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I pressed the brake pedal, then pushed the key into the ignition and twisted it. The engine roared to life with only a little sputtering from having sat so long. My lips curved into a smile as I grabbed the cassette and removed it from the case. I revved the engine several times and the entire car vibrated.

Brynleigh Mae sat next to me. We had fastened a booster seat in the passenger seat so she could see over the dashboard; being four feet tall made it tricky to operate in a semi-modern car. She clutched the seatbelt with both hands and smiled excitedly at me.

I pushed the cassette into the tape deck and cranked the volume. The acoustic intro to Metallica’s ‘Battery’ began playing, and I crept forward, placing the car next to the massive mound of dirt Denzel had brought in. Brynleigh Mae practically bounced up and down in her seat, and my own excitement level was roughly the same.

With my left foot on the brake pedal, I began applying the accelerator, watching the revs climb. The car shifted as the chassis loaded. The intro to the song built up, heavy guitars roaring along with my eager car engine.

The moment James Hetfield began playing that intro guitar riff, I released the brake and slammed my right foot down. The GNX rocketed forward, its now straight-piped exhaust singing a cacophony that could be heard half a mile away. Twin rooster tails of dirt and gravel erupted from the rear tires, the widest ones Denzel could find for the stock rims. The acceleration pinned us back in the seat and I watched both the revs and the speedometer climb rapidly.

The car shifted into second and Brynleigh Mae screamed with excitement. I briefly reached over and turned the stereo all the way up, although it still couldn’t be heard over the loud exhaust. Our speed crossed one hundred, then one hundred twenty, then one hundred thirty and I finally slammed on the brakes, then threw the car into a gradual right-hand turn.

Back on the gas, the car regained the speed I had just scrubbed off as I turned the wheel gently to the left. A high-speed sweeping turn. At the end of that, I slammed on the brakes again and turned sharply to the right.

The car fishtailed as I sped out of that turn, rear tires struggling to find traction on the hard dirt. We left that turn partially sideways with Brynleigh Mae screaming as loud as the car exhaust. Our speeds once again reached triple digits before I hit the brakes and threw it into a series of S-curves.

My grip on the steering wheel was white-knuckled as I turned right again, then stabbed the gas pedal. We raced toward the position where we had started, and when we reached there, I turned the wheel and slammed on the brakes, sliding sideways.

“WOOOOOOOOOOO!” Brynleigh Mae shouted when the car finally came to a halt.

I reached over and turned the stereo down. Judging by where the song was, my lap time had been roughly a minute and a half. As the dust cleared, I looked through the passenger window, trying to see how far away the first turn was.

“I think that’ll work,” I said, slowly driving off the field.

“Gods, that was fucking rad!” Brynleigh Mae said. She reached out the window and slapped the outside of the door a few times. “Let’s go again!”

“We need to start building the track, I think,” I said. “I don’t want to tear up our path too much and leave a bunch of ruts. That run was just helping to establish where I want the track to be. To mark good places for the corners and whatnot.”

“Is that what all the dirt is for over there?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Yeah,” I replied. “I want the first corner to be banked, so we can carry some good speed through it and go fast on that main straight.”

I pulled the car next to the forge, where we had erected three temporary canopies. The GNX went on the far right. Bobbi Jo’s Camaro was in the middle, and the 1981 Corolla sedan was on the left.

Yeah, we were going to race an old Toyota Corolla. Hey, it was economical and a good car to learn on. Plus, the damn thing was impossible to kill. I mean, it was a Toyota. Plus, I thought it would look cool with fender flares and wide rims. Maybe some vintage racing wheels.

I turned the car off and hopped out. Brynleigh Mae climbed out a moment later.

“I think people in the next protection zone could hear you,” Bobbi Jo said, standing there with her arms crossed. She wore a tight pair of blue jeans and a black tank top today. Her hair was in a single dark blue braid.

Mandi stood next to her, with her black hair in a braid as well. She dressed similarly to Bobbi Jo, in jeans and a tank top, but in unrelieved black. She also held a parasol over her shoulder to keep the sun off her paler skin.

“It definitely sounds like a race car,” Mandi added, smiling at me.

I looked back at the black GNX. The turbo helped quiet the exhaust note a bit, but it was just three-inch piping with no muffler. It definitely wasn’t quiet.

“I hope mine is louder,” Bobbi Jo said, glancing over at her Camaro. “I’m gonna race you and whoop your ass. And if I can’t outrun you, at least I can be louder than you.”

“That’s the spirit,” I said, high-fiving her.

“And I’ll be there in my hearse to pick up all the bodies when you both wreck,” Mandi said with a wry twist to her mouth. “Kidding, of course. But I do hope you’ll be careful, David.”

I looked back at the cars. She was right.

“I should be able to get some bolt-in rollbars at some point,” I said. “Denzel can probably find them. As long as he can fit them through the opening of his duffel bag, he can get them for us. That’ll give us places to mount racing harnesses as well, instead of those outdated seatbelts.”

“You need to fix my pedals, too,” Bobbi Jo said.

“I’ll get to that today,” I said.

I had agreed to add about a foot of metal to the pedals of her Camaro so she could reach them. While I was confident in her ability to learn to drive the car, ultimately she was only four feet tall. That was a notable obstacle to work around, especially with a larger car like the Camaro.

“So, how did your car do?” Mandi asked.

“Great,” I said, looking back at the GNX.

Denzel had brought me a few goodies, including a free-flowing exhaust and a larger intercooler. The ECU was modified as well, increasing the turbo boost and eliminating the top speed limiter. It had always been the quickest car in the junkyard, but now it felt like a rocketship. The torque that engine put out was nothing short of crazy. I still needed to improve the suspension, but it was a good start.

“I can’t wait until you start on mine,” Mandi said, smiling again.

“Denzel is bringing some more stuff today,” I said. “Hopefully a tune up and some fresh gas will get it moving, then we just have to fix a few body panels.”

Chloe walked up, all thick curves and juicy thighs. She wore a red sundress that matched her bright red hair and created an interesting monochromatic look. The contrasting green of her skin reminded me of Christmas, and those wide hips and huge breasts of hers would definitely make for one hell of a present.

She walked up to me and hugged me around the waist. “How did the ride go?” she asked, looking up at me with love in her bright blue eyes.

“Good,” I said after kissing her forehead. “That’s the third time I’ve driven it to figure out the track. I think I have a good layout imagined, I just need to turn it into an actual track now.”

“How are you gonna do that?” Bobbi Jo asked. She glanced at Chloe, but fortunately didn’t seem jealous. “Can Denzel bring something to pave it?”

“I haven’t entirely figured it out, to be honest,” I said. “I don’t know much about paving roads, other than it’s smelly, messy, and requires some pretty big equipment.” I turned and looked over at the beginnings of the race track. “We can do the beginnings of it and I already have plans for that, it’ll just be a matter of finding the top material. I’ll talk to Denzel and see if he can get some paving equipment with the money we have.”

“What are we at now?” Mandi asked.

I released Chloe and summoned my tablet, then scrolled through for a moment until I found the number. “Fifty-seven thousand four hundred dollars.”

Yeah, our knives had sold rather well and we were building up quite the following. As Denzel liked to put it, everyone wanted his BBC in their hands.

Bobbi Jo whistled. “At this rate I’m not even gonna buy any more of Whitesnake’s music, I’ll just buy the band themselves and make them play live for me whenever I feel like it.”

Mandi tapped her lips with a finger. “I wonder if The Cure is for sale. They could play in the back of my hearse while I drive.”

Bobbi Jo opened her mouth to say something, then closed it and turned to Mandi. “Damn. That’s a good idea, Mandi.”

Mandi winked and smiled at her.

It was nice to see them getting along after our epic romp together. And since I had accidentally proposed to every woman here, ensuring everyone was on friendly terms was at the top of my list.

Brynleigh Mae hitched up the shoulder strap of her overalls, then turned to look at the race track with me. “You said Denzel can carry basically anything, as long as he can fit it through the opening of his duffel bag, right?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “That’s how he brought all the dirt, remember. I’m sure he’ll figure something out.”

“You’ll just have to see what he can bring,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Yeah, like you said.”

And right on time, I heard the faint roar of a diesel engine in the distance. A moment later, Blerg came into view, driving a small bulldozer that looked to be fifty years old or more. He had an interesting assortment of old construction vehicles, most of them outdated and in rough condition but still serviceable. As part of his class—Trailer Park Manager—he was a damn genius at keeping them running.

“What’s he doing?” Bobbi Jo asked, stepping up next to Chloe and me as we all watched Blerg.

“I agreed to pay him a good bit if he started on the track,” I said, watching Blerg work. “He’s going to follow the lines I’ve made in the field and start digging out the track itself, roughly a foot deep. Denzel’s gonna bring some stuff to fill it.”

Bobbi Jo placed her hands on her hips. “So, all that talk about not knowing what to do but you’ve already got a plan.”

I grinned at her. “I always have a plan.”
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Blerg raised an arm and waved at us, then steered over to the giant mound of coarse dirt. Expertly maneuvering his small bulldozer, he began pushing the material around, creating a gentle upward slope that would eventually become a banked corner. I had explained to him that if he needed more dirt for that corner, he could just take it from the center of the racetrack and effectively create a lake in the middle. Hey, it worked at Daytona.

“It feels weird, not working,” Chloe said. She reached out and slipped her hand in mine, then squeezed it. “The time off is great, don’t get me wrong. But I’m kinda getting used to working every day.”

“Same,” Brynleigh Mae said. She stood on my other side, and reached up and began twirling her teal hair around a finger.

Blerg worked quickly, but I could tell it was going to take a long time. Well, watching him wasn’t going to make anything happen any faster, so I turned away and walked with Chloe back to the forge.

Our prototype grenade launcher rested on the makeshift anvil. Brynleigh Mae had tried her hands at engraving the receiver, with impressive results. Just simple scrollwork, but it really made the homemade weapon look rather fancy and professional.

Today was a rest day for all of us. While the money we made from these weapons was great, I didn’t want to run everyone into the ground. After all, we were all stuck here with each other. Life needed to be enjoyable and consist of more than just work.

That being said, one of our first tasks when we went back to work tomorrow was to test fire the grenade launcher. Jim had done a great job with his enchantments and we were excited to blow up a tree with the gun. We even had two grenades with no creepy enchantments, just explosives.

A small pile of knife blanks sat on a rickety table near the anvil. We were getting good at making those things, and Wynter kept coming up with more and more disgusting enchantments. As such, the prices continued to go up. Denzel continued selling them to freedom fighters, and said with enough knives we might be able to alter the course of the war ourselves. It was kind of a crazy thought.

Well, if knives were good, our grenade launcher—the Goblin Assault Power Ejector, or GAPE for short—was really going to change things.

The good news was that selling our knives had netted us nearly sixty grand. My mind kept trying to figure out a way for us to pave this race track, something simple with small tools, but it dawned on me that it simply wasn’t possible. We were going to have to give Denzel a bunch of money so he could buy an asphalt paver and drive it into this Protection Zone. I just couldn’t see any other way around it.

I walked over to the grenade launcher and traced the engravings with a fingertip. “This looks great, Brynleigh Mae,” I said. “We’ll have to have you do this to all of them. Maybe you can create a pattern to expedite it.”

She beamed a smile at me. “It was nice to make something pretty,” she said.

Another diesel engine roared in the distance and everyone turned to look.

A large dump truck drove into the area and honked its horn twice. A dark-skinned hand reached out of the window and waved at us.

“Right on time,” I said.

Bobbi Jo looked up at me. “Is this more of your plan?”

“Yep,” I said with a grin.

Denzel stopped the dump truck and opened the door, then yelled a few things at Blerg. After some wild arm gestures, Denzel turned the dump truck and parked just off the side of the track, then began raising the bed. A metric fuckton of gravel began pouring out the back.

“Gravel?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I paid Denzel a little extra to look into how roads were paved. He’s gonna try to get the stuff for us and show us how to pave it, then we’ll do the actual work.”

“So, what’s he get out of this deal?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Oh, besides a bunch of money?” I asked. “He’s gonna bring a car into our Protection Zone so he can race us.”

“I’ll kick both his ass and yours,” Bobbi Jo said. “By the way, hurry the hell up with my Camaro.”

I laughed. “Yes, dear. I’ll get started on it right away.”

“What about my car?” Mandi whined.

“Yours is next,” I said. “It’ll take a bit more work so I’m doing Bobbi Jo’s first.”

“And mine?” Chloe asked.

“What about me?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Alright, everyone hold on,” I said, raising my hands. “We have the Corolla for everyone to learn on and practice with. Bobbi Jo has always loved Camaros, so that’s hers. And the hearse was a perfect match for Mandi. Once you all figure out what you want, we’ll use our profits to get everyone cars they love.”

“I want a Ferrari F40,” Brynleigh Mae said, crossing her arms.

I laughed. “You’d better make about ten thousand knives, then.”

Brynleigh Mae frowned. “Are they really that expensive?”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “There’s a reason they were on posters on every kid’s wall. The cars are dreams, and they only made a handful of them. But also, you might not want to race something like that. Fixing it will be hard. You want something fun and fast, but reliable and easy to repair.”

“I just want something for me and the boys,” Chloe said, motherly as always. “I’ve been flipping through those car magazines Denzel brought, trying to figure things out. A nice station wagon could be good. They could ride in the back while I drove around the track.”

I laughed at the thought of her cruising at a buck twenty in a station wagon with two kids in the back. Well hey, as long as we were safe, was there really an issue? I’d make sure to get helmets for everyone.

“I have an idea for you,” I said to Chloe. “Might take me a bit to build it, but I think I can get you something you’ll be happy with.”

I had never been a huge car guy, but being in this world was quickly turning me into one. I mean, our only options for TV was fucking Maury Povich and Jerry Springer, unless I paid Denzel to buy some more VHS tapes.

But you know what? I was fine without TV. I lived in a beautiful place, with beautiful women. Having fun outdoors was great, and this race track was going to be a blast.

Plus, I had a super rad car to drive around the track.

I pulled out my tablet, since I was curious about a few things. “Hey Charlie, can I use you to search for cars for sale?”

Sorry champ, I don’t work that way. I can help you level up though. Which, you know, you need to do.

“Yeah, you’re right,” I said.

Ultimately, I needed to level up quite a bit more. But the truth was, my motivation was pretty slim. I was building an awesome life here and every day was a blast.

Although I suddenly had a mental image of building a suit of power armor and selling it for a ton of money. That could buy about any car imaginable.

Okay, so I’d put some more effort into leveling up.

“I’m gonna fix your car, then I want us to go over the junkyard,” I said to Bobbi Jo and the rest of the women. “I want us to find all of the running ones and all the fixable ones and see if any of them are worth a damn. I suppose if need be, we can just pay Denzel and he’ll buy something, then drive it in here.”

Damn, I should have thought of that sooner.

Speaking of Denzel, he honked his horn again and drove off. A large pile of gravel sat next to where the race track would be. Blerg was busy shaping the banked corner, and once he finished that he’d start on the rest of the track.

Blerg’s welder was nearby, so I grabbed it and hauled it over to Bobbi Jo’s camaro. Next, I grabbed some bar stock and an angle grinder, and on a third trip a face shield, welding mask and gloves. I was ready to go.

Fortunately, it was a pretty easy job. I cut the pedal pads off, then welded about a foot of metal to them, then welded the pedal pads back on. That brought the pedals considerably closer. I had Bobbi Jo sit in the booster seat and check the positioning.

“Oh baby, this is perfect,” she said as she pumped both the brake and the gas. “I can reach both of them just fine. Thank you, David.” She hopped out of the car and kissed me.

“Ahem,” Mandi said.

I looked over at her and she raised an eyebrow. Damn, she was beautiful.

“Alright,” I said. “All of you go over the junkyard and pick out what’s best. I’m going to check on Mandi’s car.”

The goth goblin woman smiled, then stepped up to me and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly. Feeling a bit left out, Bobbi Jo joined in our hug, embracing both of us. She and Mandi pecked each other on the lips with a giggle.

“Alright, let’s get started while I can still focus,” I said.

We split up, Mandi with me and the rest of the women walking through the junkyard. I was confident they’d find some neat stuff in there; most of the cars were from the eighties or nineties, and while some were complete wrecks, some were in fixable shape.

“I’m excited," Mandi said, reaching out and grabbing my hand.

“You know what? Me too,” I said, swinging our hands. Well, she was too short for that, so I reached down and scooped her up into my arms. That always did the trick.

Mandi squealed with delight and kicked her feet as I carried her between rows of broken cars. I passed an old Chevy Corsica and some giant behemoth of a Chrysler, then found myself in a sea of rusted Hondas. But finally, we made it to her hearse.

A 1994 Cadillac Fleetwood Hearse. Yeah, the thing was huge. Honestly, we could probably damn near drive the Corolla into the back of it.

It had been smacked pretty hard in the front end, but being the tank that it was, it definitely looked repairable. I mean in the end, we were building race cars, not show cars. It needed to look good, but it didn’t need to be perfect.

Mandi stood there with her hands clasped over her mouth, barely holding in her excitement. “I can’t wait for this thing to be finished,” she said. “Oh, can I help you? Please?” She suddenly turned around and placed her hands on the crumpled fender. “I’ll let you spank me.”

I reached out and smacked her on her butt. “I would love for you to help me, Mandi. Honestly, I don’t think it needs a ton. Both fenders, the front bumper and grill, and the passenger side headlight. The hood is a little bent but I’m pretty confident we can fix that ourselves. Then it’s just a matter of pulling some of the interior out so it doesn’t weigh as much as a mountain and trying to find some better brakes and suspension for it.”

She walked around it, positively enamored with the huge car. “You’re going to repaint it solid black, right?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “And I’m pulling the vinyl off the roof. I hate that stuff and it just holds water. We’ll paint it all black as night.”

She clapped her hands. “I love it. Can we make the wheels black, too?”

“That’s a definite,” I said. “Honestly considering how large this thing is, we need to squeeze the widest wheels and tires possible beneath it to have any hope of traction. But I think we can do it.”

“My very own hearse,” Mandi said as she walked back to me. She put her arms around my waist and looked up into my eyes. “You’re gonna be the best husband ever.”
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We stood there for a moment, looking at the hearse while the other ladies checked the junkyard. It dawned on me that rebuilding junkyard cars was cool, but that we could probably just have Denzel buy stuff and drive it through a portal. As I understood things, we were all trapped here, but he was able to pass in and out of the Protection Zone.

But then again, this particular Protection Zone was in some weird sort of time loop, where only things from the eighties and nineties could make it through. Nothing newer, that much was for certain, but I thought some older stuff might. Wynter had an old truck parked next to her trailer that I thought was from the seventies.

I had asked Denzel about that peculiarity a day ago and he said it had something to do with making our particular Protection Zone safer. No one could find it, since it was shifted out of both space and time. Only the delivery guys like him could enter and exit. I didn’t fully understand it, but to be fair neither did he. He tried sketching something in the sand with his finger but that didn’t help either.

“You could almost turn this thing into some form of party van,” I said, looking at the hearse. “I mean, it’s huge. Look at all the room in it. Rip out the wood floor in the back, replace it with soft carpet and put some simple couches along the side. Something low, since the roof isn’t too high. Add a fridge or a bed, maybe a small TV or something. Yeah, this could be awesome.”

“I like how you’re thinking,” Mandi said, coming over to stand next to me. She smiled at me, her violet eyes glittering as they caught the sunlight, and slipped her arm around my waist. I held her tightly to my side and we both looked at the car for a few minutes.

“It has to have a good stereo,” she said. “I need to be able to enjoy my music in here.”

“Easy,” I replied. “We can have Denzel bring in some new speakers and install that in an afternoon.”

“You’ve got me thinking about the party bus idea now,” Mandi said. “I mean, it’s probably too big to put on a race track, let’s be honest. It’s huge. I can just drive the Corolla and we can use this for other things. Maybe put a mattress in the back.” She squeezed me tightly and smiled up at me.

“Okay, I like that idea,” I said, and bent down to kiss her forehead.

“Maybe I can finally convince you to knock me up,” she said.

“Nah,” I replied. “Then our kids would be stuck here forever, with no real future.”

She huffed. “Way to kill a girl’s dreams, David.”

I shrugged. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay. I know we can’t really have kids, and that this would be a terrible place to raise them. I’ve accepted it. But still.” She wrapped both arms around my waist and squeezed me again. “I just love the thought of you putting a baby in me. Let me have that fantasy, okay?”

“Of course, my dear,” I said, kissing the top of her head.

We stood there for a few minutes, just holding each other while looking at the hearse. Finally I pulled myself away from her, then walked over to the car and knelt at the side. Chrome panels decorated the bottom part of each door, and I picked at them.

“I think these are just glued on,” I said. “Probably epoxied. If I can pull them off, we can paint the entire thing black, instead of half of it being chrome.”

Mandi clapped her hands. “That sounds great! The blacker, the better.”

“I’ve never tinted windows before, but we can give that a try, too,” I said. “Okay, let’s get back to the forge before I start thinking about supercharging this thing again.”

Mandi reached over and took my hand in hers. “You don’t have to convince me. I love this car. If you want to supercharge it, go right ahead. Although to be honest, I don’t even know what that means.”

“If we’re not racing it, there isn’t really a need to,” I said. “That’s fine. We have plenty of cars to toy with. I guess we can spend some time today figuring all that out.”

We walked through the rows of cars, laughing at how ugly some were—like an old Ford Fairmont—and admiring a few neat ones. There was a Toyota Supra from 1984 that Mandi described as “a wedge of cheese with fender flares.” Perfect. Just perfect. Unfortunately, it had been rolled, so that one was beyond saving.

“I don’t mind if I don’t race,” Mandi said when we were close to the forge. “I’d be happy parking inside the track, watching the rest of you. Maybe enjoying a cocktail and listening to Siouxsie and the Banshees.”

“I’ll build something for you,” I told her. “Whatever will make you happy.”

Mandi leaned against me for a moment. “I’m so glad Blerg stole you from your world.”

“You know what? So am I,” I said. “Life has been pretty awesome here. And I’m not stressed out all the time. It’s definitely been an improvement.”

“So, are you gonna just work on cars all day today?” Mandi asked.

“Nah, I have a better idea,” I said. “Denzel should be here soon, and he’s gonna help us out. The rest of the day is gonna be us relaxing, all of us, together.”

Mandi looked up at me and clutched my arm tightly. “Why do I get the feeling you’re planning something?”

I grinned down at her. “Because I am.”

We passed by an old white van with front end damage and a blown motor. Brandi Lynn had spray painted the words “free candy” on the side of it at some point. The side door was open, so Mandi suddenly pulled me toward it.

Before I could even ask what she was doing, she pulled me down for a kiss. Her fingers tangled in my hair as our tongues wrestled, and my hands went right to her ass. For a moment I thought she was going to push her jeans down and bang me right there, but then I remembered it took her like five minutes to remove those things because they were so tight.

Some time later, both of us breathless, we finally stopped. I held her tightly against me and kissed the top of her head.

“That’s my good girl,” I said.

“Thank you, sir,” Mandi replied. “I guess we can go now.”

We held hands as we walked back to the forge. I could hear the voices of the other women before we saw them, and another voice as well. It was William the troll, sounding much less grumpy than usual.

Even sitting on the ground, he was taller than everyone else. Destiny and Chloe both talked with him, and he held a plastic cup in his massive hand. Yeah, he almost looked to be smiling. That was great.

“Hey, William,” I said as I walked up to him.

He grunted in reply. He never was a particularly talkative guy.

“Thanks for showing up,” I said. “Denzel should be here soon, and we can get started.”

He nodded. “And you remembered our deal?”

“Of course!” I told him. “I’m a man of my word, after all.”

My tablet vibrated a moment later, so I pulled it out and checked it.

Hey there, champ. Denzel just arrived, and he’ll be here in a moment.

“Thanks, Charlie,” I said.

Sure thing. But really, can we talk about you leveling up sometime? I’m getting antsy.

“Tomorrow, I promise,” I said. “We’re testing out some new stuff, and it’s gonna be great.”

Something something, patience is a virtue, something something. Don’t disappoint me or I’ll deduct five hitpoints.

“Hold on, can you actually do that?” I asked.

Okay, so I can’t. But I’ll threaten you, because I really want to see you reach higher levels.

“I promise, Charlie,” I told the silly tablet. “Tomorrow we’re going to test out our new weapon. I’ll probably be completing two quests at once. You’re gonna love it.”

I’m practically sticky with anticipation!

“Okay, wasn’t expecting that one,” I said, and tossed the tablet away. I’d get to him later.

I did feel like I was neglecting my tablet a bit, so I made a mental note to talk to him later that evening. But we had other, more important things to get to first.

Several minutes later, Denzel walked up to the forge. His hair had been trimmed short recently, and he wore a Run-DMC t-shirt over a baggy pair of dark jeans. His big duffel bag was slung over one shoulder like usual.

“Hey, Denzel,” I said, offering him a hand.

“My man,” he said as we hugged and back-slapped. One of these days I’d figure out what to call that greeting.

“How much were you able to get?” I asked.

He grinned at me for a moment. I knew that look; he had a surprise waiting for me.

“All of it?” I asked.

He just kept grinning and slowly backed up. “Where you want it?” he asked.

“Yeah, right over there,” I said. “Inside the boards. Yeah, there.”

That morning I had erected a double handful of boards on the ground, forming a large box about twenty feet by thirty feet. Blerg had used his bulldozer to dig out a few inches of dirt in that area and dumped a small load of gravel there, so the forms sat on about two or three inches of crushed rock.

Denzel unzipped his duffel bag and reached inside, then turned it and began dumping sacks of concrete onto the gravel. A lot of sacks; about three hundred, if my rough calculations were correct. But, considering his duffel bag had seemingly infinite space inside and never increased in weight, he could bring in as much as he wanted.

“Took me a while to buy all these,” he said as he walked backward, dumping sacks of concrete. “Had to go to a dozen stores and buy them a pallet at a time. We got it, though.”

“What is all this for?” Bobbi Jo asked. She walked up to us and smiled at Mandi, then held her hand.

“Are you gonna tell us, or make us wait until it’s done?” Brynleigh Mae asked me. She wore a cut-off Slayer t-shirt, and at some point during her walk through the junkyard she had cut another few inches off the bottom, so that the bottoms of her breasts were visible.

“I have some music for you later,” I told her as I kissed her forehead. “But, to answer your question, I’m building us a better place to work and play. We have William to help us out, but we won’t have to wait until it’s completely done. We can start the fun right here in the forge.”

“What fun is that?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“What are you doing?” Destiny asked as she walked up to me. The pink-haired beauty wore a short denim skirt and a faded tank top with no bra beneath. Yeah, it was a good look.

“You’ll just have to wait and see,” I said to her.

I was trying to make sure I gave equal attention to everyone, especially since we were all engaged now. I released Mandi’s hand, which brought a slight pout from her, and walked over to Wynter.

The slender goblin woman wore a white t-shirt and denim shorts so faded they were nearly white. She smiled at me as I walked up to her, and eagerly reached out for me. We kissed for a moment, then stood there holding each other.

“Stop sucking so much face and tell us!” Brandi Lynn said. She leaned against one of the support beams of the forge with her arms crossed beneath her ridiculously huge breasts.

I turned to her and grinned. “Hey that reminds me, I need to go see your boyfriend later. He needs to make some stuff for me.”

“Not sure I would call him that,” Brandi Lynn said. She shrugged. “But okay.”

“Tell us!” Brynleigh Mae shouted. She bounced up and down, which of course flashed her breasts. Pretty sure she did that on purpose.

Denzel finally dumped the last of the concrete between the wooden forms and turned to me.

“That’s a real pain in the ass, you know that?” he said. “Aight, where you want the rest of this shit?”

“Right here,” I said, pointing to the forge floor. “We’ll just do it here for now.”

Denzel walked around the pile of concrete sacks and came to the forge, where he looked around for a second.

“Get ready, ladies,” I said. “We’re about to have a great time.”
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Denzel walked up to the giant troll. “Hey William, can you help me with this?”

The troll shrugged and stood. He had to crouch down pretty low to fit beneath the roof of the forge. Well, we’d fix that for the next building.

“What do you need?” he asked.

Denzel opened his duffel bag and reached in. He laid the large bag on its side and started sliding a huge box out of it; barely enough to fit through the opening. William reached down and grabbed the box and began pulling.

“What is that?” Destiny asked, taking a step closer.

I was still holding Wynter, so I hugged her tightly and kissed her soft lips, then walked over to Denzel. As he and William finished removing the box, I directed them to stand it upright.

“Heavy,” William said with a grunt.

Chloe walked up to the massive box and bent over to read some of the text on it. Of course in her sundress, that meant her breasts nearly fell out and I got a fantastic view of her rear end.

“Toshiba TheaterWide rear projection TV,” she said. She stood and looked at me. “What kind of TV is this?”

“The best I could bring into this Protection Zone,” I said with a grin.

I pulled out a box cutter and sliced around the bottom of the box, then had William lift all the cardboard off. Everyone stared in awe at the giant TV.

“It’s huge!” Brynleigh Mae said.

“Forty inches diagonal,” I replied. “About as big as we could get into Denzel’s duffel bag.”

“My boys would love watching Looney Tunes on that,” Chloe said.

I felt someone tug on my arm and saw Mandi there, reaching up for me. I bent down so she could whisper in my ear.

“I’m getting a camcorder so we can make our own sex tapes,” she said. “Imagine watching them on that!”

“And this,” Denzel said, setting two more boxes on the ground nearby.

William was the only one strong enough to lift the TV, so he finished lifting it out of the box and kicked the styrofoam away. I pointed to one corner of the forge and he set it there. It was the corner with the electrical outlet.

After that, Denzel handed William a few sets of cheap curtains. For now, he just used a double handful of metal clips to fasten them along the edge of our car hood roof, but it did a pretty good job of cutting down all the light that flooded the forge.

“What’s going on?” Chloe asked as she walked up to me. God, the way she was busting out of that sundress was simply incredible.

I bent down and kissed her cheek. “You are absolutely gorgeous, you know that?”

She blushed, which of course made her even prettier..

“Brandi Lynn, would you mind getting that?” I asked, pointing at one of the small boxes. “That stand just needs to be put together.”

“Sure,” she said as she walked over. “I’ll probably need some tools.”

“Yeah, I got you,” I said, reaching into my tool belt.

I withdrew a pair of pliers and tossed them to her. As I did so, my ten millimeter socket fell out and hit the concrete floor of the forge. I watched as it bounced once and rolled right for her. Brandi Lynn took a step forward to catch the pliers. It almost seemed to happen in slow motion.

“Look out!” I shouted, but it was too late.

Brandi Lynn reached out and caught the pliers right as her foot hit the rolling socket. She slid on it, nearly doing a split, and overcorrected to maintain her balance. That sent her forward and she fell hard, right on her chest.

“Oh, gods dammit!” Brandi Lynn shouted as she pushed herself to her feet. Her left breast had popped again, and was beginning to sag. “It had been almost a week and I thought I was done with this shit. Ugh!”

She threw the pliers over her head and stomped off, probably toward Rayla’s trailer to get her implants fixed.

“Huh?” Denzel asked, looking up. His eyes focused on Brandi Lynn’s ass as she walked away and he just stood there, unmoving. “Damn,” he said to himself.

“Focus,” I said, snapping my fingers. “Did you get the rest?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah,” he said, shaking his head. “Here.”

He pulled out another, smaller box and handed it to me. I was almost shaking with excitement as I began opening the box. Chloe and Wynter crowded me, trying to see what it was, but I walked over to the anvil and set the box there.

After that, William helped to pull a small refrigerator out of Denzel’s duffel bag. We set that near the big television.

Brynleigh Mae had picked up where her mother left off, and hurriedly put together a small stand. It went next to the television, on the other side of the fridge. I walked over to it and placed something on top, hiding the logo as best I could with my hands. During that time, Denzel filled the fridge with cans of beer and various dips, then set a few bags of chips on top.

“Y’all gotta let me get in on this,” he said when he was done. “Oh shit hold on, got a few more.”

As I hooked up a few cables and plugged the TV in, Denzel pulled some chairs out of his duffel bag. Space was limited, so he also produced an inflatable couch of all things, as well as a papasan chair.

“Okay, I think that’s it,” I said, checking the cables.

Everything was plugged in correctly, so I walked back around to the front of the television and turned everything on. After that, I grabbed the controller and unwound the cord as I walked back to the nearest chair. It was a bit far away, so I grabbed it and pulled it closer.

“Wow,” Destiny said, watching the screen.

“Nintendo!” Bobbi Jo exclaimed. “Oh, I’ve seen these in magazines. Super Mario Brothers!” She squealed with excitement.

“Hey, Bobbi Jo?” I asked.

“Yes, baby?” she said, stepping closer.

“Can you grab me a beer from the fridge? Actually, everyone go grab one.” I settled into the chair, which was a plush recliner with cup holders set in the arm rests.

Bobbi Jo bent over in front of the fridge and looked through the cans. “Sierra Nevada Pale Ale, or Samuel Adams Boston Lager? What are these?”

“You’ll probably like the lager,” I said. “I’ll take the pale ale, if you please.”

She brought two cans over and gave me one. After a moment, she climbed onto the seat with me and we cuddled up. Mandi stood there for a moment, pursing her lips. She clearly wanted to cuddle also, but there wasn’t room for three of us on the chair.

Denzel hooked a small air pump up to the couch and began inflating it while the others all grabbed beers and arranged the chairs in a half-circle around the TV.

“Bobbi Jo…” Mandi began, looking at us.

Bobbi Jo looked at her, then me, and quickly realized the situation. “Hold on,” she said. She crawled around, purposely rubbing her butt and boobs on me, then kissed me as thoroughly as ever. Her free hand roamed around, grabbing and squeezing on my crotch as we kissed. It ended after only a few seconds, and she and Mandi grabbed the papasan chair and pulled it next to us. They briefly kissed each other, then cuddled up on the circular chair.

“Ha!” Destiny said, almost giggling. She raced over to my chair, beer can in hand, and practically leaped onto me. The plump goblin woman wiggled her butt next to me and squeezed in. “I haven’t spent enough time with you lately. You’re mine for the time being.”

“No complaints here,” I said, then kissed her cheek.

I took a sip of my beer, then set it in the cup holder. Destiny did the same, then rested her free hand on my thigh and gently rubbed it.

“I missed you,” I said quietly to Destiny. She looked over at me, giving me a beautiful smile, and winked.

“Alright, it’s full,” Denzel said as he slid the couch on the other side of my chair. He produced a few blankets and pillows from his duffel bag and tossed them on the couch and the rest of the women got comfortable.

“And me?” William asked.

“Yeah, I gotcha,” Denzel said.

He reached into his duffel bag and began producing cartons of orange juice. After handing William a dozen of them, he finally nodded.

“Thanks,” William said, smiling for perhaps the first time I had seen. He cradled the orange juice cartons and walked off.

“Orange juice?” Destiny asked.

“He loves that stuff,” I replied as I worked the controller.

Man, I hadn’t played this game in ages. The women cheered me on as I stomped on things and collected coins. They were all new to the Nintendo, but I had played it at a friend’s house growing up, so I was at least loosely familiar with it.

“Another beer?” Destiny asked after a moment.

“Huh?” I reached over and grabbed my can, which was surprisingly empty. “Uh, sure. Thanks, honey.”

She kissed my cheek and slid off the chair, which pushed her skirt up over her ass.

“Whoops,” she said, taking her time to pull it back down. She glanced over her shoulder at me, making sure I saw.

I was so focused on watching the thickly curved woman walk to the fridge that I died twice. Dammit.

“You suck at this game,” Brynleigh Mae said. “My vacuum is broken and it sucks less than you.”

“Mind if I join y’all?” Denzel asked.

“Dude, we have all this because of you,” I said. “Grab a beer or two and relax.”

Denzel walked over to the fridge and sorted through the cans, then pulled out a tall bottle of Colt .45 that was behind a few other drinks.

Destiny walked back to me, swaying with her eyes on mine the entire time. She climbed back onto the chair and sat half next to me, half on me. Her hand went back on my thigh, gently rubbing, but was much higher this time.

“At least she’s getting better at fixing it,” Brandi Lynn grumbled as she returned.

Fake or not, the way her massive breasts strained that tie dye t-shirt she wore was pretty incredible. Denzel saw it as well. He raised the bottle of malt liquor to take a drink and completely missed his mouth.

“Damn,” he said. “Hey Brandi Lynn, can I talk to you?”

She looked him up and down for a moment. “Yeah. Lemme get a beer, first. You bring anything good?”

“Miller Lite on the bottom shelf,” Denzel said.

Brandi Lynn slowly smiled, then turned to walk to the fridge. Denzel watched her so hard I thought his eyes were going to pop out. When Brandi Lynn returned, they moved to the side of the forge and began talking.

“You died again?” Brynleigh Mae asked. “David, you’re terrible at this game. I’ve never played it and I’m pretty sure I’m better than you.”

I tossed her the controller. “Have at it.”

By that time, Destiny’s hand was on my crotch, gently rubbing. It was an almost casual action, but it still felt great. I was rock hard by that point and she gave me a sultry smile, then a squeeze.

“Someone’s enjoying himself,” she said quietly.

“And we still have hours to go,” I said.
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I held the B button as I raced to the side of the screen. Once the whistling noise sounded, I leaped into the air and started flying.

“So what is he, a flying raccoon?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“I always thought it was kinda weird, because raccoons are gray and black and this guy is brown,” I said as I maneuvered Mario around on the screen.

“And you just keep jumping on their heads?” Brynleigh Mae asked. “Like, everyone? That’s all you do?”

“Well, yeah,” I said. “I mean, it’s not like Mario is gonna grab a pistol and start blasting people. That would definitely change the dynamics of the game.”

“Yeah, change it for the better,” Brynleigh Mae said, doing finger guns. “Blap blap blap! Take that, Bowser! King Koopa? More like King Bitch! Eh, I need another beer.”

Brynleigh Mae walked across the forge to our minifridge and opened the door. “Who wants one?”

“I’ll take one of those Miller Lites if there’s any left,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Those are mine!” Brandi Lynn said. “You can have one, though.” She went back to talking with Denzel. Their heads were close, nearly touching. I definitely recognized the way they smiled at each other.

“Uh, one of the better ones for me,” Mandi said. “That Boston Lager, I think you called it.”

Bobbi Jo turned to her. “Are you talking shit about my beer, Mandi? I’ll have you know I’ll whoop your ass for such blatant disrespect.”

“I wish you’d do something to my ass,” Mandi said under her breath, loud enough for everyone to hear.

“That’s it. Come here!” Bobbi Jo said, launching herself at the other woman.

They wrestled around on the papasan chair, although it only took a few minutes to realize they were just horseplaying. At one point Bobbi Jo put Mandi in some kind of leg bar, pulling her leg back while spanking her.

“Wow, you’re enjoying watching that, aren’t you?” Destiny asked me. Her hand was still on my crotch, just for the record.

“Damn right I am,” I said.

“Hey, guy that sucks at video games,” Brynleigh Mae said to me. She held up a can of pale ale and raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, pausing my game and then raising my hand. She threw it to me and I managed to catch it one-handed.

“Oh, nicely done,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Destiny, you want anything?”

Destiny paused for a moment before answering. “No, I think I’m good on beer. I’m feeling a little woozy.” She went back to rubbing my crotch, now openly staring at it.

“I should get back to my boys,” Chloe said. She walked up to me, her eyes going a little wide when she saw what Destiny was doing. “Thanks for everything, David.”

I set my beer down and reached out a hand toward her. She slipped her hand in mine and I pulled it to my mouth, then kissed her knuckles. That put a smile on her pretty face.

“Tell the little guys I said hi,” I told her.

“Of course,” she said, smiling sweetly and flashing her dimples at me. She turned and hurried away in the direction of her trailer.

I cracked open my can, took a sip, then set it in the cup holder. “Alright, let’s see how quickly I can beat this game.”

I unpaused the game and went back to running through the world. Brynleigh Mae walked in front of me and stopped, pretending to scratch her ankle with her other foot.

“Oh, whoops,” she said with a heavy dose of sarcasm. “Look at that, my ankle itches. Oh, it itches so bad. Oh, wow.”

“Hey, I can’t see,” I said, craning my neck to the side.

“Oh no, you can’t play your boring game,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Oh darn.”

And that was when I heard the sound of my character dying. Eh, there were worse things. Destiny was still stroking me, so my mind was only partially on the game anyway.

“Oh, so sad,” Brynleigh Mae said, then slammed half her beer. “Anyone else hot in here?”

Still standing right in front of me, she began stripping down. I was briefly concerned that her mother might get angry, but I noticed Brandi Lynn and Denzel walking off together in the direction of Jimbo’s trailer. Brynleigh Mae tore off her clothes, revealing a string bikini beneath. It was teal and matched her hair.

“Much better,” she said, giving me a wink. “Now come on, play something less fucking boring.”

I groaned. “Fine.”

I had to excuse myself from Destiny, who seemed to be trying to jerk me off through my clothes. A few kisses later and she let me leave the chair.

“Boy, someone’s having fun over there,” Wynter said, noting my very prominent erection. She looked over at Destiny and grinned.

“Oh no fair, I want some,” Bobbi Jo said. She was upside down at that moment, with Mandi’s legs around her.

“Huh?” Mandi said, stretching to look around. Bobbi Jo had a handful of her hair and pulled, helping Mandi see. “Oh, nice, David. I could go for some of that, too.”

I removed Super Mario Bros 3 and inserted Legend of Zelda instead. While not a super intense game, it was a classic. I’ll admit to quite a bit of excitement as I ran back to my chair and slid in next to Destiny.

“It is hot in here,” Destiny said, pulling at her clothes. She stood on the chair and stripped right next to me, until she wore nothing but lace panties and a matching bra. Her huge breasts practically spilled out of the thing.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been so grateful for heat,” I said, noting that the weather wasn’t hot at all. In fact, it felt great.

Destiny knelt over my crotch, rubbing me with both hands now. The game started and I ran into the nearby cave.

“It’s dangerous to go alone!” I said as I saw the famous words on the screen. “Take this!” I hurriedly ran my character a few screens over to start slaughtering the, uhh, the things in the game. I had no idea what they were called, to be honest.

“Oh, I’ll take it alright,” Destiny said.

And with that, she undid my belt, unzipped my pants, and yanked them down to my ankles. Before I could say anything, my cock was in her mouth and her pink-haired head was bobbing up and down.

“Ah, I just need to get to a safe room,” I said, running around and looking for a room where I wouldn’t be killed.

“Okay, don’t hog all the cock!” Bobbi Jo said. “Hold on, Mandi.”

Mandi had her in a chokehold and quickly released. “Cock? Where?”

“I mean, only one person here has one,” Bobbi Jo said dryly.

“Sorry, I think you cut off some of the blood supply to my brain earlier,” Mandi said, shaking her head. Her eyes focused on me and she suddenly got really excited.

Mandi and Bobbi Jo hurried over to me, ready for their turn. Bobbi Jo stripped off her clothes and tried her best to climb onto the large recliner with me while Mandi just checked out Destiny’s ass. She was bent over right in front of her, so it made sense. I made sure to pause the game and toss the controller aside.

“Let me help,” Bobbi Jo said quietly.

Destiny ran her tongue up the full length of my shaft, then moved aside. Bobbi Jo quickly replaced her, doing her best to suck my soul out of my balls.

Mandi had other ideas. Her eyes were still glued to Destiny, who was bent over right in front of her.

“I’ll be there in a moment,” Mandi said. “Making a pit stop first.”

She stuck a finger in her mouth, then removed it and ran it up Destiny’s pussy. The older woman’s eyes widened briefly and she glanced over her shoulder to see who it was. When she saw Mandi there, she giggled and shook her butt at her.

“Oh, I’m in for a real treat today,” Destiny said.

Mandi knelt behind her and ate her pussy while Destiny reached out and gently caressed my balls. When it was her turn again, Bobbi Jo moved aside and Destiny went back to sucking on me. Mandi was still pleasing her.

“Oh, nice,” Bobbi Jo said when she noticed. She got on her hands and knees, bumping her hip into Destiny. “Can I get some of that, Mandi?”

“Damn right you can,” Mandi said, smiling as she switched to eating Bobbi Jo’s pussy from the back.

Wynter walked up, looking somewhere between shy and horny. She chewed on a fingertip as she watched, clearly interested. Bobbi Jo finally noticed her.

“You’re the only one that hasn’t fucked him yet, right?” she asked.

Wynter nodded. “Yeah. Well, I mean neither has Chloe or Rayla. But out of us here, yeah.”

“Well, get them clothes off!” Bobbi Jo said to her.

“And let me warm him up,” Brynleigh Mae said as she pulled on the strings of her bikini.

It fell off and she climbed onto the recliner. The other women reached out, slapping her on the ass and pulling her to me.

Brynleigh Mae straddled me and leaned forward, kissing me deeply while keeping her ass in the air. Bobbi Jo licked her fingers and wiped them on Brynleigh Mae’s pussy, then guided her down. She was wet enough to take me in a single motion, all the way to the hilt.

“Oh, that looks so good,” Destiny said. She still knelt right next to me.

Things were a bit crowded on the recliner, but I wasn’t complaining. The rest of the women wanted some as well, but there wasn’t room on the chair, and I only had one dick, sadly. They compensated by helping out.

While Brynleigh Mae rode me, Destiny leaned over and sucked on one of her nipples. Bobbi Jo crawled around and sucked on the other one, while Wynter rubbed Brynleigh Mae’s shoulder and neck.

Mandi knelt between my legs and ran her tongue up my balls, up my shaft, and right to Brynleigh Mae’s ass.

“Oh, that would be Mandi,” Brynleigh Mae said, her eyes widening momentarily. “Well, hello there.” Her eyes closed and she smiled as all the other women worked on pleasing her.

“I want my turn,” Destiny said, still licking on Brynleigh Mae’s nipple.

“Oh, alright,” came the reply.

After a few more minutes of riding me, Brynleigh Mae stood and moved away. Destiny threw a thick thigh over my lap, and Bobbi Jo reached between her thighs to line us up. She sank down on my cock and got right to bouncing up and down.

“Okay, but I’m next,” Wynter said, crawling onto the chair.

She knelt next to us for a moment, then reached out and grabbed one of Destiny’s massive breasts and began sucking on it. Mandi started crawling onto the chair but Bobbi Jo beat her to it and began sucking on Destiny’s other breast.

Mandi shrugged and went back to kneeling between my thighs. “Well, I suppose it’s a good thing I enjoy this!” She slapped Destiny on the ass, bringing a yelp out of her. That quickly turned to a moan as she went to work.

“Oh, we should do this more often,” Destiny said, slurring her words a bit.

I had no idea that a fridge full of beer and some video games would turn into an orgy. Sometimes life is like that. At least, when you live in a Protection Zone filled with hot goblin women, it is.

“Alright, it’s my turn now,” Wynter said, looking excited.

Destiny worked her hips up and down two more times, then sighed loudly and raised herself off of me. Wynter hurriedly replaced her and Destiny slapped her on the ass.

“Atta girl,” Destiny said.

Bobbi Jo once again lined us up and within seconds, Wynter was riding me. It was rather interesting going from the ridiculously voluptuous, almost chubby Destiny to slender Wynter. They were both equally beautiful, and while Wynter might not have had the insane curves of the larger woman she weighed practically nothing. I was able to bounce her up and down on my cock like she was a pillow. Or, you know. Something else lightweight.

“Mmm, that looks delicious,” Mandi said, running her fingers up Wynter’s back. “I’m gonna need a turn soon,” she added with a glance at me.

“Me too,” Bobbi Jo said. She gave me a look as well.

“I think we all do,” Brynleigh Mae said.

“Come here, you,” Bobbi Jo said, grabbing Mandi by the hand. She pulled her onto the inflatable couch and they were kissing in no time.

Destiny and Brynleigh Mae climbed onto the large recliner, playing with Wynter’s body as she rode me. They slapped her ass and sucked on her nipples. Brynleigh Mae even kissed her at one point.

I finally hit the finish line and blew my load deep inside Wynter. While holding her waist tightly with both hands, I shouted her name as I came. The other women loved that and cheered us on. If there was one thing I’d learned, it was that women loved it when a guy was vocal when he finished.

Wynter leaned forward and wrapped her arms around my neck, breathing heavily. “Gods, that was incredible,” she said between deep breaths.

“Agreed,” I said, panting as well. “I’m just glad I remembered to pause my game.”
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Things settled down after that, although Mandi and Bobbi Jo kept going at it until each woman had half a dozen orgasms. Everyone else put some of their clothes back on and reclined in a chair. Wynter remained on my lap with her arms around me. It felt nice, having her there. Her petite body was an absolute delight.

“I wish you could just stay inside me for the rest of the day,” Wynter said against my neck.

“Oh, I agree!” Mandi called out. “Yeah, same here. That’s a good one.”

“Don’t make it awkward,” Bobbi Jo said.

They were cuddled up on the papasan chair next to us, still completely nude. Bobbi Jo had another beer and the two were sharing it.

“So, what’s the point of this one?” Brynleigh Mae asked as she tied her bikini top. After that she walked over to the couch and sat close to us.

“Kind of a typical video game plot,” I said. “There’s some bad guy, uhhh, I think his name is Ganon. Some demon-guy or something. But he came in and now there’s monsters all over the place. So I have to kill them and beat eight or nine levels.”

“And your name is Zelda?” she asked.

“Nah, that’s the princess,” I said. “I think I have to rescue her. I can’t remember to be honest; it’s been so many years since I’ve played this. My character’s name is Link.”

Brynleigh Mae watched me for a few minutes. “And you said this game was a hit?”

“Yeah,” I said, moving to the next room so I could kill more monsters. “Huge hit. One of the classics. Remember, this was one of the first video games you could play at home.”

“I’m sorry but it looks boring as hell,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Surely with all that money you won you can—OH WHAT THE HELL, DAVID! I can’t believe you just died!”

“It’s that stupid fishman in the water!” I said. “He’s spitting fireballs at me!”

“A toddler could dodge those!” Brynleigh Mae shouted. “Is there a game you don’t absolutely suck ass at?”

“You can suck my ass anytime,” Mandi said, not very quietly.

“It’s okay, if I die I get to start over,” I said. Yeah, I was a bit frustrated I had died that easily. The game was about as simple as could be.

“I give you five minutes, then you’ll be dead again,” Brynleigh Mae said, crossing her arms.

I was determined. I focused on the game, avoiding some of the mobs I knew were a bit more chaotic. My health was full, so I could shoot my sword across the screen, which was a big help. Finally, I made my way north and found a bridge across a lake.

“Fuck yeah,” I said. “This is the level one dungeon.”

Fortunately, I remembered a few things from playing this as a kid. I had picked up the bomb a bit earlier, so I went north a few rooms and bombed the wall. A hole opened up.

“Oh shit,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Is that the map? And why the fuck are Hershey’s Kisses chasing you?”

“They had limitations with these graphics levels,” I said. “But yeah, most of the monsters look pretty stupid.”

“Hey careful, those guys are throwing, uhhh, boomerangs? What are those?” Brynleigh Mae leaned closer to the screen. “Obese ogre guys throwing boomerangs. Man, who the fuck designed this game?”

“Regardless, it’s still fun,” I said. “Now, watch this.”

My health was full as I moved into the room where the final boss resided. I fired my sword from across the screen several times, easily dodging his fireballs. After only a handful of shots, I had killed him.

“Nice job, baby!” Bobbi Jo said.

“Aaaaand one more heart,” I said. “Now I have four instead of three. Plus, my first piece of Triforce!”

“Woooo!” Brynleigh Mae said, cheering a bit too excitedly. “Wooooo, yeah! Fuckin’ awesome, fuck yeah! Oh, sorry. I thought I saw something entertaining.”

I rolled my eyes. “Alright, what would you rather see?”

Brynleigh Mae shrugged. “I dunno. Something less slow and boring.”

“Alright, I’ve got it. Wynter, honey, would you mind moving?”

Wynter frowned and wiggled her hips on my lap. I was still inside her, but she finally raised herself off of me. I grabbed my pair of shorts and pulled them on, then went over to the console.

Mandi pulled Wynter over to the papasan, and she and Bobbi Jo took turns eating Wynter’s cum-filled pussy.

“Alright, let’s see what all Denzel brought me,” I muttered to myself as I sorted through the games and add-ons. With a smile, I found the perfect game. After swapping the game cartridge for the new one, I removed the first controller and plugged in the gun.

“Here we go,” I said as I took a step back.

“What’s this?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

“Duck Hunt,” I said, shooting my first duck.

She watched for a moment. “Okay, better. Looks easy, though.”

“It gets faster with each level,” I explained.

“Well, with all the practice you get shooting off your mouth, I hope you’re good at shooting a gun,” Brynleigh Mae said with a grin.

I shot the next two ducks, then spun the gun on my finger. “Wanna give it a try?” I asked.

Brynleigh Mae gave me a wry look and held out her hand. I gave her the gun and stepped back.

Two more ducks flashed on the screen and she shot them. She did pretty well, the first handful of levels, but once they started flying more quickly, she got frustrated.

“Goddamn ducks,” Brynleigh Mae grumbled as she missed one.

“Oh come on,” I said as I grabbed another beer. “It’s a simple game, why are you sucking so hard?”

Brynleigh Mae pointed the Nintendo gun at me. “Be glad this isn’t real,” she said, pulling the trigger.

“That just made you miss a duck,” I said.

“OH GOD DAMMIT!” she shouted, turning back to the screen. “Fuck you, dog!” she shouted at the dog that laughed every time she missed.

I took a sip of my beer. “Sucks to suck.”

She threw the gun down and launched herself at me. Fortunately, I had been expecting this and set my beer down right after my last sip. I caught her just in time and spun her around, kissing her to diffuse any of her anger.

“If you’re better than me at that game, I’m gonna kick your ass,” Brynleigh Mae said once I set her down. “I hope you know that.”

I bent over and picked up both my beer and the gun. “Well, I guess we’ll just have to see about that.”

And so, beer in left hand, Nintendo gun in my right, I set about shooting as many of those ducks as I could. I had the massive advantage of having played that game as a child, of course. Brynleigh Mae didn’t need to know that.

“Alright, I quit,” she said, stomping back to the couch. “I’ll play something else, but I suck at that game.”

Fortunately, I had quite the assortment, thanks to Denzel. Dragon Warrior, all three Super Mario Bros games, a few Mega Mans, Master Blaster, all the classics.

“I think I’m good,” Brynleigh Mae said, grabbing her clothes. “No more games for me. I kinda want to get something done.”

“Yeah, what about all that concrete over there?” Destiny said, pointing to where Denzel had dumped so many concrete sacks.

I grunted. “Eh. Yeah, I suppose we should be productive at some point. I guess I can’t spend the entire day getting drunk and laid.”

Wynter was sprawled out on top of Bobbi Jo over on the papasan chair. Mandi was curled between her knees, gently stroking her thigh with a finger. After hearing what we said, Mandi got up and walked over to us.

Mandi slipped her arm through mine. “I mean, I’m okay with that, personally. I haven’t seen as much of you as I’d like lately, and I’m aching for you.”

I looked down at her beautiful face and curvy body and suddenly wanted nothing else. Bobbi Jo walked up on her other side and smiled at me, which only added to my desire. Especially since both of them were still naked.

“Yeah, let’s get some of this done,” Destiny said.

Wynter stood up and walked to the edge of the forge, looking at where Destiny was pointing.

“That shouldn’t be too hard, right?” Wynter asked.

“Nah,” I said. “It’s just heavy. But I think he got fifty pound bags of concrete instead of eighty pounders, so that helps a little. I’ll have to double check.”

“Well, let’s get to it,” Destiny said. “Wynter, you wanna help me?”

Everyone grabbed their clothes and started getting dressed. I finished the last of my beer and set the can down, then pulled on a shirt.

Destiny and Wynter walked over to the pile of concrete sacks, while Bobbi Jo and Mandi walked to the other side of the wooden forms. Brynleigh Mae was with me, and together we began cutting open bags and pouring the concrete on the ground.

It was hard, dirty work. There was simply no way around that. I probably should have had Denzel buy one of those big concrete mixers, but we worked with what we had. And by that, I mean halfway through, Brynleigh Mae grabbed a hose and started spraying everything down while I mixed it with a hoe. It wasn’t the most efficient way to do it, but it worked.

“What now?” Bobbi Jo asked as Brynleigh Mae sprayed her hands with water.

“Now we level it,” I said, grabbing a few two-by-fours.

I screwed them together, ensuring they were as straight as possible, then set them on top of the wooden forms. Destiny and Wynter were on the other side, and together we dragged the boards across the wooden forms, ensuring the top of the concrete was good and flat.

“Ugh, I need a shower,” Mandi said, looking down at her clothes.

Her black attire had concrete dust all over it, making it appear more gray than anything else. Bobbi Jo wasn’t in much better shape. For that matter, all of us were quite filthy. Well, that’s what happened when working with concrete.

I stood there for a moment with my hands on my hips, looking at our handiwork. “You know, going from beer and sex to working with concrete is one hell of a switch,” I said. “Can we go back to the beer and sex?”

Mandi giggled and hugged my arm. “Maybe you can hop in the shower with me.”

“Us,” Bobbi Jo said firmly, grabbing my other arm. “I think your shower is big enough for it.”

“Mine definitely isn’t,” I said, looking down at them. Ugh, they were so damn gorgeous it was unreal.

“Maybe we can upgrade your trailer one day,” Bobbi Jo said.

I looked around us, frowning as I thought. “You know, if I knew how to do stuff like plumbing and electrical, I’d say we should just build a nice big house here. Something better than the trailers. Although I suppose there isn’t a huge need for that.”

“Heh. Add it to the list,” Bobbi Jo said.

She was right. I had a lot of plans for this place, and it was going to take a long time to get them done. I needed to focus and do things one at a time. Well, this new addition was probably the best place to start.

“Let’s take a break and clean up,” I said. “Once this concrete sets we can start on a new building, right here. Something better than what we currently have.”

“We aren’t tearing down the forge, are we?” Mandi asked, turning to look at it.

“No, not at all,” I said. “It’s still usable, although I’d like to do some upgrades. But as we grow and start building new stuff, we’ll move into this new building.”

“Maybe you can build my car in there,” Mandi said, looking up at me with a smile.

“Maybe,” I said with a grin. “I do need to get to work on it.”

“Later,” she said, pulling on my arm. “Let’s go shower, first.”
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I watched Blerg operate his bulldozer for a moment. He had mostly roughed out the banked corner in the few hours we had been relaxing, and now began working on the straight after that. The man worked remarkably fast. He had started on the straight, where he was digging out a few inches of dirt for the entire length. Gravel would be pushed into that trench when he was done, and eventually we’d pave over it.

“You know, I think we need to change the way we’re doing some things,” I said as I turned back to Mandi and Bobbi Jo. I offered them my arms and they took them, then we walked together away from the forge. The path we took curved by the racetrack before going near the big field.

“How so?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Well, I think I’ve mentioned this before,” I began. “Or at least I was thinking it. Can’t remember if I told you all yet. But instead of doing all this work to fix things up from the junkyard, I realized that Denzel can just buy certain things and bring them in here. Instead of fixing up all these junkyard cars, we can buy newer ones that we know run.”

“Good,” Bobbi Jo said. “Because we didn’t find much that was useful in the junkyard. Honestly, I think we already have all the good ones here.”

“I still want my hearse,” Mandi said firmly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll get started on it tomorrow,” I told her. “I promise. And we have a few cool cars here, but it makes more sense to buy something that already runs. Once we get a bit more money, I think I’ll have Denzel start bringing stuff in here.”

My tablet vibrated so I pulled it out and checked it.

Hey. Uhh, not to be weird or anything, but can you make some progress on leveling already? I feel like you’ve forgotten about me. And after everything I’ve done for you.

I grunted. “Eh, sorry about that, Charlie. Life is just busy these days. I promise tomorrow I’ll finish a quest, okay?”

With that, I tossed the tablet away. It disappeared about a foot away from my hand.

“Come on, let’s go,” Mandi said, pulling on my arm.

We continued down the dirt path as we left the forge. Honestly, I felt great, and it wasn’t just because I had like four beers in me and had just gotten laid. Walking hand-in-hand with both Bobbi Jo and Mandi was awesome, especially since I knew where we were going.

Blerg waved to us as he continued moving dirt with his bulldozer. We waved back, admiring his handiwork.

“I feel like he’ll have that done in two days,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, the easy part is just about done,” I said.

A horn honked in front of us and we stepped aside. Denzel drove into the area in another dump truck. He turned and entered the field, then dumped another load of gravel onto the ground.

“So, what do you want to buy?” Bobbi Jo asked. “You aren’t messing with my Camaro, are you?”

“Nah,” I said, swinging our hands. “I mean, I’ll make it faster, but it’s still yours.”

“Good,” she said with a nod of her pretty head. “I want it faster. Gotta beat you, after all.” She smiled up at me.

“The more I think about it, the more I just want to relax,” Mandi said. “Your party bus idea was great. I think we should go that route.”

“Can I still supercharge it?” I asked.

Mandi shrugged. “Of course. I just want to chill with a drink and some music.”

“Hard to argue with that,” Bobbi Jo said. “Even though I just want to go fast.”

“What are you thinking about for the others?” Mandi asked.

“Chloe wants a wagon, so she’s getting a wagon,” I said. “I want to keep her and her kids safe, so I’ll make sure to put a rollbar in it. And we all need helmets, while we’re at it. I’ll just add that to the list, so Denzel can pick it up.”

“What about Wynter?” Bobbi Jo asked. “Oh, please tell me you’re getting her a white car. Any other color would be a crime.”

I laughed. “White car with a white interior,” I said. “I’ll have to check with her and see what she wants. Same with Destiny. I think Denzel is getting one, too.”

“Is he gonna race us?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“I think so, yeah,” I said.

We arrived at Mandi’s trailer and I let them ascend the stairs before me. Mandi opened the door and we all walked inside.

“Clothes off,” she instructed. “Nothing gets dirty in here except my thoughts.”

I looked around the inside of her trailer as I stripped down. She had painted the walls crimson red and the trim black. Black velvet curtains covered the windows, and her couch was black as well. Even the carpet was a shade of dark gray that matched everything without being overbearing.

“You gotta get some color in here, babe,” Bobbi Jo said, looking around.

Mandi pointed at the wall. “I have color. Red is a color.”

Bobbi Jo laughed. I grabbed both of their hands and pulled them toward the bathroom. After only a few steps they hurried by me, their bodies jiggling and bouncing in the most delightful manner as they ran.

By the time I entered the bathroom they were already kissing. Their arms were wrapped around each other, and Bobbi Jo slid the fingers of one hand into Mandi’s hair, gripping it tightly. That drew a soft moan from her, and when Bobbi Jo sent her other hand down to grab Mandi’s ass, her moan intensified.

“So, where do I fit into this equation,” I said, standing in front of them.

Before I could say anything else, they both dropped to their knees in front of me. Mandi got there first, so she took me into her mouth, sucking as hard as she could. Bobbi Jo reached down, running her hand along Mandi’s ass and squeezing it while speaking in her ear.

“That’s it,” Bobbi Jo said to her. “Suck that cock like a good girl.”

Mandi moaned around the head of my dick, then went back to sucking. Bobbi Jo kept squeezing her ass with one hand, and her other went to the base of my cock, gripping it and squeezing it. She looked up at me, excitement making her cheeks flush.

The more those two played with each other, the more Bobbi Jo got into it. She was slowly leaning into a sort of dom role with Mandi, who definitely enjoyed being her sub.

As for me, I just stood there and enjoyed their work. Mandi’s head bobbed back and forth, and she let out a sharp moan when Bobbi Jo brought her hand back and spanked her. Hell of a show.

After a few minutes of that, they switched places. Bobbi Jo wrapped both of her small hands around my cock and sucked on the end like it owed her money. Mandi caressed her back and kissed her neck the whole time.

“You look so beautiful with his cock in your mouth,” Mandi whispered into Bobbi Jo’s ear. “I wanna watch you swallow every drop.”

Honestly if they kept it up, that was going to happen, and soon.

“Mmmmm, but I need to get mine, too,” Bobbi Jo said, looking up at me. “What say we run to the bedroom?”

I barely waited for her to finish before turning and hurrying across the hall. I took a flying leap onto the bed, then rolled onto my back. By the time I pushed myself back onto the pillows, the other women were already there.

They both crawled onto the bed, giving me sultry looks as they grabbed onto my cock. Bobbi Jo sucked on it a few times first, then continued crawling up my body as Mandi took over.

“I hope you’re hungry,” Bobbi Jo said, grinning at me as she straddled my face.

I tell you, I was in heaven. Bobbi Jo’s thick thighs on either side of my face and my tongue running up and down her pussy while Mandi sucked me off. It was hard for things to get much better than that.

But of course, they did.

It didn’t take Mandi long to want more, and soon after she straddled me and sank down on my cock. She began riding me hard and fast while I lapped at Bobbi Jo’s clit. My hands were on Bobbi Jo’s ass, squeezing it as I ate her out, but I let my hands move back to Mandi after a few minutes. I grabbed onto her cheeks and squeezed them, helping her bounce up and down on my cock.

Bobbi Jo bent over and ran her fingers through my hair, holding my mouth against her pussy. “Are you gonna get my girl pregnant?” she asked me. “Fill that little pussy of hers with your cum?”

“Mmmmph,” I answered. Well, she probably knew what I meant.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Mandi said, riding me even harder. “Fuck my pussy, David. Put your baby in me!”

While we had clearly discussed how getting her pregnant wasn’t an option, and I knew she was using her birth control tattoo, there was something primal about getting the gorgeous woman pregnant. It lit a fire inside me that I didn’t know was even there.

I tried to shout her name as I came inside her, but Bobbi Jo was doing a good job of smothering me with her pussy. Well, no complaints. I held onto Mandi’s hips tightly the entire time.

“Oh, yes!” Mandi shouted, grinding herself against me. “Fill me up, David.”

“Gods, I want that next,” Bobbi Jo said between heavy breaths. Moments later she orgasmed as well.

We had come into the trailer to take a shower, but the three of us wound up lying there on the bed, holding each other for another ten minutes. Once we were recovered, we finally went back to the bathroom to clean up.

“I wish all showers turned into that,” Mandi said, hugging me tightly.

“Can’t say I disagree,” I said to her.

Bobbi Jo shot me a grin. “I’m next,” she said with a wink.

I turned the water on and waited a moment for it to heat up. Once it was good and toasty, the three of us hopped in the shower together.

Now usually that would be a crowded affair, but fortunately they were four feet tall. That definitely helped things, although it still probably took twice as long to shower as it should have because we were mostly playing around in there. We eventually behaved, and I helped both of them wash and condition their hair. Overall, it was a great way to spend an evening.

I wound up spending the night at Mandi’s house along with Bobbi Jo. The three of us slept in a tangled mess of arms and legs and Mandi made us breakfast the next morning.
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After breakfast I kissed both women and walked back to my trailer. There was nothing wrong with Mandi’s trailer, but ultimately I always preferred getting ready at my own place, even if it was a forty-year-old trailer.

A nice hot shower helped wake me up, then I made myself some scrambled eggs and a bagel for breakfast. Mandi’s breakfast of fresh fruit was good for her waistline, but bad for my energy levels. I found myself wishing for some coffee, but considering how many women I kissed on a regular basis, that was something I had wisely given up. Orange juice it was.

With a frown, I sorted through my closet. Fortunately, Denzel would be arriving again today with more car parts and some clothes for me. I couldn’t stand how this previous guy dressed. It was clear he had been a total slob.

So, faded jeans and an old t-shirt it was. It was a work day, so I really didn’t need to look nice, but I felt I could do better than this guy.

Once everything was done, I tossed a few clothes in my washing machine, turned it on, and left my trailer.

The weather was great that day, as it always seemed to be. It was almost like this Protection Zone was stuck in early fall weather. I had been told that we did in fact get seasons in here, but I definitely wouldn’t complain if it stayed like this.

As I walked down the path , I decided to make a b-line to see Jim. If things went well, we’d be finishing up our grenade launcher today so I wanted him to be ready. Once we confirmed the enchantments worked, he’d have to do it two dozen more times.

“Man, this place is looking better,” I said to myself as I walked up to his tiny trailer.

The yard had been mowed, the path itself had fresh gravel on it, and Jim’s work table outside was neat and clean. It was amazing what getting laid would do to a man.

I knocked on the door and took a step back. He’d probably need to make us some gasoline as well, so I’d ask for that while I was here.

“One second, honey!” Jim said from within the trailer. His voice sounded muffled.

“Uh oh,” I muttered.

The door flung open and Jim stood there, covered from head to toe in a black gimp suit. We stared at each other for a moment, both of us shocked. Jim reached up and unzipped the mouth of his suit.

“Shit, I thought you were Brandi Lynn,” he said, closing the door a fraction. “What do you need?”

I ran my fingers through my hair and turned my head to the side. Man, that was awkward. “Just letting you know we’re testing the grenade launcher today. If all goes well, I’ll bring the rest of the grenades over for you to enchant.”

“Cool, cool,” he said, standing there with his hands on his hips. “Anything else?”

“Yeah, sorry to ask but if you could make us some more gasoline that would be a big help,” I said. “High octane stuff, since we’re building race cars.”

Jim huffed. “Okay,” he groaned.

“Alright, see you later,” I said, quickly turning away.

“Tell Brandi Lynn I’m ready for her when you see her!” he called out after me.

I just waved my hand over my head and hurried away. Hopefully today would be a busy day so I could unsee all that.

As soon as I stepped onto the corner of the field and veered over to the path that led to the forge, I found myself smiling. It looked like Denzel had been hard at work. Four small mountains of gravel had been piled in the middle of the racetrack. Blerg was already there, moving dirt around with his bulldozer. Paying him to work on the racetrack had been an excellent idea. I waved to Blerg as I walked by and he acknowledged with a wave of his own.

Our new concrete slab was drying, which was good to see. The edges were set and dry, so I could remove the wooden forms. I knew the entire thing would need to sit for about a week before any real work was done on it, though.

“Hey, Charlie,” I said as I pulled out my tablet. “Can you make me a crowbar?”

Hey there, old friend. I thought you had forgotten about me. I’ve just been sitting here all alone in a puddle of my own tears.

I sighed. “As I told you, I’ll be finishing at least one quest today. I promise. Now, can you make me that crowbar?”

So needy.

Charlie made a noise of irritation, but a crowbar suddenly fell to the ground. I tossed the tablet away and grabbed the crowbar, then began prying the wooden forms off. It took a bit of work, but no one else had arrived at the forge yet so it was a good way to help me pass time.

As I was dragging the boards away, Mandi and Bobbi Jo showed up. It looked like Bobbi Jo had borrowed some clothes from the goth girl, as they were both wearing unrelieved black. Mandi was in tight black shorts and fishnets with a cutoff black t-shirt that had a small cat-eared skull on the chest.

Bobbi Jo wore a short black denim skirt, also with black fishnets and boots. Up top she wore a black tanktop. Both of them had their hair in braided pigtails. Mandi held a black lace parasol over her shoulder to provide shade for both of them. After a moment I noticed both women wore small black backpacks.

“Good morning, my loves,” I said as I walked up to them.

We met beneath the forge roof and kissed each other. They each took me by the hand and we stood there for a few seconds, idiots in love.

“I missed you,” Mandi said, pulling me in for another hug.

“We just saw each other half an hour ago,” I said. “And we spent the night together.”

Mandi shrugged. “I still missed you.”

I smiled down at her. “I missed you too. “And you, Bobbi Jo. By the way, you both look great.”

Bobbi Jo took a step back and turned in a circle. “You like it? Mandi picked this out for me.”

“Trying to get you into decent fashion,” Mandi said, smiling over at her. “Now I just need to get you into butt stuff,” she added quietly.

“She had us listen to Nine Inch Nails after you left,” Bobbi Jo said as she walked back up to me and hugged me. “Fun music. I like it. It’s so different from what I’m used to.”

“So, what are we doing today?” Mandi asked.

“Oh, just another work day,” I said. “I have a few ideas that I want to rough out, but I think I need to increase my skills before I can really do them. Once everyone gets here though, I want to test the grenade launcher.”

“Oh, the GAPE?” Bobbi Jo asked.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Yeah. The GAPE.”

“Ohhh, that’s exciting!” Bobbi Jo said, clapping her hands. “What are you going to gape with it?” She giggled.

“Uh, probably a tree,” I said. “Sorry, no exciting answers here. We’re just gonna blow shit up and make sure it works correctly.”

I glanced over to the side and saw Wynter approaching. Her white hair was back in a ponytail, and she wore a snug-fitting white t-shirt and white pants. Man, I was really digging this color coordination thing some of them were doing.

“Good morning, Wynter,” I said to her as she walked up to us.

“Good morning,” she said, walking up to hug me. She stretched up onto her toes and I bent down to kiss her.

I walked over to a table on the side of the forge where the grenade launcher rested. Brynleigh Mae’s engraving really added an element of professionalism to it. I spent a minute looking over the grenade launcher, rubbing my thumb along several edges to feel for burrs and sharp points. I was hoping this thing would sell for a lot of money, so I wanted it to be perfect.

“Well, hey there,” Bobbi Jo said.

I turned and saw Brynleigh Mae approach. She wore low-rise jeans that were tight enough to look painted on, with a cutoff Megadeth t-shirt. Her teal hair was in a ponytail.

Walking next to her was Brandi Lynn, who wore a miniskirt so short I kept catching glimpses of her pussy with each step. Up top she wore some kind of lace-up vest thing, with her massive breasts straining the fabric.

“Make me proud,” Brandi Lynn said, kissing her daughter on the cheek. She winked at me and walked up to give me a friendly hug, then turned and walked away from the forge. Half of her ass was visible beneath her skirt.

“Not working today?” I called out after her.

“I’m definitely working,” Brandi Lynn said over her shoulder. “Or maybe I should say I’m getting worked. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Denzel is here.

“Oh, Denzel is here,” I said, tossing my tablet away. “I’ll go check with him real quick.”

“You’re gonna want to give him an hour or two,” Brandi Lynn said, grinning at me.

“Gross, mom,” Brynleigh Mae said.

“Don’t be jealous!” Brandi Lynn called out.

Brynleigh Mae angrily opened her mouth, then closed it and took a deep breath. She stomped up to me. “David, I’m gonna say something weird. Just warning you.”

“Uh, okay,” I said.

“I know you slept with my mama,” she said. “Just like I know it was a one-time deal and you two don’t touch each other anymore so things aren’t weird between you and me. And I appreciate you choosing me over her. But whatever you two did, I’m gonna need you to do even more to me. If you’ll forgive me for just using you, I need you to do that so I can put her in her place. She keeps subtly bragging about how she’s done more with you than any other woman, and it only took her one night.”

Mandi turned to me and put her hands on her hips. “Is that so?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Uhhh,” I said. “Rayla made a potion. It helped.”

Bobbi Jo crossed her arms and frowned. “Well, I feel kinda left out. Why don’t we get potions, too? Are we not good enough?”

“I didn’t know about it,” I said. “Brandi Lynn just brought it and said Rayla made it for her.”

“I’m gonna have her make an extra strength one for me,” Mandi said.

“I go first!” Brynleigh Mae said, stomping her foot. “This was my idea, don’t you take it from me.”

Mandi rolled her eyes. “Fine.”

“What are y’all talking about?” Chloe asked as she walked up.

“Oh, wow,” Mandi said, looking at her.

“Wow, indeed, I found myself saying.

The thickly curved redhead wore another sundress; this one pale blue with dark blue flowers. As expected, she was practically busting out of it. Her large breasts were barely contained by the top of the dress, and the roundness of her ass made it so anytime she bent over, it would be exposed. She carried something in her hand, but held it behind her back.

“You look incredible,” I said as Chloe walked up to me. I kissed the top of her head, but she reached up for me and pulled me down for a real kiss. It lasted quite a while; long enough that some of the other women walked away. Well, except for Mandi. She probably wanted to join in.

“What was that for?” I asked as she leaned her pretty head against my chest.

“I’m just grateful for you,” she said.

After a few seconds of that she backed away and took a deep breath. She looked up at me with her big blue eyes and held something in front of her. It was a wreath, small and green.

“What’s that?” I asked. Behind me, I heard Mandi gasp.

Chloe knelt in front of me and laid the wreath at my feet. “I accept your proposal,” she said, looking up at me. “And I promise to be the best wife I can and support you at every turn.”

I blinked. What was going on? When I had given each woman one of those glowing flowers I had inadvertently asked them to marry me, as those flowers were used for proposals in their world.

I reached down and offered her my hand. After pulling her to her feet, she embraced me again.
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We stood there for a moment, just holding each other. Mandi clapped, and Bobbi Jo wiped a tear from her eye.

“Can someone explain this to me please?” I asked. “I thought we were already engaged.”

“You were engaged to her,” Mandi said. “She accepted, and now she’s engaged to you. It’s a two-way street, you know. Now you both just have to confirm it and seal the deal and it’ll be official.”

Chloe still held me tightly. I gently stroked her bright red hair. What confirmation was she talking about? Did I just have to say it?

“Uh, I accept,” I said.

Well, that apparently had been the right thing to say. She squeezed me even tighter, then practically climbed up me like a ladder so she could kiss me. Chloe and I had flirted a few times and even kissed, but this was new. Her tongue was down my throat and her hands all over me. She worked her hips around, grinding herself on me.

“Here,” she said, pulling me over to the anvil. She sat on it and spread her legs, and of course she wasn’t wearing any panties beneath that sundress. Of course.

Before I could even ask what was going on, Mandi and Bobbi Jo pulled me over toward Chloe. They tore at my clothes, and within a matter of seconds my shirt was off and my pants were around my ankles.

“Get him ready, girls,” Chloe said.

Destiny walked up at that moment, looking as good as ever. She wore a simple pair of denim shorts, not too tight but they showed off her delicious curves. Her pink tank top matched her hair. She looked like she was going to ask what the hell was going on, but then she saw the wreath and instead covered her mouth with both hands.

“Oh, it’s wonderful!” Destiny said, rushing up to us. “Oh, let me be part! I want to help!”

“We all have to learn to share him, so everyone should help,” Chloe said, still staring me in the eye.

I wasn’t sure what was going on, but it quickly became apparent. Mandi dropped to her knees in front of me and began sucking me. Only seconds later, Bobbi Jo replaced her. Once Destiny moved in, Mandi began licking Chloe’s pussy, getting her nice and wet.

“Come here,” Chloe said, reaching out for me.

I was in a bit of a daze and still didn’t fully understand what was going on, but I wasn’t going to say no to sex with a beautiful woman. The others guided me over to Chloe and I entered her. I already felt halfway there so I wanted to go slowly for a bit, but they kept pushing on me and encouraging me to go faster. Chloe reached around and grabbed me by the ass, pulling me into her.

It was the strangest thing ever. I had experienced threesomes and group sex with these women, but this was different. It was just me and Chloe, but everyone else acted like cheerleaders, trying to get me to cum as quickly as possible.

Chloe pulled my face down to hers and we kissed each other deeply. I squeezed on her ass and pummeled her, thrusting so hard and fast it felt like I was running a mile. It didn’t take me long to get close.

“Do it,” Chloe said, pulling back a few inches so she could watch me penetrate her. “Cum in your wife’s pussy, David.”

I shouted her name as I came inside her, which really did the trick. Her fingers tangled in my hair and she moaned “yes, yes!” against my lips as I pumped my load inside her.

“Holy shit,” I said, breathless. I held Chloe tightly against me. After all that, I was only a little surprised when I saw her wipe a few tears from her eyes.

Mandi rubbed my back like a proud parent. Bobbi Jo and Destiny hugged the both of us. Wynter came up and combed her fingers through Chloe’s hair.

“So, I’m assuming that was the confirmation,” I said.

“Yes, baby,” Bobbi Jo said, gently stroking my arm. She saw the confusion on my face and continued explaining. “Now your engagement is complete. You’re married in all but name. We have four months to plan the ceremony and you’ll officially be husband and wife.”

“And I couldn’t be happier,” Chloe said. “You’ve been so nice to me and the boys since the day you arrived. I promise to love you and care for you for the rest of our years.”

I just stood there, still inside her, hugging her against my chest. Having sex with all these beautiful women and having them infatuated with me was awesome, of that there was no doubt, but this felt different. More satisfying on a deeper level. Chloe truly cared for me. She loved me. This was something beyond just surface-level attraction. And to be honest, I liked Chloe quite a bit. She was great in every way; beautiful, intelligent, kind, compassionate.

I held her for a while longer and kissed the top of her bright red hair. She sighed happily against my chest.

“So, when should we plan the ceremony?” I asked.

The other women suddenly went silent. I looked around, wondering what I had done wrong.

“We have to plan that ourselves,” Chloe said, smiling up at me. “No one else is allowed to help.”

I frowned. How was I supposed to marry all of these women if I had to plan the ceremonies individually? One big one made more sense to me. Eh, I’d figure it out.

“As much as I could stand here all day holding you, we should probably get some work done,” I said. I kissed her head again and released her.

“Oh, alright,” Chloe said. She pulled back but took my hand in hers for a moment.

“Everyone’s here, right?” I asked, looking around.

“Yeah, everyone except for my whore of a mother,” Brynleigh Mae grumped. She pursed her lips and frowned. “Eh, I shouldn’t call her that. Let her have her fun. It’s not my place to judge.”

Bobbi Jo leaned her head to the side. “But you’re her daughter. If you can’t judge her, who can?”

Brynleigh Mae nodded. “You’re right. Revenge first, always. I can heal in hell.” She gave me a firm look. “Later today you and I are gonna plan what you’re going to do to me.”

“Okay,” I said with a shrug. I’d have to be an idiot to refuse that. “But going back to what I was talking about, let’s test this thing out.”

“Ohhh, who’s getting gaped?” Bobbi Jo said, walking up to the table that held the grenade launcher.

I ran my fingers through my hair. “Uhh, a tree?”

“Boring,” Mandi said, crossing her arms.

“You say that now. Just watch,” I said as I picked up the grenade launcher.

They had done an excellent job on the thing. The stock was sized just right and fit snugly against my shoulder. It was a simple design, just a single shot break-action rifle. I pushed in the spring-loaded button and pushed the barrel down, which opened the chamber.

“Here, my love,” Chloe said, handing me one of the aluminum capsules we had turned into grenades. A bit of red paint on this one marked it as a tester.

“I hope you’re watching this, Charlie,” I said to myself as I walked out of the forge.

The women all followed behind me, except for Chloe, who walked next to me. After a few seconds, Mandi moved up and walked on my other side. I knew she was a bit jealous of Chloe, but she was doing a great job containing herself.

Blerg plowed the dirt in his bulldozer on our left. He had made excellent progress, but in the end he was only one man. I was simultaneously skeptical of how quickly he could finish it, and impressed at the breakneck pace he was setting for himself. I was going to have to talk to Denzel about our next steps once he was free.

We walked a good distance away from the track to ensure Blerg would be safe—plus I didn’t want to blow up our racetrack, come on—and stopped about a hundred yards away from the treeline.

“Alright, is everyone ready?” I asked, turning to the ladies.

“Sure,” Mandi said.

“Do it!” Brynleigh Mae shouted.

“Okay, everyone take a step back. We’re testing this thing for the first time, so I don’t know what to expect.” I looked over the grenade launcher.

“I expect you to be less of a pussy, shoot the damn thing!” Brynleigh Mae shouted. Next to her, Wynter laughed.

“Oh, fine,” I said.

I turned and faced the treeline, then brought the launcher up to my shoulder. We had welded small metal beads atop the barrel, so I centered the front one between the two rear ones and aimed a little high. I didn’t know how powerful the propulsion system was or how much the grenade would drop, so I just wanted to be safe. After a deep breath, I steadied myself and pulled the trigger.

The hammer struck the rear of the chamber and the grenade shot out of the barrel with an audible thoooom. Before I could even blink, it struck a large tree about ten feet above the ground and exploded.

“Holy shit,” Bobbi Jo said. The other women gasped.

The fireball wasn’t large, just a brief ten-foot ball, but the percussive blast was downright imposing. I felt it through my chest even at that distance of around a hundred yards.

The tree didn’t fare so well. The grenade had exploded upon impact, just as designed. It struck the tree about ten feet in the air and completely shredded it, sending everything above that toppling to the ground.

I looked over and saw Blerg standing on his bulldozer, watching us. I gave him a thumbs up, which he returned.

“Well, I’d call that effective,” I said, then pulled out my tablet. “Hey Charlie, not sure if you were paying attention, but I just finished two quests at once. A new and improved weapon and better explosives.”

I know, and I’m so excited! If I had nipples they’d be rock hard right now! For a moment I thought you had forgotten about me. Good to see you back to working.

I tossed the tablet away, telling myself I’d level up later. I started to turn back to the forge, but Chloe handed me a second grenade. Her eyes caught the morning sunlight and glittered as she smiled up at me.

“Might as well be certain,” she said.

With a grin, I pushed the button and broke the launcher, then pushed the second grenade inside. After closing it, I held it to my shoulder and aimed at another tree. This time I aimed about chest height, then pulled the trigger.

Once again, I noted that the grenade didn’t really drop any. It was a surprisingly flat trajectory, which I attributed to Jim’s magic. I was going to have to give him a raise or something. Also once again, where it struck the tree it absolutely destroyed it. The section at the impact site was simply vaporized, and the top part of the tree crashed to the ground.

“God damn,” I said, looking down at the grenade launcher. “Even without the gross enchantment, this thing is awesome.”

“Yeah, you can really gape the enemy with that BBC,” Bobbi Jo said matter-of-factly.

“Oh, don’t you start,” I warned her. “Denzel’s already doing that.”

“What?” Bobbi Jo asked. “BBC is our company name. Burning Bullets Company.”

“Yeah, but—” I rubbed the bridge of my nose with a thumb and forefinger and sighed. “Ah, nevermind.”
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Everyone agreed that the test proved the grenade launcher was an overwhelming success. I mean, it was hard to do better than that; the explosives combined with Jim’s magic made for one hell of a blast, which meant it would spread the disgusting blood vomit enchantment rather far. It would be absolutely devastating on the battlefield.

An added benefit of the propulsion system being magical was that the recoil was very slight. That made the weapon easy to fire. The trajectory was flat as well. All in all, it was an excellent weapon.

“Should we make a case for it?” I asked, mostly just thinking out loud.

“Already done,” Wynter said with a smile.

“I knew there was a reason I liked you so much,” I said to her. She blushed.

I turned and walked back to the forge and motioned for everyone else to follow me. Together we walked as a group across the massive field. Blerg was still bulldozing the ground, which was good to see.

Once back at the forge, Wynter walked off to the side and grabbed a leather sheath for the grenade launcher, sort of like the rifle holsters cowboys would put on their horses. Well, a hardshell plastic case would be better, but this was what we were capable of so it would do.

“Thanks, honey,” I said to her.

The grenade launcher slid right into the sheath thingy, and I noted it even had loops on the side for some grenades. Probably better to put those in a safe case, but it was a nice touch nonetheless.

“Now we just have to give it to Denzel to sell,” I said.

“I think that’s him in the distance,” Destiny said, pointing off to the side.

I looked where she was pointing and saw him in the distance. As he drew closer I saw he wore a Lakers jersey and a pair of baggy cargo shorts. He wiped sweat from his forehead a few times on his way to the forge.

“Hey everybody,” Denzel said as he walked up. He unshouldered his duffel bag and set it on the ground, then plopped on the couch. “Man, I need something to drink. Any of y’all got any water?”

“Just beer in the fridge,” I said.

“Even better,” he replied.

With a laugh, I walked over to the fridge and grabbed a beer. When I walked back I tossed it to him and he caught it one-handed.

“What was that I heard a few minutes ago?” Denzel asked. “Was that y’all?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That was our grenade launcher. We just used our tester grenades, but the rest of them have a blood vomit enchantment on them. I think there’s still one more tester grenade in the box so whoever buys it can try it out.”

Denzel took a long pull from the can of beer and just stared at me. “Blood vomit?”

“Yeah, this one’s actually really straightforward,” I said. “The grenades explode and blow everything to shit and spread the enchantment really far. Anything that isn’t killed by the explosion gets hit with the enchantment and they start puking blood all over the place. Uh, I think the eyes bleed, too.”

“Damn right, they do,” Wynter said with pride in her voice.

Denzel shook his head and muttered something under his breath before downing more of his beer. “Man, y’all got me drinking in the morning. You know what my mama would say about that?”

I shrugged. “Well, what if you showed her how much we paid you?”

He took another sip. “Yeah, she’d be good if I showed her that.”

“Alright, what else do you have for us?” I asked, rubbing my hands together. We were at a point in time where Denzel was bringing us awesome things on a daily basis, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

He opened the flap of his duffel bag and glanced inside. “Eh, lots of car parts and shit. I did some research for some of those cars like you told me and picked up some extra stuff.” He glanced over at Chloe. “Got some nice clothes for your boys, too.”

Chloe ran over and hugged me. “I love you so much,” she said. “Thank you for always thinking of my sons.”

Denzel blinked. “But I’m the one that bought—ah nevermind. Got a few things for the racetrack, too. More concrete. I think you’re gonna have both Blerg and me employed full-time at this point. I ain’t been this busy in years. Decades.”

“That’s all good to hear,” I said. “Where should we start?”

Denzel jerked his head to the side, indicating the concrete foundation we had poured the day before. “Probably over there. Got a bunch of blocks and bags of mortar. Might as well get that over with.”

He finished the rest of his beer while me and the gals walked over to the concrete foundation. It was mostly dry, but I instructed them not to walk on it for a week, as the concrete needed to cure.

Once Denzel came over he unzipped his duffel bag and set it on the ground. We all took turns reaching inside and grabbing concrete blocks, then stacking them neatly to the side. It was tiring work and some of the women complained about their hands hurting, but we moved fast and had it done in under an hour. Denzel dumped two dozen bags of mortar mix next to the stacks of concrete blocks.

“Man, you’re building this all professional and shit,” he said, looking from the blocks to the concrete foundation. “Being in here, I’d make it real open, with a high roof and some fans. Get a breeze, like some shit I saw down in the Caribbean."

“Even better,” I told him. “We’re gonna have air conditioning.”

He nodded slowly. “Aight. Aight, I feel you. So, what’s gonna happen to the old shit?”

“Ah, the forge will always be there,” I said. “I mean, it works just fine, and it’s nice to have a reminder of how we started. I just gotta figure out how to get Riley over here to help us making some more daggers and swords.”

“Good luck,” Bobbi Jo said. “She’s quite the bitch.”

Mandi harrumphed and crossed her arms. “To put it mildly.”

“I figure we’ll keep part of the forge as a sort of break room,” I continued. “Probably build a small partition to keep any sparks from getting on the couch. But that way we’ll always have a place to relax and play video games or watch movies or something.”

“Sounds like you got a good plan, man,” Denzel said. “Aight, let’s go put this shit over by the track.” He glanced over in that direction and frowned. “Actually, I’m just gonna keep this in here until we have a place to put it. Still gotta pour some more foundations and shit.”

“Time for car stuff, then,” I said.

“Yeah, yeah,” Denzel said, rummaging through his duffel bag. “Aight, let’s go uhhh, over there. To that little Corolla.” He chuckled softly under his breath. “Racing a goddamn Toyota Corolla.”

“Well, we won’t really have to worry about anything breaking,” I said.

He looked at me for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah. Good point.”

“So, any volunteers to work on this car?” I said when we arrived at the Corolla.

Bobbi Jo was too busy checking her Camaro next to us. Mandi didn’t know much about cars, and I didn’t think Wynter did as well. Or Chloe, for that matter.

“Where’s Brandi Lynn?” I asked, turning to Denzel. “Is that a safe question to ask?”

He grinned. “That chick is freaky, man. I ain’t never done a double—” he looked over at Brynleigh Mae and cleared his through roughly. “Yeah, she’s probably just cleaning up. She’ll be here soon.”

“I know a bit,” Destiny said.

Chloe stepped up next to her. “I don’t know a ton, but I learn quickly.”

Denzel began pulling parts out and setting them next to the car. Most of them were in boxes, which made it considerably less exciting. I knew what most of the parts were though, so I felt like a kid in a candy store.

“What’s all this?” Mandi said, walking up and poking one of the boxes. Wynter also looked through things.

I grabbed one of the flaps on the box and tore it open. “This, my dear, is a stainless steel racing header. This old Corolla is rear wheel drive, which is great for a racecar, and it’s super reliable, which is also good, but it’s slower than molasses in cold weather. So we’re gonna fix that. Well, as much as we can.”

Denzel pulled a set of wheels and tires and set them on the ground. The tires were already mounted on the rims, which helped things quite a bit.

“Oh man, you found some old Minilite wheels!” I said. “That’s gonna look so good on this little car.”

Bobbi Jo pulled a Momo steering wheel from a box and held it in front of her like she was driving. “Okay, this looks like fun. I think I wanna help build this car too.”

“And this,” Denzel said, grunting as he pulled a four-point rollbar from his duffel bag. He set that on the ground next to it. “Next!”

We all looked at each other for a moment. “Uh, which one is next?” I asked.

Denzel shrugged. “I was waiting for you to tell me.”

“Uh, got anything for my car?” I asked.

He shook his head. “You gotta give me another list, my man.”

I nodded. “Right, I’ll do that after this. How about Mandi’s hearse?”

“Yeah, we can fix up that old Cadillac,” he said. “Come on.”

Bobbi Jo, Destiny, and Chloe stayed to work on the Toyota while the rest of us walked across the junkyard to Mandi’s hearse. The giant behemoth of a car sat there like a monument, large and imposing.

“Man, I still think you need to put a bangin’ stereo in that thing,” Denzel said to me.

“Agreed,” Mandi said. Denzel high-fived her.

“I was thinking of some sort of party bus,” I said. “Rip all the stuff out of the back, put a couch along one side and a TV and mini fridge on the other. Something like that. I guess a good stereo would be an integral part of that.”

“I got you,” Denzel said. “Next time I’ll bring some stereo shit. What exactly is this? Like, what precise year?”

“Uh, 1994 Cadillac Fleetwood Hearse. You should know that, you just bought parts for it.”

Denzel laughed. “Yeah, I ‘spose. Just making sure. Some parts fit multiple years, though. That can make it a little tricky to find stuff. Got springs from an Impala SS, which should help. Some heavy duty shocks as well, and a few things you requested. Here, lemme show you.”

He reached into his duffel bag and pulled out a small mountain of parts and boxes. Springs, small boxes, large boxes. A booster seat, so Mandi could actually drive it. A few rather large crates that held the supercharger. And a set of seventeen-inch wheels to top it all off.

“I love it!” Mandi said, rushing up to hug Denzel.

“Finally, some respect,” he said, patting her on the back in a platonic manner. “I’ll bring your stereo tomorrow. The TV, too. And let’s be honest, a few more car batteries. We’ll make it so you can watch movies and listen to music for four hours without any worries of power.”

“Should we put a solar panel on the roof to help with that?” I asked.

Denzel shrugged. “Beats me.” He turned and looked at the car. “You know with that flat roof, that’s probably a good idea. Yeah, I’ll get one for it. You won’t even see it when you’re done.”

“Hell yeah,” I said. “Make sure you get a car for yourself once our track is done so you can race with us.”

He grinned at me. “Already got one picked out. But let’s talk about that track.”
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Mandi leaned against the fender of the hearse. “Like I said, you guys race. I’m gonna drink a martini in my party hearse and watch you.”

Denzel looked at her for a moment. “Damn, mama. Sounds like you got it all figured out.”

Mandi grinned. “Doing my best.”

Denzel turned to me. “Okay, so I did some reading and some asking, and there ain’t no easy way to do the racetrack. Like, the asphalt that goes on it.”

“Yeah, I was afraid of that,” I muttered. “Come on, let’s go back to the forge.” We started walking there.

“Our best bet is just to buy an asphalt paver,” he said. “It ain’t cheap, but that’s really the only way to get it done. And to be honest, I’m pretty sure Blerg can work the thing.”

“So, how much is that gonna cost?” I asked.

“That’s the thing,” Denzel said. “New? We talkin’ six figures. But you can get them used for a lot less. I found one for forty grand that’s big enough to do the job and still in pretty good shape. It’s just a little dirty. Okay, it’s really fuckin’ dirty. But it’s an asphalt paver, that happens.”

Mandi whistled loudly.

“Forty grand?” I asked, running my fingers through my hair. “Well, it’s a good thing these knives are selling.”

We finally arrived at the forge. The rest of the ladies were busy working on cars, so we still found ourselves relatively alone.

“Don’t forget the fart sword,” Denzel said. “Oh, speaking of which, I think we finally discovered what the burning diarrhea knives do.”

“Really?” I asked. “You mean, like if the diarrhea was flaming, or if their buttholes were on fire and the diarrhea put it out?”

Denzel nodded. “Exactly. And it’s the doodoo that’s on fire.”

“Interesting,” Mandi said.

“Yeah, that’s a word for it,” I said. “So flaming poop. That’s pretty disgusting, not gonna lie.”

Denzel nodded again. “Yep.”

My brain dwelled on it for another few seconds and my eyes widened. “Oh god. So… So if someone’s wearing pants, their burning sharts will set the pants on fire and they’ll be burned alive in flaming diarrhea. Dear god, that’s terrible.”

Denzel pursed his lips and just kept nodding. “Yep.”

I looked up at him. “Wait, is that what’s happening on the battlefield? Are people burning alive in poop fires?”

Denzel grinned a bit, but looked a little sick at the same time. “Yeah, word is spreading faster than the smell of burning shit corpses. That means the price is going up. But uh, I think entire solar systems want to find you and kill you now. I gotta be careful, too. Some people have been giving me strange looks, so I’ve let word spread that I keep one of these dookie daggers on me at all times and I’m eager to test it out.”

“Well, good thing they can’t find us in here,” I said. “Three cheers for a protection zone. So, what’s our next step? Are you gonna buy a paver and drive it in here?”

Denzel shrugged. “Basically. Well, I need to rent a dump truck and a trailer so I can haul it in here, but otherwise yeah. Oh, and I need to buy the asphalt, too. So it’s a good thing your weapons are selling for a lot.”

“I’ll bet your BBC has never been so appreciated,” I muttered.

Denzel laughed. “And this grenade launcher is gonna make that even better. What’s it called again?”

“Goblin Assault Power Ejector,” Mandi said proudly.

“Goblin Assault Power Ejector,” Denzel repeated. “Gape. Yeah, I like it.”

I walked over to the table in the forge where I had set the grenade launcher, then grabbed it. After handing it to Denzel, I retrieved the small crate of ammo as well.

“Here you go,” I said as I handed him the box.

He carefully set them in his duffel bag. “And what’s the enchantment on this one? Blood puke, right?”

“There’s some eye blood as well,” Mandi added. “And I think from the ears, too.”

Denzel looked into his duffel bag like it held a dozen hungry alligators. “Damn. Hey you know what? You should try to put that burning diarrhea enchantment on some bombs. I’ll bet that would sell for crazy money.”

“Hey, I have a better idea,” I said. “Let’s build our fame on something other than diarrhea.”

Mandi crossed her arms. “Party pooper.”

Denzel shrugged. “Hey, I’m just looking at this from a purely financial standpoint. We’ll see how the blood vomit thing goes over. If it works well, we’ll keep using that. If not, we might need a better enchantment.” He zipped up his duffel bag.

I thought for a moment. “Okay, we can do that enchantment, but only so I can talk about how your BBC gives people diarrhea.”

“Wouldn’t be the first time,” Denzel said under his breath. “Hey, speaking of Brandi Lynn, I gotta see her again tonight. Can I shower at your place?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said. “There’s a little closet in the hallway with extra towels. Just throw them in the washer when you’re done. Oh, let me give you some money to pay for the paver and whatever else you need.” I pulled out my tablet.

“Forty Gs, buster,” Denzel said. “Well, that’s for the paver itself. When all is said and done, it might be twice that.”

“Take it out of the grenade launcher profits,” I said. “And give yourself another ten grand. We couldn’t do this without you.”

Denzel grinned. “Yeah, make sure you don’t forget that. Aight, you need anything else? I’m gonna give some clothes to Chloe and head out.”

I looked down at Mandi, who shook her head. I pulled a small paper list from my pocket and handed it to Denzel. I tried to take note of things I needed on a daily basis. “Here you go. That should do it. Thanks again, Denzel.”

We slapped hands and he walked away, looking for Chloe. He found her working on a car and passed a few bags to her. She squealed with excitement, then hugged him. After looking down at herself and seeing that she had motor oil on her clothes, she rushed home.

“This is exciting,” Mandi said, wrapping an arm around my waist. “We have so much money! And we’re doing all these neat things with it. If it was mine, I’d probably spend it all on band shirts and vodka.”

“And I want to make sure we spend some money on fun stuff,” I said. “But first we have to build our business. Although honestly, I feel like we’re on a good track here. Things are going really well.”

“Now I just gotta marry you,” Mandi said. She looked up at me and winked.

“Yeah, get on that,” I said with a grin. “I did my part. Why haven’t you made me a wreath yet?”

“I am!” Mandi insisted. “It’s just taking me longer. I can’t help it, I don’t know how to weave. Plus… Well…”

“Are you nervous?” I asked quietly.

Mandi pouted. “Maybe.”

“Awww, honey,” I said, hugging her tightly. “You don’t have anything to be nervous about.”

“I know,” she said against my chest. “I know you’ll be good to me. It’s just… We’ve all heard stories from the older women how goblin men can be. They’re terrible. I’m glad Darrell and Cletus will be raised in here, so they’ll be nicer. I think deep down, I’m afraid you’ll treat me like the goblin men treat women.”

“Have I treated you like that yet?” I asked.

“Of course not,” Mandi said.

“Then I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” I said. “And if you ever feel I’m treating you wrong, don’t hesitate to tell me so I can correct myself on the spot.”

She hugged me tightly for a moment. “Thank you, David. I love you. Really, I do. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

I kissed the top of her head and suddenly remembered my tablet. “Hey, let me grab my tablet and level up real quick. Probably should have done this earlier.”

“Oh that’s fine,” Mandi said, smiling up at me. I bent down and kissed her and she continued. “I’m going to run back to my car and open all those boxes.”

“Good girl,” I said, kissing her forehead. I watched her hips sway as she walked away and nearly forgot about leveling up altogether.

“Alright, Charlie,” I said, pulling out my tablet. “By my count, I completed two of your quests. We built a new weapon that looks to be incredibly effective, and built some better bombs.”

Hard to argue with that! You did, in fact, complete two quests at once. I would also like to point out that you took your sweet time doing it. I mean, I was getting bored over here. I half expected you to just stay at level two for the rest of your life.

“In my defense, life is pretty great here,” I said. “But okay, where am I at?”

Well, let’s just go over a few things, shall we? Quest complete! The Basics, But Slightly Less Basic. You successfully created a new and improved weapon by going from enchanted daggers to a fucking grenade launcher. Good on you! I’m sure the thousands of corpses you’ll create will thank you.

I blinked. “Uhh, what?”

Reward: twenty experience. I can’t short you, here. You did a great job and I’m honestly impressed. And let’s be honest here, that was a much better idea than putting a cannon on a Toyota. Seriously, what were you thinking with that?

“Well if it shot enchanted cannonballs it would have worked,” I said. “I mean… Okay so maybe that wasn’t my best idea. But all that matters is what I ultimately built, and that grenade launcher is awesome.”

Agreed, which is why you get the full twenty experience points. Also, quest complete! Try Not to Blow a Finger Off. I was particularly pleased with what you did here. You went from basic-ass pipe bombs to magical grenades enchanted with… what was that, blood vomit? Anyway, good job, champ. I’m curious how you’ll raise the bar next time.

Reward: five experience. You know what? I’m going to give you a bonus five because you did such a good job. And guess what? That brings you all the way to level three!

“Oh sweet, thanks!” I said. “I really appreciate that bonus. And you definitely seem kinda excited about it.”

If you want the truth, I’ve never really had a tablet holder make it this far. They usually died pretty quickly. And after getting stuck in this protection zone, I had given up all hope. Especially after that last dipshit. What a waste of my time.

I nodded. “Alright. I think I’ll put my point in strength again. Can’t really see myself needing the others in here, but being stronger is always better.”

How original! I suppose I’ll have to think of some new quests for you, now. Although you still have a couple early ones lurking about.

“I know, I know. I promise I’ll go talk to that fae dragon either today or tomorrow. I’ve just been busy.”

Anyway, what about your skill points?

I thought about that for a moment, and ultimately decided to put one in Set Charges and the other two in Shining Armor. That made my armor skill my highest, which of course made me want to build something cool.

Okay, champ. Here’s where you’re at now:

David Bennett

Age: 29

Level: 3

Total experienced required for level 4: 40

Species: Human

Hitpoints: 20

Mana: None. I mean, you don’t even know any magical spells.

Strength: 16

Vitality: 10

Mind: 14

Will: 12

Set Charges: 2

Killing is my Business: 4

Shining Armor: 6

I thought for a moment. “Hey Charlie. What does it take to get that War Machine title?”

Level ten. You stay alive and complete enough quests to get up there and it’s yours. Or, if your creations are the cause of a major battle victory, I could possibly be persuaded to grant you the title earlier. But you’d better get to work, champ.

“Good to know. Well, at least I have a goal, now.”

I tossed the tablet away and thought about armor and weapons as I walked over to the other women.
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Seeing Destiny and Bobbi Jo bent over the side of the car was pretty awesome. I just stood there for a moment, smiling like a dirty old man as I watched them wiggle and squirm while they tried to reach bolts.

The driver’s side door opened and Wynter popped out. She saw me standing there and smiled.

“Oh hey, David!” she said.

Bobbi Jo and Destiny turned around, and I could tell by their sly looks they immediately knew what I had been doing.

“Checking us out?” Bobbi Jo asked, cocking her hips to one side. Well, that certainly made things worse. Better. Whatever.

I shrugged. “Yeah. Not even gonna try to deny that one. You’re all just so damn beautiful.”

Destiny gave me a long smile. “Well, I know we should be working on some more weapons, but we’re actually enjoying this little car. The engine is small so there’s plenty of room under the hood. Care to help us?”

“Sure,” I said, walking up.

I stood next to Destiny and checked the engine. It was a bit dirty, but everything was there. We had verified that the car ran the other day. It just needed a major tuneup and some go-fast parts and it would be ready for thrashing.

“Okay, where are you at?” I asked.

“Right here,” Destiny said, pointing to the front of the engine. “We’re just removing the stock part so we can put this header on. Some of these bolts are pretty tough for us.”

“Yeah, I can help with that,” I said, looking at the bolts between the exhaust manifold pipes. I looked over at the ratchet they were using and thought for a moment, then pulled out my tablet. “Hey Charlie, can you make me a steel pipe, about one inch in diameter and a foot long?”

Sure thing, champ.

A few seconds later the pipe appeared and I handed it to Destiny. She held it in her hands and looked a question at me.

“What, do you want me to beat the engine or something?” she asked.

“Nah, slip this over the end of your ratchet,” I explained. “It’ll give you more leverage.”

“Oh, good idea,” Destiny said.

Using that, she was able to break loose the rest of the bolts. Bobbi Jo crawled beneath the car and began unbolting the rest of the exhaust system, until the whole thing fell. We separated it in the middle, then pulled it from beneath the car.

After that, we started installing the header. The polished stainless steel looked a bit out of place on the dirty car, but hey, that’s fine. We were racing a 1981 Toyota Corolla, so who gave a shit?

“Alright, while you ladies continue doing that, I’m gonna get started on our next grenade launcher,” I said.

I walked over to the forge and looked at the TV and Nintendo for a moment. Man, I could really go for a cold beer and a video game at that moment. But instead, I went over to the forge, where Brynleigh Mae was waiting for me.

“Hey, gorgeous,” I said, bending down to kiss her soft lips. “Think I can get some help with the next grenade launcher?” I kissed her again.

“Well sure, as long as you’re asking that way,” Brynleigh Mae said.

I took her by the hand and walked all of two steps over to the table in the forge, then pulled out my tablet.

“Hey Charlie, remember that pipe you made me? The one that was a gun barrel?”

Of course I remember! And I was so proud of you for making that weapon, especially when I did half the work.

“Yeah, can you make me a few more?” I asked.

Sure, give me a moment.

I kissed Brynleigh Mae one more time, then a steel pipe appeared on the table. We kept kissing and a few minutes later, two more pipes were suddenly there.

“Alright, I suppose we should get started,” I said, finally pulling away from her.

“No fun,” she said, pouting.

“Hey, I’ve got some music I want you to hear,” I said as I walked over to the forge and stacked some wood in it. Using my magical tattoo, I created a fire in my hand, then held it against the wood until it was smoldering. It was about time I started using that thing more regularly.

“You mean, now?” she asked.

“Nah, later. Tonight, maybe,” I said as I stepped back from the fire. I used my fire tattoo to add a bit of strength to the fire, and surprisingly it worked. Well, that was cool.

“Tonight? Are we going on another date then?” Brynleigh Mae asked, stepping up to me.

“I mean, we should,” I said. “I like you, Brynleigh Mae. I’d take you on a date every single night if I could.”

She beamed a smile at me. “Careful there. You keep talking like that and I might start actually liking you.”

From the corner of my vision I saw Mandi watching us from behind a car. Sneaky as always, and more than just a little bit jealous.

“I just want to make sure I’m treating everyone right,” I said to Brynleigh Mae. “Managing this many girlfriends is tough, so I’ll make mistakes. But I’m doing my best. Oh, and don’t tell her I said this, but I’m planning a surprise for Mandi.”

Mandi’s long ears perked up and I pretended not to see.

Brynleigh Mae shot me a grin. “Is that so? What’s the surprise?”

“Ah, it’s a secret,” I said with a wink. “Just make sure you don’t tell her anything.”

“My lips are sealed,” Brynleigh Mae said, then put her hands on her hips. “Actually, they’re a bit leaky. You might need to plug them with something. I have a few ideas.”

I laughed. “Let’s get started on this grenade launcher and we can go over some of your ideas.”

Brynleigh Mae smiled at me and grabbed a piece of steel, then tossed it on the fire. I turned on the hair dryer, which really got the flames burning hot. It didn’t take long for the steel plate to start glowing orange.

She brought the hot steel out to the anvil and held it with a pair of tongs—finally tongs and not a pair of pliers—and began carefully shaping it with taps of a hammer. She worked methodically, like a true artisan. It was fascinating to watch her.

“You’re good at this,” I said. “You should do this for a living.”

She gave me a wry look. “Watch it, mister. I’m holding a hammer.”

She went back to working the steel but I decided to change the subject. I wanted to talk to her about something her mother had once told me about.

“Hey, you liked to read, right?” I asked.

After a few more whacks with the hammer, she set it down and looked at me. “Yes,” she said carefully.

“And you read a lot of romance books, right?” I asked.

Her cheeks colored. “Among other things, kind of. Yeah.”

“Relax, I’m not judging your taste in books,” I said. “I wanted you to try to write your own book.”

She blushed even deeper and grabbed her hammer. “I don’t think I can do it. It’s too hard. I’d have to remember all the character names and personalities and I feel like I’d just get everything mixed up.”

I nodded. “Uh huh. So, how many stories have you started?”

She looked down and tapped her hammer on the anvil a few times. “Four. I think I have good ideas, I just overthink them. I keep rewriting them, then I get frustrated and stop. I have so many notebooks filled with ideas.

“Well, let’s get you a computer,” I said, trying to remember the technological limitations of this Protection Zone. “No more scribbling things in a notebook. You can keep it all in a folder on your computer, and we’ll have you back it up regularly so you never have to worry about losing stuff.”

Her eyes widened and she dropped the hammer. “A computer? What would I even do with one of those? I mean, besides the obvious. Book writing.”

I shrugged. “I dunno. Play Oregon Trail, I imagine. Or Doom. Oh, that could be fun. You guys don’t have the internet in here, which is probably a good thing from some angles. But that limits what you can use it for. But even just using it for writing books will be great.”

“I always wanted a typewriter,” Brynleigh Mae said quietly. “Mama was trying to save her money to buy me one, but it’s so hard to make any in here. At least, until you showed up.”

“This’ll be way better than a typewriter,” I said.

She beamed a smile at me. “I’m gonna write a story about a human man and a goblin woman falling in love.”

“Oh, original,” I said.

“And they’re gonna go to heavy metal concerns together all the time,” Brynleigh Mae continued. “And shotgun beers and race cars and blow shit up in the woods.”

“Sounds like a good story,” I said. “I’d read it.”

“And they’re gonna fuck each other’s brains out every third page,” she said with a proud smile.

“Hmm. Yeah, I’d probably still read it,” I said. “Just make sure you leave a little room for plot.”

“Plot?” she scoffed. “Who needs plot when you have hot goblin women?”

“Okay, you got me there. Well, I’ll give you some advice I’ve read from other authors: go ahead and finish your first book. Just write it and get it out of the way. Your first book is always terrible; that’s one thing most authors seem to agree on. Finishing it is the hardest part, so once you finish one, you can learn from the process and start a newer, better one.”

She frowned. “Well, that doesn’t sound like fun,” she muttered. “But I see what you mean. I’m already nervous about finishing a story. I’d be worried to death that it would suck total ass. And who would read it?”

“Uhh, maybe Denzel could contact a publisher and get you some kind of deal,” I said, mostly just wondering aloud.

Brynleigh Mae gasped and her voice went up an octave. “Really? Do you think I could do that?”

“Well, yeah,” I said. “I don’t see why not. Write a story or two, even just short ones, so you can learn how to finish it. Have one of your friends in here read it and give you constructive feedback. After that, start writing more stories.”

“Mama would be so proud of me if I got my book in a bookstore,” she said, then suddenly grabbed her hammer. She looked away so I couldn’t see her blush. “Hey, let’s get back to work. I want to get a lot done today. Maybe I can brainstorm a new story tonight.”

“Perfect,” I said. “I might be able to help you. If nothing else, you can run your ideas by me and I can let you know if they grab my attention or not.”

She stepped up to me and kissed me, then went back to work. “Thanks, David,” she said.

“Glad to help,” I told her.
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It really was quite entertaining to watch Brynleigh Mae work with a hammer. I had only seen stuff like that on television in my previous life, so seeing someone work with steel so quickly and expertly was incredible. She grabbed more steel and began shaping other pieces until all three were the same.

“These will be the upper receivers,” she explained. “I’ll need you to make more of those springs for me, but I can do the rest.”

“I wonder if we can get that fae dragon to help with these,” I wondered out loud.

Brynleigh Mae huffed. “Go ahead and try. She lives over by William the troll. Just be careful, you might lose a finger.”

“I keep hearing this about her,” I said. “I think it’s time I go see for myself.”

Brynleigh Mae barked a laugh. “Ha! You might want to bring a knife with you.”

I waved it away. “Eh, I’ll be fine. Back in a few.”

I left the forge and walked over toward the Corolla, since it was in the general direction I was going. I reached out and slapped Bobbi Jo on the ass, bringing a yelp out of her, then grabbed Destiny by the arm and pulled her in for a quick kiss.

“Where are you going?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“I’m gonna go see Riley and get her to work on our forge,” I said.

That brought frowns out of everyone. “Be careful,” Destiny warned.

“I’ll be fine,” I said. I leaned over and kissed Wynter on the forehead, then kept walking.

I moved through the junkyard and wound my way between cars. After a minute, Mandi suddenly appeared next to me.

“Whatcha doing?” she asked.

“Heading over to find this fae dragon,” I replied. I reached down and took her hand in mine, which brought a huge smile out of her.

“Just be careful, she tends to be aggressive,” Mandi said. “There’s a reason no one goes over there. Well, William does sometimes. I think they’re friends.”

“What’s she like?” I asked.

Mandi shrugged. “Hard to say, as I’ve never interacted with her. All I’ve heard is that she’s aggressive and no one can get close to her.”

I reached down and scooped her into my arms. Mandi squealed and threw her arms around my neck, then kicked her feet excitedly.

“I love it when you do that!” she said.

“Hey, I love you,” I said, kissing her. “Just wanted to say that.”

She snuggled her head against my neck. “You can say every hour on the hour and I’ll never get tired of hearing it.”

I kissed her head. “You should come over tomorrow morning for breakfast. I’ll make us something nice. Well, as nice as I can with what I have in my fridge.”

“Gladly,” she said, hugging my neck. “I wish I could be there right now.”

“I mean, same,” I said. “But I gotta get stuff done.”

Mandi pouted for a few seconds, then kissed my neck. “Want me to wait for you at the edge of the junkyard?”

“Nah, go back to the forge and get something done,” I said. “Maybe you and Bobbi Jo can make another dagger or a fart sword or something. Brynleigh Mae is working on the next grenade launchers. Go earn us some money. So we can hot rod your hearse.”

She squeezed my neck again. “That car is so perfect for me. I can’t thank you enough.”

“Ah, no thanks needed,” I said. “I’m enjoying this. Plus, it’s nice to see a smile on your pretty face.”

“You’re too good to be true,” Mandi said, then finally released me. She slid off me and walked a few steps, then stopped. “Alright, I’ll go back and get some work done. Maybe I’ll do like you said and work on another knife with Bobbi Jo.”

“Try not to take too many breaks to eat her pussy,” I said, meaning it as a joke. Eh, kind of a crude one.

Mandi paused. “Uh, I totally wasn’t going to do that.”

I raised an eyebrow at her.

“Okay fine!” Mandi said. “I was just gonna do it for a few minutes. I can’t help it; she’s so pretty.”

I laughed and pulled her into a hug. “Do it all you want, my love. I just want to make sure we’re staying productive. We have big dreams here, and we have to sell a lot of weapons to pay for those dreams. Think of it this way: two more knives will pay for your car to be finished.”

“Ohhh, that’s a good way to put it,” Mandi said, crossing her arms. “Okay yeah, I like that. I’ll mention that to Bobbi Jo and I’ll bet it’ll get her working in no time.” She stretched up on her toes and kissed me. “Love you.”

“Love you, honey,” I said.

I left the junkyard and found a small path that led away. Following that, I entered a thin forest behind the junkyard and kept walking. The path gradually curved to the right as the foliage on each side thickened. Some of the trees back here looked ancient, with trunks three and four feet in diameter.

On my left side the trees thinned out and a small clearing appeared. Within that clearing was an interesting house: it was far too large, and made from logs. The roof was thatched with large overhangs, and a massive stone fireplace was at one end. Much of the house had open walls to let the breeze through.

William the troll was relaxing in a rope hammock strung between two upright poles. He gently swung side to side while holding a carton of orange juice. Initially I thought he was asleep, but then I realized he was just relaxing. One of his eyes opened as I approached his house, but he didn’t rise from his hammock.

“What do you want?” he asked, sounding only half as grumpy as usual. He raised his head slightly to watch me.

“Enjoying the orange juice?” I asked.

William sighed and laid his head back. “It’s incredible. I haven’t been this happy in a long time.” He twisted the cap off and downed the last of the carton, then crumpled it and dropped it on the floor next to another empty one.

“Glad you’re enjoying it,” I said, briefly wondering if he would like pineapple juice as well. Considering all the time I was spending with the ladies, I should probably stock up on pineapple juice.

“So, why are you here?” William asked. “Do you need me to pick something up for you?”

“Nah,” I told him. “I’m actually here to see Riley, the elder fae dragon. I’ve heard she can be… problematic at times.”

William stretched his long arms over his head, then tucked his hands behind his head and yawned. “Eh, she’s fine. She’s noisy, but that’s it. I play with her sometimes and she’s used to me. But if she’s ever feeling aggressive I just bring her a bone.”

He pointed and I followed his finger. A pile of old bones sat just outside the corner of his house. I walked over and grabbed one, trying not to think about what kind of strange animal it had once been, then raised it in a gesture of thanks.

“So, just continue down this trail?” I asked

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Down there a bit and on the right. Can’t miss her.”

“Thanks,” I said, tossing up the bone and catching it.

It resembled a thigh bone from some animal, as best as I could tell. It was about a foot and a half long and mostly straight. Sort of like a cow femur but not nearly as thick.

The forest thickened again as I began walking down the road. There was a certain quality to the trees and bushes around me that made me think they hadn’t been touched by human hands in years. Or troll hands, or goblin hands, for that matter.

Birds chirped and squirrels chattered at me as I walked past. Of course, the squirrels were the wrong color and the birds were like nothing I had ever seen before. In the end, I was in a completely alien environment that just so happened to resemble what I was used to.

The trees began to thin up ahead, just as they had when I approached William’s hut. But as I walked closer, I noticed something rather disturbing: burn marks on a few trees. It looked like they had been blasted with fire and charred black. Well, that didn’t make me feel very safe.

“How big is this dragon anyway?” I wondered aloud as I glanced at another burned tree.

Well, the burn marks weren’t that high off the ground, so she probably wasn’t huge. At least, I hoped.

The path had odd markings in the dirt and after a moment I realized they were footprints. Claw prints, to be more accurate. And while the feet didn’t seem overly large, the claw marks were rather disturbing.

I stopped for a moment, taking in the charred trees on my right. The air didn’t smell like a forest fire, so I didn’t think any of those marks were particularly fresh. Well, that made me feel slightly better.

At least until I saw a tree that had been shredded halfway through the trunk, like a giant cat had sharpened its claws on it. I stepped closer and took note of how deep the claw marks were in the hard wood. Whatever this elder fae dragon was, her claws were clearly a formidable weapon. Also the fact that she could very clearly breathe fire.

“Hello?” I called out, but not too loudly. I didn’t want to draw too much attention to myself, but then again I didn’t want to startle her and have her freak out and set me on fire.

“Hello?” I said, slightly louder. “Uhh, Riley? Are you there?”

I couldn’t help but feel all of this was a bad idea. Well, my tablet had set me up to this, and he didn’t seem to want me dead, so that gave me a bit of peace.

“Please don’t get me killed, Charlie,” I muttered as I stepped closer to a large field on my right.

Half of the short grass had been charred black, just like the surrounding trees. I stopped, leaning against the final tree before entering the field.

A large pile of rocks stood in the center of the field, arranged in such a way that they created a bit of a cave. I tried to look into the hole in the front but my tablet buzzed and interrupted me. I pulled it out, slightly annoyed.

“What?” I asked.

Hey, try not to die in there, champ.

I rolled my eyes. “Thanks, Charlie.”

After tossing the tablet away, I took a deep breath and walked onto the field. It was time to meet this dragon.
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A thin stream of smoke drifted up from the opening in the cave. Well, that certainly did nothing to make me feel any better. I gripped the bone in my hand tightly and hoped I wouldn’t have to use it as a club.

“Hello?” I called out. “Riley?”

Before I could react, she burst forth from the cave, roaring and snarling at me. I leaped back and held the bone in front of me as if it could shield me. Dust and dirt flew through the air, obscuring much of her.

Aggressive was an understatement. She rushed closer to me, roaring at the top of her lungs, then sent a streak of white-hot fire just to my left. Her roar was loud enough to vibrate my chest, and she snapped her sharp teeth at me a few times.

What caught me off guard was her size. I had been expecting, you know, a dragon. Something big, with a long neck and bat-like wings.

But instead, Riley was smaller, maybe a little bigger than a large dog. Definitely less than two hundred pounds, although her long tail gave her the illusion of more size. Instead of reptilian scales, she was covered with something that almost looked like prismatic feathers. No, not quite feathers. I didn’t really know what they were. But they were mostly white and shimmered through an entire rainbow when they caught the light.

While her limbs were rather lizardlike, she had typical dragon wings folded against her back. I couldn’t see much of them since they were folded, but they looked like typical dragon wings, albeit covered with fine feathers.

Her face was fairly dragonlike, with small, webbed ear wing things. She had a long snout, exactly as I expected, but once again covered with a mixture of pale skin and short prismatic feathers.

I raised both hands, making the bone that I held very clear. After a moment Riley seemed to notice this and calmed down a bit. She growled deep in her throat and watched me with shimmering blue eyes, but at least stopped roaring and shooting fire.

“Do you want this?” I asked, raising the bone higher and holding it in front of me.

Riley’s demeanor suddenly changed. Her tail lashed a few times and her clawed fingers dug into the ground. She stared at the bone like it was the most important thing in the world, her eyes moving with my hand as I drew it back.

“Here you go!” I said as I tossed the bone thirty feet in front of me.

She turned and bolted toward the bone, scrambling across the ground like an oversized iguana. Clods of dirt and soil flew through the air as she ran, and her teeth closed around the bone.

“Holy shit,” I said to myself as I knelt down. “You’re like a damn golden retriever."

Riley turned and watched me for a bit, her tail still lashing side to side. I realized she was wagging her tail.

“Come on,” I said, holding a hand out.

Her eyes were filled with caution as she slowly approached me. She let out a few more growls and dropped the bone, then bared her teeth. Yeah, those things were nasty. They were like alligator teeth, but serrated on the sides like shark teeth.

“Do you want me to throw it again?” I asked her, slowly lowering my hand closer to the bone.

She roared and snapped at me and I moved back a step. Fixing me with that piercing stare, she sent a stream of smoke out of her nostrils. Some kind of warning, I figured.

“Easy there,” I said, keeping my voice calm. “Trust me, the last thing I want to do is hurt you.”

My heart pounded in my chest, and I reminded myself that she seemed to be just trying to scare me. Well, mission accomplished.

I slowly extended my arm, reaching out and grabbing the bone. She growled again and I paused, then picked up the bone. Her demeanor changed again the moment I raised it. Her tail lashed and she opened her mouth, letting her long reptilian tongue loll out.

Fortunately, I had grown up with a dog, so I figured I knew what to do. I pretended to throw the bone twice, then paused for a moment as a thought pushed its way into my skull.

Throw it!

Was that her? Was the dragon talking to me in my mind, or was I hallucinating?

Throw it throw it throw it!

I blinked and shook my head. Yeah, pretty sure that was the dragon. I threw the bone good and far. Riley scrambled across the ground again, sending dirt and grass flying as she raced toward it.

“Come on, girl!” I said, patting my thighs excitedly.

Again!

It took me a moment to confirm, but I became certain that was the fae dragon speaking with me telepathically. I suddenly wondered if she could understand me.

“Riley?” I asked.

Her head perked up and twisted slightly to the side.

“Your name is Riley, correct?” I asked.

Riley. My name.

It wasn’t words that popped into my head, but thoughts, emotions, and feelings. My brain automatically put words to them. But I could tell that I had to keep things simple with her.

“David,” I said, touching myself. I then pointed at her. “Riley.”

No reaction. She just wanted me to throw the bone.

“May I touch you?” I asked, holding my hand out. I ran my hand over my hair for a moment, as if I was petting myself, then extended my hand toward her. She didn’t move, so I took a step forward.

The slight dip of her head told me she was accepting me. Her ears went down a bit as well, so I carefully reached out and let her smell my hand.

“Okay, good girl,” I said, trying not to wince.

Her breath was like dog breath, but two hundred degrees. After a few seconds of that I slowly reached forward and ran my hand over the top of her head. Her posture was accepting, but stiff. After a few gentle head rubs, she took a step closer to me. I could still feel the hesitance in her, but she was quickly warming up to me. I reached down and held the bone in front of her and she carefully bit it while still allowing me to pet her.

“So, do I have a pet dragon now?” I wondered aloud. “Do I need to—”

I cut off as she suddenly flopped onto her side. She raised her front paws and looked at me expectantly. Well, I knew exactly what to do there.

I slowly knelt down and began rubbing her chest, then her stomach. Her feathers were soft but had a feeling of strength to them. They didn’t hurt my fingers at all, but I had a feeling if I tried to break one I wouldn’t be able to do it. It was a rather curious feeling.

“So, I had a question for you,” I said, standing up.

Riley immediately pushed herself to her feet and bumped into me, then rolled onto her side again. I rolled my eyes and knelt down so I could rub her tummy again.

“Okay, I’ll rub you for a while,” I said.

In the end I needed to win her over, so this was probably the best course. Besides, I was petting a dragon. How many people could say they’d done that? Riley was a real dragon. Yeah, a bit derpy, but still, a dragon.

“So, somehow I need to convince you to breath fire on our forge,” I said to her. “What if I gave you some treats?”

Except, what kind of treats did dragons eat? I figured meat of some kind. I tried to think of what was in my fridge and came up short. Pretty sure she wouldn’t want any ravioli. Mac and cheese was out, too.

But wait; I had beef jerky in my cabinet! I crossed my fingers and hoped that would work.

“Okay girl, let’s see if I can get you to come with me,” I said, standing up.

She flipped onto her feet and rubbed her long, sinuous neck against me and I reached down and scratched behind her strange, webbed ears. Her eyes closed halfway and she slowly raised her head, so I knew I had found the sweet spot.

“Are you hungry?” I asked her, then motioned like I was putting something in my mouth. “Do you want to eat?”

Images flashed in my mind of small forest creatures and birds. She was showing me what she wanted to eat.

“I don’t have any of that, big girl,” I told her, rubbing the top of her head. “You’ll have to make do with some beef jerky. I’ll see what else I have. Do you want to come see?”

Her tail lashed from side to side and she walked with me a few steps. As we drew closer to the edge of her field, she hesitated and then stopped.

“Come on,” I said, reaching out to her. “Come on, girl.”

She raised her chin and sat on her haunches. Yeah, she wasn’t moving. Looked like I would have to convince her to leave somehow.

“Alright, I’ll be back in a few minutes,” I said. “Try not to set anything on fire.”

She began chewing on the bone as I left. A few seconds later I heard a crunching noise as she snapped it in half. That sent a shiver up my spine. It was a reminder that no matter how doglike she was, she was still a dragon capable of biting me in half.

I walked down the path and eventually passed William’s house/hut thing. He was still reclined in his hammock, holding a carton of orange juice as if it was made from solid gold. I waved at him, but he seemed to be asleep.

It didn’t take me too long to get back to the junkyard. I wound through the cars, seeing what all was there so I could get some ideas. Nothing hugely special. I saw the old Porsche 944 that had caught on fire. Its seats had sacrificed their leather to be our first knife handles. The front half of an old Foxbody Mustang was there as well. Maybe that could provide an engine to swap later.

Mandi walked up to me in a manner that suggested she had been waiting for me. She seemed excited to see me, more so than usual.

“How did it go?” she asked, reaching out and taking my hand. “You’re still alive, so I’m assuming things went well.”

“Yeah, everything was fine,” I said. “She’s kind of like a dog.”

“Dog?” Mandi asked.

“Yeah, they’re animals back from my world,” I said. “Great pets, loyal, but protective. If they don’t know you and you come near them, they’ll growl and bark up a storm to scare you away. But they’re quite gentle once you get to know them.”

Mandi nodded. “That makes sense. No one goes near Riley because she roars and tries to set them on fire. How did you get around that?”

I shrugged. “I brought her a bone and played fetch with her for a few minutes. That won her over pretty quickly. In fact, I’m heading back to my trailer to get some meat or beef jerky or something to lure her down here.”

“Because you want her to heat up the forge, right?” Mandi asked.

“Yeah,” I replied. “Apparently if we make a sword while she’s heating the coals, it’ll turn the steel into fae steel, which is worth a ton. So I figured it’s worth a try, especially since it’ll cost me nothing but some beef jerky.”

“Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out,” she said.

“I damn sure hope so. One way to find out.” I turned and cut a path across the junkyard. “Let’s go to my trailer to get some food.”
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Still holding hands, we walked down the rows of junky old cars. I pointed out an old Chrysler Imperial and laughed at Mandi’s reaction.

“It’s huge!” she exclaimed. “Why did they ever make a car so big?”

“Luxury,” I said, sounding like a salesman. “Experience the smooth ride and safety of this massive land yacht. You’ll own the road, mostly because no one else will be able to fit.”

“What is it even good for?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Here? Nothing, really. Terrible platform for a race car and we can’t use the engine. But yeah, it’s an interesting car. Back then, people saw giant cars with soft suspension and plush seats as luxurious, so there you go.”

“It’s damn near as big as my hearse,” she said, shaking her head.

We walked past an old Camry that had the front end smashed to pieces and kept going until we were out of the junkyard. That stroll definitely solidified my thoughts on our car situation: fixing some of these was definitely possible, but it would be easier for Denzel to just buy them back in my world and drive them into the Protection Zone.

“So, you’re just going to get some food?” Mandi asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “Whatever I have that she’ll eat. Beef Jerky. I might have some chicken in the fridge. We’ll see what I’ve got.”

We walked past the path that led to Jim’s trailer and I almost tried asking him, but ultimately decided against it. Considering last time I went to see him he answered the door in a gimp suit, I figured I was safer avoiding him for the time being.

When we got to my trailer, I opened the door and held it for Mandi. She smiled at me as she walked up the stairs. Once inside, she immediately went to the couch and sprawled out.

“I love how soft this is,” she said, bending her legs. “I could lie here all day.”

I knew she was probably trying to lure me over there, and honestly I could go for some of that. But, I had things to do. So instead I went to my cabinets and began looking through them.

“Jackpot,” I said, grabbing two bags of beef jerky. “Hopefully she doesn’t mind all the salt.”

“What’s that?” Mandi asked, perking up.

“Beef jerky,” I said as I opened the fridge. It was mostly preprepared food and leftovers. Nothing that was really good for a dragon. “Alright honey, let’s go,” I said to Mandi.

She pouted for a few seconds and flopped on the couch, lying there like a wet noodle.

“But I wanna have sex,” she whined.

“I know and so do I, but let’s get some stuff done first,” I said. “Besides, I promised Brynleigh Mae I’d take her out tonight.”

“I feel like you’re so busy dating everyone else,” Mandi said, sitting up with a huff. “You don’t have time for me anymore.”

I took a few steps closer to her. “Honey, we spent last night together after a threesome with Bobbi Jo.”

Her pouting lessened. “I know, I know. I just wish I could spend all my time with you.”

I walked up and kissed her on the forehead, then helped her to her feet. “I get it. And I promise we’ll do something soon. But right now, let’s go see this dragon.”

“Are you trying to… surprise me or something?” Mandi asked.

Ah, yes. I had almost forgotten that I had said that on purpose so she would hear. Well, now I had to think of an actual surprise. Eh, something would pop up.

Maybe, maybe not,” I told her as I took her by the hand. I pulled her onto her feet and kissed her. “If I told you I was planning a surprise, it would ruin the surprise.”

She frowned and slapped me in the hip, not very hard though. “You’re no fun.”

“Oh bullshit, I’m tons of fun,” I said. “I mean, I’m pretty sure I have a pet dragon now.”

“Okay, that makes me curious,” she said. “Let’s go see this girl. You sure she won’t bite?”

“Nah, she’s fine,” I said.

I grabbed my bags of beef jerky and pulled Mandi to the door. Once we left I took a quick glance around my front yard, making a mental note of some things I still needed to do to my place. After that we walked down the trail and made our way to the path that led to the forge.

The ladies were hard at work there, with Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo working on what looked to be a new sword and the rest of the women working on the old Corolla. Blerg’s bulldozer pushed through the dirt, carving out the track based on my tire marks. It looked like Denzel had brought in more gravel when I wasn’t looking.

“Man, things are going really well,” I said to Mandi as we entered the junkyard. Destiny saw us walking by and waved. I blew her a kiss.

“With the weapons?” Mandi asked.

“With everything,” I said. “Yeah, our weapons are doing great. Thanks to Jim’s enchantments, we’re making a ton of money. The racetrack is coming along nicely, too. Blerg has been working day and night to get that done. Even our cars are looking good.”

“Can we work on my car today some?” she asked.

“Yeah, sure,” I said. “Let’s get a bit of work done. We just need to replace some of the front body panels, then we can start the fun stuff.”

Mandi smiled and hugged my arm. “I love you, David.”

I bent over and kissed the top of her head. “You too, honey.”

We exited the junkyard and started on the wide trail that led to William’s hut and eventually Riley’s lair. The path curved gently to the right, and after a few minutes we saw the troll, still asleep in his hammock.

“Is he okay?” Mandi asked, looking at him.

“Oh yeah, he’s just passed out,” I said. “He really loves orange juice. I don’t fully understand it but he gets damn near orgasmic for that stuff.”

“I should be more creative with my shopping lists,” Mandi said. “We’ve pretty much employed Denzel full-time. I should take advantage of that and have him buy me better stuff with my cut.”

“I mean, there’s no reason not to,” I said. Ultimately, she was right. I should be eating filet mignon every day instead of hamburger helper.

The path curved further to the right, then began to straighten out. I recognized the clearing in the distance so I knew we were close. Once we got to some of the burned trees I pointed them out to Mandi.

“Look here,” I said, pointing at the scorched bark. “It’s like the bark was just powderized by the heat. It’s not even burned like from a normal fire.”

Mandi looked concerned at that. “Uhh, are you sure about this, David? I don’t want roasted goblin girl to be on the menu tonight.”

“Eh don’t worry, I’ll eat you up anyway,” I said, then made biting motions at her. She laughed. “Nah, we’re fine. Just follow my lead and try not to act too scared.”

We drew closer to the field and finally stepped onto it. I didn’t have a bone in hand, but I did have my bags of beef jerky. I just hoped it would be enough.

“Here,” I said, handing a bag to Mandi.

I took a few more steps toward the small stone cave and looked around. There was no sign of Riley, so I figured she was inside there. I took a deep breath and called out to her.

“Riley!” I yelled. “Hey, Riley! Come here, girl!”

She appeared in an instant, her chest puffed out and her head high. Immediately after seeing us she roared and scrambled across the ground. It actually kinda reminded me of how a smaller alligator ran, or maybe a Komodo dragon. Which is to say, awkward yet terrifying.

Mandi took a step back and I reached out, taking her hand in mine. “You’re okay,” I told her quietly. “She’s just trying to scare us away.”

“She’s doing a damn good job,” Mandi said.

Riley charged us, sending a stream of white-hot fire just to my left. The heat was enough to singe the hairs on my arm. She roared again and I hurriedly opened the beef jerky package and held a piece out to her.

Well, that changed everything.

She immediately sat back on her haunches, wagging her tail side-to-side and making a strange yipping noise.

“Ohhh, do you want some beef jerky?” I asked, holding the piece up high.

Her ears sat flat against her head and she whined in her throat.

“Here you go,” I said, carefully holding a large piece with two fingers.

Riley snatched it from my hand and devoured it in a single bite. I wasn’t sure she even tasted it, considering how quickly she ate. But fortunately, that completely changed her demeanor. She scooted closer to me, still wagging her tail. Her wings puffed out once in a gesture of excitement, sending a gust of wind across me.

“Wow,” Mandi said. “I didn’t expect this.”

“Give her some beef jerky,” I said, pulling another piece out.

Both Mandi and I held out pieces and slowly fed Riley. She absolutely loved it, and only a few minutes later she was on her side and we were rubbing her stomach. Mandi stared wide-eyed like she couldn’t believe this was real.

“What is even happening?” she asked, looking over at me as she rubbed the dragon’s feathery stomach.

I shrugged. “Life with a pet dragon. Maybe I can build her a little home near my trailer and take her for walks.”

I meant it as a joke, but the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to do it. It was just the right amount of stupid and ridiculous. A pet dragon? Hell yeah.

“Hey Riley, can you help us out?” I asked. Since she communicated telepathically, I tried to hold an image in my mind of her being helpful to us and receiving beef jerky as a result.

Of course, her immediate response was overwhelmingly positive. I figured as much.

“Alright, come with us, girl,” I said, pushing myself to my feet. Mandi followed suit.

Riley scrambled to her feet, still wagging her tail. Man, she really loved beef jerky. Couldn’t say I blamed her. We both scratched behind her ears for a moment and fed her a few pieces to really win her over, then started moving back. She followed us no problem, but stopped when we reached the edge of her field.

“It’s okay,” I said, feeding her another piece.

Scared.

It was a clear message. I wasn’t entirely sure why, but she was definitely afraid of leaving her field. Perhaps it was just her safe zone and she was hesitant to leave it. Well, beef jerky to the rescue.

“Come on, girl,” I said, holding out a piece.

She whined a few times, then cautiously took another step forward. I fed her a piece, then scratched her ears again. Mandi and I alternated feeding her and rubbing her head and we finally got her to calm down and leave the field.

Soon, she was walking between us, looking all around and curiously sniffing the air. Every time she did that, little streams of smoke rose from her nostrils. We fed her small pieces of jerky every minute or two just to keep her happy.

When we reached the junkyard she hesitated again, but some more treats and head rubs solved that problem. She really was like a dog. It was great. I had been afraid I’d be going up some asshole like Smaug that just wanted to horde gold and eat people. Instead, I had a golden retriever that breathed fire.

“Hey,” I said to Mandi. “Go ahead of us and warn the others to stay quiet and out of the way. We just need Riley to heat up the forge for a bit and we can let her go.”

Mandi left and I spent a minute petting the dragon. She leaned her thick neck against my hip, almost knocking me over.

“Alright, are you ready, big girl?” I asked, kneeling next to her. She responded by licking my cheek and I thought my skin would melt off.

I gave her another piece of jerky and carefully led her across the junkyard. It took a while, as she had to smell every single car. She peed on two of them as well. Finally, we approached the forge.

Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo stood there, clearly afraid of the dragon. The rest of the women stood behind the cars, watching us from a safe distance.

Riley growled in her throat so I told her no and rubbed her head again. Once she stopped, she got another piece of jerky.

“Yep, just like training a dog,” I said, grinning. “Definitely making you a doghouse by my place. Or I guess, a dragonhouse. Whatever.”

I led her into the forge proper and waited a few minutes for her to smell everything. At my direction, Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo stepped forward, both holding their hands out so Riley could smell them.

The dragon was a lot calmer now, and seemed excited to experience new things. Especially since most of these new things resulted in beef jerky. I finally managed to lead her over to the forge proper so we could get some work done. Brynleigh Mae set the sword blank in the hot coals.

“Okay girl, I need you to breathe fire right here,” I said, pointing at the steel. She twisted her head as she listened to me. To illustrate my point, I used my fire tattoo to create a small flame in my hand, then blew on it in the direction of the forge.

Riley perked up when she saw that. She looked from me to the forge a few times, then sent a little puff of smoke at it.

“Yes, good girl,” I said, giving her another treat.

That certainly made her happy. With her next breath she sent a gout of flame so hot I had to move back a few steps. Jesus christ, it was like standing next to hell itself. She sent another one and I moved forward and rubbed her head, praising her.

“Good girl, good girl,” I said, leading her to the side. Her tail wagged and I knelt in front of her, scratching behind her ears.

“Oh, wow,” Bobbi Jo said as she grabbed the steel with a pair of tongs. “That much heat should have ruined the steel, but look at it!”

I glanced over and immediately saw what she was talking about. The steel glowed yellow, but had a shimmering look to it, almost phosphorescent. It had definitely changed. She took the steel over to the anvil and Brynleigh Mae began hammering it. I kept petting Riley so she wouldn’t get spooked by the noise.

We did that a few more times, Riley heating the metal while the girls worked it. In record time, they had created a sword blank, much like our previous fart sword, but this one shimmered with rainbow hues. Honestly, it was gorgeous.

“Good girl,” I said, rubbing Riley’s ears. “I’ll have to keep you around.”

“I can’t work this at all unless she heats it,” Brynleigh Mae said. “The metal is too hard. It’s not brittle, though. We’ll have to have her heat it up again when we grind and sharpen it.”

“Fascinating,” I said. “Our first fae steel sword. I’m curious how much money that’ll get us.”
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I ran out of beef jerky, but by that time I was able to just scratch Riley’s ears and keep her happy and content. She sat next to me, tongue lolling out of her mouth, while the ladies continued working on the sword.

She quickly understood our requirement for fire. A few minutes later, Bobbi Jo walked over with the sword in tongs and held it out to the side. After some gentle encouragement, Riley blasted it with dragonfire so they could work the steel again.

One by one, the women approached Riley and got to know her. All their previous fears melted when they realized she was just a derpy dragon that wanted some head scratches and snacks. Pretty soon, Riley was surrounded by half a dozen beautiful women, all petting her head and scratching her neck. She was in heaven.

I walked over to where Bobbi Jo was trying to put the final touches on the sword. The metal was beautiful, being a bit more pale than regular steel and with that faintly shimmering aspect to it. It was certainly more difficult to work though, as nothing could be done unless Riley softened it with her fire breath first.

“It’s ready for grinding,” Bobbi Jo said, holding the sword up so I could see it.

It was similar in size and shape to my previous sword, which I hoped would help it sell. People liked familiarity. Then again, they also liked things that were unique and special, like swords made from fae steel.

“We should put a special enchantment on it,” I said, looking at the way light played on the blade. “Not another fart sword. Something different.”

Bobbi Jo nodded. “I’ll get Wynter to think of something.”

I shook my head. “No, I’ll do it.”

Bobbi Jo frowned. “But you have terrible ideas.”

“Trust me on this one,” I said. “I’ll do us right, don’t worry.”

“Just don’t make it lame,” Brynleigh Mae said as she took the sword from Bobbi Jo. “Come on, Riley. Let’s go put an edge on this thing.”

“Go on, girl,” I said, rubbing her head.

The dragon wagged her tail as she followed Brynleigh Mae over to the Honda Civic grinder. As I expected, the dragon had to heat up the steel with her breath, then Brynleigh Mae ran the edge along the sandpaper-covered wheel. It still took a while, but she was able to put a solid edge on the blade and clean it up nicely as well.

“Denzel’s gonna love this,” I said out loud to no one in particular. “So much money.”

“How much do you think it’ll sell for?” Destiny asked as she stepped up next to me.

I reached down and took her hand in mine. What a cutie. “I’m not sure, to be honest. I don’t know a thing about fae steel. I’ve just been told it’s expensive and damn near indestructible.”

“That’s for damn sure,” Brynleigh Mae said as she carried the blade over to me. “Watch this.”

She held the blank in one hand and grabbed a metal file, then dragged the file across the sword blade. After that, she looked up at me.

“Uhhh, what am I looking for?” I asked.

“The file doesn’t scratch the steel,” she said, and did it again.

“Oh! Oh, yeah, good point,” I said. “Hey, lemme see that thing. I’ve got an idea.”

Brynleigh Mae shrugged and handed me the steel blade. I held it around the tang and walked over to a junked truck with a rusted out bed. Part of me was concerned I might break our new weapon, but I had been told it was strong. I wanted to see just how true that was.

“Here goes nothing,” I said.

I raised the sword blade high overhead and chopped down onto the front fender. The blade easily parted the old steel, hacking three inches into the truck as if it was a block of cheese.

“Well,” I said, wrenching the blade out. “That’s something.”

Bobbi Jo whistled. “Glad I’m not a fender right now.”

Brynleigh Mae stood next to her and crossed her arms. “I dunno, I could stand to be poked a few times.”

They both grinned and I rolled my eyes. “Let’s get a handle on this thing,” I said, passing the sword to Wynter. She smiled at me and I kissed her pretty forehead.

“I’ll get right on it,” she said, taking the sword over to the table where she worked with leather. Seeing this, Mandi walked over and started helping her.

I stood there for a moment, looking around. My hands felt idle. I needed to do something, but I was surrounded by essentially my employees. And they were all wonderful hard workers.

“I should think of something new,” I said to myself. “Some new weapon that only I can work on. Or some armor. Yeah, armor.”

Up until that point, I had only created weapons. Recently, I had increased my Shining Armor skill, which meant as soon as I began thinking about armor, my mind was flooded with information. Suddenly I understood things, like how kevlar was woven into vests, and how tempered steel plates would resist puncturing.

“Who are you talking to?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Oh. Uh, I was just kinda thinking out loud,” I said. “Let’s see, Bobbi Jo is gorgeous and I’m crazy about her. Yep, that’s it.”

“Oh stop it, you goofball,” she said, blushing slightly.

“No. Come here,” I said, pulling her into a tight hug.

I squeezed her against me, not only because her huge breasts felt amazing, but because I just really liked the woman. My blue-haired goddess.

“Remind me to buy some more parts for your Camaro,” I told her.

She hugged me back, squeezing so hard my back popped. “You say such romantic things.”

“Gotta take care of my girl,” I said. “Hey, hurry up and make a wreath for me.”

She blushed hard and looked away. “I will, I promise. That’s just a big step for me. For any of us, really.”

“But you’re all in love with me,” I said. “And now you’re all hesitant to seal the deal. Well, except for Chloe.”

“I know, I know,” Bobbi Jo said.

“With goblins, the marriage bonds us to you, body and soul,” Brynleigh Mae said. She had clearly overheard our conversation.

I thought on that for a moment. “Uh oh. Is that going to create problems for Chloe?”

“No, you’re fine,” Brynleigh Mae said. She walked up on my other side and held my hand. “Being in a Protection Zone severed her connection to her ex. It’s just you two, now.” She glanced over at Bobbi Jo. “Well, you two and the rest of us.”

“Hey, I was thinking,” I said. “Should we all just get married at once? I feel like it makes sense. I mean, there’s so many of us, might as well do it all at the same time.”

Bobbi Jo shrugged. “It does make sense, yeah. It’ll effectively mean we’re all married to each other, though.”

“You mean like you’ll be married to Mandi?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Bobbi Jo said with a smile.

“Not the worst thing,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Bobbi Jo, you can wash the dishes while I fuck our husband.” She grinned.

“Oh you tramp,” Bobbi Jo replied, but she smiled. With her free hand, she rubbed my lower back. “Yeah, we should all talk about that soon. Maybe tonight.”

“I’m supposed to take Brynleigh Mae on a date tonight,” I said.

“I think this might be more important,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Besides, we can consider it part of our date, since we’re planning our future. Or we can just reschedule until tomorrow.”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Brynleigh Mae said. She suddenly smiled. “Also I have some book ideas I want to try to explore.”

I took a deep breath and let it out. “I just want to make sure I’m spending enough time with everyone. It’s tough sometimes with this many people. I don’t want anyone to feel left out.”

“That’s honorable of you,” Bobbi Jo said. She leaned closer and looked up at me. “Listen, David. You’re an idiot man and probably don’t think about this stuff, so I’ll help you out. You and Chloe just had a big moment, so you should go see her. As in right now. She needs to feel special all day. Consider spending the night with her.”

I nodded. “That makes perfect sense. Thanks.”

“At the same time, you need to go see Rayla. She’s going to be a tough one.” Bobbi Jo tossed her dark blue hair over her shoulder and continued. “Rayla is a bit quirky so you’re going to have to put in extra effort to win her over, even though she already accepted your proposal. Getting her to return the favor and make you a wreath is going to be tough.”

“More good advice,” I said. “When should I see her?”

Bobbi Jo shrugged. “Why not right now? Go see her, then go to Chloe. Just go ahead and plan on spending the evening and maybe the night with Chloe.”

I looked around. “But, I need to—”

“Oh come on, we can take care of the forge,” Bobbi Jo said.

“Yeah, we do most of the work anyway,” Brynleigh Mae added. “No offense or anything. You think of the ideas, we build the stuff. That’s kinda how it works. I know we’re building some more grenade launchers, but we’re all waiting for your next idea.”

“Maybe I can talk with Rayla about that,” I said, almost to myself. I looked down at Bobbi Jo and kissed the top of her head. “Thanks, Bobbi Jo. And you too, Brynleigh Mae.” She got a kiss as well.

“Just remember, your ass is mine tomorrow,” Brynleigh Mae said with a big smile. “Or perhaps I should say, my ass is yours tomorrow. So, while you’re talking to Rayla, ask her for another one of those special potions.”

“Deal,” I said and gave her another forehead kiss. “You two are amazing.”

“You should marry us,” Bobbi Jo said with a grin.

“I might just have to do that,” I said, pulling away from them. “So yeah, I guess keep up on the new sword and on the next batch of grenade launchers. Hey, should we make those out of fae steel?”

Bobbi Jo looked over at Brynleigh Mae, who shrugged. “We can, but I don’t think it’ll be worth as much. A sword is a physical thing, you hit things with it. Or people. So it needs to be strong. Making the grenade launchers out of fae steel won’t really improve the functionality.”

“Still might get some extra money for them, though,” Bobbi Jo said.

Brynleigh Mae slowly nodded. “Fair point. It’s certainly worth a try. I mean, what’s the worst thing that can happen? We’ll just wind up with a grenade launcher that has a barrel that’ll never wear out.”

“Yeah, I get it,” I said. “And if we can charge more for it, that’s more money we can put toward our racetrack and our cars.”

Bobbi Jo dusted her hands together. “Alright, that sells it for me. Fae steel everything from now on.” She looked over at Brynleigh Mae and they both shrugged.

“I think it’s a great idea,” I said. “Alright, so you two watch over stuff and I’ll go spend some time with the others.”

“When we see you tomorrow, you had better bring us some fresh ideas,” Bobbi Jo said. She grabbed the blacksmithing hammer to threaten me, but she grinned the entire time.

“Deal,” I said. I moved forward and pecked her on the lips, then Brynleigh Mae again, then left the forge.
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I glanced over at our new construction on my way out. The concrete was curing nicely and would be ready in a day or two for us to start on the walls. I still wasn’t entirely sure how the building would wind up; I was just planning on winging it. To be honest, so far it had worked out pretty well.

Blerg pushed a pile of dirt and sod to the side, then put his bulldozer back on the track. He was making great progress. Like, insanely good progress.

A horn honked in the distance. I figured it was Denzel bringing in more gravel based on the direction it came from, so I just kept walking down the wide path that led to the field.

The horn honked a second time and realized it wasn’t the sound of a semi horn, or a dump truck. It sounded completely different.

“What the…”

I watched as something emerged onto the field. Something big, and shaped like… Were my eyes deceiving me? Was I losing it?

Denzel saw me and turned his ridiculous vehicle toward me, then floored it. It didn’t speed up much, but I could hear the roar of the engine. He honked a few more times, then pulled it to a stop next to me.

I ran my hand over the curved yellow fender, and looked up at Denzel. He had the biggest grin I’d ever seen.

“What the hell?” I asked as I looked over the giant vehicle. I had seen it in photos before, but never in person. Damn thing was big.

He left the seat and pushed open the side door, then raced around to me. He was practically bouncing with excitement.

“What do you think?” he asked me.

I stared at the vehicle for a moment, taking it all in. “Is this really what I think it is?”

“Fuck yeah it is,” Denzel said. “I saw it parked there and knew I had to have it.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “Yeah, but… An Oscar Meyer Wienermobile?”

Denzel threw back his head and laughed. “Yeah!”

I looked at the car, feeling almost in a daze. Yeah, it really was a Wienermobile. The bottom half looked kinda like a hot dog bun and the top had been stylized like a giant frankfurter. It looked like a gigantic rolling hot dog.

“Wait a minute,” I said, turning to Denzel. “You said you saw it parked there. Denzel, did you steal a Wienermobile?”

He shrugged. “I mean, when the driver started chasing me I tossed a backpack out the window. It had like thirty grand in it.”

“You stole a Wienermobile,” I said flatly.

Denzel put his hands on his hips and looked proudly at the rolling sausage. “You damn right I did. And just look at it.”

I wasn’t sure what to even say. It was a damn Wienermobile. A giant rolling hot dog. I mean, it was cool, but we didn’t really need it. Yard art, maybe?

“I’m gonna race this on your track when it’s done,” Denzel said. “One lap, that’s all I ask for. After that we can just park it and laugh every time we see it.”

“I mean… Sure?” I said. Honestly I was at a loss for words. “I gotta be honest, I don’t really like that you’re spending our money on this kind of stuff.”

He looked at me, still grinning. “Oh, don’t worry. We’re doing alright on money.”

“Did you sell the grenade launcher?” I asked.

His grin widened. “Yeah. Word spread and people started bidding on it. Drove the price right up.”

“How much?” I asked.

He just kept grinning at me for a moment. “Hundred and fifty thousand. Mostly because of that enchantment.”

“Holy shit!” I said. “A hundred and fifty thousand dollars?”

“Yeah,” Denzel said. “Now, hurry up and make some more so we can all be rich.”

“Next one will be fae steel,” I said.

Denzel whistled. “I’ll get a quarter mil for each of those. People take fae steel seriously. Some people won’t even use the weapons; they buy them as collector’s items.”

“Damn,” I said. “Well, I need to take care of a few things. Park the Wienermobile wherever you think is appropriate and let me know how the asphalt paver goes.”

“Alright, my man,” Denzel said, slapping my hand.

I left him, still feeling slightly in a daze. An Oscar Meyer Wienermobile? That thing was ridiculous! It was like a thirty-foot rolling nightmare, and practically useless.

Which meant I also wanted to take it for a lap once the track was done.

I tried my best to put the silly car out of my head and walked across the field. Darrell and Cletus were playing on their playground equipment as usual. I walked up to them right as they started throwing around a Nerf football. Cletus threw it to me and I managed to catch it.

“Alright, catch!” I said, tossing it back to him. He missed. Ah, that was fine. He wasn’t very old and we had other plans for him that didn’t involve football.

“Are you guys still enjoying your stuff?” I asked, ruffling Darrell’s hair.

“Yes sir!” he replied.

“We love it!” Cletus said as he ran over to the slide. He raced up the plastic steps and slid down the other side.

Good kids. Their innocence made me smile, but I needed to keep moving.

I turned and walked toward Rayla’s trailer. Her first, then I’d go see Chloe, my future wife. Although Rayla was probably going to be my wife as well. I dwelled on that for a moment and wondered if I should flirt with her. Probably.

I knocked on her door a few times, then stood there and waited. She called out, asking who it was, and I let her know it was her future husband.

She opened the door almost immediately. Standing there in a light blue bodysuit with dark blue anklewarmers, she gave me a friendly smile.

“So, future husband, eh?” she asked. “Well, I did accept your proposal. Alright, mister romance, what do you need?”

I shrugged. “I just wanted to spend some time with you.”

Rayla looked slightly taken aback by that. “Uh, really? Well, that’s fine. I was just doing my aerobics. Hope you don’t mind how I’m dressed.”

I looked her up and down, admiring her slender, fit figure wrapped in spandex. Nice hips, small but perky breasts, strong thighs. Yeah, I definitely didn’t mind.

“I think you look beautiful,” I said, and I meant it.

She waved it away. “Oh, I’ll bet you say that to everyone here.”

“In my defense, all the ladies here are beautiful,” I said. “And that includes you.”

She gave me a wry grin. “Fine. Come on in.”

Rayla turned around and walked inside, so I climbed the stairs and followed her. The view from behind was even better than the front; all that exercise had really done her body well.

“Hey, thanks for all the help with squats and stuff earlier,” she said, walking over to the couch. “That really helped a good bit. My butt has been sore for three days straight.”

“Always glad to help you with your ass,” I said, then winced. “Eh, I didn’t mean it that way.”

She sat on the couch and shrugged. “Eh, if we go through with this marriage thing, I suppose you’ll do something to my ass at some point. At least, I would hope so.”

I sat next to her. “So, we should probably get to know each other, then.

“That’s usually advisable before marriage, yes,” she replied.

But what to say? I didn’t want to talk about boring stuff, like asking her where she was from, or what she did back in her world.

“So, where are you from?” she asked. “What did you do before you came here?”

“Rochester, New York,” I said. “Decent place, some issues with crime but a river runs right through the middle of the city. And wine country is nearby.”

“Wine country?” she asked.

“Yeah, wine country. You’re obviously familiar with wine. Imagine a place where a lot of different people all make wine. You can go there and try all their wine out and buy some if you like it. And the one close to me was located on a few lakes, with some waterfalls nearby.”

“Sounds nice,” she said. “Never had much wine. I like to keep my wits about me and I get a bit too wild and free if I drink. But I’ll take your word for it.”

“Thanks,” I said. “As for what I did, I worked at a gym. Uh, I think you knew that much. After years of working there, I got promoted to corporate. So, a manager of managers. Lots of typing, lots of paperwork.”

“Sounds boring,” she said. “But at least you know enough to help me exercise.”

“Can I ask about you?” I said.

She paused for a moment. “Not a very exciting story. I was busy back in my world. I healed people and helped them with my tattoos. Some of the men weren’t fond of that and called me a witch. I didn’t mind that much, but when we got a new king, he started cracking down on things he didn’t like. I had to get out of there. A lot of women fled, to be honest.”

“Where to?” I asked.

“Different places,” she said. “And I hope they aren’t found, but the power of our old king was vast and he doesn’t like the thought of losing subjects. He’ll look for them. But he can’t find us here. No one can. I grabbed some people close to me—Destiny and Brandi Lynn—and told them about this place. Then that idiot Blerg got eyes for me and started causing problems.”

I laughed. “Blerg? Oh wait, I think I’d heard that before. He chased you here, right?”

Rayla scoffed. “Yeah. Thought he could win me over, kept telling me he loved me and he’d stop at nothing. Chased me all the way through the portal to this Protection Zone. I found the tablet and gave it to him and he’s been our manager ever since. Fortunately, that made him completely forget about me. He was simply too busy to remember I existed.”

“Well, that’s good,” I said.

Rayla gave me the faintest grin. “I also had Denzel pick up three boxes of porn and give them to Blerg. He’s got every kind of movie you can imagine. That kept him occupied long enough that I escaped him. I don’t think he even remembers anymore.”

“Seriously?” I asked. “You just flooded him with porn to get him to leave you alone?”

Rayla shrugged and smiled at me. “Hey, whatever works. He’s older now so all those videos are probably sitting in a shed somewhere. But they worked when he was young.”

“That’s a side of him I didn’t want to know about,” I said. “So, as I said earlier, we should get to know each other more. I’d like to come over here more often, and maybe you can come see me and let me cook for you.”

She suddenly tensed up. “Look. You’re very nice, David, but I don’t like to leave this place.”

I reached out and took her hand in mine. “I know. But it’s alright. I’ll keep you safe. If need be, I’ll hold you the entire time we’re outside.”

She pursed her lips for a moment. “You might have to. This place is my safety. My solace. I don’t like having that disturbed.”

I leaned forward and crooked a finger at her. “Come here.”

“Eh?” she asked, leaning forward.

I looked at her face. An incredible bone structure, with full lips and those bright blue eyes. Her hair was black, with white streaks, but her age hadn’t really touched her face yet. She only had the faintest of wrinkles beginning at the corner of her eyes and mouth.

“Yeah, a little closer,” I said, acting like I saw something on her face.

“What is it?” she asked, leaning closer.

I moved forward and planted a soft kiss on her lips. “That,” I said, giving her my best smile.

She kept her face there right in front of me, her eyes searching mine.

“Are you flirting with me?” she asked.

“I’m trying,” I replied.

She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, David. I’m not really any good at this.” She leaned back and shook her head. “I’ve holed myself up in this trailer for years so I don’t have to face the outside world. You’re a handsome man and you’ve always been nice to me so I accepted your proposal, but the truth is I don’t even know where to start.”

She looked at me again for a moment, her face oddly determined. After biting her lip, she pushed me back on the couch and climbed onto my lap, so that she was straddling me, her chest against mine.

“I suppose this is a good start, right?” she said as she leaned forward and kissed me.
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Sometimes plans have a habit of making themselves. For example, my plan was to talk to Rayla, learn more about her, and flirt with her a bit.

Instead, she straddled me and we kissed each other for a solid ten or fifteen minutes. I was hesitant at first, not wanting to move too quickly with her, but halfway through she grabbed my hands and put them square on her ass.

As you can probably imagine, it was awesome.

“Whew,” Rayla said, straightening up. “I haven’t done that in more than a hundred years. I’d like to say it brings back some memories, but those are long gone. Am I at least a decent kisser?”

“Absolutely,” I said, running my hands up to her narrow waist. “I mean, no complaints here.”

She winked at me. “Wow. You have a real way with words, David. Catch me, I might faint!”

Rayla chuckled, then climbed off me, smiling the whole time. She settled next to me, then after a minute slid closer and leaned against my shoulder.

“This is pretty nice,” she said. “Honestly, I had forgotten what it was like to experience physical affection. Is this okay?”

“Absolutely,” I said, then moved so I could put my arm around her. That definitely brought a smile out of her.

“So, what now?” Rayla asked. “What do you want to talk about?”

I thought for a minute. There was something I wanted to bring up to her, but now that I was looking down the front of her spandex bodysuit, I couldn’t remember. Was it work related? Ah, yes, of course.

“Armor,” I said finally. “So, we’re making weapons that are selling for a lot of money. I’d like to make some armor as well. Round out the business, so to speak.”

“Sounds like a good direction to go,” she replied. “So, what do you need me for?”

“I’m not always the best at thinking of new things,” I said. “That’s why Wynter handles the enchantments. Her mind is more creative.”

“Okay, so let’s start in a pretty logical place,” she said. “What weapons do you have so far?”

“Knife, short sword, and grenade launcher. All enchanted.”

Rayla nodded. “So, make some armor that could protect a person from that. Obviously the grenade launcher would be more difficult. But how about a slash and stab-proof vest? Or if you can make it thin enough, a shirt or light jacket. Oh, what if you turned it into something stylish?”

I closed my eyes and thought for a minute. Ideas coursed through my head, each one worse than the previous but all of them solid money-earners.

“I think you’re onto something,” I said. “We’ll have to get some basic materials, but we could start weaving kevlar into some sturdy material and turning it into something more useful.”

“Why stop at clothes?” Rayla asked. “Do people still use shields in battle?”

“Uhh, not that I’m aware of,” I said. “They’re kinda big and ungainly. Heavy. They just get in the way. Besides, most modern weapons require both hands to fire.”

She pursed her lips as she thought. “If you made a lightweight, bulletproof shield, that could be something worth your time.” Her eyes widened and she turned to look at me. “Wait. You have all these magical weapons. What about magical armor?”

“Well, shit,” I said. “Yeah, that’s a good point. But what would we even do? I guess I’ll have to ask Jim what he’s able to do with his magical skills. That shield could be good if it was really sturdy. Or maybe if Jim could make it so it absorbed damage or fire or something.” An idea suddenly came to me. “What if the shield absorbed fire and was able to later shoot the fire toward a target? Holy shit, I’d buy that.”

“Now you’re thinking,” Rayla said. “You keep showing me your brain actually works and I might even complete our marriage agreement! Although I suppose that means we’ll be having sex, so I’ll have to remember how to do that.”

“I can help out,” I said with a wink.

She gave me a dry look. “Such a gentleman.”

“Oh, this is probably terrible timing, but I do need you to make something for me,” I said. “Do you remember that potion you made for Brandi Lynn? The one that made me able to, uh, go multiple times in a row?”

“Oh. Yeah, I remember that,” she said, looking up at me again. “Yeah, that definitely makes things a little awkward. Care to give me some details? Are you and my old friend going at it again? She always was an insatiable one.”

“No, not that,” I said. “It’s for her daughter, Brynleigh Mae.”

“Oh, so a mother daughter thing?” Rayla asked. “Well, that’s a bit weird. Didn’t realize you were into the family angle.”

“No, no, nothing like that,” I said hurriedly. “Trust me, incest isn’t my kink. Brandi Lynn and I don’t do anything; we’re just friends now. We just did it that one time and then agreed not to touch each other so things wouldn’t be weird for Brynleigh Mae.”

Rayla paused. “Well. That is oddly honorable of you. So, let me guess. You and Brandi Lynn did it all night. She probably bragged about it, so now Brynleigh Mae wants you to do even more to her so she can say she beat her mother. How close am I?”

I sighed. “Spot on, actually.”

“Like I said, I’ve known Brandi Lynn for a while. Brynleigh Mae is a good girl, but she does sometimes get obsessed with outdoing her mother. They have a rather strange rivalry, but at least it’s usually super wholesome. Brandi Lynn would do anything for her daughter, even though they fight at times.”

“So, you’ll make me the potion?” I asked.

“Sure,” Rayla said.

She pushed herself up to her feet and stood there, stretching her arms overhead. Of course, I stared at her butt since it was right in front of me. She glanced over her shoulder at me and saw this, then smiled and wiggled her hips at me.

“Should I do this more often?” she asked, giving her ass a shake.

“Please,” I said, keeping my eyes firmly glued to it.

She laughed, then walked over to the far side of the living room where she kept a few cabinets. I leaned back on the couch, relaxing as I watched her select a handful of vials.

“I’m always surprised at how easy this potion is,” she said as she worked. “I can’t make it very often, as some of the ingredients are hard to come by. But it only takes a few things and a bit of time.”

“How long?” I asked.

“Depends on how strong you want it to be,” she replied. “And if I know Brynleigh Mae, you’ll want the maximum dose. Of course, we don’t want your heart to blow up in your chest. So, let’s say tomorrow morning. That should be just about right.”

“Thanks,” I said, pushing myself to my feet.

“Leaving already?” she asked. “Am I boring you?” She smiled so I knew she was joking.

“Not at all. I just have a lot of things to take care of. I’ll come back and see you tomorrow morning, okay?”

She nodded. “Sounds good. Maybe one day I’ll make one of these for you to use on me.” Her smile suddenly turned into a frown. “Ugh. I haven’t had sex in more than a hundred years. You’d probably break me in half. I’d be walking funny for a week.”

“Baby steps,” I said.

Rayla laughed. “Ha! Baby steps? Honey, at my age it’s more like granny steps.”

“I’ll make sure to bring a wheelchair for you then,” I said as I gave her a hug. “Hey, thanks for talking with me. It’s really nice to get to know you.”

Rayla pushed the play button on her VCR and an aerobics video came on. She immediately began stepping side to side and swinging her arms. “I gotta have you show me some more exercises,” she said. “I really enjoyed it when you worked me over the other day. I’d love to see just how hard you could demolish my ass!”

“Famous last words,” I muttered. “Alright, enjoy your exercise. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She waved. “Tell Chloe I said hi.”

I left her trailer and walked over to Chloe’s. When I knocked on her door, she called out, asking who it was.

“It’s me,” I said. “David Bennett.” Wasn’t really sure why I mentioned my last name just then. Not like I needed it anymore.

That was kind of a weird thought. My last name didn't matter any longer, and I'd probably never use it again.

“One moment!” she said from the other side of the door.

I heard a few quick steps, as if she was running to a different room, so I decided to wait at the base of the stairs. Whatever she was doing, she certainly took her time.

What was I supposed to do with her this afternoon? Spend time together, but what exactly did that mean? Of course, it was probably an obvious thing, and I was just overthinking it. But I was engaged to a beautiful goblin woman, and I wasn’t entirely certain what their customs were. Were we going to have dinner together? Bang in every room? Watch shitty romance movies on Lifetime? It could probably go in any direction.

In the end, I was sure we’d figure it out. In the end we liked each other, so whatever happened, I was sure we’d both enjoy ourselves.

I looked over to my left at the field. As usual, Cletus and Darrell were playing with their toys. At the moment they were both swinging, seeing who could go higher. Good kids.

“Almost ready!” Chloe called out. What was she doing in there?

I looked over at the boys again. They were both swinging pretty high, and Cletus leaped out of the swing, sailing through the air. He landed pretty hard and took a tumble. I started to run over there to check on him, but he raised a hand and waved to Darrell, then pushed himself to his feet.

“Man, sometimes I forget how feral little boys can be,” I said to myself. At least they weren’t hurt.

“Okay, I’m coming!” Chloe shouted from within the trailer.

I turned back and faced the stairs as Chloe walked closer. She pulled the door open and stood there, leaning against the door jamb while wearing a silk robe, red like her hair. It clung to her impressive curves in a way that made my mouth water. The robe was short, stopping well above mid-thigh, and the way she had it tied around her waist showed so much cleavage I thought she was going to fall out of it.

“Nice to see you, David,” Chloe said. “Can I get you anything?”

“A tall glass of you,” I said, looking her up and down. “Actually, I just came over to spend some time with you.”

“Oh! Well, isn’t that nice? Come on in.” She stepped aside as I walked up the stairs.

I bent down and kissed her forehead. “Good to see you, babe.”
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My tablet chose that moment to buzz. I really didn’t care what it had to say to me—for obvious reasons—so I ignored it for the time being.

“You look incredible,” I said to Chloe.

She smiled at me, showing off her dimples, and took my hand. “So, you wanna sit down?”

“Sure,” I replied. I mean, other than burying my face between those knockers of hers, I couldn’t think of anything else to do at the moment.

Chloe walked over to the couch and I followed. It was impossible to miss how her hips swayed with every step. She didn’t usually walk like that. Again, no complaints here.

She sat on the couch and folded her legs to the side, and I sat next to her.

“I’m surprised to see you here,” she said. “I was just getting ready to head back to the forge when you showed up. I had to wash all that motor oil off of me.”

“Yeah, old cars have a habit of doing that,” I said. “I just wanted to come over and spend some time with you. Maybe we can plan our wedding or something.”

Her bright blue eyes flashed with a smile. “Oh, that would be lovely. I have so many ideas, but to be honest I’d be happy with anything. We can just pick a day and have our ceremony with the sunset, and be surrounded by our friends.” She suddenly frowned in thought. “Our friends that are also going to marry you. Hmmm.”

“Yeah, that’s one of the things I wanted to talk to you about,” I said. “I’m glad you brought it up so I don’t feel like I’m walking on questionable territory. If we’re all getting married, should we just have one big ceremony? Seems like it would make more sense that way.”

Chloe’s frown remained in place. “That would make the most sense, yeah. It just feels… weird.”

“Almost as weird as one guy marrying seven women?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.

Chloe pursed her lips for a moment. “Okay. Fair enough. I suppose we’re doing something pretty new here. Back in my world, no one marries multiple women except for the king, and then only sometimes.”

“King of the trailer parks,” I said, straightening up. “That’s me. That’s my new title.”

Chloe placed her hand against her forehead and swooned. “Oh, my handsome king! How shall I serve thee?”

I thought on that for a moment. “Maybe help me think of something new to make so we can keep bringing in money.”

Chloe settled down. “Another weapon? Well, you went from a knife to a sword to a grenade launcher. Not really sure what your trajectory is, there.”

“I kinda want to make some armor,” I said. “With my Shining Armor skill increase I know how to make some pretty neat stuff. Bulletproof vests, for example. I think it’s time we make some, and have Jim enchant them so they’ll be worth more money.”

“Oh, good idea,” Chloe said. “So, where are we starting? You mentioned bulletproof vests. How about there?”

I shrugged. “Eh, feels a bit too basic. People can buy those from any number of suppliers, so they would have no reason to buy one from us unless we made it very different. Smaller, thinner, maybe. Enchanted with something, but then it’s a question of what kind of enchantment we should put on a vest.”

Chloe tapped her bottom lip with a finger. “Well, we made those diarrhea knives. What if we made a vest that protects the wearer from them? We could play both sides and charge a fortune.”

“True, but according to Denzel we’re selling the knives to the good guys. Which would mean we would be selling the vests to the bad guys.”

“Ahh, good point,” Chloe said. “Yeah, we don’t want that. Okay, so what kind of weapons do the bad guys have, and how can we protect against them?”

I shrugged again. “Honestly, I have no clue. But if we just make something especially awesome, that might be enough.”

“Okay,” Chloe said. “So, define awesome.”

“Your face,” I said without hesitation. Heh. Score.

Chloe’s smile deepened. “Oh, you silly goose.”

“Honk,” I replied.

Chloe laughed and laid her hand on my arm in that way that women do when they want to do more than just touch your arm. “Oh, I do like how funny you are, David,” she said.

I reached out and grabbed her, then pulled her closer until she was leaning against me, and wrapped my arms around her.

“So, my future wife,” I said. “I suppose we should get used to cuddling with each other, right?”

She leaned her head against my shoulder and sighed happily. “I hope we do this all the time.”

“I might need a larger trailer so I can get a huge bed,” I said. “One big enough for eight people. Wait, is that even a thing?”

“I’m sure it is,” Chloe said. “Denzel can probably find it. And maybe he can bring you a doublewide.”

“Something other than a trailer would be nice, but I wouldn’t complain,” I said. “A nice doublewide with a gigantic bed and a racecar parked in front. Yeah, I could get down with that. Wait, is there such a thing as a triplewide? We might need that.”

“I suppose Denzel will be the man to ask about that,” Chloe said. “Seems he can get anything.”

“Yeah, speaking of that, he stole an Oscar Meyer Wienermobile and brought it here,” I said.

Chloe leaned back so she could look me in the face and gave me a flat look. “I’m sorry, what did you say?”

“You heard me,” I said. “He stole an Oscar Meyer Wienermobile. It’s a car, a big car, made to look like a giant hot dog in a bun.”

Chloe blinked. “Uh, they make those?”

“Yeah, there’s a few of them out there,” I said. “Well, one less, now.”

“Okay, I need to see this,” Chloe said, standing up. She walked over to the side of her living room and pulled back the curtains. Her thin silk robe had pushed up over her butt, revealing that she wore a black lace thong beneath. “Looks like the sun is starting to go down a little, so the other ladies will be heading home. Yeah, let’s go. I need to see this thing.”

I shrugged and stood up. “Okay, I can show you. Just throw some shoes on.”

Chloe looked down at herself, noting the thin silk robe she wore. “Hold on a sec,” she said, hurrying away. Man, the way her curvy body moved when she ran like that was incredible.

She returned a moment later wearing a thick bathrobe and some simple shoes. I reached out and took her by the hand and we went to the front door.

Once outside, she called out to her kids. “Cletus! Darrell! I need you boys to go inside and take a bath, okay?”

“Yes mama!” they shouted together.

We walked across the field while the boys cleaned up their toys and ran back to the trailer.

“Good kids,” I said, watching them.

“They’re such a blessing,” Chloe said, glancing at them over her shoulder. “And while boys are generally feral at that age, I know I can trust them to clean up and make themselves a couple sandwiches. It gives me a bit of freedom, so I can do things like this.” She reached out and slipped her slender hand in mine and we walked together.

“Alright, I’m hoping he parked it over here,” I said, walking over to the field where the racetrack was being constructed. “I told him to park it wherever he saw fit. Hopefully that means somewhere central and convenient.”

And I was right. He had parked it along the side of the future track, almost as if the giant hot dog was watching the construction.

Blerg was nowhere to be seen, so he had probably gone home for the day. We were completely alone as we approached the giant Wienermobile.

“Wow,” Chloe said as we walked up to the vehicle. “You weren’t kidding. I thought you were using hyperbole, but this thing really is a big hot dog on wheels.”

“Yep,” I said, looking up at it. “That is one giant wiener.”

Chloe barked a laugh. “Ha! Don’t tell Brandi Lynn.”

I held a hand out. “Would you like a tour of our giant wiener, my dear?”

Chloe smiled and placed her hand in mind. “I would love that.”

We walked around to the passenger side of the Wienermobile and I grabbed the door latch. The door raised up, giving us access to the surprisingly large interior. Although considering how big the vehicle was, maybe it wasn’t that surprising.

I helped Chloe up the stairs and followed her into the interior. It reminded me a bit of a small bus, with four big, plush seats up front and plenty of room in the back.

“Wow,” Chloe said, looking around. “This is both amazing and stupid at the same time. I’m not entirely sure how I feel about it.”

“I know what you mean,” I replied as I sat in one of the chairs. “Oh wow, this is pretty comfortable.”

Chloe looked over at me and pursed her lips. “Let me try.”

She climbed onto my lap and sat there, making sure to move her robe out of the way so that her bare ass was on my crotch. After wiggling a few times, she nodded.

“Yeah, feels pretty comfortable to me. I think I could enjoy sitting here for a while.” She moved her hips again. “Except this cloth is kinda rough. Might need to remove that.”

She hopped off my lap and attacked my belt, unbuckling it and pulling it away. I unzipped my jeans as she yanked on them, pulling them down. After that, she climbed back on me, this time with her bare skin upon mine.

“This is much better,” she said, leaning back so that she was against my chest. She sighed happily. “Yeah, I could stay here for a while and be happy.”

I reached around her and held her gently. She leaned her head to one side and I kissed the side of her neck.

“Yeah, this is quite nice,” I said, feeling myself rise. I mean, it was impossible not to with this voluptuous woman sitting on me. All I could feel was her soft ass cheeks pressed against me.

Chloe turned her head and smiled at me. “I have an idea,” she said, leaning up to kiss me.

“I’m all ears,” I said.

Still smiling, she turned on my lap so that she was facing me and pulled on the ties of her bathrobe. It fell off, showing that she was completely nude.

“I hope you’re more than just ears,” Chloe said. “I mean, I can’t fuck an ear.” She looked down, seeing that I was rock-hard. “Now that, I can do something with.”

I hurriedly pulled my shirt off, then kicked my shoes and pants off. Now that we were both nude, we hugged and kissed for a few minutes in the interior of the Wienermobile. At one point she pulled back, looking around, then finally walked over to the dash. While glancing at me over her shoulder, she bent over and grabbed onto the dashboard.

“I want you to fuck me right here, David,” she said, spreading her feet and shaking her round ass at me.

I rushed forward and dropped to my knees so I could run my tongue up that sweet pussy of hers. She moaned softly as I did so and her breathing picked up. Her hips gyrated in small circles and she pushed back against me, but after only a few minutes of that she was ready for more.

“I want you inside me,” Chloe said. She licked her fingertips, then reached around and wiped the saliva on her pussy. “Fuck me in the Wienermobile, David.”

“Is that what you call it?” I asked with a chuckle, rubbing the head of my cock against her labia.

Chloe laughed as well, then pushed back against me so that I slid right inside her. My hands squeezed on her voluminous buttocks for a while, then moved up to her small waist. While I generally preferred more intimate positions, there was something hot about grabbing her and fucking her hard in a stolen vehicle, even if it was an Oscar Meyer Wienermobile.

“Fuck yes,” Chloe said, twisting to watch me over her shoulder.

She reached back with her right arm and I grabbed onto it, holding it and using it to pull her onto me. We continued going at it, me absolutely jackhammering her sweet pussy while she moaned and begged for more.

“I feel like I should make wiener jokes since we’re doing it in here,” she said between breaths.

My hands went back to her bubble butt and I squeezed her cheeks good and hard. “Well, you’ve definitely got some buns here.” I gave one cheek a slap and kept thrusting.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Chloe said, backing into me and meeting every thrust. “You’ve got just the wiener for me, baby.” She bit her lip and moaned softly. “You’ll have to slide that wiener between my buns sometime, and the sooner the better.”

While the hotdog sexy talk wasn’t really doing it for me, Chloe’s pussy definitely was. She was very tight, which made it hard to last a long time. My fingers dug into her soft ass as I drew close to orgasm. She recognized this and began backing into me again.

“Oh yes, David!” she shouted. “Cum inside your wife, baby! Fill me up!”

I roared her name as I came deep inside her wet pussy. She pushed back against me so hard that I lost my balance and fell onto my back. She was there in a millisecond though, and straddled me so that I finished my orgasm still inside her.

Seated atop me, smiling down at me, she had never been more beautiful. A faint sheen of sweat coated her curvy body and her smile was full of love. She tucked her red hair behind an ear and leaned forward until her head was on my chest.

“I love you,” she said quietly.

I bent down and kissed the top of her head. “I love you too, Chloe.”

“We’re going to have a wonderful marriage,” she said.

I thought about it for a moment. About how beautiful she was, and how easy to get along with. All she wanted was to be loved and treated well. There was never any drama with Chloe.

“Yeah we are,” I said.
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I actually managed to doze off for a few seconds while lying on the floor of the Oscar Meyer Wienermobile. My body jerked as I woke and I took a deep breath.

“Ah, sorry,” I said. “I passed out for a sec there.”

“It’s fine,” Chloe said, still lying on my chest. “I was listening to you breathe.” She moved around a bit, getting comfortable.

I wrapped my arms around her and smiled. She really did feel great on top of me. She was soft and curvy, but still small enough to be lightweight. Plus, I was still inside that magnificent pussy of hers.

I bent down and kissed the top of her pretty red head again. “We should probably get going.”

“Yeah, I need to check on my boys,” she said, pushing herself back into a seated position. Her eyes were closed, and she gently moved her hips around. “I love how you feel inside me. I wish we could just go again right now.”

I had a feeling I was going to be getting more of those potions from Rayla in the future. Well, that certainly wasn’t a bad thing.

After a big sigh, Chloe finally raised herself off of me and stood up. She looked down at me for a moment, smiling, then knelt next to me and took my cock in her mouth.

“I love how we taste mixed together,” she said, sucking on my cock a few times. “Ugh, I love everything about you, David. It seems every time I learn something new, it’s amazing. Sorry, I’m not trying to gush. I’m just happier than I’ve been in a long time.”

I pushed myself to my feet and grabbed my clothes. “No apology needed, my dear. None at all.”

Chloe fetched her bathrobe and swung it around her shoulders. “Care to come over for dinner? I’m afraid I don’t have anything nice, but it would be great to have you there.”

“Of course!” I said. “Maybe we can have Denzel buy a few things and I can cook for you guys sometime.”

“Oh that would be just lovely!” Chloe said as we walked to the door.

The door that we had left open.

“Well, if anyone was close they certainly would have heard us,” Chloe said. She suddenly broke into a grin. “Good. I hope we were both loud.”

I laughed and followed her down the stairs. Once down there, I closed the door and we left the Wienermobile behind. We held hands as we walked down the trail that led to the field.

“So, I talked to Rayla earlier,” I began. “She and I came up with an idea involving a shield that absorbed fire and other attacks and stored them so they could be fired at the enemy later.”

“Ohhh, that sounds neat,” Chloe said. “But wait, how much fire is being used in this war?”

I shook my head. “I have no idea, to be honest. I don’t know a thing about it. They could be using laser pistols for all I know.”

“Well, that makes things more difficult,” Chloe said.

“I think the base idea is a good one though,” I said. “Maybe we could design it to be a companion to the knives and swords.”

“Ohhh, good idea,” Chloe said as we stepped onto the field. “If anyone is fighting with a knife or a sword, they’ll need a shield. So, we need a shield that’ll keep them safe. First and foremost, immunity to the knives, so they can’t accidentally hurt themselves.”

“I think that’s fair,” I said. “Maybe the shield could make them stronger or faster.”

“Faster,” Chloe said. “Think about it: it’s a sharp knife, so they don’t need to be strong. They just need to cut the enemy once. Speed would be more important for that.”

“Good thinking,” I said as I bent over and kissed the top of her head. “I knew there was a reason I liked you so much.”

She flashed a smile at me. “Maybe we can sell them as a set. Wait, isn’t Brynleigh Mae making a new fart sword right now?”

“Yeah, her and Bobbi Jo,” I said. “And some new grenade launchers, but those won’t need a shield.”

“Okay, so you sell them in a set,” she said. “The knife or sword, plus a matching shield that makes the wearer immune to that knife or sword. It also makes them more agile, or maybe move faster than normal. Of course the shield should actually work as a shield, too.”

“We’re doing things with fae steel now,” I said. “We could probably make the shield out of thin metal and keep it lightweight, but if it was fae steel it would be strong enough to withstand just about anything.”

“Good idea,” she said. “Yeah, I think this is a winning combo. Unless someone shoots them in the back, of course.”

“Bulletproof vest with a plate of fae steel in the back,” I said. “Problem solved.”

“King of the trailer parks indeed,” Chloe said. “That idea is pure royalty right there.”

We high-fived as we reached the stairs of her trailer. Of course with her boys around that meant we had to tame ourselves, so we spent five minutes making out before we went inside. My hands were all over her the entire time.

“Okay,” Chloe said, tucking some stray red hairs behind her ears. “Let’s go have a nice evening.”

We went inside the trailer and found Darrell and Cletus seated at the dining room table, both of them eating peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. The kitchen was a bit messy, but overall they had done a good job.

“I’ll clean up in here,” I told Chloe. I started wiping up the kitchen counter and washing some dishes as she went to the boys.

“Lemme see you two. Okay, you look good. Cletus, did you scrub behind your ears?”

“Yes, mama,” he said with just short of a groan.

“Good boys,” Chloe said. “And good on you both for doing so well with your sandwiches.”

“Thanks, mama,” they both said.

“Mister David is going to stay here with us tonight. Maybe we can watch a movie together.” She glanced over at me and smiled.

“I’d love to!” I said as I put the now-clean dishes in a drying rack. “What do you have?”

“We should eat first,” Chloe said.

“Oh, I can make Mister David dinner!” Cletus said.

He crammed the last of his sandwich in his mouth and ran into the kitchen with his cheeks full like a chipmunk. I moved out of the way so I wouldn’t get run over as he raced to the fridge. It didn’t take him long at all to have three peanut butter and jelly sandwiches ready.

“One for you, mama, and two for you, Mister David, since you’re so big,” Cletus said. He slid them onto plates and brought them to us.

“Why thank you, young man,” Chloe said, smiling at her son.

“Thanks, buddy,” I said.

We took our places at the small dining room table and began eating. I’ll confess I hadn’t had a peanut butter and jelly sandwich in next to forever, so I had forgotten how surprisingly good they could be.

“How does this feel?” Chloe asked me after a bite.

I looked from her to the two boys. They had pushed a stool over to the sink and were doing their best to wash the dishes they had dirtied.

“Never thought I’d become a stepdad to two goblin boys, but it’s nice,” I said.

“I hope it’s not too much,” Chloe said.

“Nah,” I replied, waving it away. “Although now might be a good time to bring this up. So, being in a protection zone, those boys don’t really have much to do, nor do they have a future. And the reality is that they’re stuck here.”

“You don’t have to remind me,” Chloe said, putting her sandwich down. She sounded incredibly sad. “It was a hard decision, coming in here. I had to balance that with how terrible their father was and how violent our world was becoming. I knew I was giving them nothing for a future, but it was better than chaos and death.”

“I spoke with Denzel,” I said. “Once they get old enough, we’re going to try to get them trained to be delivery guys, like he is. That’s the only way out of a protection zone, as far as we’re both aware. It might not be the future you had envisioned, but it would be a better life than being stuck in here forever.”

Chloe gave me a tight smile and after a moment wiped a tear from her bright blue eyes. “Thank you, David. I can’t tell you what that means to me. My boys are my entire life, you know, and being able to give them a future would be incredible.” She reached across the table and took one of my hands in both of hers. “I knew marrying you was the right decision. I’ll do anything for you, David.”

I brought her hands to my mouth and kissed her knuckles. “They’re good kids, and they deserve a future. I think this is our best option.”

She nodded, still teary-eyed. “I think it’s a great idea. And it means the world to me that you would think of them like that. Of their future.”

“The best part is they’d still be able to visit,” I told her. “So you wouldn’t have to say goodbye forever, like you would if they just left this protection zone.”

“Hey, what are you guys talking about?” Cletus asked as they walked up to us. He was a bit older than Darrell and the more talkative of the two.

I turned to him. He was a good-looking kid, considering he was a goblin. He looked a bit on the lanky side, which was funny considering he was like three feet tall. His large eyes had the innocence of youth, and were blue just like his brother and mother. All three of them had red hair as well, although Darrell’s was a bit darker.

“How would you like to go on some adventures when you get older?” I asked. “Both of you. Leave the protection zone and travel around like Mister Denzel does.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun!” Cletus said.

“Can we go see monster trucks?” Darrell asked. “And a zoo! I want to see a zoo.”

I smiled at Chloe. A tear leaked down her cheek.

“Guys, you’ll be able to see all kinds of things. I’m gonna talk to Mister Denzel about getting some videos so you can learn about the world out there. Outside of our protection zone. There are some neat things.”

“Thanks, mister!” Cletus said.

“Hey, do you have any movies?” I asked Chloe. Before she could answer, Cletus and Darrel jumped in.

“Yes sir! We have two boxes of tapes over here!” Cletus ran across the living room where two medium-sized cardboard boxes sat near the television.

I followed them over there and we began going through the old VHS tapes. They were mostly children’s movies, which was certainly appropriate, but we found a few better movies as well. Top Gun. Platoon, which definitely wasn’t appropriate for kids their age. And then we hit the jackpot.

The Last Starfighter.

I was probably more excited than the kids as I grabbed the VHS tape. They asked about it so I gave a brief explanation.

“Oh, I saw this movie a few times when I was young like you guys,” I said. “A young man suddenly finds himself flying a spaceship and fighting against bad guys.”

“Rad!” Cletus said.

“May I?” I asked, turning to Chloe.

She still looked on the verge of tears. Her smile was so big her cheek twitched.

I popped the tape into the VCR, then grabbed the couch and dragged one side of it, angling it so we could all see the TV better.

“Alright, everyone pile on!” I said as I sat on the couch.

Chloe came over and cuddled against me, quiet tears falling as she whispered to me how much she loved me. Cletus and Darrell both jumped on the couch and we had to pause the movie for a second so they could calm down. Pretty soon, they were shouting “cool” and “rad” every five minutes.

I watched the movie with them, but my mind was elsewhere. My arm was around Chloe the entire time, and I kept kissing the top of her head. Chloe, whom I was marrying soon. I looked down at her, not just at her huge breasts and curvy hips, but at her beautiful face smiling up at me. Her face filled with affection.

“I love you,” I said quietly.

“I love you so much, David,” she said back to me.

I kissed her softly, laughing when Cletus yelled “eewwwwwww!”

“Come here,” I said, ruffling his hair. He squealed with joy, then we went back to watching the movie.

It was goofy and corny and campy, but still enjoyable. And at that moment any movie would have worked. I was happy. Truly happy. Chloe was one hell of a woman, and I was lucky to have her.
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We had sex again that night, as one could expect. Instead of the ass-slapping fun we had in the Wienermobile earlier, this was softer and more passionate. Tons of kissing and squeezing and holding. Real lovemaking.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms that night, both of us content. There was something about the love of a good woman that was incredibly satisfying. Nothing else compared to it.

I woke up on my back with Chloe on top of me. She slept so peacefully, with the faintest smile on her beautiful face. I wanted to hold her and keep her safe forever.

But, young boys wait for no one. Not long after the sun came up I heard the sound of toy monster trucks running over things.

“Wha—huh?” Chloe asked, her head popping up. “Ah, hold on. I’ll get the boys. They just need to brush their teeth.”

“I can get them,” I said, kissing her forehead. “Stay here for a few minutes and relax.”

“I owe you one,” Chloe said, rolling onto her back.

“Nonsense,” I said. “If I’m marrying you, then we’re in this together, right?” I kissed her on the cheek, then crawled out of bed. I didn’t have the foresight to bring spare clothes with me, so I just pulled on my jeans and shirt from the day before, then went to find the boys.

“I have spare toothbrushes beneath the bathroom sink!” Chloe shouted.

“Hey, good morning, fellas,” I said as I walked into the living room.

“Hi!” Cletus shouted.

“Good morning, Mister David!” Darrell said.

“Hey, let’s go brush your teeth,” I said. “I’ll do it with you.”

I was expecting typical kid complaints, but after a few seconds they put their toys down and ran straight into the bathroom. I found a spare toothbrush beneath the sink, just as Chloe had said, and the three of us all brushed our teeth together. It was oddly wholesome.

After that we all went into the living room. They went right back to playing with their toys and I just kinda sat there, unsure what else to do.

Chloe finally came out of the bedroom and went to the bathroom to brush her teeth and get ready. She came out a few minutes later, wearing that thin robe of hers. The way her large breasts pushed the front out was incredible, as was the way the robe stretched over her large butt.

“Good morning, honey,” I said, walking over to her.

She stretched up onto her toes and brushed a soft kiss against my lips, then hugged me. “Good morning,” she said. “I suppose we all need to get ready for the day, now.”

“Yeah, especially since we need to start on these new ideas that my awesome wife-to-be thought of,” I said.

Chloe giggled and hugged me again. Ugh, I could feel her breasts pressed up against me and it was incredible. Instead, I contained myself and looked over at the boys.

“Hey, I want to get some homeschooling stuff for them,” I said to Chloe. “I’ll have Denzel pick up some stuff next time I see him. And I know we’re all working, but I think it’s fair that you only do half days so you can take care of the boys and teach them.”

Chloe pulled me down for a nice, long kiss. “I love you,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I can’t tell you what this all means to me. I’m yours, David.”

“Lucky me,” I said, pecking her on the lips. “I’m gonna head out so I can get a few things done before work today. See you soon.”

“Love you, honey,” Chloe said.

“Love you too,” I said.

“Ewwww, love you!” Cletus said, typical of a young boy.

“High fives all around,” I said as I walked up to them.

Both Darrell and Cletus high fived me and I left their trailer. Through the door I could hear them telling their mother they liked me, which was great. I had a huge smile on my face as I walked across the field to my trailer.

Yeah, I hadn’t expected to become a stepdad to some goblin kids, but it wasn’t bad. Not at all. They were good kids, and it helped give me some purpose in my life. A man needed more than just fucking and building guns, after all. And racecars, too.

And that was when I got a really, really strange feeling in my guts. It involved being a father.

“Holy shit, do I want my own kid?” I wondered aloud.

It was a lot of work, that much was certain, but the feeling was undeniable. I found myself fantasizing about getting Mandi pregnant, but for real. Not just as a kinky breeding fantasy.

Well, I shelved the idea for the time being. We had plenty of things to focus on before any of that became a reality.

Once back at my trailer, I grabbed a quick shower and changed into some different clothes. I reminded myself to have Denzel pick me up some more stylish threads. I made myself a quick breakfast as well, then brushed my teeth again. I had a feeling today was going to be filled with kissing, so I wanted to be extra fresh.

After that, I left my trailer and headed out. Rayla was my first stop; I needed to get that potion. Initially I had some reservations about it, but now I realized just how awesome it was. Being able to fuck like some superhuman was incredible. I mean, what guy ever got the experience of having sex half a dozen times in a row with barely a break between? It was one of those ‘dream come true’ feelings.

I knocked on Rayla’s door and waited patiently. It didn’t take her long to answer, although I was quite surprised when she opened the door.

“Hey, good morning,” she said, standing there behind the door. Only her head peeked out around it. “I’m just doing my morning skincare routine, I hope you don’t mind. I work hard to keep myself in good shape, after all.”

“No, not at all,” I said. “Do whatever you feel is necessary. Should I wait out here?”

Rayla thought for a moment, then shook her head. “Nah. I mean, if we wind up getting married you’ll see it all anyway.”

I was wondering exactly what she was referring to when she suddenly stepped back from the door.

Rayla was fully nude, and glistened from head to toe as if she had slathered a double handful of lotion on herself. Her black hair almost shimmered in the morning light, making the white streaks seem like sunkissed highlights. I stopped, one foot on the stairs, staring at her.

“Well, are you gonna come in or keep staring like that?” she asked, sounding somewhere between annoyed and bashful.

“Sorry,” I said, hurrying up the stairs.

Rayla closed the door behind me and walked across the living room. “I always make sure to moisturize first thing in the morning. That and a big glass of water, then I go through a stretching routine and some pilates.”

“Uh, okay,” I said, my eyes glued to her body.

She looked incredible. That was the only word for it. Her butt was perky and muscular, and while her breasts weren’t overly large like many of the other goblin women, they were in great shape and didn’t sag an inch. That was especially impressive considering she was nearly two hundred years old.

She interrupted my thoughts by suddenly bending over right in front of me. Shaking her hips a bit, she spread her foot good and wide, then reached out and grabbed her ankles.

“Hey, could you help me out a little?” she asked, her head nearly on the carpet.

“Uhhhh, sure,” I said, trying not to stare too hard at her pussy. Wow, it looked good.

“Give me a good pushin’. Just get right in there and go for it,” she said.

I looked down at her ass, which was right in front of me. God, those cheeks were round and perky and just about perfect. Her pussy glistened, and I couldn’t tell if it was because she was horny or because of this skincare routine of hers.

“Uhhh, you want me to push you?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, leaning her hips first one way and then the other. “Come over here and gently push on my upper back. I can’t help it, I’m just so tight lately. I need you to loosen me up a bit. It’s these hamstrings of mine.”

“Oh! Oh, yeah, okay,” I said, walking around so that I was in front of her. Well, at least that way I didn’t have to make eye contact with her asshole. Not that I minded.

I knelt in front of her and carefully pushed on her upper back, helping her sink deeper into the stretch. She let out an almost orgasmic moan.

“Ohhhhh, yes,” Rayla said, breathing with the stretch. “Gods, that is good. I need you to start helping me with this more often.”

My hands slipped against her skin and I repositioned them. “What is this stuff on you? It’s slippery as hell. Feels like Astroglide.”

“Is that wishful thinking?” she asked me.

“I mean, uhhh. Well, not on your back, no,” I said.

“Sorry, I’m really bad at flirting,” Rayla said. “Hold on. Stay there.”

She straightened up, then turned around so that she was facing away from me. Since I was still kneeling, that put her ass directly in front of my face. After taking a deep breath, she slowly exhaled and bent over. That, of course, pushed her ass back a bit until it was nearly touching me.

“How about now?” Rayla asked. “Now do you want some Astroglide?”

The temptation to lean forward and kiss her right on the pussy was nearly overwhelming, but I managed to control myself.

“Honestly? Yeah,” I said.

“Take your pants off,” she said. “I’m not good at this, but we can try something.”

I was naked in a matter of seconds and went right back to kneeling there. Her pussy being directly in front of me was incredibly tempting, and also gave me a direct view of just how good her hygiene was. Rayla really took care of herself.

“Okay, hold on,” Rayla said, bringing her feet together a bit. That raised her ass up some, so I had to straighten up to keep near it. “Not sure if this is gonna work, but I’m willing to try.”

She was still bent over with her head nearly on the floor. With one hand, she reached out and grabbed onto my cock, awkwardly stroking it.

“Gods this is hard when I’m upside down, but I’m hoping it can help me stretch out,” she said. She wiggled her hips slightly. “Well? Go for it, hubby.”

“Don’t have to tell me twice,” I said, and leaned forward.

I decided to just go for it. I stuck my tongue out and pushed it right inside Rayla’s pussy. She tasted incredible, as I expected. She was still tugging on my dick and I pushed my hips forward so it was closer to her.

“Almost, almost,” she said, using her grip on her calf to get deeper in her stretch. Her head was nearly between her feet now, meaning her upper body was completely inverted.

“Okay, I get it,” I said. “I see what you’re doing.”

I reached both arms around her small frame, essentially bear hugging her around her thighs and lower back. Right below her hips, where she was folded in half. I ran my tongue up the length of her pussy, then pushed it inside again as I squeezed her.

“OHHH yes!” Rayla said as her head was suddenly brought much closer to my cock. Close enough, in fact, that she could suck on the tip. “Gods, that is a good stretch,” she said, then went back to sucking.

Yeah, it was a little weird. Rayla was standing there in front of me, bent over completely with her head between her feet while I ate her pussy from the back. She was deep enough in the stretch that she was blowing me at the same time. If I hadn’t been getting blown at that moment, I would have laughed.

“Okay, I think that’s all I can take,” Rayla said, releasing me.

I loosened my grip on her and she slowly straightened up until she stood in front of me. She shook both legs and spun her arms, then turned to face me.

“Well, that was an experience,” Rayla said. “Did you enjoy that?”

I looked down at my cock, which was rock-hard. Rayla looked down at it as well.

“Ah, I see. I suppose that’s a yes. Well, I’m not sure what else I’m good for, today. It’s been a long time, you understand.”

“Yeah, I get it,” I said. “It’s okay, no rush.”

She looked up at me, then down at my cock. “I’m gonna be honest with you, David.” She turned and walked over to the couch. “I want it, but I’m afraid. We’ll have to go really slow.” She crooked a finger at me.

“Fine with me,” I said, walking over to her.

Rayla sat on the couch and thought for a moment, looking me up and down. “I think you can help with my inner thighs, too.”

I was going to ask what she meant when she moved her legs. She spread them, to be more accurate, and wide. It was like she was sitting back on the couch with her legs as wide as possible, like she was trying to do a split.

“This way we both get what we want,” Rayla said. “I get your dick inside me, and you get to help me stretch.”

“Yeah,” I said, staring at her smoothly shaved pussy. “That’s definitely what I want.”

“Just push on my legs some,” she said. “You can get inside me, but take it easy, okay?”

“Sure,” I said, walking up to her.

I liked my cock up with her pussy, which was soaking wet. After pushing myself inside, my hands slid along her thighs and stopped at her ankles. I grabbed them and gently pushed them back while simultaneously pushing my cock all the way inside her.

“Gods, that is good,” Rayla said, leaning back and closing her eyes.

I pushed her legs back a tiny bit further while slowly thrusting inside her, full depth. After two strokes she put a hand on my chest and I stopped.

“Sorry,” she said. “Like I told you, it’s been more than a hundred years since I’ve done this, and I don’t really have much experience. No one wants to fuck a witch, after all.” She took another deep breath and nodded.

Rayla was tight on a whole new level. I pushed myself in again and held myself there.

“Dear god, you are tight,” I said.

“I do kegel exercises every day,” she said. “I work everything, you know. Gotta keep my body healthy. Is, uhh, is everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, slowly pulling halfway out. “You’re so tight I’m not gonna last long.”

“Good,” she said. “I don’t think I can take much more. You’re a bit, shall we say, larger than the men of my race.”

I took a few deep breaths and tried not to blow as I gently thrust in and out of Rayla’s pussy. Holy hell, she was tight. I had never experienced anything like that before. I had to go slowly, because I felt like it would only take two or three quick thrusts to get me there. I was just skating on the verge of cumming the entire time.

“Ohhhhh,” Rayla said, her eyes still closed. She forgot about her stretch and released her legs, wrapped them around me.

Feeling her tight, fit body beneath mine was intoxicating. Most of these goblin women were soft and curvy, whereas Rayla was built more like an athlete. She opened her eyes and looked directly into mine. I could see the desire there.

I leaned down and kissed her, softly at first. Our tongues gently danced and one of her hands moved up, her fingers combing through my hair.

“I want you to do it,” Rayla said against my lips. “I want to feel you cum inside me. Do you think you can do it quickly?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying not to laugh. I had been on the verge of cumming since my second thrust, after all.

We went back to kissing and my hands moved to her waist, holding her tightly as I began thrusting. By some miracle, I lasted more than just a few thrusts. Oh, I still came almost right away, but it was the strangest sensation. The tightness of her pussy brought me immediately to the brink of orgasm, then held me there for a solid dozen thrusts, after which I had the hardest orgasm of my life.

I shouted her name and pumped an enormous load into her, my body twitching and shaking the entire time. When I thought I was done, she squeezed her pelvic floor muscles, damn near cutting my dick off. She really wanted every drop.

“Ohhh, that was nice,” she said, kissing me again. “I’m definitely going to walk funny for a while, though. It’ll take some time to get used to that. Was I okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, struggling not to laugh.

“What is it?” she asked.

I kissed her again, then straightened up and grabbed my jeans. “You’re tight, Rayla. Very tight. And that’s definitely not a bad thing, don’t get me wrong. You’re just so tight it only takes me like twenty seconds to cum.”

“That’s good, right?” she asked.

I shrugged. “I mean, you feel incredible, of that there’s no doubt. It’s just impossible to last long inside you.”

Rayla looked down at her pussy and smiled. “Good job,” she said.

Wait, did she just talk to her pussy? What a strange woman.

“Well, I suppose I can let up on them a bit as I get more used to it, so we can do more stuff,” she said as she stood up.

We both stood there awkwardly for a moment, facing each other. Rayla was still covered in lotion, and looking down I saw I kinda was as well. With that in mind, we hugged each other.

“Thank you,” I said. “I know it’s not easy to come out of your shell.”

“It’s not,” she said against my stomach. “I did some thinking yesterday after you left, though. It’s safe in here and I have nothing to fear. But in the end, I know I’m missing out on a lot of life. I’m gonna try my best to fix that.”

“That’s wonderful,” I said to her.

She smiled. “Yes. Well, let me get your potion for you, and I suppose a damp washrag so you can clean up. Thanks for helping me stretch. In many ways.” She winked.
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I left Rayla’s trailer and my right leg wobbled a bit on the way down her steps. Back on Earth, I had certainly had my share of sex, but nothing like this. It was daily, sometimes multiple times a day. Hell, we had an orgy two days ago. And while it was certainly awesome in every way, it was also tiring. I had to make sure I stayed hydrated.

I slipped the potion into my pocket as I stepped onto the field. Darrell and Cletus were out there, playing on their slide. I waved to them and kept moving, heading straight to my trailer.

Once at my trailer, I rinsed off in the shower real quick, then grabbed another quick bite to eat. All this fucking really worked up an appetite. I set the sex potion on my nightstand, then left and started walking toward the forge.

I remembered my tablet then, so I decided to pull it out.

“Hey, Charlie. What have you got for me?” I asked.

Well, you completed yet another quest. You got that elder fae dragon to help you make fae steel without setting yourself on fire. So, one step closer to the next level!

I had almost forgotten about that since I had been drowning in pussy for the last two days. “Hell yeah. Let’s do it.”

Quest complete! Fae Metal. You successfully convinced an elder fae dragon to enchant your weapons, thus creating fae steel. This stuff is basically indestructible, and is worth more than gold. You can thank me later for that tip.

Reward: five experience. We both know this one wasn’t very hard, but you earned it, fair and square.

“Awesome, thanks,” I said. “What else do you have for me?”

Time for some new quests!

New Quest: Keep on Movin’ Don’t Stop.

Reward: 20 Experience.

You’ve done a great job improving weapons, so it’s time to keep that momentum going. What will be next? Knowing you it will be something strange and out of left field, and probably with a disgusting enchantment. Make me proud, son.

New Quest: I’m Rubber, You’re Glue.

Reward: 20 Experience.

First and foremost, stop laughing at the name of the quest. I couldn’t think of anything else, and I’ve never had a tablet holder do this well before. But anyway, it’s time to make some armor! Will you enchant your armor with diarrhea as well? Only time will tell!

“Diahrrea armor, that would be something,” I mumbled. “Thanks, Charlie. I’ll get right on it. Let me know if you think of any more quests. I’ll probably need you for some stuff later.”

Glad to help!

Blerg was already working on the racetrack, which made me glad. That guy was quite the hard worker, and the progress on the track was evidence of that.

Most of the women were already at the forge when I showed up. It was still relatively early in the morning, maybe eight or nine—okay, so not that early—so everyone was just relaxing and talking at the moment.

Mandi and Wynter stood next to each other, chatting about something and laughing. They were mirroring each other again, doing the black and white thing. Both of them had their hair in braided pigtails, and both of them wore skin-tight jeans and matching tank tops. But of course Mandi was in all black, while Wynter was in solid white.

Bobbi Jo leaned against our anvil. She wore a tight pair of dark denim shorts that left most of her legs bare. Above that was a faded Van Halen t-shirt that strained over her large breasts. She chatted with Brynleigh Mae, who was dressed much the same except she wore an old Metallica t-shirt.

Standing near the table along the side of the forge was Destiny, wearing an old pair of overalls over a tank top that was the exact same shade of pink as her hair. The overalls fit tightly across her hips and butt, and the tank top did very little to hide her massive chest.

She talked with Chloe, who was dressed more simply than the rest. She still looked great in a pair of snug-fitting jeans and a faded blue t-shirt, but she was clearly here to work.

“Hold on, I’m coming!” Brandi Lynn called out as she hurried toward the forge.

The sight of the busty goblin woman jogging was rather comical. Her breasts were absolutely huge, and when coupled with her slender frame it was a wonder she didn’t get two black eyes. Her butt was much the same, being big and round. She was dressed a bit more risque considering it was a workday; tiny khaki shorts and a tank top with no bra beneath. I had a feeling she’d be leaving early to go see Jim. Well, good for him. Considering all the magical work he did for us, he deserved wild sex on the regular.

“Good morning everyone,” I said as I walked up.

Brynleigh Mae was the closest to me, so I hugged her and kissed her forehead. Of course that started a chain reaction, and everyone lined up for a hug and kiss. It was a great way to start things off, to be honest. Everyone was smiling ear-to-ear after that, myself included.

Chloe was the final one, and after kissing her she stayed next to me and held my hand. Bobbi Jo frowned when she saw that.

“No fair, why do you get to hold his hand instead of me?” she asked.

“Have you made a wreath for him yet?” Chloe asked with a raised eyebrow.

Bobbi Jo blushed and looked down at the ground.

“So, what’s on our schedule for the day?” Brynleigh Mae asked. I could tell she was struggling not to laugh at Bobbi Jo.

“So, today we’re going to continue what we started yesterday,” I said to Brynleigh Mae. “You and Bobbi Jo can continue working on the grenade launchers, and once you make some good progress I want to start on something new.”

“What is it?” Brynleigh Mae asked.

I looked down at Chloe and she smiled up at me and squeezed my hand. I felt so lucky to have her in my life.

“Chloe came up with a great idea,” I said. “We’re going to make another fart sword out of fae steel, and a matching shield to go with it. Those should sell for a ridiculous amount of money.”

Bobbi Jo leaned her head to one side. “Wait, you said matching. So a fart shield? Like, if the user hits someone with the shield they get the exploding fart enchantment?”

“No, no,” I said. “The shield will make the wearer immune to the fart sword, just in case they accidentally cut themselves on it. And it’ll be fae steel, so we can make it thin and lightweight but large enough to protect them. Being fae steel, it’ll still be plenty strong. As for the enchantment, we were thinking of something to make the wearer move faster, so they can tag more people with the sword.”

“Everybody was kung fu farting,” Brynleigh Mae sang. “Oh yeah, that’s going to be a hit. And fae steel is worth so much, that’ll double the price.”

My tablet vibrated so I pulled it out. It notified me that Denzel had arrived, which was perfect timing.

“Alright, it’s like Christmas morning every day in here,” I said. “More stuff incoming.”

“Come here, girl,” Destiny said, bending over.

While the sight of Destiny bending over was downright magical, I tore my eyes away from that sweet booty to see who she was talking to. About twenty feet away, Riley the elder fae dragon slinked closer. She was still quite shy and let out a few warning puffs of fire, but she slowly approached us.

“Hey, girl,” I said, walking over to her.

Upon seeing me, her tail wagged and her head raised. I walked up to her and let her sniff my hand, trying not to wince; the air that came from her nostrils felt like it came from a pizza oven. She licked my palm once with her snakelike forked tongue—also burning hot, I might add—and fell in next to me.

“Good girl,” I said, rubbing behind her ear wing thingies.

“Interesting how friendly she turned out to be,” Destiny said, holding her hand carefully in front of Riley. Once the dragon got a sniff of her, Destiny stepped closer and rubbed the dragon’s feathered neck.

“Denzel should be here in a moment,” I said to the women. “He’ll have another load of stuff for us.”

Brandi Lynn straightened up, her face visibly brightening. She walked over to one of the upright poles that held the roof up and leaned against it, then grabbed her breasts and hoisted them up. She changed angles a few times, clearly wanting to show her curves off to Denzel.

“I’d like for you to work a bit this morning, Brandi Lynn,” I said. “You’re quite good at some of this stuff, and it’s only fair that you do your part.”

Brandi Lynn scoffed. “Psshht. I got a man to take care of me, now. Two men, actually.”

Denzel walked up and we slapped hands.

“How’s it going, Denzel?” I asked.

“My man,” he said. “All’s going good. I picked up an asphalt paver for you and I should be able to bring it in later today or tomorrow at the latest. I’ll be getting Blerg to help me, since the thing is so damn big and ungainly.”

“Hell yeah,” I said, turning to the women. “Did you hear that? We’re gonna start paving our racetrack soon!”

Several of them clapped in response. Bobbi Jo made a few comments about how she was going to outrun everyone in her Camaro.

I handed Denzel a list of things I had written down. It was mostly some groceries I had been missing, as well as some patterns to make enchanted clothing. I had thrown some educational stuff for the boys on there as well.

Denzel looked over the list and nodded. “Yeah, I can get all that. I got plenty of stuff for y’all, too.”

He set his duffel bag down and unzipped it as we all encircled him. Riley walked up and Denzel suddenly scrambled back on all fours, then pushed himself to his feet and ran a few steps further.

“Ah, what the fuck?” he asked, watching the dragon.

I patted her on the head. “Oh, this is Riley, our fae dragon. She’s a good girl.”

“Ah hell naw,” Denzel said. “Look, I ain’t fuck with that, man. No fuckin’ way. I don’t mess with dogs, and I don’t mess with dragons that act like dogs.”

“She’s like a golden retriever with wings,” I told him. “Aren’t you, girl?”

I rubbed my hands down to the base of her neck and she rolled over onto her side, allowing me to scratch her belly. That was certainly a symbol of trust, coming from a dragon. Denzel watched her warily the entire time.

“Don’t tell me you’re afraid,” Brandi Lynn said, turning to the side so her ridiculous curves were impossible to miss.

Denzel opened his mouth to reply but instead stared at Brandi Lynn for a moment. He licked his lips absentmindedly. “Nah, I ain’t,” he said, still staring at her tits. “Just, uhhh… Just caught me off guard, that’s all.”

He slowly walked up to the dragon, holding his hand out. I could see the tension in how he moved, but he continued moving forward until Riley smelled his hand and licked his fingers.

“God damn,” Denzel said, snatching his hand back. “Her tongue feels like it's two hundred damn degrees.”

“Yeah, that’s how we make fae steel,” I said to him. “She blows fire on the steel, then the girls work it with hammers.”

He stared at the derpy dragon warily. “Yeah. Yeah, okay. Well, like I said, I got y’all some stuff.”

“What’d you get for me?” Brandi Lynn asked, stepping closer. She bent over and placed her hands on her knees, purposely using her arms to push her breasts together. Denzel stared, I stared, hell I think even the dragon stared.

“Whatever you want,” Denzel said with a grin. He reached into his duffel bag and withdrew a few shopping bags, then handed them to her. “Here you go, honey.”

Brandi Lynn took the bags and walked a few steps to the side, where she began looking through them.

Denzel reached back into his duffel bag and withdrew a few more boxes, then set them on the ground.

“Dell?” Bobbi Jo asked. “What’s a Dell?”

“These are for Brynleigh Mae,” I said, sliding the boxes closer to her.

“Says it’s got 64 megabytes of RAM. Not sure I get it,” Brynleigh Mae said.

“It’s a computer,” I told her. “A desktop computer, so you can finally write down those book ideas of yours.”

“Oh, David!” Brynleigh Mae shouted. She ran to me and threw her arms around me in a tight hug.

I kissed the top of her head. It was great to see her so happy.

“I managed to find this as well,” Denzel said, pulling out a much smaller box. I raised an eyebrow at him. “It’s a laptop,” he said. “Running Windows 95.”

I blinked. “Huh. I guess I had forgotten laptops existed in the nineties,” I said. “That’ll come in handy, Brynleigh Mae. You can sit in bed and set this laptop on your lap and type at night, or whenever inspiration hits. Just set it on a book or something so the vents on the bottom don’t get blocked by your sheets. It’ll overheat, otherwise.”

“Gods, I love you so much right now,” Brynleigh Mae said, squeezing me tightly. I kissed the top of her head again.

“What about the rest of us?” Mandi asked, placing her hands on her hips. Next to her, Wynter crossed her arms, also watching me.

“Oh, relax,” Denzel said. “He got something for everyone. My man here won’t shut up about the lot of you, every time he gives me a list.”

Eh, it was the truth, to be honest. I had never been so wealthy, so I often found ways to slip Denzel small lists of things to get for the ladies. I liked seeing them happy.

Denzel grunted as he hefted several large boxes out of his duffel bag. “Bobbi Jo,” he said, pushing the boxes toward her. “Got two heavy ones for you.”

“Ohhhh,” Bobbi Jo said, running over to the boxes so she could slide them further away. She began pulling at the cardboard flaps. “Hooker. David, why the fuck does my box say ‘hooker’ on it? Do we need to fight?”

“It’s a company that makes headers,” I said. “I got you a new intake manifold and some headers for your car so you can be a bit faster. That old 305 needs all the help it can get.”

Bobbi Jo squealed with delight. “Yaayyyyyy! Oh, I’m totally gonna outrun you now!”

I avoided telling her she needed about three hundred more horsepower to outrun my GNX. No one liked a balloon-popper.

The rest of the women stepped up, all of them excited to see what presents they were going to receive.

“So, what kind of present did you get your future wife?” Chloe asked.

I smiled at her. “Denzel, did you find one?”

“God damn right I did,” he said with a grin.
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“Okay, not sure if I should be worried or not from that answer,” Chloe said.

Denzel reached into his duffel bag and withdrew something small and shiny. Chloe looked confused, so he tossed it to her. She reached out and caught it.

“Keys?” she said, looking up at me. Realization dawned on her and she suddenly opened her eyes wide. “David, did you get me a car?”

“That’s the spare set of keys,” Denzel said. “The car’s at a shop right now, getting painted. I tell you, you’re gonna flip out when you see it.”

“You get the seats in?” I asked.

Denzel nodded. “Yeah, two kid’s seats in the back so the kids can ride safely. And a booster seat up front so she can fit.”

Chloe covered her mouth with both hands. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Just wait until you see it,” I said. “Denzel and I talked about this one. It’s gonna be special.”

Denzel reached into his duffel bag again and withdrew another box, which he pushed toward Mandi. She grabbed it, clearly excited, but looked confused when she examined the box.

“Gothic cat tree with coffin bed,” Mandi said, reading the description. She gave me a flat look. “David, this is adorable, but I don’t own a cat. I’ve never even seen a cat except for in magazi—AAAAHHHHHHHHHH I LOVE IT!”

Mandi screamed in delight as Denzel lifted a cat carrier from his duffel bag. A small black kitten shied away from Mandi’s screeching.

“Oh gods, it’s so beautiful!” Mandi said, carefully taking the cat carrier. “Look at you, you’re just perfect!”

“This is Aleister Meowley,” I said. I was rather proud of that name.

Denzel had assured me that putting the kitten inside his duffel bag wouldn’t kill him. I was glad to see that was the truth. He also pulled out a bag of cat food, a litter box, and all the things Mandi would need.

“I’m so happy right now!” she shouted, cradling the cat carrier against her chest. “Oh my gods I love this cat!” She hurried away, taking the cat to her trailer.

I smiled as I watched her leave. And not just because I was checking out her ass, although let’s be honest, I was. It was good to see Mandi so happy. A cat would be a perfect companion for her.

“Okay, a bit more for Chloe,” Denzel said, grabbing some shopping bags and setting them on the ground.

Chloe walked up and checked the bags. She withdrew several books, reading the covers and nodding in approval. They were mostly educational books for her boys, as well as a few about dinosaurs and monster trucks. You know. The important stuff.

“Thank you, David,” she said, giving me a grateful look.

“Destiny,” Denzel said, handing her two catalogues.

“Huh?” she asked, taking the catalogues from him. “What’s this?” she opened the first one and something fell out. Upon picking it up, her eyes widened. She looked at me. “David. A thousand dollars?”

“Each one,” I said. “I wasn’t sure what to get you, so one is for some clothing—plus we’ll probably have to have it tailored to fit you, let’s be honest—and the other is to fix up your trailer.”

Destiny flipped through the catalogues, completely ignoring the world around her. She was a simple woman, so I really didn’t know what to get her. I’m glad that idea had been a successful one.

“And Wynter,” Denzel said, handing her several smaller bags. She took them, then her eyes widened as he began handing her gardening tools.

“David, why did you buy me a shovel?” she asked.

“Because I know how much you like gardening,” I said. “Check your bags.”

She rifled through one of the bags, then broke out into a smile. “I’ve never even heard of some of these things before! What’s a watermelon?”

“Now you can have the best garden in the whole trailer park,” I said. “But, I want you to know that I got you more than just some seeds. Denzel,” I said, turning to him.

“These are a bit big to drop right here, but I’ll show you one,” he said, turning his duffel bag on the side so he could roll out a tire mounted on a rim. It was a big thing, a seventeen inch rim and wide as hell.

Wynter blinked. “Wheels?”

“For that truck parked in your yard,” I said. “I checked it out the other day and learned a bit about it. It’s a 1980 Chevy truck with a 454 and a 4 speed. I think we found your racecar.”

Wynter smiled from ear-to-ear. “Oh, this is great! Do you think you can get that old truck running?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Pretty sure it just needs a tuneup and a new battery. Denzel has the stuff for both.”

Denzel patted his duffel bag.

“What a wonderful day,” Chloe said, looking at all the women. Everyone was so happy with their gifts.

“So, what about Rayla?” Denzel asked, pulling one more shopping bag from his duffel bag.

“Eh, I’ll take it to her,” I said. “She’s kind of a shut-in and doesn’t like to leave her trailer.”

Everyone was positively enamored with their gifts, which was great. I loved these women and I wanted to be happy.

Denzel needed to take the wheels over to Wynter’s truck, so we decided to give everyone a few minutes so they could put their gifts up. I told Brynleigh Mae I’d help her set up her computers later today. We had a date after dinner, so that would be a perfect time to do it.

Most of us gathered our things and started walking toward the trailers. Bobbi Jo had received car parts, so she dragged the boxes closer to her Camaro as we left.

I held one of the bags for Chloe and she held the other one while we held hands. Mandi walked on my other side, clearly wanting to be close to me but absolutely enamored with her new cat.

“I love this cat so much,” Mandi said, hugging the cat carrier to her chest. “I love this cat. I would die for this cat. I am so happy right now.”

Brandi Lynn walked with her arm looped around Denzel’s. They looked excited to see each other, and Brandi Lynn kept reaching out and grabbing Denzel’s ass anytime she thought no one was looking.

“Thank you so much for the thoughtful gifts,” Wynter said, stretching onto her toes to kiss me before running over to her trailer. Denzel followed her, pulling the wheels from his duffel bag when he got there.

“I’m gonna go put these books on their bookshelf,” Chloe said as we approached her trailer. We kissed, and she whispered to me that she loved me. I handed her the other bag and she took them home.

Brynleigh Mae struggled with the weight of her box. It was probably the one that held the monitor, so that made sense. I ran over and helped her with it. Once I was done, I went to Rayla’s place.

“Hey, Rayla!” I said as I knocked on her door.

The door opened a minute later and Rayla stood there, wearing neon spandex as usual. Her hair was in a ponytail on the left side of her head. She smiled when she saw it was me.

“Hey, what can I do for you?” she asked.

“I have some things for you,” I said. “May I come in?”

“Of course,” she said, stepping back to give me room.

I walked up the stairs, holding her bag. She eyed it curiously as I set it on the kitchen counter, then started pulling things out.

“Oh, David,” she gasped. “I love it!”

She held up the four pair of spandex bodysuits I had purchased for her. Three were solid neon colors, and the other was pink leopard print. They were absolutely atrocious, which meant she loved them.

“I got you matching shoes as well,” I said, pulling out a pair of hot pink Nikes.

“How did you know?” she asked. “What about my shoe size?”

“Eh, I peeked at your shoes the other day,” I said. “Here you go.” I handed her a similar set of shoes, but in teal.

“This is incredible,” Rayla said. “Oh, I could just kiss you, David.”

“Well, why don’t you?” I asked.

She ran up to me and pecked me on the lips. I pulled my hand out of the shopping bag, showing her three more aerobics videos I had purchased for her. Those really made her happy.

“And the real kicker,” I said, pulling a ten-pound kettlebell from the bag. “Here, now you can do more than just bodyweight stuff. We can get you heavier weights whenever you’d like, too. Hell, I might even join you.”

“Oh, this is great,” Rayla said, smiling at the kettlebell. She ran over to her entertainment center and set it right in front, as if it were an honored position. “How can I repay you?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Nothing needed. Just keep being you.”

She placed her hands on her hips. “You’re trying to get me to commit to the marriage, aren’t you?”

“To be honest, I wasn’t even thinking about that,” I said truthfully. “I just like you, and I wanted to do something nice for you.”

“Well, you’re doing a great job,” Rayla said, walking up to me and hugging me. “I don’t think I’ve ever had anyone be this nice to me before. You sure you aren’t hiding something? Trying to get me to do something weird?”

I smiled at her. “Rayla, you’re weird enough as is.”

She nodded. “Okay, that’s fair.”

I looked around. “I do have one more thing for you, though. It’s a surprise.”

She eyed me suspiciously. “I don’t like surprises.”

“You just like this one,” I said, pointing at her armload of spandex.

Her eyes narrowed. “I don’t like men pointing out that I actually like surprises.”

“Okay, I need you to close your eyes,” I said. “And I might pick you up and spin you around a little bit to disorient you, so you can’t guess what I’m getting you. Is that alright?”

She crossed her arms and pursed her lips. “Maybe. I might need some convincing.”

I stepped up to her and kissed her soft lips. “Is that better?”

“Fine,” she said after a moment.

“Okay, close your eyes,” I said. “Close your eyes and hum really loudly so you can’t hear me. Better yet, sing me your favorite song.”

“Oh, you’re in for a treat,” she said as she closed her eyes. Rayla immediately launched into a Cyndi Lauper song, singing it with a tenth the talent the original artist had.

Moving both quickly and silently, I hurried over to the door. I loudly cleared my throat as I pulled it open. Rayla was still singing, so I walked back up to her and placed my hands on her shoulders so she wouldn’t be startled.

“Okay, I’m gonna pick you up and spin you around a few times,” I said. “You can keep singing if you want to, but we’re almost to the surprise.”

Well, she kept singing. Yeah, girls wanna have fun and all that. I scooped her slender body into my arms and spun in a circle to hide the fact that I was carrying her to the door.

“Almost there!” I said loudly as I turned sideways and slipped through the door.

I stepped on the grass in front of her trailer and stood there for a moment, still carrying her. She was having a great time, belting out old pop songs at the top of her lungs. I almost hated to interrupt her.

“Okay,” I told her. “Are you ready for your surprise?”

“Yes,” she said with a smile.

I held her tightly to my chest and spoke quietly. “I just want you to know that I’ve got you, and you’re safe. There’s nothing to be afraid of. You can open your eyes.”

She opened her eyes, blinking slightly at the bright blue sky. Her grip on me tightened until she was clutching me in fear. Her deep blue eyes scanned her surroundings, simultaneously fascinated and terrified. She shivered in my arms.

“I need to go inside,” she whispered. Her breathing had increased to the point where she was panting. “David, I need to go inside.”

“Okay,” I said, turning and hurrying up the stairs.

Once back inside I took her to the couch and sat down, still with her on me. I held her tightly to my chest, feeling her heart pound.

“Are you alright?” I asked her, pulling her even closer so that her face was buried against my neck.

“I’m not ready for that yet,” she said. “I need my safety. I need my trailer.”

“It’s okay,” I said softly, holding her close. I kissed her forehead while waiting on her nerves to calm. “I’ve got you, Rayla. Take as long as you need.”

It took her about ten minutes, and we held each other tightly the entire time. At one point I saw her wipe a tear from her eye. I said nothing other than the occasional supportive comment. Holding her and making her feel safe was more important.

“Thank you,” Rayla said after a while. “Maybe we can do more later, but I’m just not ready for that yet.”

I leaned back a bit so I could look her in the eye. “Well, we’re going to work on getting you ready. I expect you to make me a marriage wreath soon, and we’re going to have a ceremony with the others, outdoors.”

“Why are you pushing me?” she asked quietly.

“Because it’s the right thing to do,” I replied.

Her dark blue eyes searched mine, and after a moment she pulled herself close again, tucking her face against my neck. “Okay,” she said. “I’ll do it.”
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After a few more minutes of cuddling I gave her a kiss and stood up. It was great to give everyone gifts and see their smiles, but I still had weapons and armor to make.

“I forgot to ask, how is your tattoo doing?” Rayla asked.

I held up my hand and showed her. “Great,” I said. “It works perfectly.”

She took my hand in both of hers and closely examined the tattoo. After a moment she licked it. “Ah, sorry. Old habit. So, when will I see you next?”

“I’ll stop by every day I can,” I said. “I’m a busy guy with a full schedule, but I’ll do my best.”

She smirked. “More incentive to get me to leave my trailer, right?”

I shrugged. “Unintentional, but you leaving your trailer would certainly help.”

“We’ll see,” she replied. She stood up and hugged me. “Thanks again for coming by, and for giving a damn about me.”

I bent down and kissed the top of her head. “Of course.”

I left her trailer after that. Something was definitely changing within Rayla, and that was good to see. I thought about it as I walked back to the forge.

From my understanding of things, she had been all but untouchable back in her world. No one wanted to fuck a witch, as she had once told me. She left her entire world behind to come here and save the others. After that, her trailer became her safe space, where no one could hurt her. It became her entire world. Of course leaving that would be hard.

Mandi caught up with me as I walked away from Rayla’s trailer. She immediately grabbed onto my arm, holding tightly while smiling up at me.

“I love that cat,” she said. “Thank you so much.”

“The thought popped in my head and I realized I had to get you a cat,” I said. “I’m glad you like him.”

“So, how are we gonna top that?” she asked. “Please tell me the rest of the day is going to be just as exciting.”

“Not in the way you’d think,” I replied. “It’s been a great morning, but we’ve got work to do.”

Mandi pouted a bit. “I think I’d rather go play with my cat.”

“Understandable,” I said. “But your cat won’t make you thirty grand.”

“Okay, that’s a fair point,” Mandi said.

“We’ve got several things we can make now,” I said. “We can just keep churning out the weapons and be swimming in money. Knives, swords, grenade launchers. Hopefully soon we’ll have a shield to go with the sword. Or if I’m being smart, we’ll make a spear.”

“Hey, that’s a good idea,” she said. “That way they don’t have to get as close to their enemy.”

“I still feel like we’re making medieval weapons in a futuristic war,” I said. “I can’t shake that feeling. It would help if I knew more about the war itself, but no one can tell me much.”

“Well, considering how much our weapons are selling for, I think we’re on the right path,” Mandi said.

“Yeah, you’re right.”

I looked over at the forge as we approached it. The rest of the women were all walking up as well. Brandi Lynn was sucking face with Denzel, and he was squeezing her ass so hard I thought he was going to bruise it.

“I think she’s in heaven,” Mandi said quietly, nodding toward Brandi Lynn. “She’s done with relationships and whatnot, and she’s already got a daughter. All she wants is to have fun, now. Getting railed by Jim and Denzel on a daily basis probably checks that box.”

“Hard to fault her for that,” I said.

Mandi looked up at me and raised an eyebrow.

I held up my hands. “Hey, I’m marrying seven women at once. My sex life is certainly full.”

“I wish my ass was full,” Mandi said under her breath. She looked up at me and winked. “I dunno. I kinda wish my belly was full of our baby.”

“That again?” I asked, slipping an arm around her shoulders.

“Let me have this,” she warned. “I know, we’ve talked about it. But don’t kink shame me.”

“Sorry,” I told her, then lowered my voice. “I’m busy tonight, but maybe tomorrow I can try to put a baby in you.”

She practically melted upon hearing that. “Ohhhh, I would love that.”

Yeah, I had a feeling Rayla was going to be making me a lot of those potions. I just hoped they weren’t bad for my health. This place was paradise, and I wanted to stick around as long as possible. Maybe Rayla could help me out there, or Jim.

“I wonder if I could learn magic,” I muttered.

“Eh?” Mandi asked, looking up at me. “Magic? I think you have to be born with that ability. I dunno, ask the others.”

I looked over at the anvil. Brynleigh Mae had donned her leather apron and was hard at work, tapping away at a piece of steel. Riley was there, curled up next to the forge itself. I could tell from the waves of heat rising from the coals that she had heated it.

With Brynleigh Mae bent over slightly, I found myself staring at her ass. Would you expect any less? I glanced over and saw that Mandi was checking her out as well.

Brynleigh Mae suddenly glanced over her shoulder and caught us both checking her out. Her sudden grin was almost enough to make me laugh.

“Go ahead, get an eyeful,” she said to me, shaking her hips slightly. “And Mandi, I need to talk to you later. You’ve gotta give me some tips on how to work this thing.” She shook her ass again.

“Gladly,” Mandi said.

“Still dead set on outdoing your mother?” Bobbi Jo asked, crossing her arms.

“You goddamn right,” Brynleigh Mae said with a nod. “I’m outdoing everyone. I won’t stop until he’s on the verge of a heart attack.”

“Uhhhh,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I know CPR,” Brynleigh Mae said to me.

“That doesn’t make me feel any safer.”

She turned and removed her leather apron, then grabbed the bottom hem of her shirt and raised it, flashing me.

“Does that help?” she asked.

“Actually, yeah,” I said.

“Me too,” Mandi said.

Brynleigh Mae rolled her eyes at Mandi. “Yeah, but I ain’t fuckin’ you.”

“Not yet,” Mandi said under her breath. Brynleigh Mae gave her a suspicious look, then laughed and pulled her shirt down.

“Okay, so where are we at with the next batch of grenade launchers?” I asked as I walked up to the anvil.

“Almost done with the second receiver,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Bobbi Jo here has been a great help. Couldn’t do it without her.”

Bobbi Jo smiled. “Awww, thanks Brynleigh Mae.”

“Have you started on the barrels yet?” I asked.

“I mean, there’s not much to do,” Brynleigh Mae said. “I fit the receivers to them. When you give them to me, they’re basically already done.”

“Hold on, I have an idea,” I said as I pulled out my tablet. “Hey Charlie, remember those big-ass gun barrels I’ve been having you make?”

Hmmm. I don’t remember making any barrels with big asses. Just regular tubes of steel, here.

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, those tubes. Can you make me three more, but add rifling to the inside?”

Ohhhh, I like where this is going! That shouldn’t be too hard. One moment, please.

A few minutes later, the barrels appeared on the table near the anvil. I walked over and grabbed one, then checked the inside. Sure enough, thin, spiraling grooves had been cut inside them.

“Nice job, Charlie,” I said. My tablet vibrated in my brain.

I brought one of the tubes over to Brynleigh Mae and handed it to her. She took it and looked down one end.

“That’ll help stabilize the grenade,” I said. “Should help with long range accuracy, not that we’re lacking in that department.”

“I like it,” Brynleigh Mae said.

She handed the rifled tube over to Bobbi Jo, who also looked through it. After checking it, she took it over to the forge and placed it on the coals. Riley looked up at her and wagged her tail slightly. Bobbi Jo bent down and rubbed under her chin for a few minutes, then directed Riley to stand and blast the forge with fire.

It was fortunate that Bobbi Jo took a step back. Riley wasn’t the most accurate with her fire breath. She hit the opening of the forge, where the coals and the steel tube were, and they both glowed white-hot after only a few seconds. Bobbi Jo grabbed the steel tube with a pair of tongs, wincing from the heat that radiated off of it, and took it over to a large trough of water.

“Tempered fae steel,” Bobbi Jo said, lifting the launcher barrel from the water. Steam billowed from its surface and light reflected almost prismatically from the steel. “That should fetch a pretty penny.”

“It’s beautiful,” I said.

“We’ll have her temper each part once we’re done,” Brynleigh Mae said. “As long as we’re careful, it doesn’t alter the shape of anything. But making all of these components practically unbreakable will really boost the value.”

I pulled out my tablet again. “Hey Charlie. I need more of those aluminum capsules that screwed together. Like, a hundred of them.”

Well, that’s gonna take some time. I should probably make you buy them from somewhere, but I did tell you I could make basic materials and items. I suppose this one is on me.

After a minute or two, the capsules began to appear. Mandi helped me gather them up and we put them in a nearby box, but they just seemed to keep coming. We stacked them on the table itself, again on the floor in a neat pile. We had far more than a hundred. When they finally stopped appearing, I guesstimated we had close to three times as many as I had asked for.

“Well, that means more to sell, right?” I said.

Destiny walked up to the forge and came straight to me. She smiled at Mandi, then slipped her arm around my waist.

“Hey, gorgeous,” I said, leaning down to kiss her.

“What’s next on our list?” she asked.

I looked around. Splitting my time among these women was awesome, but also took a lot of thought. Brynleigh Mae and I had a date tonight. I had spent the night with Chloe already. It had been a bit since I’d spent time with Destiny, so I needed to remedy that.

“We’re going to split up and get some work done on our next batch of weapons,” I said. “Brynleigh Mae, you’re doing great with the grenade launchers. Keep up the good work. Bobbi Jo, I know you’d probably like your own project. I want you to make a spear. The blade should be similar to our fart sword. Wynter, work on finishing up the handle to our recent sword, and see if Brynleigh Mae will teach you how she smiths things.”

“Well, hello there,” Brynleigh Mae said as Wynter approached her. They high-fived.

“Chloe, I want you to work with Mandi on making a nice sheath for these knives and swords. Something functional but nice enough for a fae steel weapon.”

Chloe nodded and smiled at Mandi. Together, they walked over to the area where all the leatherworking was done.

“Destiny, you’re with me,” I said. “I need your help working on something new.”
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I needed a place where I could focus, so I took Destiny by the hand and pulled her over to where our race cars were parked. That would be good enough for now.

“Are we racing or something?” she asked as we walked up to the old Corolla. “Working on this thing?”

“Nah,” I said as I walked around to the passenger side.

I opened the door and pulled out a few large towels I had stashed in there, then laid them on the ground. That was a good enough place for us to sit for now.

Destiny sat next to me and leaned against my side. I wrapped an arm around her and kissed her temple.

“So, what are we doing over here again?” she asked.

“I want to make a shield,” I told her. “I think better out loud, so this helps me. Plus, it’s nice to spend some time with you.”

She traced a finger down my chest. “You as well, honey.”

“I was going to do another fart sword, but Mandi brought up a good point: a spear would be a lot safer. So, we’re going to make a spear with some kind of gross enchantment. The shield will protect the wearer from accidentally harming themselves with the spear, and it’ll have additional enchantments as well.”

“Sounds good so far,” Destiny said.

“Chloe thought of having the shield make its wearer faster, which I think is great,” I said. “I wonder if there’s some way we can make it absorb attacks of some kind. Like, if the shield is hit with fire, it’ll absorb that so it protects the user.”

“Oh, and then you can make it so the spear shoots the fire back at someone!” Destiny said.

“Damn, that’s a great idea,” I said. “I knew there was a reason I brought you with me.”

“And here I thought it was just these,” Destiny said, patting her huge breasts.

I looked down at her chest and suddenly felt an overwhelming desire for her. “Yeah, hard to deny that.”

Destiny giggled and laid her hand on my chest. “Keep going with your idea.”

“It’ll depend on what Jim is able to do,” I said. “Like, I doubt the shield can absorb a bullet and then shoot it from the spear. But we’ll see what we can do. Yeah, I like this idea.”

“That didn’t take long,” Destiny said. “I wonder what else we can do in the meantime?”

We smiled at each other, making it clear we were thinking the same thing. It only took her about five seconds to get up and straddle me. Soon I had her in my arms and we were kissing each other.

“I’ve missed you,” I said to the beautiful pink-haired woman.

“Same,” she said, then went back to kissing me.

With a woman built like Destiny, her straddling me was pretty much heaven. There were few things I enjoyed more than the feeling of her curves pressed against me.

But, grabbing the ass of a beautiful woman wasn’t going to pay for our racetrack to be finished. Trust me, I wish it did.

I sighed. “We should get to work.”

“I can think of something I’d like to work,” she replied, smiling as she pecked me on the lips.

“Trust me, I’d love to,” I said, patting her on the butt. “We’re past due for another date, too.”

“Damn right we are,” Destiny said, leaning back a bit. Ugh, that just made her ass push harder against my crotch. “I have to say, I’m really glad you turned out so much better than the last guy. It really would be a shame if you accidentally blew up.”

I laughed. “Yeah, that definitely would be a shame, wouldn’t it!” I leaned forward and kissed her. “Don’t worry. I plan on treating you all like the goddesses you are.”

Destiny smiled at me for a moment. “That’s the right answer. Oh alright, I suppose I’ll let you get up.”

She crawled off of me and we both stood up, then made our way back to the forge. Everyone was hard at work, which was great to see. Wynter was watching Brynleigh Mae closely as she explained how to work the hot steel with a hammer.

Bobbi Jo took turns with her, carefully beating a piece of steel into a long blade that would eventually become part of a spear. Judging by the way the metal glistened, they had been using Riley to heat it.

“Good to see everyone busy,” I said. “Although I guess that means I’ll have to make this myself.”

“Oh no, you actually have to do some work,” Brynleigh Mae said without looking up. Wynter snickered.

I grabbed my tablet. “Hey Charlie, can you make me a five pound smithing hammer please? And a block of 1060 steel, uhhh, make it a flat piece. About five pounds.”

A moment later the hammer appeared in my tool belt and the piece of steel fell to the ground. I grabbed it and tried to think of how I was going to approach this. I put it on the hot coals to give me time to think.

“What do you need me to do?” Destiny asked.

“I’m gonna work on this shield,” I said. “If you want to find a piece of wood to use as the haft for the spear, that would be perfect.”

“Can’t your tablet do that?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, I forgot,” I said. “Hey Charlie. Can you make me a wooden, uhhh, shaft, an inch in diameter and five feet long? Make it out of ash wood.”

Sure thing, champ.

The spear haft appeared and I handed it to Destiny. She could work with Bobbi Jo to fit that to the spearhead once it was complete.

I walked back over to the forge to check on the chunk of steel. It was warming up, but it wasn’t ready yet. I decided to let Riley do her trick, mostly because I was feeling a bit impatient.

“Hey girl,” I said, leaning down to scratch the dragon’s ear wing thingies.

I grabbed the pair of tongs and held the piece of steel out to the side, then encouraged Riley to hit it. She wagged her tail and blew a stream of white-hot fire at it, turning the steel straw yellow in a matter of seconds.

“Coming to the anvil,” I said.

Brynleigh Mae and Bobbi Jo stepped aside as I set my piece of steel on the anvil. While holding it tightly with my tongs, I began hitting it with my hammer, trying to spread the steel around. As hot as it was, it moved easily.

What I found interesting was how the dragonfire worked with the steel. Sometimes getting it that hot was risky, as you could burn the carbon out of the steel and essentially ruin it. I didn’t get that notion with Riley providing the heat. Or maybe the metal turning into fae steel negated any of those issues and just made it indestructible. Honestly, I wasn’t entirely sure how to check the carbon content.

It stayed hot longer than usual as well. I kept at it, spreading the metal and trying to form it into some semblance of a shape. Since the metal was so strong, it didn’t need to be very thick. If I could get it uniformly ⅛ inch, that would keep it lightweight and give me a rather large shield.

When the steel finally began to cool, I held it out for Riley again. She gave it a quick blast of dragonfire, bringing it back up to temperature. That made it easy to work again.

“So, this shield will be great, unless they’re fighting a dragon,” I said as I hammered away.

“You’re getting better at that,” Brynleigh Mae said as she watched me work.

“It’s that tablet,” I said. “I’ve never done this before coming to this Protection Zone. Now, after leveling up a few times, the skills are in my head like I’ve been doing it for years. It’s the strangest feeling. I just know how to do it.”

Yeah, that is kinda weird,” Bobbi Jo said. “What shape are you going for?”

“I was thinking a kite shield,” I said. “I guess it’ll depend on how much metal I have. If there’s enough I could do a tower shield. That would be awesome when paired with a spear.”

I briefly wondered if I could do this with other metals. Was fae aluminum a thing? The notion of a two-pound tower shield that could stop a bullet would be a real game changer. But who would I even ask about that? Riley didn’t speak English, so that wouldn’t work.

I kept the thought in mind as I worked on the shield, doing my best to spread the metal and thin it out. It was a time-consuming process, especially since I had to share the anvil with the other women. We spent the better part of an hour there, all three of us working on our respective projects. Each of us took turns giving Wynter some tips on how to shape hot steel with a hammer. After a bit, Bobbi Jo let her try a few hits on the spear.

After lots of work, I had something that was mostly a uniform thickness and roughly the shape of a kite shield. The edges were rough, but I could clean those up on the Honda Civic grinder. I left the women at the anvil and called Riley over to me as I walked there.

Of course, that meant I had to use thick leather gloves and tongs to hold the shield as I worked it on the grinding wheel. That certainly made it more difficult, but I managed. I had concerns that the dragonfire was going to damage the bands of sandpaper on the tires, but they spun fast enough that the heat didn’t build up.

So, a few hours later, I had a halfway decent kite shield made from fae steel. I leaned it against a nearby Datsun and admired my work. The fae steel shimmered faintly in the sunlight.

I reached into my toolbelt and grabbed my smithing hammer, then held it at my side for a moment. If this stuff was as strong as I had been led to believe, then that shield would stop about anything.

Once the steel was merely warm to the touch, I gave it a fairly hard tap with the hammer. Nothing. I brought my arm back and hit it pretty hard. Again, nothing. Not even a scrape. That made me feel more confident about the steel, so I drew my arm back and hit the shield as hard as I could with the five-pound hammer. That would have been enough to crumple regular steel, but the shield took it.

The shield had been leaning against the door of an old car. After hitting it, the shield didn’t have a single scratch, but the middle of the door now had a dent from the shield digging into it.

“Isn’t that something,” I said, glancing at it. Yeah, I couldn’t find a mark anywhere on the surface of the shield. It looked like fae steel was legit.

“But, do we need stealth?” I wondered aloud as I placed my hammer back into my tool belt. As it had an interdimensional pocket, the hammer disappeared within, weighing essentially nothing. I grabbed the shield and looked at it for a moment.

Stealth probably wasn’t a requirement for people using a kite shield and a long spear, but I didn’t need to advertise it. As is, the enemy would wonder why they were getting attacked by rainbow warriors. A simple flat-black coating would probably go a long way toward muting that effect. Maybe I could leave the inside of the shield bare metal so the wearer could always see that it was fae steel. I felt like that would build confidence.

“But how are we going to hold you?” I asked the shield as I picked it up. It needed a couple loops on the back so someone could wear it on their arm. Adjustable ones, if I was being smart, and probably padded, too.

I went back to the forge and worked on that idea. It wasn’t hard: just a simple metal loop, flattened out to be a handle on the inside of the shield. Riley had to heat the steel so I could punch holes in it and press the handle in. After peining the ends over and letting it cool, it was essentially one piece. I added some small loops so the ladies could affix leather straps to it later.

“Here we go,” I said, grounding the point of the shield. “Our first shield. And I just tested it with a hammer, and it didn’t even scratch it.”

“Nicely done,” Brynleigh Mae said, looking up from her work. “Are you gonna paint it, or leave it as is?”

“Paint,” I said. “Flat black; something that’ll be easier to hide with. I figure that’s our best bet, even if it’s not glamorous.”

“Maybe we can put our log on the front!” Bobbi Jo said. “Just imagine, ‘BBC’ in big letters right across the front.”

“Oh, Denzel will love that,” I groaned. “Especially since it’ll be followed up by poking someone with a big spear.”
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Mandi came and got the shield after I explained to her the padded straps that I wanted on the back. Charlie provided me with a can of spray primer and two cans of flat black spray paint, which were good enough to make the face of the shield nice and dark.

“I wonder how much money we’ll get for a spray painted shield,” I said to myself, mostly just wondering aloud.

“Well, it’s fae steel, so there’s that,” Mandi said. “I suppose it’ll depend on the enchantment.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I said. “I should go talk to Jim about that and see what he can do with a shield.”

“Okay, honey,” Mandi said, going onto her toes to kiss me. “I’ll see you in a bit.”

I left the forge and started walking down the wide path that led to the field, and ultimately Jim’s trailer. On my right, Blerg was still hard at work digging out the dirt of the track and pushing a few inches of gravel in the dirt’s place. Something else caught my eye in the distance, though. Something big, yellow, and filthy.

An asphalt paving machine.

First off, those things were strange looking. They were like some nightmarish blend of tractors and other industrial things, all covered with a thick layer of black asphalt. And they were slow as hell, too. Although as I thought about it, that made perfect sense.

Denzel rode on top of the paving machine, driving it toward the track. A dump truck already sat next to the track; I suppose I hadn’t heard it approach since I had been so busy with the shield.

“Wow,” I said out loud. “It’s really happening. We’re gonna have a racetrack. A real fucking racetrack.”

Plenty of people with lots of land had created dirt tracks on their own property, but how many people actually paved a proper racetrack? Practically no one. There was the monetary cost, the building permits, and the whole thing was just a nightmare.

It made me wish we had more people in here so we could have some spectators. Maybe the Goblin 500 could be the hottest race of the year.

Even still, I was ecstatic at the thought of having my own racetrack. And the rules were my own, so while I planned on racing my GNX there all the time, we could also do stupid shit like race a hearse and an old station wagon there. Or anything else we wanted, for that matter.

I stood there for a few minutes, watching as Denzel drove the paving machine up to the track and parked it alongside. It took him a few minutes to work all the levers and buttons, but he finally turned it off, then waved down Blerg and spoke with him.

I shook my head and kept moving. Those guys had definitely earned a bonus.

But in the end I had to let them focus on the track while I focused on making money. I turned and kept walking toward Jim’s trailer.

He had continued cleaning things up over the past few days. It was amazing what some good sex would do to a man. All the weeds had been cleared out and his small trailer pressure washed. The path was clean, and even his work table was neat and organized.

I knocked on the door and waited at the base of the stairs.

“Hold on, guys!” Jim shouted from inside.

“Guys?” I said. “Ah, shit.”

The door flung open and Jim stood there, wearing a bathrobe that bulged in the front due to his, ahem, excitement. He also had a dildo strapped to his chin. It was an interesting look.

“Fuck, sorry!” Jim said and slammed the door.

“You never cease to amaze me, Jim,” I said, wondering exactly how that face dildo would work.

“Yeah, sorry,” he shouted. “Thought you were someone else.”

“Multiple someones,” I said.

“What can I say, she likes some pretty fun stuff,” Jim said, then opened the door again. He still stood partially behind it, presumably to hide his erection. At least now, he didn’t have a dildo strapped to his chin. “So, what can I do for you?”

“I had some questions for you, actually,” I said. “It’s about magical stuff. Enchantments.”

“Uh oh, what kinda weird shit did they think of now?” he asked, grinning.

I shook my head. “Nah, not like that. I just made a shield, and we’re making a spear to go with it. A matching set, so to speak.”

“Ah, going old school,” he said.

I nodded. “Yeah, but hopefully with the right enchantments they’ll still be usable in modern battle environments. That’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

Jim took a deep breath and opened the door the rest of the way. “Okay, I should be good now. Let’s go talk over there.”

He walked down the stairs and went straight to his work table. Several stools were in the area and he grabbed one and sat on it while gesturing at another one. I sat there, suddenly wishing I had a mimosa to sip on. Man, that sounded really good for whatever reason.

“Alright, so what enchantments are you thinking of?” he asked.

“So, the spear will have a pretty typical enchantment on it,” I began. “Something nightmarish that will spread like wildfire.”

Jim nodded. “Of course. I would expect nothing less.”

“First and foremost, I want the shield to make the wearer immune to whatever enchantment we put on the spear,” I said.

Jim nodded again. “Yeah, I can do that. Especially if I’m enchanting them at the same time. It’s pretty easy.”

“Good,” I said. “Second, if we could enchant the shield to make the wearer able to move faster, that would be a big help, too. Is that possible?”

“Yeah,” Jim said. “Again, not too hard, although it’s tiring. A lot of these enchantments take energy out of me and leave me tired. Combine that with how Brandi Lynn is wearing me out on a daily basis, and you see my concern.”

I laughed. “Yeah, make sure you’re getting enough sleep. I’ll make sure to give you a raise, don’t worry. So, that much is the starting point of this set. We also had a great idea: what if the shield was able to absorb attacks, even just a certain kind, and then you could shoot them out of the spear?”

Jim frowned. “You mean like if someone hit the shield with fire, it would absorb it and then you could shoot fire from the spear, right?”

“Exactly,” I said.

He thought for a minute, leaning his head side to side. “Yeah, I can do that. Again, not overly difficult, but tiring. Adding these enchantments together just adds new levels of difficulty, but it’s nothing I can’t manage. Only problem is, you’ll have to choose what kind of attacks you want to absorb. I don’t think I can make it so it’ll absorb just anything.”

I grinned. “What if it absorbed artillery shells and then fired them from the spearpoint?”

Jim thought on that, then nodded slowly. “Yeah, I think I could do that. Or at least something similar.”

I blinked. “Holy shit, I was kidding. I was thinking of something simple, like fire.”

“That makes it easier,” he replied. “The enchantment won’t see much difference in certain attacks. It’s just redirecting energy. Do you want it to absorb and redirect kinetic energy, chemical energy, or electric? Or maybe sound. That would be interesting.”

“Hold on, sound?” I asked. “You mean like the shield would absorb sound, and then the user could hit someone with a blast of concentrated sound later?”

“Oh yeah, it’s devastating,” Jim said. “You absorb some good sound and you can blow out eardrums for a hundred feet in every direction. You can make a sound loud enough to break bones. Of course, we’ll have to make sure the person using the shield is immune to that as well or things could get ugly.”

“I never thought of that,” I said. “Electrical energy could be neat, although I feel like they wouldn’t encounter a lot of that on a battlefield. Kinetic seems like a top choice.”

“I can make that add force to their spear thrusts,” he said. “Or if they throw the spear, although that’s a dangerous thing to do. You don’t want to lose it.”

“Yeah, good point,” I said. “I’m still thinking about the sound energy thing. That would be completely unexpected.”

“They just have to absorb enough or else it’ll be worthless,” Jim said. “Fortunately as I said, battlefields are noisy places. Heat energy could work, depending on the environment. If they’re fighting in the winter, it’ll be worthless. Yeah, kinetic energy or sound, that’s probably what’s gonna work best.”

“So, someone absorbs a dozen hits with their shield,” I began, working it out in my head. “And then they use that energy and redirect it into their spear so they can throw it a hundred yards with pinpoint accuracy. Once that spear strikes the enemy, they get hit with some nasty enchantment that spreads rapidly.”

Jim made finger guns at me. “You got it. Although again, you don’t want them to lose their spear or they’re fucked.”

“Can we make the spear come back to them magically?” I asked.

“Well, yeah. But again, that’s another enchantment. It’s gonna take me a while to do all this and I’ll be exhausted afterward.”

“What if I gave you twenty grand?” I asked.

“Okay, now you’re talking my language,” Jim said. “Yeah, for twenty grand I’ll spend all day enchanting this stuff. Just make sure they’re strong enough to withstand the abuse of battle.”

“Fae steel,” I said with a grin.

Jim spread his hands. “Well, there you go. I think you’ve got a solid idea, there. I can’t imagine that selling for any less than six figures.”

“Those are words I like to hear,” I said. “Alright, we’re gonna work on finishing this stuff up so we can get it to you.”

Jim nodded. “I’ll be ready. Oh, uhhh… Is Brandi Lynn on her way?”

“I haven’t seen her in a bit,” I said. “Although Denzel just came back, if that helps any.”

Jim nodded again. “Possibly, yeah, although I think tonight is just me and her. Yeah, if you see her, tell her to bring some corn starch.”

“Will do,” I said, trying not to think of why he would need that.

I reached out and shook Jim’s hand, then stood up and left.

I was the Munitions Expert, the guy with the tablet. But today had shown me that I couldn’t do it alone. We were a team, and our best ideas came when I involved as many people as possible. In the end, if it wasn’t for those women I would have mounted a cannon on a Toyota. Instead, we had… Well, we had fart swords and magical shields. Stuff that sold for insane amounts of money.

I walked back to the forge, feeling ready to get this stuff done. I was ready to see what Jim could do.
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Once back at the forge, I took a moment to look over everyone else’s work.

Brynleigh Mae was doing a great job with the grenade launcher receiver. The bulk of it was done and she had moved onto smaller parts, like the trigger and hammer. I had Charlie make some springs for her to use.

Bobbi Jo had turned each barrel into fae steel and carefully fitted them into the receivers, ensuring a tight fit. The barrels had small pieces of steel forge welded to them so they would properly attach. Wynter had helped.

Mandi brought me the shield, complete with leather arm straps. I slid my hand through the steel handle and wrapped the padded leather strap around my forearm, checking the fit and comfort.

It was a lightweight shield, which was my primary focus. Light enough to carry around for hours without getting tired. The thick leather strap she had attached was adjustable and fit my arm with plenty of space to adjust in either direction. It was also surprisingly comfortable.

“Alright, let’s make this look like a proper military shield,” I said, setting it on a stump.

The surface of the shield was clean and just rough enough for paint to stick. I first hit it with some primer, and once that dried a bit I added a couple layers of flat black. I really didn’t know how much to use, so I waited for it to dry some and added two more layers, then called it good enough. In the end it was a shield, so no matter how much paint I put on there it would eventually get chipped off. Perhaps we could black out most of the spear as well.

“You’re not gonna paint it camo?” Mandi asked, looking at the shield.

I stared at it for a moment. “Nah. I don’t know who is using it or what situation they’re using it in. Flat black seems like the safest bet for now. It’ll work great at night or any low-light situation, and if they want to paint it a different color it’ll be easy.”

Mandi nodded. “Sounds good to me. So, what’s next?”

I looked up at the sky, checking the position of the sun. “Well, I think it’s about time for us to quit for the day, to be honest. We can pick up where we left off tomorrow.”

Mandi stepped up and slipped her arm through mine. “Have any free time tonight?”

“Unfortunately, no,” I said. “And tomorrow night I’m taking Destiny on a date.”

Mandi released my arm and stamped her foot. “That’s no fair!” she said. “I feel like you don’t have any time for me anymore!”

“Calm down, honey,” I said. “My attention is split seven ways, remember. I promise I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.”

“I feel like an afterthought,” she said, crossing her arms and pouting. “Second-best.”

I rolled my eyes. “Maybe the day after tomorrow we can practice a few things.”

She looked at me suspiciously. “Like what?”

I leaned over and spoke quietly in her pointed ear. “Maybe we can practice me getting you pregnant.”

Goose bumps broke out over her skin. “Ohhhhhh,” she said, holding me tightly. “Yes please, sir. I need that. I need daddy’s cummies more often.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, pulling her into a hug and kissing the top of her head. “I promise you we’ll have another date soon, and I can fill you up as much as possible.”

“God you know how to talk to me,” Mandi said against my chest. She gave me a playful shove. “Alright, go on and waste your time with those other floozies. You know who you really belong to.” She winked at me.

I laughed and kissed her, then walked back over to the forge. Everyone was still hard at work, so I waited for a good moment to interrupt them.

“Alright, I think it’s time we all go home and clean up,” I said. Riley walked up to me and leaned against my hip, so I reached down and patted the base of her neck. “I should build you a doghouse by my trailer, big girl. Not out of wood though, or it’ll get burned down in the first day. I suppose it’s a good thing my trailer has that metal skin on the exterior, too.”

“You and your pet dragon,” Bobbi Jo said. She walked over to the table and set her hammer down next to the finished grenade launcher barrels. “Alright, these gaper barrels are ready. We should have three more gapers done in a day or two.”

“Perfect,” I said, rubbing my hands together. “I can practically smell the money.”

“What’s it smell like?” Bobbi Jo asked.

“Hot steel,” I said. “And a rickety old building.”

Bobbi Jo laughed, then walked up and hugged me. “Alright, doofus. I’ll see you tomorrow.” We kissed and she left. Wynter left after her, of course with a kiss as well.

Brynleigh Mae kept working while Destiny came up to me. We walked over to the side of the forge, next to the couch, and held each other for a while. I really liked Destiny. She was as mature and stable as she was beautiful. We kissed for a while, and she left.

Chloe had left earlier to watch her boys, so that left me alone in the forge with Brynleigh Mae. Once she saw that we were alone, she finally set her hammer down and removed her leather apron. She was dirty from working all day, but still beautiful as could be.

“Hey there,” I said, walking up to her.

“Hey,” she said, giving me a big smile. “So, it’s just us now.”

“Yeah,” I said, kissing her forehead. “You taste like a fire. We both need showers.”

“Ugh, don’t remind me,” she said, wiping her face on her sleeve. “When should I come over? And I’m assuming you got the potion.”

“Yeah, I picked it up this morning,” I said. “I’m gonna head back and clean up and then start on dinner. You can come over whenever you want.”

“Perfect,” she said, smiling again. “I’m excited, David, and not just because of the potion. It’ll be good to spend some time with you again.”

I hugged her again. “Yeah, I feel the same way. Alright, so I’ll see you soon?”

“Yeah,” Brynleigh Mae said, giving me a playful push. “Go wash your nasty ass and I’ll be over in about thirty minutes. Maybe a little more. And make sure you hydrate, ‘cause I’m draining you dry.”

I saluted her. “Yes ma’am.”

She slapped my arm and laughed. We kissed for a few minutes, then parted ways.

While she went to her trailer, I walked down the wide path that led away from the forge. Blerg was still operating his bulldozer, but Denzel was nowhere in sight. Well, he was probably either at Jim’s house helping him rail Brandi Lynn, or he had left our Protection Zone. I waved at Blerg and kept walking.

Once at my place I quickly stripped off my dirty clothes and threw them in the washer, then hopped in the shower. Something about the simple pleasure of a hot shower always made me feel like a new person. Perhaps it was the steamy heat loosening up stiff joints and muscles. Who knew.

Once that was done, I went to my closet and looked through my clothes. Denzel had dropped off some new shirts and shorts on his way out, which was perfect. Nothing special, just some basics, but they were so much better than what the previous guy had left.

I wound up grabbing a simple pair of black gym shorts and a matching black tank top. I was a pretty muscular guy, especially after increasing my strength score with that tablet. Kinda funny how simply completing some quests with that tablet did more for my bench press than a year of lifting. I made a mental note to buy some weights, if nothing else for me and Rayla to use.

Was I showing off a bit by wearing a tank top? Absolutely. Would Brynleigh Mae be doing the same thing? I damn sure hoped so.

Once I was dressed, I went through my nightstand drawer and grabbed a few cassettes Denzel had grabbed for me. Some of these women—Bobbi Jo, Mandi, and Brynleigh Mae—were easy to please. I still didn’t know what to get Destiny, but fortunately she seemed to be happy with being treated right.

I opened my fridge and checked my stash. One bottle of dry white wine and a six pack of craft beer. Brynleigh Mae didn’t seem like a wine girl, but I’d ask her anyway. I had two glass beer mugs and I ran them under some water, then tossed them in the freezer. That was an old trick I had learned from an old friend right out of high school.

Blerg handled a lot of the groceries for us. He ordered basics every week, which Denzel delivered and we picked up. I had a few extra things in there I had requested, and I took a minute to arrange stuff on my small kitchen counter.

We would be spending some time in the kitchen, so I ran back to my bedroom and grabbed my little boombox. It dawned on me that I should upgrade it. I mean, decent stereos were available in the nineties, certainly better than what I had. This thing had next to no bass. I’d add it to the list for Denzel.

The boombox went on my dining room table, along with the tapes. My kitchen counter was pretty much ready. I grabbed a cutting board and a knife and set them there.

Well, there wasn’t much else to do except wait, so I decided to grab a beer for myself. The mugs weren’t ready yet, so I just raw dogged it in the can. I cracked it open and took a sip. A cold beer was always nice after a long day.

I worked my arms in slow circles. I had never built anything like that shield before. There was a definite weakness in my arms that would translate to soreness over the next few days.

A knock came at the door and I set my beer on the counter. Everything looked good in the kitchen, so I went to the door. It was time to start our date.
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Brynleigh Mae stood there, just as cute as could be. Her teal hair hung loose around her shoulders and framed her smiling face. She wore a Megadeth t-shirt that had been cut off so it showed her belly button, and a pair of tight black shorts that covered basically nothing. Interestingly enough, she also held her laptop.

“Hey, gorgeous. Come on in,” I said, stepping back.

She continued smiling at me as she ascended the stairs. “Thanks,” she said, noting my beer. “Ah, starting without me, I see.”

I laughed and walked over to the freezer. “Nah, just relaxing. I’ll pour us each one. Oh, unless you prefer wine?”

She shook her head. “Beer, all day. Wine is too fancy for me.”

I grabbed the glass mugs from the freezer. They were cold, but not frosted like I had hoped. Eh, that took a bit of time. They were fine. After pouring my beer in a mug and grabbing one for her, we clinked glasses and each shared a sip.

“Not bad,” she said, looking at her beer. “So, you got the potion, right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s in the bedroom.”

“Should you go ahead and take it? How long does it take to work its way through your system?”

“Not long,” I replied. “Just a minute or two.”

Brynleigh Mae whistled. “Magic is a hell of a thing. So, what’s all this mess on the counter?”

“Oh, I was going to cook us dinner,” I said. “What’s all that mess in your hands?” I pointed at her laptop.

She suddenly blushed and set it on the dining room table, next to the boombox. “Eh, now I’m feeling self conscious. I typed out some ideas for books and wanted to run them by you.”

“I think that sounds great,” I said. “Maybe I can cook while you tell me about your ideas.”

She took another sip of her beer. “After one of these I should be ready. What’s with the tapes?”

I walked over and grabbed the nearest cassette. “Some music I wanted to introduce you to. Since you like Metallica and Slayer and bands like that, I wanted to let you hear some more stuff. A little bit heavier.”

She grabbed the tape from me and examined the cover. “Carcass,” she said. “Not sure if I love that name or if they should have put more thought into it. Sure, let’s hear it.”

She put the tape in the boombox and hit the play button while I went to the kitchen counter and started working on dinner. It was nothing fancy, but I had a small pack of fresh basil leaves to make it nice and pretty.

As soon as the guitars roared through the speakers, her eyes widened. “Oh. Oh, yes, this is nice, indeed.” She reached over and turned it up a bit, then drank more of her beer. “So, what’s for dinner?”

“Just some pasta and meatballs,” I said as I tore open two small packages of ground meat. “Something I used to make all the time back in my world. It’s like a healthier version of comfort food, so it tastes pretty good. I make the meatballs with ground chicken breast and add a little pork for flavor.”

“Do you make the sauce from scratch?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Oh, of course,” I said, grabbing a jar from my fridge. “Completely homemade. It takes a lot of effort to pour this sauce into a pan, you know.”

She laughed. “Well, I appreciate dinner, either way. And yeah, I’m digging this.” She reached over and fast forwarded for a few seconds, then hit play again. “Oh, that song’s much faster. Me likey.”

“Yeah, this is a great album,” I said as I turned on a burner. I set a pan in there and drizzled some olive oil in it once it got hot. After that, I rolled up the seasoned meatballs between my hands and tossed them in the pan.

“Why do you make your meatballs so small?” she asked.

“Simple,” I said. “What’s the best part of the meatball? It’s the outside. The part with the best texture that got a little crispy from the heat. So, if you make the meatballs grape-sized, it tastes better and it’s easier to eat. No need to cut them all in half with your fork.”

“Interesting,” she said, then fast forwarded again. She got to the next song and listened for a few seconds. “Yeah, I’m digging this. Can I borrow the tape to listen to it some more?”

“Of course,” I said. “I got those for you.”

“Oh, yay!” she said, grabbing the next one. “Oh god, this is disgusting. What the fuck.” She read the title. “Cannibal Corpse. Tomb of the Mutilated.” She looked at me.

“Just imagine each song as a little horror movie,” I said. “That’s how the band members describe it.”

“Okay, sounds easy enough,” she said as she popped the tape into the boombox. As soon as the first song started, her eyes widened. “Oh my god, this is amazing. This is the heaviest thing I’ve ever heard, and I think I’m in love.”

“With me, right?” I asked with a grin.

“No, with—” She grabbed the tape and read through the liner notes. “With Alex Webster.”

“The bassist?”

“Of course,” she said. “Bass players never get enough credit. I mean, RIP Cliff Burton.”

“Yeah, good point,” I said as I tossed some squiggly noodles in the boiling water.

We listened for a few more minutes, both of us enjoying the heavy music, but I could tell she was antsy. Well, probably for a few reasons. I decided to change from music to books to hopefully help her relax a bit.

“Hey, go ahead and tell me about your book ideas,” I said, reaching over and stopping the music.

“Booo, I was enjoying that,” she said. “But alright.”

She opened her laptop and waited a minute for it to turn on. “Okay, but you have to promise not to laugh,” she said, clicking a few times.

“Of course not,” I said. “I’m excited to hear your ideas. Hit me with ‘em.”

“Okay,” she said, taking a deep breath. She looked over at her beer mug and drained the last of it. “Beer me,” she said, holding it out.

I laughed and grabbed another can of beer, then carefully poured it into her mug. She took another sip, then started explaining.

“Okay, so I wanted to write romance, like women’s romance, but then I got to thinking about you.”

“Me?” I asked.

“Yes!” she said. “What an interesting story! And it got me thinking, someone should write romance for men.”

“Romance for me,” I said. “Is that a thing?”

She shrugged. “Beats me, but it is now. I have some great ideas for stories. Okay, the first one is inspired by you. So, a regular guy from your world gets magically brought into a world of goblins and elves and orcs. An evil wizard wants to conquer the world, and his first step is eradicating the goblins. He creates poison rain, which renders all the men sterile, so this human man is brought in to breed with all the goblin women so their race can continue. I’d call it ‘Breeder of Goblins.’”

I thought on that for a minute. “I dunno. I mean, I absolutely love being here with you all, but how many human guys would enjoy a book series about a guy constantly banging goblin women?”

“You may be right,” she said. “That’s fine, I have more ideas. So, there’s this big barbarian guy that has a bad temper, like it makes him nearly black out each time he rages. He learns it’s because his soul is connected to a dragon. Usually, only women bond with and ride dragons, but once every couple thousand years a man is born that way. His destiny is to save the world from an evil dragon up north.”

I frowned at that. “I mean, that could be good if you have some intense action sequences. Where’s the romance?”

“The lady dragon riders!” she said excitedly. “He has to win over each woman, one at a time. And yeah, lots of sword fighting and whatnot.” She suddenly frowned. “I have a bad feeling I’d write two books and then get stuck on the third and never publish it.”

“That would be unfortunate,” I said.

“It’s okay, I have more ideas,” she said.

I took a sip of my beer and stirred my meatballs. They smelled incredible. “Hit me.”

“I’ve read enough books from your world that I think I could write things in there,” she said. “I had this great idea of a guy that gets put in a prototype cryostasis chamber, where they put him to sleep for a few days. Except, right after they put him to sleep, a nuclear war breaks out and destroys most of the world. He wakes up eighty years later and has to learn how to survive in the new world.”

“That could be fun,” I said. “Any radioactive mutants?”

“Absolutely!” Brynleigh Mae said. “I’d have a woman with three boobs, a giant green-skinned muscle mommy, and a woman built like Destiny that could magically heal stuff. But instead of magic, I’d just call it a mutation so my fans didn’t get upset.”

“Hey, that’s good thinking,” I said. “Yeah, sounds like you have some solid ideas. What about our story? Right here, in this Protection Zone.”

Brynleigh Mae scoffed. “Who would read about goblin women in a trailer park?”

“Yeah, probably no one,” I muttered.

“Precisely. Hell, I live here and I wouldn’t read about it,” she said. “I dunno, I have so many ideas. Thank you so much for getting me these computers, so I can finally write them down. Or, type them. Whatever.”

“I’m glad I could help,” I said. “Just name one of your main characters after me and we’ll call it even.”

“Can do,” she said with a smile. “Hey, that smells incredible.”

“Thanks,” I said, turning the burner down.

I poured some of the sauce over the meatballs, then covered them and let them simmer. That would help blend the flavors together. While that finished cooking, I grabbed a handful of basil leaves, rolled them up, and chopped them into thin pieces. Thank you internet videos for showing me that.

“Oh yeah, that smells amazing,” Bryleigh Mae said, coming up to stand next to me. “Wow, you weren’t kidding. How long until it’s done?”

I stabbed a noodle with a fork, blew on it a few times, then tried it. “Just a minute,” I said.

After draining the pasta, I tossed it all in the saucepan with the meatballs and added a bit more sauce. After stirring a bit, I poured it on two plates. A small portion for my petite goblin girlfriend, and a double portion for me.

“Wow, you really eat that much?” she asked.

I flex for her. “Takes a lot of calories to maintain this. Although with the tablet, I wonder if that’s different now.”

“Weirdo,” Brynleigh Mae said, taking her plate over to the dining room table.

She pushed the boombox and her laptop aside and we both set our plates down. After a few seconds she hit play and turned the volume down so we’d have some background music.

“Pasta and death metal go strangely well together,” I said. “Hey, thanks for coming over.”

“Well, sure,” she said. “Thanks for dinner.”

“It’s also nice to spend some time with you,” I said. “It can be hard here, with all the people.”

“Aww, you poor baby!” Brynleigh Mae said. “So many women want you. How will you ever find the time!”

I rolled my eyes at her. “You can mock me all you want, but it really is kinda tough. I mean, I want to treat everyone right, and fairly. That takes time. Split that seven ways, and you can see how hard it is.”

“Yeah, yeah, I get it,” she said, taking another bite. “I don’t envy your position, but I’m glad you’re here.”

I reached across the table and took her hand in mine. “Thanks.”
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Fancy food isn’t always a requirement for a good dinner. Sometimes you just need something simple that hits just right and a beer to wash it all down.

“That was so good,” Brynleigh Mae said, handing me her plate. “And thanks for not cooking me too much. I don’t want my stomach to feel sick later.”

I set both of our plates in the sink and turned back to her. “Why so? Are you feeling a little off?”

“No, you’re just going to fuck my absolute brains out and that won’t be as fun with a full tummy,” Brynleigh Mae said with a smirk. “And at least one load is going in my ass. Also not a good idea after a huge dinner.”

“Yeah, good point there,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I talked with Mandi so I could prep for it. We’re all clear and ready to go.”

“Who is ‘we’?” I asked.

“Uhh, me and my asshole,” Brynleigh Mae said.

I walked back to the bedroom and grabbed the potion, then brought it out to the kitchen. It only took a minute or two to take effect, so I decided to go ahead and drink it.

“What’s it like?” Brynleigh Mae asked. “I mean after taking that potion.”

“Boners like an eighteen-year-old,” I said. “And usually after cumming, a man needs to rest for a bit until he can go again. It’s a hormonal thing; prolactin is released into the blood and prevents going a second time right after. I think it’s called a refractory period, but some guys need to wait a few minutes, and some need to wait a few hours.” I held the potion up. “And with this, I need to wait about ten seconds.”

“I’m curious,” she said, watching the potion. “Can I see it?”

I shrugged. “Sure,” I said, and handed it to her.

Brynleigh Mae examined the potion for a moment, then popped the cork and took a small sip.

“Oh, that actually tastes nice,” she said, handing it back to me.

“Couldn’t help yourself?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said. “Because I understand how clits work. And a clit fully engorged with blood is very sensitive, and—” Her eyes suddenly widened a fraction. “Oh wow. Yeah, I already think I feel it working.”

I downed the potion in a single gulp. The flavor was different this time; it reminded me of grape koolaid, but slightly carbonated. After that, I set the vial on the kitchen counter to return to Rayla—just in case she wanted to reuse it—and offered Brynleigh Mae my hand.

“Shall we?” I asked.

She took my hand and let me pull her to her feet. “Yes, but let’s hit the bathroom first. Even with how I feel right now, we should clean out our faceholes. No use kissing with pasta breath.”

“Fair enough,” I said, and followed her there.

I had some spare toothbrushes, so I gave her one and cleaned myself up as well. After a swish of mouthwash, we pecked each other on the lips and walked into the bedroom.

Once in the bedroom, I lowered the blinds and arranged the curtains to dim the light a bit. I mean, our goal was to fuck each other’s brains out, but I still wanted a bit of romantic lighting.

“How is that?” I asked, turning to her.

Brynleigh Mae was stepping out of her panties the moment I looked at her. She giggled and tossed them at me, then climbed onto the bed, fully nude.

“Wow, that was fast,” I said.

“Hopefully I won’t be saying that later,” she replied, pushing herself back to the pillows.

She propped a few of them up and sat back against them, then spread her thighs. Her right hand snaked down, gently rubbing herself, and she moaned softly.

“Oh wow,” she said. “The increase in blood flow is… Holy shit, that’s all I can say. I am so sensitive right now.”

I pulled my tank top off over my head and tossed it on the floor, then pushed my shorts off. The potion had taken effect on me as well, so I was ready to go. I stared at her hungrily and climbed onto the bed.

“Uh uh,” Brynleigh Mae said, pointing at her pussy. “You have to lick it before you stick it.”

“Wait, wasn’t that a song?” I asked.

“Are you serious?” she asked. “Jesus, people will write music about anything. Whatever. Just eat my pussy.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said with a grin as I crawled between her thighs.

Brynleigh Mae had a delightful build for this sort of thing. She was slender, almost athletic, without the ridiculous voluptuousness many of the other women possessed. Still, her thighs were strong and shapely as was her bubble butt, and she had nice perky breasts that were just more than a handful. The kind of body that would still look good when she was old and gray.

I flattened my tongue and ran it up the full length of her labia, smiling as she shivered in my hands. I did it a second time, then gently pushed my tongue inside her opening.

“Oh gods, that is incredible,” she said, reaching down to tangle her fingers in my hair.

After tasting her for a moment, I let my tongue slowly spiral up, parting her lips, until it arrived at her clitoris. She shivered again as I carefully pressed the tip of my tongue against her love button.

Oh, this was going to be fun.

I pressed my tongue against her swollen clit and rubbed it side-to-side, immediately bringing a sharp gasp from her. Her stomach tensed up and I continued massaging her clit, smiling at her reaction.

“Oh fuck, David!” Brynleigh Mae said, her voice sharply rising. “I’m gonna cum!”

Her entire body tensed up and I kept licking at her until she was screaming my name. I didn’t give her a chance to rest, but instead kept going. Soon, she was riding the waves of a second orgasm, and a third.

“Holy shit!” Brynleigh Mae shouted between breaths. “Hold on, hold on.”

I stopped licking her for a moment and kissed her inner thighs instead while she caught her breath. She was panting like she had run a mile.

“Oh gods, that was insane,” Brynleigh Mae said. “I have never felt anything like that before. Just let me catch my breath and you’re doing it again.”

“Don’t have to ask me twice,” I said, patting her hip affectionately.

A few minutes went by, and once her breathing calmed down I did the same thing to her. Some gentle licking, building up to an intense clitoral massage. This time I slipped a finger inside her about two inches and rubbed the front wall of her with a ‘come here’ motion. She bucked on the bed, shouting as she came.

“I don’t think… I can take… That anymore,” she said, reaching down for me.

I climbed on top of her, momentarily afraid I’d crush her. I mean, I easily weighed twice what she did. But, Brynleigh Mae wanted me on top of her, so that’s where I went. I reached down and lined the head of my cock up with her and carefully pushed inside.

“Oohhhhhhhhhhh,” Brynleigh Mae said, her eyes closing. “Ohhhh gods. Oh, David. Don’t stop.”

“Wasn’t planning on it,” I said as I pushed my cock all the way inside.

“Shut up, stupid,” she said to me, smiling to take the sting out of the words. “It’s just the most intense thing I’ve ever felt.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I said, slowly thrusting.

Rayla’s potion not only made me able to go more often, but definitely made me more sensitive as well. More so than the last one, too.

Brynleigh Mae wrapped her arms behind my neck and pulled me down for a deep kiss. As our tongues danced, she pulled her knees back as far as she could. The tiny woman took all of me, although I didn’t go too hard. As sensitive as we both were, I definitely wouldn’t last long.

We made slow, gentle love for a while. Both of us hovered at the brink of an orgasm the entire time. Any time I pinched her nipple or thrust faster than normal, that pushed her over the edge and she climaxed. In fact, she came four times during that lovemaking session.

“Do it,” Brynleigh Mae said. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

It took all of five thrusts for me to reach the finish line. I shouted her name as I erupted inside her, cumming hard and long. I shot a bigger load inside her than I felt I’d ever done.

“Wow, that was fast,” Brynleigh Mae said with a grin.

“Oh come on, that’s not my fault,” I said. “Rayla’s potion made us both really sensitive.”

“Oh I know, I’m just giving you shit,” she said. “Now, smoosh me.”

I laid on top of her, being careful not to let my weight crush her. She reached around and grabbed onto me, holding me tightly.

“You don’t need to hold yourself up. I like it.”

“I just feel like I’d crush you,” I said.

“Yes! Crush me, daddy,” she replied.

I laughed and put my full bodyweight on her for a few seconds, then pushed myself back up. Both of us breathed hard after that, and truth be told we were still sensitive.

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

I looked down between our legs. I was already starting to rise again.

“Good,” she said with a smile. “Get ready for round two.”
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I rolled off of her and flopped onto my back, then crooked a finger at her.

“Your turn to be on top,” I said.

“Fuck yeah,” Brynleigh Mae replied.

She climbed on top of me, kissing my chest, my chin, and then my lips. With a smile on her beautiful face, she reached between us and grabbed onto my cock, then lined it up with her pussy and sank down on it. Her eyes closed and she shivered as she took all of me.

“Gods, that is still just amazing,” she said. “How long does this potion last?”

“All night,” I said.

“Good,” she replied. “I hope you do, too.”

With a wink, she began riding me. Slowly at first, and I reached around and held onto her hips. She was small and lightweight, so easy to move up and down. As before, I kept our speed moderate to make things last. Even still, once Brynleigh Mae leaned forward and I began sucking on her nipples, she had two more orgasms. They just kept rolling, and I wasn’t very far behind.

She finally got sick of me going slow for her and began riding me hard and fast. Her perky breasts bounced up and down and she placed a hand on my chest for balance, then started slamming her ass up and down. I actually lasted a good bit longer than last time, which was nice. It was an incredible sensation, so making it last was wonderful.

But I did finally reach my climax and came inside her a second time. I could feel from the way my muscles tensed that it was another big load. Those always felt the best.

“Holy shit,” Brynleigh Mae said, rolling off me. “I need another beer after that.”

“Beer break?” I asked.

“Beer break,” she said with a nod.

We walked into the kitchen fully nude and I grabbed two cans of beer for us. While pouring them, I couldn’t help but stare at her. She was so beautiful, with her teal hair and bright eyes, not to mention that perky, fit body. My eyes went from her breasts to between her legs, and suddenly I was spilling my beer.

“Jeeze, watch it,” Brynleigh Mae said, laughing at me.

“Ah shit, my bad,” I said, grabbing some paper towels.

I cleaned up, then we went to the kitchen table to have a drink. Something about this particular potion was different than I had experienced before. It was more potent. Everything was more sensitive. I looked down and noticed I was still rock-hard.

“Does tonight have to end?” Brynleigh Mae asked, taking a long pull from her beer mug.

“Only when we’re fully exhausted,” I said.

“Good thing you’re in such good shape then,” she said, pushing herself to her feet. She grabbed her beer mug. “Come on, let’s go.”

I looked down at my beer mug, then back at her.

“Yeah I know, now come on,” she said.

I shrugged and followed her back to the bedroom, my eyes glued to her bubble butt the entire time. The way it moved when she walked had me completely hypnotized.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get to experience it later,” Brynleigh Mae said when she saw me staring at her ass. “But for now, I have an idea. I’ll need you to just bear with me for a moment.”

She took another pull from her mug and bent over, placing her elbows on the bed. “I want you to fuck me while I drink this beer. Just humor me.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “And here’s the kicker: I want you to cum before I’m finished with it. So you’re gonna have to really give it to me.”

She smiled at me and wiggled her hips. My eyes were glued to her curvy backside and I set my mug down. As she brought her mug up to her lips, I spat on my fingertips and wiped them on the head of my cock, then moved up behind her.

I had to spread my feet pretty wide since she was so much shorter than me, but I was absolutely pummeling her in no time. My fingers gripped her tiny waist tightly and waves rippled through her ass each time my hips slammed forward. Her loud moans rose with staccato bursts with each thrust, and she wasn’t able to even bring her beer to her mouth.

“Oh fuck, David!” she shouted, pushing back against me.

If you’re wondering how long I lasted doing that, the answer is not very long. And once again, I had an incredibly hard orgasm and fired a load so large I wondered how my body was creating that much jizz. I mean, it was ridiculous. When I pulled out of Brynleigh Mae some cum ran down the inside of her thigh.

“Oh my gods,” she said, resting her head on her arms. She reached between her thighs and ran a finger up to her pussy, collecting some of my cum. After bringing it to her mouth and licking it, she washed it down with some beer. “Just how I like it,” she said.

I downed the last of my beer—more of a chug, really—and hopped back on the bed.

“That was actually kinda fun,” I said. I pushed myself back and sat against the pillows again.

“Good,” Brynleigh Mae said. She drank the last of her beer, then set the empty mug on the nightstand next to mine. “Because I know what we’re doing next.”

She traced a fingernail up my thigh, smiling as my cock began to rise again. That potion really was incredible. As soon as I was fully hard, she climbed back on top of me and slipped me inside her.

“Not to be weird, but everyone knows this is your favorite position,” she said to me, smiling down at me.

Her breasts were right in my face, so I took one of her nipples into my mouth and nibbled on it while my hands squeezed her ass. I mean really, could anyone blame me for loving that position so much.

She rode me at a moderate pace that time and we just enjoyed ourselves. Not too fast, not too slow. By this time I had some staying power, so we really just had a great time. We kissed passionately, I slapped her ass a few times, and when I finally came she held my head against her chest, telling me how much she loved me.

But we were both getting tired. It was getting late, and after multiple rounds of sex, we both needed some rest.

Not that we got any.

“Alright, big boy,” Brynleigh Mae said. “Time for round… Uhhh, what are we on?”

“I lost count,” I said. My penis never got the message, because it began rising again.

“Mmm, that’s what I like to feel,” she said. “Like I said, Mandi helped me prepare, so I’m ready for this.”

“For what?” I asked. My cock was still inside her, and quickly growing hard again.

“You’re gonna fuck my ass just like this,” Brynleigh Mae said, working her hips back and forth. “Twice, if I can take it. Although it seems this potion of Rayla’s makes everything easier.”

That was a good word for it. She rode me for a while, working her pussy up and down the full length of my cock, then placed her feet on either side of my waist and stood. Cum ran down the inside of her thighs and she scooped it up with her fingertips, then wiped it on her asshole while smiling at me.

“You’re gonna fuck this cum into my ass and then fill it up with even more,” she said as she lowered herself.

I reached out, my hands going to her hips and then her ass. She held my cock with one hand and rubbed the wet tip against her asshole, then took a deep breath and exhaled. With her eyes closed, she sank down a bit, maybe an inch at most. She bobbed up and down a few times, clearly getting used to it, then sank down further.

“Oh Mandi, I owe you one,” Brynleigh Mae said as she took the full length of my cock deep in her ass.

Once she had all of me inside her she stayed there for a moment, letting her body relax. She smiled and moved her hips back and forth a couple times, gently at first.

“I feel like I’m learning to run right now,” she said. “And skipping both crawling and walking.”

“Are you alright?” I asked, making sure I didn’t thrust. I didn’t want to make things worse if she was in any pain.

“Oh I’m great,” she said, holding herself on me. “But this position gets you very deep inside me. Definitely not for amateurs. I think if it wasn’t for Rayla’s potion, I’d be split in half right now.”

She was still seated on my lap with her feet on either side of me and her knees up, which meant yes, I was completely buried in that sweet ass of hers. After a handful of gentle back-and-forth motions, she began raising her ass and working it up and down, taking it like a true porn star.

“Oh gods!” she said, squeezing her eyes shut.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes!” she said, still squinting. “But wow, that is a lot of sensation. I feel like my head is going to explode. “Maybe I should—Ah, fuck it!”

And she began working her ass up and down good and hard, taking my full length every time. She cried out a few times, but assured me it wasn’t pain. It was so much sensation and pleasure she simply wasn’t used to it yet. That didn’t stop her from slamming herself on my lap over and over again.

When I came in her ass that time, she wrapped her arms around me and buried her face against my neck. We stayed there for a minute, my knees up to bring her close to me, both of us breathing hard.

“Thank you for being gentle with me,” she said, kissing my neck.

“Of course,” I replied. “I’d never hurt you, Brynleigh Mae.”

“You’re giving me one more load in my ass and then I don’t think I can take any more,” she said.

We held each other tightly and made gentle love again until I filled her ass with a second load. She was so enthralled with how it felt that she wound up rolling over onto her stomach and placing a pillow beneath her hips, then had me pump a third round into her sweet ass once I was ready. And a fourth. She was obsessed, and wanted it all.

“I love being filled with your cum,” she said with her eyes closed. “I’m sleepy, but I could have you do that all night. Just fill my pussy and ass until there’s nothing left inside you.”

“Pretty sure we hit that mark already,” I said with a smile. I felt dehydrated, and there was a ridiculous mess of cum between Brynleigh Mae’s thighs.

We held each other and kissed softly for a while, then fell asleep spooning. Brynleigh Mae pressed her perky little butt against me and we both quickly passed out. Sometime around three in the morning, she woke me up by rubbing her ass against me until I was hard again. Yep, that resulted in a fifth load inside that perfect ass of hers.

I made her breakfast the next morning after we spent some time in the shower, holding each other and gently washing each other’s bodies. There was a lot of kissing that morning, as one could expect, and both her pussy and her ass got a load, which necessitated another shower. I drank probably half a gallon of water, too. I felt like a desiccated corpse after all that.

“By the way, I have something for you,” Brynleigh Mae said, rummaging through her stuff. She held it behind her and blushed.

“What is it?” I asked.

We both stood in the kitchen, still fully nude and just enjoying each other’s presence. She finally pulled it out from behind her back and laid it at my feet. It was a wreath.

“I accept your proposal,” Brynleigh Mae said, kneeling in front of me. “I promise to love you for as long as time exists and as long as sunrises are beautiful.”

I bent down and pulled her to my feet. “I love you, Brynleigh Mae.”

“I know,” she said with a big smile. “I’d say I’m filled with your love right now.”

Still grinning, she went back to the dining room table and sat down. Suddenly reaching beneath her, she pulled out something shiny she had sat on.

"Oh hey," she said, holding it up. "I found your ten millimeter socket."
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