi,” I said, standing up.

“Why hello there,” Mandi said, walking right past me. She went up to Wynter, pulled her to her feet, and gave her a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Oh, hi Mandi,” Wynter said. “What’s that for? Been a while since you treated me like that.”

“Just showing you I appreciate you,” Mandi said. “I still remember all the fun times we had.”

I rolled my eyes. “Mandi, cut it out. You know I like you. Hell, I’m crazy about you.”

She gave me a level look. “I have no idea what you’re talking about, David. Cut what out? And why would you like me? You’ve made it clear there’s nothing between us.”

I pulled a slip of paper out of my pocket and pretended to check over it. “Anyone got a pen? I need to scratch out some stuff from my shopping list. Guess I don’t need red wine or handcuffs anymore.”

Mandi’s eyes widened. “Handcuffs? B-but—” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then opened them again. “Maybe you should leave those things on your list, David.”

I shrugged. “Yeah, you’re probably right. I just need to find someone to enjoy this stuff with.” I stood up and took two steps toward the forge, then called out. “Hey Bobbi Jo!”

“Yes, David?” she asked, smiling at me. She held a hammer in her right hand.

“Let’s share a bottle of red wine together. I just got all new black sheets too, so maybe you can help me put those on my bed.” Behind me, Mandi made a strangled sound.

Bobbi Jo’s smile deepened. “Oh, that sounds great! When?”

“As soon as Denzel comes back, I’ll give him the list,” I said. “Hey, would you wear a collar for me?”

Someone was suddenly at my side, so I looked over. Mandi stood there, with several emotions struggling on her face. “It’s okay, Bobbi Jo. If you don’t want to be collared, I’ll wear it.”

Bobbi Jo shrugged. “I mean, it’s just a silly necklace. I probably won’t look as good as you in it, Mandi, but if he gets me a necklace I’ll wear it.”

“No!” Mandi cried. “I want him to collar me! It’s not just a necklace. It’s important.”

Bobbi Jo looked from me to Mandi and back. “Am I missing something? I feel like I’m missing something here.”

“Are we going on a date tonight, Bobbi Jo?” I asked.

Other women began stepping up. Destiny stood there, hands on her hips. Brandi Lynn walked up as well, crossing her arms and grinning. She was just there to enjoy the drama. Brynleigh Mae looked eager as she stood next to Bobbi Jo, holding a large set of pliers.

“What about my date?” Destiny asked.

Chloe stood there, not quite ready to ask but looking at me expectantly.

“God, you’re all so damn beautiful,” I said. I turned around. “Wynter, I owe you a date as well. How about lunch tomorrow?”

She stood up and beamed a smile at me. “Oh, that sounds great, David! I can make us something lovely to eat!”

“I can always just enjoy your peach,” I said. She giggled.

Mandi practically fumed with that. She cleared her throat and gently tugged on my hand.

“Yes, Mandi?” I asked.

She took a breath to calm herself, then spoke quietly while looking down. “I’m sorry if I became too emotional, David. I would like to ask for your forgiveness.”

I reached up and rubbed my chin while staring down at her. God damn, she was pretty.

“I dunno,” I said, speaking quietly as well. “You might need to be punished.”

She let out a faint gasp and looked up at me. “Please?” she whispered. “I’ve been bad.”

I winked at her. “I know. Fortunately, sometimes I like bad girls. Relax a bit and we’ll talk once this knife is done, okay?”

“Thank you,” she said meekly, then turned and walked back to where Wynter stood.

“Alright, let’s get this knife done so we can start on the next,” I said. “And before anyone asks, I want you all to know that I plan on taking every single one of you on dates.”

That settled, I turned and walked back to where Mandi and Wynter worked. We finished the handle of the knife pretty quickly. I looked at the roll of heavy leather Denzel had brought and decided we’d start using that for all our future knives.

I took it over to the forge, where Brynleigh Mae held it while Bobbi Jo carefully piened the pommel on.

“You two work quickly,” I said, noting that four more knife blades were nearly done. “You’re doing great, but hold off on any more knives. I have an idea for something new and better, and I’ll need your skill.”

“Okay,” Brynleigh Mae said, setting the pliers down.

“What’s next?” Bobbi Jo asked.

I grinned. “Just wait. We’re going big with the next weapon.”

“Ohhhh, suspenseful,” Brynleigh Mae said to Bobbi Jo. “I might pick up drinkin’ since I can’t take this.” She rolled her eyes and looked back at me. “Come on, David. Just tell us.”

I sighed. “You two ruin everything. I was thinking of making a cannon and mounting it on top of a car. Maybe an armored car.”

Bobbi Jo frowned as she thought on that.

Brynleigh Mae looked confused for a moment. “Hold up. A cannon? You plan on enchanting it, right?”

“Of course,” I said.

“Good,” she replied. “I don’t think anyone would be interested in a cannon otherwise. A machine gun would be a much better idea.”

“Well, when we can make one of those, I’ll gladly do it,” I said. “For now, we have to stay simple. Maybe we can figure out some armor, as well.”

I took the knife from them and went over to the Honda Civic grinder. Once I got it running, I sat in front of the coarse grit wheel and carefully shaped the blade and handle. A bucket of water sat next to me, so I could keep the blade from overheating.

Once that was done, I went over to the fine grit wheel and tried to put a bit of a polish on the knife, as well as sharpen it. It didn’t put a perfect edge on it, but it got it pretty damn sharp.

By the time I was done, I went back over to where Wynter and Mandi sat. They took the knife from me and traced the blade onto a piece of leather.

“We can have this done in a few hours, tops,” Wynter said. “Honestly, probably half that.”

I nodded. “I’m gonna go have Jim enchant this.”

“Can I come with you?” Mandi asked.

“Of course, Mandi,” I said. “I love—”

Her eyes widened.

“—it when you walk next to me.

“Oh,” she said. “Yes, well. Let’s go.”

I felt like a rockstar pushing through a crowd of fans as I left the forge. Wynter gave me bedroom eyes, Mandi clung to my arm like it was keeping her alive, and Bobbi Jo stared at the two of us so hard I thought she was going to have an aneurysm.

Destiny just so happened to stand in our way. The gorgeously thick pink-haired goblin woman wore a pair of tight jeans and a skimpy shirt that hung off one shoulder.

“You just make sure you treat my girls right, you hear?” she said, her hands on her hips.

I leaned forward and kissed her forehead. “Yes ma’am,” I said.

Chloe was right behind her. “Thank you for getting those things for my boys, David. It really means the world to me.”

“I have some more ideas for them that I’d like to go over with you later,” I said to her. “Maybe this evening, if we have time, or tomorrow morning.” She smiled and nodded.

Through all of this, Mandi clung to my arm, refusing to let go no matter what I did. I high-fived Brandi Lynn on my way to the forge, where Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo discussed how to make a cannon.

“Hey,” I said, walking up to Brynleigh Mae. I gave her a one-armed hug, since Mandi was practically part of me by that time, and kissed her soft lips.

After that, I walked up to Bobbi Jo. I pulled her into a tight hug that included Mandi. Bobbi Jo didn’t seem to mind, and even wrapped her arms around the both of us. I bent down and kissed Bobbi Jo, then kissed Mandi. I could see the gears turning in Bobbi Jo’s head, so I just winked at her and kissed the top of her head.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said to Mandi.

Knife in one hand and beautiful goth girlfriend on my other arm, I left the forge. We walked down the path, her clutching to me with both arms, me enjoying the day. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Bobbi Jo watching us. Or more realistically, watching Mandi. It appeared her shorts had accomplished exactly what she wanted.

To my right, I saw that Blerg had completely cleared the field. That was important, considering my plans. I tried to think of what Denzel could do for me, then realized the possibilities were basically endless and limited only by our bank accounts.

“Do you enjoy punishing me, David?” Mandi asked, still holding me tightly.

I thought carefully on my words. She seemed a bit more fragile than I had originally guessed and not quite as emotionally stable. Perhaps she was just needy and didn’t know how to act. “Not really, but—”

“Do you think you could one day grow to enjoy punishing me?” she asked.

Well, I hadn’t been expecting that. Perhaps I should have. “Yes,” I told her. “Mandi, come here.”

She was a curvy woman but in the end she was only four feet tall and I was a pretty strong guy. So, I bent down and lifted her into my arms. She giggled with delight and wrapped her arms around my neck, kicking her feet with excitement.

“Mandi, I like you.” She gave me a weird look so I hurried on. “Maybe in the future I’ll love you. I’m sure I will. I just don’t know you well enough yet. It wouldn’t be real. I want to get to know you over a period of time. I want us to experience falling in love with each other. But you have to calm down a bit, okay?”

“I’m sorry,” she said, burying her face against my neck. “But you promised to punish me, right?”

“Yes, my dear,” I said. She nipped my neck when I said that.

I turned down the path that led to my trailer, and once we were fully out of sight, set her down. She immediately clung to my arm again, which honestly, I enjoyed. Once I found a proper sized tree, we stopped.

“Okay, I want you to stand there in front of this tree and hold on,” I said. “Bend over slightly.”

Mandi’s cheeks flushed as she walked up to the tree, bent over, and grabbed onto it.

“Your ass looks so perfect in those shorts, but I need you to push them down,” I said.

Mandi grabbed onto her waistband and began pushing her shorts down. They were tight, so it took lots of hip rocking and grunting to get them down, but they finally went down to her knees. I had her turn back around and hold onto the tree with both hands.

“You were a bad girl today, Mandi,” I said, looking down at her ass. Dear god, the thing was perfect. I tried to put that out of my mind. Instead, I stabbed the knife into the tree, right above her hands.

I reached down and grabbed onto her butt, then gave it a squeeze. I felt her body tense up as I brought my hand back.

Crack!

I slapped her hard on each cheek, and she gasped loudly. Her hips gyrated slightly, and I spanked her again. She let out a soft moan, so I reached out and grabbed her firmly by the shoulder with my left hand. With my right hand, I spanked each perfect cheek again, twice.

“Fuck, David,” Mandi said under her breath. Her hips moved slowly, gyrating as if she wanted me inside her at that moment.

I had never before really been into spanking, but with Mandi I found myself loving it. Maybe it was because her body was so damn perfect. Maybe it was because I saw how much it turned her on.

Truth be told, I didn’t quite know what I was doing. So, I did my best impression of a cheesy women’s romance novel. I ran my hand firmly over her ass, then slid a finger down until I could feel how hot and wet her pussy was.

“I forgive you,” I said into her ear in my lowest voice. She shivered.

“Thank you, sir,” she replied.

I gently pressed against her labia with my finger. “Who does this belong to?”

“You,” she said.

“I want to hear you say it.”

She arched her back, pushing herself against my finger, trying to get me inside her. “My pussy belongs to you, sir.”

“Good girl,” I said. I let my hand slide around her neck, around her throat, and gently pulled her to me. I kissed her temple and gave her butt a squeeze, enjoying how heavily she breathed. After that, I bent down and grabbed her shorts, then started pulling them up.

Well, that definitely took a moment, but I finally got them into place and buttoned. Jesus christ, how did she squeeze herself into those things?

I pulled her into another tight hug after that. “Are you ready to see Jim about this knife?”

“Yes sir,” she said, holding me tightly.

I held her until her heart rate slowed to normal, then we left.
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As we walked down the overgrown path to Jim’s house, I couldn’t help but notice it was looking better. I made a point of tearing out bushes and weeds every time I walked that path and tossing them out of the way. A few days of that really made a difference. It also looked like someone had spent some time properly clearing parts of it.

We found Jim standing at his work table, still muttering under his breath about gasoline. He had changed, though. Instead of dirty sweatpants, he wore a pair of dark gray cargo pants and a plain t-shirt. He looked almost presentable. His hair was still a wild mess, but it was a big improvement.

“You look different,” Mandi said as we approached.

Jim looked down at himself. “Yeah, just hoping one day I can… Ah, nevermind.”

I smiled. “I can put a bug in her ear if you’d like.”

Jim stared at me. “Dear gods man, no! Why would you put a bug in that woman’s ear? That sounds painful and terrible. I mean, what the fuck, dude?”

I sighed. “It’s a saying where I come from,” I explained. “It means I can mention you around her. Get her thinking about you.”

Jim frowned. “Oh. Well. Yes, that’s much different. Please, go ahead with that. You have the knife?”

“We do,” I said, handing him the blade.

Jim looked it over and examined it closely. “This looks better than the last one. The handle is rather dark. I think if it was red it might match the enchantment better. Mind if I try dyeing it?”

I shrugged. “I don’t care. Go right ahead.”

He nodded. “Alright, so what’s the final word on this enchantment?”

I let Mandi have that one. She sounded excited as she described it.

“Okay, so if someone gets sliced with this knife, we want it to cause blisters all over their skin. Big ones, like an inch or two in diameter. Or, you know, two to five centimeters. Whatever. When the blisters pop, they spray infected blood all over the other soldiers, and where the blister was then turns to rotten flesh.”

Jim nodded again. “Yes, the deathrot dagger. Nasty stuff indeed. Want me to add any eye bleeding?”

“Oh, could you, please?” Mandi asked in a voice that was much too sweet for what she was describing. “Eye blood and nose blood would be just perfect, Jim.”

“Alright, alright,” he said. “Gimme a couple hours and I’ll have it done. Maybe even just a single hour.”

“Thanks, Jim,” I said, rapping my knuckles on his table. “We’ll see you shortly.”

After that, I turned and left with Mandi on my arm. My thoughts were a blur, everything from weapons to making my own wine, to the women here.

The truth was, I liked these women. They were all wonderful. Even Brandi Lynn in her own way. I mean, if I wanted to slam a few beers, shoot guns in the woods, and fuck each other’s brains out all night, she was the perfect woman for that.

But we had agreed to avoid anything of that nature so that things wouldn’t be weird with her daughter. Brynleigh Mae was a sweet woman, gorgeous as the rest, and I could see myself really enjoying time with her.

And then of course there was Mandi. Mandi, my goth girlfriend. I could tell she was going to love bomb me on a daily basis, and you know what? I was ready for it. The world didn’t have enough love in it, so I hoped she smothered me regularly.

“So, you want to build a cannon?” Mandi asked, still holding me tightly.

“Yeah,” I said. “I feel like that’s the next logical step after a knife. I need something better, more modern. I also need to build more bombs.”

“May I make a suggestion, sir?” she asked.

I smiled at her. “Of course, my dear.”

“I think you’re approaching it from the wrong direction entirely. A knife is a crude weapon, but can be useful in just about any situation. A cannon is outdated and has very limited use. The only reason it’ll be worth a damn is because of the enchantment we put on it. I mean, it sounds like you’re trying to build the worst possible tank.”

I frowned. She was right. “So, what would you recommend?”

“Well, you need to figure out exactly what you want to do. Right now you have a knife, a close-quarters combat weapon, with an enchantment that will quickly spread among a platoon or group and destroy their morale. Going from that to a cannon is a pretty big jump in an entirely different direction.”

“Yeah, but it’ll do a lot more damage,” I said.

“Really?” she asked, pulling on my arm. “One slice with the flaming diarrhea knife and a few minutes later, an entire platoon of men will be shitting fire. Or, their buttholes will be on fire and the diarrhea will put it out, and…. Well, whatever it does.”

“Yeah, one day I hope to figure that one out,” I grumbled. “Or maybe not. Let’s be honest.”

“My point is, one cannonball will do some good damage, but one cut from that knife will kill an entire platoon within minutes, and stories of it will spread faster than the butt-fire it creates. That’s what you should think about. How can you completely destroy morale?”

“Glad the Geneva Conventions don’t apply here,” I said under my breath. “Yeah. You’re right. So, instead of a cannon, we need…. I don’t know. Something else that will infect a bunch of people.”

“But how can you improve upon that?” Mandi asked.

“Hmmm,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. “Reach. Range. Get the wielder further away. So, we do something similar, but make it a ranged weapon so the person wielding it is safe.”

“Now you’re thinking,” Mandi said with a smile.

“I couldn’t have done it without you,” I said, bending down and kissing the top of her head. “Good girl.”

She shivered slightly as I said that. Score.

“So, we need to do some brainstorming, I think,” I said. “And hey, maybe the cannon is still a decent idea. We just focus more on the enchantment. Make it a cannon that spreads some terrible curse instead of just going boom.”

Mandi shrugged. “Cannon, some kind of launcher, yeah. Really you just need something that’ll send a bomb into the enemy ranks.”

I snapped my fingers. At least I tried; Mandi had my right arm, so I did it with my left. I couldn’t snap my fingers with my left hand.

“I’m so glad you said that,” I said. “We make a small bomb, or a bunch of small bombs. When they explode, they spread something… I dunno, something gross. I’m sure you and Wynter will think of a perfect enchantment. Then we just need a basic launcher. So a cannon isn’t entirely out of the picture, we just have to rethink it some.”

Mandi nodded. “I like it. I guess the question is do you want the bomb to explode like a regular bomb? Or do you want it to just blast this enchantment everywhere?”

“Good question,” I said. “Ultimately the enchantment will be more powerful, so we should go with that.”

“And do you want to make it mount on top of a car, or should you make it shoulder fireable?”

“Another good point,” I said. “If one man can fire it, it’s more usable. Yeah, I think we’re onto something here. Maybe we can make this along with some knives, since those do so well. Maybe even a second flaming diarrhea knife, since we know that works.”

“You sound like you’re starting a business,” Mandi said with a smirk.

“Yeah, apparently one called BBC,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I still don’t get that joke,” she said.

“Eh. In the end, I don’t really care what we call things, as long as they sell. And I think we stand to make a fortune if we do things right. I have some plans on what we can spend that money on, too.”

“Care to share those plans with me?” she asked.

“Not quite yet,” I said. “I want to figure a few things out first, then once things come to fruition I’ll loop everyone in.”

“So, being secretive?”

I shrugged. “I just don’t want you guys to see it if I make a mistake. Okay, here we are.”

We walked back up to the forge and I called out for everyone to gather around. Bobbi Jo stepped up next to Mandi, making it look casual. I saw her check out Mandi’s rear end a few times, trying to be subtle. Mandi pretended not to notice, but she leaned forward and placed her hands on the anvil, then arched her lower back like she was stretching.

Brynleigh Mae set her hammer down and stood there with her hands on her hips. Wynter walked up, then Destiny and Chloe. Brandi Lynn was the last one, with a cigarette in her mouth.

“Smoking will kill you,” I said. “Plus, it stinks.”

She took a deep drag on the cigarette and blew the smoke right toward me, then flipped me a bird. I expected to cough, but for some odd reason I couldn’t smell anything. It was just like air.

“Maybe you should mind your business,” Brandi Lynn said.

“What is that thing?” I asked.

“Rayla makes them for me sometimes,” Brandi Lynn explained. “No one likes cigarettes, but smoking can be fun. This is basically just air and water vapor.”

“So you’re vaping?” I asked.

“Huh?”

“Nevermind. I wanted to talk to everyone about our next weapon. Now, we’re still going to make knives. As we learned from the first one, that’s a lot of money for a day’s work. But I want to improve upon that and make something even better.”

“What about those bombs?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“That’s my girl,” Brandi Lynn said. “Yeah, those bombs were easy as shit to make and made one hell of a bang. Can you do something better than those?”

“I’m pretty sure,” I said. “I mean, we kind of have to. That’s how we’ll make more money. And Mandi and I have brainstormed something very basic, but very good.”

“Let’s hear it!” Brynleigh Mae shouted.

“Okay, so it’s essentially a launcher of sorts. Something that will be held like a rifle against your shoulder, but will launch a bomb instead of fire a bullet. And the bomb won’t blow up with fire, like our pipe bombs, but will blow up with some weird enchantment.”

“Like flaming diarrhea?” Wynter asked, raising her hand slightly. “I thought that was a great idea, by the way.”

“Yeah, the flaming diarrhea was solid,” Destiny said, nodding in agreement. “Okay, so I guess diarrhea isn’t solid, but you get my point. It was a solid idea. Can the bombs do that? Imagine launching a few flaming diarrhea bombs into enemy ranks.”

“That’s a good idea, Destiny,” Wynter said.

I frowned. “I’d prefer not to be known as the company that makes diarrhea bombs. We’ll brainstorm a few things, though.”

“So, a shoulder-fired bomb launcher,” Bobbi Jo said. “Surely we can come up with a better name than that.”

“Goblin Assault Power Ejector,” Wynter said after a moment. “GAPE for short! Use our new weapon to send your load downrange, when you really want to gape the enemy!”

“Oh, that sounds so fancy,” Bobbi Jo said. “Hell, it sounds so catchy it makes me want to get gaped!” She giggled.

I sighed. “I’m not sure you guys know what that actually means,” I said. “I really don’t want to call it—”

“GAPE!” they shouted together.

I sighed again. I felt so resigned to this. They really didn’t understand what they were saying. “Well, at least when Denzel is selling things, he can tell people that they can get gaped with his BBC.”

“It’s a great idea,” Mandi said, squeezing my arm.

I just ran my fingers through my hair and sighed again.
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We spent a few minutes talking about the design itself. They were familiar with rifles, having read plenty of magazines and seen movies like Commando. So at least there was that.

We just had to figure out a propulsion system, as well as the bombs themselves. We needed something that would be strong enough to survive the launch, but would break open upon impact. That was harder than it seemed.

“You should talk to Rayla,” Bobbi Jo said after a few minutes. She stood right next to me, with her hooters constantly bumping into my arm. I knew she did it on purpose, and I hoped she continued. “She knows magic, so I’m sure she can help with it somehow.”

“Good idea, Bobbi Jo,” Mandi said with a smile. Yeah, something was definitely going on between those two.

“So, I guess our first step is designing the propulsion system,” I said. “Technically we could just use some springs, but that feels kinda… low-tech.”

“It feels shitty,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Let’s call it what it is. Although I think you’re on the right track.”

“Okay, what else can we do?” I asked. “I don’t think we have what it takes to do hydraulics yet. Electromagnetic propulsion, either. All I can think of are some big-ass springs.”

“I’ve got the big ass for you, honey,” Bobbi Jo said, slapping herself on the butt.

“Okay, can you shoot anything out of your butt?” I asked.

She opened her mouth to reply, then wisely closed it.

“I wish I had a piece of paper,” I mumbled. “Wait. Tablet. Uh, Charlie. Can you make me a spiral notebook and a pen? Actually, a mechanical pencil.”

Sure thing, champ. Planning on drawing pictures of the enemy, or telling your buyers to give their enemies papercuts?

“Drawing designs for a new weapon,” I said.

My tablet beeped and a moment later a notebook fell onto the anvil. A mechanical pencil fell on it a few seconds later. I picked it up and began sketching my idea. I spoke out loud as I drew.

“Okay, so a wooden shoulder stock. Attached to that, we’ll have some kind of tube or rail system, something to hold our bomb. And, until we can think of something better, a huge spring on each side. Maybe we can stuff the springs inside tubes so people don’t get their fingers caught on them.”

“I like it,” Bobbi Jo said, leaning over my paper.

“You have really good ideas, David,” Mandi said, right next to Bobbi Jo.

The two glanced at each other, and after a moment, smiled. My mind drifted, and for a moment I imagined them going at it in bed. I had to quickly shift gears or I’d never be able to focus on anything else.

“I think it’ll work, we just need to figure out the specifics. Make a prototype first, then make adjustments to it until it works right. So, with that in mind, let’s keep making knives so we can keep a steady flow of income.”

“We’ll get right on it,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Can I watch?” Mandi asked.

Bobbi Jo looked over at Brynleigh Mae, then back at Mandi and shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

“I just want to learn how to do this,” Mandi said. She walked over to the forge itself, where I had set the small pile of steel blanks. Every eye was on her in those ridiculous shorts.

“Who wants to work on making a wooden stock?” I asked.

Destiny looked around, then nudged Chloe. “You want to?” she asked. Chloe nodded. “We’ll do it, David,” Destiny said.

“I’ll handle the most important task,” Brandi Lynn said, adjusting her massive tits in her tight-fitting t-shirt.

“What’s that?” I asked.

She leaned against one of the wooden uprights of the forge building and placed a hand on her hip. “I’m gonna stand here and look sexy as hell.”

I laughed. Brynleigh Mae rolled her eyes.

“Maybe you can work with someone to design the bombs,” I said to her.

Brandi Lynn shrugged. “I mean, I guess.”

“I’ll do it,” Wynter said, raising her hand. She walked up to Brandi Lynn and gave her a sweet smile.

“What about me?” Mandi asked. A different question was visible in her eyes, but I didn’t have time for that at the moment. We had to work.

“You can help me figure out how this thing is going to work,” I said to her. She smiled, so I figured I had said the right thing.

Mandi was a bit crazy, but in the end I still liked her.

I grabbed my notebook and pencil and looked around. The sparseness of the forge was getting to me. I made a mental note to ask Denzel to pick up a few more things, like chairs and a table.

“Bobbi Jo, are we still on for tonight?” I asked her.

She beamed a smile at me. “Yes, baby,” she said.

Mandi stiffened a bit at that, but I ignored it. She would have to get used to things. We all would. I took her by the hand and pulled her away from the forge.

“Come on,” I said. “I just need a place to sit down and think. There aren’t many chairs here, though.”

“Let’s go sit in your car,” she said.

“Good point.”

I pulled her over to the Grand National GNX and we both opened the car doors. Fortunately the interior was pretty clean, other than being a bit on the dusty side. We left the doors open to get a breeze and I tried to get comfortable.

“Okay, now let’s see,” I said as I tried my hand at sketching. “Our bomb should be shaped kind of like a bullet, so it’ll fly further and slide down the barrel better. Or rails, or whatever.” I tried drawing a large bullet.

“How will we make that?” Mandi asked, tracing a finger down her chest. I didn’t think she realized she was doing it. Or maybe she did. Either way, I had to tear my eyes away from her.

“We’ll probably have to cast it,” I said. “Maybe cast both halves and then weld it together. I dunno. I might be able to have Denzel search for a company that makes things like this. Canisters with a screw top or something.”

“Screw top?” Mandi asked.

“Yeah, my thoughts were going toward explosions again,” I said. “Like, we could make a canister and fill it with explosives, then screw the top on and launch it. I need to change how I’m approaching this. I suppose it doesn’t matter what’s inside, if our aim is to spread an enchantment.”

Mandi frowned. “Hmm. Unless we make it explode, and the explosion is what spreads the initial enchantment.”

“Now you’re talking,” I said. “We’ll just have to figure out how to make a trigger for the explosion.”

“I’m sure we can do it,” Mandi said with a smile. “We’re a crafty bunch. Ugh, I’ll bet our child would be really smart. A handsome and smart little boy.”

“Easy,” I warned.

She looked me dead in the eyes. “No. I love you and I want you to get me pregnant.”

I sighed. “Mandi, you gotta stop this.”

She blinked. “Oh, I’m sorry, sir. I think I’ve been bad again. I might need you to punish me.” Her lips slowly curved into a smile. “Maybe you can spank me while I beg you to breed me.”

I just laughed. I’d have to figure out a way to deal with her craziness, but I was pretty sure I could make it fun.

“Okay, so a bullet-shaped bomb,” I said, going back to sketching. “So, assuming we have that, we need a barrel, or something. Maybe some kind of rails to hold it in place. Something easy to load.”

I sketched what was essentially a long, tube-shaped cage. That would keep it lighter, and had the added benefit of having slots in the side that would allow the spring-loaded launching mechanism to move.

“I think I see what you’re doing,” Mandi said. “So, a spring on each side of the barrel. Those connect to the tip of the barrel and to a sort of cradle that holds the bomb. Crank it all the way back, and when you pull the trigger, it launches the bomb.”

“Exactly,” I said. “I can’t see it not working. If we’re lucky, it’ll launch it pretty far. This will definitely take longer than a day to make, though.”

“I just hope you take me on a date before it’s done,” Mandi said. “I think I’ve earned that, right? Sir.”

I sighed. “Mandi, come here,” I said, setting the pencil and notebook on the center console.

Mandi practically leaped across the car and straddled me. Her arms were around me and her face buried against my neck within seconds.

“Ah, this does feel nice,” I said, holding her for a moment. “What do you want me to do, Mandi?”

“I want you to love me,” she said. “Never leave me, ever. Put a baby in me. Belong to me. Be my property, and I’ll be yours.”

“All of that takes time, if you want it to be real,” I said. “And, realistically speaking, I’m stuck in this protection zone just like you. So in a sense, it would be physically impossible for me to leave you.”

She squeezed me again. “You’re mine.” She punctuated that with a soft laugh that sounded more than a bit unhinged. “Oh, the things I’m going to make you do to me.”

“And I can’t wait,” I said. “But again, all of those take time. Like I said, I’m sure I’ll love you. But I have to get to know you, first.”

She straightened up, still sitting on my lap. “But I love you. I’ve known that for a while, now. I feel like we were made for each other, sir.” She tapped her lip. “Or maybe I should call you master, instead.”

“No, sir is fine. Actually, I’d prefer for you to just call me by my name.”

She frowned. “That’s no fun. I belong to you, sir.” She nodded as if it was set in stone.

“Okay, Mandi. I’m taking Bobbi Jo on a date tonight. No, stop pouting. I promised to do it, and I’m a man of my word. Plus, I like Bobbi Jo. Tomorrow for lunch, Wynter and I are having a picnic. If you’re a good girl, tomorrow night you and I can go on our first proper date. How does that sound?”

She threw her arms around me. “I think that would make me the happiest woman in the world, or at least within this protection zone. Are you going to knock me up?”

“No!” I said. “Jesus, no! We’re not ready for that at all, Mandi.”

“I just want to feel your cum inside me,” she said. “Ugh, get me pregnant, sir. Glaze me like a donut. Fill me like one of those Boston cream pies.”

“Okay, you keep it up and we’ll only do anal, so you’ll never get pregnant,” I said.

She straightened up again and smiled. “Promise? That sounds like fun.”

I sighed and hugged her again. “I can’t win with you, Mandi.”

She wiggled her hips on my lap. “That’s right, sir. You shouldn’t try.”
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Once I had a rough sketch of our weapon from several angles, we finally left the car. I took a moment to check out the Buick. Physically, it looked to be in great shape. The tires even held air.

“What’s wrong with it?” Mandi asked.

I walked around and looked at the yellow paint pen on the passenger side window. “Fuel system. Well, hopefully I can fix that. Especially with some of you helping me out.”

“Oh, can we drive around while listening to The Cure?”

I shrugged. “Sure. Although with a car like this, I feel like something heavier might be appropriate. Brynleigh Mae probably has some good music. Hey, have you ever heard Slayer?”

“They’re a little angry for me,” Mandi said. “Brynleigh Mae prefers that, but you know what I like.”

“Type O Negative it is,” I said, and she squealed with happiness.

I reached inside the car and pulled the lever to pop the hood, then walked around the front and raised it. Everything looked good; I couldn’t see any damage. Also, it was a big car with just a V6, so there was plenty of room to work in there.

“What’s a fuel system?” Mandi asked, stepping up next to me and looking at the engine.

“Could be a few things,” I said. “Since we’re making good money from all this, I might just replace it all to be safe. I don’t know a ton about diagnosing things, so that’ll ultimately be easier, too. At least, to my brain.”

“Brandi Lynn would probably be a good one to help you with all of this,” Mandi said. “Not that I want you around other women a ton, but she knows her way around a wrench.”

“Now Mandi, you know you have to share me,” I said.

She pouted again. “I don’t have to like it, though.” She reached over and grabbed onto my arm with both hands and squeezed tightly. “I just want to crawl up inside your chest and live there! You’re so wonderful!”

I patted her hands. “You’re wonderful too, you know.”

“I just want you all to myself,” Mandi said with a wide-eyed smile.

I sighed. “Okay, if you keep doing that, then I’m going to invite Bobbi Jo over on our date,” I said.

“Really?” Mandi asked, perking up. She recovered quickly. “Um. Bobbi Jo is very pretty, but I don’t think I want to date her. Only you. Also, we like totally different stuff.”

“Yeah, but I can tell you like her. And I think she’s interested in you.”

“No,” Mandi said after a pause. “I only like you, David. Sir.”

“Ahhh, Mandi,” I said, reaching over and hugging her with one arm. “What a darling you are.”

“Should we get married?” she asked.

I just chuckled. “Sure, why not? But to be fair, I should marry everyone. I don’t want anyone to feel left out.”

Mandi pouted and squeezed my arm again. “Maybe we can sneak away at night and get married beneath the stars. Just us. Oh, we could do that tonight!”

“I’m taking Bobbi Jo on a date tonight,” I reminded her.

Mandi pursed her lips. “That damn Bobbi Jo! You really like her, don’t you?”

“I do,” I said. “And so we’re clear, I also like you. And Brynleigh Mae, and Destiny, and everyone. You’re all different, but you’re all great women.”

“You’re going to wind up with your own harem,” Mandi said. “Wait, you wanna date all of us?”

“Yep,” I said. “Well, Brandi Lynn is just a friend. And Chloe is very nice, but I think she and I are just friends as well.”

“Okay, so six of us,” Mandi said. “Yeah, that’s like those weird harem books I’ve seen. Six women would be a lot for a harem book, though. It would take a talented author to pull that one off.”

“Good point,” I said. “Hey, can you tell me about Rayla?”

Mandi stiffened up. “Don’t tell me you’re trying to date her, too.”

“Actually, I wanted to talk to her about magic,” I said. “And her magical tattoos.”

“I got mine in green,” Mandi said, pulling up her shirt. She gently traced her finger over her lower stomach, where faint lines were barely visible. I wouldn’t have noticed them if she hadn’t drawn attention to them.

“Is that the birth control tattoo?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she replied, then shot me a look. “I’m not gonna use it with you, though. I want you to knock me up so I have part of you forever.”

I laughed. “Okay, so tell me about Rayla.”

Mandi pouted a bit, but quickly recovered. “She’s old, the oldest one in here. I think Blerg was actually chasing her, and that’s how he found his way into this protection zone. Her hair is black like mine, but she’s getting white streaks because she’s so old. I think she’s almost two hundred. She’s technically my aunt. Or, great aunt twice removed or something. She was my grandmother’s second cousin.”

“Oh wow,” I said. I initially pictured a wrinkled old hag, but then remembered that Brandi Lynn was one hundred and still had a figure that could give a dead man a boner.

“She was a witchwoman back in our world,” Mandi said. “Not entirely sure, to be honest. She doesn’t come out much. I think she created her own safe zone inside her trailer and just doesn’t want to come out. No one has seen her in months, some of us years. Well, except for Brandi Lynn. She has to get her tits fixed from time to time.”

“I might stop by after this and introduce myself to her,” I said. “I think getting a fire tattoo would help. I’d also be interested in learning what else she can do.”

“You know what I can do?” Mandi asked, seductively biting a fingertip.

“What?” I asked.

“Carry your baby,” she said, smiling.

I rolled my eyes. “Mandi, you are something else. Alright, let’s get this design finished up.”

“David I’m serious, get me pregnant!” she whined.

“Hey. Settle down a bit or else I’ll have to punish you again.”

Her eyes widened and she gasped. “Promise?”

I laughed. “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

I pushed the door open and got out, then walked over to her side of the car. She hadn’t moved, so I assumed she was expecting me to get the door for her. Well, that was fine. I didn’t mind at all.

I pulled her door open and she smiled at me, but I pointed at her seat.

“Bend over,” I said. “You were a bit naughty there.”

Her face flushed with excitement and she hurriedly got on all fours on the car seat, lowering her chest so her ass was facing me. Dear god, I had never seen anything so perfect.

I gave each round cheek a good, hard smack, then offered her my hand. Her face was still flushed as she exited the car.

“Thank you, sir,” Mandi said, hugging me.

I kissed the top of her head. “Mandi, you are lovely in the strangest of ways.”

She looked up at me. “Uhh, care to explain that one?”

“I just mean you’re fun,” I said, bending down and kissing her.

“Fun enough for you to get me preg—”

“Staaahhhhp,” I said. “Come on, let’s go back to the forge. I think we can start making this. At least, I hope. Hold on.” I pulled my tablet out. “Hey Charlie. Can you make me a hollow cylinder of aluminum?”

Sure thing, champ. How big?

I thought for a moment. “Uhh, about two inches in diameter and six inches long. Oh, and can you make it rounded at both ends, like a capsule? And if possible, make it split down the center, so it screws together.”

That’s pretty complex. Good thing you leveled up. It’ll take me a moment, but I’ve got ya.

“What’s that for?” Mandi asked.

“You’ll see,” I said.

A moment later the aluminum capsule fell out of the air, right into my hand. I held it up and examined it. Sure enough, it looked like a giant metal pill. It was reasonably aerodynamic though, so that’s all that mattered.

“So, we can fill the inside with explosives or something, then enchant it,” I said. “Then, shove it in the launcher and fire it off.”

“I wish you’d fill it with your cum and shove it in my ass,” Mandi said under her breath. “Uhh, sorry. That came out a little strange. I just love you, that’s all.” She giggled.

“Come here, you silly goose,” I said, lifting her into my arms.

She immediately held tightly to me and kissed me while kicking her booted feet. Few things made her as happy as me carrying her, it seemed.

“Oh, I’m gonna miss you tonight,” Mandi said, pouting slightly. “I hate that you’re dating Bobbi Jo instead of me after this. I know you’re gonna fuck her. She’s beautiful, so I can’t blame you. Can you at least think about me while you do it? Maybe shout my name as you finish?”

I laughed. “Mandi, come on. That would be very disrespectful to Bobbi Jo. Would you want me to think about her when I was with you?”

She held me tightly. “I guess not. Unless we were both there, then we could take turns.”

I paused. “Hold on, what?”

“Nothing,” she said quickly.

I carried her back to the forge. Several other women watched us walk up. Destiny smiled approvingly. Brynleigh Mae looked jealous. I’d have to deal with her soon. Bobbi Jo just watched, interested. I began to recognize a certain look on Chloe’s pretty face as well, and that she was too shy to say anything. Wynter was definitely one of the more shy ones, but she watched, too.

“Alright, hold on,” I said, setting Mandi down. “Remember,” I said to her. “I need to treat everyone the same.”

“Fine,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I walked over to Wynter and took her in my arms, then kissed her. She was absolutely delighted, as was Destiny, whom I kissed next. Chloe stood next to her, so I kissed her as well. She seemed a little surprised but incredibly grateful. Well, she had once told me that she had given up on any prospect of ever having a relationship again.

Brandi Lynn was next, but we had agreed to avoid anything like that. Kind of a shame, because she was a fantastic kisser. So, I high-fived her and kissed her on the cheek.

“I think Jim likes you,” I whispered in her ear.

“Huh?” she asked, looking almost confused.

“Yeah, he’s cleaned himself up,” I said, still speaking quietly. “He’s over there working hard. Maybe you should pay him a visit sometime, especially if you’re feeling lonely.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Maybe I will,” she said. “Maybe I will tonight.”

Note to self, go see Jim and tell him to clean things up.

Next was my sweet Bobbi Jo, with her dark blue hair and ridiculously voluptuous body. I couldn’t wait to see her tonight, and I whispered that in her ear.

And last was Brynleigh Mae. The look on her face was all sass as I stepped up to her.

“So, you’re gonna kiss me with that community mouth, now?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips.

I scratched my head. “Would you prefer if I kissed you with something else?”

Brynleigh Mae crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. “Are you asking if I get to choose what part of your body touches my lips? Because I have some thoughts.”

I laughed and pulled Brynleigh Mae into a tight hug. She finally relented and we kissed, then I turned to the crowd.

“Alright everyone. I asked each of you to make a list of things you needed. Denzel should be back soon, so I’d like to turn in those lists. I’m gonna pick our knife up from Jim first, then I’ll handle things with Denzel.”

Each woman stepped up and handed me a slip of paper. Bobbi Jo gave me a firm look.

“Don’t you go reading my list, now,” she warned.

“I wouldn’t dare,” I told her.

“You can read mine,” Mandi said, letting her hand trail on mine after she handed me her list. She winked at me and moved on.

“Mine’s just some stuff for the kids,” Chloe said, blushing slightly. “I got myself a few things, though. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Chloe, it’s your money,” I said. “You can do whatever you want with it. If you wanted to buy a massive pile of dirt, that’s fine. No one will judge you or control you.”

She took a deep breath and looked up at me. “Thank you, David. Thank you for how you treat me and my boys. It means a lot.”

I leaned forward and kissed her forehead. What a sweet woman.

Once I had everyone’s lists, I accepted the knife sheath from Wynter, then turned and left. It was time to see Rayla and talk with Denzel. And there was something I wanted to bring up to Blerg as well.
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I walked down the wide path, glancing over at the large field on my right. Blerg had done a great job mowing and leveling it. It was almost time for step two of my plan.

But first, I turned and went down the narrow path that led to Jim’s house. I spent five minutes pulling up weeds and tossing them to the side, ensuring there was a clear path that led to his front door. It was the least I could do for him.

Jim wasn’t outside when I arrived. I crossed my fingers and hoped he wasn’t drunk as I knocked on the door.

“Hold on,” he called out from inside his trailer. He opened the door and stared at me for a second. “Ah, David. Yeah, hold on. Lemme get your knife.”

It looked like he had brushed his hair, which was a good change. His clothes were clean, too. Jim really looked to be trying to turn himself around.

“Alright, here you go,” he said as he carefully handed me the knife. “So, one slice from this and the victim will break out in blisters and boils. Big ones. When they pop, they’ll send blood about ten feet away, which will infect other people and start the process over again. I tried to get the blisters to rot after, but that was tough so I can’t make any promises. I think it’s good enough to call it the deathrot dagger, though.”

“Better than the flaming diarrhea knife,” I muttered.

“What do you got for me next?” he asked, placing his hands on his hips.

“Something different,” I said. “But I need you to work quickly.”

“Yeah sure, what is it?” he asked.

“I need you to clean this place up, take a shower, and trim your nails and hair and whatever else you do when you’re trying to look nice. Get clean.”

He looked down at his t-shirt and pants. “I’m pretty clean already.”

“Brandi Lynn is coming over later to say hi,” I said.

Jim’s eyes widened. “Shit, really? Man, I need to clean this place up and take a shower. Probably trim my nails and hair. What did she say?”

“Nothing much, just that she was gonna come pay you a visit,” I said. “Anyway, thanks for the knife. We’re working on something bigger now and it’ll take a few days, but we’re still gonna try to get you knives on the regular. Hopefully daily.”

Jim nodded. “Sounds good. Those knives can make good money, so best to keep on makin’ em.”

I slid the knife into its sheath and shook Jim’s hand. “Alright, man. Have a good one, and I’ll see you tomorrow.” I turned to leave and then caught myself. “Oh, tell Brandi Lynn you like Lynyrd Skynyrd.”

“Huh. Okay,” Jim said. “Well, I’m gonna clean this place. Thanks for the heads up.”

I waved and left. Getting Jim and Brandi Lynn together would be nice. Sometimes I still worried that she was going to try to jump my bones, so having her preoccupied with someone else would take care of that. And Jim was really helping us out with his magic. Him getting laid would be a good thing.

After walking down his trail, I walked over to my place. Denzel was already waiting there, seated on my front steps.

“What’s up, man?” he said as I approached.

“Hey, Denzel,” I said.

“Alright, what you got for me?”

I handed him all the papers. On a whim, I briefly glanced at Bobbi Jo’s. I couldn’t help it; curiosity got the better of me.

“Three butt plugs,” I said quietly.

Denzel flinched as if struck. “What the fuck you say? Man, when I ask what you got for me, the last thing I want to hear is the words ‘butt plug,’ you dig?”

I laughed. “Sorry, I was peeking at these lists,” I said. “I probably shouldn’t have.”

Denzel took them and glanced at each one. “Sex swing. Five gallons of water-based lube. Collar and leash, black leather. Paddle, whip. Man, that Mandi is into some freaky shit.”

“Yeah, she’s… something,” I said.

“Alright, what about you?” Denzel asked.

I handed him my own list, then thought for a moment. “Hey, Denzel. That duffel bag of yours can carry just about anything, right?”

“Yeah,” he said, looking down at it. “If it can fit through the opening, I can put it in there. The space inside isn’t unlimited, but sometimes it feels damn close.”

“Good,” I said. “I’m trying to improve this place, so I have some ideas.” I told him my ideas, and he laughed.

“Mutha fucka, you better be paying to have this thing cleaned after. Sheeit, I know I’m the guy that’s hauling all this shit for you, but come on.”

“And take an extra five hundred for yourself out of this one,” I said, handing him the knife.

“Much appreciated,” he replied, staring at the knife as if it was a poisonous snake. “Uhhh, is this another one of those burning doodoo knives?”

“Nah, this is the deathrot dagger,” I said. “If you cut someone with it, they’ll break out in big blisters. Once those blisters pop, they spray blood around, which infects more people, and the skin beneath starts to rot.”

He looked sick. “Man, y’all is fucked up, you know that? I’m not even sure I want to know what the next one will be.”

I sighed. “I wanted to wait to let you know but since we’ve opened this door now… The next weapon is the Goblin Assault Power Ejector.”

“Goblin Assault…. Gape?” He asked. “Who named it that?”

“A bunch of women that don’t understand double entendres,” I replied. “But the point is, once we finish it you can ask potential buyers if they want your BBC to gape them. Or some combination of words. I’m sure you’ll come up with something good.”

He broke out into a broad grin. “My man.” We did the hand slap-hug-back clap thing.

“So, will I see you tomorrow?” I asked.

He glanced at the lists and nodded. “Yeah, none of this is too hard. I might have to go to a hardware store for some of the shit Mandi wants, though. Freaky ass. But I’ll probably be back tomorrow after breakfast.”

“Actually, do you think you could get me a bottle of wine and bring it tonight? Oh and some craft beer or something? Make it two six packs. I’ve got a date.”

“Yeah, I can do that. I work ‘round the clock. I’ll be back in an hour or two. If I don’t see you, I’ll just set yo shit on your doorstep.”

“Do you ever sleep?” I asked.

He grinned again. “Who needs sleep? I work too hard for that shit.”

“Alright Denzel, you take care,” I said.

“Later, my man,” he replied, and left.

Something dawned on me and I quickly went into my trailer. After our night of bumping uglies, Brandi Lynn had left her Lynyrd Skynyrd cassette at my trailer. I hurried back to the bedroom and grabbed it, then slipped it in its case.

“You owe me one, Jim,” I said to myself as I left my trailer. I jogged down the path that led to his house, then knocked on the door.

“What, what?” he called out. “Oh, hey David,” he said once he opened the door.

I handed him the cassette and he looked it over.

“That’s Brandi Lynn’s favorite music,” I said. “You’re welcome.”

“Shit, thanks,” he said, still staring at the tape. “Maybe I can put it on while I clean and learn some of the songs.”

“Good thinking,” I said, glad he didn’t ask why I had the tape. “Alright, see you tomorrow. Good luck tonight.”

“Thanks, man,” Jim said as he closed the door.

After that I walked across the trailer park to Blerg’s trailer. He was outside, using a weedeater to keep things nice and trimmed. Once he saw me approaching, he shut it off.

“Yeah, whaddaya need?” he asked me.

“A few things, actually,” I said.

“Alright, let’s hear it.”

“Do you have a welder?” He nodded. “Can you drop that off at the forge, along with an angle grinder and a cutting blade? Also, thanks for doing such a good job clearing that field. We’re gonna start on it soon, and I’ll need a lot of help. Since we’re making money from the weapons manufacturing, I’ll make sure I pay you.”

“Money’s always good,” Blerg said. “What do you need?”

“Well, I’m hoping you have a bulldozer or a skidsteer or something like that,” I said. He just stared at me, so I continued. “We’re going to do some major work on that field. Denzel is bringing in a bunch of dirt and we’re going to use it to shape the corners of a race track.”

“Race track?” Blerg asked, scratching his head. “But you got no working cars!”

“Ah, but I will soon,” I said with a grin. “And once they’re up and running, we’re gonna have some fun. It won’t be all knives and guns in here. Since I’m stuck in this protection zone, I plan on making things as enjoyable as possible.”

“I have some funds left over, and I can get tools for moving dirt if need be,” Blerg said to me. “You just tell me what and where, and I’ll get started on it.”

“Thanks, Blerg,” I said, shaking his hand. “It’ll probably take me a day or two to figure out the track, but we’ll get it done.” Something occurred to me and I looked around. “Hey, does it ever rain in here? Like, do you get seasons? Winter and summer and all that?”

“Well, sure,” he said. “We get rain, but we don’t get no snow. Temperatures tend to stay pretty mild. One of the benefits of being in a protection zone.”

“Okay, good to know,” I said. “Other than that, I think we’re pretty good. I’ll let you know if we need anything else.”

“Hey. I saw what you did for Cletus and Darrell. Good on you. Ain’t no good to have those boys grow up without a father. Your presence is gonna help a lot.”

I nodded. “Yeah, they’re good kids. The least they deserve is a swing and some toys. Alright, see you later, Blerg.”

“Yep, bye,” he said, giving a lazy wave before returning to his weedeater.

I left Blerg’s yard and walked across the field. Sure enough, the boys were out there on the swing set. I was glad they hadn’t fallen and gotten hurt on that thing; that would be just my luck, to buy some kids a swing and they get hurt on the first day.

“Hey guys,” I said as I walked by.

“Hey mister David!” Cletus shouted. “Watch how high I can swing!”

He rocked back and forth, going higher and higher on the swing.

“Nice job!” I said to him. “I’m glad you guys like it.”

“We love it!” Cletus yelled.

I chuckled and left. My goal was Rayla’s trailer. I hadn’t seen hide nor hair of her since arriving, so I was curious what she was going to be like. Was she going to be like Brandi Lynn? Was she going to be a wrinkled old crone that hobbled around and hit people with her cane? I had no clue.

I knocked on the door, then politely waited at the bottom of the stairs.

“Hold on!” she shouted. Well, other than sounding a bit older, she sounded pretty much like the rest of the women.

Turns out, she was quite different.
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The door opened and I just stared.

Rayla was certainly the oldest woman in the trailer park, that much was obvious from the first glance. But she had aged well; fine lines fanned out from the corners of her mouth and eyes, but her skin was otherwise smooth. Her hair was black, which made sense because she was apparently related to Mandi. Somehow. A few faint white streaks decorated her hair, though.

She was more slender than the other women, being built more like Wynter. Her breasts were on the smaller side for a goblin woman, but still looked perky. Rayla wore a hot pink bodysuit with purple ankle warmers and Nike high tops. It showed off a body that definitely didn’t seem to belong on a woman that was nearly two hundred years old. She was fit and athletic. Cyndi Lauper played in the background, adding to the effect.

Rayla stood there with one hand on her hip, looking slightly impatient. Her hair was in a ponytail on one side of her head.

“So, you’re the new guy?” she asked. “Well, out with it. I’m doing aerobics and I don’t want to let my heart rate drop too much.”

“Um, I wanted to talk to you about magic,” I said.

She groaned. “Ugh, of course. Everyone always wants something.”

“Hey, sorry,” I said, raising both hands. “I can come back later if you’d prefer.”

“No, no, you’re fine. Sorry, I’m just cranky sometimes. Come on in.”

She turned and walked into her trailer. Of course I immediately checked her out. Would you expect anything less? Rayla was pretty damn hot, too. Her hot pink bodysuit thing showed off the muscle in her shoulders pretty nicely. When she moved I could faintly see the muscles flexing in her thighs.

“Alright, what do you want to know?” she asked as she walked up to her television. It was a combination TV/VCR. She hit pause and the aerobics video stopped. After that, Rayla turned and waited for me with her hands on her hips.

“Um, first off, it’s nice to meet you. I’m David,” I said.

She gave me a nod. “I know. And you know my name as well, I take it?”

“Yeah, of course. And that you’re Mandi’s, uhh, relative.”

“I’m her grandma’s second cousin,” Rayla said. “Although only by marriage, so there’s no actual relation. I’m like her cousin-in-law twice removed, or something.” She reached up and flicked at her black hair. “Us having the same hair color was just happenstance. What can I do for you?”

“So, magic,” I said. “Brandi Lynn told me about a fire tattoo that you can do. She showed me how it works. I’d like that, but I wanted to ask if you could do other things?”

“Well, yeah,” Rayla said. “I can do all sorts of things. I might have to delve back into my books to remember some of it, though. You need birth control? Plan on getting pregnant any time soon?”

“Uh, no. I think I’m good there,” I said, then remembered Mandi. “Actually, that might not be the worst idea. You can do it for men?”

Rayla nodded. “Fire tattoo takes about five minutes. Beyond that it gets a little tough, as you need to have an innate ability with magic for certain tattoos to work. But, I can help you out. What about barbecue sauce?”

“Uh, what?” I asked.

“Yeah, you heard me. Barbecue sauce. I can give you a tattoo so that you can create barbecue sauce right in your hand. Comes in handy if you’re grilling on the weekend. Got one for mustard, too.”

“What about wine?” I asked. “Can I create wine?” My thought was that, if it was any good, maybe I could bottle it and sell it. Always trying to make a buck.

“Wine? Mister fancy pants over here. No, nothing like that. You get barbecue sauce or fire. Maybe mustard. Anything else and I need to hit my books. Umm, I can tattoo your feet so you can climb things better. I have to tattoo the bottoms of your feet though, so it’s none too pleasant.”

“Yeah, that sounds terrible,” I admitted.

She walked up to me and poked me in the chest. “You don’t need any breast implants, do you? I’m still perfecting those and could use the practice.”

“No thanks, trying to quit,” I said.

“What about this, then?” she asked, reaching out and grabbing my junk. “Nah, you feel like you’re doing pretty good there.”

“Ah, what the hell?” I asked. I mean, having an attractive woman grab my dick was cool, but it definitely caught me off-guard. She felt it a few times, twisted it slightly, then released. It felt like being examined by a medical professional, not like being groped at all.

“I can probably give you a dick implant if you wanted it,” Rayla said. She sounded all business. “I can do a lot of things. I wouldn’t recommend going very big though, or you wouldn’t be able to use it on anyone. That’s your one warning. Well? Whaddaya say?”

“No, I don’t need a dick implant,” I said. My mind went to how Brandi Lynn’s implants sometimes popped and I shivered at the thought of my dick doing that. “Can I just get the fire tattoo for now?”

“Yeah, sure, sure,” she said, waving me closer.

She turned and walked over to the couch, which was a lime green nightmare. Once I sat next to her, she reached over and grabbed a small box from the table next to us. From that, she withdrew a crude tattoo gun.

“Alright, gimme your hand,” she said, reaching for me.

“Uh, do you need to sterilize that or something?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “It’s magic. You won’t get an infection. In fact, you can’t get an infection from it, even if you tried. Which I hope you won’t.”

“Okay,” I said, cautiously extending my hand.

She reached out with her slender hands and took mine, then immediately began drawing the tattoo. It buzzed and vibrated, and my skin burned where it touched. I just clenched my teeth and dealt with it. A bit of pain was well worth the ability to create fire in my hand.

“So, we should talk about payment,” Rayla said, watching my hand as she worked.

“We have money now that we’re making weapons to export,” I said.

She looked up from her tattoos. “Young man, what am I going to do with weapons around here? No, I need something else, and I think you know what I’m talking about.”

I pretended to not understand, hoping she’d change. I mean, she was definitely pretty, but a little weird and I didn’t know her. “Uhh, not sure what you mean.”

“Yeah you do,” Rayla said, touching up the tattoo. “Hold on, gotta set it.” She bent down and licked my hand a few times, then nodded to herself. “I see that body of yours, David. I need you to work me over.”

“Work you over?”

“Yeah,” she said, bending down and licking my hand again. “I need you to work me good and hard. Stretch me out, make it hurt if you must. I want to limp for two days when you’re done with me.”

“Ummmm.”

She got up and stood in front of me. “Look at me, David. Look at my body.” She ran her hand down her stomach, then turned and grabbed onto her butt. “I need you to do this as well.” She turned back around and faced me. “That’s the payment I’d prefer. You help me, I help you, get it?”

“Uh, I suppose,” I said, standing up. I fiddled with my shirt a bit. “So, right here? Right now?”

“Of course,” Rayla said. “I’m already warmed up, too, so you should be able to really do a number on me.”

“Alright,” I said, grabbing my belt. “So, how do you want to start?”

Rayla thought for a moment. “My ass. I want you to do my ass first.” She turned and bent over, touching her toes. “Yeah, that should be good. Maybe like this? No, hold on.” She straightened back up.

I shrugged. “No complaints here.” I began undoing my belt.

She turned so that I could see her butt and immediately squatted down. “I think I’m doing this wrong. I feel it more in my thighs than in my butt. Is my form okay?”

“Hold on, what? Squats?” I quickly pulled my hand away from my belt.

“Yeah,” she said, squatting again. “I’m just not getting what I want out of these. Look at you, you clearly exercise a lot. What am I doing wrong?”

“Oh. Okay, sure,” I said, walking over to her side. “Well, your knees are buckling in a bit. That’s not good.”

“So, like this?” she asked, widening her stance.

“No, not your feet. Push your knees out,” I said. I reached out and grabbed her knees, then held them wide as she squatted again. “Much better.”

“Okay, I see what you mean,” she replied. “That does feel better.”

She had me watch her do push ups, lunges, jumping jacks, and about every other exercise so I could critique her form. I even had her on all fours, pushing one foot back against my hand as a glute exercise. And here I thought she just wanted to bang me like the rest. We went at it for probably thirty minutes until a faint sheen of sweat coated her pretty face.

“Anything else?” I asked.

She looked at me for a moment, thinking. “I should have you help me stretch, but I’ll let you off the hook for today. Next time I see you though, you’re gonna spread my legs wide and wreck me. I mean, I really want you to give it to me hard and deep. Make it hurt.”

I paused. “Stretching?”

“Of course, stretching,” she said, slightly annoyed. “Here, show me your tattoo. I suppose I should make sure you know how to use it.”

“Alright, here,” I said, holding out my hand.

Rayla took my hand in hers and stared at the tattoo for a moment. “Hmmm, not quite sure it’s set yet. Hold on.” She placed her tongue on my tattoo for a few seconds, then removed it. “Yeah, I think it’s good now.” She licked it one more time for good measure.

“Why do you keep licking it?” I asked.

“It finalizes the tattoo,” she said. She glanced down at my hand and licked it again. “Okay, now it’s good.”

“Does all of your magic require licking?” I asked.

“Nah. Some of it does, though. You see, for me, magic is internal. It’s deep inside me, in my spirit. So if I give you something magical, like this tattoo for example, I need to put something of mine on it to help finish it. Does the, uh, licking bother you?”

I shrugged. “No, I just found it kinda strange.”

“I mean, I could pee on your hand if you’re into that sort of thing. It would accomplish the same thing.”

I blinked. “Uh, no thanks. Trying to quit. How does it work with Brandi Lynn and her implants?”

“Oh, exactly as you’d think,” Rayla said. “After I finish them, I pretty much have to suck on her titties for five minutes. Sometimes I think she pops them on purpose just so she can come visit. You rethinking that penis implant now?”

There was no flirtation in her voice. She was dead serious.

“No, I’m fine,” I told her. “Perfectly happy with what I’ve got.”

Rayla nodded. “Alright. Well, I could use the practice, so if you ever want to change any part of yourself you just let me know, alright?”

“Got it,” I said.

“Okay, so focus on this tattoo in your mind,” Rayla said, still holding my hand in hers. She looked down at my hand and rubbed it with her thumbs. “Right here, on the tattoo. Focus your mind on it. You might feel something.” She licked my hand again. “Sorry, old habit.” Do you feel something?”

“Yeah, totally,” I said. I could feel the warmth of fire, right there where the tattoo was. But only if I focused on it.

She turned my hand over so that it was palm-up, and finally released it. “Okay, now keep your focus and call a flame into existence.”

I frowned at her words, but gave it a try. To my surprise, a small flame suddenly flickered above my palm. As soon as I stopped focusing, the flame went away.

“Good job, good job,” she said. “Okay, so it usually takes people a few tries to get that. You learn quickly, so that’s good. Maybe you have some kind of inborn gift. Remember, if you want any more magic, I’ll gladly help.” She turned my hand over in hers again and licked the tattoo a few more times. “Just for good measure.”

“I can’t think of anything that I would want for myself,” I said. “Uhh, that birth control tattoo? Where would that go?”

“Let’s see, for a woman it goes on her lower stomach. That way, it affects what’s beneath: her baby maker. The magic needs to be close to what it’s affecting, see? So for you, I’d have to tattoo your balls directly. Right on the sack.”

“Okay, that sounds painful,” I said. “We can scratch that one off the list.”

“It’s a large tattoo, so I’d have to lick them for a while,” she said, again with no flirtation, just the seriousness of a doctor. “Or if need be, I could just pee on your balls.”

“Nah, I’m good,” I said, gently pulling my hand from hers. “Can you do other forms of magic? We’re trying to build something that’s basically a grenade launcher. Can you help us with that?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean like a rifle,” I explained. “But it shoots something the size of your fist. Can you help with a propulsion system?”

“No, nothing like that,” she said. “Talk to Jim. He can do all of that stuff. Most of my magic deals with the body.”

“Noted,” I said, standing up. “Well, Rayla, it was lovely to meet you. I’ll let you get back to your aerobics.”

“Thanks,” she said, standing with me. She half-squatted a few times. “Oh yeah, my legs are definitely tired since you fixed my form. And my butt! I can’t even remember the last time my glutes were that worn out. Thanks, David. I’ll call you over next time I do my lower body. Maybe we can do this regularly.”

“Anytime, Rayla,” I said.

She walked me to the door of her trailer and let me out. I wished her a nice day and went down the stairs, but she called out after me, and rather loudly.

“Woooo boy, my ass is really sore after that, David! I’ll be walking funny for two days after how you just worked me over!”

I just sighed and kept walking. Someone probably heard but I didn’t care anymore.
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I needed to level up. Life was pretty good in this trailer park, though, so my motivation wasn’t always high. To be honest, I was more interested in the women than in the whole weapons manufacturing gig, but I needed that to pay for things. And I needed to level up in order to make more complicated parts.

I slowly walked back to the forge, my mind churning over all the things we needed. Things I needed. I had to take at least two women on a date, which I planned on doing anyway. Figure out our gape launcher. Gaper? I wasn’t sure exactly what to call it, to be honest. Maybe Gapemaster 5000.

I also needed to make better bombs, finish cleaning up my trailer, and meet this elder fae dragon, Riley. That one had me curious, but I’d get to it when I could.

Although the more I thought on it, the more I questioned the notion of us making knives instead of swords. I mean, if someone was taking a knife into battle and stabbing people with it, a sword would certainly be better. Should that be one of our next projects?

“Hey Charlie,” I said, pulling out my tablet.

Hey, champ! Long time no talk. How’s the wife and kids?

“I need you to make a piece of steel for me. 1095 steel, two feet long, a quarter inch thick, and three inches wide. Can you do that?”

Of course! And your specifics tend to make it easier for me. One moment, please.

Roughly thirty seconds later, a heavy chunk of steel plopped onto the ground. I tossed my tablet away and picked up the piece of metal.

A medieval-style longsword or a katana was a terrible choice for a modern battle weapon, but a sturdy short sword made from good steel could be useful. With a thick blade, it could hack right through a limb if someone found themselves in close-quarters combat. A longer blade would get in the way inside smaller areas, which was why short swords were often called house swords back in the day.

Wait, how did I know all that? Sure enough, all this weird knowledge about weapons floated around in my brain, like I had taken a college course on it. It made me wonder if I should continue building these knives in the old-fashioned way or do something better.

Well, the answer to that was simple. Better, of course.

So, chunk of steel in hand, I decided to walk back to the forge. We were reaching the end of the work day, but I wanted to try something out.

Bobbi Jo and Brynleigh Mae stood by the makeshift anvil as I approached. They looked impatient.

“Look who’s finally back,” Brynleigh Mae said to me.

“You’re so pretty,” I said, bending down to kiss her soft lips. “And you too, Bobbi Jo.” I kissed her as well.

“What’s got you in such a good mood?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“You,” I said, poking her in the belly button. She giggled. “Also, this.” I held up the piece of steel.

“I may not be seeing exactly the same thing as you,” Bobbi Jo said. “Because all I see is a chunk of metal, which is definitely not something that excites me.”

“That’s because you have to think of what we can make with it,” I said.

“So, a knife,” she said, then looked at the steel again. “A really big knife.”

“Yes!” I said. “Well, a short sword. We’re still gonna try to make knives—you two are so good at it I’d be an idiot to stop you—but I’m gonna try my hand at a short sword. Maybe a gladius.”

At that moment I heard a faint roar in the background. Blerg was driving his riding lawnmower toward us with a small trailer behind it. The girls waved at him, which he acknowledged.

“Hey, Blerg,” I said when he stopped next to us.

“Got the things you wanted,” he said.

“Thanks, man,” I said to him.

I stepped around to the side of the trailer and lifted out the welder, then his angle grinder and everything else. I set them next to the anvil, close by but out of the way.

“Now, you be careful with my tools,” Blerg said. “I worked hard to get those. My tablet isn’t as generous as yours.”

“Noted,” I said. “Don’t worry, I’ll be careful.”

“Oh, I found this when you left,” he said, reaching into his pocket and handing me something.

He set it in my hand and I looked down at it. It was a shiny, chrome-plated ten millimeter socket.

“Son of a bitch,” I muttered. I tossed it in my tool belt and moved on.

“You need me over in the field?” Blerg asked.

“Once Denzel comes back,” I said. “So, probably tomorrow or the next day. Thanks again, Blerg.”

“Yep,” he said, giving a lazy wave. He turned his lawnmower and drove away.

“So, what’s all this?” Bobbi Jo asked.

I walked up and wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight.

“You’re in a really good mood,” Brynleigh Mae said again.

I kissed the top of Bobbi Jo’s head, then sat on the anvil. “Yep, I am,” I said to Brynleigh Mae.

I reached out and grabbed her hand, then pulled her to me, right on my lap. After wrapping my arms around her, I nuzzled her neck and kissed her a few times.

“Okay, I want some of that as well,” Bobbi Jo said.

“You mean, you want me to sit on your lap like this?” Brynleigh Mae asked with a grin.

Bobbi Jo rolled her eyes.

“Don’t worry, we’re going on a date tonight,” I said to her. “And you too, as soon as possible,” I said to Brynleigh Mae. I patted her on the butt and she hopped off.

“Okay, so what’s going on?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“I’ve been thinking about all this stuff and it’s putting me in a good mood,” I said to them. “So we’re going to improve upon all this stuff right now, starting with this,” I set my hand on the slab of steel. “I can just buy pieces of steel like this. No need to chop apart old cars.” Just don’t tell my tablet I said that.

“That’ll make things easier,” Bobbi Jo said.

“So, how do you do it?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Watch and learn,” I said with a grin.

They took a step back as I plugged in Blerg’s angle grinder. After putting on a face shield, I picked up the angle grinder and brought it over to the anvil, where the steel blank was. I laid my hand on it, estimating how much space I’d need for a grip, then started cutting.

“Okay, so that’s the handle,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Clearly,” Brynleigh Mae added. “Looks like he’s trying to make it fancy.”

“I want this one to sell for a lot,” I said, working surprisingly quickly. I had never done anything like this before but my hands moved like I was an expert.

At the top of the handle I kept the blank full-width so I could grind a hilt out of it. I’d thicken it with some additional steel welded on. Same with the pommel. Once I got to the blade, I decided to cut it kind of like a gladius, expanding just slightly as it approached the tip. After cutting the pointed end, I used the cutting wheel to grind off a bit of extra steel around the edges.

“Okay, that’s good enough for that,” I said to myself, then grabbed some small steel cutoffs.

I took the angle grinder to those as well, cutting them to an appropriate size, then set them against the hilt. Close enough.

I plugged in Blerg’s welder, grateful he had included gloves and a mask. It was just an inexpensive stick welder, but it would get the job done. After welding the additional pieces of metal onto the hilt and pommel to thicken them up, I switched back over to the grinder.

“I think you work even faster than Brynleigh Mae,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, I feel possessed,” I said as I worked. I quickly shaped the handle area. “Alright, time to switch grinders.”

I took it over to the Honda Civic grinder and turned the car on. Once the front wheels were spinning, I sat down on a stool and went to work.

One by one, the other women began approaching to watch me work. They formed a semicircle around me as I pressed the steel blank against the sandpaper, grinding angles onto the blade.

I didn’t know how long it took; honestly I lost myself in the work. But after maybe half an hour, I stopped and looked at the piece of steel in my hands. It was clearly the blade of a sword, now. Double-edged, expanding slightly before tapering to a wicked point, and nicely beveled. I took it over to the other wheel on the Civic grinder and put a better polish on it. I’d sharpen it last.

“What are we doing for the handle?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Those little pieces of wood over by the forge,” I said. “We’re going to place those on each side of the tang here and drill holes through everything. Those brass rods will go through that and we’ll pien them until they’re nice and secure. Then a tight leather wrapping over that.”

“You’re really going all-out,” Destiny said in tones of approval. Next to her, Brandi Lynn nodded.

“Doing my best,” I said. It suddenly dawned on me that we needed to drill holes through high carbon steel and all I had was an ancient hand drill. “Hey, does anyone want to go see Blerg and get his drill?”

No one raised their hand.

“Okay, we can do that tomorrow, I guess,” I said. “Good work today, everyone.”

I walked back to the forge, sword in hand. Mandi came up and slipped her hand in mine. We smiled at each other. One by one, all of the women walked up to the forge.

“Everyone did a great job today,” I said. “You should all know that I’m proud of you. All of you.”

Mandi squeezed my hand and I squeezed hers back.

“We’re done for the day,” I continued. “Everyone go have a good time. Denzel should be back tomorrow morning with everyone’s stuff, assuming he was able to get it all.”

I bent down and kissed the top of Mandi’s head, and she smiled up at me.

“Hey, gorgeous. I’m gonna clean up a few things around here. You can go ahead and go home, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She frowned at me, then forced a smile. “I hope your date with Bobbi Jo goes well.”

“Me too,” I said, and kissed her forehead. “Thank you.”

The women slowly left, leaving me standing there with Bobbi Jo. We watched each other for a moment before she finally spoke up.

“So, we’re going on a date?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Like, a real date?”

“Is there any other kind?”

She pursed her lips. “To be honest, I’ve never been on a date before.”

I smiled at her. “Go put on your favorite clothes and meet me at my place in about thirty minutes. No need to dress to impress. Just put on your favorite t-shirt or something. We’ve got a fun evening planned.”

She gave me a slow smile. “What have you got planned?”

“You’ll see,” I told her. “Let’s go clean up first, though.”

She looked me up and down and placed a hand on her hip. “I dunno. Maybe I feel like being a little dirty.”

I barked a laugh. “Ha! That’s all fine, but we’re both sweaty. Come one, let’s go clean up and then start our date.”

She smiled. “I can’t wait.”
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The truth was, I was pretty damn excited about our date as well. I just hoped everything went well. It probably would, but I was trying to be thoughtful about everything. Wowing a woman on a date was always a good idea.

I left the forge with a light heart. I hadn’t been on a real date in quite a while; that date I was supposed to go on when I got sucked into that portal was going to be my first in probably a year. My life had revolved around work far too much lately.

When I passed by the trail that led to Jim’s trailer, I remembered a few things. I’d get to those in time. Instead, I continued walking until I got to my trailer.

“My man,” I said to myself, smiling as I saw what was on my doorstep. Denzel had done well, it looked like.

I pushed open my door, then began grabbing stuff. Several small boxes went inside, as did some bottles of wine, both red and white. Then, I got to the beer. Denzel had left a small note on them, so I grabbed it.

Ain’t nobody heard of no ‘craft beer’ out in Ohio so I got the best I could find. We got a six pack of Miller Lite and I got you something special: two forties of Colt 45. You’re welcome.

“Hell of a choice,” I said to myself, looking down. Miller Lite or Colt 45?

I grabbed the two forties and brought them inside, then put them in the fridge. After that, I picked up the six pack of Miller and began walking toward Jim’s place. It was the least I could do, since he was honestly the reason we were making so much money.

I knocked on his door and waited a few minutes. He eventually opened and stood there, looking down at me.

His blonde hair was now brushed, making him look much less feral. He wore khaki pants and a collared shirt. His eyes went straight to the six pack in my hands.

“Here,” I said, handing it to him. He went to grab it and I held it tightly. “Listen to me, Jim. This is for you and Brandi Lynn. Pace yourself. Just get a buzz; don’t try to get drunk. You understand?”

“Yeah,” he said, taking the six pack. He looked down at it. “Miller Lite. Man, this is good stuff. Thanks, David.”

“No problem,” I said. “I just want to make sure you control yourself. Trust me, you don’t want to blow things tonight.”

He looked down at the beer in his hands. “Hopefully Brandi Lynn will want to blow things.”

I reached up and clapped him on the shoulder. “That’s the spirit. Be safe and have fun.”

“Thanks again,” he said, pulling one out of the plastic rings.

“Hey, wait until Brandi Lynn shows up to open those,” I warned. “Don’t start without her. She might take offense.” She probably wouldn’t, but I wanted to make sure he controlled himself.

Jim looked down at the can of beer in his head and nodded. “You’re right. Gotta stay focused, stay strong. You have any enchantments I can work on until then?”

I thought for a moment. “Actually, yeah. We’re building a grenade launcher. I was thinking of using heavy springs to launch the grenade but that seems rather low-tech. Can you enchant it so that it fires the grenades like a bullet?”

Jim went to rub his chin, then realized he still had a can of beer in his hands. He reached over and set them on his kitchen counter, then came back to the door. “Yeah, I think I can do that. Actually, I’m pretty sure, but I’ll need to check my books. Good, that’ll give me something to do. Thanks again. Hey, you know when she’ll get here?”

“I don’t,” I said. “But, knowing her she’s just cleaning up and getting ready, then coming over for a surprise visit.”

“I’ll make sure to act surprised,” he said.

“That’s the spirit. Alright, take care, Jim. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Later,” he said with a wave.

After that, I turned and walked back to my trailer. I didn’t know how long it would take Bobbi Jo to get ready, but I wanted to make sure I was already clean when she came over.

With that in mind, I hopped in the shower and washed myself. While I was in there, I shaved off the few days of stubble I had on my jaw.

My clothes were a bit of a problem. I got the feeling that no one really cared what I wore, but I wanted to look decent for Bobbi Jo. My selection was abysmal; I’d have to ask Denzel to get me some better threads. I wound up wearing a pair of jorts and a Hulkamania t-shirt.

The two forties were chilling in the fridge. I grabbed a VHS tape Denzel had bought for me and slipped it in the VCR, then hit pause right at the beginning.

On a whim, I pulled open my cabinets and checked all my glassware. I had two champagne flutes, but they were plastic. Eh, it would do. I set those on the counter, and turned to check everything one last time. I felt ready.

“Wait, shouldn’t I walk her here?” I asked myself. It suddenly felt kinda wrong, asking Bobbi Jo to just walk over to my place by herself. I was trying to impress her, after all.

The reality was that I was going to spend the rest of my life with these women, so I had to treat them right.

I grabbed a pair of socks and some shoes, then left my trailer. I just hoped I caught her in time.

Running wasn’t a good look; I didn’t want to look like I was rushing. But the truth was, I needed to move. So, I jogged across the field, smiling at the swing and slide as I ran by them. I was glad those kids enjoyed them so much.

I made it to Bobbi Jo’s house before she left, which was perfect. And damn good timing; only two or three minutes after I got there, her door opened.

“Oh!” she said, jumping back. “Dammit David, you scared me.”

“I thought I’d escort you there,” I said, offering her my arm.

“Well, isn’t that nice of you?” She gave me a sweet smile and started down the stairs.

She wore a loose-fitting Van Halen t-shirt that hung off one shoulder, showing that she wore no bra beneath. And sure enough, the girls were right there, nipples gently poking through the band logo. Her acid wash denim shorts were practically painted on, and she wore a pair of black cowboy boots with them.

Okay, so maybe not the most stylish choice, but damn, she looked good.

Bobbi Jo walked up and took hold of my arm, smiling from ear to ear. I placed my hand on hers, then kissed the top of her dark blue head.

“Let’s go,” I said.

We walked arm-in-arm across the field. I could practically feel the other women’s eyes on our backs. Well, let them stare. Maybe it would get them more excited for their own dates.

“So, what are we doing, baby?” Bobbi Jo asked. I detected a hint of nervousness in her voice. She reached up and grabbed some hair with her free hand, then began twirling it around a finger.

“I’ve got something special for us,” I said with a grin. Well, it was special for Bobbi Jo, and that was all that mattered.

“I’m excited,” she said, squeezing my arm.

“What should we talk about?” I asked.

“Something I’ve been meaning to ask you about,” she said, pointing at her tits.

I stared for a moment. “I mean, they’re beautiful. I’d have a hard time imagining anything better.”

She rolled her eyes. “No, dumbass. Van Halen! Do you prefer Roth or Van Hagar?”

“Ahhhhhh, okay. So, Roth, but it’s not quite that simple.”

“I’m ready. Go.”

I cleared my throat and began. “So, their music with David Lee Roth was heavier, more aggressive, and just plain better. When they got Sammy Hagar they started doing lots of synths and ballads and kinda lost their edge. But I felt like Roth slightly ruined each song with all his little squeals and pops and random improvs.”

“That’s a good point,” she said. “So, what’s your favorite Van Halen song?”

“Ohhhh, good one. Take Your Whiskey Home is up there. Mean Street is, too, and I feel like Roth keeps his little noises to a minimum in that song. Yeah, probably one of those two.”

“Those are great songs,” she said. “For me it’s probably Unchained. That guitar riff is just so…. Hnnnnggggg!”

“Yeah but the interlude is weird,” I said. “He talks about one thing for the whole song, then the interlude comes in and he gets weird.”

Bobbi Jo frowned. “Okay, yeah. I see your point. Dammit David, don’t ruin the song for me.”

I shrugged. “There’s a lot of good music out there, my darling. We can check it all out together.”

We got to my trailer and I held the door open for her. She gave me a smile and walked up the stairs, purposely sticking her butt out. Yeah, it was gonna be a good night.

“Alright, just go relax on the couch,” I said to her. “I’ll be there in a minute.”

She kicked off her boots, then swayed over to the couch and sat down, folding her legs beneath her. I grabbed one of the forties from the fridge, then filled each champagne flute. After grabbing both glasses, I decided to just bring the whole bottle.

“Here you are,” I said, handing her a glass. Well, a plastic glass. Whatever.

“Ohh, fancy,” she said, taking a sip. “Hey, that’s not bad. What is it?”

I held up the bottle. “Colt 45. It’s uh….” I sighed. “Yeah, it’s good stuff. But now for the real surprise.”

I reached over and punched the play button on my VCR, then sat next to her. She snuggled up next to me, purposely smooshing her boobs against me. I sipped on my malt liquor and just enjoyed life.

Mötley Crüe—Live in Tacoma, 1987 flashed on the screen and Bobbi Jo nearly had a heart attack.

“David, this is my favorite baaaaaaannd!” she squealed. She wrapped an arm around my shoulders and kissed my cheek. “Oh, this is incredible!”

So yeah, we watched Mötley Crüe and drank malt liquor while cuddling on the couch. We went through the first bottle pretty quickly, so I fetched the second one and topped us off. Once I got back to the couch she sat on my lap, constantly wiggling her butt on me. It was incredibly obvious she was trying hard to turn me on, and to be honest, it was working.

Once Dr. Feelgood came on, she sang along. I grabbed the remote and maxed out the volume for her and she shouted with the band. Mid-song, she reached back and grabbed my hand, then brought it beneath her shirt, right on her breast. So, I squeezed it while she thrust her arms overhead and tossed her hair around, singing at the top of her lungs.

And while squeezing her breast was awesome, it was even better to see her so happy.

“Do we have any more?” she asked, looking in her empty glass.

“Nope, that’s it,” I said.

“Oh, I would love another glass,” she said, gyrating on my crotch. “Next time get four bottles so we can get good and drunk.”

“Uh, okay,” I said with a shrug.

“Hey, can we go for a walk?” she asked, twisting on my lap. “I want to see my car again.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said. I took her glass and set both of ours down on the end table.

We left my trailer and walked, hand-in-hand, over to the junkyard. I couldn’t help but smile at the forge as we walked by, and I saw her do the same. That simple building was going to change everyone’s lives.

We moved through the cars, passing rusted Datsuns, crashed Subarus, and even a Lada, and finally came to her Camaro. She released my hand and walked in a circle around it, smiling from ear to ear.

“I do love this car,” she said, then stopped. “David! What is this?”

I walked around to the back of the car and stood next to her. “Well, that looks like a new rear bumper, new taillights, and some touch-up spray paint.”

“Why is it here?” she shrieked, then looked up at me with big blue eyes.

I shrugged. “Probably because I paid Denzel to buy this stuff so I could fix your car for you.”

Bobbi Jo stared at me for a moment. “David, you are incredible.” She grabbed the bottom hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. “And you are going to fuck me on my Camaro, right now.”

“Don’t have to ask me twice,” I said with a grin.

I was naked in a millisecond. Honestly, I stripped down in half the time it took Bobbi Jo, mostly because she had to peel those tight shorts off her ass. We ran around to the front of the car, laughing like teenagers in love, and she bent over the fender.

“Yes, right here!” she asked, widening her stance.

I bent down behind and ran my tongue up the length of her labia, then stood up. I spat on my fingers and wiped it on the head of my cock, then began pushing inside her. She pushed back, and in a matter of seconds we were going at it. She clutched at the hood, alternating between whimpering and moaning.

I slapped her ass good and hard and began thrusting quickly. She tossed her hair and moaned so loudly I thought she was going to wake half the trailer park.

“Oh, yes!” Bobbi Jo shouted. “Fuck me on my Camaro, big daddy! Your cock belongs to me! Fill me, baby!”

I rammed myself in her as hard and fast as I could, until sweat ran down my chest. Bobbi Jo pushed back against me, meeting each thrust. The impact sent waves through that beautiful round ass of hers. I slapped it again and squeezed it, holding on for dear life. She was backing into me so hard I thought she was going to knock me over.

I finally hit the finish line and came inside her, shouting her name while doing so. She shouted my name over and over, pushing her big ass against me.

“Gods, that was amazing,” Bobbi Jo said, letting her head hang down. “Once you fix this thing, you’re gonna fuck me in it every day while we listen to Mötley Crüe.”

“Sounds like I have a busy future ahead of me,” I said with a chuckle. “Hey, once I get my GNX fixed, I’ll race you.”

“Deal,” she said, pushing her ass against me again. “Mmm, I wish you could just stay inside me for the next hour.”

I looked down at her ass, pressed firmly against my hips. “Trust me, same.”

I finally pulled myself out of her. She turned and crashed into me, holding me tightly.

“That was incredible,” she said, squeezing me hard.

“I agree,” I said, looking out past the Camaro. I thought I saw something in the distance. Something short, wearing all black, standing behind the next car.

“When can we do it again?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Soon,” I said. On a whim, I waved. “I owe everyone a date. I’m trying to be fair to everyone out here. Wynter is next, then Mandi.”

“Mandi,” Bobbi Jo said. “Mandi is… I dunno. Strange, but I can’t stop looking at her. She’s so damn pretty.”

I agree,” I said, smiling at Mandi. I finally realized it was her that had been watching us. “I think Mandi is great. Although to be fair, you’re all great. And I’m going to do my best to treat all of you with love and respect.”

Mandi just watched me. She was clearly listening to our conversation.

“What was that about a necklace the other day?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Oh, the collar?” I said. I saw Mandi stiffen.

“Yeah, that. Did you want to get me one?”

I smiled at Mandi, over Bobbi Jo’s head. “Nah. If you want a necklace I’ll get you one, but I think the collar is only for Mandi.”

Mandi smiled back, and after a moment, disappeared through the junkyard. Bobbi Jo and I grabbed our clothes and got dressed.

“Alright, let me walk you home,” I said, taking her hand.

“Home?” Bobbi Jo chuckled. “David, we’re going to your place for round two. You can’t fuck a woman on a Camaro and expect her not to want more.”
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Bobbi Jo wore me out that night. The moment I was able to go again, she pounced on me, doing me in every position. She seemed to prefer being bent over more than anything else. Once we were thoroughly exhausted, we slept in a tangle, her halfway on top of me, one of her thick thighs thrown over mine.

At some point in the middle of the night I got an erection again, which resulted in her waking and climbing on top of me. Now, that was a sight to behold; her small body riding me, massive tits filling my hands, and her shouting my name the entire time while tossing her dark blue hair around.

Needless to say, it was a great night.

Morning came too early, though. I was gonna have to tell Denzel to get me some coffee or something. Although, I didn’t want to have coffee breath around all these beauties. When was Red Bull invented? Maybe that would work.

It also made me wonder, yet again, what was going on with the timeline here. I was definitely in some form of alternate universe or reality, but one that was stuck in the 80s and 90s. Nothing in the trailer park was newer than that. And Denzel was able to buy stuff from the 1980s and it was brand new. It was so confusing.

“How does time work inside a protection zone?” I asked Bobbi Jo.

She stretched her arms over her head, then climbed on top of me. We were both a bit sweaty as we had slept cuddled up pretty tightly. Her skin glistened.

“It’s weird,” she said. “Time inside a protection zone doesn’t function like time outside of one. No one in here knows for sure, but as best as we can tell, we’re essentially stuck in the equivalent of a certain year or years from your world. Blerg mentioned once that he had to go outside of those rules to find the next Munitions Expert.”

“Strange,” I said. I sat up and kissed each of her perfect breasts, then her pouty lips. “Thanks for last night.”

“Thank you,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck.

She pushed me onto my back, kissing me and gyrating against me. That had a predictable result, and several minutes later we were going at it again. My knees were bent to keep her close to me and she kept her breasts pressed against my face.

“Mmm, fuck me harder, baby,” Bobbi Jo said. Her eyes were closed and her face was a mask of pure bliss. I bit one of her nipples and she gasped, then pushed her breasts against my face again, like she was trying to smother me. Yes, please.

Having already gone several times, my tank was running on empty. I had to go pretty hard and fast just to cum that time. Not that Bobbi Jo minded. She liked it hard.

“I’m going to drain every drop from you,” Bobbi Jo said, kissing me on my neck once we were done.

“I think you already did,” I said, collapsing back on the bed. Sweat absolutely covered me. Both of us, for that matter. The curvy, borderline chubby goblin woman seemed to have limitless energy in the bedroom.

“I suppose I should let you up so we can get our day started,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, and I need a shower after that,” I said.

“Not me,” Bobbi Jo said with a smile. “I want to smell like you today. I’m going to work all day long, knowing that I’m full of your cum.”

She rolled off of me, then I kissed her cheek. “You’re adorable, you know that?”

She fluttered her eyelashes at me. “Yeah, I suppose I’ll let you get ready.”

Bobbi Jo reached out and slapped me on the butt as I got off the bed. I yelped, then turned and pinned her down, giving her a few smacks as well. She arched her back and wiggled her butt at me.

“Careful, I may have found my new favorite thing,” she said.

I avoided telling her that Mandi enjoyed it as well, but the temptation was strong. If those two could get over their bickering, they’d probably be best friends, or even lovers.

I bent down and kissed her butt cheek, then walked over to my bathroom. “I need to get ready,” I said. “We have a lot going on today. I need to see Jim about the next enchantment.”

Bobbi Jo groaned. “I GUESS,” she said, flopping onto her back dramatically.

I brushed my teeth, then ran some water for a shower. It felt good to clean off, although part of me understood exactly what Bobbi Jo meant. If I had smelled like her for the rest of the day, that wouldn’t have been a bad thing.

“Okay, I’m heading out,” Bobbi Jo said. “Thanks again for such a good night, David.”

She stuck her head into the shower stall and I kissed her. “You’re beautiful. I’ll see you in about an hour.”

“Not soon enough, baby,” Bobbi Jo said with a wink. She left the shower and started walking toward my front door. “Looking forward to our next date!”

“Same!” I said.

Once she was gone, I hurried up and got clean, then grabbed a breakfast on the go. Yeah, I definitely needed an energy drink, especially if this was going to be a regular thing. Lunchtime naps would have to become the norm as well.

Wait, did I have the power to do that? Could I tell the entire trailer park to take a nap after lunch? Blerg was the park manager, after all.

But in the end, I was the guy making all the money. The trailer park’s future was in my hands. So yeah, I could do nap time. I made a mental note to do exactly that.

After breakfast, I grabbed some clothes and left my trailer. I walked straight over to Jim’s place, hoping he was up. Well, if Brandi Lynn had been there, he’d be tired. But I needed to talk to him.

I knocked a few times and waited patiently. Nothing. I knocked again, hoping I wasn’t being an asshole.

Someone stumbled within the trailer, and a moment later the door opened. It was Brandi Lynn, wearing one of Jim’s shirts and nothing else.

“Good morning, handsome,” she said, giving me a smile. Her hair was a mess and the small bits of makeup she had applied were either smeared or gone. One of her legs shook as she stood there.

“Glad you had a good night,” I said to her. “Is he awake yet?”

“Nah, I wore him out,” she said with a grin. “Turns out these beastkin types have a lot of stamina, so I took advantage of that. Ugh, I’m gonna be farting cum for a week.” She punctuated that with another grin.

“Not sure I needed that bit of information, but okay,” I said.

“I don’t think he had cum in a year or two,” Brandi Lynn said quietly. “It was like being blasted with a fire hose. Some of it got in my eye, in my hair, and on the wall. I almost drowned on the rest.”

“I really didn’t need to know that,” I said. “When will he be awake?”

“Oh honey, you know how I do things. I’d give him at least two or three more hours before bothering him.”

I nodded. “Well, good. Jim deserves some fun. Let him know I’ll be stopping by later.”

“I’ll try,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “Honestly, I’m gonna take him for one more ride, then get myself ready. He should be good to go soon. I’ll make sure I tell him to expect you.”

“Thanks,” I said, hoping to change the subject as quickly as possible.

“No, thank you,” Brandi Lynn said, smiling at me.

I left before she could say anything else. What a woman. I was glad she and Jim had each other. They seemed to be a good match, if that brief conversation was any proof.

As soon as I left, I remembered a few things that I needed. I turned around and walked back toward Blerg’s house. He didn’t seem like a late sleeper, but still, I didn’t want to disturb anyone this early. I knocked a few times and was pleasantly surprised when he opened the door, wearing his worn bathrobe.

“Top of the morning to you,” he said.

“You too,” I replied. “Hey, can I borrow your drill and a few bits?”

He nodded. “Sure. Over there in my shed. You need anything else?”

I thought for a moment. “I don’t think so. I’ll bring your welder back today, by the way. That’s a big help, so thanks.”

“You still need dirt moved?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Once Denzel gets here, I’ll need your help. He’s bringing a lot of stuff today.”

Blerg nodded. “Alright. Just let me know when you need me. I’m watching Maury Povich today and time tends to get away from me when I do that.”

From within his trailer I distinctly heard the words ‘You are NOT the father!’ followed by shouting and cheering.

“Alright, you have fun with that,” I said to Blerg.

“Oh, I always do.”

I left and went to his shed. Blerg had all sorts of tools in there, most of them very high quality. I grabbed a drill and a case of drill bits, then looked around, wondering if I needed anything else. Nothing came to mind, so I closed up his shed and left.

I walked down the path, crossed the field, then went over to the forge. It was still early so no one was there yet. That was fine.

I decided to get a head start on things and grabbed the welder. After putting on my safety gear, I welded around the edge of the engine block, right where it met with the slab of steel. At least, I tried; I immediately learned that welding high-carbon steel to aluminum simply wasn’t possible. Not even remotely.

“Gotta do it the hard way, I guess,” I muttered to myself.

I flipped everything over so that the slab of steel was on the bottom, with the engine block on top. With that, I was just barely able to fit the welding gun through the cylinders. The cylinder liners were iron, so I was able to weld that to the slab of steel, hopefully good enough that it would last.

After that, I turned off the welder and flipped everything back over. I set my short sword blank on a scrap piece of wood on the anvil and go the drill out.

It took me a second to find the brass rods in the forge, but once I had them I matched them up with a drillbit of the same size. Using that, I carefully drilled two holes through the tang of the steel blank, then matching holes through the two small pieces of wood meant for the handle.

Once I had all those fit together I cut sections of the brass rods to length and gently hammered them through the entire handle. Using a ball pien hammer, I carefully piened over the ends of the brass rod, mushrooming them to hold the wood in place. I worked quickly, like I had done it hundreds of times. That tablet was really on to something.

After that, I took the whole thing over to the Honda Civic grinder. Once I got it running, I carefully ground the hilt, handle, and pommel all to shape. I tested the fit with my hand every few minutes, making sure it was both comfortable and a shape that wouldn’t slip or rotate. I added a slight point to the pommel, in case someone wanted to smash a head with it.

Then, I went to the other wheel and tried to put a final finish on the blade, as well as the edge. I got lost in the movements and had no idea how long it took.

When I finished, I turned and saw Mandi and Wynter standing right behind me.

“Oh, hey,” I said, standing. I looked over to the forge and saw the rest of the women there. “Wait, is everyone here?”

“You were working pretty hard on that, so no one wanted to interrupt you,” Wynter said. Today she wore a white sundress, which matched her white hair. It was terribly impractical for the junkyard, but she looked adorable so I didn’t care.

Interestingly enough, Mandi wore a black sundress, along with her black boots. Her hair was in a simple ponytail today, and she had skipped the fishnets. So, they were coordinating their outfits, now. I kinda liked it.

“Everyone’s here,” Mandi said. “We were just waiting on you.”

“Alright. Well, let’s get our day started, then,” I said.
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I took a step toward the forge but Mandi cut me off. Wynter turned and walked over to the forge, leaving us behind.

“Hey,” she said, looking up at me with her big violet eyes. “Thanks for what you said last night. About being kind, and the collar. I can’t wait for you to collar me, sir.”

I bent over and kissed her pretty forehead. “Soon, I promise. I’m having a picnic with Wynter today at lunch, and then you and I have a date tonight.”

She broke into a smile. “I can’t wait. I already have my outfit picked out.”

“Yeah, I have to make sure I drink plenty of water,” I said.

“Why, are you dehydrated?” she asked.

“Eh, sure,” I said. “Yeah, dehydrated. Just want to make sure I’m staying healthy.”

Mandi nodded. “Yeah, I need you healthy and strong for a long, long time.”

I offered her my arm. “Alright, let’s go get today started.”

“My day already feels better with you in it,” she said as she touched my arm.

We walked over to the forge, where everyone was waiting. I finally got a better look at everyone. Destiny was practically falling out of a pale blue sundress covered with pink and white flowers. Chloe wore a yellow sundress that fit her rather snugly and showed off her curves as well. Brynleigh Mae also wore a sundress, in pink, and she looked incredible.

“Wait, is today sundress day?” I asked.

“Why not?” Bobbi Jo asked. Her sundress was dark blue, to match her hair and eyes. She was nearly bursting out of it in the best of ways.

“Alright, I’m here,” Brandi Lynn said as she hurried into the forge. She also wore a sundress, and her massive breasts bounced up and down as she jogged, threatening to fall out. Her ass was big enough that the dress barely covered it.

“Mother, that’s my sundress!” Brynleigh Mae cried.

“We just wanted to make you happy,” Wynter said to me. She walked up to my other side and held onto my arm.

“You all make me happy,” I said. “All of you. I feel like the luckiest guy in the world. Or at least in this protection zone.” I chuckled.

Mandi slapped my arm. “Be nice.”

I grinned at her. “Okay, so a slight change of our plans for the day. No more shitty springs for our grenade launcher.”

They stared at me for a moment as if confused.

“You mean the gape?” Destiny asked.

“Yeah, the gaper?” Bobbi Jo said.

I groaned. “Yeah. The Gapemaster 5000. Whatever.”

“Ohh, I like that name,” Destiny said to Chloe, who nodded.

The way Destiny filled out her sundress really caught my eye. I made a mental note to see her today, or at least soon. I wanted to make sure I was giving my time equally to these women. It wasn’t easy with so many, but I tried.

“So, I talked with Jim and he said he should be able to make a propulsion system,” I explained. “I’m going to go see him again in an hour or two to see how we’ll do it, but that’ll change the design of our grenade launcher.”

“Our gaper?” Bobbi Jo asked.

It seemed I couldn’t escape that damn name. “Yeah. The Goblin Assault Power Ejector. Moving away from springs is going to simplify it quite a bit, and make it look better. Also more reliable, from what I understand.”

“So, how’s it going to look now?” Mandi asked.

“Really simple,” I said. “A rifle stock and a big barrel on top. A trigger mechanism. That’s about it. I may just make it a muzzleloader to keep things simple, unless we can figure out a good system for the barrel to break down, so we can load the grenade directly into the chamber.”

“And what are the grenades going to be?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Okay, so I did some thinking about this,” I began. “The grenades will explode, which is what will help spread our enchantment. I think it makes more sense to enchant the Gaper than each individual grenade.”

“What’s the enchantment?” Wynter asked, raising her hand.

“You and Mandi will figure that one out,” I said. Mandi squeezed my arm.

“I think we should do something with blood vomit,” Wynter said.

“Ohhh, yes!” Mandi said, squeezing my arm again. “Bloodpuke bombs! It has a good sound to it.”

I tried to put that mental image out of my mind. “Okay, so today we’re just gonna focus on building a Gaper or two. Or maybe three. Honestly, however many we can. And some knives as well, because we know those will sell.”

“What enchantment on the knives?” Wynter asked. “Do you need a new one for that?”

I shrugged. “We can make another deathrot dagger, honestly. I don’t think the specific enchantment matters, just that it’s powerful and horrifying.”

“I still think the diarrhea dagger was a winner,” Destiny said.

“Yeah, twelve grand for a knife!” Brynleigh Mae chimed in. “That’s a lot of money for some diarrhea.”

“I just don’t want to be known as the diarrhea company,” I said carefully.

Brynleigh Mae gave me an odd look. “Why not?”

I returned her stare. “Do you really want to be known as the diarrhea company?”

Brynleigh Mae crossed her arms. “You think I give a shit?” She abruptly laughed. “Heh. Get it? But David, you have to understand; it doesn’t matter what anyone thinks of our weapons. It’s not like they can come in here and tell us what they think. If they buy them, that’s all that matters. And if that means we get rich off dookie daggers, then so be it. I’ll wipe my tears with all the money.”

I frowned. “I hate that you’re right. Ugh, okay. You and Bobbi Jo focus on making a few more diarrhea daggers. I’ll finish up my short sword, and some of you can get to work on our Gaper.”

“What about me?” Brandi Lynn asked.

“And me,” Mandi said, tugging on my arm again.

“Yes, I actually have something planned for all of you,” I said. “Wynter, I need you to take my sword and put the finishing touches on the handle and make a nice leather sheath. Wet some cowhide stripes and wrap the handle with it. When it dries, it’ll tighten. Okay, Destiny and Chloe, do you two want to continue your work on the wooden stock for the Gaper?”

They looked at each other. “Sure,” Destiny said.

I pulled out my tablet. “Hey Charlie. Remember that hollow aluminum capsule you made me yesterday?”

Of course! How could I forget?

“Can you make me some more? Like two or three dozen more. And maybe a few cardboard boxes to hold them all in.”

The tablet beeped in acceptance, then the aluminum capsules began falling. They came out at a rate of one every thirty seconds or so. That was slightly annoying, as I needed to move.

“Okay, Brandi Lynn, Mandi, follow me,” I said. “Also, can you help me pick up these stupid things as they fall?”

“Sure thing, hon,” Brandi Lynn said.

The moment we left the forge another aluminum capsule fell. Brandi Lynn bent over to pick it up and one of her titties immediately fell out of her sundress. She just laughed and tucked it in, then slipped the capsule in my toolbelt.

“Alright, over here,” I said, walking through the junkyard. Mandi tugged on my arm and I bent over and kissed the top of her head.

“No kisses for me?” Brandi Lynn asked, walking on my other side.

“No way,” I said. “Yuck. I’m a married man, Brandi Lynn. Contain yourself.” Mandi squeezed my arm at that one.

Brandi Lynn just laughed and followed us. We passed by a few more cars, including my GNX, and finally stopped in front of Bobbi Jo’s blue Camaro. Her sweaty breasts had made very clear marks on the hood and fender the night before. Mandi noticed that immediately and bent over to check them out.

“Nice job,” she said to me in a sarcastic voice.

“Alright, Brandi Lynn. As I understand it, you’re pretty good with cars. I need you and Mandi to put the new rear bumper on this thing. Taillights, too. Hopefully nothing behind all that is bent, but if it is, I just need this thing able to drive. It should run, as-is.”

“You want me to work on Bobbi Jo’s car?” Mandi asked me with a raised eyebrow. She placed her hands on her hips and fixed me with a rather firm stare.

“Yes, I do,” I said. “And I promise I’ll make it up to you tonight.”

Brandi Lynn opened the driver’s side door, then pulled the hood latch. She walked around to the front of the car and raised the hood, then immediately bent over the fender. Of course, that put her bottom on full display. Mandi and I certainly got an eyeful.

“Looking good, Brandi Lynn,” Mandi said, slapping her on the ass.

Brandi Lynn yelped, then laughed and shook her ass at us. Mandi held my gaze and walked over next to the older woman, then bent over the fender of the car in the same manner, which immediately hoisted up the back of her sundress.

At that moment I immediately learned two things: First, Mandi wasn’t wearing any panties. And second, she had a jeweled butt plug in. Purple, to match her eyes. How stylish.

She wiggled her butt a few times, ensuring I got a good view. I definitely did.

“So, what are we looking at here?” Mandi asked.

“I know what I’m looking at,” I said under my breath.

“I’m just checking this radiator hose,” Brandi Lynn said. “It looks good and I don’t see any evidence of leaks, so we can move on. Steering knuckle looks good. I don’t see any oil leaks anywhere. Up here, the plug wires look serviceable. Nothing really stands out to my eyes as problematic, although we can only see what’s on the surface.”

Both of them slid off the car and stood before me. Brandi Lynn walked around to the back, with Mandi following. I walked there as well, picking up another aluminum capsule that my tablet dropped. I started making a neat pile of them, since there were so many.

“Hey Charlie, when you’re done can you get me some tools? Uh, two screwdrivers, some sockets and wrenches.” I reached into my toolbelt, feeling around for the tools I usually kept in there. I immediately found my adjustable wrench, which I handed to Brandi Lynn. But I didn’t feel my ten millimeter socket at all. It had been in there earlier, I could have sworn.

“What the hell?” I muttered. “Charlie, can you make me another ten millimeter socket?”

Sorry, champ. If you lost it, you have to wait twelve hours for a new one.

“You said that last time!” I said.

You’ll just have to learn to keep track of your tools! Here’s a ten millimeter wrench though. Hope that helps.

“Weird,” I muttered to myself.

I handed the tools to the women and they got right on it. Brandi Lynn raised the trunk lid and began undoing several connectors, explaining to Mandi what she was doing the entire time. I picked up the last aluminum canister, hoping it was indeed the final one, and carried them over to the forge.

“Here, let me help you with that,” Chloe said, hurrying over to me. Destiny ran over with her. Seeing those two run in sundresses was, well, let’s just call it impressive.

I handed off some of my mountain of aluminum canisters to the two beauties and they helped me set them in the forge, away from the anvil. Bobbi Jo smiled at me while holding a piece of steel with a large pair of pliers. Brynleigh Mae carefully shaped it with the hammer. I pulled out my tablet.

“Hey Charlie. Remember those aluminum canisters you made? Well, I need three steel tubes with the same diameter inside. Those aluminum bits should fit rather snugly inside the tubes. Make the steel tubes uhhh, two feet long, and the walls three-sixteenths of an inch thick. And make them out of 4150 steel.”

Right on. A big, heavy steel tube, now that’s a weapon! You can really beat the shit out of—

“They’re gun barrels,” I said.

Oh. Alright, well I stand corrected. Processing your request now.

After a couple minutes, three steel tubes fell from my tablet and struck the ground. They were a bit on the heavy side, but that was fine. I’d rather them be heavy and strong than too thin and likely to blow up. Besides, with the extra thickness, we could weld them and do other things without fear of the steel warping.

“Here we go,” I said, handing the steel tubes to Chloe and Destiny. “These will be the barrels. I figured you probably wanted these so you could shape the stocks to them. We still need to figure out a receiver, but I think we need to see what Jim does first. I’ll go check on him.”

“Thanks, David,” Chloe said, giving me a beautiful smile.

Destiny’s arms were full, but she stepped up and leaned her head against me. I bent down and kissed her temple.

“You two are the best,” I said to them. “Alright, back in a jiffy.”
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I took one last look around the forge, ensuring I wasn’t forgetting anything. Nope, nothing but a bunch of hot women in sundresses.

“Actually, let me see one of these,” I said, grabbing one of the pipes from Destiny.

“It’s gonna cost you,” she said, puckering her lips.

I smiled and kissed her, then took the steel tube. After tucking it beneath my arm, I left the forge and walked down the wide path. The field stood on my right, just waiting to be worked over. Well, Denzel would be here soon, then we could start. He was bringing a lot of stuff; honestly, I was spending most of my money on today’s shipment. But, he was also selling another knife, so hopefully our cash reserves would continue to grow.

After walking down the wide path, I turned and started down Jim’s narrow, overgrown path. Well, it was hard to call it that anymore. I bent down and tore out some more weeds, noting there weren’t really any more of them. He had really cleaned the place up.

I knocked on the door and waited. It took a few minutes, but Jim finally opened the door. He stood there in a pair of sweatpants and no shirt. He was built like a human, but his chest hair looked more like fur than regular chest hair.

“Hey,” he said, rubbing his eyes.

“Someone’s tired,” I said with a grin.

“Fucking hell,” Jim muttered. “I’m sure you don’t want details, but I can barely walk after what that woman did to me. I’ve been drinking water all morning. Hoping I can catch a nap later, before she comes back.”

“Oh, you must have done a good job if she wants to come back,” I said. Good for Jim. Brandi Lynn was hot and very skilled in bed. He was really helping us out, so I was glad he got to spend his time with someone like her.

“Yeah, she’s coming back,” he said. “She told me she could still walk, so I wasn’t done yet. She’s supposed to bring over some toys, but she didn’t say what. I guess I’ll find out.”

“Hey, I’m glad you’re having fun,” I said.

“So, what can I do for you? More magic? Got another knife for me?”

“I’ll have a sword for you soon,” I told him, then handed him the steel tube. “So, this will be our gun barrel. Can you enchant it so it’ll launch our grenades?”

“Ah, yeah,” he said, running his hands through his thick mane of blonde hair. “Yeah, I spent a few minutes looking that up while listening to Lynyrd Skynyrd.” He handed the barrel back to me. “Bring the entire gun to me and I can enchant it.”

“So, for the sake of simplicity I was thinking of making them muzzleloaders,” I explained. “The gaper, or grenade launcher, will just stay in one piece. You push the grenade into the end of the barrel and use a padded rod to push it all the way back, then pull the trigger to fire it. Instead of the gaper breaking open, the barrel moving down, and loading it from the back.” I used hand gestures to help explain.

“Gaper, eh? Sounds like you named it after Brandi Lynn’s favorite pastime. Nah, just leave it one piece. Muzzleloader, as you said. Give it a basic trigger mechanism, something that taps the back of it, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

I made sure to ignore his comment about Brandi Lynn. “Okay, so that’s the firing mechanism. We want it to shoot enchanted grenades. We already have the canisters, and I was going to fill them with some of the dynamite you made earlier. The enchantment will spread with the explosion. Should we enchant the gun, or the barrel to make that happen, or would it be better to enchant each grenade individually?”

“Oh, each grenade, without a doubt,” Jim said. “Once you overlap enchantments things get all weird. It’s like—hold on.” He reached over and grabbed something, then held it in front of him. It was a dildo, still shiny with lube. “Imagine you’re using this and DPing someone. But you’re drunk and it’s dark. You might wind up in the pink, you might wind up in the stink. Who knows. Either way it’ll be a good time, but it can be confusing, especially if you change positions.”

“Dude, put that thing away,” I said. “And that’s a terrible analogy.”

He shook the dildo at me. “My point is this: always know where you’re sticking things. Unless you’re drunk and she’s into that. Now, Brandi Lynn—”

“Enough!” I said. “I’ll bring over my sword in an hour or less. I don’t know how long it’ll take us to finish the grenade launchers. We’re trying to make three of them.”

“Sounds good,” he said. He looked down at the dildo and frowned, then reached over and slapped it against the wall. With the suction cup base, it stuck there.

“Maybe I’ll have Brandi Lynn start bringing the weapons,” I said, meaning it as a joke.

“Ohhhh, that would be fun,” he said. “It would give me some motivation. Yeah, let’s do that.”

“Alright, thanks for the info,” I told him. “I’ll see you in about an hour. They work fast so it won’t be long.”

“I’ll be ready,” he said.

I left Jim’s trailer and walked back toward the forge. It was still early, but I was really looking forward to Denzel’s arrival. I was almost antsy. Things were really going to start changing around here.

As I approached the forge, I heard the clang of a hammer on an anvil before I saw anything. When I got closer, three women stood between me and the anvil itself, with their backs to me. Something looked strange about them….

Yeah. As I got closer, I noticed Wynter, Mandi, and Destiny all standing in line. Each of them had the backs of their sundresses raised, showing me everything.

It was rather interesting seeing them in that order, and I was pretty sure it had been on purpose. First Wynter’s small, perky butt, then Mandi’s incredibly round bubble butt, then Destiny’s big, round ass that seemed to defy gravity and the laws of physics. When I got closer, Wynter glanced at me over her shoulder and smiled.

“Just in case you still wanted to eat my peach,” she said with a wink.

Boy, did I ever.

Mandi reached back and grabbed her cheeks, showing me she still had her jeweled plug in, and Destiny gave hers a shake.

“Don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so beautiful,” I said to them as I walked up.

“Thanks for being nice to my girls,” Destiny said, smiling at me as she pushed her sundress down.

“Of course,” I said. “And Mandi, I just want you to know that I appreciate the matching colors.”

She fluttered her eyelashes at me, showing off her gorgeous violet eyes. “Glad you noticed.”

“I can’t wait for our date,” Wynter said, walking up to me and hugging me.

I kissed the top of her head. “Me too, beautiful.”

Mandi opened her mouth to say something, but shut it. It appeared she was slowly learning to control her jealousy, so that was good. She calmly walked up to me and hugged me as well.

“And I’ll see you tonight,” she said.

“Yep.” I kissed her forehead. “By the way, I’m not sure if you two are coordinating your black-and-white outfits or not, but if you are I wanted you to know that I think it’s great.”

Wynter smiled at Mandi. “Yeah. We’re glad you like it.”

“I’ll do anything if you like it,” Mandi said, looking up at me. “Anything.”

“Anything?” I asked.

She leaned closer. “Anything.”

“Well, then I need you two to think of a good enchantment for my sword,” I said. I kissed each of their foreheads again.

Mandi pouted. “You’re no fun sometimes.”

“Bullshit, I’m always fun,” I replied. “What do you got for me, Wynter?”

“Umm, lemme think,” she said, tapping her lips with a finger. “What if a cut from the knife gave people really bad gas. But like, really bad gas, so they doubled over, screaming in pain, and then exploded. If anyone gets hit with the guts, they get infected as well. You could make an entire platoon explode in like ten minutes flat.”

I frowned. “Man, first the diarrhea dagger, now a fart sword. You guys certainly have some interesting ideas.”

“Fart sword!” Brynleigh Mae shouted. “Ha, I love it! Do that, David!”

“No, I don’t want to do a fart sword,” I told her. “Come on, it’s getting weird.”

“No, do the fart sword,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, do the fart sword,” Mandi said, smiling at Bobbi Jo and then me.

“PUSSY!” Brynleigh Mae shouted.

“Why do all of our weapons involve things coming out of butts?” I asked.

“PUSSSYYYYYYY!” Brynleigh Mae shouted again.

“Would you rather put something in my butt?” Mandi asked, just loud enough for me to hear. Well, Bobbi Jo heard that one as well, and gave her a curious look.

“Your mother has two pussies!” Brynleigh Mae shouted. “One is hers, the other is you!”

“Okay, okay, I get the point,” I said. “Jesus christ, we can do the fart sword. I mean, to be fair that’s pretty terrible. I’d be scared shitless of this thing.”

“Get it?” Brynleigh Mae asked. “Scared shitless. Ha!”

I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “You guys are fuckin’ weird, you know that? I’m gonna start thinking of enchantments myself.”

“Yeah, but you’re boring, so that won’t work,” Wynter said, putting her hands on her hips. “No offense or anything, David, but I don’t think you truly know how to strike terror in the heart of the enemy. Go ahead, think of a better enchantment. Go. Go. Now.”

“Uhhh, ummm. So, the knife causes bleeding, and—”

“Of course it causes bleeding, it’s a knife,” Wynter said, rolling her eyes. “You can do better than that.”

“Shit,” I said. “Um, well a lot of bleeding, like you just gush blood everywhere, and then you bleed out in a matter of minutes.”

Wynter just stared at me. “You see what I mean, David? You’re a wonderful man, but you lack the creativity required for this. How would your enchantment spread? A bandaid would cure it.”

“Okay, what can you do?” I asked, feeling a bit irritated.

“Go ahead, show him, Wynter!” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, show him how it’s done!” Brynleigh Mae added.

Wynter smirked at me. “So, instead of a little bleeding, one wound from this knife will immediately give the victim syphilis.”

“Oh that’s disgusting,” Brynleigh Mae said. “I love it, make me puke!”

“And the blisters and sores grow and pop, exploding and showering everyone with infected, uhh, goop. After about five minutes, your entire genitalia just explodes.”

“Dear god, who hurt you as a child?” I asked.

Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo clapped.

“I definitely wouldn’t want to get cut by Wynter’s knife,” Destiny said. “Sorry, David, you’re outgunned here. I don’t think you can come up with a better enchantment than Wynter.”

I refused to let her outdo me. I had to think, but only about gross shit. With my pride on the line, I gave it one last shot.

“Okay, so if you get touched by this knife you immediately charge the nearest person. As soon as you touch them, your eyeballs explode, spraying everywhere and infecting the next person.” I nodded, proud of my grossness.

Mandi looked at Wynter and shrugged, as if to ask if I was serious. Brynleigh Mae yawned. Bobbi Jo checked her fingernails.

I groaned loudly. “Ugh, fine. Fart sword it is.”
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Not long after that, Wynter brought me the freshly completed fart sword. Just like I had asked, she had wrapped the handle in strips of wet leather. As it dried, it slowly tightened, so there was no risk of it coming undone. That ensured a solid, workable grip.

The sheath was rather plain, just a simple thing cut from thick leather. But it was functional, and that was all that mattered.

“Should we put a design on the sheath to show what the enchantment is?” Wynter asked.

“For the fart sword?” I asked. “I mean, uhh….”

“I could probably draw a butthole on it,” she said, examining the sheath.

“Okay, let’s not do that,” I said. “I’m gonna take this to Jim.”

“Alright,” Wynter said. “Let me know if you rethink that butthole.”

I took the sword and walked away from the forge so things didn’t get any stranger. That such a sweet woman could think of such vile enchantments never ceased to amaze me.

Mandi and Bobbi Jo both waved at me as I left. I gave them my best smile and hurried away.

Jim didn’t seem to mind the strange enchantments too much, but I just hoped we didn’t scare him away with anything too freaky. I guess only time would tell.

I walked down the path and veered off toward his trailer. Things were looking better by the day over there. Well, getting laid had a tendency to do that.

When I walked up to his trailer, I found Jim spraying the outside down with a pressure washer. I let him continue for a few minutes, then called out to him.

“Eh? Ah, hey David,” he said, turning it off. “Sorry. I can hear you now. What’s up?”

“I brought this,” I said, handing him the short sword.

He pulled it out of the sheath and examined the blade for a moment. “Looks like you guys did a great job on this one. I feel like you’re getting better with each knife you make.”

“Thanks,” I told him.

“So, what’s the enchantment going to be?”

I sighed. “I’m sorry in advance. So, Wynter came up with the idea of this thing giving its victim really bad gas.”

Jim frowned at the weapon. “You want me to make a fart sword? Seriously, man?”

I held up both hands. “Okay, but here’s the kicker. It’s really, really bad gas. To the point where they’re doubled over in pain within seconds, and then they explode, spraying guts everywhere. Anyone that gets splattered with the guts gets infected with it as well.”

Jim just continued staring at me. “You guys are fucking weird, you know that? Okay, I’ll work on your fart sword. Stop by after lunch.”

“Thanks, Jim,” I said.

“Oh wait,” Jim said, stopping me. He leaned in closer. “Did she mention me?”

I laughed. “Oh yeah, you’re good. Whatever you guys did—and to be clear, I don’t want to know—you impressed her. I have a feeling she’s gonna be stopping by a lot more often.”

Jim nodded slowly and broke into a smile. “Good, good. I have some ideas; some things I’d love to try with her. I think she’s down.”

“Okay, but if any cum gets on my sword I’m gonna use it on you.”

He looked down at the sword and frowned. “Yeah, no fart sword for me. No worries there.”

“Alright, thanks again, Jim,” I said. “See you after lunch. Oh shit, I almost forgot. You get a thousand dollars to spend from the last weapon. So, go ahead and write up a list of things you want Denzel to bring you.”

“A thousand dollars?” he asked, rubbing his chin. His eyebrows climbed up his forehead. “I can do a lot with a thousand dollars.”

“I’m trying to give everyone a thousand from each weapon. The rest goes back into the business, or into the trailer park.”

“Alright, I’ll give it some thought. Brandi Lynn mentioned a few things. I’ll make up a list.”

“Sounds good,” I told him, waving as I walked away.

That done, I turned and left his place. I decided to stop by my trailer for a moment to check on a few things.

When Denzel had brought me stuff from my list, I hadn’t really bothered putting it up properly. So, I took the time to neatly arrange some wine bottles, put my new sheets on my bed, and a few other things. Mandi would be coming over, and I wanted the place to look nice. As obsessive as she was she probably didn’t care, but I still wanted to have a nice trailer.

Heh. A nice trailer. Didn’t think I’d ever say those words.

Well, I had an Airstream, so one of the nicest ones in the trailer park. And I was doing my best to fix things up. Honestly, it was looking pretty decent. I swept the floor and tidied up my kitchen, then went around back to check on my garden.

Well, I had ignored it for a few days and it showed. My grape vines were especially overgrown, but at least they had small clusters of grapes that looked to be thriving. Once they were ready to harvest, I had a home winemaking kit inside my trailer that would be put to good use. Plus, I owed Cletus and Darrell some grapes as payment. And, just because kids sometimes needed some grapes.

I went back inside and looked for a better shirt. My choices were pretty limited; honestly, this last guy had terrible fashion tastes. I was gonna have to tell Denzel to pick up some nice clothes for me. Maybe I could get a JC Penney catalogue or something.

Although, where would they mail it? I’d just have to let Denzel handle things.

I wound up selecting a plain black t-shirt and a better pair of jeans. It would have to do. After that I washed my face and gave my teeth another brushing. I was going to have lunch with Wynter, so I wanted to look my best. I dug around in my closets and found a spare blanket and two towels, which would hopefully be good enough for a picnic.

I took one last look around my trailer before leaving. Honestly, the place looked great. Just a few things—curtains, a thorough cleaning, new sheets—really improved it. I was happy enough with the interior for the time being, so I went outside.

Blerg had clearly taken his lawnmower to my front yard, for which I was grateful. Not that it had been in bad shape before, but now everything was just a lot more trim.

“Hey Charlie,” I said, pulling out my tablet. “Can you make me two boards of pressure treated pine. Uh, two-by-twelves. Four feet long.”

Sure thing, champ. That’s not too hard. Hold on.

A few minutes later, the heavy boards struck the ground. Perfect. I still had a hammer and nails handy from the last time I worked out here, so I grabbed them and pulled out my tablet again.

“Can I get eight sections of two-by-four? Also pressure treated. Each piece one foot long.”

Simple enough. Here you go.

The boards began hitting the ground, and I took them and nailed them to the larger planks, two at each end. That made for a simple bench. Two benches, actually, one on each side of my work table.

“There,” I said to myself. “My trailer is all cleaned up and now I have a functional workbench here in my front yard.”

My tablet vibrated and I pulled it back out. “What’s going on, Charlie?”

I do love that name, you know. Anyway, Quest complete! Bachelor Pad.

You have finally fixed this place up enough that it’s not a total embarrassment! You even did laundry. I’m so proud of you.

Reward: 2 experience points. Sorry, you don’t get the full 3 points because let’s be honest, you did a pretty mediocre job. I’m talking the bare minimum. But, fair is fair.

“That’s not nice,” I muttered.

But hey, the good news is that you leveled up! Congrats, you’re now level 2. Took you long enough. You get one attribute point that you can put into any of your primary stats. Which one would you like to improve?

I thought on that one again. I probably should have done some cardio or reading to improve other aspects of myself, but in the end I decided to just go with strength. Being stronger was always good.

How predictable! 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 almost put another three points into Killing is my Business, but stopped short. We were making diarrhea daggers and fart swords. I needed to steer things in a less disgusting direction. With that in mind, I added three points to my Shining Armor skill. After that, I took a moment to check over all my stats.

David Bennett

Age: 29

Level: 2

Total experienced required for level 3: 30

Species: Human

Hitpoints: 15. I gave you a few extra because I like you.

Mana: I still don’t see you needing any.

Strength: 15

Vitality: 10

Mind: 14

Will: 12

Set Charges: 1

Killing is my Business: 4

Shining Armor: 4

“How many experience points do I currently have?” I asked.

17!

“Okay, not bad,” I said.

Information flooded my mind, as if a dam of knowledge broke. I suddenly understood all sorts of things about ballistics and energy dispersion. Skill improvements tended to be like that.

My Set Charges skill sucked, but I already saw a way to improve upon that and finish a quest at the same time. In fact, I’d handle that with Jim in about an hour.

But for the time being, I needed to focus on a nice lunch date with Wynter.
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And so, now level 2, I left my trailer.

I still found that incredibly fuckin’ weird. I mean, I was just a regular guy, right? But now I had levels. I made bombs and knives for a living, and then some magic tablet named Charlie made me stronger and smarter.

Oh, and all these four-foot-tall goblin women wanted to bang me. Couldn’t forget that one. Although to be fair, forgetting that little fact was quite hard.

I focused on some of my other plans and tried to hash them out in my mind as I walked. I wanted a race track, but that was a lot of work for a single guy. Even with Blerg’s help, it was borderline ridiculous. I had some plans and I hoped they worked, but in the end I knew it was going to take a ton of work.

One step at a time, I reminded myself. Tomorrow I’d start on all of that. At least I had Brandi Lynn to help with the cars.

The forge came into view and I saw the women there, all working hard. They were really doing a great job, and I was proud of all of them.

What I didn’t expect to see was the giant troll approaching.

The women noticed as well and all scurried to one side. I could understand why people were afraid of William the troll. He was notoriously grumpy and ten feet tall. But, as I watched him, he didn’t seem to be angry or aggressive. He almost looked curious.

When I got closer to the forge, I walked straight up to him. “William, how are you doing? Can I help you with anything?”

He looked down at me and frowned, then looked over at the forge and frowned. He took a moment to look around the junkyard and frowned at that as well.

“I hope we weren’t bothering you,” I said, hoping to draw some words out of the guy.

“No,” he finally said. He spoke like words cost money and he was going bankrupt.

“Do you need something?” I asked after a minute.

He looked around and grunted a few times, then finally spoke again. “I hear the blacksmith all the time. Voices laughing. People talking. It sounds nice.”

It finally dawned on me what he was hinting at. He was lonely, and the sounds of us having a great time drew him out.

“Did you want to talk to anyone?” I asked. He just frowned at me. Okay, so maybe it wasn’t loneliness per se.

I walked over to the side of the forge and stood there for a minute, looking around. It honestly looked like hell; a frame made of logs with car hoods bolted on top for a roof.

“Hey William,” I said. “I’ve been thinking I might want to build something nicer than this, but I’d need help. Would you want to help? With your strength and height, you’d be great at that. You’d probably cut the time in half.”

He grunted again. “Yeah. Sounds nice.”

“Okay, so now we’re getting somewhere. I was thinking of having Denzel bring some stuff so we could make a proper building. Some big steel i-beams for the frame, a metal roof, all of that jazz. Maybe a real anvil, although I’ve kinda grown fond of this thing. You’d really come in handy if we did that.”

William nodded and his surliness seemed to dissipate a tad. “Yeah. Sounds good. I’ll help.”

“Great,” I said. “Can I get you anything now? Or do you just want to be here?”

He looked around for a moment, then back at me. “Can I just watch?”

“Of course,” I said. I pointed at an old Ford truck nearby. “You can probably sit in the back of that if you want to relax for a bit.”

William nodded, then walked over to the truck and sat in the bed. Sure enough, he just calmly watched us work. What a strange fellow.

The women calmed back down and started working again. I walked over to the forge to check on Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo.

Bobbi Jo held a small piece of metal with a large pair of pliers and gently tapped on it with her hammer. One of these days, I really needed to get them a set of proper tongs. Thankfully, she wore a leather apron over her sundress.

I slipped my arm around Brynleigh Mae’s shoulders and kissed the top of her teal head.

“Hey there, girlfriend,” I said to her. “What are we making now?”

She reached up and laced her fingers with mine and smiled at me. “Hey there. We’re trying to figure out how to make a trigger mechanism. With a good spring, I think it’ll be fairly easy. Bobbi Jo is making most of it right now.”

“I’m glad you brought those brass rods,” Bobbi Jo said as she worked. “We’ll be using some of those as, uh, pivots. I guess that’s the word for it.”

I looked closely at what she was making. It looked like the trigger itself. “Wow, making all that by hand? Nice job, Bobbi Jo.”

She looked up at me and winked. “You should date me or something.”

“I still need my date,” Brynleigh Mae muttered rather loudly.

I bent down and kissed her temple. “I’m sorry, Brynleigh Mae. How about tomorrow? I don’t have any plans yet.”

She squeezed my hand again. “I think I can fit you into my schedule.”

“Great!” I said. “I have a few ideas that I think you’ll really like.”

Bobbi Jo looked up at me, then over at Brynleigh Mae. “He’s good with those ideas, trust me. I don’t think our date could have been any better.”

“Well, now I’m excited,” Brynleigh Mae said, smiling up at me.

I just bent over and kissed her temple again. What a cute woman.

Deciding I wanted to help, I pulled out my tablet. They could make a majority of the parts, but one thing would be especially hard. That was where I came in.

“Hey Charlie. Can you make me some torsion springs?”

Absolutely! What size do you need?

“Uhhh, small? Make me a handful of them, small enough to be used as part of the trigger mechanism for a rifle.”

Ohhhh, fancy. Sounds like you’re taking some of my advice to heart.

“Trying my best,” I said. After a few moments, the springs fell from my tablet and landed in my tool belt. I reached in and grabbed them, then set them on the anvil next to Bobbi Jo.

“One of these is bound to be the right size for your trigger,” I said.

“Thanks, David,” Bobbi Jo said. She sorted through the springs, nodding with satisfaction. “Yeah, I think these will work. This is a big help, thanks.”

I leaned forward and pecked her on the lips. “I need to work on the bombs this thing fires, I think. I have some good ideas for it.”

“What’s the enchantment?” Brynleigh Mae asked with a grin and a raised eyebrow.

“I think we were going with bloodpuke bombs,” I said.

Brynleigh Mae nodded in approval. “Bloodpuke bombs. I like it. By the way, we have a few more knives done, like you asked. At least, our work is done. They’re ready for handles and final shaping.”

“Perfect,” I said.

She brought over three knife blades and I took them from her, then left the forge. I walked over to where Wynter often put the handles on. William watched me closely as I passed by, and grunted.

“We’re putting handles on these knives,” I told him, raising the blades so he could see them.

He grunted again, but I got the feeling he appreciated me explaining things. I was just glad to have the big guy on our side.

Wynter was relaxing on an old chair as I approached. She smiled at me and stood when I walked up to her. I bent down and kissed her soft lips, then her forehead.

“Looks like you’re excited for our date,” Wynter said.

“I am,” I told her, then handed her the knife blanks. “Can I get you to put handles on these first, though? I figure we’ll all go to lunch after they’re done.”

“Sure thing,” she said, examining the knives. “At least we have better leather now for handles.”

“Yeah, things are getting better every day,” I said. “Oh, and I hit level two, for what it’s worth.”

Wynter smiled at me. “Oh, level two, eh? We’ve got a big shot over here.”

“What level is Blerg?” I asked, suddenly curious.

She shrugged. “I’m not entirely sure. I think around ten. From what I understand he leveled up pretty quickly after he first got here, and now he just kinda takes it easy.”

“Not the worst plan,” I said. “Maybe I should do something like that.”

“Yeah, imagine being retired,” she said. “You could just sit around and eat my peach all day.” She punctuated that statement with a wink.

I laughed. “Yeah, that would definitely be a good retirement.”

I sat there with her for a few minutes, helping her cut pieces of leather and stack them on the knife tangs. We worked quickly, especially since I had leveled up. I was honestly shocked at how fast I was able to do some things.

Once each knife had enough leather on the handle, I took them back over to the forge. There, Bobbi Jo affixed the pommel and piened the end of the tang over to hold it in place.

“I wonder if I should weld that on,” I said, examining it.

“You’d have to be quick so the heat doesn’t spread,” Bobbi Jo said. “Otherwise you’ll burn the leather.”

“Yeah, good point. I’m gonna try it,” I said.

In the end, we wound up with Brynleigh Mae holding a knife with pliers while I hit the pommel a few quick times with the stick welder. It was crude, but ultimately better than just piening the thing on. Besides, I could fix it all up later.

After that, I took all three knives over to the Honda Civic grinder. Once I got it running, I carefully shaped each blade, handle, and pommel. They were big knives, with a blade roughly a foot long, but they were simple. Knives didn’t need to be complex to be effective. They just needed to be sharp.

Once I had all the initial grinding done, I took it over to the other wheel and put an edge on each knife, as well as some final details. I tested each handle, gripping it and swinging the knife a few times, making sure it was comfortable and stable. They all felt great.

The next step was to make sheaths for them, so I took them back to Wynter. I worked with her again, cutting out the pieces of thick leather, punching holes in them, and sewing them together.

“I feel like we should dye the sheaths black or something,” Wynter said. “They’re just kinda plain right now.”

“You’re probably right,” I told her. “But we’ll worry about that next time. For now, we’re just making knives to sell. I think once we’ve made a name for ourselves, we can do something a little fancier and charge extra for it.”

“Good idea,” she replied.

Once we finished the final sheath, we set our tools down. It was time for lunch, and for us that meant a date.
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Many of the women gave me looks as they walked away from the forge. Some looked a bit jealous, like Mandi and Bryleigh Mae. Some looked happy for me, like Destiny. Brandi Lynn just stuck her tongue out at me and laughed.

“I just need to get a few things,” Wynter said to me. She was all smiles. “I prepared a few things last night for lunch today. I hope you like them.”

“I can’t wait,” I said. “Meet me over in the field?”

“Sounds great!” she said, and hurried away.

I left the forge and walked down the broad path that linked with the main field. From there, I took the small trail to my house. Not that I wanted to busy myself with a bunch of yard work, but it suddenly dawned on me that I could get some of those concrete pavers and make my little trail a lot nicer. Well, I’d worry about that later.

Once I got to my house I went straight to the kitchen. A bottle of white wine was in the fridge, so I grabbed it. Twist off. Score.

After setting it on the counter, I washed my two champagne glasses. That was all I had, so it would have to work. Man, those shitty glasses were going to be getting a lot of miles put on them over the next week or so. I was planning on asking Denzel to get me some decent glasses, but I had a feeling these things were going to grow on me.

I went to the small closet next to my bathroom and searched for a large towel and a blanket. I liked to bring a bit extra just to be safe.

I suddenly found myself laughing. When this whole mess had started, I was checking a field south of Lake Seneca so I could take that woman on a picnic. What was her name? Candice. I hope she wasn’t too upset about me getting sucked into an alternate dimension.

After rolling up the towel and blanket together, I tucked them beneath my arm, then went to the kitchen. There, I grabbed the bottle of wine and my two glasses—I felt like I should call them cups, since they were plastic—and left my trailer.

The field was only a short walk away. I got there before Wynter, so I took a few minutes to look around.

It was a large field; since Blerg had mowed it, I could finally see just how big it was. The damn thing was huge. That was perfect for what I had planned for it.

Although it suddenly dawned on me that planning a racetrack wasn’t going to be the simplest thing in the world. I mean, I couldn’t exactly walk the straightaway, then dig my heel in to mark a turn. Honestly, it would probably work better if I took a car out into the field and thrashed it around first, to get a feel for how long the straights should be and how tight the curves.

“Whatcha thinking about?” Wynter asked, suddenly next to me. She had a small wicker basket held in one hand.

“My plans for this field,” I said. “I think I’ll be able to start on things soon. Once Denzel brings some more stuff I asked for, at least.”

“Care to share those plans?” she asked.

I thought on that for a moment. “No, not yet. Sorry, I just want some of this to be a surprise, although I think I’ve spoken about it before so it would be a terrible surprise. Shit. Okay. I want to build a race track.”

Wynter turned and looked over her shoulder at the junkyard. “Well, you certainly have plenty of cars. If you can get some of those running, we could all have fun out here.”

“That’s the plan,” I said. “Some of those are in pretty good shape but just need a few things. Denzel can get parts for us, especially now that we have money. Actually, I might even have a car able to move around tomorrow if everything goes well.”

Wynter’s face lit up. “Ohhh, which one?”

“Don’t tell Bobbi Jo,” I said firmly. “The Camaro she loves so much. It got rear ended and doesn’t need a ton of work to get going again. As long as the chassis is straight, we can put new tires on it and try driving it around. Brandi Lynn and Mandi were working on it earlier, replacing some body panels.”

“Oh yeah, she’ll love that,” Wynter said. “I have an old truck in my yard that you might be able to fix. It’s a neat old thing. All I know is it’s old and has a four speed.”

“I’ll take a look at it later,” I said. “So, where should we have our picnic?”

Wynter looked around in front of us. “Hmmmm. How about over there?” She pointed away from us and toward the right, closer to the forested edge of the field.

“Perfect,” I said.

I offered her my arm and we walked over there. We found a nice flat spot and I laid down the blanket. The large towel stayed rolled up, just in case we needed it.

“I hope you’re hungry,” she said as she reached into her wicker picnic basket.

“I’m always hungry,” I said, hoping she brought something good.

“Okay, so I’m not the best cook,” she said, setting something in front of me. “So, I just made us some sandwiches. Peanut butter and jelly with a dash of honey on the peanut butter.”

“Nice touch,” I said, picking it up. She had wrapped the sandwiches in a paper towel. I got two of them.

“And plenty of fruit from my garden,” she said, setting two tupperware bowls between us. “So you can enjoy eating my peach.” She winked.

I took a bite of the sandwich. Yeah, it was pretty good. The dash of honey really added a bit of zing to it. Sometimes fancy food wasn’t needed. Something simple done right could really hit the spot.

“So, what’s your story?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Same as the rest. I couldn’t handle things back home, so I fled with the others. Rayla had the magic that brought us here, at least from what I understand. And I’ve just been living here ever since. What about you?”

I swallowed another bite of sandwich. “Nothing exciting. I worked at a gym and slowly worked my way up to manager. Right before I got pulled here I got a promotion to corporate.”

“What’s that like?”

“Eh. Just another manager job. Managing the managers. You know, sometimes I think being sucked into this protection zone is the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“How so?”

I thought for a moment. “Well, now that I think about it, my previous life was pretty boring. A desk job, a simple car, the same shit every day. I never took vacations either; I just worked all the time.”

“And you didn’t have half a dozen girlfriends, I assume,” she said.

I leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Nope. And even if I did, none of them would have been as cute as you.”

She grinned at me. “You keep that up and I’ll let you eat my peach for real. Oh, and what was that about cars? What else do you have planned?”

“I have a few over there that I’m fixing so we can drive,” I said. “There’s an old GNX that’s calling out to me. Something about that car makes me want to just floor it and see how fast it’ll go.”

“Probably a good thing you’re building a race track, then,” Wynter said. She looked over across the field. “So, how’s that gonna work?”

I turned and looked as well. “To be honest, I’m still figuring that out. Blerg is going to help, and Denzel is bringing us lots of stuff. Soon, actually. He should be here shortly after our date.”

“Date,” Wynter said with a smile. “So, that means we’re a thing now, right?”

“I guess it does, yeah,” I said, returning her smile. I reached over and took her small hand in mine. “So, I guess you’re my girlfriend now. Eh, one of them.”

“I love it,” she said. “We’re gonna go on so many dates. I know I’ll probably have to go with the other girls at some point, just because there’s so many of us. That’s cool.”

“So, you’re not the jealous type, I take it?”

She shrugged. “I mean, I wish it was just you and me, sure. But that’s not the reality we live in. Our reality is that I have to share you with half a dozen other women.” She laughed. “I’m just glad Mandi likes eating pussy.”

I blinked at that. “Huh?”

“Oh, she didn’t tell you? Yeah, Mandi eats pussy like it’s going out of style, which I hope it never does. She and I had a fling a long time ago. We decided to stop because we didn’t want to risk ruining our friendship, but she would devour me on a nightly basis. Sometimes daily and nightly.”

“Huh. Well, that explains her secret attraction to Bobbi Jo.”

Wynter laughed. “Ha! Yeah, those two have been weird with each other from the beginning. Sometimes it’s hard to tell if they love each other or hate each other. One minute they’re arguing—the dildo fiasco, remember—and the next they’re checking each other out and pretending they’re being sly. I wish they’d just do it and get it over with.”

“Yeah, I can see that. I’ve been watching them and there’s definitely something there.”

Wynter nodded. “It comes in waves. I think Bobbi Jo is intimidated because she’s pretty vanilla and Mandi is quite the kinkster. Plus, I don’t know if Bobbi Jo is actually into women or not. To be fair though, she probably doesn’t know either.” She popped a slice of peach in her mouth and smiled as she chewed it.

“That’s another thing I had picked up on,” I said. “There’s clearly something there.”

“I think Bobbi Jo is afraid, deep down,” Wynter said. “That’s why she’s such a bitch sometimes.”

“I think she’s calmed down a bit.”

“Yeah, since you got here. Before that, she would pick a fight with anyone.” Wynter grabbed another slice of peach and chewed it. “She was downright intolerable at times, then she would apologize to everyone. Everyone knows Mandi can get a bit crazy too, but she’s calmed down over the years.”

“What about Rayla?” I asked.

Wynter shuffled over next to me and wrapped her arms around me. “Rayla is okay, I guess. She never comes out. I think she’s afraid to leave her trailer. What’s that called?”

“Agoraphobia?”

“Yeah, that. I think Rayla has agoraphobia. We go to her for magic, like tattoos and stuff, but she never comes out. Blerg brings her groceries to her trailer once a week and picks stuff from her garden for her.”

I frowned. “Well, maybe we can help her with that. She was plenty nice when I met her, albeit a little strange.”

“Hey. Lie down,” Wynter said, pushing on my chest.

I laid myself back and she cuddled herself on me with her head on my shoulder. Wynter’s slender, lightweight body felt like a feather in my arms. I squeezed her against me and she smiled.

“I could get used to this,” she said and sighed happily.

“Me too, Wynter. Me too.”

All of these lonely women wanted me, including Wynter. And while that was great, it was also nice to just lie down and cuddle with someone. In fact, it was great. We laid there and talked for another hour, just holding each other. No stress, not even much flirting. Just talking.

Best picnic ever.
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I was a pretty self-motivated guy, but at that moment I had zero desire to get back to work. Lying there with Wynter’s head on my shoulder, I didn’t have a care in the world. She was soft, she was light, and she smelled good.

“You gotta stop being so great,” I said to her. “Or I’ll never get up.”

She poked me in the ribs. “You have to earn money though, so you can accomplish all these wild plans of yours. Like taking me on a date instead of me taking you on a picnic.”

“Touché,” I said.

I kissed her on the temple and she rolled toward me. We made out for a while, nothing too hot and heavy; more like two people that just really liked each other. And I did. Wynter was great.

But I finally pushed myself up. Our weapons wouldn’t make themselves, and I had several waiting on me. I heard the clang of the anvil in the distance, so I knew Bobbi Jo and Brynleigh Mae were back at work. That alone was motivation for me to move; I didn’t want to just lie here on the grass while everyone else worked hard.

“Alright, let’s get up,” I said, grabbing a few things.

I helped her put stuff back into her picnic basket, then I pushed myself to my feet. After offering her a hand and helping her up, I bent over and rolled up our blanket. The towel was unused and still rolled up, so it went beneath my arm.

“See you back at the forge in a few minutes,” I said, kissing her soft lips.

“See you soon,” she said with a cute smile.

We parted ways, both of us walking to our respective trailers. I shook out the blanket a few times, so that when I got to my trailer it was essentially clean. I still tossed it in the washing machine, just to be safe.

As usual, I took a quick look around my trailer, just to ensure I wasn’t forgetting anything. Then, I left and went back to the forge.

When I got there, Wynter was helping Mandi finish the leather sheaths for another large knife. The damn thing was big though, as big as the sheath for the fart sword. Looking around, I saw Destiny and Chloe taking turns shaping something on the Honda Civic grinder.

“Where’s Brandi Lynn?” I asked.

“She’s finishing up her work on the car,” Mandi said. “Last I checked, she was spray painting that rear bumper. She said the chassis still looked straight, so the car should be ready soon.”

“Perfect,” I said.

That was going to be such a good gift, although I quickly realized I needed a car for everyone to keep things equal. Plenty of cars in the junkyard were in decent shape—sometimes it didn’t take much for an insurance company to total a car. Maybe just the bumper needed to be replaced, but it was an expensive bumper. If it was more than they thought should be put into the car, they totalled it.

In short, there were plenty of cars we could probably turn into race cars. And while I had never really thought about racing cars in the past, I was excited as hell for it now.

“Here you go,” Chloe said, handing me a completed knife. No, not a knife. More like a machete. Another short sword, although the shape of this one was clearly meant for hacking.

She looked up at me and gave me a sweet smile while blushing just slightly. What a nice woman. I took the knife, then pulled her into a tight hug and kissed the top of her red-haired head.

“Thanks for all your hard work,” I told her. “We’re gonna turn this place into something and give your boys a good future.”

She just kept smiling at me as I walked away, over to Wynter. She handed me a completed sheath and I slid the huge knife inside.

“So, what’s this?” I asked, waving the long-bladed knife.

“The fart sword got some others thinking,” Mandi said. “Bobbi Jo and Brynleigh Mae hammered out part of a leaf spring and made that one. I think they like the thought of making larger weapons.

“You gals are incredible,” I said, holding the short sword. I looked over at the other three completed knives, and the fart sword, doing some quick math. “And we’re gonna be rich. Man, this is going to be great.”

“Just think of all the things you can buy me,” Mandi said with a wink.

“I am,” I told her, winking back.

I stopped by the forge and grabbed one of the aluminum capsules on my way out. Holding everything in my hands, I left the forge and walked toward Jim’s house. My head swarmed with thoughts and ideas, of things we could make in the future. The enchanted knives were a great idea. What about enchanted body armor? I’d have to ask Jim what he could do, but I already had several great ideas.

When I got to Jim’s house, I knocked and waited. I heard someone run toward the door and fling it open.

Jim stood there, oddly excited. His excitement melted when he saw me.

“Oh. Sorry. I was hoping you might have been Brandi Lynn.”

“Sorry,” I told him. “It’s just me. I brought you some presents, though.”

He frowned at the weapons in my hand. “So you did, so you did. Man, you’re keeping me busy. I should try to teach Brandi Lynn magic so she can help me with this.”

“Wait, can she learn it?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I don’t think so, but if I try to teach her, she’s bound to fuck me as a way of saying thanks.”

“Oh. Well, that wasn’t the answer I had been expecting, but okay,” I said. “What about Rayla? She knows magic.”

Jim looked down at me. “Dude. I’m trying to score, here.”

I rolled my eyes. “And you’re already scoring with Brandi Lynn. But Rayla can help lessen your work load so you can spend more time with your girlfriend.”

“Heyyyyy, that’s a good point,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Yeah, I’ll put on a better shirt and go talk to Rayla after this.” He currently wore a t-shirt with the Hooters logo on it.

“So, I brought you these,” I said. “This thing is as big as the fart sword, so I figured we’d just do the same enchantment on it.” I handed him the short sword, then the three daggers. “And for these, we’ll do the, uhhh. The burning diarrhea enchantment again, since it sold for so much money.”

Jim took all the weapons and shook his head. “I worked hard to learn magic, you know. Studied my ass off. The gift is rare, incredibly rare, and now I spent my time enchanting knives so they’ll give people the flaming shits. My parents would be proud.”

“Speaking of them, what’s your story?” I asked. “How did you wind up here?”

Jim frowned at me for a moment before answering. “I don’t think I’m ready to tell you that yet. No offense.”

“None taken,” I said.

He nodded at the aluminum capsule in my hands. “So, what about that? More diarrhea?”

“This? No.” I raised the capsule and held it up between us. “Actually, I wanted you to put some dynamite inside. As much as will fit. Then, enchant it so that it’ll explode when it strikes something. If that works well, we’ll modify it so that when it explodes, it spreads a sickness.”

He nodded slowly as he stared at the capsule. “Yeah, I can do that. Not too hard, although making what is essentially a double enchantment will take some extra work. Just put it on my work table over there and I’ll get to it after these knives.”

“Thanks, Jim,” I said. “I owe you one.”

“Actually, you owe me one thousand,” he said, then raised the knives. “And after these and the fart sword, another five thousand.”

“Let’s just hope the prices stay where they are,” I said. “If so, we’re gonna be rich. We can completely rebuild the forge and do it right, then build some real serious hardware.”

“You got anything in mind?” Jim asked.

“Yeah, kinda,” I said. “I still want to build a tank. Maybe a suit of power armor. Actually, my mind is swarming with all sorts of ideas. And since you can enchant stuff, we can go in so many directions. If we get the right machinery to make all this easier, we can churn out magical weapons and armor and be swimming in money.”

“Sounds like I definitely need to talk to Rayla,” he said. “Well, let me get to it, then.”

“Alright, thanks, Jim,” I said, giving him a friendly wave. He acknowledged it with a nod and I left.

My thoughts changed a bit. I had previously been thinking of advancing to the point of building crazy stuff like enchanted tanks and armored vehicles. I mean, the things often cost millions of dollars, so it made sense. But a few things occurred to me: first, Denzel couldn’t fit a tank in his duffel bag, so we wouldn’t be able to ship it out of the protection zone. And second, I still wasn’t entirely certain exactly what type of weapons and armor were needed.

Well, we’d figure it out.

But, if magic was going to be a thing, we could do simple things, like weave a cloak out of kevlar or something basically indestructible, then have Jim or Rayla enchant it. What about a cloak of fire resistance? Or combat boots that gave the wearer the ability to walk on walls and fly?

Holy shit, I suddenly felt like I had been going about this all wrong. Why spend all that effort making a rocket launcher when we could make two dozen cloaks in less time. Of course, I didn’t know where the money would be on that, but I supposed it was time to find out.

We needed to shift gears.
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I knew there was a saying about drowning in options, and at that moment I felt like that was my situation. The more I thought about it, the more I realized just how broad and varied our products could be.

We were making knives because my stupid tablet told me to turn junkyard cars into knives. I had continued that to a reasonably logical next step, grenade launchers. But now, it dawned on me that we could make just about anything. Hopefully my tablet wouldn’t be too angry. I decided to pull it out and ask it something.

“Hey Charlie. Can you make me some kevlar cloth? Like, a roll of fabric?”

Let me think about that. Hmmm, nope! You’re not high enough level for that one, champ. That’s a lot more complex than you think. Do you plan on making clothes for your enemy?

Man, this tablet got on my nerves at times. “No. Bulletproof vests for us, and maybe cut-resistant clothes to sell.”

Hey, that’s not a bad idea! Can I give you a piece of advice?

“Of course,” I said, hoping it would actually give me something helpful and not something nonsensical like it did half the time.

Kevlar fabric is hot and heavy. If you want it to be bulletproof, you need to layer it, and a lot. You’re better off using a comfortable, sturdy fabric and enchanting it if you want to make bulletproof or cut-resistant clothing..

I blinked. “Hey, thanks, Charlie. That’s a huge help.”

I told you I’m on your side, remember? I’ve never been able to level someone up very high; they always die. I’m hoping you make it much further than my previous owners.

“That doesn’t fill me with confidence, but thanks,” I said, pondering what I needed. Cloth, but what kind? My Shining Armor skill gave me some insight about natural fibers and slash resistance. Enchantment notwithstanding, I still wanted good cloth.

Hundreds of years ago, they would stack ten layers of linen and have slash-resistant gambesons. Of course, we were relying on magic for strength and slash resistance, but having the proper cloth just felt like the right thing to do. Plus, linen breathed really well.

“Okay. Can I get a roll of heavy weight, open weave linen?” I asked. “As much as you can give me. Plain and undyed.”

Yeah, I should be able to do that. Hold on.

A few minutes later, a roll of material smacked onto the ground. I bent down and picked it up, examining it. Sure enough, it was heavy linen with an open weave. It would fit the bill perfectly. I just needed to figure out how to sew a cloak, or a cape. Wait, what was even the difference? Oh right, a cloak had a hood and went over the shoulders. A cape was usually shorter.

If people were going to be wearing these while fighting, a cape would probably be better. Why a cape, and not a shirt? Simple: I didn’t know how to make a shirt, and those had to be sized. A cape was a simple piece of material with a clasp. It was hard to get simpler than that.

Somewhere, freedom fighters would be wearing my cape and wielding my fart sword while their buddies used my grenade launcher. It was kind of a cool thought as long as I avoided thinking about the enchantments and how gross they were.

“What’s that for?” Brynleigh Mae asked as I walked up to the forge with the roll of fabric in hand. “You making a dress? I didn’t think that was your style. Do you even have the legs for it?” She looked down. "Nah. You're too hairy."

“Even better,” I said. “A cape. And Jim is going to enchant it.”

Brynleigh Mae reached out and ran a finger down the pale, tan-colored linen cloth. “That’s gonna be the ugliest cape in existence. I do hope you plan on dying it.”

“Of course,” I said. “Probably something simple and dark so it’ll blend into surroundings.”

“What’s the enchantment?” she asked.

“Nothing involving diarrhea,” I said firmly. “These are for protection, so I need stuff along those lines. Or maybe some kind of combat support or enhancement. By the way, does anyone here know how to sew?”

Brynleigh Mae looked at me for a moment, then threw back her head and laughed. “Oh, that’s a good one. Seamstresses, here? Bobbi Jo, you hear that?”

Bobbi Jo looked at me and grinned, just short of laughing. “You’ve gone all silly on us, David. Is your noggin working correctly?”

“Better than ever,” I said. “Although I see I’ll need to ask Denzel for a sewing machine and some thread.”

“And some dye,” Brynleigh Mae said.

“Yeah, and some dye. Charcoal gray to blend in, especially at night. Simple and functional.” I nodded, feeling like I was making something really worthwhile.

“What’s that, honey?” Mandi asked as she walked up to me.

“He’s making a dress for himself,” Brynleigh Mae said, grinning at me.

I frowned at Brynleigh Mae, then turned to Mandi. “I want to make capes and have Jim enchant them with stuff. They’ll be easy to make and should sell for a good bit.”

Mandi nodded slowly. “Not the worst idea, for sure. Do you know how to sew?”

I opened my mouth to say no, but stopped. Since leveling up my skills, I did know how to sew. I mean, it was a basic thing that everyone should know. But I had in-depth knowledge of sewing machines and different stitches. It was kinda weird, to be honest.

“Yeah, I can sew,” I said. I didn’t even bother asking Charlie for a sewing machine. I knew he’d tell me to fuck off.

But I immediately saw another problem: there was nowhere around here to sew anything. The forge was about as basic as could be, with a single chair its only decoration. Honestly, I wasn’t even sure who had brought the chair.

William the troll suddenly lumbered up to me. He stood there for a moment, looking down at me. I was afraid he was upset over something, but he finally spoke.

“Going home. See you tomorrow.”

“Thanks, William,” I said. “I think tomorrow we’ll have a few things for you to do. Sleep well.”

He grunted and walked away.

“I’ve never heard him talk so much,” Mandi said. She had moved up so that she stood next to me. “Looks like you’re bringing him out of his shell. His cranky, surly shell.”

I glanced at the forge building itself. “That’s great. Once we upgrade this place we’ll need his help. And I think we’re rapidly approaching the time that we need to upgrade the building.”

“So, you want to make capes,” Mandi said. “Please tell me you’re going to dye them black.”

“Uhh, yeah,” I said. “I was thinking dark gray but black works as well.” I glanced down at her and she gave me that ‘really?’ expression. “Okay, I’ll make them black.”

“You should add a line of red trim,” Mandi said, thinking out loud. “Make the clasp silver, of course. Maybe something like a dragon’s claw clutching an eyeball.”

“How am I going to make that?” I asked.

“I don’t know, you’re the seamstress.”

I sighed. “You bring up a good point, though. I need a clasp. It’s simple so I can probably have Charlie make something for me.”

Mandi paused. “Charlie?”

I pulled out my tablet and waved it at her. “That’s his name. Uh, its name. Not sure what pronouns to use for a sentient tablet that reads my mind.”

“I don’t think Blerg has mentioned his tablet doing half the shit yours does,” Mandi said.

I looked down at my tablet. “Yeah, mine is special. I think it got damaged or something.”

It suddenly vibrated.

I heard that, you know. I am not damaged. I am merely special and unique.

“Sorry,” I said to the tablet.

“So, what are we doing on our date?” Mandi asked, slipping an arm around mine.

“I dunno, I guess you’ll have to wait and find out,” I said. I looked over and saw Bobbi Jo checking Mandi out. She noticed me watching her and blushed, then hurriedly went back to hammering on the anvil. She wasn’t even holding a piece of metal.

“I’m impatient,” Mandi said with a bit of a pout.

“Hi impatient, I’m dad,” I said. She didn’t get the joke. Eh, at least I tried.

“Come on, tell me,” Mandi whined. “Or else I’ll start begging for you to knock me up again.”

Bobbi Jo’s head snapped around at that. She stared at Mandi for a moment, wide-eyed, then looked down at her butt, then went back to pretending to work.

“You know that’s not going to happen,” I said, touching the tip of her cute nose. “You’re just going to have to be patient.”

“Oh, alright,” Mandi said. “It had better be good, though.”

I shook my head. “Nope. I’m specifically planning a terrible date. We’re going to read the newspaper together and then talk about economics while pruning my garden.”

She pursed her lips. “I actually enjoy working in a garden. I just have to protect my skin.”

“Okay, so we’re going to do all that while specifically not protecting your skin,” I said.

She slapped my arm. “Behave, you.”

“I refuse to behave.” I leaned down. “And hopefully, you won’t behave, either.”

She winked at me. “You can count on that. Maybe I have something planned as well.”

After that, she released my arm and swayed back over to where she and Wynter worked. She ‘accidentally’ flipped up the rear of her sundress on two occasions, giving me an incredible view. Bobbi Jo saw as well and nearly hit her hand with her hammer. I decided it was time to do something about that.

“Hey, Brynleigh Mae,” I said, approaching the two gorgeous women. “I’m excited for our date tomorrow.”

“Me too,” she said, perking up.

I walked up and slipped my arm around Bobbi Jo’s shoulders. “Bobbi Jo and I had a great date. I’m really glad I took her out first; Bobbi Jo is so lovely and easy to get along with, and that really helped me figure out how to treat y’all right.”

Bobbi Jo blushed. “Oh stop, David.”

“Hey Brynleigh Mae, do you mind if Bobbi Jo and I plan our next date real quick? I can tell she’s a little shy so can we talk alone?”

Brynleigh Mae shrugged. “Sure, but I’m working so you two are the ones that’ll have to leave.”

“Fair enough,” I said.

I took Bobbi Jo by the hand and pulled her away from the forge and into the junkyard. Mandi watched us walk by, and I saw where her eyes went; right to Bobbi Jo’s legs. Well, she looked incredible in that sundress, so I couldn’t blame her.

“So, what’s this about?” Bobbi Jo asked, looking up at me.

I turned and looked down at her. At her dark blue eyes and midnight blue hair, at her pouty lips and mindblowing body practically popping out of her sundress.

“You’re like a dream,” I said, and bent down to kiss her.

She smiled. “I like it when you say things like that.”

“I have a couple things I’d like to talk to you about,” I said, walking past the GNX. Man, I couldn’t wait to get that thing running. “First, I want to emphasize that I really did enjoy our date, and I like you a lot. I like being around you and with you. Everything about you is great.”

She blushed again. “Oh stop.”

I brought her hand up to my mouth and kissed it. “And second, I know you like Mandi. I just want you to know that I’m pretty sure she likes you as well. Actually, I’d bet money on it.”

She suddenly stiffened. “Why would you say that? I mean, she’s pretty but I’ve never really thought—”

“It’s extremely obvious, and it’s totally fine,” I interrupted. “Mandi is a sweetheart, although she can be a bit obsessive at times. I think you’d like her if you spent some time with her.”

“Yeah, she gets obsessive and weird,” Bobbi Jo muttered. “It seems to come in waves. I dunno.” She looked down at the ground. “She’s so damn pretty, though. I just can’t stop looking at her.”

“Well, I feel the same way,” I said. “And, as luck would have it, I feel the same way about you.”

She looked up at me, her eyes wide. “Really?”

“Yep,” I said as I bent down and scooped her into my arms. She giggled and held tightly to me.

I continued walking through the junkyard, purposely taking the long way. I mean yeah, carrying Bobbi Jo that way meant her sundress moved around, exposing almost literally every part of her body. But the truth was, I truly liked this woman and I wanted to see her happy.

My path took me around to the front of her Camaro. The blue paint had some dust on it, but was in pretty good condition. The tires were flat, but at least they weren’t dry-rotted. Yeah, there was potential there.

Bobbi Jo realized where we stood and moved around in my arms. “Oh, my car! I love it when you take me here. We’ve had so much fun on this car.” Her smile made it clear what she was talking about. I just enjoyed watching her walk around in that sundress. Those shoulder straps deserved an award for all they were holding up.

“Hey, go check out the back,” I said, pointing.

She gave me a wary look, but turned and walked to the back of the car. When she got there, she covered her mouth with both hands and gasped loudly.

“It’s fixed!” she squealed.

She ran full-force toward me and crashed into me, throwing her arms around me and practically climbing up me. As soon as she got to my face, she kissed me like she was trying to remove my lips. It was awesome. I felt something wet and realized she was crying as well.

“Oh, Bobbi Jo,” I said, thumbing away her tears. “Don’t cry, honey. It’s okay.”

“This car is just so special to me,” she said. “It’s everything I’ve ever wanted, and you’re everything I’ve ever wanted. Well, except for being huge and pink-skinned, but I’ve gotten over that.” She moved over and sat on the fender, then hiked up her sundress. “David, I need you inside me right now.”

I laughed, then bent down and kissed her again. “I can’t. I have a date with Mandi tonight, and to be blunt, I want to make sure I can perform.”

She pouted. “I’m gonna crash your date so I can fuck you instead of her,” she muttered.

I laughed again and hugged her tightly. “Bobbi Jo, you’re a darling, you know that?”
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We walked back to the forge, hand-in-hand. As usual, every eye was on us as we walked back up to the anvil.

“So, got your date figured out?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Yeah, now you and I need to do the same,” I said to her. She smiled at that.

My tablet vibrated and I checked it. “Oh hey, Denzel is here. Let me go check on that.”

“Can I come?” Mandi asked. Bobbi Jo stepped up as well. The two women looked at each other, then smiled.

“Can we come?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Eh, sure. Why not?” I said.

I offered them both my arms and together the three of us left the forge. We walked down the broad path, then took a turn and went toward my trailer. I still needed to touch up a few things, but it was looking better every day. I made a mental note to check on my grape vines. I wanted to try my hand at making some wine.

Denzel stood next to my stairs with one foot on the bottom step. He wore a black turtleneck with a black leather jacket over it. Rather stylish, to be honest.

“How’s it going, Denzel?” I asked, catching his hand.

“My man, good to see you,” he said, slapping my back. He nodded at Mandi and Bobbi Jo. “Damn, ladies. Lookin’ good over there.”

“Thanks,” Bobbi Jo said. Mandi gave a slight curtsey.

“Alright, so how did things go?” I asked.

Denzel shook his head a bit. “As I said before, you’re making a name for yourself. Only two things sold and everyone wants my BBC.” He chuckled at his own joke.

“And you got all the stuff I asked for?” I felt excited.

His smile faltered a bit. “Yeah. I think it’s fair if I ask for a bigger cut, though. That was a lot of damn shit, my man.”

“That’s definitely fair,” I said. “Do we have enough for you to take an extra thousand?”

He scoffed. “Nope. Not after all that shit you had me buy. That ate up practically all your funds.”

I frowned. “Wait, how much did the deathrot dagger sell for?”

“Eight thousand,” he said. “It wasn’t quite as terrifying as that dookie dagger, but you still doin’ well. You got about five hundred bucks left from that, after I bought everything.”

“Spending all my money, I see,” Bobbi Jo said, looking up at me. “Not a good way to win me over, David.”

“Hey, I said expenses for the forge come first,” I said back to her. “Whatever is left, we’ll all take a cut. If there’s nothing left, then there’s nothing left.”

“Did you get my stuff?” Mandi asked.

Denzel looked at her for a moment. “Yeah. I did.” He set his large duffel bag down and unzipped it, muttering to himself the entire time. After digging around inside, he withdrew a few large plastic shopping bags and handed them to her.

“Thanks,” Mandi said sweetly as she took the bags.

“The looks I got, buying that shit,” Denzel muttered. “I don’t even know what half of it is and I’m still embarrassed.”

“What about me?” Bobbi Jo asked, taking a small step closer to him. She was excited as well.

“Yeah, with your freaky ass,” Denzel said. He handed her two large bags.

I opened my mouth and he cut me off. “Look, you got the most shit. I’m gonna have to give you stuff exactly where you need it. Stuff for your trailer, first.”

He withdrew a few boxes and handed them to me. I opened my front door and set them inside.

“Alright, let’s go to the forge,” I said.

Mandi looked like Santa Claus, holding the large bags over one shoulder. Damn, what all had she ordered? Bobbi Jo struggled with the weight of her bags as well, but refused to let me carry them. She ran off, wobbling side-to-side as she hurried to her trailer.

“If even half of that shit was for you, you’re in for a good time,” Denzel said to me after they left.

“I’m assuming it’s all for me,” I said. “I mean, I’m the only guy here they’re doing anything with.”

Denzel barked a laugh. “Ha! You won’t be sleeping much over the next week.”

Together, we walked toward the forge. It was a short walk, and I chatted with Denzel the whole time.

“Hey, you might be able to answer this,” I began. “What year is it in here? I can’t figure it out. It’s like we’re stuck in the eighties and nineties at the same time.”

“That’s one of the interesting things about a protection zone,” Denzel said. “The weird time shit is part of how it keeps you safe. Think of it as a zone outside of standard time and space. You said eighties and nineties—that’s basically it right there. They’re multiple years at once, if that makes any sense.”

“None whatsoever,” I said.

“Perfect,” Denzel replied. “It’s what makes these places so safe. You can’t just sneak in, because they aren’t at a set time and place. Sometimes you might find some shit that’s older than the eighties—I think one of them girls has a truck that’s a bit older—but you won’t find anything newer than the nineties from your world. Again, that helps keep things safe. No advanced technologies means no attacks.”

“Good to know,” I said. “I had kinda figured out the years so far, but it’s good to understand why, even if it doesn’t quite make sense. So what about you? What year are you stuck in?”

Denzel patted his jacket. “What year you think I’m in, you jive turkey?” He suddenly grinned. “Naaahhh. I’m in all sorts of years and all sorts of places. I can move around.”

“So, you’re pretty much the only one that can leave here, right?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yep. Just us delivery folk.”

“Okay. I had an idea. Chloe’s kids, Cletus and Darrell. They’re good kids, but they don’t have a future in here. I mean, they’re the only kids. Do you think you can train them up to be a delivery guy, like you?”

Denzel stopped dead in his tracks. “Damn. I ain’t never thought of that before. I’m gonna have to check, but I think that might be an option.”

“They deserve better than just being stuck in here their entire lives,” I said.

Denzel looked at me and nodded. “Yeah, they do. You a good man, David.”

“Thanks. I try. Hey, turn here.”

We veered off the path and walked over to Jim’s place. The catman was out front, standing at his work table. He chanted words in a strange language and gestured wildly with his hands over his table. We stopped twenty feet away and watched him work. At one point he noticed us and nodded quickly, then went back to working with magic.

“You understand any of that?” I asked quietly.

“Not a damn thing,” Denzel replied. “Shit’s weird, but I can’t complain. I mean, my tablet is magic. So is yours. So is this whole damn place.”

After about ten minutes, Jim suddenly leaned his hands on his table and sagged. He took a few deep breaths, then waved us over. Sweat made his face and fur damp.

“Working hard, I see,” I said, looking at his table. The knives had been arranged on the wooden tabletop. The fart sword was off to the side, as was our new grenade.

“I definitely need to go see Rayla,” Jim said after a few deep breaths. “This shit is exhausting. Denzel, how are you?”

Denzel slapped his hand. “How it is, my man?”

“How much were you able to get done?” I asked.

Jim took another deep breath. “All of it. Got these three knives and the sword done. The little grenade, too. Actually, that was the easiest one of all.”

“Damn,” Denzel said, stepping up. “You guys is turning things up, ain’t you? Increasing numbers and shit. I’m gonna have to start working a lot harder to sell all this.”

“Yeah, we’re gonna keep you busy,” Jim said, scooping up the three knives. “Here’s three more of our diarrhea daggers.”

Denzel frowned and gingerly accepted the knives, then quickly stuffed them in his duffel bag. “Man, y’all is fucked up. You know that?”

Jim grinned a bit as he handed Denzel the short sword. “And this. Should sell for a pretty penny.”

Denzel just looked at it for a moment, then carefully took it. He pulled the blade out of the sheath halfway, examining it. “Well, I have to know what it does so I can sell it. Go ahead, ruin my day.”

“If you injure someone with that sword, it gives them gas,” I said. “But really bad gas. So bad that they’ll explode after a few minutes. If any of the blood or gore touches another person, it spreads that way.”

Denzel just stared at me. He released the sword, letting it fall into his duffel bag. “You made a fart sword? A mother fuckin’ fart sword? God damn. Y’all is messed up.”

“Yeah, but it’ll sell for a lot,” Jim said. “Seems the worse the enchantment is, the more money it sells for. The knives are a good example of that.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Denzel said. He nodded at the table. “And the grenade?”

“Ah, that’s not ready yet,” I said. “We need to get the grenade launcher working first and test it.”

“Glad you ain’t testing no fart sword,” Denzel muttered. “Should I even ask what the grenade does?”

“Pretty simple, compared to everything else,” I said. “Just lots of blood vomit that spreads virally.”

Denzel blinked. “Huh. Wasn’t expecting something so simple.”

“I’m hoping to have that done soon,” I said. “We’re making three of the grenade launchers for starters. You ready to unload some more of that stuff?”

“Man, hell yeah,” he said.

We left Jim’s trailer and walked back to the main path, then continued on toward the forge. When we were almost there, we took a detour and walked over to the large field.

“Alright, where you want it?” Denzel asked.

I looked around, trying to picture it all in my head. “I guess right here for starters.”

Denzel reached into his duffel and moved some things around, then lifted it and turned it upside down. Rough dirt mixed with fine gravel poured from his duffel bag, and as he walked backward, it kept falling. He walked back about thirty feet, then turned and walked back toward me, still pouring dirt from his bag.

He made that trek about two dozen more times, creating a sizable mound of dirt. I mean, it would have taken three dump trucks to carry all that he had fit in his duffel bag. That thing was truly magic.

Denzle shook the last of the dirt from his duffel bag and walked up to me. He wiped sweat from his brow, then frowned at the sweat on his jacket.

“I should make you pay my dry cleaning bill,” he muttered. “You better not tell me you want me to move this shit.”

“No, no, nothing like that,” I said. “I think Blerg has a bulldozer or something. We’ll take care of it.”

Denzel turned and looked over his shoulder at the mount of dirt. “So, how are you gonna pave it?”

“Not sure,” I said. “Might have you bring in some clay once we get it all shaped better. There’s a good chance it’ll just stay a dirt track, though.”

He shrugged. “Aight. Well, let me know what you need me to buy.” He slapped his duffel bag. “If it’ll fit in here, I can bring it. Weight don’t matter.”

“Thanks, Denzel,” I said.

He nodded. “Let’s get this stuff to the ladies, now.”

We walked across the field and went to the forge, where all the women were either working or waiting for us. Denzel stopped dead in his tracks and stared at all the beautiful goblin women in sundresses.

“Damn, you see Brandi Lynn?” he said, leaning over to me. “That bitch is fiiiiine.” He suddenly slapped himself and shook his head. “Back to work.”

I laughed as we walked over to the forge, then called for all the women to join us. They formed around us, and Denzel handed them all bags of stuff. The women all ran to their trailers to unpack everything they had purchased.

He handed one extra bag to Chloe, who looked rather surprised.

“I had him buy some books for the boys,” I explained.

Chloe looked at me with big eyes. “Thank you, David. Really.” She rushed forward and hugged me tightly.

I kissed her red head. “No problem at all. They’re good kids, and we’re gonna spoil them a bit. Not too much, but just a bit.”

I heard her sniffle a bit, then after a moment she took her things and left. Denzel watched me for a moment.

“What?” I asked.

He looked at me, then watched some of the women walk away, then turned back to me.

“I might need you to teach me a few things about women,” Denzel said. “You look like you doing aight in here.”
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After that, Denzel followed me into the junkyard. That one took a few minutes, as I had to lead him to specific cars, then determine what fit them. But ultimately, we wound up with piles of parts in front of several cars, including one that would surprise the ladies.

I watched as Denzel pulled a front bumper for a 1982 Toyota Corolla from his duffel bag and set it in front of the car, along with a new radiator and front fender. New headlights and some brackets and odds and ends finished out that pile, then we moved on.

What made me happiest was when we went back to the forge and he pulled out a small folding table and a few chairs. Nothing overly sturdy, but that would help a lot. A second table came out, this one much stronger, and on top of that I helped him set a manual tire balancer. Next to that went the tire mounting machine.

“You guys are gonna be doing some crazy shit in here,” he said as he dropped a children’s booster seat on the table. “Let me know when you start. All I do is work, so it would be good to get in a bit of trouble some time.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Especially if that trouble involves that Brandi Lynn, you feel me?”

I laughed. “Yeah, I get it. Hey, thanks for all your work, Denzel. We couldn’t do this without you.”

“I know,” he said with a grin.

He looked around for a moment, then pointed at a mid-eighties Monte Carlo. We walked over to it, checking the car out. One of the front tires was blown and it had taken some damage on that corner, but it didn’t look too serious. The paint was bright blue.

“Oh man, look at this,” Denzel said, checking the car out. “I think I know what I’m gonna spend my cut of the money on.” He peered through the window, then opened the door so he could check the interior. “Damn, this thing’s in good shape for being in a junkyard.”

“Yeah, I think it has something to do with the weather,” I said, looking up. Some gray clouds were gathering overhead. “It doesn’t seem to rain much in here, and obviously no one salts the roads. A lot of the cars here are fixable.”

“Well, this one’s mine,” he said, closing the door. “Once you guys get to racing, I’ll be there with you. I’ll have to take some time off work, but that should be okay.” He looked down at the wheels again. “Just needs some chrome rims and that front end fixed and I’ll be in business. Damn, I wish I could take this thing out of here and cruise around in it.”

“I know the feeling,” I said, glancing over at the GNX. I definitely want to drive that around a bit.

Denzel went back to the door and opened it. “How’s the stereo? Damn, radio only. And you know they ain’t no goddamn radio stations in here. Eh, I’ll fix that.” He slammed the door. “Put some twelves in the trunk, get some chrome rims. Hell yeah.”

Both of us stood there for a moment, looking around. We glanced at each other and I realized we were thinking the same thing.

“You explored this junkyard yet?” Denzel asked.

“Barely,” I said.

We both smiled and started walking down each row, checking all the cars. There were some junkers, like four Chevy squarebody trucks in a row that had all been wrecked to shit. But then we came across a nineties Acura Integra that honestly looked fixable. After another El Camino—which Denzel loved—we saw some old vans. None of them were in great shape, but they were all similar years so they could be made into one good, running van.

“Shame we don’t need a van,” I muttered. Denzel laughed.

We kept walking and found some more gems. A few old muscle cars, although those were mostly beat up and rusted out. Some cool old trucks. And then, the single greatest discovery that day.

“Damn,” Denzel said. “I feel like you could fit a car in the back of it.”

“What year is this?” I wondered aloud as I opened the door. “Ninety-four.” I stepped back and we both looked at it. “A nineteen ninety-four Cadillac Hearse.”

The vinyl top was black, but the rest of the car was gray. Well, that was fixable. The car itself didn’t look to be in bad shape either, with just some front-end damage.

“Mandi would go nuts for this,” I said. “Hey, how do I transfer money to you?”

I pulled out my tablet and he showed me. Once I had it down, I sent a thousand bucks his way.

“That’s for parts,” I said. “Let’s get this thing moving. Oh, and throw in about a dozen cans of black spray paint. That’ll do for now.”

“Fixing up the hearse?” Denzel asked.

“Fuck yeah I am,” I said. “I’m gonna go nuts on this thing. Paint it black. Supercharge it.”

“Is that for Mandi, or for you?”

I rubbed my chin while staring at the hearse and envisioning a big hood scoop, like an old hot rod. “Why not both?”

Denzel laughed.

“I suppose we’ll have to beef up the suspension as well, so this thing doesn’t handle like a boat,” I said.

“Okay, so how are these ladies gonna reach the pedals?” Denzel asked. “They’re like four feet tall.”

“Remember that children’s booster seat I had you get?” I asked. “Buy a few more of them. I’ll weld extensions to the pedals.”

“Damn, sounds like you got it all figured out.”

We stood there looking at the hearse for a few minutes. Denzel described his ideal stereo setup and tried to figure out just how many subwoofers he could fit in the back. I imagined gutting the interior to make it lighter. Either way, a hot rod hearse was going to happen, and Mandi was going to love me for it.

We walked back through the junkyard and angled ourselves toward the forge. We pointed out a few neat cars, but nothing excited us as much as the hearse.

“Maybe I can give that Brandi Lynn a ride in my Monte Carlo,” Denzel said at one point.

“You’ll have to talk to Jim about that,” I said.

“Oh, they fuckin’?”

“To put it mildly,” I said.

Denzel nodded slowly as he thought about that. We walked back to the forge, which was empty for the time being. Everyone was still at their trailers, checking out all the things they got. I grabbed another list and handed it to Denzel.

“Alright, my man. I’m gonna head out,” he said.

“Thanks again,” I said.

He nodded and walked away, although I noticed he walked toward Jim’s trailer. Damn. He really did like Brandi Lynn, didn’t he? Well, good for her.

I spent a few minutes arranging things in the forge. The tables and tire mounting machine were pulled a bit further from the anvil, just to separate things. So, we had our work station and our car station. I needed some kind of temporary building to truly separate them, especially since I knew things would be growing.

After that, I left the forge and started walking over to my trailer. Being relatively close to Jim, I couldn’t help but overhear a bit as I passed by his trailer. Specifically, I heard Denzel say “Hell yeah” as I walked by.

When I got to my place, I spent a few minutes cleaning up, then checked the things Denzel had brought me. A simple wine bottle rack went on my kitchen counter. Some more winemaking supplies went in the corner so I could deal with them later.

What really made me happy was the clothes I had Denzel buy. Nothing special at all; just a pair of dark Levi’s and a plain black t-shirt. But they were brand new and in my size. Some socks and a nice pair of black boots helped round out the outfit. I pulled the tags off the shirt and jeans and threw them in the washing machine, along with the shirt and pants I was wearing at that moment.

While those washed, I sat down in my underwear at my small kitchen table and flipped through a Summit Racing catalogue Denzel had brought me. I wasn’t a huge car guy, so looking through that helped me learn a bit. Plus, I was about to be swimming in money, so I dogeared a few pages to remind myself to buy a few things.

A knock came at the door, so I set the catalogue down. I went to my front door and peered through one of the windows. It was Chloe, looking fantastic in her sundress. I pulled the door open just enough to see through, since I was still half-naked.

“Hey, Chloe,” I said to her. “Sorry, I’m in my underwear right now because I’m doing laundry. How can I help you?”

“Can I come in for a moment?” she asked. “I don’t care what you’re wearing.”

“Sure,” I said, pulling the door open the rest of the way.

She glanced at me for a moment, then hurried inside. I found myself checking out her curvy body and quickly looked away before it became incredibly obvious how attracted to her I was.

Before I could say anything, Chloe wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tightly. I held her back and we stood there for a moment.

“Thank you so much for all the books you bought my boys,” she said. “And the clothes are so wonderful.”

“I hope I got the right size,” I said.

“You did,” she replied. “And you were even thoughtful enough to buy them both monster truck shirts so they wouldn’t fight over them. You are wonderful, David.”

She looked up at me for a moment, her bright blue eyes filled with emotion. She stretched up onto her toes and puckered her lips, so I bent down and kissed her. It wasn’t a super passionate kiss, but it was nice. She held me tightly, and after a moment I wrapped my arms around her and straightened up, lifting her off the ground. She wrapped her thick thighs around my waist and buried her head against my neck.

“You’re so good to my boys,” she said. “I can’t tell you enough how much I appreciate that.”

I probably could have told her right there about my plan to turn them into delivery guys so they had a way out, but I decided to wait. I wanted Denzel to look into that first. If it turned out the boys couldn’t do that, she would be devastated, and I’d have to figure out something else.

She kissed me again, this time softer and more like a lover. I held her and we just kissed for a while, then she went back to resting her face against the side of my neck.

“I barely know you and already I feel like you’re the best man I’ve ever met,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just kept holding her. After a moment she wiggled against me so I set her down. Of course after all that kissing and with her curves pressed against me, I had a raging boner. She looked at it and smiled.

“It’s nice to know I can still turn someone on,” she said. She pulled me down for another kiss, then sighed happily. “I just wanted to tell you thanks, David. You’re a good man, and I appreciate you.”

“And you’re a wonderful woman and you have good kids,” I told her, then kissed the top of her head.

Chloe grabbed the door handle, then paused for a moment. “Forgive me if I’m out of line. We all know you have a date with Mandi tonight. If I may give you some advice, go a bit over-the-top with her. She’ll appreciate it.”

“Thanks,” I said to her.

She glanced at my crotch and smiled again, then left.
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I took a few deep breaths after she left to slow my beating heart. Man, Chloe looked incredible in that sundress. Such a sweet woman, too. I felt like helping her out was just the right thing to do, even if we were just friends. Well, friends that kissed from time to time, but still friends.

After raising the blinds, I glanced out the window. The sun was beginning to go down, which made the glowing flowers more visible. One of the trees next to my trailer was covered with the bioluminescent flowers. Gorgeous things. I made a mental note to pick some of them one day and give them as gifts to the women. All of them, so no one would feel left out.

I lowered the blinds, then walked into my living room. It looked pretty good, but I angled the TV a bit to make it perfect. Denzel had brought several large pillows—black of course, because I was a guy and liked things simple—so I set them on the couch to make it more comfortable. After that, I grabbed another VHS tape Denzel had brought and put it in the VCR, then hit pause.

“I should upgrade to a DVD player,” I said to myself. Eh, in due time.

He had brought me plenty of things, all of them improvements over what I had. Wine glasses actually made from glass; that was a big upgrade. I spent a moment washing and drying those, then set them next to a nice bottle of red wine.

New plates were also a small but welcomed change. I was tired of eating off paper plates. Little things like that helped make the place feel more like home. A simple black rug went in the living room, and a small vacuum cleaner went in my closet after I verified it worked.

I went back to the Summit Racing catalogue and flipped through a few more pages while waiting on my clothes. Most of the cars needed new tires. It only made sense to upgrade to something wider and more high performance, but I saw how that would quickly add up to a few thousand dollars for all the cars.

I also tried to think about paving our race track. To be honest, I had no idea how I was going to do that. Although to be fair, I needed to build the race track first. And I still wasn’t exactly sure how I was going to do that.

Hell, I still needed to design the track. What shape was I even going for? It had to be something simple, as it was going to be a dirt track, but I didn’t want a boring oval. Maybe some kind of mixture. All that dirt was for a banked corner, because I wanted us to hit some high speeds.

I quickly realized just how much we would need for a proper race track, aside from the track itself: some sort of garage, or a place we could park the race cars. A place to work on them, which would ideally have a concrete floor and a hydraulic lift. Hmm, could Denzel fit all that in his duffel bag? He said weight didn’t matter.

A floor jack, probably some tools even though my tablet could make tools for me. A place to store extra tires. Yeah, we needed a lot.

It also dawned on me that we needed to stay safe. 5-point harnesses in the cars, helmets for everyone. Rollbars if I could learn how to weld well enough. The price in my head quickly skyrocketed, but safety was important. I loved these women and I wanted them to be safe and happy.

That thought made me pause. I had specifically avoided that word with Mandi because she got weird and obsessive about it. Plus, I hadn’t even known them a week.

But, the more I thought about it, I was okay with it. I was stuck in here for the rest of my life with those women. They were all wonderful and treated me better than any other woman had. I supposed I was beginning to have strong feelings for them. Hell, why not?

I dogeared a few more pages on the catalogue, mostly safety equipment and tools, then set it down. The washing machine was done, so I took everything and transferred it to the dryer. Hopefully everything would be done in time for my date tonight.

It also dawned on me that we hadn’t set a specific time for our date. That was a problem. Well, knowing Mandi it would start around sunset. Glancing out the window again, I had a little bit of time. To be safe, I went over to my dryer and put the heat setting on high. There was always the risk of a little shrinkage, but that was fine.

I took another look around my trailer, making sure everything was perfect. It dawned on me that I was nervous and pacing back and forth. Well, I did like Mandi. Even being a bit obsessive, she was damn near perfect. Besides, didn’t every guy want a big tittied goth girlfriend? I sure did.

I wrote a few things down on a piece of paper, already building my next list for Denzel. It was strange, having this much money but no real bills to speak of. Blerg took care of all the maintenance and some of the food. Everyone had a garden that helped. But I had no rent, no cell phone bill, no utility bills. No car insurance for that matter, so I guess we’d have to be careful with our race cars.

I went through the rest of the things Denzel bought me. Some cassettes, which went in the bedroom next to my little boombox. CDs were available, so I made a note to upgrade to those. I needed a better stereo, too. Something with some bass.

The rest of the bedroom was good. My new sheets were on there; black, of course. It was simple and functional and I just liked the color, so I tended toward a lot of black. I knew Mandi loved that. An extra pillow went on the bed, giving me a total of four. I enjoyed a lot of pillows.

A memory foam mattress topper. That’s what I needed. I ran into the living room and put that on my list as well.

Digging into the bags again, I pulled out a black lace collar and set it on my table. Next to that, a simpler one that was more like a thick black ribbon. The thought of being collared excited Mandi, so I had gone forward with that idea.

“Man, I’m really doing a lot to make her happy,” I said, thinking for a moment. Going all-out for our date, getting multiple collars, the hearse. Yeah, I really did like her. Bobbi Jo, too. Hell, all of them.

“Shit, am I falling in love with half a dozen women at once?” I asked myself.

I know, I know. What a tough life.

With a chuckle, I went back to my bags. A few halter tops in different sizes. Brynleigh Mae always complained that her mother stole hers and stretched them out with her huge fake boobs, so I bought a few. Hopefully those would win me a few brownie points with Brynleigh Mae.

A set of lotions, soaps, and conditioners from Bed, Bath & Beyond. That was for Destiny. To be honest, she was such a simple and easy to get along with woman, I wasn’t sure what to buy her. Hopefully she’d like it.

Wynter was similar. There was no drama with her. Well, not much, at least. I was still thinking of what to buy her.

I took another look around my trailer, trying to think of anything else it needed. Artwork? Pictures on the walls? It was an Airstream so putting pictures on the walls wasn’t always easy, but that sounded like a good idea. I added a camera and some film to my list.

I tried sitting down and going through the catalogue again, but I was too antsy. Man, I was really excited for my date. Finally, I went over to my dryer and checked my clothes. They were all dry, except for the pockets of my jeans. Good enough. I pulled them on, along with the shirt and my new boots. Everything had shrunk a tiny bit due to the high heat on the dryer, so the shirt was a little snug on my shoulders.

I grabbed some things from my kitchen table, threw them in bags, and left my trailer. I couldn’t wait any longer; I needed to get out of that place.

The glowing flowers caught my eye, and I reached up and plucked a low-hanging one from the tree. They had stems nearly a foot long, so I figured they’d be ideal to put in a vase. Also, the petals felt surprisingly thick so they weren’t overly fragile. Bonus points for that. With that in mind, I picked a second one, then a third, then a few more. Everyone deserved a flower. I even grabbed one for Rayla.

After a moment of thought, I decided to wait until morning to pick a flower for Mandi. Giving her one after our date just seemed like the right time.

I thought about it, then went to go see Destiny first. She had given herself to me before the other women, and the teeth marks she had left on my shoulder had finally faded. A special woman, like the rest, and I wanted to make sure I was always treating her right.

And not because she’d kill me otherwise. I liked her, and she was hot as hell. I knocked on her door and waited a few minutes. When she answered, I silently cheered, as she was still wearing her sundress.

“Well hello, David. How can I help you?” she asked.

“I brought you something,” I said, pulling out one of the flowers. The others were hidden in a bag at my side.

She stared at the flower for a moment, her face unreadable. “Come inside, please.”

I shrugged and walked up the stairs, then into her trailer. She followed me inside and stood in front of me, staring at the flower.

“Do you really mean that?” she asked, looking up at me.

“Of course,” I said, handing her the flower. “You’re beautiful and wonderful, and I like you. A woman like you deserves flowers.”

She accepted the flower, staring at it in wonder. After smelling it, she looked up at me and smiled. “Thank you, David. I accept.”

She stretched up onto her toes and I bent down and kissed the pretty woman. When she went back down onto her heels, her massive breasts bounced. I pretended not to stare.

We stood there awkwardly for a moment, then I kissed her again.

“I need to get running, but I wanted to give you that right away. I’ve been thinking about you,” I said.

She looked down at the flower and smiled. “Obviously. This means the world to me, David. Thank you.”

I kissed her forehead. “I want to see you again, and soon. I’m still trying to figure out how to manage so many people at once, but don’t ever think I’ve forgotten about you.”

She smiled at the flower. “Trust me, I can tell you haven’t forgotten about me.”

“Oh, and this,” I said, handing her the gift basket of scented lotions and soaps.

She looked at them, surprised, and nearly squealed with delight.

“David, you are too much sometimes,” she said, hugging me. “Oh, these are great.” She opened a lotion and smelled it, then hugged me again. “I’ll use them every day, so the scent will remind me of the special man in my life.”

“Atta girl,” I said.

I pecked her lips, then left her trailer. After walking down the stairs, I turned and continued down the row of trailers. I knocked on Brandi Lynn’s door and waited. She answered a moment later, wearing a tank top and nothing else. It didn’t cover much.

“Well, hello there,” she said, placing a hand on her hip.

“Jesus, Brandi Lynn,” I said, averting my eyes. “I can see your baby maker from her.”

“Don’t act like you don’t like it,” she said, then laughed and pulled her shirt down a bit to cover herself. “What can I do for you?”

“I’m actually here to see your daughter,” I said. “I brought her a gift.”

Brandi Lynn nodded slowly and smiled. “I’m glad to see you treating my girl right.” She took a step back and turned her head to shout. “Brynleigh Mae! Your man’s here!”

Brynleigh Mae showed up a few seconds later, although she frowned at her mom. “By the gods, mama, put some clothes on. Ain’t nobody in the mood for a roast beef sandwich right now.”

“Don’t be jealous,” Brandi Lynn said as she calmly turned away. As big as her ass was, the tank top covered precisely none of it.

Brynleigh Mae rolled her eyes, then walked down the stairs. “Sorry you had to see my mom’s baby maker. What do you need, David?”

I thought for a moment. “Well, what you need is your own trailer, clearly. Or your mom needs to move in with Jim, although I think his trailer is too small for that.”

Brynleigh Mae nodded. “Yeah, we need to figure something out, for sure. Especially now that I have a boyfriend.” She smiled at me.

I handed her the halter tops. “I got these for you since your mom keeps stealing yours.”

Her face brightened up at the sight of the shirts. “Oh David, that is so sweet! And I love the colors!” She held one of them up against her chest, smiling ear-to-ear.

“And I got you this,” I said, pulling out one of the glowing flowers.

She immediately stopped what she was doing and stared at it. The halter tops fell from her hands, completely forgotten. Her stare transferred to my face.

“Are you serious?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said. “A pretty girl like you deserves flowers.”

“I know we just officially became boyfriend and girlfriend, but this feels a little fast,” Brynleigh Mae said as she took the flower. “Not like we have a lot of options in here, though.” She looked up at me. “You’re sweet, David. I accept, but I expect my date tomorrow.”

I reached out to hug her and she crashed into me.

“I’ve never loved a man before, but I’m going to do my best with you,” she said.

Man, these flowers were a hit. Everyone loved them. I bent down and kissed Brynleigh Mae and she practically devoured my face. She went inside and showed her mother the flower and they embraced, both of them crying.

All of their reactions were that way. I didn’t have a gift for Wynter, but I gave her a flower and she tackled me, literally. We made out on the grass for a few minutes and she finally let me go.

Bobbi Jo openly wept when I gave her the flower. She blubbered something about the Camaro, then told me she loved me. I kissed the top of her head and held her until she got herself under control.

Chloe was next. I expected a little bit of weirdness, and what I got was typical Chloe. She hugged me so tightly I thought she was going to squeeze a fart out of me.

“Why are you so perfect?” she asked, her beautiful blue eyes filled with tears. She pulled me down for a kiss that probably lasted ten minutes. “David, I’ll never stop loving you,” she said, and kissed me again.

By the time I got to Rayla, I fully anticipated a strange reaction. Hers wasn’t what I expected, though.

She gave me a surprised smile after opening the door. She wore a neon yellow bodysuit and a faint sheen of sweat coated her forehead, like she had been exercising. Once again, her hair was in a ponytail on the side of her head.

“How can I help you, David?” she asked, turning and walking into her living room. Wow, she had a great ass. Small and perky and firm.

“I know we just met, but I think you’re really nice, so I brought you something,” I said, pulling out another flower.

She just stared at it for a moment. “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” I said, offering it to her.

“No,” she said after a pause. “No, I can’t. We barely know each other.”

I shrugged, and thought about how her magic was going to help us so much with enchanting weapons. “That’s fine. You’re important to me, so I picked this for you.”

She took a step closer, still staring at the flower. She glanced up at me, then back at the flower. “Do you really mean it?”

Why was everyone reacting so strangely to the flower? And why wouldn’t Rayla just take it? I was concerned I was running late for my date, so I decided to get a little corny. Women liked cheesiness sometimes.

I dropped to a knee and held out the flower. “Rayla, I picked this for you. Please accept it.”

She took another step closer, her hand hovering near the stem. “Gods, I’ll have to learn how to be around people again. Do you swear to treat me right?”

Strange question, but I nodded. “Of course, Rayla. I would never be mean to you or treat you wrong.”

“I’m assuming you gave flowers to the others as well.”

I nodded. “Of course. I like all of you lovely ladies.” Really I just wanted to make everyone smile, which was why I picked these gorgeous flowers for everyone.

Rayla finally plucked the flower from my hand and looked at it. “I accept, but understand that if you ever mistreat me, I’ll use my magic to turn you into a sluggoth.”

I grinned at her. “Fair enough.” I stood up and pulled her into a hug. She squeezed me back rather enthusiastically, and then to my surprise she kissed me. Man, those flowers were a hit.

“Thanks for accepting the flower,” I said. “I have plans so I need to get running, but I’ll see you soon.”

She looked down at the flower and smiled. “After this, maybe I’ll finally leave my trailer and come see you.”
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I left Rayla’s trailer feeling pretty great. I had given women flowers before in my life, plenty of times. It was always a great gift that made them smile. But never before had I seen flowers make someone so incredibly happy. Well, they were quite beautiful. The faintly glowing bioluminescent flowers were probably the prettiest flowers I had ever seen.

Their strong reactions briefly made me wonder if the flowers had some kind of special meaning. I didn’t have the time to think about that, though, as I arrived at Mandi’s trailer. I’d worry about it tomorrow, after giving Mandi one.

I walked up the steps and knocked on her front door. After a single knock the door flung open, as if she had been waiting there.

“Wow,” I said, looking down at her.

Mandi’s dress was similar to a sundress, but solid black and covered with lace. Her hair fell past her shoulders in waves, and she had applied black lipstick and eyeliner as well. Knee-high boots completed the look and made her at least four inches taller, which honestly made her easier to kiss. Sometimes the height difference made things difficult.

“Do you like it?” she asked, taking a step back and spinning in a circle. Every inch of her was the perfect image of a beautiful goth babe.

“I’m speechless,” I said.

“You look good, too,” she said, reaching up and touching my black t-shirt. She rubbed a finger over my shoulder, where the shirt fit a bit snugly.

“I wanted to look nice for you,” I said.

“Mission accomplished,” she told me. She glanced down at the nearly empty bag in my hand. “What’s that?”

I reached into it and withdrew the lacy black choker. Her violet eyes widened immediately.

“Oh, David!” she exclaimed and took a few steps back. She covered her mouth with both hands and stared. “Oh, sir, can we do it now please?”

I shrugged. “Sure.”

Mandi took a few steps into her living room, then knelt on the carpet. She reached back and pulled her hair out of the way, exposing her bare neck to me.

As I approached her, lace collar in hand, I suddenly felt like I was forgetting something. Should I say something? I knew that collaring was something the kink community did, sort of a formal process to link partners or more often a dom and a sub. But was I supposed to say something?

And then I remembered Chloe’s advice. Be cheesy and over-the-top. Mandi likes it that way.

I knelt behind her and wrapped the lace collar around her throat while trying to think of something that belonged in a bad romance novel. Like, something really corny.

“With this collar, I bind you to me,” I said. “You are now mine, forever.”

She shivered as I fastened the clasp. I stood, then reached down and helped her up. Her eyes shone with unshed tears and she hugged me tightly. For a moment we just stood there in silence, holding each other.

“I love you,” she whispered.

I just kissed the top of her head.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s start this date.”

We left her trailer and held hands, swinging them back and forth. Mandi smiled at me the entire time. I mentally high-fived myself for thinking of something to say while collaring her.

On a few occasions she reached up and touched her new collar. “I love it,” she said to me once.

As soon as we got to my trailer, I realized one thing that would have really put the mood right: a red lightbulb. I made a mental note to have Denzel get me one.

I held the door for her, marveling at how gorgeous she looked. That dress fit her perfectly, blatantly flaunting her curves while not being overly revealing. It made me feel a bit too casual in my t-shirt and jeans.

“I like what you’re doing with the place,” Mandi said as we stepped into the kitchen. She looked over at the small black rug in the living room and the black pillows on the couch.

I grabbed the bottle of red wine and pulled the cork from it, then filled two glasses halfway. After handing one to her, we gently clinked glasses.

We both sipped on the wine, and her eyes widened. “Oh, this is absolutely amazing,” she said, and had another sip. She swayed side-to-side while holding the glass. Never before in my life had I wanted to see a woman dance so badly.

“Mind if I take these off?” she asked, indicating her boots.

“Not at all,” I said. “I should do the same.”

Both of us set our glasses down, then removed our boots. The reality was that cuddling with big clunky boots often didn’t work so well.

Mandi grabbed her wine glass and stood in front of me. God, she was adorable.

“So, what are we doing?” she asked.

“Over here,” I said, pulling her into the living room.

We arranged ourselves on the couch, cuddling while leaving our arms free to sip on our wine. With my toe, I pushed the play button.

The title screen for Interview With the Vampire came on and Mandi stiffened.

“Oh my gods,” she said, turning to me. “David, have I told you I love you?”

“Plenty of times, yeah,” I said.

“Well, double that,” she said, kissing me over and over again. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

She squealed with delight, then cuddled herself up next to me. We watched the movie together, alternating between sipping our wine and kissing. She gasped and almost cried at the part where they executed the woman and the girl, then clutched my arm tightly when Brad Pitt got his revenge. Yeah, spoiler alert. He does that.

“Good movie,” I said when the credits began to scroll. “Honestly, I read the book a long time ago. It’s rare that I’ll say this, but I think the movie is better than the book. Different, but better.”

Mandi squeezed me and hugged me tightly. “That was so amazing, David. Ugh, that movie is a masterpiece.” She set her empty wine glass down and crawled on top of me, straddling me. “It’s perfect, just like our love.”

We kissed for a while, gently at first, then more aggressively. At one point she leaned back and touched her collar.

“Thank you again for collaring me, sir,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say so I just kissed her again.

After pouring the last of the wine in our glasses, she pulled me to my feet, swaying side-to-side. We kind of danced while finishing our wine. And by that I mean I just moved side-to-side a bit while she looked amazing.

“This night is so perfect,” Mandi said, turning around and pressing her back to me. “Oh, feels like someone is excited.”

“Of course,” I said. “Look at you.”

“And… Maybe you like me, just a little?” She glanced at me over her shoulder and smiled.

“Yeah,” I said. “Maybe I like you, a lot.”

Well, that did it. She tossed back the last of her wine, then grabbed my glass and finished it as well. After that, she climbed up me like a ladder and wrapped her arms behind my neck, then kissed me. I held her tightly to me, her feet dangling near my knees for a moment until she wrapped her legs around my waist.

“Bedroom,” she said breathily between kisses. “Please, sir. Bedroom, right now.”

I carried her down the narrow hallway and into my bedroom, careful not to bump her into any walls. She was latched onto me like a koala, which honestly was pretty great, but I bent over and set her on the bed.

“And now for surprise number two,” I said, pulling out a cassette and tossing it to her.

I had spent some time trying to figure out the strange time we were stuck in, and on a whim had Denzel search for some music. Fortunately, he had found it.

Mandi gasped. “October Rust? A new Type O Negative album?”

I had wondered how far into their discography she had gone. Looks like I guessed perfectly. Score.

Mandi looked at me, then turned around and knelt on the bed. “Can you unzip me, sir?”

“Of course, my dear,” I said. She shivered when I called her that.

I unzipped her dress and she pulled it off in a millisecond. She bent over and crawled toward my little Sony boombox, showing me that she had changed her jeweled butt plug to one with a shiny red gem.

“We’re going to listen to this while we make love,” she said, slipping the tape in and pressing play. “On repeat if need be.”

She crawled back to me, letting out what almost sounded like a soft moan as the first song began playing. I pulled my shirt off and she pulled at my jeans, helping me out of them. As the music began playing, I got on the bed and we began kissing.

And that was just the start of what wound up being a very fun night.
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We rolled around on the bed, our tongues firmly in each other’s mouths and our hands roaming. She caressed my shoulders and ran her fingers down my back, I got a handful of her bubble butt and squeezed. Things got hot and heavy in a matter of seconds.

Mandi moaned softly as I kissed my way down her slender neck. I got to her breasts, large and firm, and covered those with kisses while squeezing them and sucking on her nipples.

“Bite them,” she moaned.

She enjoyed a lot of sensation, so I squeezed her ass with one hand while squeezing her boob and biting her nipple. She inhaled sharply, then let out another moan. I slapped my hand on her ass and bit her again, which got a louder moan.

Jackpot. Spanking it was.

But, I needed her to stay in place while I spanked her, which meant tying her up. Did I even have anything to tie her with?

I straightened up and looked around the room. Nothing jumped out at me.

“What’s wrong?” Mandi asked.

“I need something,” I said. “One second.”

At that point I would have settled for damn near anything. I threw open my small closet and tore through the clothes. Nothing, not even a necktie. I had a belt, which was probably my best option, but it wasn’t long enough.

I hurried down the hallway and saw a short extension cable beneath my dining room table. And so, butt naked with a boner, I crawled beneath the table to pull the extension cable out.

Mandi walked up behind me as my ass was sticking in the air. “Oh, is that how we’re continuing? I didn’t realize you were that kinky.”

“No,” I said, straightening up. I banged my head on the underside of the dining room table and saw stars for a moment, but at least I had the extension cable. “Back to the bedroom, my pet.”

I still wasn’t sure why I called her that, but it had the right effect. She rushed down the hallway, only swaying slightly due to the wine, and jumped onto the bed. I moved in behind her, belt in one hand and extension cable in the other.

“Hold out your hands,” I said to her. She complied, and I looped the belt around her wrists twice, then fastened it.

“I have several pairs of handcuffs, but I kinda like this,” Mandi said. Her face was flushed with excitement.

Of course she had handcuffs. I should have thought of that. I almost left the room to write it down, then decided I didn’t want to leave her like that. Although something suddenly occurred to me: if I was demanding obedience, then maybe I should leave her for a second.

“Move to the side of the bed and kneel,” I said, pointing.

Mandi hurriedly shuffled over there, and I looped the extension cord around her wrist belt. I quickly fastened it to the bed frame and pulled it tight enough to pull her hands down, so she was essentially face down, ass up.

“Spread your legs,” I said, tapping on the inside of her knees.

She spread her legs a bit, which really put her ass in perfect view. It was hard to imagine something more beautiful. Her boobs maybe, but they weren’t visible in that position.

“Wait there for me, my pet,” I said, and left the room.

I grabbed my shopping list and hurriedly wrote “handcuffs” on it, then “silk rope” beneath it. If there was anything else I needed, she probably had it.

That done, I walked back to my room and stared for a moment at the beautiful woman bent over on my bed. I was about as hard as a man could be, and for good reason.

I crawled onto the bed behind her and gently placed a kiss on one of her round ass cheeks. She shivered and breathed heavily as I traced a fingernail up the back of her thigh, across her ass, and up her back.

“Yeeesssss,” she whispered against the blanket. She arched her back, her body begging for more.

It was that moment that I realized I didn’t quite know what I was doing. I had faked it well enough to get to this point, but now I had to really focus. Spanking someone properly couldn’t be too hard, especially if we had good communication. Well, one way to find out.

I got behind her and squeezed her ass good and hard with both hands, giving it gentle taps. I wanted to slowly increase the sensation instead of just jumping right in.

“So, have you been good today, or bad?” I asked, immediately realizing it was probably a stupid question. Damn, I needed practice if I was going to do this.

“Depends,” Mandi said, looking over her shoulder. She arched her back further and shook her ass at me. “What if I’ve been good?”

“Then you get a reward,” I said, giving one of her cheeks a gentle slap.

Mandi grinned. “And what if I’ve been bad?”

“Then it’s time to punish you,” I said, slapping the other cheek.

“Mmmm, maybe I’m just good at being bad,” Mandi said.

Shit. What did I say to that? “Then your punishment is your reward.” I slapped one of her cheeks again, a little harder this time. From the soft moan that came from her, that had been the right thing to say.

I gave her ass a squeeze again, fighting the urge to just pull her butt plug out and replace it with my cock. I knew enough to know that a proper spanking would heighten her overall sensitivity and pleasure. I just had to do it right.

I traced a finger in small circles, working my way down her hip and to that magnificent ass of hers. Then, I gave it a good slap. Moderately hard this time. She smiled and gyrated her hips, so I slapped the other cheek equally hard. Some squeezing, then two more slaps on each cheek.

“Yes,” Mandi breathed. “I’ve been so bad, sir. Punish me as you see fit.”

I placed my left hand on her lower back, firmly holding her in place, then spanked her again. I alternated cheeks to ensure I didn’t go too hard, and that she had a few seconds to really enjoy the sensation.

It dawned on me that with her short stature, more things were possible. I let my left hand gently trail up her back while my right squeezed her ass. The fingers of my left hand slid into her hair and I grabbed it, close to her scalp. She sucked in breath between her teeth as I pulled a bit, raising her head. I raised my hand to spank her again, then got an idea.

“I want you to count them for me,” I said, slapping her left cheek.

“One, sir,” she said.

Her face glistened with a faint sheen of sweat. The skin on her butt was just beginning to turn darker; it was harder to tell with her green skin, but I realized it was the equivalent of it turning pink and red. I slapped it again, this time on the other cheek.

“Two, sir,” she said.

I went back to her left cheek and slapped it again, just a little harder.

“Three, sir,” she said, her voice getting breathy. I could tell it was having an effect on her.

I slapped her right cheek again, letting my hand linger for a moment so I could squeeze it. Her skin was warm to the touch. I slapped it again.

“Four, sir!” she said, her voice rising.

She took a few deep breaths and settled herself, then spread her knees a couple inches further. The way she arched her back was downright incredible, but it was also a surefire sign she wanted more. I slapped her ass again.

“Five, sir,” she said.

I went back to her right cheek and slapped it rather hard.

“Six, sir,” she said.

I let my finger trail down between her thighs, feeling her heat and wetness. Good lord, she was absolutely soaking wet. I resisted the urge to slip a finger inside her, and let me tell you, that was tough. Instead, I slapped her ass again, quite hard this time. She gasped.

“Seven, sir,” she said with only a hint of a quiver in her voice.

I went back to the right cheek and slapped it. Hard.

“Eight, sir,” she said, her breathing coming quickly now. She tried to toss her head, but I gripped her hair tightly. After a few deep breaths, I slapped her ass again and she cried out.

“Oh! Nine… sir.” She breathed deeply, and for a moment I worried I had spanked her too hard.

At least, until she whispered to me.

“Make me feel it. Show me who I belong to.”

She turned, pulling against my hand, and locked eyes with me. I held her gaze as I brought my hand up, and slapped her ass nearly as hard as I could. She clenched her teeth and took a deep breath, but remained silent for nearly ten seconds.

“Nine and a half. Sir.”

I slapped her other cheek just as hard, and she grunted.

“Ten, sir.”

My hand went back to her ass, but gently this time. Her skin was hot, with a few hand-shaped welts visible. I released her hair and she lowered her head, ensuring her ass was up in the air. I gently massaged her ass and kissed it a few times, but after only a matter of seconds I couldn’t take it any longer. I had to take her right then.

I moved behind her and lined the head of my cock up with her soaking wet pussy, then pushed it. She pushed back against me, so wet that she took me all the way to the base in a single thrust. I sank into warm heaven, both of us moaning from just that first thrust.

I held onto her hips and began thrusting. Mandi backed into me, meeting each thrust of mine. She was aggressive, slamming her ass into me.

“I love you so much, sir,” she said, tossing her hair. “Claim me. I’m yours, David. Put a baby in me.”

I didn’t stop thrusting, but I slowed a lot at that. “Use your tattoo, Mandi. Before you say anything, just think about the future our child would have. He’d be stuck in here forever.”

She paused. “I never thought of it that way.” She reached down and touched her tattoo, then began pushing back against me again. “We’re safe, now.”

My grip on her ass tightened, and my cock was so hard it almost hurt. Both of us were so turned on that nothing else mattered in that moment but me taking her. My thrusting continued and I felt an orgasm build up deep inside me.

Mandi began shouting as her entire body trembled. Her legs quivered and I held her tightly as I pounded her relentlessly.

“Fuck!” she shouted. “Fuck, David!”

We orgasmed together, and I wasn’t sure who came harder. Her body shook and she bucked in my hands, while I fired rope after rope deep inside her. She pushed against me, taking me as deeply as possible. It was incredible.

I almost collapsed to the side after cumming that hard, but I remembered she was tied up. After pulling myself out of her, I hurried around to her hands and undid the belt.

Mandi practically tackled me, pushing me back onto the bed. She crawled on top of me, slipping my softening cock back inside her. Her lips found mine and we kissed. Several tears fell onto my face, and I gently wiped them away.

“I’m sorry,” she said, holding me tightly. “It’s just a rush of emotions. That was amazing, David.”

We held each other tightly, but after cumming that hard and having a couple glasses of wine, we promptly fell asleep.
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Of course, that didn’t last too long. These sorts of things never do with women like Mandi.

I woke up maybe an hour later to find Mandi gyrating on top of me. Her kisses brought me out of my slumber, as did her hand on my cock. After a brief rest, I was ready to go again and she clearly intended to take advantage of that.

Good.

Both of us dropped the dom/sub thing this time. It was just a man and a woman, making passionate love.

“I want all of you,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I want to fuck you until there’s nothing left and you can’t move.”

“Um. Challenge accepted,” I said, letting my hands trail down her sides to her hips.

While not quite as ridiculously voluptuous as Bobbi Jo, Mandi still had a body that was nothing short of mindblowing. I gripped her hips tightly as she rubbed herself against my erection, covering it with her wetness. My hands went down to her ass and she closed her eyes and smiled.

“I could let you touch me all day and never tire of it,” she said.

Her hands went down to her breasts and she squeezed them while still working her hips back and forth. After only a few minutes of that, neither of us could take it anymore.

She reached between her thighs and guided me inside her. Once again, she was so wet that I slid in all the way. Mandi sat on me, wiggling her hips a bit and smiling.

“This is where you belong,” she said, clenching her pelvic floor muscles. “This is your home.”

Well, as long as she didn’t tell me to impregnate her again. Although at that moment I was so damn turned on I probably wouldn’t have cared.

She rode me slowly while I kept my hands on her hips. We both just enjoyed the feelings of intimacy and closeness, and just how good everything was. She smiled while working herself up and down, practically entranced.

“Come here,” I said, bending my knees.

She leaned forward and I took one of her nipples in my mouth. That had quickly become my favorite position: woman on top, hands on ass, nipple in mouth. Mandi certainly seemed to enjoy it.

“Gods, that is amazing,” she breathed.

She sank down all the way, taking every inch of me, then raised up halfway. I pushed my hips up, thrusting faster into her as I gently nibbled on her nipple. She moaned as I continued, switching to the other breast.

She straightened her body up a bit and one of her hands snaked down, rubbing her clit. I kept thrusting into her, my hands squeezing her ass and holding her into place. She mostly just hovered over me, moaning while rubbing herself, and I did all the work. That definitely wasn’t a complaint.

“Oh fuck, David!” she said, her voice rising. “Gods, I love how you feel.”

Her finger was a blur on her clit, rubbing it relentlessly. I decided to pick up the pace and gripped her waist hard while thrusting upward into her as hard and fast as I could.

Her face scrunched up and her stomach tightened as she drew closer to orgasm. Mandi suddenly shouted my name and I felt wetness. I looked down and she had squirted all over me. Something about it was exhilarating, and I found myself fucking her even harder. I had never made a woman squirt before.

“David!” she shouted, right as I came.

I filled her with a second load, squeezing her tightly to my lap. She moaned the entire time, working her hips around as if she were trying to milk every drop out of me. After that, she collapsed on top of me, with my cock still inside her. For the second time that night, we fell asleep.

At some point the next morning, I woke up with Mandi still on top of me. The temptation to give her a dose of morning wood was strong, but one look at her cute, sleeping face told me not to. I couldn’t wake her.

Instead, I carefully rolled over and laid her on a pillow. When I pulled myself out of her, she reached down and grabbed for me.

“No, get back inside,” she said. I’m pretty sure she was still asleep. Her eyes never opened.

As soon as I was certain she was still asleep, I walked over to the shower and turned the water on. While it warmed up, I quickly brushed my teeth.

I had a hint of graininess behind my eyes from a combination of the wine and probably waking too early, but a hot shower took care of that. As I washed the sex off myself, I heard Mandi stumble into the bathroom.

“I’m just gonna use your toothbrush this morning,” she said.

“Uh, sure,” I replied.

I washed my hair and grabbed my razor, quickly shaving my face. I didn’t like the thought of having a sandpapery face when kissing all of these women.

“Wow, I had my butt plug in all night,” Mandi said as she pulled it out. “Oof, that is sensitive.”

“Uhhh, are you, you know, okay?”

“David, I haven’t eaten anything in almost forty hours,” she replied. “Trust me, I’m fine, although part of me wishes you had finished back there last night. But it’s fine, we were in the mood.”

I stepped out of the shower and she handed me my towel. As I dried myself, I took a good look at her. Her makeup was a bit smeared, but she was still as gorgeous as could be. I opened my mouth to tell her that and a knock came at the door.

“Eh, hold on,” I said. It was probably Denzel, back with another shipment. That man worked around the clock it seemed.

I wrapped the towel around my waist and walked to the door. “Coming!” I said, then pulled it open.

It wasn’t Denzel at all. It was Bobbi Jo, wearing a pale blue negligee. To say she looked incredible was a massive understatement. I didn’t even get a chance to tell her that, as she pushed right past me and walked inside.

“Hey, Bobbi Jo,” I began.

“After what you gave me last night, I had to see you this morning,” she said, cutting me off. She reached up and pushed the straps off her shoulders, letting her negligee fall to the floor. “I need you to take me right now, David.”

I just stood there, staring at her in shock. Well, shock with a bit of lust, let’s be honest.

“Bobbi Jo?” Mandi asked as she walked into the room. She was still naked, of course.

Bobbi Jo turned and looked at the naked goth girl, then placed her hands on her hips. “Mandi, it don’t matter how pretty you are or that we all have to share him. He’s mine this morning. I demand it.”

“But we’re still on our date,” Mandi said, sounding defensive. “He’s mine, at least until I leave the trailer.

“Oh boy,” I said. “I’m heading into the bedroom to grab some clothes. You two figure this one out.”

I walked past them and pulled my towel off, scrubbing my hair dry. When I got to the bedroom I tossed the towel on the bed, then opened the closet. I still needed Denzel to get me some better clothes. Most of what the previous guy had was ugly and terrible.

“We figured it out,” Mandi said, suddenly standing right behind me.

I turned to see both of them standing there.

“We have to learn to share you anyway,” Bobbi Jo said, sounding only a touch nervous.

“So you’re going to fuck us both this morning,” Mandi finished.

Those words were like an on switch for my penis. Before I could even grin I found it rising to the occasion. I walked over to the bed and both of the women were suddenly there, kissing all over me.

Bobbi Jo got to me first. She pushed me onto my back and began sucking on me like she wanted to choke herself. Mandi was there only a few seconds later, grabbing the base and eagerly waiting for her turn. Bobbi Jo finally let her, and the two women began taking turns, each sucking for a few seconds.

“Come here,” I said, reaching for Bobbi Jo.

She gave the head of my cock a kiss, then crawled toward me. I turned her around, intending to sixty-nine with her, but our difference in height quickly made that impossible. Well, no problem there. She just turned back around and lowered herself on my face, placing her clitoris right on my tongue. I reached behind her and squeezed on her ass as I ate her pussy. Mandi continued sucking on me.

We went at it like that until Bobbi Jo’s thighs squeezed the side of my head and tremors ran through her body. She let out a high-pitched moan as she orgasmed, then fell to the side. As she caught her breath, she rolled onto her back with her thick thighs spread wide.

As curvy as Bobbi Jo was, that position was quite the invitation. Both Mandi and I stared at her hungrily. Before I could even sit up, Mandi was there, burying her face between Bobbi Jo’s thick thighs.

Bobbi Jo smiled and writhed, her eyes still closed. “Oh, David, that feels amazing,” she said, reaching down. She ran her fingers through Mandi’s hair and immediately stopped and opened her eyes. “Mandi?”

Mandi paused for a second and smiled at the other woman. “Damn right, and it’s about time,”

Bobbi Jo opened her mouth to say something, but instead leaned her head back and moaned as Mandi continued pleasing her. Bobbi Jo’s fingers ran through Mandi’s hair, holding her in place, while Mandi gripped her thick thighs tightly.

I was blessed with a view of Mandi bent over right in front of me, so I decided to do something about it.

Mandi seemed to understand exactly what was on my mind, for as I pushed myself to my knees, she arched her back and spread her legs further, sticking her ass up in the air.

I moved behind her and spat on my fingertips, then reached between her thighs and wiped it on her pussy. As wet as she was, she didn’t need any help, but wetter was always better. I wiped saliva on the head of my cock and lined it up with her, then pushed it inside.

Mandi immediately let out a loud moan, loud enough that Bobbi Jo opened her eyes to see what was happening.

“Oh, I want him too!” Bobbi Jo said, then went back to moaning as Mandi resumed licking her.

As spent as I was, I gave it to Mandi good and hard, just as she liked it. I squeezed her ass and thrust into her, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off my bedroom walls. After a few moments, Bobbi Jo finally managed to pry herself away from Mandi’s tongue.

“No, it’s my turn,” Bobbi Jo said.

She looked determined as she turned and crawled toward me, although her legs still shook. Mandi wasn’t quite done with her yet though, and she kept kissing Bobbi Jo’s arm, her shoulder, her hip, anything she could. She reached up and grabbed onto her, kissing her, and Bobbi Jo finally pushed her aside and pinned her down.

“He’s mine and I’m gonna fuck him now,” Bobbi Jo said, sitting on top of Mandi.

Of course, I took advantage of that situation. I moved right up behind Bobbi Jo and pushed myself inside of her as she straddled Mandi. Their pussies were practically touching in that position—actually, their clits were touching. After a moment, I left my hands on Bobbi Jo’s ass, and pushed myself back into Mandi’s pussy.

Both of them were so in the mood that Mandi was able to reach up and gently pull Bobbi Jo’s face down to hers. After a brief moment of hesitation, Bobbi Jo finally relaxed and the two kissed each other deeply and passionately.

I just kept going at it, pumping myself into first one woman, then the other. They moaned against each other’s lips the entire time.

I felt myself getting closer, so I directed them to roll over. They giggled as they did so, taking a moment to rearrange themselves so that Mandi straddled Bobbi Jo.

“Ha! How do you like that?” Mandi asked, pushing the other woman down by her shoulders.

Bobbi Jo thought for a moment. “Actually, I prefer it when I OHHHHHHH—” she cut off as I pushed my cock back inside her.

They went back to kissing and I kept going from pussy to pussy. I took my right hand and grabbed onto Mandi’s ass good and hard, then gently slipped my thumb inside her asshole. Her moans took on a new note, rising in pitch and intensity. She pushed back against me, eager for more. The next time I switched, I pushed my cock inside Mandi’s ass instead of her pussy.

“Oh, gods!” she cried, tossing her hair around.

Her entire body shook and she buried her tongue in Bobbi Jo’s mouth. The two women practically ate each other’s faces as they kissed each other so intensely.

It didn’t take me long to reach the finish line. A tingle started deep within me and my entire body tensed up. I felt muscles clench as I blew my load deep inside Mandi’s ass. She shouted her pleasure and tossed her hair around, then moaned against Bobbi Jo’s lips.

“Wow,” Bobbi Jo said, looking up at Mandi. “Is it really that good?”

Mandi panted for a moment and finally answered. “It’s my favorite,” she said.

She pecked Bobbi Jo on the lips again, then leaned her head down, moaning softly as I gave her a few final thrusts.

“Next time, you should try it,” Mandi said, kissing Bobbi Jo on the cheek. “I feel so claimed right now. Like David owns me, every part of me.”

I held myself there, still inside her ass, as I caught my breath. After patting her butt a few times with my hand and giving it one final squeeze, I pulled myself out of Mandi. She gasped and I nearly collapsed. In fact, after a few seconds I flopped onto my back, still breathing hard.

“You alright over there?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“I just need a second,” I said. “I came really hard.”

Bobbi Jo and Mandi kissed a few more times, then Mandi rolled off of her. The three of us remained on our backs for a few minutes, everyone breathing hard.

“So, what does this mean?” Bobbi Jo asked.

Mandi turned her head and looked at her for a minute, then reached out and clasped hands with her. They smiled at each other.
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Once we were all rested, we took turns in the shower—well, Mandi and Bobbi Jo showered together, during which Bobbi Jo orgasmed two more times.

While they showered I heard something outside. Before I got a chance to see who it was, someone knocked twice. Denzel’s voice called out, letting me know he was dropping stuff off.

“What’s he bringing this time?” Mandi asked me. She had put her little black dress back on, and stood with her arm around Bobbi Jo’s waist.

“Lots of stuff,” I said. “Things for the forge, a few personal items. Everyone should have some deliveries today.”

“I have some new stuff to try out,” Bobbi Jo said, then blushed when she realized what she had admitted.

“Maybe I have something you can try it on me,” Mandi said, then kissed her on the cheek. Bobbi Jo blushed again.

“I can’t wait to see if our stuff sold,” I said. “Seems like Denzel worked overnight, although to be honest I don’t really know what his hours are or who he’s selling to. Maybe they work overnight, too.”

“You know elves don’t really sleep, right?” Bobbi Jo said.

“Huh. That explains a lot,” I said.

I made everyone a quick breakfast, then we finished cleaning up and left. Bobbi Jo and Mandi held hands and walked to their trailers, while I decided to get an early start at the forge. I picked one of those glowing flowers as I left, so I could give it to Mandi. With our date last night, I had almost forgotten.

Several tall stacks of boxes waited for me at the forge. I quickly sorted through them and separated them into piles, then began hauling some of the boxes out into the junkyard. Parts for the GNX excited me, I’ll admit. A new battery went over to Bobbi Jo’s Camaro, along with one for my car. A third went to the hearse, along with a box filled with black spray paint and some other things.

Back at the forge I found several stacks of tires as well as an air compressor. All sorts of heavy duty tools and parts awaited me. It was awesome.

As luck would have it, Brandi Lynn was the first one there that morning. She wore a set of overalls with a tanktop beneath, rather mundane considering how she usually dressed. Oh, the overalls still strained over her hips and butt and the tanktop was stretched tightly over her massive chest, but it was still tame for her.

“Good morning,” I said, giving her a high five.

Brandi Lynn looked around at all the car parts and nodded. “What are we working on first?”

“Let’s check Bobbi Jo’s car,” I said. “I think it’ll be one of the easiest ones to get running. The writing on the window said it ran, actually. Probably just needs a tune up.”

I grabbed the car battery and some basic hand tools and she followed me through the junkyard to the old Camaro. Brandi Lynn reached inside and popped the hood latch, then I raised it and started working. Without a key, starting these things was difficult. Fortunately, Brandi Lynn was a mechanical genius, and she immediately got to converting the car to a pushbutton setup. It was a surprisingly simple modification.

I pulled out the old car battery, then installed the new one. I left the negative battery terminal off until Brandi Lynn was done.

Since I was waiting, I decided to check a few things. I didn’t know a ton about cars, but I knew how to swing a hammer and turn a wrench, which hopefully was good enough.

“Hey Brandi Lynn, what should I check?” I asked.

“Make sure all the spark plug wires are on snugly,” she called out. “Check for any visible leaks, although you shouldn’t find any. I already looked for that the other day.”

Sounded simple enough. I grabbed each spark plug wire and made sure they were firmly seated. One was a little loose, so that was an easy fix. Fortunately, Brandi Lynn worked quickly, and she was done only a few minutes later.

“Alright, hook the battery up,” she called out.

I attached the negative terminal and tightened the bolt. Nervousness made my hands shake as I hurried around to the driver’s side door.

“Go ahead,” I said.

Brandi Lynn looked down at the pedals that were about a foot away from the bottom of her shoes. “Good thing it’s an automatic,” she grumbled, and pushed the button.

The engine turned over, which was a good sign, but it didn’t start.

“Ah, shit,” I said.

“Be patient,” Brandi Lynn told me.

She tried the start button again. The engine turned over, but never started. But then, after a few seconds, it sputtered. Then, it sputtered again.

“I knew it!” Brandi Lynn shouted as she pushed the start button again.

The engine sputtered and coughed, spilling smoke from the tailpipes. It caught briefly, then died. Brandi Lynn pushed the button again and it roared to life. Well, roar was probably the wrong word. The only thing that would roar like that was an asthmatic tiger with a cold.

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked.

“Old gas,” Brandi Lynn said. “I’ll have my man make some more of it. I know he’s got a few gallons lying around for Blerg’s lawnmower.”

We let the car run for a few minutes, then Brandi Lynn shut it off. It felt like a huge accomplishment, getting one of these old junkers running. It gave me hope for the rest of them. Especially that GNX.

I tossed our hand tools into my magical toolbelt and we went back to the forge. I carried the old car battery with me, just to make sure I wasn’t littering. Maybe Denzel could take it somewhere to recycle.

Some of the other women were beginning to arrive at the forge when we returned. Chloe was first, and she walked up to me and held me tightly for several minutes. I knew she had a bit of a secret crush on me, but this seemed rather bold for her. She even went onto her toes and kissed me. Not that I minded, of course. She was just as gorgeous as the rest.

Mandi and Bobbi Jo showed up next. They held hands and walked into the forge together.

“Wow, what’s with all the boxes?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Trying to get some of these cars running,” I said to her. I avoided telling her that her Camaro started. I wanted it to be a big surprise.

Mandi standing there reminded me of the flower I had picked for her. I went over to the boxes and picked it up, then held it behind my back as I offered her my hand.

“Hey Mandi, I have something for you,” I said. “Come on.”

She slipped her hand in mine and we left the forge, walking through the junkyard. I took a wrong turn, but quickly remembered the right path to the hearse.

“What is it?” she asked.

We walked up to the old car and stopped. I pointed at it. “It’s a hearse! I want to fix it up for you.”

She stared at it for a moment, unimpressed. “What’s a hearse?”

“Ah yeah, they probably didn’t have them in your world,” I said, suddenly feeling a little dumb. “Back on Earth, when a person died, they would put the body in a casket and the hearse would drive the casket to the graveyard. That’s all the car was really used for; transporting dead bodies to graveyards. I want to paint it black, also.”

She released my hand and took another step toward the car. “That’s amazing,” she said. “Oh David, it’s perfect!”

Mandi turned back to me and found me standing there, holding the glowing flower in front of me. She gasped loudly and covered her mouth with both hands.

“You know I like you, Mandi,” I said. “I’m trying to treat everyone right, so I got everyone flowers. Will you accept?” I offered it to her.

“Oh David,” she said, tears leaking from her eyes. She took the flower from me and clutched it to her chest. Her eyes met mine, full of emotion. “Yes, David. Yes, I’ll marry you!”

To be continued in Trailer Park Goblins 3!


About the author



Micky Carre is a best-selling author of fantasy and science fiction. Micky lives in Denver, Colorado and writes books when time permits. A lover of heavy metal, cats, and car racing, Micky plans on writing until they nail his coffin shut.

Check out Micky's Patreon here, and don't forget to check out his website so you can see all of his other books as well! And make sure you follow his Author Page on Amazon!

cover.jpeg
MICKY CARRE






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




