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Hot Widow

“That’s it, Sugar, pull,” I shouted as I pulled hard on the rope tied around the tree stump.
Sugar, the draft horse, whinnied and walked forward, straining with the effort.
My veins rippled along my thick corded arms while sweat trickled down my brow. Even now, I couldn’t get Lilly out of my mind. I thought the physical exertion would help, but it only made it worse.
The tree stump groaned, shifted, and the first micro-roots popped. Progress. Not a lot, but better than nothing.
I continued to pull, my abdominal muscles twitched and flexed. I shouldn’t lust after a young widowed farm wife, but I couldn’t help it. Her body was sent straight from heaven, and she had the brains to match. But she’s engaged to another man, you big dope. My thoughts wandered to her ripe, full breasts. She had never shown so much as a hint of skin during my six months on her farm, but I could tell her chest was spectacular. Not to mention those long legs and her tight, firm ass. How in the world nobody from the village had snatched her up in the past year I couldn’t begin to understand. She was every man’s fantasy, and I was no exception.
Prophet’s praise, Jack Parker, you need a cold shower and ten minutes alone with your thoughts. Lilly had already starred in a dozen of my masturbatory fantasies. Why stop now?
“Pull, we’ve almost got it.” I strained, and Sugar whinnied before the biggest root let out a sharp crack.
The ropes went slack, the stump tumbled from the ground, I fell backward and hit the ground with a thud.
Sugar stumbled forward and dragged the stump behind her.
I sucked in quick, shallow breaths and wiped the perspiration from my brow. The going was slow, but I might yet have the field cleared for fall planting. Who was I kidding? Even if I couldn’t remember a single thing about my past, I knew I wouldn’t be a hand on Lilly Matsen’s farm come autumn. By that time, she would be a miller’s wife and leading a life of leisure. Where would I be? If I could figure out who I was, maybe I could answer that question.
Leaving was for the best, anyway. Living with a woman who I was falling for but could never touch was more than I could handle. I heard the rangers were recruiting. Maybe I could hitch a ride to the capital with one of the peddlers? At least then I could get this pent-up lust out of my system.
It wasn’t just Lilly. One thing all the ladies in Glenn had in common was unerring virtue. They didn’t put out unless you put a ring on it, and if it wasn’t Lilly Matsen, then I wasn’t interested. Well, I wasn’t interested in marriage. I was interested in a whole lot of other things.
I stood and rubbed the soreness from my shoulder before reaching for the big steel axe. It was time to make mincemeat out of the tree stump.
“Jack,” Lilly called my name from the front door of the farmhouse.
I turned and gazed across the field.
Lilly stood in the open doorway and waved at me across the field.
I slapped Sugar on the hind end. “Better go see what she wants.”
I pushed my way through the knee-high grass until I reached the front doorstep and Lilly, who squinted under the harsh afternoon sunshine.
Despite the insane summer heat, Lilly wore a long-sleeved blue-linen dress that left everything to the imagination. She wore her long blonde hair in a tight, neat bun. Today, she wasn’t wearing makeup and didn’t need to. Her tits were soft, round, and perky while her long legs were firm and toned. I had spent hours by the fire drinking in her natural beauty, which included her full pink lips, pert nose, and flawless golden complexion. While farm living took its toll on most women, it suited the stunning young widow just fine.
“Yes, Lilly?” I mopped my sweaty brow with the back of my sleeve.
“I have an appointment at my Aunt Elsa’s dress shop. Would you mind taking me?”
Anything was better than clearing stumps during the heat of the afternoon and accompanying Lilly anywhere was definitely a perk. “Not a problem. Are you shopping for a new dress?”
Lilly averted her gaze and fiddled with the basket of dirty clothing under her arm. “Oh, it’s nothing. It’s a fitting for my bridal gown.”
My stomach sank. The last topic I wanted to discuss was her engagement. “That’s hardly nothing. Do I have time to get cleaned up?”
“Yes. I’ll use the water closet first, and after you can go. It won’t take you as long to get ready as me.”
“Great. I’ll be just a minute cleaning up my tools.”
Lilly disappeared into the house and I put away the ropes, axe, and walked Sugar to the stable. When I walked in the back door, I heard Lilly call out my name.
“Jack, can you come here for a minute? I need your help.”
Just the sound of her voice set butterflies floating in my stomach. She was calling me from her bedroom. I had never stepped foot in Lilly’s bedroom. Not that she had forbidden it. It was awkward enough taking a room in her house, I didn’t feel right stepping foot in an engaged woman’s bedroom. Especially not in Glenn where such an act would fuel months of gossip. As far as the people of Glenn were concerned, I was a farm hand Lilly had hired to take care of the heavy labor. Nobody knew that I had showed up on her doorstep in the middle of a storm with absolutely no idea who I was or how I’d gotten there.
“On my way,” I said, my voice cracking with nervous energy.
When I reached Lilly’s room, her door was standing open. She stood before her full-length mirror, struggling with her dress.
I stopped at the threshold. “Is it okay if I come in?
She gazed up at me in the mirror and smiled. “Of course, it is. Don’t be silly.”
She wore the same blue dress that I’d seen a few minutes ago, and judging by her dry hair, she hadn’t made it to the water closet.
I stepped inside her room and paused by the foot of her bed. “Is everything okay?”
She furrowed her brow and frowned. “It’s this stupid dress. I put a zipper in it, and now it’s stuck. That’s what happens when you try to get fancy. It’s buttons for me from now on. Can you help me?”
I stepped up behind her, and my pulse quickened. Her hair smelled of wildflowers and fresh honey. My head swooned, and I struggled to stay focused. “I’ll give it a go, but I’m all thumbs with these things.”
She scooped up her hair in her hand and held it high. A few of her blonde strands fell free down her neckline, which only enhanced her stunning beauty.
My lips turned dry, and I swallowed away an emerging lump. I reached for the back of her dress and my hands shook. “It looks like it’s caught on the fabric.”
She sighed. “I don’t know what I would’ve done if you weren’t here.”
I force a nervous awkward laugh. “It’s a good thing. I suppose in a month you won’t have to worry about that anymore.”
“I suppose you’re right.” Her voice trailed off.
I fiddled with the zipper and removed the obstructing fabric from the teeth. The zipper started at the back of her neck and I lowered it an inch before stepping back. “There. That should do it.”
“You’re a lifesaver,” she said. “Since you’re back there, would you mind unzipping it for me? It’s tricky from this angle to do it myself.”
My heart pounded so hard that I felt it beat in my head. My legs turned to the consistency of warm butter, and I glanced at her in the mirror. “You’re sure that’s okay?”
She grinned at me in the mirror. “My mother lives one county over and my father, may the Prophet praise him, is no longer with us. And I’m sure my Aunt Elsa can’t see us all the way from her shop in the village.”
I gaped at her with my mouth hanging open. “I don’t want to come off as a charlatan.”
Lilly laughed. It was the first time I’d heard her genuinely laugh since my arrival. It sounded like sweet music and her eyes lit up the way they do when someone finds something truly funny. “Jack, if you were any more of a gentleman I might wonder if you were for real.”
I found myself grinning, and her smile put me at ease. “Am I real?” I reached for her zipper and slid it along its track until it reached the bottom roughly halfway down her back.
Her lacy white corset came into view under her dress and her sleeves came loose. Lilly held her dress close to her chest to prevent it from falling all the way down.
My cock roused in my pants and unfurled to half-staff while I found myself gawking at her in the mirror. It was the first time I’d seen the smooth, flawless skin of her shoulders and I struggled with an urge to ravage her right then and there.
“Thank you, Jack. I’ll make it fast in the water closet. I promise.” She gave me a coy smile in the mirror and swayed slightly from side-to-side.
I mumbled something incoherent and turned to go.
She closed the door behind me, and I stumbled to my room.
I went to my room, peeled off my suspenders and my sweaty shirt, and listened for the sound of Lilly’s door.
A second later I heard her door open and close, followed by the sound of the water closet door opening and closing.
Thoughts of Lilly’s naked body separated by a few old two by fours was enough to push my cock from half-mast to fully erect. I pulled off my pants, and my cock sprung free, gently swaying in the air before me. I considered jacking off to the memory of Lilly standing in her room, but then another idea struck me. An idea that caused my legs to thoroughly shake, and I had to steady myself against my dresser for fear I might pass out. It was a bold plan, and one that could end in disaster, but I had to know. I had to see.
I grabbed a fresh towel and wrapped it tight around my waist before I eased my door open just enough to slip past. When I entered the short hallway that separated mine and Lilly’s bedroom, I noted that the water closet door was closed.
Beneath the door handle was a keyhole just big enough for a skeleton key. If the skeleton key wasn’t inserted on the other side of the door, then I might have a front-row seat to the greatest show on earth.
My heart beat like thunder in my chest. I had no memory of ever seeing a woman naked, let alone Glenn’s most beautiful maiden.
But what if Lilly caught me? Could I bear never seeing her again? She had welcomed me, a complete stranger, into her house. She had given me a roof over my head, food in my belly, and clothes on my back. Is this how I repaid her? By peeping?
It was wrong, and I knew it. But despite the consequences and my guilty conscience, I was way too horny and obsessed with Lilly not to take advantage of the situation.
I knelt, peered through the keyhole, and held my breath.
Lilly stood with her back to me, but her tight ass, long legs, and side boobs were on full, spectacular display. She used both hands to pile her golden hair atop her head in a loose messy bun, which caused my cock to lurch under my towel.
As she fixed her hair, her side breasts tantalizingly jiggled and shook. Her curvy hips formed a perfect hourglass topped by twin dimples that rested just above her ass cheeks, nestled in her lower back. Her ass defied every one of my sky-high expectations.
That another man was going to marry such a goddess made me sick to my stomach. I would’ve sawed off my left arm for ten minutes alone with Lilly Matsen, but that was never going to happen.
I loosened my towel and reached for my already hard cock.
Lilly stepped into the tub. As she lowered herself into the water, her right nipple briefly flashed into view. Like the rest of her body, her tits were simply perfect. They were big and soft, yet firm and supple. Her spongy pink nipple was perfectly centered on her juicy pink quarter-sized areola.
I’d never seen a woman’s nipple. Or at least I didn’t think I had.  They were much rounder and fuller than I imagined, and they set off an aching deep in my loins that I would never fully shake.
Lilly sank back into the tub with her head resting on the edge.
I worked my shaft up and down with long slow strokes while I gazed on my naked goddess.
The bathtub covered most of the action, but then Lilly surprised me. She slid her arm into the water, closed her eyes and tilted her head back against the tub. I heard the sound of splashing water while Lilly opened her mouth and let out a soft moan.
Was she masturbating? I thought I was the only one horny enough to tend the garden, but here I was, gazing at my dream girl while she curled the noodle.
Her legs parted, and her knees rose above the tub’s edge. The water swished and swayed while Lilly’s underwater exploration continued. Her moans grew louder, and she bit her lower lip as if to stifle her passion.
My heart beat so hard I could hear it drum inside my head. I was crazy with lust and the world spun as I continued to work my cock with hard, fast strokes.
Lilly’s body went rigid and she let out a low moan while her body jerked and spasmed.
A monster orgasm rushed up my shaft and exploded from my swollen tip. A long string of jizz blasted across my stomach and splattered all the way up to my nipple. I continued to pump my shaft and a fountain of cum spilled over my fist and dripped from my fingers.
Lilly opened her eyes and glanced toward the door.
I jolted upright and almost fell on my face as my wobbly legs could barely support my weight. I quickly wiped my cum on the towel while I stumbled toward my room, making as little sound as possible.
When I hit my bed, my pulse rate was so high I thought my heart would burst. I breathed in short shallow breaths and prayed to the Prophet Herself that Lilly hadn’t just busted me peeping on her through the keyhole.
“Jack, I’m finished,” Lilly yelled from the hallway before I heard her door close.
I took the world’s quickest bath, got dressed, and found Lilly waiting for me near the stable. She had already hitched Sugar to the wagon and peered at me over her shoulder as I approached.
“Another five minutes, and I would have personally formed a search party to come find you.” She pulled herself up onto the seat and waited for me.
Lilly wore her long-sleeved white and gold church dress. It was made from pure cotton and far more expensive than anything I owned. Even though the dress covered all the good parts, it highlighted her curves perfectly. She had applied minimal makeup and wore a wide-brimmed hat to shield herself from the sun. Her lips were painted ruby red, and she wore just enough eye makeup to bring out the sparkle in her clear blue eyes.
I would use the image of Lilly in that tub for years to come. The next man to see her naked would be her husband, and even then, she would probably make him turn off the lights. What I had witnessed was a miracle.
“Sorry. I didn’t think you’d want to smell me all the way to town.” I hopped up onto the wagon and took the reins.
“You’re right. I suppose I should thank you.” She flashed me a smile that could’ve melted even the hardest heart. “Thank you for escorting me to town, Jack. I don’t like to go there alone.”
What she had left out was the memories were too painful for her to dredge up. Her husband was the mayor's son. He joined the rangers and never came home again. That was four years ago when Lilly was eighteen. She hadn’t so much as gone on a church picnic with another man since. If it wasn’t for her mother arranging a marriage to a young man in the next village over, Lilly would’ve lived out her days alone on her dead husband’s farm.
“Well, then it’s a good thing I enjoy your company so much.”  I barked out a sharp cry, snapped the reins, and Sugar lurched forward. Moments later, the wagon pulled away from the farm and toward the sleepy village of Glenn.
Sugar clip-clopped down the single-lane dirt road. The wagon bed squeaked at every slight bump and twist in the road. It was a long ride to Glenn, which left an ocean of time for Lilly and I to talk. 
We rode in silence for the first few minutes, but I could tell something was definitely weighing on her mind. She was normally quite chatty asking me about the farm, my life plans, who I would marry, and generally anything and everything that popped into her pretty little head. Twenty minutes into our trip, she hadn’t uttered a peep.
My mind drifted back to the water closet. Had she seen me spying on her?  If she had, wouldn't she have said something by now? One way or another, I had to get to the bottom of whatever it was weighing her down.  “What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue?”
She shot me a sideways glance and forced a weak smile. “Nothing.”
“Come on, Lill. I’ve spent enough time with you to know better.”
“I’m just nervous for the fitting.” Her eyes took on a distant faraway look.
She was lying. Lilly loved dresses, makeup, shopping, and anything remotely feminine. Getting fitted for a wedding gown should have been the thrill of her life.
If she didn’t want to talk, I wasn’t going to force her. But I couldn’t get it out of my head that she knew I was watching her. Maybe there was another way to get her to open up? “Lilly, if you want to talk, I’m here. If you don’t want to talk, I’ll still be here.” I gave her my warmest smile and turned my gaze back down the road.
She gazed at me for a long time before a slight smile curled her lips. “Thank you, Jack.” She curled her arm around mine and inched closer. “How did I get so lucky to have you show up on my doorstep?”
Despite the heat, her touch and proximity sent a jolt of electricity racing through my body. I felt my cock unfurl in my pants. The jack-off session had done zero to curb my crazy desire for her. The only thing that would satisfy my lust was to get laid, but I would have better luck growing wings and taking flight than shagging any woman in Glenn.
“Are you still dating Molly?” she asked.
With Lilly pressed up against me, her intoxicating scent rolled over me like a wizard’s spell. She smelled like a summer breeze on a patch of wildflowers, and her touch sent my pulse flying as high as a kite caught in a summer storm. My palms grew sweaty under the leather reins, and I did my best to come off nonchalant. “I wouldn’t call it dating. She practically runs away from me every time I try to talk to her.”
“Maybe she’s just shy?” Lilly plucked away an invisible speck of dust from my shirt. “Cute men always make the ladies tongue-tied.”
Lilly thought I was cute? My stomach rolled. “Well then maybe you can put in a good word for me.”
She slid her hand down my forearm until her fingers rested on the back of my hand. “You know, she works at Aunt Elsa’s dress shop.”
Her touch was driving me insane. I felt my fully engorged prick strain the front of my trousers, and I shifted in my seat. I answered her with a half-grunt.
“You should ask her to the Harvest Dance,” Lilly said.
“I don’t know how to dance,” I said truthfully.
“I can teach you,” she said.
“You would do that?” I glanced at her sideways.
She nodded. “Molly is very pretty. You two will make a handsome couple.”
“It’s not like I’m going to marry her, and besides she’s not as pretty as you.” I couldn’t believe I had been so bold, but there it was and I meant every word.
Lilly blushed and averted her gaze, but she ever-so-slightly squeezed the back of my hand. “Stop it, Jack or my head won’t fit through Elsa’s front door.”
We filled the rest of the ride with small talk. Whatever funk Lilly had started the ride with had vanished by the time we rolled into the village. I dropped Lilly off at Elsa’s dress shop and secured the horses at the stable.
By the time I got back to the shop, I heard Lilly and Elsa chatting behind a blue curtain that separated the front of the store from the changing stalls.
Molly stood behind the counter, putting away a large role of red fabric.
Like all the ladies in Glenn, Molly was fair haired. She wore her strawberry-blonde hair back in a long braid, and her ankle-length yellow dress looked like an Elsa original. She had a spectacular hourglass figure, but I had managed to see exactly none of it hidden beneath twenty layers of garments.
Molly looked up at me when I walked in the front door and her eyes turned as big as saucers. “Jack, hi.” She seemed flustered and fumbled the role of cloth. It fell off the counter and clattered onto the floor. “Fudge.”
I suppressed a laugh and bent down to pick it up. “I’ve got it Molly.”
“Thanks. I’m such a klutz.”
I handed her the roll and leaned onto the counter. “How have you been?”
“Oh, you know...fine I guess.” She averted her gaze and put the cloth roll away behind the counter.
“Say, Molly. Are you going to the Harvest Dance?”
Molly turned around to face me and her cheeks flushed red. “I….” She licked her lips. “I didn’t think you were going to ask me. I mean… I don’t know if you’re asking me right now, but if you are, I already said yes to Gunner. I’m sorry. But I can tell him no if you want.”
Gunner? She was going to the dance with fucking Gunner Gustavson? The guy looked like he could blow away in a strong breeze. “No, Molly. Don’t do that.”
The front door chimed open and an overweight lady in a hideous green dress shuffled up to the counter. “I need your help with this hat.”
As Molly and the lady engaged in banal conversation about her stupid fucking hat, I inched my way toward the back of the store to get a better look over the blue curtain.
I no longer heard Elsa’s voice. All that remained was the soft shifting of cloth over satiny skin. I glanced back over my shoulder.
Molly was poking and prodding at the lady’s hat while they both seemed lost in conversation.
I peeked over the curtain and held my breath.
In a mirror’s reflection I saw Lilly standing in a changing stall wearing a white lace corset and matching panties. Her breasts bulged from the tight cups showcasing a mountain range of mouth-watering cleavage. She wore her hair down over her shoulders in a way I’d never seen before. Her blue eyes sparkled, and she had applied ruby red lipstick and heavy eye makeup.
The makeup made her look exotic and feral. Gone was an innocent young woman, replaced by this glamorous seductress standing before me half-naked and utterly untouched. She was a succubus, and I was her prey. I couldn’t remember much, but I knew in my soul that I had never wanted anyone as badly as I wanted Lilly in that moment. My gaze drifted to her perfect ass.
Her panties rode high on her hips and descended into the crevice of her delicious crack.
I licked my lips and felt my cock surge in my pants. What would she do if I walked in? Would she want me as badly as I want her? Or is she too wounded or too virtuous to fall for a drifter like me?
Lilly reached around her back and unzipped the corset. The garment fell free and just as her exquisite breasts prepared for their coming out party, I felt a sharp tug on my earlobe. “Ouch.”
Lilly gasped and covered her breasts while she gazed into the mirror. Our eyes met before I whirled and came face to face with the indomitable Aunt Elsa.
The fiery redhead stood five-feet tall, soaking wet. Her face was contorted in anger and she whacked me on top of my head with a pair of heavy scissors. “What do you think you’re doing peeping at Lilly? She’s engaged to be married.”
Molly and Mrs. Busybody turned toward me, their jaws hanging open as if in shock.
The blood drained from my face, and I willed myself to turn invisible. “I… I was looking for Lilly.”
“I would say you found her,” Elsa said. “It’s a good thing I’m fond of you, or I might have a mind to call for the rangers myself.”
“I’m sorry. I didn’t see anything.”
Elsa pointed toward the door. “Go. You can wait in the square for Lilly. I’ll send her when we’re done.”
I swallowed the lump in my throat and skulked from the shop, head down. I felt Molly’s disappointed gaze heavy on my back as I left the dress shop and stepped into the street. Well, that could have gone better.
A crier walked down the street carrying a satchel filled with newspapers. He held one high and raised his voice. “Hot off the presses. The Prophet kidnapped. Read all about it.”
A half-dozen people crowded the teenager, each purchasing a copy.
I bought my own copy and sat down beneath the giant oak in the town square. When I opened the paper, the headline read Prophet Kidnapped.
The story outlined a plot by an as yet unknown group that resulted in the kidnapping of the Prophet. Her whereabouts were unknown, but the queen was offering a hundred gold crown reward and a personal audience with the hero in exchange for the safe return of the realm’s beloved prognosticator. The paper said that without the Prophet’s guidance the realm could fall into war before the end of the year. Accompanying the article was a picture of the Prophet.
Much to my surprise, she had long dark hair the same color as mine. She was a gorgeous woman in her mid-thirties with hazel eyes, curvy hips, and nice big tits.
Damn. The picture would definitely go into my spank bank. I drank in the soft swell of her breasts and her long shapely legs when I heard a familiar voice.
“I’m ready to go home now,” Lilly said.
I put the paper aside and gazed up at her.
She didn’t look the slightest bit angry. Rather she offered a soft warm smile. The heavy makeup was gone and her soft angelic face had returned.
“Lill, I’m sorry about——
She held up her hand to cut me off. “You don’t have anything to apologize for.”
My mouth fell open, and I frowned at her, not sure why she wasn’t more upset.
“Jack, I may have peeped on you a time or two. So, let’s just forget the whole thing.” Her cheeks turned bright red, and she averted her gaze.
Had Lilly seen me naked? The thought left me highly aroused. “Right. Well then I guess that makes us even.” I folded the paper and stood.
As we walked toward the stable, Lilly took my hand in hers and squeezed. “No more secrets. Okay?”
Her confession may have been unusual, but her offer was truly groundbreaking. “I don’t know Lilly. What if you get mad at me?”
She swung my hand and grinned. “I won’t get mad. I promise.”
We reached the stable, hitched up Sugar to the wagon, and headed back toward the farm. We rode in comfortable silence for a long time. Lilly had pressed up close beside me and hooked her arm around mine.
“Jack, you make me feel safe,” she said out of the blue.
“Your live-in peeping Tom makes you feel safe?” I couldn’t help but chuckle. “That’s a new one.”
She slapped me playfully on the shoulder. “Stop.”
“No more secrets?”
She nodded.
“I peeped on you in the bathroom earlier today. I’m sorry.”
She bit her lower lip and gave me a sly smile. “I know.”
I felt myself get hard and wondered just where the conversation was headed. Lilly was engaged to another man, and we were playing a very dangerous game.
For another ten minutes, we rode in silence until Elsa spoke again. “Jack, I’m worried about the wedding.”
Now we were getting somewhere. “Oh? Are you having second thoughts?”
She shook her head. “Not about the wedding. I’m scared about the wedding night.”
“Ahhhh….” I slipped my arm around her shoulder and drew her in. “How much do you know?”
She stared straight at her feet. “Nothing. I think the closest I’ve ever been to a man is you.”
That information left me stunned. I felt my face go numb, and I took a minute to process exactly what she had revealed. “Lilly, are you a virgin?”
Her cheeks went red, and she stared down toward her shoes. “Yes.”
“How? You were married. Didn’t you….”
She shook her head. “I married Max on the night he left for the ranger corp. He wanted to make sure I had the farm in case anything ever happened to him. We never, you know… did it.”
I swallowed the dryness from my mouth. No man had ever touched her? Prophet’s Soul, that was beyond the veil of what I could take. It was a travesty that some stranger in Murray was going to take her cherry in less than a month. But I had to put all that aside and talk to her. “Surely you must have done something with Max? Did you kiss him?”
She shook her head. “Well, I kissed him on the cheek from time to time. We were saving it for the wedding.”
“Hugging? Hand holding?”
“Hugging, no. Hand holding, yes.” She slipped her hand in mine. “I like holding your hand too, Jack.”
I squeezed her hand and tried to lighten the mood. “What about skinny dipping in your underwear?”
She laughed and leaned her head against my shoulder. “No skinny dipping.”
I sighed. “Well, you’re asking the wrong man for advice. I don’t know how much experience I have because I can’t remember much of anything.”
She raised a brow and looked up at me. “You’re a virgin too?”
“I think, yes. I don’t know why I believe that, but I just do.” I sighed again. “My sexual experience is on par with yours.”
“For some reason, that makes me feel better,” she said.
“I’m glad airing my inadequacies has eased yours.”
She sat up straight and furrowed her brow. “What kinds of things will he expect me to do?” She gazed up at me, her expression serious. “I mean on the wedding night.”
“Well, I think I know, but rather than spit it out, maybe we should start with what you do know,” I said.
Her cheeks turned bright red. “Jack, I can’t talk about those things with you. You’re like my brother.”
I laughed. “Who are you going to ask? Elsa?”
She gasped and her eyes widened. “By the Prophet’s Light, no.”
“Look Lill, you’ve got a month until the wedding. We’ll think of something.”
“Promise?”
“You’re making me do an awful lot of promising today.”
“Jack, please?”
She batted her beautiful blue eyes, and I felt my legs go slack. “Alright, alright. I promise.”
By the time we reached home, the sun was setting over the western horizon. I stabled the horses, and we went inside for a late dinner by the kitchen stove.
I said goodnight to Lilly before I made my way to my bedroom and curled up with the picture of the Prophet by the candlelight’s warm glow. I reread the article a half-dozen times and imagined what it would be like to actually have sex with the Prophet. As I drifted off to bed visions of a three-way between me, Lilly, and the Prophet danced in my head. A few minutes later, I slipped into a deep and peaceful slumber.
I was in an enormous bath house sitting naked in a vast pool of hot steamy water. My gaze settled on a figure walking toward me. It was a woman with shiny dark flowing hair that hung halfway down her back. She was a statuesque beauty and completely naked with big firm tits and a ripe, neatly trimmed bush. Her hazel eyes glimmered with lust and her scarlet lips practically glowed under the warm lamp light.
“Who are you?” I asked, but I already knew.
The Prophet stepped into the tub before me and lowered herself into the steamy water. She glided across the pool and stopped an arms-reach away. “Harem Master, the realm calls for your aid.”
“I call for your aid, my lady.” I opened my arms wide, and the Prophet glided forward and stopped between my open legs.
I drank in her full, jiggling tits topped with ripe cherry nipples. “I will rescue you, my lady.” I took her heavy breasts in each hand and tweaked her spongy nipples to erection between my thumb and forefinger.
Under water, the Prophet took my rigid cock in both hands and slowly stroked it up and down. “I will visit your dreams but in return, you must do as I ask.”
If I was dreaming, I sure as hell didn’t want to wake up. “Whatever you say.”
She continued to stroke my cock, twirling her fingers around my tip and playing with my shaved balls. “I foresee your death unless you choose the right path.”
I bucked my hips while she continued to stroke my cock up and down. With every pass, her big tits splashed on the water’s surface. “Prophet’s Dream, that feels good.”
She stopped jacking me off and backed away. “This is not a dream, Harem Master.”
“Who?” I sat up straight with a jolt. “Why did you stop?”
“I’m visiting you in your dreams because it’s my only escape. I’m being held prisoner in a tower in a faraway land. You are my only hope of escape.”
“Okay. I’m listening, but can you please not stop?”
She resumed her position between my legs and took my hard cock between her nimble fingers. “I will serve at your pleasure Harem Master, but you must heed the prophecy.” She stroked my cock up and down faster and harder, swishing the water with each heavy stroke.
I slid my hands around to her back and cupped her ass cheeks one in each hand. She smelled like a bouquet of exotic jasmine, and I groaned under her magical touch. “What do I need to do?”
She kissed my lips softly and inched closer, pressing her tits against my chest while she continued to milk my cock. “Before the week’s end, you must take Lilly Matsen’s virginity.”
I slid my hand under her ass and ran my finger along the bottom of her slick, wet trench. “What? That doesn’t make sense.”
She pumped me harder and faster and I felt the inklings of an orgasm brewing in my balls. “My vision sees it, so it must be. If you do not make love to Lilly, the realm will surely fall. Agree or I’ll stop.”
I groaned and my legs went weak. I pried open her pussy lips with my fingers and slid my finger inside her warm, slippery hole.
She moaned and gently gyrated her hips while she continued pumping my cock. “Agree, Harem Master, or you will wake up unfulfilled.”
“Yes,” I hissed. “I will fuck Lilly this week.”
She swirled her fingers around my tip while she tugged on my shaft and I felt a monstrous orgasm blast up from my balls and splash across her big firm tits. I fired off strings of hot cum through her fingers and down the back of her hand.
The Prophet scooped up a finger-full of my jizz and sucked it between her plump lips. “Mmmm… maybe one day you will have me in your harem.” She embraced me and sucked my earlobe between her moist wet lips while she continued to drain my cock of every last drop. “Tomorrow, go see the traveling vendor in the village square. He can help you.” I felt her warm breath buzz the inside of my ear which ignited a toe-curling jolt of energy throughout my body.
“How?” I inhaled her exotic, intoxicating scent and my head swooned.
She kissed me softly on the lips. “I don’t know, my sweet. Just find him.”
“I want to fuck you first.” I reached for her, but she backed away.
“Not until you fulfill your mission.”
“But….”
She smiled and blew me a kiss as she drifted backward across the tub. “Goodnight sweet prince and good luck.”
The vision faded, and I lurched awake in my bed. My sheets were soaked with sweat and I had fired off a massive load of cum into my bedspread. Shit. How am I going to explain this? I had jacked off a thousand times and never produced so much cum let alone soaking the bedspread Lilly washed by hand.
I got out of bed and cleaned up. By the time I slipped back into bed I had expected the dream memory would have faded, but it didn’t. If anything, I could recall every moment with a growing clarity that left no doubt that I had not experienced a normal dream.
The Prophet was a renowned wizard. Had she truly walked into my dream? I had no reason to believe otherwise and to ignore her request might be a horrible mistake. Besides, if the quest resulted with my going balls deep in my dream-girl Lilly then I was all in.
Tomorrow I would go back to the village and find the peddler. I didn’t have time to pull tree stumps when the world depended on me getting down Lilly’s pants. I was on a life or death quest for the queen herself! I chuckled at the ridiculousness of it all before drifting off into a heavy dreamless sleep.
The next morning, I woke early, gathered my soiled sheets and went outside to the wash bin. The last thing I needed was for Lilly to discover my cum-stained bedspread. The ensuing humiliation was more than I could reasonably bear.
When I reached the wash bin at the side of the house, I found Lilly leaned over a scrubbing board beside a laundry basket heaped with soiled clothing.
She popped her head up and her eyes widened with seeming shock. “Jack? What are you doing here?”
Lilly’s choice of clothing was far different from what she normally wore around the house. Maybe it was the chore or the early morning hour, but for whatever reason, she was still wearing her nightgown. It was a loose flowing gown with a wide-open plunging neckline. The way her tits jiggled beneath the thin fabric left no doubt in my mind. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
I felt my cock stir in my trousers. Did she show up half-naked to the wash bin every morning? If so, I had been missing out. “I came to help you with the laundry.”
Her flawless face lit up with a warm, friendly smile. “That’s so sweet of you, Jack. Grab a washboard and you can sit right here across from me.”
I did as she asked and positioned myself directly across from my obsession. With two washboards in the bin, the space was tight but manageable. But the best part was that I got to spend the next hour in close proximity to Lilly Matsen.
She straddled the wash bin and pushed her gown high up her legs revealing plenty of her creamy inner thighs, toned calves, and silky-smooth bare feet.
Butterflies swirled in my stomach and my heart rate doubled. I had never seen Lilly willingly show so much flesh. I placed my bedspread on the washboard and worked out the cum stains. When I glanced up, I got the surprise of my life.
Lilly had leaned forward and her neckline had fallen away allowing me a clear view down the front of her top. Her bare breasts jiggled and her fat pink nipples swayed every time she worked the washboard.
My cock went into full overdrive and I stared longingly at her big beautiful tits. The chore went far faster than any I had ever done during my six months on the farm.
For thirty minutes I watched Lilly’s bare breasts shimmy, shake, jiggle, and bounce. I had leaked pre-cum all over the inside of my underwear. We made small talk and Lilly seemed more at ease than I had ever seen her before. The tit show was great and Lilly’s company was even better. The only problem was that the chore ended way too soon.
“Thank you, Jack. That was very nice of you.” She gathered the wet laundry and stood.
“I can help with the laundry every day if you’d like,” I said.
“You don’t have to do that. I know your other chores keep you busy enough as it is.”
“I don’t mind. I like helping you, and it was nice talking to you.” I averted my gaze worried she could read my dirty thoughts. Visions of my fat cock sliding in and out of Lilly’s glistening wet tits danced through my dirty mind.
She stepped forward and kissed me gently on the cheek. “That may be the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me.”
I felt my cheeks flush with heat. “Thanks.”
“Jack, would you mind going to the village this morning and buying a new skillet? I hear the peddler’s coming to town.”
I perked up. How did she know about the peddler? “I can do that.”
She hoisted the laundry basket onto the kitchen table. “I’ll take care of the extra work around the house while you’re gone.” She crossed the kitchen and opened the lid on a colorful old cookie jar. “Here, take this silver piece. Maybe the peddler has something that might jog your memories.”
I pocketed the silver and grinned. “Thank you, Lilly.” Things were definitely looking up.
When I reached the village, the peddler had already arrived. A group of townspeople crowded the packed wagon as he hawked everything from kitchenware to musical instruments to leather shoes and of course, skillets. Everyone loved the peddler, and I was certainly no exception. But today I had an added incentive. The man could help me get down Lilly’s pants. How, I couldn’t begin to imagine but if my dream was more than a dream and the Prophet had actually visited me in my sleep, then he had information to give.
I perused his cart eyeing a steel knife with a pearl handle. I didn’t want the knife, but young men my age were supposed to be into that sort of thing. Finally, I found my opening and approached the peddler.
“Greetings, Mr. Olfason.” I held up the knife. “How much?”
He rubbed his chin and gazed on the knife as if it had once belonged to the king himself. “That is a unique work of art. I acquired that from a master blacksmith in the far-off port of Mal. They craft only the finest blades. That particular blade came by slow boat across the inner sea. I couldn’t let it go for anything less than a silver piece.”
I internally rolled my eyes. I may be naïve but I’m not stupid. I didn’t give two shits about the knife but didn’t exactly know how to broach asking him about Lilly. “Hmmm...that’s a bit more than I planned on spending.” I frowned. “Besides, I’m looking for something a bit more… out of the ordinary.”
The peddler eyed me up and down and furrowed his brow. “Spit it out. I can’t read minds.”
I leaned in close making sure nobody was eavesdropping. “Do you have anything that might help a young man my age….” I cleared my throat, and the peddler frowned. “Learn some of life’s untold lessons?”  I wanted to crawl in a hole and die.
The peddler nodded and his eyes widened as if in understanding. “Yes. I see what you mean.” He glanced over his shoulder to make sure the coast was clear. “This village doesn’t exactly embrace that sort of high culture. But I can see why a young strapping lad such as yourself might have need for such an item.” He slid open a hidden door near the base of his cart and pulled free what looked like a book wrapped in plain brown paper. “For you, one silver.”
I wasn’t about to argue and handed over the silver piece. I tucked the book under my arm and gazed down at it. I started to peel back the paper to make sure the peddler wasn’t trying to scam me when he grabbed my wrist.
“Not here. For the Prophet’s sake, take it home first.”
I gazed into his bearded face and decided that I didn’t have much of a choice in the matter. I purchased the skillet for Lilly, took the book and left.
I stopped just outside the village and parked myself under the shade of an alder tree. When I peeled back the paper, the title came into view.
An Ancient Guide to Sexual Technique
By the Prophet’s bare tit, it’s real. I briefly leafed through the book and it laid out in exquisite artistic imagery hundreds of sexual positions to choose from along with a brief narrative describing the technique. Bingo!
I packed up and headed home. Now all I had to do was convince Lilly we needed to practice before her big day. It would be hard but not impossible. The book was the perfect answer to her prayers and now, I just needed to help demonstrate some of the positions.
When I arrived home, I finished my chores around the farm and by the time I finished Lilly had dinner ready.
After dinner was through, I tried to work up the courage to speak with Lilly about the book, but I found myself tongue-tied. What if she kicks me out on my ass? She had gone twenty-two years without even kissing a guy, and now I expected her to fuck me because of a sex book? But maybe I was wrong. Maybe Lilly knew exactly what she was doing this morning at the wash bin. Maybe she wanted me to see her tits. “I have a surprise for you.”
Lilly looked at me dubiously. “If this involves fake spiders in any way, then——
I cut her off. “No, no. I’m not trying to trick you. Do you remember our conversation the other day on the way back from the village?”
Her mouth fell open, and she narrowed her eyes. “Jack, we can’t do that.”
That wasn’t a good sign, but I wouldn’t give up so easily. “I’ll come visit your room later tonight. I promise it will be worth your while.”
She put her hands on her hips and frowned. “Why in my room? Why can’t you just show me here?”
The truth was that showing her the book in the privacy of her own room might get her in the mood. “I have to prepare it.”
She sighed. “Okay. But if it involves anything inappropriate, I don’t want any part of it.”
This wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought.
I helped Lilly with the dishes and after some light reading, Lilly retired to bed while I recovered the book from beneath the loose floorboard under my bed.
I tapped lightly on Lilly’s door and waited.
A second later she eased the door open, but wouldn’t let me in. “What’s this all about?” Lilly folded her arms over her chest and frowned.
She hadn’t changed from her day dress which also wasn’t a great sign, but I was still confident I could win her over with the book. “Can I come in?”
“What happened to the man who was afraid to step foot in my room without proper permission?”
“He’s still here. But I have something I think you’ll want to see.”
“Fine.” She opened the door wide and let me in.
I scampered across the room and perched on the edge of her bed before patting the spot beside me. “Come on. I won’t bite.”
Lilly folded her arms over her chest, reluctantly walked to the bed, and sat down beside me.
I pulled the book out from the back of my pants and hid it so she couldn’t see. “After our conversation the other day, I found something that I think we can use to help your situation.”
“About that, she said. I’m not sure——
I held up my hand to cut her off. She was getting cold feet. It was time to make my move. I brought out the book and set it on her lap.
Her face turned a bright shade of red and she tossed the book back at me without even opening the cover. “I can’t look at that.”
“But… you said that you needed help with the wedding night. This gives you that help.”
“Jack, I’m a good girl. Good girls don’t look at books like that.”
“But… you said——
Now it was her turn to cut me off. “I never should’ve put you in that position. You’re like a brother to me and that was inappropriate. I apologize and hope you can forgive me. My problems are mine to solve and I shouldn’t have dragged you into my mess.”
“Forgive you?” I shook my head. “You have nothing to apologize for.”
She grinned, leaned over, and gave me a sisterly peck on the cheek. “That’s why you’re the world’s nicest guy. You have a big heart, Jack.”
Fuck my life. I squeezed the book so hard I thought it was going to rip. This wasn’t going at all like I’d hoped. “Lilly, if you’ll let me explain——
She stifled me with a yawn. “I’m really tired. Can we talk more about this tomorrow?”
She pressed the book into my chest and stood.
I stared at her with my jaw scraping the floor. The prophet was all wrong. What am I supposed to do now? Maybe she would visit me again in my sleep.
Lilly held open the door and waited for me to leave. “I’ll see you in the morning. Sleep tight. If I see Molly tomorrow, I’ll put in a good word for you. I promise.”
That hit me like a kick in the nuts. I didn’t want Molly or anyone other than her. Just when I thought I was on the verge of making it happen, the whole thing went to shit. I forced a thin smile on my way out the door and made my way back to my bedroom.
I returned the book to its secret hidey hole under my bed and laid awake half the night stewing. It was Thursday. I had two days left to somehow convince Lilly to have sex with me before the prophecy went unfulfilled. You’re going to have to think hard, Jack. I sighed and drifted off to a restless sleep.
When I woke, the house was unusually quiet. Normally I heard Lilly banging around in the kitchen. Today I didn’t hear anything. That’s strange.
When I sat up in bed, I found a note on my nightstand.
Jack, Elsa took me to Murray to meet the Ericson’s. I will be home on Sunday. I asked Hans Gustavson to come help you pull stumps when he drops off the seed we need for winter planting. Thanks for understanding. Love, Lilly.
Fuck me. I ground my teeth together, got out of bed, and threw on my field clothes.
Hans Gustavson was the mayor of Glenn and Lilly’s former father-in-law. The man was a major nut breaker. I would’ve rather chewed glass than spend the next two days pulling stumps with Hans. 
I went outside and found Hans waiting for me with an axe and rope.
“I want to clear three stumps before lunch,” he said. “I’ve got seed in the barn and it will rot if we don’t get this done.”
I took the axe and rope from him while he pushed open the gate. How was I supposed to fulfill prophecy now? Lilly was on the other side of the county and I was stuck here with her dead husband’s father.
We spent the rest of the day pulling stumps and I was physically wrecked by the time I reached bed. I had no idea how I could possibly meet the Prophet’s deadline and at this point I was too tired to care. I was asleep before my head hit the pillow.
Normally, I slept in on Saturday morning. Today wasn’t normal.
“Jack,” he bellowed through the house.
I blinked my eyes open and sighed. More fucking stumps. When I moved, my body screamed with pain. I felt like somebody had just dumped me off the top of the mill and left me for dead. Fuck me, this is going to hurt. “I’m up,” I groaned. I threw my legs over the side of the bed and silently screamed.
Hans’ head appeared in the doorway. “I need to see you in the barn straight away. There’s no time to waste.”
I eased into my field clothes and walked like a corpse through the house and out the back door. When I reached the barn, Hans looked at me and frowned.
“Took you long enough.” He stood over several bags of seed and he looked anything but happy.
“What’s wrong, Hans?”
“Ericson shorted me on seed is what’s wrong.” He kicked the burlap bag on the bottom of the stack. “These bags are light.”
“That’s Lilly’s future father-in-law isn't it?”
“You’d think someone with Ericson’s gold wouldn’t go around shorting farmers, especially one who is engaged to his brain-dead son.”
Hans Gustavson liked the Ericson’s about as much as I did which was at least one thing we had in common. “I’m sure it was just an oversight.”
“That very well may be, but I can’t let it rest. Lilly is relying on this seed, and I won’t be letting her down. I need you to go to Murray straight away, find Ericson, and come back tomorrow with the missing seed.”
My heart soared. I couldn’t believe my luck. “You want me to go?” What was I saying?
“Someone’s got to clear these stumps and I can’t trust you to do it fast enough to please me. Besides, you’re Lilly’s hired hand. It’s your job to deal with situations like this. Besides, it’ll toughen you up.” He looked me up and down his expression filled with disdain.
“Yes, sir.”
“Pack a bag and get going. You can travel back with Elsa and Lilly tomorrow.”
I had no idea how I was going to convince Lilly but at least I had a fighting chance. I gave silent thanks to the Prophet, packed my bag, and headed for Murray.
Murray was a good half-day’s journey, but Lilly and Elsa had taken Sugar who was far faster than the broken-down field horse they left behind. The trip took twice as long and by the time I arrived, it was already dark.
The Ericson’s owned the biggest house in the county and had the money to back it up. Mr. Ericson owned three mills and his stupid son was set to inherit the whole thing. Lilly was about to get a major life upgrade.
When I arrived at their two-story home, the place was dark and locked up tight for the night. I hesitated to knock on the front door for fear of waking up the entire house. But time was short and Lilly was somewhere inside. My watch told me I had an hour left until Sunday morning. If I didn’t stick my cock in Lilly sometime in the next sixty minutes, the realm would be lost. The idea seemed beyond ludicrous, but who was I to argue with prophecy?
I walked around the outside of the house and noticed candlelight streaming from a few of the upstairs windows.
Movement flashed through the bedroom window near the front of the house.
When I gazed up, I saw a young blond man unbuttoning a black vest. I kept moving.
Through the bedroom window near the back of the house a candle glowed on the windowsill.
When I gazed up, a beautiful young blonde woman appeared in the window wearing a long flowing nightgown. It was Lilly. She blew out the candle and the room went dark.
My heart nearly stopped, and I almost blurted out her name right then and there. But I clamped my mouth shut before I ruined everything. I was running out of time.
There was a ledge that ran beneath Lilly’s bedroom window but getting there would be a problem. After assessing the situation, I hatched a risky plan and got going.
I shimmied up the trunk of a towering maple tree and gingerly made my way across the sturdiest branch I could find.
I wanted to close my eyes, but I didn’t dare. Don’t look down. Don’t look down. I looked down.
The ground appeared far below and if I fell from this height, it would either kill me or I’d spend the rest of my life eating through a straw. My stomach swirled, and I hesitated. I took a moment to steal a couple of deep breaths and calm my nerves. The clock was ticking.
Looking straight ahead, I tiptoed across the trunk until I passed over the roof line.
I carefully dropped onto the rooftop doing my best to minimize the inevitable thud. With cat-like reflexes I touched down on all fours impressing even myself.  But there wasn’t time to bask in my achievement.
I made my way across the gable and stayed focused on the task at hand. When I reached the edge of the roof nearest Lilly’s window I peered over the side.
The ground looked like a mile away but I couldn’t think about that. I honed in on the thin ledge one story below. I knelt at the edge of the rooftop, held on tight, and tossed my legs over the side.
My feet clattered against the brick facade and I swung loose with the only thing separating me from a broken neck was my steel grip.
I strained to hold on as my body stopped swinging and I came face first with the brick facade. When I glanced below the ledge appeared a few inches beneath my feet. Now came the really tricky part.
I held my breath and let go.
My feet hit the ledge with a thud. My legs buckled, and I teetered, nearly losing my balance. My stomach did a flip turn, and I spread my arms out wide flattening my body against the brick exterior. The lengths I would go to bang my dream girl knew no limits.
After collecting my breath, I looked to my right.
Lilly’s window was only a few steps away.
I inched sideways keeping my body pressed tight against the brick until I reached Lilly’s window. What if she didn’t answer? Or what if she went and got her fiancé to deal with the peeping Tom? Or worst of all, what if she went and got Elsa or her mother Anna? Never mind all that. I had to risk it.
I gently tapped on the window and waited. Nothing happened. I couldn’t hang on much longer and I had no way of getting down except through her window. If she didn’t let me in, I would have to kick it in myself.
I tapped again and a minute later warm candlelight spilled through the window. I held my breath as the window squeaked open.
A gorgeous blonde-haired familiar face appeared before me.
I smiled. “Lilly. Thank the Prophet it’s you.”
Her eyes went wide with shock and her mouth fell open. “Jack? What are you doing here?”
“I’ll happily explain if I can crawl in through your window.”
“Of course.” She stepped back and allowed me entry.
I eased my way through the open window and dropped onto a nearby chair. I pulled in lungful of sweet air and took a minute to compose myself. When I looked up, Lily was perched on the edge of her bed, her cheeks stained with tears.
“What’s wrong? Are you hurt?” I came over to the bed and sat beside her.
She shook her head and bit her lower lip.
I couldn’t help but notice the soft swell of her braless chest as I gazed down the front of her nightgown. Prophet help me, I’m such a fucking pervert.
“The Prophet answered my prayers.” Her chin quivered, and she turned to face me.
“How do you mean?” Now I was really confused. Had the Prophet visited Lilly in her dreams? What I wouldn’t have given to be a fly on that bathhouse wall.
“I asked her to send you to me, and here you are.” She flung her arms around my neck. “I can’t believe you came.”
I did my best to comfort her while I rubbed her back confirming that the only thing between clothed Lilly and naked Lilly was a thin strip of nightgown. “Why did you want me to come? Did he hurt you?”
“No. But I can’t talk to anyone but you about any of this, and I just missed you so much.” She buried her head in my shoulder and quietly sobbed.
I glanced at the wall clock. I had less than thirty minutes to seal the deal. “Calm down and start at the beginning.”
“We had a wonderful day getting to know the Ericson’s, visiting the mill, going to dinner, and listening to a real piano player,” she said. “But when Eric and I were alone, he wanted to hold my hand, and he started to kiss me, and I had to push him off. It was humiliating.”
Her fiancé’s name was Eric Ericson? Really? “Did he try to force you to do anything else, because if he did, I’ll kill him.”
“No. But I didn’t know what to do and all I could think about was how I wish it was you instead of him.” Her voice was muffled in my shoulder and I felt her fingers slide up behind my neck. She curled a lock of my hair around her index finger and I felt her breathing calm. “Do you still have the book?”
The book? Prophet say yes! I felt my cock stir in my pants. I had to tread very carefully. If I misread the situation, I could make things monumentally worse, and destroy my relationship with Lilly forever. “I thought you didn’t want to see the book.”
She shrugged. “I think I might be able to look at it with you.”
I felt her warm breath curl against my neck and it sent a chill rifling along my spine. “That’s probably a good idea.” I slid my hand down her back and brushed against the soft swell of her hips.
“Maybe we could try a few things on our own first. You know, without the book?” she asked.
My heart raced, and I did my best to calm my breathing. I didn’t want to come off too eager, otherwise I might ruin the mood. “Yes. I think that might be the best idea you’ve had yet.” I pulled on the string holding her gown in place. “Some firsthand experience could go a long way to help ease your nerves.”
I felt her soft lips brush against my neck and she let out a soft moan. “You make me feel all mushy inside. No man has ever made me feel that way. Is that normal?”
I slipped my hand inside the back of her nightgown and ran my hand across her smooth bare skin. My cock flared, and I drew her in tight. “I hope so, because you make me feel all mushy inside too.”
She brought her face around to mine and I gazed into her sparkling blue eyes. Her tears had dried and her soft pink lips were slightly parted. “I don't want to sleep alone tonight, Jack. Will you stay?”
I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the mouth. “Yes, my sweet.”
Lilly didn’t resist. Rather, she inched forward and let her nightgown slip over her bare shoulders while she deepened the kiss by opening her mouth to mine.
My heart beat so fast I thought it might beat straight out of my chest. Her tongue tasted like sweet honey and her soft lips slid inside my mouth.
Her fingers went to the front of my shirt and she worked the buttons one at a time while we continued to hungrily kiss letting our tongues freely taste the forbidden fruit.
I pulled Lilly’s nightgown all the way down over her shoulders and her large bare breasts jiggled free.
Lilly’s pink nipples stood erect atop her puffy areolas and she squeezed her arms together causing her big tits to bulge with mouth-watering cleavage. “What do you think?”
I licked my lips and ran my fingers over her fat nipples before cupping her breasts, one in each hand. “I think they’re amazing.”
She smiled and bit her lower lip. “I’m glad you like them. Now it’s my turn.” Lilly pushed away my shirt and ran her hands over my smooth muscled chest. “I’ve always wanted to touch you, Jack. Do you want to know a secret?”
I let her nipples slip between my fingers as I gently squeezed and kneaded each of her magnificent breasts. “Tell me.”
She played with my nipples before sliding her hands over my washboard abs. “I always think of you when I play with myself. Is that wrong?” Her fingers went to my belt buckle.
I swallowed the lump in my throat while I lost myself in her eyes. “No,” I whispered. My voice came out ragged and breathless. “I think about you too… a whole, whole lot”
“Jack?” She undid my belt buckle and unbuttoned my pants.
“Yes?” My heart beat in my throat and my breaths came quick and shallow.
“I want you to be my first.” She pulled her nightgown up and over her head revealing nothing but a pair of skimpy white lace panties. They were the same panties I’d seen her wear at the dress shop.
Prophet’s blessing, this is actually happening. I took off my shoes and socks while Lilly stretched out on her bed like a feline catching a ray of sunshine.
She shimmied off her panties revealing her neatly trimmed bush while locking eyes with me the entire time. “Your turn.” She smiled at me and nibbled on her index finger while her gaze froze on my bulging pants.
I slipped off my trousers and my underwear with them. My stiff rod bounced free and stood straight out glistening like a regal prince under the warm candlelight.
Lilly gasped and crawled across the bed to take a closer look. “It’s beautiful.”
I grinned awkwardly. “If you say so. It’s the only one I’ve ever seen.” I couldn’t take my eyes off her tits swinging free beneath her chest while she gazed at my cock on all fours, ass up and tits out.
“Can I touch it?”
My cock twitched and Lilly’s eyes widened. “Can you make it do that whenever you want?”
“You are so beautiful that I can’t help it. It’s you doing it. Not me,” I said truthfully.
She smiled up at me as if proud before she wrapped her tiny hand around my swollen tip and squeezed. “Does that hurt? I don’t want to hurt you.”
“It feels wonderful,” I said. “I’ll tell you if something hurts.”
She ran her hand up and down my shaft as a bead of pre-cum oozed from my tip. “What’s that?”
“It happens when I get really excited.” I couldn’t believe my incredibly hot virgin dream goddess was actually jerking me off.
She ran her fingers over my pre-cum and worked it along my shaft. “It’s sticky.”
“There will be a lot more later. It’s important that I don’t spurt it inside you,” I said.
“Why?”
She really was clueless. Lilly stroked my cock faster and already had me on the edge of coming. “Because that’s how you get pregnant.”
“Ohhhh….” Her eyes widened, and she smiled as if she had mentally connected some dots. “I don’t know how your penis is going to fit inside me.”
“I’ll go as slow as you want.”
She smiled. “I trust you, Jack. But can I taste it first?”
I glanced at the clock. We still had twenty minutes until midnight. I wouldn’t last more than thirty seconds inside her pussy which meant we still had plenty of time. “I’d like that.”
She stuck out her tongue and swirled it in a circle over my swollen head. “You taste good. I thought you wouldn’t, but you do. I like sucking your penis.”
I wanted to taste her too, but I was afraid we were running out of time. “That feels really good, Lill.”
She locked her lips around my tip and slipped my cock inside her mouth.
I closed my eyes, my legs trembled, and I groaned. Her warm lips and tongue set my pleasure centers into overdrive. I had never felt anything half as good and it was far better than using my hand. “Don’t stop.”
She bobbed up and down on my shaft while she continued to stroke my cock. She let my cock pop out of her mouth and she licked around the tip like it was dripping ice cream cone. “I could do this all day.”
“I would like that.”
She continued to stroke my cock and gazed up at me. “I think I’m ready.”
“Are you nervous?”
She stretched out on the bed and propped herself up on her elbow gazing up at me. She was completely at ease with her nudity which was the last thing I ever expected out of virgin Lilly. “I thought I would be, but I’m not. You make me feel… safe.”
I wasn’t sure if safe was the adjective I was aiming for, but I had my naked dream girl ready and willing to give me her virginity so I decided to roll with it. “I’m kind of nervous. What if I don’t satisfy you?”
She held out her arms and smiled. “You’ve already satisfied me, Jack.”
I crawled onto the bed and lay beside her before drawing her in for a long, hungry kiss. Our tongues eagerly explored while I ran my hands across her full breasts and down her firm flat tummy.
Lilly groaned as my hand moved across her mound and my finger discovered her tight wet slit. “I’ve wanted you to touch me like this for so long,” she said breathlessly coming up for air just long enough to speak. She raked my chest with her fingernails and wrapped her delicate fingers around my throbbing shaft.
I worked my middle finger over the soft swells of her swollen lips while Lilly ground her pelvis into my hand. “Am I doing it right?”
She broke off the kiss and leaned back against the pillow with her eyes closed and mouth open. “You are perfect, Jack. It feels… amazing.” She struggled for words but kept up the pressure on my cock.
Pre-cum oozed from my tip while my finger swirled over Lilly’s swollen clit.
She bucked her hips violently, groaned loud enough that I worried she might wake the house, and arched her back high off the bed. “Don’t stop.” She gyrated her hips while her juice soaked my hand.
I swirled my finger over her clit in tight clockwise circles occasionally reversing direction or changing to an up and down motion. When I slid my fingers in and out of her tight wet hole while maintaining pressure on her clit, Lilly’s body went rigid.
She kept a stranglehold on my cock with one hand and a fistful of bedsheets with the other. Lilly bit her lower lip and stifled a moan while her face contorted in pleasure. Goosebumps flared across her chest, stomach, and legs while her nipples stiffened even further. Her legs trembled, and she clamped down her inner thighs hard on my hand. “Unnngghhh….” She bucked her hips wildly as her juices flowed down my hand and dribbled onto the bed sheets.
I had witnessed my own orgasm a thousand times, but I’d never seen a woman experience one, and it turned me on big time.
My cock thickened under Lilly’s tight grip and I gently sucked on her hard nipple swirling my tongue around her areola and slippery stiff nubbin.
As Lilly’s orgasm receded, she gently relaxed onto the bed and her legs fell apart. Her breaths came in short rapid bursts and she finally released my cock from her death grip.
I decided to take the initiative and crawl between her legs. My cock swayed and slapped against her inner thighs. I pressed my arms on either side of her head and leaned in to kiss her.
Lilly wrapped her arms around my neck and ran her fingers through the back of my hair. We kissed long and slow while I felt her warm breath tickle my upper lip.
I slid my tip along her soaking wet slit while her hands drifted down my back and cupped my ass cheeks.
“Fuck me, Jack.” She gyrated her hips causing my cock to slip and slide across her soaked womanhood.
Lilly squeezed my ass hard and pulled me in close.
My tip caught in her tight little hole and my cock throbbed with pleasure so extreme I was a heartbeat from blowing my load before we had even sealed the deal.
“Put it in.” Lilly wrapped her legs around my thighs and pulled me in.
My cock slid into her hole and I felt her wall muscles grip my shaft like a vise.
Lilly’s pussy writhed and pulsed around my cock like it belonged to her alone. She kissed me hard, sucking the tip of my tongue into her mouth while she gently moaned.
I drove my hips forward and plunged my cock inside my beautiful dream goddess all the way to the hilt. I felt a slight tug on my tip as I ruptured her hymen and officially took her virginity.
Lilly groaned and dug her fingernails deep into my ass as if willing me to go deeper. “We did it.” She said, struggling for the words.
I glanced up at the clock. It read 11:53 PM. My only question now was if I had to finish the act for it to count. There was no point in leaving anything to chance.
I drove my hips forward and sideways opening her up with my throbbing shaft. Her tightness was exquisite and I couldn’t believe I was actually fucking my dream girl.
Lilly bucked her hips upward forcing my cock deeper and grunting with the effort.
Below us, the bedsprings let out squeaks of protest while I drove my cock in and out of my obsession.
Her big tits swirled in circles as our lovemaking rolled over her in waves. She grunted with every hard thrust and wrapped her legs tight around my ass holding me down as if her life depended on it. “So deep,” she said breathlessly.
I fucked her harder and faster listening to the sweet sound of our slapping skin mixed with the hard squeaks of the bed springs and Lilly’s soft moans. Every time I bottomed out, Lilly’s pussy flexed around my shaft and she grunted with pleasure.
I drove in and out of my sweet Lilly’s pussy with hard pounding thrusts. Harder and faster I pumped, bed squeaking, and the headboard gently slapped the wall with a soft satisfying thud.
The clock started chiming with the first stroke of midnight as I felt the orgasm of my life build in my swollen ball sack.
“Lilly, I’m going to come. I need to pull out.”
She tightened her grip around my ass and locked her ankles together before pulling me down flat against her chest. “No, Jack. Don’t. I want you to come inside me. I want to feel it.”
I felt my balls contract and my orgasm was imminent. “But—”
Lilly kissed me hard, shutting me up while her body went rigid and her thighs shook for the second time that night.
On the tenth chime, my orgasm blasted out of my balls and I flooded Lilly’s virgin womb with load after load of thick hot spunk.
Lilly pulled me in tight with our bodies pressed flat and whispered in my ear. “It feels so warm. I love you so much, Jack.”
I continued to pump my hips firing off creamy loads into my beautiful dream goddess. “I love you too, Lill.” My cock twitched inside her as I spurted more jizz inside Lilly’s womb than I had ever thought possible. I pushed my cock in to the hilt and let my dick twitch as hot cum continued to drain from my balls and coat her tight slick walls.
Finally, our bodies went still, and we cuddled together for a long time kissing and stroking while I felt my cum drizzle out of Lilly’s hole and ooze down my balls.
I had beat the clock, but just barely. I didn’t know what to expect next, but there must have been a reason the Prophet wanted me to have sex with Lilly. Not that I was complaining. She was an amazing young woman, and I hoped we could continue our… training even after we went home.
Lilly’s eyes grew heavy, and she yawned before snuggling in close and laying her head on my chest. “Remember, you promised not to leave.”
I stroked her hair and cupped her breast while I closed my eyes. “I’ll never leave you, Lilly.”
She kissed my chest, and we drifted off to sleep.
◆◆◆
 
I awoke before dawn and Lilly managed to sneak me out of the house without arousing suspicion which was itself a minor miracle. By daybreak I was back at the Ericson’s as if I had just arrived. I sorted out the seed issue with Mr. Ericson who was more than a little embarrassed about the whole thing.
I also met Lilly’s fiancée — Eric Ericson. Like most of the residents in this part of the realm, he was tall, strong, and fair-haired. He seemed to act a bit possessive of Lilly which I didn’t really appreciate, and I could tell she didn’t either. He treated her more like a prize than a person.
For her part Lilly maintained her composure. In fact, she seemed to have much more confidence than she had yesterday and managed to push off Eric’s unwanted advances without batting an eye.
Elsa, Lilly, and I ate breakfast with the entire Ericson clan including Eric’s beautiful sisters and equally beautiful mother. Eric’s youngest sister, Gretta, kept flashing me knowing looks which I could tell didn’t sit well with Lilly.
She took my hand under the table and squeezed as if claiming me for herself.
I didn’t mind two beautiful women fighting over my attention even though I only had eyes for Lilly.
After we arrived home, I stowed away the extra seed and Lilly went straight to work catching up on chores that had gone undone during her absence.
I spent the rest of the day pulling stumps while Lilly prepared dinner and made up our beds with fresh linens.
Before dinner, I came in from the field and had enough time for a nice long soak in the tub. After filling the tub with hot water, I slipped beneath the surface and felt my muscles relax.
It was then that the door squeaked open and a half-naked Lilly tiptoed inside wrapped only in a skimpy towel.
“Lilly, what are you doing?”
Lilly tossed aside the towel and her glorious tits jiggled into place while she stepped into the tub with me. “You can’t share?”
“Well, when you put it that way, sharing is caring, right?”
“And I care a lot about you.” She smiled and took up a sponge squeezing soap suds over her wet glistening tits.
I felt her toes curl around my tip and my cock stiffened. “Oh?”
She glided across the tub until she landed directly on my lap. She wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me in like a spider working her web. She kissed me on the lips, nose, and cheeks while she gently massaged my shoulders. “I’ve been reading the book.”
I closed my eyes and enjoyed her hands on my neck. “See something you like?”
She took my cock in her hand and slid it inside her pussy. “Let’s start with this one.”
We spent the next twenty minutes fucking while half the tub water spilled out onto the floor. I again unloaded my seed inside of Lilly, and she said she wanted to get pregnant with my baby.
I was too tired to argue with her. After we mopped up the bathroom, I headed to my room and Lilly headed to hers.
Exhausted from the last two days of work and full out fucking, I fell into a fast, hard sleep. It was around two o’clock in the morning when I heard my door squeak open.
Lilly came inside and lit my candle with one of her own before setting it aside. She wore her normal white nightgown and her long golden hair hung loose over her shoulders. She looked drop-dead beautiful even in her simplest outfit. “Jack, are you awake?”
I propped myself up on my elbows and gazed across the room. “Can’t sleep?”
She tiptoed over to my bed holding some garment in her hand. “I have a surprise for you.”
I frowned. “What is it?”
“I found it in the bottom of my chest.” She laid a dark green cape across my bed. “I’d forgotten all about it.”
I picked up the cape. It was the softest material I had ever felt and definitely didn’t come from any plant in Glenn or even Murray. “Who does that belong to?”
“Jack, the night you showed up on my doorstep, you were wearing this cape. Don’t you remember?”
“I…” I swallowed hard while a flash of light ignited in my head. A whinny of a horse and ringing steel. Thunder and lightning and a man shouting all jumbled together. The man shouted at me in a strange language. One that I didn’t understand. There was a ripping sound and then everything went quiet.
“Jack, are you okay?” Lilly came over and sat down before me rubbing my temples with her hands.
“I thought I remembered... something. I don’t know. My head hurts.”
She continued to rub the sides of my head while she gently kissed my lips. “It’s okay. I’m not going to let anyone hurt you ever again.”
“The cape made me remember. There was a ripping sound.”
She placed the cape in my hands. “That’s funny because your cape was ripped and I just finished mending it for you.”
I looked up and found her smiling at me. I kissed her softly on the lips. “Thank you. That’s very kind of you to do that for me.”  The cloth felt so soft and luxuriant against my skin I could’ve slept in it.
She showed me the spot inside the cape where she had done such a fine job of repair that I couldn’t even see the original tear.
“You didn’t have to do that. I’m sure I’m not worth it.”
“I wanted to.” She chewed on her lower lip and seemed on the verge of saying something, but for whatever reason she hesitated.
“Lill, what’s wrong?”
Her eyes welled with tears and her chin quivered. “I don't want to marry Eric. I want to be with you. I love you, Jack.”
I opened my arms to her, and she sank into me and sobbed while I gently comforted her. I stroked the back of her hair and whispered. “You don’t have to marry anyone you don’t want to.”
“But Else will be so angry,” she said with her head buried in my shoulder.
“I’ll help you,” I said. “And if it comes to it, you and I will move away together.”
She lifted her head and gazed into my eyes. “Do you really mean that?”
“Of course, I do.” I slid my thumbs over her face wiping away her tears. “My girl deserves the best.”
She smiled. “I’m your girl?”
“Do you see any other girls around here?”
She melted into me and kissed me hard on the lips before backing away. A fresh batch of tears appeared in her eyes, but these were happy tears. “I love you with my whole heart, Jack.”
This was either going to end spectacularly good or bad. There was no middle ground in play. But I meant what I told her. If it came down to it, I would leave this farm with Lilly and we would never look back. I just hoped it wouldn’t come to that.
“Can I lay with you for a little while?” Lilly kissed me again this time using a bit of tongue.
I squeezed her ass and drew her in slipping my hands under her nightgown and fondling her soft warm breasts. Our kiss deepened, and we fucked one last time before Lilly drifted off to sleep next to me.
I couldn’t sleep and my mind drifted back to the cloak.
I got out of bed careful not to wake Lilly. I grabbed the cloak off my desk chair, looked into my mirror, and furled the cloak over my shoulders. It was a perfect fit.
Built into each side of the collar, I felt two sharp pieces of metal. “That’s strange.” I pulled the cape across my chest and joined the two pieces together like a fastener.
The fastener clicked, and the collar self-tightened with a satisfying tug. The cape fit perfectly, but when I looked into the mirror, I received the shock of my life.
I had turned completely invisible.




Cute Cousin

Of all the Glenn women who worked at the tavern, Isabelle was by far the hottest. That she was Lilly’s cousin only made me want her more. Add in that she was eight years my senior, married, and every man’s fantasy girl meant I couldn’t get her out of my mind.
Two tables away, Izzy served ale to a trio of farmers I recognized but couldn’t name. She had an easy smile and an insane body. She wore her long golden blonde hair back in a loose ponytail but several strands had worked their way free giving her a cute frazzled appearance that I found absolutely endearing.
Izzy moved with a dancer’s grace and her smile was absolutely infectious. She was warm and charming and didn’t know herself just how beautiful she was. I liked to sit back with an ale and just watch her work. Not necessarily in a perverted sense, although having sex with her had definitely crossed my mind. I just liked to watch her move and interact with pretty much everyone and everything. She had an indefinable quality that drew in those around her both men and women alike. She had energy, presence and enough charisma to become Glenn’s first female mayor if she was so inclined.  I simply couldn’t get enough of her.
I sighed and sipped on my ale watching her firm tits jiggle inside her tightly-bound bodice. As she headed toward a table near the bar, her hips swayed from side-to-side.
A farmer and his wife entered the tavern. Izzy flashed them a friendly smile, nodded, and stopped long enough to banter and greet, before whisking away with their order memorized.
For a long time, I had racked my brain trying to calculate a path that would let me inside those long, beautiful legs of hers. But women in Glenn were never that easy. Izzy was religiously devoted to the Prophet’s teachings which didn’t include adultery. Besides that, she seemed to be crazy about her husband. I had tried striking up casual conversation with her and she always went along to a point. But once I slipped past some invisible line, she retreated every single time.
Izzy Haldorson had her own agenda, and she didn’t like taking orders from anyone unless it involved ale or food. She wasn’t the type of girl to sit back and let things happen. She took charge of her customers and knew how to handle herself around men.
That was a double-edged sword. I was one of those men and she indeed knew how to make me back off.  She wasn’t rude about it, but had a way of letting you know just where you stood. And that spot didn’t include her bed.
Having finished with her latest customer, Izzy headed straight toward me and my stomach fluttered. I locked my gaze on the subtle swell of her big tits that had managed to escape from the top of her airtight bodice.
She arrived on a breeze and she flashed me an award-winning smile. “Good afternoon, Jack. Are you finished with your plate? I’ll expect you need to get back to the farm.”
She was truly a master of subtlety.  “Good afternoon to you too,” I said. “I’m pretty well caught up this afternoon. Besides it looks like the rain could start any minute now.”
She placed her hand on her hip and frowned. “You left Lilly alone to do all the work? Some hired hand you are.”
“Lilly is on her way back from Murray with your mother.” I grinned. “But you already know that.”
Izzy was Aunt Elsa’s oldest daughter which made her Lilly’s first cousin.
“I don’t track mother’s every move,” she said. “But now that you mention it, that trip does ring a bell.”
“Then you’ll not mind if I have another ale.” My eyes locked on her tits and I felt my cock awaken from its six-hour slumber. Lilly had given me a going away present before she left.
Izzy sighed. “I suppose one more can’t hurt, but after that you’re cut off. I’ll not have you show up to my cousin’s farm smashed.” She pushed an errant lock of hair back behind her ear, picked up my empty plate, and turned to leave.
“Say, Izz, are you going to the Harvest Dance?” Maybe I could back door my way down that locked bodice of hers by liquoring her up at the dance.
“Are you asking a married woman eight years your senior to a dance?” She pointed to her wedding ring.
“What’s the harm with two friends enjoying each other’s company? You have my word, I’ll be a perfect gentleman.”              
Izzy rolled her eyes. “Lucas will be back next month, and I may be lonely but I’m not desperate.” She patted my hand. “But I’ll give you credit for having guts enough to ask me.” She grinned and shook her head. “Do you hit on Lilly like this too?”
If she knew what I did to Lilly on the daily it would curl her toes. “Ha-ha,” I said sarcastically. “Lucas being out of town is exactly why I’m asking. You yourself said you were lonely. What’s the harm with having a little fun? Who better to go to a dance with than a guy who already knows he has no chance?”
She smirked. “Jack, if you didn’t practically undress me with your eyes every time you walk through that door, I might actually believe you.”
I felt my cheeks flush. Better not to confirm or deny her suspicions. “Look Izzy. I just thought you might like a night out. If not, then that’s okay.” Another swing and another miss. I sighed.
She patted me on the cheek. “Listen, love. I’m flattered that you find me so attractive, but I’m strictly off-limits. Got it?”
I nodded weakly and stared into the bottom of my mug. How humiliating.
Izzy whisked away on a cloud as another patron entered the tavern.
I finished my ale and headed back to the farm. Lilly would be home before nightfall, and I wanted to make sure she didn’t have to do any heavy lifting after such a long day.
After finishing my chores and cleaning up, I tried on my cloak for the millionth time. I had no idea how or why the magic worked for me but never affected Lilly. Surely, she would have said something? But the main question I had was, who the hell was I to have such an amazing cloak? It must be worth a hundred crowns. That much gold could last me a lifetime. But I wasn’t about to sell it. Although the Prophet had yet to revisit me in my dreams, she must have meant for me to acquire the cloak from Lilly.
Maybe it was time to put the cloak to some use? I could visit Izzy anytime I wanted and she wouldn’t even know I was there. I could see a world-class skin show just by waiting for her in her room above the tavern. But thoughts of peeping on Izzy would have to wait. Lilly would be home soon, and my absence would send her into a tailspin.
No. I would find the right moment, and then I would use the cloak. Was it wrong? Hell, yes. Was I desperate to see my cousin’s sweet body? Triple, yes. My cock stiffened at the thought of running my hands over her firm, bouncy tits.
Outside, an approaching wagon rumbled. That would be Lilly.
I slipped the cloak off before heading outside to help stable the horses.
Lilly hopped down from the wagon and gazed at me demurely. I wanted to scoop her up into a kiss but Elsa was riding shotgun and I wasn’t about to blow our cover.
I unhitched the horses while Elsa and Lily unloaded packages from the wagon bed.
“Lilly, can you help me with the other side?” I asked.
“Sure.” Lilly came around the opposite side of the wagon and stood directly across from me.
We waited until Elsa was out of earshot before I spoke. “What happened with Eric?” I whispered.
“I couldn’t do it,” she said. “Everyone was just so happy and talking about the wedding. I didn’t have the courage to call it off.”
I sighed. “I understand. I should’ve gone with you.”
“No. My mother was there and that would’ve only aroused suspicion.” She loosened a few straps and freed Sugar from her restraints.
“Did he try anything?”
She shook her head. “We were only there for a few hours. Elsa and I spent most of our time with his sisters fitting them for their bridesmaid dresses.”
“Well, at least that’s a relief.” I took Sugar’s bridle and led her toward the stable.
“Lilly, Jack, I need to talk to both of you before bed,” Elsa said from the back door.
Lilly and I exchanged a worried look before she walked off toward the house. We had grown more daring as time passed. Had Elsa picked up on our body language? Or maybe she noticed that one of the beds was always made? She had spent enough time on the farm to pick up on a hundred little things. On the rare occasion, she slept over. But even Elsa sleeping one room away hadn’t stopped Lilly and I. We discovered that we could quietly fuck if we barely moved our hips. In fact, it was so erotic I never lasted long slow-fucking her.
I also worried about pregnancy. We didn’t use any protection. Lilly had her last period, but her next one was coming up soon, and I privately worried that she was already pregnant. She was the one who insisted that I never pull out. I think she welcomed a potential child as an easy way out of the wedding. I found the idea of impregnating my engaged young widow so hot, that I just couldn’t resist.
After I put away the horse, I joined Lilly in the kitchen. It was time to find out what Aunt Elsa wanted.
“Good. You’re both here.” Elsa joined us at the kitchen table.
Elsa focused her attention on me. “Jack, I would like you to accompany Lilly to the Harvest Dance.” She raised her hand up as if to cut off my incoming complaint. “Before you argue, I want to make sure that all potential suitors know that Lilly is off the market. Eric can’t accompany Lilly due to business in the county seat. I don’t want her to go alone, but I also recognize that a dance might be just the thing Lilly needs right now to cheer her up.”
I wasn’t about to argue with taking my girlfriend to the dance and neither was Lilly. I hadn’t anticipated this being an option with Eric Ericson still in the picture. Lilly and I exchanged a short glance and I could see in her eyes that she was over the moon with the idea.
I turned my attention back to Elsa. “I think that’s a great idea. I don’t want anything happening to Lilly, and I agree that the young men of Glenn would move in fast if I wasn’t around.”
Aunt Elsa practically beamed. “Oh, I’m so happy. I knew I liked you, Jack.” She came around the table and kissed me on my cheek. “Thank you, and Lilly’s mother thanks you as well. I’ll provide coin enough to make sure you can properly treat Lilly to a good time.”
Under the table, Lilly intertwined her fingers with mine and squeezed. We were going to fuck like rabbits at the Harvest Dance. No doubt about it.
By the time Lilly and I went to bed we were both too tired to do anything but cuddle. I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.
◆◆◆
 
I found myself standing in a field of wildflowers. In the distance, a dark-haired figure sat with her back facing me and her head peeking above the blooming mass. A gentle summer breeze swept across the field lighting up the air with an intoxicating blend of florals and sweet green grass. The woman’s long dark hair tumbled on the wind, and I knew right away who it was.
As I approached, my heart beat faster and I readied myself for a rare treat. The last time I had seen the Prophet she had given me a hand job. This time maybe I could convince her to let me go all the way.
The field of wildflowers gave way to a gentle grassy slope. At the bottom of the slope, gentle waves lapped against a rocky shoreline. Just ahead, the Prophet sat cross-legged on a bright-red blanket.
“Good evening, Jack,” she said without turning.
I paused for a second unsettled by her uncanny ability to see out the back of her head until I remembered we were in my dream. Of course, she knew who I was. I walked up beside her and stood, gazing down at her beauty.
She wore a loose-fitting white silk top cut into V-shape at her neckline. I could see down the front easily making out the generous curves of her perfect breasts while her dark nipples strained the front of the thin silk shirt. She wore black leather pants and matching black boots, both of which hugged her lean toned legs. Her ruby-red fingernails matched the shape of her lips. Both stood in stark contrast to her flawless porcelain complexion. The wind tossed her hair back over her shoulders and her eyes took on a distant faraway expression.
“Sit, my love.”
My stomach fluttered. Apparently, I’d done well enough on the first quest to be issued an upgrade. Sweet. I wasn’t complaining. I sank onto the blanket beside her and looked out to sea waiting for her to speak again.
“You received a cloak,” she said. “It allows you to turn invisible. Am I correct?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Good. That means you’ve averted the first disaster, but we have much more work to do before you can find me.”
I contemplated asking her to fuck me as a reward, but thought better of it. The moment didn’t feel right, and the last thing I wanted to do was piss off an all-powerful witch. “What’s next?”
“There is a young married woman in your village named Isabelle Haldorson.”
Shit. Izzy was going to be an impossible nut to crack, but then again, I had the cloak. I could bang her and she’d never know what hit her. Just thinking that made my stomach hurt. I wasn’t a rapist, and I definitely knew better than that. I hoped that wasn’t what the Prophet would ask of me.
“Her husband returns from the rangers next month. You must impregnate Isabelle before that happens.”
That meant I had to fuck Izzy many times over the next four weeks and as of now, she wanted nothing to do with me. “What has knocking up Lilly’s cousin got to do with prophecy?”
She finally turned to look at me. Gold flecked her hazel eyes and beneath the warm sunshine she looked like a goddess. Hell, she probably was a goddess. “Harem Master, I cannot answer that question for fear of tampering with prophecy.”
“Why do you keep calling me Harem Master?”
She shot me a sly grin. “Isn’t it obvious by now?”
“Calling me a harem master implies that I am intimate with multiple women. Right now, there’s just Lilly and she still hasn’t even called off her engagement.”
She slid her hand over my leg and for the first time I noticed my own outfit, or maybe it had changed before my eyes? I wore a long black robe cinched at the middle with a tight sash. There was an emblem of a dragon in gold just above my heart.
“Perhaps I should call you Dragon Master, instead?” She slid her hand inside my robe and ran her fingers gently over my inner thigh.
I swallowed a lump in my throat. “Should I use the cloak to accomplish this mission?”
She tilted her head to one side and frowned, rubbing her chin slightly. “Well now, that’s a question I can answer. No. You can’t use the cloak to directly assault this poor young woman.”
“Then how am I supposed to impregnate her?”
She slid her hand higher taking my cock into her warm nimble fingers. “You are the Harem Master. That’s for you to decide.”
I felt my cock expand in her grip while she slow-stroked me and licked her lips.
“I suppose you’ve earned a reward for completing your first mission.”
My heart beat faster and my cock stiffened to full mast and twitched in her hand. I was finally going to fuck her.
“You have a cock truly worthy of kings.” She pulled at my sash and my robe fell open.
I reached for her belt buckle, but she pushed my hand away.
“Let me service you today, my sweet prince.” She crawled between my legs and I stared straight down her top watching her creamy breasts jiggle and sway. Her pink nipples stood erect atop her engorged areolas, and I struggled to pick who had better breasts, her or Lilly.
In either case, she was unbelievably hot.
She wrapped her hand tightly around the base of my shaft and ran her fingers up the length of my cock squeezing the pre-cum from my tip. It oozed down my engorged pink tip while the Prophet gently massaged my glans with her thumb.
I let out a long groan and leaned back resting my elbows on the blanket.
The Prophet lowered her head and her long dark hair tumbled over my thighs sending a toe-curling jolt of electricity through my body. She pushed her hair off to one side so as not to interfere with her reward. She lowered her lips to my shaft before extending her wet pink tongue and licking away the pre-cum.
My cock stiffened and grew impossibly hard. For the second time, my toes curled while she licked her away around my head making sure she had cleaned her plate.
“You taste delicious, my love.” She lowered her lips around my head and gently sucked my cock inside the warm wet folds of her lips.
I gasped and bucked my hips upward pushing my cock deeper into her mouth.
She brought her mouth off and looked over my glistening cock before meeting my gaze. “Does my prince like having his cock cleaned?”
I nodded dumbly and grabbed two fistfuls of blanket and readied myself for the blow of a lifetime.
She pushed her head all the way down my shaft impaling my cock in the back of her throat. Her tongue swirled over my shaft while she gently cupped my balls between her smooth nimble fingers.
I watched her throat bulge as she practically swallowed my cock with each delicious pass.
The Prophet didn’t gag but long strings of saliva ran down my shaft and drizzled my balls like white frosting. She came up for the occasional breath and I watched as long strings of cum-filled salvia stretched from my tip back to her lips. She suctioned my tip cleaning up the mess as she went eliciting a delightful popping sound every time she came off.
My balls rumbled. Whenever my orgasm came there was little I could do to stop it. “Where should I come?”
She smiled with my tip resting on the swells of her warm tongue. “Wherever you’d like.” The Prophet went back to work, bobbing up and down on my cock while working my shaft at a furious, breakneck pace.
My orgasm blasted into the back of her throat with seismic force. I fired three enormous jets of cum into her stomach and squeezed my eyes shut. Again and again, I came as a firestorm of spunk slid down her beautiful throat.
When I opened my eyes, I gasped.
Gone was the field, the sea, and the beautiful Prophet. But another goddess bobbed up and down on my cock as I fired salvos of buttery smooth jizz into Lilly’s perfect mouth.
“Lilly, that feels amazing,” I said.
Lilly’s golden blonde hair fell off to one side just as it had with the Prophet. She gazed up at me, her blue eyes filled with mischief. She continued to lick around my tip drinking in every last drop of cum I had left in my balls. “You taste so good, my love.’
I reached down and guided her head up and down on my rod while I continued to drizzle jizz over her smooth wet tongue.
With my balls completely drained, Lilly inched her way up my boy dragging her firm breasts over my still stiff cock. She gazed up at me, her eyes filled with lust. “Think you’ve got one more round in you?”
I watched as the beautiful young widow straddled my cock and lowered herself onto my fully erect shaft.
Whether I had it in me or not, Lilly was going to have her way.
She ground against me driving my cock deep inside her while I reached up and squeezed her breasts, kneading her soft flesh between my fingers and dragging her nipples across my palms.
Lilly bounced up and down on my cock rattling the bed and banging the headboard. She moaned loudly, closed her eyes, and arched her back. Her long golden hair fell back over her shoulders while I felt her pussy writhe around my cock.
I slid my hands down her stomach while she continued to grind herself against my cock.
Every time I bottomed out, Lilly let out a hard grunt while the headboard smacked against the wall.
I cupped her ass cheeks in my hands and squeezed while I drove my hips upward in perfect rhythm with her driving thrusts.
We continued to fuck while a light sheen of perspiration formed on Lilly’s chest. She leaned forward spilling her hair onto my face and chest before she kissed me hard on the lips.
“I’m close,” I whispered.
She broke off the kiss and her body went stiff. She pressed her palms flat on my chest which squeezed her deliciously perfect tits together. “Don’t you dare try to pull out,” she said breathlessly. She locked her hips in place and drove my cock as deep inside her as she could. “I’m coming so hard.” Goosebumps flared across her chest and stomach.
I couldn’t hold out as I blasted a second load deep inside Lilly’s womb.
“I love it when you come in me,” She threw herself forward and kissed me driving her tongue into my mouth while I fired off thick loads of creamy spunk into her tight slick hole.
I gripped her ass and held her tight against my cock while I continued to fill her with my seed.
She pressed her big tits flat against my hips while she swirled her hips in tight circular strokes.
Afterward, Lilly didn’t move while we both caught our breaths.
“Leave it in me,” she said while kissing me behind my ear.
“Why?” I ran my fingertips from her smooth ass, up her spine, and across her shoulders.
“I don’t want any to leak out.” She ground her hips backward trying to force my cock back inside her.
“How are we going to explain away a baby bump?”
She shrugged. “I love you, and I don’t care who knows it.”
We couldn’t put off breaking her engagement to Eric Ericson much longer, and then there was finding a way to get Izzy pregnant while keeping Lilly happy. Maybe it was time to be honest with Lilly. But what exactly do I tell her? Sorry, Lilly. I know you love me but prophecy needs me to impregnate your scorching hot, married cousin. That would go over like a lead balloon.
It was a problem for another day. I kissed her softly and wrapped a blanket over the both of us before we both drifted off to sleep.
◆◆◆
 
The next day, I helped Lilly with the wash, finished my chores, and made up an excuse for needing to head to the village. Lilly told me not to be late as she was making us a special dinner.
I grabbed my invisibility cloak and kissed her on the way out the door. I spent the trip scheming on just how to go about conquering the enigma of Izzy.
Once again, time was a critical factor in my quest to conquer the opposite sex. At least this time I had longer than a few days, but the task itself was much more daunting. With Lilly, I already had a leg up. We had lived together for six months, and she clearly had feelings for me that I had vastly underestimated. That wasn’t the case with her cousin Izzy. Izzy was in love with her husband and nobody else.
But with every problem, there is a baby step involved with the solving. In this case, I would let my cloak do the heavy lifting.
When I entered the village, I parked the wagon, gave Sugar a delicious bale of hay, and headed toward the tavern’s rear entrance.
When I was in between the building’s, I slipped on my cloak and went invisible. Walking around in broad daylight while no one could see you was a bit disconcerting. I had to break a lot of my natural tendencies that would involve skulking behind corners or keeping to the shadows.
The cloak made all that shadowy lurking unnecessary. When I entered the tavern, I walked through the kitchen right past the innkeeper, and made my way into the bar.
Izzy was standing at the bar chatting with the barkeep while I noted the man’s eyes drift toward the soft swell of her big and juicy tits.
I didn’t blame the guy. After all, I’d done the same thing. But it wasn’t like Izzy was showing off deep cleavage. Her breasts were well hidden beneath her bodice. If she noticed him looking, she didn’t seem to mind.
I crept toward the back staircase that was strictly off-limits to the guests. There were a few rooms up there including the innkeeper’s and Izzy’s. The old man who ran the place had a soft spot in his heart for her or so he said. I didn’t believe his intentions ran that pure, but hey, what do I know?
I tiptoed up the staircase avoiding detection. A short hallway stretched out before me. There were two doors, both closed. One of them was Izzy’s, but I didn’t know which.
I waited outside her room for a few short minutes before she came up the stairs and headed down the hall.
Izzy pulled a key from the front of her bodice, slipped it in the lock, and opened the door.
It was my turn to move quickly.
I stepped up behind her and slid inside the door just as she shut it behind her.
I knew from my frequent trips to the tavern that Izzy always got an hour off before the heavy evening crowd started, but I had no idea what she did.
She went to the wash basin and scooped a handful of water on her face and reached for a hand towel. She let out a long-contented sigh and went over to a modest desk in the corner of the room.
I quietly tiptoed across the room doing my best not to make any noise. I peeked over Izzy’s shoulder.
She dabbed a pen in a bottle of ink, opened what looked like a journal, and started writing in what looked like nearly perfect penmanship.
It was too hard to make out what she was writing so I retreated to a corner and waited for her to finish.
Once she was finished, she slipped the journal in the desk drawer, yawned, and made her way into a small bedroom.
I couldn’t help myself but follow her into the bedroom, but much to my disappointment, she curled onto the bed, fully clothed, and drifted off to sleep.
Let’s see what your journal has to say. I eased my way to the desk, sat down, and pulled out her journal. I read the last entry that she just finished writing.
With my mind so conflicted, I will visit the church tomorrow morning and ask for the Prophet’s guidance. Surely, she will help put my mind at ease.
Now I was intrigued. I decided to flip back a few pages and find the first entry dated after I had asked her to the Harvest Dance and she shot me down.
The young farm hand working on my cousin Lilly’s farm actually had the audacity to ask me to the Harvest Dance. I have to admit that having a man take charge felt nice. I can’t remember the last time that happened. Even Lucas won’t take the upper hand nearly often enough. It reminded me of the way my father used to take charge with my mother. Despite how cute Jack might be, going to the dance with him would be entirely inappropriate. Wouldn’t it?
Wow. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. Izzy thought I was cute and it looked like she had at least considered my offer. She probably wanted to say yes. I flipped forward to the next entry dated yesterday.
I received a letter today from one of the rangers in Lucas’ squad that shook me. He said Lucas should have returned from a mission three days ago, but he doesn’t believe he’s come to harm. Is it horrible that my mind went immediately to the baby we haven’t conceived? What if Lucas doesn’t come home? Will I die an old maid? Lilly was young enough to find a new husband, but who would want a twenty-eight-year-old barmaid?
It seemed Izzy had babies on the mind, and I was just the man to plant the seed. Now it was time to take action. I put the journal away and slipped out of Izzy’s room.
By the time I got home, Lilly had dinner hot and ready. We ate by candlelight and afterwards cuddled on the front porch under the stars.
My conscience tugged on me for pursuing Lilly’s cousin right under her nose, but what choice did I have? I couldn’t exactly turn my back on prophecy.
Lilly leaned into me and sighed, turning her gaze toward the heavens. “It’s beautiful isn’t it?”
I slid my fingers across the base of her neck and gently rubbed lightly massaging her stiff muscles.
She leaned her head forward and sighed. “That feels so good.”
“When I was in town earlier today, I ran into Izzy,” I said. “She looked… troubled.”
“Troubled? Did she say anything?” Lilly didn’t move while I deepened the massage.
“No, but she didn’t look like her normal happy self. Could it be about Lucas?”
“I hope not, but it’s possible. Izzy is a complicated woman.”
I slid my fingers along Lilly’s shoulders and gently massaged with both hands.
She was starting to fall asleep.
“What do you mean complicated?”
Lilly yawned and curled up with her head on my lap. “Don’t stop, Jack. That feels so good.”
I continued to rub her shoulders and back. “Lill, what do you know about Izzy?”
“She made a pass at me once a long time ago,” she said half asleep.
A surge of adrenaline raced through my veins and now I was wide awake. “What did you do?”
“Honestly, it was a long time ago,” she said.
I wasn’t going to get much more out of her. As it was, she was on the verge of sleep. “I’m going to go check on her in the morning, if you don’t mind,” I said. “I want to make sure everything is okay.”
“You’re a good man, Jack. That’s why I love you so much.” Lilly drifted off to sleep while I continued to rub her back.
A few minutes later, I scooped her up and carried her off to bed.
The next morning, I was on a mission. When I entered the kitchen, Lilly had breakfast ready and she hadn’t forgotten our conversation. “Are you still going to check on Izzy?”
“Yes. That is if you don’t mind,” I said with a mouthful of eggs.
“No.” She walked over to me and kissed me on the crown of my head. “Jack, I need to tell you something, and I hope it doesn’t make you upset.”
I set down my fork and pulled Lilly onto my lap. “You can’t make me upset.”
She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and ran her fingers through my hair at the nape of my neck. “Remember last night when I told you that Izzy made a pass at me?”
“How could I forget?”
“Well, I didn’t exactly turn her away.”
“Oh?” My stomach fluttered and my pulse quickened. “What happened?”
“Up until I met you, Izzy and I did… things… together. We were both so lonely, and it just came naturally.” She continued to work my short hair between her fingers. “Are you mad?”
It seemed prim and proper Lilly was anything but. Not that I cared. “Do you think she misses that?”
She nodded. “I think she wants to do it some more.”
Now my heart was racing. “Is that something you want?”
She shrugged. “Not if it means losing you.”
I gently rubbed her back. “You won’t lose me.”
She relaxed on my lap and kissed me softly on the mouth. “You really understand?”
The next question I asked was one I never thought in a million years I could ask Lilly without getting slapped hard across the face. “What if we did things with Izzy together?”
She didn’t flinch. “You mean like the three of us?”
“That’s right. Nothing would change between you and I, but that way Izzy doesn’t have to be so lonely.”
She chewed on her lower lip and nodded. “I think I’d like that. Yes. I’d like that very much.”
I wanted to jump for joy. Scoring a threesome with Izzy and Lilly went beyond my wildest dreams. But Izzy wouldn't even give me the time of day. I drew Lilly near and kissed her softly on the mouth. “Well then. Let’s see if we can’t make that happen.”
By the time I reached the village, the sun was just coming up over the horizon. I didn’t know when Izzy would go to the church and I wasn’t going to take any chance of missing her. After securing Sugar, I made my way inside the empty church and used my cloak to vanish.
A short time later, Izzy arrived. She made her way to the front of the empty church and knelt before the altar. A statue of the First Prophet, Bjorn Fal, stood at the back of the altar with his arms held out and his gaze cast to the heavens.
Whenever anybody prayed, they prayed to the first Prophet, although the current Prophet held a special place in my heart.
Izzy clasped her hands together and placed them on the candle ring. She closed her eyes and spoke.
“Most Enlightened Prophet, I’ve come today seeking blessings.”
Six unlit candles stood in the candle ring. They were used as a form of communication with the Prophet although the conversations were entirely one way. The Prophet never actually answered anybody except in the old scriptures. According to legend, the Prophet would light a candle to affirm the answer to a question. This is where I hoped to sway Izzy.
I stood behind the candle ring holding a small lamp lighter while maintaining my invisibility.
It was custom to ask the Prophet questions with one’s eyes closed, and then wait for the answer. In order to cut down on the disbelievers, the church had said the lighting of the candles was strictly metaphorical and the lit candle truly came in the form of the Prophet touching your heart on the inside.
I’d never bought into any of that bullshit despite my antics with the current Prophet. Magic was real, but hoisting up dead people as the embodiment of righteousness felt a bit controlling for my tastes. But I hoped it would serve me now.
“Prophet, oh Prophet, hear my words,” Izzy started. “Am I fertile enough to bear a child?”
That was an odd first question considering her husband was missing in action, but hey, who am I to question Izzy’s motives? I lit a candle and stepped back.
Izzy opened her eyes, gazed at the candle ring, and gasped. She stared over her shoulder and then around the room as if making sure nobody was tricking her. As if convinced she was alone, Izzy clasped her hands and closed her eyes. “Prophet, can you truly hear me?”
I stepped forward and lit a candle.
Izzy opened her eyes and gazed wide-eyed at the two lit candles. Her mouth fell open and her hands trembled. Tears welled in her eyes and she gazed toward the ceiling. Now that she had the Prophet’s attention, she took her time asking her next question.
“Will Lucas Haldorson sire a child with me?”
I definitely didn’t step up on that one although the question was smart. If I had lit the candle it would have confirmed that Lucas was alive and that he would get her pregnant. It was a two-for-one question, but the answer would surely disappoint her.
After staring at the candle ring for some time, she closed her eyes and asked her next question. “Will I someday give birth?”
I stepped forward and lit a candle. I definitely didn’t want to discourage her.
When she opened her eyes, a slight smile tugged at her full pink lips. Three lit candles now stood in the ring. She had room for three more affirmative answers.
She closed her eyes and bowed her head. “Is Lucas Haldorson still alive?”
If I lit no candle, then she might go into mourning and a deep depression. That might cause her to shut down entirely. Not to mention it was simply cruel. No, better to keep her hope alive and see if I could get down her pants despite the missing husband. I stepped forward and lit a candle.
When Izzy looked up, a wide smile split her face, but then a second later it fell.
She had asked the wrong question. Lucas was still alive now, but there was no guarantee he would make it out of the rangers alive. But there was a guarantee that he would never give her a child.
Izzy stared at the candles for a long time before asking her next question. “Does the man who will give me a child live in Glenn now?”
We were getting close. I stepped forward and lit a candle.
When Izzy opened her eyes, she gasped. With only one lit candle left in the ring, she had better make the next question count. She waited a long time before asking.
“Is the man who will impregnate me named Axel Erling?”
I started to step forward and paused. Who the fuck was Axle Erling? How come she hadn’t asked about me first? I did not light the fucking candle.
Izzy rattled off three more names and now I was starting to get irritated. When would she get around to me?
Two more names later, Izzy frowned and scratched her chin.
Was I that far down on the list? My ego was taking a serious beating.
Finally, a light seemed to go off in Izzy’s head. Her eyes widened and she quickly lowered her head and clasped her hands. “Is the man who will impregnate me named Jack who is Lilly Matsen’s farm hand.”
It was about fucking time. I stepped forward and lit the candle.
Izzy gazed up and her jaw fell open. She stared at the six lit candles for a long time without moving. Finally, she stood and slowly made her way from the church.
After she had departed, I blew out the candles one by one and made my way outside before removing the invisibility spell.
Now Izzy had a decision to make. Her husband was still alive but would never make her pregnant, but she was destined to have a child with me. It was time to collect my earnings.
I ran a few errands in Glenn which involved picking up some items from the general store, fixing a broken shovel, and getting new shoes put on Sugar.
Finally, after I knew Izzy would be working the lunch shift, I made my way into the tavern and had a seat.
Izzy was drifting between tables taking orders and dropping off drinks. But when I came in, her gaze locked on me and she froze right there in the middle of the tavern.
I pretended not to notice and instead went to my usual table in the corner.
Izzy dropped off some empty mugs at the bard, talked to the barkeep about something but she did point in my direction.
My pulse quickened and I licked the dryness from my lips.
Izzy turned toward me, her blonde hair was fixed in a loose ponytail and her bodice was strapped up as tight as ever. Her upper breasts jiggled and her hips swayed as she walked toward me. Her expression was confident and her eyes were strong and steady. She looked like a young woman on a mission. When she reached me, she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, and smiled at me. “Good afternoon, Jack. I hope the day finds you well.”
I swallowed away the lump in my throat and tried my best to sound off-the-cuff. “Good afternoon back at you, Izzy. What’s good today?”
She leaned forward on the table and bent over so only I could hear. “Jack, I need your help with something in the back. Do you mind?”
My heart beat faster and I sat on my trembling hands. “Sure, glad to help.”
“Follow me.” She turned away from me and strode across the bar toward a side door.
I got up and followed her hoping to the Prophet that she didn’t lose her nerve.
Izzy held the door open for me and I followed her through.
She lit a small oil lamp high on a shelf before she closed and locked the door behind her.
The room was filled with casks and barrels both empty and full. A few chairs sat out of order near a workbench, but other than that, the room was dark and quiet except for the warm glow of the oil lamp.
“Sit down, Jack.” She pointed to a chair near the workbench.
“What’s this about?” I asked without sitting.
“Do you find me attractive?” She asked.
My legs trembled and I gazed with longing on the soft sweet curves of her big tits. “You know I do,” I said.
“Then, sit.” She pointed toward the chair. “I promise, I won’t hurt you.”
I did as she commanded and sat in the chair.
Izzy crossed the room and stood before me. “I will let you take me right here and right now if that’s what you want.”
I was definitely going to take her up on her offer, but I wanted to hear why from her lips. “Why?”
She pulled at the string on her bodice and her top loosened. “I’m offering myself to you and you want to know why?”
I locked in on her tits and felt my cock stir in my pants. I couldn’t wait to see her set them free, and the thought of shoving my cock in a hot women eight years older than me drove me crazy with lust.
She shrugged her shirt off her shoulder and her top fell down to her waist. Her big tits sprang free and jiggled while she untied the rest of her bodice and tossed it aside.
My breathing intensified and I licked my lips while she stepped forward and reached for my pants.
Her breasts were big and firm. They were even bigger than Lilly’s which wasn’t an easy task. Her pink nipples were thick and spongy, and I couldn’t wait to taste them. Izzy worked the buttons on my pants loose. “Stand up.”
I did as she asked and she stepped forward pushing her breasts flat against my chest while she pulled down my pants.
My fully-erect cock sprang free and I noticed Izzy’s eyes widen. She chewed on her lower lip and wrapped her hand around my shaft.  “That’s going to be a tight fit.” She stepped back and I kicked away my pants.
I reached for her tits and felt their heavy weight in my hands. Her nipples hardened under my thumb and forefinger.
She pushed me back in the chair and I collapsed backward, my bare ass smacking the wooden seat.
Izzy pulled up her skirt revealing a pair of black silk panties.
I watched her tits jiggle and shake while she peeled off her panties and tossed them aside.
“You’re not much for foreplay, are you?” I was nervous and Izzy seemed anything but.
“Don’t pull out.” She stepped forward and straddled my lap before hiking up her dress and sitting bare assed on my thighs.
“Won’t a pregnancy be hard to explain to Lucas?” I asked.
She grabbed onto my shaft and swirled her fingers lightly around my tip. “Not if he believes it’s his.”
Lucas had blonde hair and blue eyes like almost everybody else in Glenn. If our baby was born with dark hair, then she would have some explaining to do. But I wasn’t about ready to tell her that.
“So, you’re using me?”
She raised an eyebrow while she continued to pump my cock. “Do you have a problem with that?” Pre-cum oozed from my tip and Izzy worked it into her palm like hand cream.
My breathing grew heavier and I felt the wetness from her pussy on my thigh. Despite how she may have acted, Izzy was definitely turned on. “No. I guess I don’t have a problem.”
She sat up, took my engorged shaft and guided it to her hole. “Good.”
Her pussy was tight. Even tighter than Lilly’s. Of course, I’d fucked Lilly enough now to slip inside her without much of a problem. But Izzy’s pussy might as well have had a lock on it.
She rocked her hips back and forth dragging my tip over her wet lips. On each pass she took my cock and drove it a little bit deeper every time.
I drove my hips upward and sank halfway into her pussy.
Izzy moaned and goose pimples broke out across her smooth flesh. Her face contorted with pleasure and she closed her eyes.
I felt her pussy walls clamp down on my cock and I could feel the pulse of her heartbeat drumming my shaft while I held my cock perfectly still inside her. “You are so tight.”
“I haven’t been with my husband in almost a year.” She grabbed my shoulders and lowered herself deeper onto my cock.
I moved in to kiss her, but Izzy cut me off. “No kissing. That’s too intimate.”
Arguing about intimacy while I had my cock buried in her pussy seemed ludicrous but I assume it was her way of justifying the act. “It will help me come faster.”
She grinned and rocked her hips forward and backward until she had taken me all the way inside her. “I can make you come anytime I want.”
I drove my hips upward until I felt my tip meet drive into her cervix.
Izzy grunted and stifled a moan. “You are a big boy, aren’t you?” She rocked up and down on my cock starting to slow fuck me.
“Bigger than Lucas?”
She nodded and smiled coyly while her eyes filled with lust. “Much, but I would never tell him that.” Her tits jiggled and swayed while she rocked on my cock like a swing set.
I felt her tight pussy clamp down on my shaft with each penetrating thrust. I slid my hands up and under her skirt and grabbed a hold of her tight firm ass.
We continued fucking while I kneaded her ass cheeks and her big tits slapped together with every pounding thrust. The chair groaned under us and squeaked while our fucking grew harder and faster.
Izzy closed her eyes and bit her lower lip while she pulled free her ponytail. Her golden hair spilled over her shoulders and the image set my cock on fire.
I wasn’t going to last much longer, but I wanted to make damn sure Izzy came. I slid one hand around to her pussy and felt my cock piston in and out of her soaking wet hole.
“What are you doing?” she asked but didn’t stop me.
I slipped my finger inside her lips and swirled my finger in tight circles on her sweet engorged clit.
“Ahhhh....” Izzy’s face lit up and her eyes rolled back in her head. She fucked me harder and faster while her tits slapped together with fevered intensity.
I felt my orgasm rush up my balls and blast into Izzy’s fertile womb in the same moment I felt her thighs tremble and she leaned forward shoving a nipple into my mouth.
I pumped a fountain of hot jizz into her tight pussy while sucking on a fat pink nipple.
Izzy ran her fingers through my hair and kissed the side of my neck before whispering. “I’m coming all over your big dick.”
“Unnngghhh,” was all I could say while my head swooned and hot fiery loads of jizz painted Izzy’s canal white.
I pushed my face between her mounds and squeezed them together around my cheeks tweaking her nipples as I continued to pump cum in her womb.
Izzy’s body relaxed as I emptied the last of my seed inside her. She didn’t move for a long minute while she rocked on my cock continuing to milk every drop of cum she could get.
I rang my fingers up her back before brushing the hair from her face. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”
Izzy blushed and averted her gaze. “Don’t say that, Jack. I’m not.”
“Well, I think you are.” I ran my hands down her arms and intertwined my fingers in hers.
She leaned forward as if to kiss me and then stopped as if she had suddenly remembered kissing was off limits. “Do you still want to take me to the Harvest Dance?”
Let’s see what she did with this information. “Very much. But there might be three of us if you’re okay with that.”
She frowned. “What do you mean? I’m no third wheel.”
“Well then, I guess I’ll tell Lilly you weren’t interested in going with us.”
Her eyes widened with shock. “You’re taking Lilly? But she’s engaged.”
“Which is exactly why your mother asked me to take her. She wants to make sure Glenn’s eligible bachelors leave her alone. Apparently, her rich boyfriend can’t make the dance.”
She pretended to think about it for a second and had grown increasingly casual with her nudity. It seemed she’d almost forgotten she was topless and still impaled on my cock. “I love my cousin very much, and I should probably go just to make sure you don’t hit on her yourself.”
I grinned. “Who’s going to make sure I don’t hit on you?”
She giggled for the first time and her tits bounced against my chest. “Me. I can look out for myself.”
“Oh, I know you can.”
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and came off my cock.
I felt a line of cum drizzle from her hole and back down onto my thigh. “Do you think I got you pregnant?”
She shrugged. “The Prophet only knows. But I won’t be having sex with you again until I find out.” Izzy got off my lap and picked up her panties.
“What? Why? The more we do it, the more chance you’ve got.”
“I’m fertile and you just shot enough cum in me to fill a whiskey barrel.” She slipped on her panties and retrieved her bodice.
“When will you know?” I stood up and pulled on my pants.
“About a week after the Harvest Dance,” she said.
“Come on Izzy. I was hoping we could fuck again after the dance.”
She fastened her bodice, stepped up before me, and patted my cheek. “If I’m pregnant, you’ll never have sex with me again.”
“But you liked it. You came so hard.”
“Just because I liked it doesn’t make me any less married.” She sighed and gazed down at my dick. “But you do have a beautiful cock. There is no denying that fact.”
“But --”
“Don’t pout,” she said. “It’s not sexy.” She reached for the doorknob. “Wait a few minutes until you come out, okay?”
◆◆◆
 
Lilly and I spent the next week scheming and planning on just how to sneak past Izzy’s well-laid defenses. It seemed Izzy had no problem fooling around with Lilly, but she was taking a stand-off approach with me. If I could only fuck her once a month, it was going to take forever to get her pregnant and I didn’t have that kind of time. So, our best option was to deploy Lilly to soften her up, and then bring me in for the big finish.
That’s not all Lilly and I did that week. She made sure to take care of any lingering sexual frustration I might have suffered with three-a-day sex sessions. We planned to go to Murray the day after the dance to call off the engagement and announce ourselves a couple. I didn’t think that would sit well with Lilly’s mother, but I wasn’t about to give her up now to anyone.
On the evening of the dance, Lilly and I wore our finest. I wore a black suit Lilly had custom made for me and she wore a matching black dress. She wore gold earrings, a gold necklace, and a thin gold pinky ring I had bought for her earlier in the week.
She sat close to me on the wagon ride into town and only edged away after we hit the city limits.
I left the wagon outside of the tavern and we went in together to pick up Izzy.
I knocked on her door and waited. The vision who answered the door went beyond my wildest imagination.
Izzy wore a stunning red-lace dress. The cut was deep by Glenn standards and showcased a generous amount of cleavage. The dress hugged her curves and highlighted her trim waistline and hour-glass hips. She had fashioned her golden hair into big looping curls that splashed down over her shoulders. She wore red lipstick to match her dress and her eye makeup made her look like an exotic goddess from a far-flung land.
I gawked at her unable to find words.
Izzy grinned. “Close your mouth, Jack.” She sashayed past me and twirled out in the hallway.
Lilly clapped her hands and smiled. “Isabelle, you look truly stunning.”
“I figured if I’m going to be measured next to you, then I needed to make a statement,” Izzy said.
“Mission accomplished.” I rubbed my chin and drank her in from head to toe. There was no way in hell I was going to let her go home tonight.
“Should we go?” Lilly asked.
Izzy held out her arm. “I thought you’d never ask.”
I followed the giggling women down the stairs and out the door. All of a sudden, it was me who felt like the third wheel.
When we reached the barn where the dance was held, every head turned when we walked in the door. I had Izzy on one arm and Lilly on the other. The women glared and the men shook their heads.
I loved every second of it. I accompanied the women deeper into the room and we settled in near the punch bowl.
Elsa arrived wearing a silver sequined gown that showcased her deep cleavage. Her red hair was done up in a tall bun while red curlettes hung down over her face.
In the past, I had never paid close attention to Elsa, but tonight she had captured. She looked stunning. Her tight gown hugged her trim body and for the first time I wondered just how old she was. She didn’t look nearly old enough to have a daughter Izzy’s age.
Elsa took Izzy’s hand and stepped back to take her all in. “You look beautiful. I told you red was your color.”
Izzy actually blushed and averted her gaze. “The dress makes me look beautiful.”
“You are beautiful, Izzy,” Lilly said.
“And look at you,” Else shook her head and marveled. “You are breathtaking. I wish your mother could see you. Alas, she had to accompany the Ericson’s this evening.”
I had never met Lilly’s infamous mother, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to. Any woman that had so little time for her daughter was no friend of mine.
“Thank you, Aunt Elsa.”
The crowd parted and I gazed across the room and I found Molly staring back at me. She looked stunning in a form-fitting white dress. Like the other women, she revealed a surprising amount of creamy cleavage.
She gazed at me with a look of longing in her eye while her date, Gunner, was trying to get her attention. The frail looking young man stood a full-head shorter than Molly.
When he followed her gaze, his eyes locked on me and anger bloomed in his face. A second later, Gunner pulled Molly onto the dance floor and I lost track of her in the crowd.
When I turned back, Elsa had departed and Lilly was whispering something in Izzy’s ear while the two stared directly at me.
Good girl, Lilly. This was the part where she started softening the older woman up.
Izzy gasped and gaped at Lilly with her mouth open while Lilly giggled.
I retrieved three glasses of punch and joined them a few minutes later.
“...no, Izzy, not yet, but I’m not sure how much longer I can hold out.” Lilly said as I walked up.
I handed the girls glasses of punch and grinned. “Hold out for what?” I asked.
Izzy sipped on the punch and averted her gaze.
“I told Izzy I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold out for you to ask Izzy to dance.”
“Me? I don’t dance. I --”
Lilly took the glass of punch from Izzy’s hand. “Go. Have fun. He doesn’t bite. I promise.”
Izzy glanced between me and Lilly. “Fine. But I get to lead.”
When we reached the dance floor, true to her word, Izzy led me in the dance.
The music slowed and the couples surrounding us came close together.
I wrapped my arms around Izzy’s waist and tried to draw her in.
She did so but resisted me the entire way. “Jack, don’t get any ideas. It’s one dance.”
I ignored her and pulled her in close, inhaling her feminine scent. I ran my hand over the soft curve of her hip and felt her big tits press into my chest. “It’s okay to have some fun,” I said.
Despite her words, Izzy placed her hand up on my shoulder and I could feel her breathing quicken. “I know about your idea of fun.”
“I wasn’t the only one having fun.” I let my hand drift down to Izzy’s ass and I gently squeezed.
“Do that again, and I’ll break your arm,” she said.
“What were you and Lilly talking about?”
Izzy wrapped her arms around my neck and gazed into my eyes. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”
I stared into the deep valley of her cleavage before gazing into her eyes. “I think that between me, you, and Lilly we might be able to have some fun tonight. What do you think?”
Her cheeks flushed red and her nostrils flared. “I’m not sure what you mean.” Her voice caught in her throat and she licked her lips.
“I think you know exactly what I mean,” I said.
“I’m married,” she said.
“That didn’t stop you before.”
“That’s not fair.”
“What’s not fair is that you’re depriving yourself of a good time.” I moved her toward the edge of the dance floor away from prying ears. “Did Lilly tell you about her and I?”
“I’m not sure what you mean.”
“You’re not the only one trying to get pregnant, Izzy.”
She broke off the dance and shook her head. “Jack, I can’t do this with you. I never should’ve done this to begin with. I don’t know what I was thinking.”
“Jack, help me.”
It was Lilly shouting from across the room and a big burly blonde guy had his arm wrapped around her waist.
Izzy tore out after them and I followed close behind.
The man dragged Lilly toward the front door while she struggled to get away.
“Let me go, Eric. You’re hurting me.”
He dragged her through the front of the barn and outside.
Izzy pushed the door open after them and I came after Izzy.
Eric Ericson shoved Lilly toward a carriage complete with a driver. “You look like a whore,” he said. “No wife of mine is going to galivant around the county looking like a two-bit street hooker.” He threw open the door and tried to shove Lilly inside.
“Get away from her.” Izzy shoved Eric from behind but the man barely moved.
He turned on Izzy and glared. “You best back away now, lass, before you make me do something I’ll regret.
“Yeah?” She shoved Eric. “Why don’t you pick on someone your own size.”
I came up behind Izzy and stopped. “Leave them both alone,” I said.
“Who the fuck are you?” Eric said.
He was drunk and angry. Not a good preview of life with young Mr. Ericson.
“I’m someone who doesn’t like you tossing around ladies.”
He laughed. “There’s no ladies here.” He spat toward Izzy. “Two whores is all I see.”
Izzy launched herself at Ericson and he stepped aside before shoving her hard across the lawn.
Izzy stumbled but didn’t fall. She turned toward Ericson with murder in her eyes. Her next move was going to cost her dearly, but she was too far gone to stop herself.
“Izzy.” I shouted at her, voice commanding. “Get back here behind me now.’
“Not now, Jack.” She gritted her teeth.
“I’m not asking.” I stepped toward her and she gazed into my eyes. “Do as I say… now.”
Something in Izzy’s eyes switched off. It was like she had seen something in me that allowed her to give up control. Her eyes softened and she nodded meekly. She came in behind me and ran her hands along my lower back. “Kick his ass, baby.”
I stepped forward. “Let her go, and we can discuss this after you sober up.”
Ericson scoffed. He stepped up into my face and shoved me hard on the shoulder. “What do you think you’re going to do about it? She’s my finance, you prick. You have no place here.”
Behind him, Lily leaned up against the carriage sniffling and crying.
“Lilly, step away from the carriage. It’s okay.” I held out my hand.
Lilly raced past Ericson and hugged Izzy behind me.
“Now you’re just pissing me off.” Ericson swung at me and as he did, something strange happened.
The world seemed to move in slow motion. Ericson’s punch looked clumsy and obvious.
When I swung, my movements were fast and crisp. I stepped into Ericson and gave him two quick jabs to the nose before kneeing his stomach.
The blonde giant groaned and then dropped to the ground in a heap. His driver, who had never moved throughout the entire exchange, gaped at me wide-eyed.
When I stepped back both girls came up on each side of me and curled their arms in mine.
“Take him home,” I told the driver. “Tell him that he’s never to come back to Lily’s farm. The engagement is over.”
Lilly, Izzy, and I left the dance and when we arrived back at the tavern, Izzy moved for the door.
I frowned. “Where are you going?”
“Home,” she said.
I held out my hand. “No. Your home is with me. Come on.”
She took my hand without protest and we climbed onto the wagon. The girls moved in close each taking an arm as I snapped the reins and Sugar took us home.
When we reached the farm, I helped Lilly down first.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” I stroked her hair.
“I’m fine with you here.” She kissed me softly on the lips and walked past me toward the house.
I turned back to the wagon as Izzy stepped up. I held out my hands and Izzy took them before I gently helped her off the carriage.
She gazed into my eyes as if it were the first time she had ever truly seen me. “Who are you?”
I stepped in close and put my finger under her chin before I bent down and kissed her softly on the mouth.
Izzy swirled her tongue across my lips and I opened my mouth before our tongues met. We kissed long and passionately and Izzy moaned softly in my mouth.
“From now on your place is here at my side.”
She nodded and intertwined her fingers in mine. “What happens next?”
“I’ll put a baby in you,” I said. “And another one after that.”
She smiled. “I like the sound of that.”
We walked back toward the house hand in hand and when we got inside Lilly had lit a row of candles that led toward the bedroom.
When we reached the threshold, we found Lilly sitting in the middle of the bed stripped down to a black lace corset and matching panties.
I guided Izzy into the bedroom and came in behind her before unbuttoning the back of her gown.
Her breathing grew shallow and she reached behind her before finding my ass cheeks and pulling me near.
I kissed along her shoulder while I slipped off her dress.
Her breasts came into view and her nipples were already fat and stiff. I gazed down at her ass while I cupped her breasts in each hand gently tweaking her nipples.
On the bed Lilly had stripped down to nothing and was working on her clit while she watched me seduce her cousin.
I turned Izzy around to face me and leaned in to kiss her. With lips and tongue, we devoured each other. She tasted like fresh mint and a hint of cinnamon.
My cock throbbed in my pants and I slid my hands down her bare back and cupped her perfect ass cheeks.
Izzy continued to kiss me while she unbuttoned my pants and tugged them down.
I slid my hands inside her panties and squeezed her ass.
Izzy reached inside my pants and pulled out my thick fat cock. She swirled her fingers around my tip while she moaned softly in my mouth.
If we didn’t hit the bed soon, I was going to push Izzy against the wall and fuck here right here and now. Instead I scooped her up and walked her over to the bed.
Izzy slid her fingers through my hair and ran her fingers over my bare chest while she continued to kiss me.
Lilly sat up on her knees while I laid Izzy down on the bed next to her. I hooked my thumbs under Izzy’s lace panties and peeled them down her legs.
Lilly leaned over and kissed Izzy while I shucked off my pants. I crawled between Izzy’s legs and slid my hands over her toned creamy thighs.
Izzy opened her legs and I kissed my way up her thigh until I reached her completely shaved pussy. Her pink lips glistened and I ran my hands along her thighs until I reached her pearly gates.
Lilly and Izzy moaned while their tongues flashed in and over their hungry lips. Their big tits pressed together in a feast of cleavage and nipples and my cock grew harder just watching them.
Izzy gyrated her hips as if in anticipation of what was to come.
I didn’t disappoint her. I started at the bottom of her slit and used the flat of my tongue to travel up to her sweet rosebud.
Izzy moaned and reached down running her fingers through my hair.
I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and swirled in tight counter-clockwise circles. Her juices flowed over my tongue and lips before drizzling down my chin.
Izzy swirled her hips in the opposite direction of my tongue further increasing the intensity.
I plunged my tongue into her soaking wet hole and tasted her sweet nectar. I lapped up her pussy like honey from a hive drinking it down while her hips bucked upward.
Izzy drove her pussy into my face while her moans turned into groans.
Lilly had moved to Izzy’s beautiful breasts suckling a nipple between her pretty pink lips.
Izzy’s legs tightened around my head and her hips convulsed in tight hard thrusts. “Don’t stop, baby.”
I lapped up and down her lips honing in on her clit like a dive bomber. I sucked it between my lips and swirled my tongue around it fast and quick.
Izzy gushed out enough juice to leave my face soaked while she drove her hips hard into my face.
Finally, she relaxed and her breaths came in fast and quick while Lilly kissed up and down the side of my neck before driving her tongue into my ear.
Izzy propped up on her elbows and stared down her body as Lilly kissed me, licking the juices from lips and tongue.
Lilly pushed me back on the bed still kissing my face while her tits dragged across my chest. She placed her engorged nipples over mine and swirled around my areolas while she sucked my tongue into her mouth.
Izzy crawled across the bed and I felt her long hair drag over my thighs before she kissed the tip of my cock.
I had both women on me now and it took steely determination not to blow my load too early. The two hottest young blondes in Glenn were using me like a sex toy and I loved every second of it.
Izzy swirled her tongue over my tip while Lilly kissed her way down my chest and stomach.
I eased up on my elbows just enough to watch the show unfolding.
Lilly joined Izzy on my cock and each woman took a side. They ran their tongues up and down my cock taking turns sucking on my tip with every pass. Their tongues swirled over my tip and each other’s lips.
My cock twitched as a blur of tongues, lips, and mouths covered every inch of my cock and balls. We were operating on pure feral instinct with no need for verbal communication. They were mine body and soul and would be with me forever.
As if by some unspoken communication, Lilly straddled me and sank onto my shaft while Izzy licked each of her younger cousin’s nipples.
I drove my hips upward into Lilly’s tight wet hole plowing her like a spring field ready for planting. In and out I pumped faster and harder bottoming out every time Lilly’s ass bounced off my thighs.
She grunted in short hard bursts while Izzy came in behind her and kissed Lilly’s neck and ear while I watched her big tits bounce and sway with every driving thrust
I meant to save my load for Izzy in order to meet the Prophet’s challenge, but it took every ounce of focused determination I had in me not to unload in my goddess’s hot wet hole.
Lilly drove her hips forward and backward grinding my cock into her clit with every penetrating stroke. Finally, she opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and arched her back as her big tits swayed from side to side.
Lilly let out a feral moan as her body went rigid and I felt her pussy clamp down on my shaft. Her thighs shook and her hips barely, moved deep grinding my cock into her cervix.
After her orgasm faded, she released herself from my cock and rolled back onto the bed breathless.
Wasting no time, Izzy and I met in the middle of the bed like starving lovers. We kissed long and hard while I cupped her ass in both hands.
She started to push me back down on the bed, but I overpowered her, squeezing her ass hard and tossing her back onto the bed.
She gasped and looked at me awestruck as I climbed between her legs.
I pulled her toward me taking command before I pinned her arms back on the mound of pillows near the headboard.
Izzy looked into my eyes with pure feral lust. “Please put a baby in me,” she said meekly.
I drove my cock inside her to the hilt and Izzy arched her back and groaned while her eyes rolled back into her head.
She was exquisitely tight and I felt her wall muscles wrap around my cock like a starving man at a feast. Izzy hooked her legs around my waist and pulled me into her.
I drove my cock in and out of Lilly’s cousin while I took her nipple into my mouth. Faster and harder I pumped while Izzy let out a series of shallow, high-pitched, moans.
She drove her hips upward willing more of my cock inside her tight hole and I obliged by pushing my cock into the hilt.
We traded a long hot kiss while I pumped harder and deeper. The bed squeaked its protest and I felt the first inklings of an orgasm stirring in my balls.
I pulled her bottom lip into my mouth while Izzy reached down and grabbed my ass trying to pull me in as deep as I could go.
Skin on skin our bodies slapped together while the bed springs lit up in tight rhythmic bursts. With my orgasm on the precipice, Izzy squeezed her legs hard around my waste and wrapped her arms around my neck pulling me into her. “I’m coming, baby… so hard.” She grunted and let out a long moan while her legs shook.
My orgasm blasted up my cock and fired into the depths of her womb with gale wind force. I pumped load after load of hot thick cum straight into her cervix.
Izzy bucked her hips upward as if milking the cum from my balls.
I continued to spray her walls spurt after spurt. When I looked down, my cock was coated in jizz every time I moved in and out of her sweet pussy. If that didn’t get her pregnant, nothing would.
Afterward, the three of us lay together kissing, hugging, and whispering like only lovers do. We stayed up half the night fucking and somehow, I managed to put a load into Lilly and another into Izzy shortly before the sun came up.
We slept well into the next morning, and didn’t bother with much in the way of clothes for much of the next day. It was noon before we emerged from the house. I did enough in the way of chores to maintain the livestock and of course, Sugar.
We spent most of the next week together having sex as often as we could. By the time the next weekend rolled around, the three of us were nearly inseparable and no doubt, were the talk of the village.
When I went to pick up Izzy from work, she asked me to leave Sugar and meet me in her upstairs room.
I climbed the stairs as Izzy finished her shift. I sat in the chair at her desk and turned it around to face the door. I was more than a little nervous. Normally she just came outside when I picked her up. Was she going to break up our threesome? Was Lucas back already? I had an ominous feeling about the whole thing.
By the time she opened the door, I was borderline panicked. “What’s wrong?” I asked before she could even close the door behind her.
Izzy flashed me a huge smile and I instantly relaxed. She skipped across the room and landed in my lap with a thud. She smothered me in kisses and it was all I could do to come up for air.
“Have I told you today how much I love you?” she asked.
“I think you just did. I’m afraid to ask why you’re in such a good mood.”
Izzy took my hand and placed it on her belly. “You’re going to be a papa.”
My heart soared and adrenaline surged through my body. “Izz, are you sure?”
She nodded. “I’m a week late, and I went to see the healer. She confirmed it.”
“The healer? Won’t she blab it to everybody in the village?”
Izzy shrugged and kissed me. “I don’t care. I’m in love with you and Lilly and I’m going to be a mom. I’ve never been so happy.”
I didn’t want to rain on her parade with just how this would go over in the village, but there would be fallout. Instead, I drew her into a hug and kissed her softly on the lips. “Thank you.”
Her eyes glistened with tears and her chin quivered. “I never thought this day would come.”
“We should go tell Lilly and celebrate,” I said.
She nodded. “Before we do there’s something I need to give you. It’s silly really but it’s a family tradition.”
I was intrigued. “What’s this about tradition?”
“In our family, the father of the first baby born in the next generation inherits this.” She had something in her hand. Izzy opened my palm and placed there a smooth flat stone. Every color of the rainbow swirled at its center.
“What is it?”
“Like I said it’s a tradition. Nobody has ever really got it to work.”
“Izz, what is it? Or am I going to have to tickle it out of you?” I went for her side and she giggled. “No. I’ll tell you.”
I stopped and rolled the stone over in my hand. “It’s beautiful.”
“It’s a dream stone,” she said.
I froze and a jolt of electricity rifled from my head to my toes. “A what?”
“It’s for you to make sure all the children in the next generation are safeguarded in their dreams. It’s silly I know.”
I felt my pulse quicken. This was what the Prophet wanted me to retrieve. I was certain of it. “I’ll cherish forever.” I placed my hand on her tummy and kissed her. “I’ll watch over her. I promise.”
“Her? I like the sound of that.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. “What should we name her?”
We celebrated that night, and we had another celebration a week later when Lilly came home with news of her pregnancy. Our time in Glenn was drawing to an end. We could all feel it. But I didn’t dare make a move until I had a chance to convene with the Prophet. Maybe I could use the dream stone to visit her?




Girl Troubles

It was a bright Saturday morning when I escorted Lilly to Elsa’s dress shop. When we stepped through the front door, I came face-to-face with my ex-girlfriend, Molly Bell, and I knew at that moment -- I had to have her.
The lithe red-haired beauty stood behind the counter wearing a dress considered risqué by Glenn standards. Her top two buttons were open revealing the barest hint of modest cleavage. Molly didn’t normally dip her toe in anything remotely controversial. Something was definitely off, but why?
Molly and her boyfriend Gunner Lorenson were embroiled in a heated discussion. Molly’s long shining red hair fell loose over her front shoulder which suited her. The hairstyle was another subtle but real thumb in the face of society. Most Glenn women wore their hair braided or in a ponytail. On rare or special occasions, the styles were a bit more daring, but today wasn’t a special occasion or was it?
What’s going on in that pretty head of yours Miss Molly Bell?
As the dress shop’s front door bell jingled, Molly glanced up at me. Despite the disagreement between her and Gunner, she flashed me a faint smile that sent my stomach into a tailspin.
That’s when it struck me. Gunner was angry, but not Molly. She was calm, cool and completely disinterested in whatever he had to say. She turned her bored gaze back on Gunner while the skinny prick went on and on about how she should treat him better or he was going to tell her mother.
My stomach continued its topsy-turvy spin and it was all I could do not to intervene. I wanted to tell Gunner to go fuck himself, but decided against it given the present company.
Elsa’s voice shook me back to reality.
“There you are, dear.” Elsa walked toward Lilly and I with her arms wide open.
“Hi Aunt Elsa.” Lilly smiled and fell into her aunt's warm embrace.
Aunt Elsa smoothed Lilly’s hair and kissed her niece on the cheek before stepping back and inspecting her from head to toe. “I’m so sorry Eric hurt you. Of course, I understand why you called off the engagement.” She shook her head and frowned. “The Prophet knows how I feel about boozing and cavorting.”
“I’m okay. I’m just lucky Jack was there to stop him.” She gazed up at me and smiled.
Elsa turned to face me. “You’re such a brave young man.” Elsa perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. “So brave… You know, Jack, there’s something about you.” She rubbed her chin and studied me. “I swear I’ve seen you somewhere before.”
Elsa didn’t know I had no memory of my past, and I was more than a little interested in discovering what she knew. But at the same time, the thought somehow frightened me. What if I was a wanted criminal? What would Lilly think? I needed to talk to Elsa, but not now and not here. I forced an awkward chuckle. “I have that effect on people.”
The moment passed and Elsa turned back to Lilly. “Your mother is beyond upset. But she’s of the mind that this whole thing can be worked out.”
“Elsa, I’m not marrying Eric Ericson. Not ever.”
She patted Lilly’s hand. “I know, dear. I’m on your side, but your mother won’t give up so easily. Now, let’s figure out how we can salvage the gown, shall we?”
Gunner stormed past us flashing me a murderous gaze before he shoved the door open and slammed it shut behind him.
I glanced toward Molly.
She calmly folded a loose bolt of cotton and looked no worse for wear. Whatever was going on with Gunner, hadn’t bothered her an inch.
“Salvage the gown?” Lilly said. “I have no need for that gown.”
“Oh, I know, sweet baby.” She slipped her arm around Lilly’s waist. “Let’s see what we can change it into, okay?” She guided Lilly toward the cutting room and left me standing at the counter with Molly.
I made my way to the counter and Molly looked up at me and smiled.
“Good morning, Jack.” She placed the folded cloth on a shelf behind her.
I popped my elbow on the counter and watched her move.
She perched on her tiptoes and reached for a box on the top shelf, but it was too high.
“Let me help you,” I said.
Molly glanced over her shoulder and smiled demurely. “Thank you, Jack.”
Who was this confident vixen standing before me? What happened to the fumbling and stumbling Molly Bell I remembered from last week? I came behind the counter and moved in behind her.
She didn’t move. Rather she pointed toward the top shelf. “It’s the brown box with the black stripe.”
I inched closer pressing my body flat against hers, and again she didn’t move.
As I reached for the box, I glanced down the front of her dress.
The swell of Molly’s supple breast ended with the edge of a lacy red bra.
She smelled of lavender and jasmine and I felt the swell of her ass brush up against my pants.
My pulse quickened and my cock swelled. I easily retrieved the box and brought it down, setting it on the counter with shaky hands.
“Thank you, Jack.” Molly opened the box and sifted through a sea of white tissue paper.
I returned to my position across from her and continued to study her graceful movements. “Gunner looked a bit riled. What gives?”
“He’s upset because I won’t let him court me. But I don’t think I’m going to have a choice in the matter.”
“Oh?” That was good news. “You can do way better than Gunner,” I said.
She pulled a black dress from the box. “Like who?” Her lips held a perfect O-shape on the word who, and the urge to kiss her swept over me.
My palms started to sweat and I wasn’t sure of the best way to answer, but my desire conquered my common sense. “Like me.”
She raised an eyebrow and smiled coyly. “Do Lilly and Izzy know that you want to add yet another woman to the mix?”
Now my heart was racing. I wasn’t surprised that people had picked up on the threesome happening at Lilly’s farm. In fact, I was more surprised that more people hadn’t. But I never thought sweet, innocent Molly Bell would be so bold. I stared at her with my jaw agape.
“Don’t worry, Jack. Your secret is safe with me.” She hung the short black dress on a wooden hanger.
I decided to change the subject. “Who’s forcing you to court Gunner?”
She sighed and smoothed a few wrinkles from the front of the lace dress. “My mother. It’s always my mother.”
“Why?”
“She thinks Gunner can provide for my future. His father is ill and Gunner will inherit the farm.”
“Then tell your mother, no.”
She laughed and shook her head. “You don’t know my mother. She tends to get her way.”
I frowned. “Look Molly. It’s clear you don’t like the guy. You shouldn’t let your mother tell you who to be with.”
“My mother will kick me out on the street,” she said. “And in case it isn’t obvious, Gunner is the only eligible bachelor in Glenn.”
“So, go to Murray or even York,” I said.
“With what coin?”
There was no need to press her and make her upset. I didn’t want to spoil the few moments we had together. Again, I changed the subject. “I’ve never seen Elsa design a dress quite like that one.” The dress was cut scandalously short.
She glanced over her shoulder at me. “Do you like it?”
“Very much. But who ordered it?”
A huge smile lit her face. “I did, and it’s my design.” She took the dress and walked toward the blue curtain separating that entrance from the changing stalls.
I stared after her, my mouth watering.
Molly paused at the curtain and glanced back at me over her shoulder. “I’ll try it on for you. But don’t peek, okay?”
Her coy smile told me everything I needed to know. Molly remembered when I spied on Lilly, and she wanted me to look. I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded dumbly. “I wouldn’t think of it.” My voice came out shaky and hollow.
Molly walked through the curtain and disappeared into the back.
I waited a hot second and made my way to the curtain. Rather than peering over the top, I moved it aside an inch.
Molly stood inside a changing stall that offered the best view and she didn’t bother to close the privacy curtain. She worked her fingers over the buttons at the front of her dress and let it fall free.
What I saw next left me stunned.
Molly wore a red lace bra and matching panties that hugged her curves perfectly. But what surprised me most was her amazing figure. Rather than the soft curves and big tits I’d grown used to with Lilly and Izzy, Molly’s body was lithe, athletic, and firm. Her tits were perfectly sized and proportionate to her body, but her ass was truly legendary. Her legs were lean and toned which gave way to the finest ass I had ever seen. Her abdominal muscles showed through her flat tummy and her arms were smooth and looked sculpted from pure white marble. She redefined feminine beauty and I instantly fell in love.
Where the hell have you been hiding?
Molly turned around to face me and our eyes met. She didn’t shy away or act shocked. Instead she flashed the barest smile and reached overhead to pull her hair behind her back.
Her underarms were smooth and creamy and the muscles beneath her arms were supple and firm. Her porcelain skin was the stuff of dreams and I could’ve spent hours wandering over her body using only my tongue. As she smoothed her hair, I gazed in awe at her high firm tits.
I wanted to push past the curtain and take her right there in the changing stall, but I could hardly do that with Lilly and Elsa one room away.
Molly gazed into my eyes, reached behind her back, and unhooked her bra.
My cock stiffened uncomfortably in my pants and I reached down to give it a slight nudge.
She smiled seductively and dropped her bra. Her breasts barely moved when the bra came off. Her areolas were faint pink and her nipples long and stiff. Molly rubbed her hands up and over her breasts tweaking her nipples while her steady gaze never wavered from mine.
My palms started to sweat and my pulse quickened. I felt my resistance start to crumble but I held strong.
Molly turned her back to me showing me her perfect ass. She bent over from the waist and reached for the little black dress. Her long legs were perfectly sculpted with lean supple muscle and not a hint of fat. I’d seen farm hands who worked twelve-hours days in worse shape than Molly Bell.
My cock was rock hard and jutting against the front of my pants. I rubbed the outside of my pants sliding my hand up and down over my shaft.
Molly pulled on the dress and my heart beat so hard I thought it was going to beat straight out of my chest.
The dress ended just below her ass and hugged the curves of her hips and breasts flawlessly. With a tug she pulled the strapless gown up and over her tits forming two scoops of perfect, mouth-watering cleavage.
My cock throbbed and I considered unbuttoning my fly and jerking it while Molly continued to put on her little show.
She ran her hands along her lean body and gazed into my eyes before flashing me a seductive smile.
The door to the cutting room groaned open and I leaped away from the curtain as if it might bite me.
“Thank you so much, Elsa,” Lilly said.
I leaned back against the counter and tried my best to act cool and bored. But I twisted at an odd angle to hide the massive bulge in my pants.
“You’re welcome. Give me a few weeks and I’ll have your dress ready.” She kissed Lilly on the cheek before the women both turned to me.
“Are you ready to go?” Lilly asked.
“Yeah. Ready when you are.”
“Where’s Molly?” Elsa asked.
“Right here.” Molly pushed the curtain open and returned wearing her old dress. She had folded the black one over her arm. “I was cleaning up the stall from the last showing.”
Elsa beamed. “Thank you, dear.” She turned toward Lilly. “Isn’t she wonderful?”
Lilly glanced between me and Molly and frowned. “Yes. I suppose she is.”
On our way to the wagon, Lilly stopped me. “Jack. What really happened in the shop?”
I could either lie to Lilly or fess up. Either way she wasn’t going to like it, but the lie would likely burn me harder in the end. “Well, I sort of peeked through the curtain.”
“Again?” She sighed. “Don’t Izzy and I keep you occupied enough as it is?”
She had a point. “I’m sorry Lill. I guess I’m just a pervert when you get right down to it.”
She climbed into the wagon. “But you’re our pervert and we love you.”
I climbed in beside her. “Thanks, Lill.”
“Besides, I’ve heard Molly has a lot of issues. I’d rather not have you pull us into her mess.”
That was strange. Why had Lilly never mentioned this before? “You mean with Gunner?”
“Well, yes, but I heard she and her mother don’t get along in the slightest and that her mother forces her to work at Elsa’s shop.”
That surprised me. I thought Molly was born to work in a dress shop. The black dress was proof of that, although she could never wear it anywhere in Glenn. For that matter, I doubted she could wear a dress like that anywhere in the realm outside of her own bedroom.
“That can't be true. Molly loves working at Elsa’s,” I said.
She shrugged. “I’ve also heard she cavorts around the woods in the middle of the night.”
“Now you’re just being mean.” I snapped the reins and Sugar trundled forward heading back for the farm.
“I don’t trust her and I would appreciate it if you would stay away from her in the future.” She slipped her arm around mine. “I’m not trying to be difficult, and I don’t want to tell you who you can and can’t associate with, but I love you and I’m looking out for your best interests.”
“Thanks, Lill. I love you too.”
Sugar guided us all the way home and Lilly filled the trip with bits of news and gossip. Rumors abounded that Lucas, Izzy’s husband, was somewhere in the capital and he had left the rangers. She also went into greater detail regarding her mother’s push to reunite her and Eric.
“That’s not going to happen,” I said.
“My mother can be a stubborn woman,” she said.
“Then I’ll talk to her,” I said.
“Fine. But not now. Let’s wait and see if she lets it go.”
We both knew her mother wouldn’t let it go, but decided to pretend otherwise.
When we reached the farm, Izzy had just pulled two pies from the oven and had a roast slow-cooking over the kitchen hearth. We spent the evening eating, chatting about babies and names and everything else that came to mind. Finally, Lilly and I announced we were heading to bed and asked Izzy to join us.
“I’m going to spend a few more minutes by the fire, if you don’t mind.” Izzy said.
The business with Lucas was weighing heavy on her mind. I knew she felt guilty about our relationship even though she wouldn’t come out and say so.
I kissed Izzy softly on the lips. “Want me to join you later?”
She smiled and shook her head. “I think tonight I just need to sleep.”
I didn’t like what she was going through, but I wasn’t exactly sure how to help her.
I stripped down to nothing and climbed into bed with Lilly. A few minutes later we drifted off to sleep.
◆◆◆
 
I stood inside a cozy hunting cabin. In the hearth, a steady fire blazed occasionally popping and spitting. Snowflakes pelted a small window over a dresser disturbing the penetrating darkness of night. The cabin itself felt warm and homey. Thick plush bear pelts covered a long sofa and an array of glowing candles littered the room.
“Hello, my sweet prince,” a silky seductive voice said from behind me.
I spun and came face to face with the Prophet stretched out naked on a double-bed piled high with thick quilts and soft fluffy pillows.
She crawled toward the end of the bed her big tits swaying under her as she went. When she reached the end, she draped her arms over the brass footer and rested her chin on her wrist before she looked up at me and smiled. “You get more handsome every time I see you.”
I gazed down at myself. I wore the same dark black robe I wore the last time we’d met. The golden dragon emblem was emblazoned on my chest just above my heart. The robe hung open and my fat hard cock jutted outward and glistened under the warm glow of the candlelight. “You seem to wear less clothes every time I see you.”
Her long dark hair glistened in the romantic glow and she smiled lighting up her face with genuine laughter. “And I think you’re growing more powerful. But it's not enough -- not nearly enough. Come to me, my sweet prince.”
I came around the bed and shucked off my robe standing before her completely naked.
The Prophet licked her lips and her hazel eyes glimmered with lust. “You possess the dream stone.”
“Yes.” I slipped onto the bed and she laid on her side propping her head up with her hand.
“Good.” She ran her finger along my smooth muscular chest and teased my nipple to hardness. “You’ll need to use it soon.”
“To find you?”
“No, my love. You’re not that strong, but you’re doing so well.” She ran her fingers down my flat stomach and touched the tip of my rock-hard cock.
“You know who you must seduce next, don’t you?” She ran her fingers over my glans before swirling around my tip.
“Molly Bell.” I reached out and cupped her big bulging breast in my hand, tweaking her nipple to hardness between my thumb and forefinger. “I want to fuck you.” The words came out harsh and blunt but I was tired of beating around the bush. I wanted her and I meant to have her.
“My, you’ve grown more confident. I find that very sexy in a man.” She squeezed my pre-cum onto her finger before slipping it into her mouth. “You are the Harem Master. If I ever had any doubt, it’s gone.”
I pulled her in close and we kissed softly letting our tongues lightly explore each other’s lips. She pulled back and I tried to kiss her again but she stopped me.
The Prophet placed her finger against my lips before I could kiss her again. “Patience, my sweet. We can play more tonight, but when we first make love, I want to give myself to you in the flesh.”
I clenched my jaw tight and fought off a wave of frustration. “Why does it matter? It feels the same in the dream doesn’t it?”
“But I want your seed,” she said. “Don’t you understand by now?”
I shook my head and frowned. “Understand what?”
Her eyes widened as if she had said too much. “Forgive me. What’s prophecy and reality sometimes get jumbled in my head. It’s best for you not to know too much.”
I slid my hand over her hip and cupped her ass in my palm. “Just tell me the rest and be done with it so I can find you.”
She tugged on my shaft with long slow strokes. “For now, you need to know about Molly.”
“Seducing her won’t be an issue,” I said. “She wants me already.”
“Seducing her is only part of your mission. You must also help Molly find the courage to stand up to her mother.”
“I’m confused. Will fucking her somehow give her courage?” I kneaded her creamy porcelain tits and felt my cock throb under her warm nimble fingers.
“Making love to Molly will give her confidence, but you must find a way to give her more than mere confidence.”
“What then?”
She kissed me softly on the lips. “That’s for you to discover, my sweet young prince.”
I sighed. “Why am I not surprised?”
“You have until the Autumn Feast. If Molly doesn’t find the courage to stand against her mother, then all hope is lost.” She pumped my shaft with smooth strokes squeezing my tip with each pass.
“All hope?”
“I will die if you don’t succeed. If I die, the realm will fall into war.”
I definitely didn’t want her to die. I’d never forgive myself if that happened and I couldn’t wait to pump her full of cum. “I’ve received a cloak and a dream stone so far. What will Molly give me?”
She smiled coyly. “That’s a dangerous question, dragon master. One I’m afraid I can’t answer.”
“But--
She sat up on the bed and pushed me backward. “Now, lie still and let me reward you.” The Prophet straddled me with her ass in my face while she pressed her big soft tits into my stomach and licked the tip of my cock.
I wasn’t going to idly sit by this time. I reached out and wrapped my hands around her thighs and pulled her toward me until I came face to face with the glistening folds of her perfect pink lips.
She laughed softly and didn’t resist. “I like it when you take charge.” She wrapped her lips around my head and swirled her warm wet tongue over my tip while she gently sucked.
Before me, the Prophet’s perfect pussy looked as sweet and delicious as warm apple pie. I licked her glistening lips from bottom to top and confirmed that her pussy tasted as good as it looked.
The Prophet slid her lips along my shaft tightly sucking as she went. With each pass my cock popped out of her mouth and she licked her way around my tip lapping up the leaking cum and lighting up my pleasure centers.
I plunged my tongue into the Prophet’s sweet pink folds and dredged through her labia until I reached her clit.
With the tip of my tongue, I tweaked her rosebud eliciting the Prophet’s soft moans while she continued to work my pole with slow satisfying suction.
I sucked her clit between my lips and gently tugged while flicking my tongue over the top.
The Prophet ground her hips against my face while she bobbed up and down on my cock coming up only long enough for air and to tend the cum oozing from my tip. She sucked in long strings of cum that stretched from my tip back to her perfect pouty lips.
Her juices soaked my face and I slipped my tongue past her engorged lips and dove head first into her sweet succulent honey pot. I cupped each of the Prophet’s perfect ass cheeks in my hands while I plunged my tongue deep in and out of her love canal.
She groaned and gyrated her hips while slurping my cock down the back of her mouth.
My tip entered the tightness of her throat while the Prophet gently rolled my swollen sack between her soft warm fingers.
I felt my balls tighten while I lapped up and down alternating my attention between her honey hole and her fat pink clit.
She rocked her hips backward face fucking me while I did the same with my cock ramming it deep down her throat with every driving thrust.
The Prophet squeezed her thighs tight around my chest while she released a river of juice over my lips and tongue.
I flexed my cheeks as my balls fully contracted. A massive orgasm launched up my shaft and blasted from my tip. I fired ropes of hot sticky cum straight down the Prophet’s throat while I lapped up every drop of juice I could from her engorged pussy.
Like the last time, the dream world fell away and I found myself pumping cum deep into Izzy’s tight hot pussy.
She straddled me in bed with her big beautiful tits bouncing in tight circles while she ground her hips draining my balls of real-life cum.
I slid my hands over her thighs and behind her hips before cupping her ass cheeks in each hand and squeezing. I pulled her forward driving my cock even deeper into her depths pumping an ocean of cum into her already impregnated womb.
Goosebumps flashed across Izzy’s chest and areolas while her nipples stiffened. She threw herself forward and continued to grind while she kissed me deep and hungry. Our tongues met and Izzy moaned into my mouth while her own orgasm swept over her.
Afterward, we lay naked together cuddling while the moon shone through Izzy’s bedroom window.
She ran her fingers over my bare chest while she gently kissed my shoulders and neck.
I loved fucking Izzy but I was confused on how it came to pass. “Izz, how did I end up in your room?” I slid my hand over her breast and cupped it in my palm.
“I was hoping you could tell me,” she said. “You came in here in a daze talking about prophecy, dragons, and Molly Bell.”
“I did?” That was concerning. Had I done the same with Lilly the other night? If I had, she never mentioned it.
“You were ravenously horny, and I wasn’t about to complain.” She circled my areola with her finger. “I’ve never felt you cum so hard inside me.”
“I was aroused,”
She laughed. “Clearly. Were you dreaming about Molly Bell?”
“No, Izz. It’s not that.” I never wanted Izzy to think she came in anywhere but first, and the truth was she was first among equals. I loved her and Lilly the same.
“Then tell me, baby.” She slid her body atop mine and kissed me softly on the lips. “I won’t bite. I promise.”
“You’ll think I’m crazy,” I said.
“Jack, I’ve fallen in love with you. I want you to tell me everything. That means the good stuff and the bad stuff. And, I don’t think you’re crazy.”
I gazed into Izzy’s soft green eyes and saw the love. She meant her words. “This might take a while.”
I spent the next hour spelling out everything for Izzy from the fugue, to coming to Lilly’s farm, and all the way up to and including my dream with the Prophet. I left nothing out including her part in whatever was happening to me.”
“Jack, I think you’re a dream walker,” she said after I was done.
I expected shock, horror, and a healthy dose of skepticism, but Izzy surprised me. “What do you mean?”
“The stone I gave you is a dream stone. I think you and I were destined to be together.” She laid back on the bed beside me. “And our baby is all part of it.”
It was the most relaxed I’d seen Izzy all week. “What about the harem part of it? Doesn’t that upset you?”
“No. As long as you love me, then I’ll accept what comes to pass. I love Lilly as much as I love you, and if the prophecy is true, then I’ll love Molly just the same.”
“I wish Lilly shared your open mind,” I said.
“Let me work on Lilly,” she said. “For now, you should know that legend says that the dream stone works better on those who you’ve developed a strong physical bond with.”
“Like you and Lilly?”
“Yes. I believe you could slip in and out of our dreams without any problem. And someday, you really will be able to watch out for our children.” her eyes glistened under the moonlight.
I squeezed her hand. “I love you, Izz.”
She wrapped her arm over my chest and kissed me softly on the cheek. “I love you more, my sweet prince.” She giggled.
“I don’t know why she calls me that.”
She propped her head up on her elbow and gazed at me. “Maybe you really are a prince? Does that make me a princess?”
I pulled her into a kiss. “You already are.”
◆◆◆
 
The next day, Izzy went off to work and Lilly and I spent the day doing chores. I felt guilty that I hadn’t yet told Lilly everything, but I decided to give Izzy a chance to help me soften her up before I let her in on the whole sordid mess.
Late in the afternoon, I decided on how best to approach the Molly situation. The Autumn Feast was a week away which meant I didn’t have any time to waste. I told Lilly that I was heading to the village to have a quick dinner with Izzy before she worked the evening shift. It was a white lie but it left me feeling gutted. I hated not telling Lilly the truth.
She sent me packing with two dinners and a kiss which only added to my guilt. By the time I reached the village, the sun was starting to sink across the horizon. I stopped by the tavern and filled in Izzy on my plan before leaving her with Lilly’s prepared dinner.
I made sure I had my cloak with me and headed toward the outskirts of Glenn.
Molly lived in a modest cottage near the edge of the forest. She lived alone with her mother, her father having passed several years ago.
When I reached the clearing near the woods, I fastened my cloak and turned invisible. After trudging through the woods for a few minutes, Molly’s house came into view. Warm candle light spilled from the two windows at the front of the house.
I took a deep cleansing breath and pushed onward shuffling through the dried autumn leaves littering the forest floor.
“Whoever you are, you had better stop right where you are,” a woman’s voice said from a few paces behind me.
Cold sweat trickled down my back and I held my breath afraid to move a muscle. Could she see me? I dared to look down and found no trace of my body. No. She can’t see me.
I dared a glance over my shoulder, and what I saw shook me to the soles of my shoes.
Molly Bell stood behind the trunk of a thick oak armed with a sinister looking longbow. She wore the tight leathers common among huntsman and her long hair was bound and braided.
The smooth muscles in her arm flexed and she looked like someone who knew her way around a bow and quiver. A string of rabbits hung on a line slung over her shoulder swayed gently.
Molly was a hunter? The news both shocked and energized me. I wanted her now more than ever. She looked unbelievably seductive and dangerous enough to tear a hole in my chest.
“Whoever you are, I promise you won’t see the sun set if you take one more step.” She peered down the length of an arrow and carefully stepped forward as if searching for her prey.
I wasn’t about to move let alone speak.
Molly circled her way around me instinctively and seemed to know where I was without actually seeing me. She backed away from the woods until she reached the clearing near her house. Finally, she relaxed, pulled the arrow from the bow and stood down. At the same time, her hand went to a sheathed long knife hanging from her leather belt. She slipped the belt free from its scabbard and the blade glistened under the setting sun.
She continued to back away while she held her blade at the ready. Finally, when she reached the clearing, she sheathed the blade and disappeared around the front of the cottage.
Wow. I felt my cock unfurl in my pants and I couldn’t wait to sink it inside the fabulous Molly Bell. Now it all made sense. Her body looked like it belonged to the ancient goddess of the hunt. I’d never seen a woman who knew how to hunt, although my memory wasn’t exactly reliable these days.
I crept through the forest and reached the side of Molly’s house. Now I needed to find a way inside. The front door would put me inside the living space which, even with invisibility, was too risky. Instead, I opted to find a way through the rear of the house.
I crept around to the back and discovered a small kitchen window not far from the back door. I decided to check the door first. If it was unlocked, I might just walk right in. I crept forward and when I reached for the handle the door flew open.
I leaped backwards and felt my cloak jostle around my throat.
Molly strode past me carrying the line of rabbits. She shouted over her shoulder. “Because I don’t want to see him.” She mumbled something under her breath before heading into what looked like a butcher shed.
I took advantage of the situation by slipping inside through the open door.
In the kitchen, a small pig turned on a spit and a woman who looked a whole lot like Molly pulled a loaf of hot bread from the wood-fired oven.
Mrs. Bell was a softer, slightly older, version of Molly but was still a stunner. She had long red hair like Molly’s and big soft tits. Her long dress hid her hips and unfortunately left everything to the imagination. Like most women in Glenn, Mrs. Bell’s dress covered her from wrist to ankle and everything in between.
I wondered what her mother would think of Molly’s little black dress. The thought left me highly aroused, but I didn’t have time to dwell on that particular fantasy.
I crept through the kitchen and into the front room. A pair of rocking chairs sat before a blazing fire. There was a long oak table complete with two matching benches, and an ornate clock hanging on the wall opposite the fireplace. There were two closed doors. One would be a water closet and the other a bedroom. The last major feature that caught my eye was a ladder that led up to a loft.
I decided that the loft would give me the best vantage point and allow me to easily stay out of the way. I noiselessly climbed the ladder and hunkered down.
The loft was home to a bed piled high with soft quilts and pillows, a small dresser, and a dressing table. This was Molly’s bedroom.
I hunkered down over the edge and watched the action unfold below.
I heard the back door close and Mrs. Bell spoke. “Whether you like it or not, he’ll be over here in less than twenty minutes. Go change out of that ridiculous looking outfit, and put on something proper.”
“Mother, I don’t love Gunner, and I never will.”
“You don’t have to love him to marry him. He’s set to inherit land and a sizable working farm. The matter is not up for debate. You will marry Gunner Lorenson and that’s final.”
“If I refuse?”
“You will find yourself out of this house and out of Glenn. Do you think we can go on forever alone like this? We’ll be two old maids instead of one. What kind of a life is that?”
“One where we’re in charge of our own destiny,” Molly said.
“Young lady, I will not work my fingers to the bone for the rest of my life.”
“It’s bad enough working in the dress shop. Now, you want me to spread my legs for you too? I’m nobody’s whore, mother.”
I heard a loud smacking sound. I imagined that Molly’s mother had hauled off and slapped her daughter but I couldn’t see the altercation from my perch in the loft.
“Go change this minute,” Mrs. Bell said.
I heard loud footsteps coming through the house and watched Molly step onto the ladder below.
I crept away from the ledge and held my breath. I didn’t feel right about watching Molly despite my normally perverted nature. She was upset and already felt used. I didn’t want to make her feel worse. No. I couldn’t do that. Besides, I’d come to talk to Molly and now was the perfect time.
I unfastened my cloak and sank onto the chair near her dressing table. When her head appeared over the top of the ladder, I gave her a friendly wave. “Hi, Moll.”
Her eyes bulged and she gasped. “Jack, what are you doing here?” She whispered, her voice both urgent and panicked.
I waved her up the ladder and held my index finger to my lips hoping she would stay quiet.
Molly glanced back down the ladder before climbing into the loft.
“Make it quick,” Molly’s mother said from below. “You can help me with dinner.”
Molly perched on the edge of her bed and appeared panic stricken. “You can’t be here. If my mother catches you in my loft, she'll kill us both.”
“Molly, do you trust me?” I asked her.
She frowned and I could tell the question caught her off-guard. “I don’t know. What are you asking me for?”
“What I’m going to tell you is going to seem far-fetched, but I want you to trust me.”
“Don’t dilly dally,” Mrs. Bell said from downstairs.
“You know it takes me a long time to get out of these clothes,” she yelled from the loft.
“Be quick about it,” Mrs. Bell said.
“Jack, you have to go,” she said, her voice urgent.
“Molly, I want you to watch this and then if you want me to go, I’ll go.” I fastened the cloak and vanished before her eyes.
She went wide-eyed and gasped covering her mouth with her hand. “It was you in the woods wasn’t it?”
“Yes,” I said under the cover of my cloak.
“Are you some kind of sorcerer?”
“I don’t know what I am, but I need to speak to you and I can only do that freely in your dreams.” I unfastened my cloak and popped back into view.
Molly flinched and the color drained from her face. She turned away and leaned against her dresser. “My dreams? Jack, you aren’t making sense.” Her tone was shaky and uncertain.
Something I said had hit a nerve that went beyond the fact that I could vanish in plain sight.
“I don’t hear you changing,” Mrs. Bell said from downstairs.
“Molly, I need to show you something,” I said.
She turned to face me, her leather vest hung loose over her chest.
I held up the dream stone. “Just like the cloak, this stone is magic. With it, I can visit your dreams. There are important events unfolding and you are a part of it. With your mother lurking over your shoulder, your dreams are the only safe place we can talk.”
Her fingers shaking, Molly stood and started again on the binding holding on her leather vest. “What do you need me to do?” She loosened the vest ringlet by ringlet until the vest fell free.
“We need to make a physical connection,” I said.
She pulled off the vest and her bare breasts sprang free. They were high and firm and every bit as delicious as I remembered from the shop.
“Molly, how can you just strip naked right in front of me?”
She slipped off her leather boots, and kicked them aside. “Why not? It’s nothing you haven’t already seen.” She reached for the knot holding up her pants and grinned. “Well, I guess you haven’t seen everything.”
I felt my cock surge in my pants as her breasts jiggled with every move. I cleared my throat. “About the physical connection.”
“What does that mean? Do we have to kiss? Because I’ve wanted to kiss you for a very long time.” She peeled the leather pants over her hips before sliding them down her legs.
“Kissing is good, but a deeper connection would be better. I’ve never used the dream stone before. If I’m to visit you then perhaps we should take it a little further.”
She stood before me topless wearing only a pair of thin cotton panties. Her long red hair fell wild and free over her shoulders. For the first time I noticed a thin patch of freckles layering Molly’s chest, and her complexion was smooth and blemish free. She reminded me of a piece of red-hot candy and I definitely wanted a taste.
“Then you better be quick about it.” She peeled off her panties revealing a dainty thatch of neatly trimmed red pubic hair.
I stood and tossed aside my cloak before peeling off my shirt.
Molly laid back on her bed and slid her fingers down to her pussy while she gazed at me with hungry eyes. “Do you know how many times I’ve dreamed about you being my first?” Her fingers buzzed her clit while I shucked off my pants. “Does coming inside me help with the physical connection?”
My cock swung free and glistened under the warm lamp light on Molly’s dressing table. I stood over the bed and gazed down on Molly. “It makes sense that it would. It’s part of me after all.”
She parted her legs and revealed her engorged pink slit already wet and ripe. “Then don’t pull out, Jack. I want to feel all of you inside me.”
I crawled onto the bed and Molly rolled over presenting me with her flawless ass. “My pussy belongs to you.”
From the room below, a sharp knock came at the front door.
“Prophet’s hell,” Molly said cursing. She glanced over her shoulder. “That’s Gunner. Quick, put it inside me.”
I lined up my swollen cock with Molly’s pussy and dredged my tip up and down her slit coating my fat head with her sweet nectar.
“This sure beats a cucumber,” Molly said stifling a moan.
Below, the door squeaked open. “Good evening Gunner,” Mrs. Bell said. “Molly’s just freshening up. Have a seat.”
I guided my engorged head into Molly’s entrance and paused. Her tightness reminded me of Izzy. Her walls throbbed around my tip while my cock twitched and expanded inside her canal.
Molly planted her face in a pillow and gripped the quilt in both hands balling her hands into fists. She drove her hips upward pushing her ass high and forcing my dick halfway inside her.
My cock plowed through her pussy spreading it apart like a shovel through virgin snow. One more push and Molly’s virginity would be mine forever.
Molly moaned quietly into the pillow grinding her ass against my cock.
“Thank you, Mrs. Bell. Whatever you’re cooking smells wonderful,” Gunner said.
“Molly made it especially for you,” Mrs. Bell said. “She said it was your favorite.”
I slammed my dick into Molly’s squirming cunt until I felt myself bottom out deep down in her womb. I felt a slight tear as I ripped through her hymen and planted my flagpole in her virgin turf.
Molly let loose a muffled scream into the small mountain of pillows she had gathered under her face.
“Molly, Gunner’s here,” Mrs. Bell said shouting up toward the loft. “Don’t dilly dally.”
Molly pushed up onto the bed and glanced back over her shoulder at me. “I won’t be long, mother.” Her voice came out strained and ragged.
“Are you okay, dear?” Mrs. Bell feigned concern.
I slid my cock out of Molly and pushed it back in again feeling her wall muscles slide over my shaft with breathtaking pleasure.
Molly’s ass bumped forward and her tits jiggled beneath her. “I’m good. Just working a knot out of my hair.”
She mouthed the words, fuck me harder and wriggled her hips in tight clockwise circles.
I fucked the beautiful redhead in slow rhythmic thrusts plumbing her depths with my fat, hard cock.
“I’m going to check on the roast,” Mrs. Bell said. “Please, make yourself at home.” Her footsteps retreated to the kitchen.
I thrust in and out of Molly’s tight pussy watching her flawless ass jiggle every time my cock sank home. I placed my hands on her hips and slammed into her with quick hard thrusts.
Molly sat upright on her knees bringing her back as close to my chest as possible without letting my cock slide out. She reached behind and cupped her hands over my ass pulling me harder inside her with each driving thrust.
I slid my hands around Molly’s chest and cupped her tits sliding her hard nipples between my fingers.
Molly glanced over her shoulder and I leaned forward kissing her hard on the mouth. Our tongues met in the middle and out kiss deepened while I drove my cock in and out feeling her pussy contract and expand with every pass.
She moaned in my mouth and sucked my lower lip into her mouth swirling her tongue over the top.
“Need any help up there, Moll?” Gunner said from below.
Molly broke off the kiss while I plowed into her, our skin on skin contact made soft slapping sounds.
“Don’t come up,” she said. “I’m changing.”
“It sounds like you’re really struggling,” Gunner said.
Molly pushed her ass backward hard and sat straight up wrapping her hands around my neck. “It’s hard, but I’ll manage.” Her voice came out halting and rough.
I slid my hands down her washboard abs and back up again over her perfectly-sized breasts. I felt my own orgasm approach and I leaned into Molly’s ear taking her earlobe between my lips and whispering. “I’m going to come soon. Are you sure?”
She nodded vehemently and flexed her wall muscles around my shaft. “She let out a long low moan I was sure Gunner heard and put my mouth on hers to stifle the sound.
We kissed hard and deep and I felt Molly’s body tremble under mine. She broke off the kiss and her mouth hung open, frozen in orgasmic bliss while her eyes rolled back in her head.
I squeezed my ass and drove my cock in as deep as it could go as an orgasm erupted from my balls. I clung onto her hips and fired a jet of cum into Molly Bell’s sweet unprotected womb.
Molly’s body locked in rapture while I fired off load after load of creamy jizz coating her walls with my seed. If that didn’t connect us, nothing would.
She squeezed and flexed her wall muscles draining my shaft of every drop while her athletic body relaxed. She drew me into a kiss while I filled her with the last remnants of my offering.
Molly sat all the way upright and flattened her back against my chest kissing me softly with lips and tongue.
My cock flopped out of her pussy and a long string of jizz drained from her hole before pooling on her quilt.
“Molly Bell, you’ve kept Gunner waiting long enough,” Mrs. Bell said voice angry. Do I need to come up there and hurry you along?”
Molly broke off the kiss and gazed deeply into my eyes. “When will I see you?” she barely whispered.
“Very soon.” I clamored off the bed and gathered up my clothes. “Just make sure you go to sleep at a decent hour.”
Molly climbed from the bed with a string of my cum leaking down her toned thigh. She didn’t bother to clean it. Instead she tossed a dress on over her head and pulled her hair back into a ponytail. She smiled at me and her green eyes smiled with her. At that moment, Molly looked happier than I ever remembered seeing her before.
I threw the cloak on around my shoulders, stepped forward, and brushed her lips. “Don’t lose faith. We will get you out of this mess together.”
Molly kissed me hard and wrapped me in a tight, quick hug before retreating for the ladder.
I fastened my cloak, vanished, and followed right behind her using the sounds of the creaking ladder to disguise my retreat.
“Hello, Gunner,” Molly said with far more formality than she had shown less than ten seconds earlier.
Gunner eyed the kitchen before settling his smarmy gaze on Molly. “Have you had time to think about what I said?” His angry whisper was low enough not to draw Mrs. Bell’s attention.
“I will not have sex with you,” Molly said. “I’m a good girl and saving myself for marriage.”
I rolled my eyes and waited near the kitchen door for Mrs. Bell to pass.
“I can’t wait that long,” Gunner hissed. “I’ll not marry when I’m a virgin.”
“Then you’ll have to go to the capital and hire yourself a whore,” Molly said.
Mrs. Bell stepped through the kitchen carrying a platter of carved pork. “Dinner is ready.”
I retreated through the kitchen and disappeared through the back door. Part one had been successful. Now I just had to convince Molly to stand up to her mother.
I made my way back to the village, picked up Izzy, and we went home. On the way I told her about the evening’s events and she didn’t seem even a little jealous. Instead, she seemed interested in entertaining Molly on a more intimate basis.
◆◆◆
 
The next morning arrived with a letter from the postal carrier. It was addressed to Izzy and postmarked from York, the realm’s capital city.
Izzy gathered Lilly and I together at the kitchen table. The letter sat upright leaning against a bowl of fruit.
Lilly and I sat down across from Izzy. “Go ahead and open it,” I said.
Izzy shook her head and her eyes glistened with tears. “If Lucas died while I was at home cheating on him, I don’t know what I’ll do. I feel awful.”
“Would you change anything?” Lilly asked.
Izzy looked between us and shook her head. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not wallowing in guilt.”
“Izz, do you want me to read it first?” I asked.
She pushed an errant strand of blonde hair back behind her ear and nodded. “Yes. Thank you, Jack.”
I opened the letter and glanced over it before I started to read.
Dearest Isabelle,
I hope this letter finds you in good health. I've started and stopped this letter a hundred times, and I still don't know any easy way to break the news, so I’ll just say it. I’m not coming back to Glenn. I’ve met a young woman in the capital and we are expecting a baby in the spring. I plan to marry her and am writing to ask that you release me from my marital vows so that I can continue forward without guilt or remorse. I’ve enclosed the return address which is the ranger station here in York. Please write at your earliest convenience and I’m so sorry I did this to you. I won’t ask for your forgiveness but instead, I ask that you move on with your life. I’m sure the right man is out there for you somewhere.
Fondest,
Lucas
“That bastard.” Izzy folded her arms over her chest and glared. “How dare he cheat on me.”
Lilly and I exchanged an awkward glance before Izzy let out a long sigh. “I suppose I should be grateful. It was never going to work between him and I.”
“Are you going to release him from his vows?” Lilly asked.
“Of course, I am. I was going to ask him to do the same whenever he came home,” Izzy said.
“I think this calls for a celebration.” I handed over the letter to Izzy. “Lucas is happy. You're happy and we’re happy.”
“If only I were happy too.” A new voice said from the kitchen door.
We all turned toward the intruder and found Molly standing just inside the kitchen wearing her hunting leathers with her longbow strapped over her shoulder.
I stood and turned to face her. “Molly what’s wrong?” I thought the next time I saw her would be in her dreams, not a few short hours later.
Molly’s chin quivered and tears welled in her eyes. “It’s awful. Just awful. My mother and I got into a huge fight after you left.”
“Molly, come inside and sit,” Lilly went to her and put her arm around the younger woman’s shoulder.
“I’ll put on some tea,” Izzy said.
Molly sat down at the table while Lilly comforted her. “I’m sure you can work it out with your mom.” She rubbed her back and Molly buried her head in Lilly’s shoulder.
“It gets worse,” Molly said.
“What happened?” I asked.
“Both my mother and Gunner were pressuring me to marry him and I flat out refused.” She sniffled and Lilly handed her a handkerchief. “Gunner got so angry he stormed out of the house. My mother then told me that I would no longer be a burden to her and wrote a letter to the nuns in York. She has committed me to serving the Prophet in a convent.” She broke down sobbing.
If Mrs. Bell knew the Prophet like I did, she would have a whole different outlook on religious chastity, and I made a mental note to visit a convent in York. “Molly, I won’t let that happen.”
Izzy returned with tea, set it before Molly, and sat down next to her. “Jack’s right. You can stay right here as long as you want.”
“I can’t ask you to do that,” Molly said.
I glanced between Izzy and Lilly. “Ladies, does our harem have room for one more?”
Izzy and I both looked at Lilly.
Lilly flashed a comforting smile at us before she drew Molly in tight for a hug. “I’ve always wanted a little sister.”
“Molly, you can stay here with us,” I said. “But, before you agree, there’s something you need to know first.”
Molly wiped the tears from her face and smiled. “Thank you, Jack. What is it?”
“The three of us have lots of wild sex,” Izzy blurted out.
Molly’s eyes widened. “Oh?”
“If it makes you uncomfortable, you don’t have to join us,” Lilly said.
Lilly’s consent was all I needed. Izzy and I grinned at each other. “But I think I can speak for the three of us when I say that you are more than welcome to join at any time.”
Molly glanced between the two buxom blondes beside her. “You’re both so beautiful. You really want me?”
“If I had a body like yours, I’d never leave the house,” Izzy said.
“Molly, you’re a stunning beauty,” Lilly said. “Surely you can see that.” She lowered her gaze. “To be honest, I’ve always been a little jealous of you and Jack.”
“You’re jealous of me?” She stared at Lilly jaw agape. “You’re the prettiest girl in Glenn. Besides, mother always said my red hair was ugly.”
“Then your mother is blind,” I said.
Molly gazed at me and smiled. “Jack, do you think I’m as pretty as Lilly and Izzy?”
“Every bit,” I said. “Now what do you say? You can come here with us, but before you say yes, you should know that we won’t stay in Glenn forever. If we move, you can move with us if you’d like.”
“I’d like that very much.” She squeezed Lilly and Izzy’s hands. “Thank you.”
Lilly and Izzy hugged her tight and visions of orgies flashed through my mind.
“Jack, can I talk to you alone for a minute?” Molly asked.
Lilly and Izzy got up and I walked with Molly outside.
She threw her arms around my shoulders and sank into me.
She smelled faintly of sweet strawberry and I felt her warm breath tickle my neck. With her tight lithe body pressed up against mine, I felt the first inklings of arousal wash over me. I let my hands drift down her back and settle on the wonderous curves of her flawless ass.
Molly kissed me on the neck and worked her way up to my ear while a jolt of electric lust blazed through my body and curled my toes. “I can’t stop thinking about last night,” she whispered in my ear. Her lips brushed against my earlobe and she ran her fingers through the back of my dark hair.
“We’ll make every night like last night.” I slipped my hand inside the back of her leather pants and the warm flesh of her supple ass cheeks filled my hand.
Molly brought her face around and gazed into my eyes. Her green eyes sparkled under the late morning sunshine and for the first time, I noticed the faint freckles dotting the bridge of her pert nose.
“You are a true beauty Miss Molly Bell.” I leaned in and kissed her soft plump lips.
“Jack, there’s something I want to show you,” she said between kisses.
“I saw everything last night. Don’t you remember?”
She giggled and her soft green eyes lit up with excited energy. “Jack, get your mind out of the pig’s trough.”
I slid my hand out of her pants and snaked it up the inside of her leather jerkin stroking her smooth toned back. “Oh? I was hoping….”
“Don’t worry. I’ll show you a lot more of that soon.” She stepped away from me and gently swept up my hand. Her fingers felt warm and supple under my loose grip. “Can you pick me up later this afternoon at my house? I need to say goodbye to my mother and pack my bag. I’ll show you after that. Okay?”
“Okay,” I said.
We exchanged one last kiss before Molly mounted her horse and disappeared into the nearby woods.
◆◆◆
 
Later that afternoon, I made my way to Molly’s house and decided to use my cloak and approach her house on foot. After all, there was no need to antagonize Mrs. Bell. I was on the verge of completing my quest with one full day to spare. The Autumn Feast was tomorrow afternoon in the village square, and by then Molly would be safely tucked away with me on the farm.
When I reached Molly’s house, I saw Gunner’s horse tied up to the post outside.
That was not a good sign. I fastened my cloak and went invisible before heading for the back door. If Gunner laid a finger on Molly, I would personally kill him.
I twisted the knob and found the door unlocked. Holding my breath, I inched the door open and put my ear to the crack.
A rhythmic thudding sound came from somewhere deep inside the cottage. A knot of dread tied up my stomach, and I pushed the door open wide enough to sneak inside.
A thin reedy squeaking sound joined the rhythmic thudding and my stomach sank. I recognized that sound from my own trysts with Izzy and Lilly. Molly was fucking someone and it wasn’t me.
A wave of nausea swept over me. Was Gunner taking advantage of Molly or had she changed her mind about the whole thing? I didn’t want to see her having sex with Gunner Lorenson of all people, but if he was hurting her, I had to stop it.
I crept through the kitchen and into the family room. A steady string of moans and grunts joined the squeaking and pounding, but the sounds weren't coming from Molly’s loft.
Instead, the sinful sounds of carnal sex came straight from Mrs. Bell’s room.
My mind quickly connected the dots and I didn’t know whether to laugh or run from the house screaming. Either way, I had to get visual confirmation.
Mrs. Bell’s bedroom door was cracked open.
I crept through the family room and peeked through the opening.
Mrs. Bell lay on her back, legs up and parted while Gunner Lorenson’ skinny pimpled ass pounded away.
With every pounding thrust, Mrs. Bell’s inner thighs quivered.
“It feels so good, Mrs. Bell.” Gunner propped himself up with his rail-thin arms while Mrs. Bell's big tits swayed beneath him.
“You promise to marry Molly?” She said between soft grunts.
“Huh?” Gunner squeezed his ass cheeks and his back acne glowed ominously under the harsh light of day.
The head board smacked against the wall and the rusty bedsprings squeaked as Gunner relentlessly pumped her.
I had seen enough. But where exactly was Molly? I retreated to the family room and made my way up the ladder paying no attention to the noise. In their current state, those two couldn’t hear the church bell ringing from one room over.
When I reached Molly’s loft, I found everything undisturbed which set a bell ringing in the back of my brain. She had been excited about leaving her mother’s house. So why hadn’t she come for her things? I’d also seen no sign of her horse in their stable. Not to mention that Molly’s leathers and bow were missing. It was like she never came home at all.
I retreated from the loft while Gunner continued to pump Mrs. Bell’s pussy like a well running on empty.
“Ohhh… I’m coming,” he yelled.
“For the Prophet’s sake, pull out,” Mrs. Bell said.
I crept out the back door and double-checked the stable -- empty. Where the hell are you Moll?
I decided to head into Glenn and check the dress shop, but Elsa told me that Molly had the day off. Likewise, she wasn’t in the tavern, the general store, village square, or the church. Now my worry turned to outright fear. Had something horrible happened to her?
Gunner or no Gunner, I decided to confront Mrs. Bell. When I arrived back at her house, Gunner’s horse was thankfully gone.
I knocked on the door and Mrs. Bell answered. She frowned at me. “I don’t appreciate canvassers, young man.”
I didn’t even know what that was, but since she didn’t seem to know me, I decided to play up an angle I thought might work. I removed my hat and forced a fake smile. “I’m so sorry to disturb you madam, but I’m not a canvasser. I’m here on behalf of the York Ranger Relief Fund. I’m in charge of tracking down Miss Molly Bell. Are you she?”
Mrs. Bell opened the door wide and furrowed her brow. “Relief fund?”
“Yes ma’am. It’s in regard to the inheritance Reginald DimWitty left for Miss. Bell.” There was no Reginald DimWitty but I would’ve laid big odds that Mrs. Bell would pretend otherwise.
Her eyes widened. “Of course. Won’t you come in Mr.….”
I stepped through the doorway and looked around. “Fredericks ma’am. Major Charles Fredericks is my name.”
“Yes, well my daughter, Molly, isn’t home, perhaps you can give me the information?”
I frowned trying to appear as serious as possible. “I’m afraid I can’t do that. You know the law and all that.”
“Well, if you’d like to wait, Molly should be home shortly--
“It’s important that I find her soon. You see I’m on my way to York and if I can’t find her in the next hour, it will have to wait until next month when I come back through Glenn.”
“Next month?” Her jaw fell open and she wrung her hands. “She’s normally at the dress shop or here unless she’s out with her beau.”
I wanted to roll my eyes, but instead nodded crisply. She had no clue of Molly’s whereabouts. “I see. Well, I will check the dress shop. Thank you for your time, Mrs. Bell?”
“Yes, but you can call me Glenda.” She flashed me a sickly-sweet smile that made me want to vomit.
It seemed Molly had vanished. In an hour it would be dark and I wasn’t going to find her then. Maybe she had gone back to the farm? Had I misunderstood her this morning? That had to be it.
I made my way back to the farm, but she wasn’t there either. Lilly and Izzy hadn’t seen her and now I had them worried.
That left me only one path that didn’t involve calling in the rangers. And with the Autumn Feast less than a day a way, I was running out of time.
“Jack, what about the dream stone?” Izzy asked.
I blinked and scratched my head. Nobody could stop me from finding her in her dream, and she knew I was coming for her. “Do you think she’s asleep?”
Izzy shrugged. “There’s only one way to find out for sure.”
The three of us made our way to the bedroom and for once it wasn’t about a threesome.
I recovered the dream stone from my foot locker and laid back on the bed. I lay motionless for ten minutes but couldn’t force myself to fall asleep while I worried about Molly. “It’s not working,” I said.
“You have to relax,” Izzy said. She crawled up beside me and ran her fingers through my hair. “Try to empty your mind.”
Lilly crawled onto the bed with us and curled up on my other side before she laid her head on my chest. She started humming a lullaby before sweetly singing and before I knew it, sleep came to me.
◆◆◆
 
I found myself standing inside a cabin.
A fire roared in the hearth while deer, elk, and even a bear head were mounted on the walls. Animal pelts covered the floor, sofa, and chairs. I wore the same black robe with the golden dragon emblem.
Lying before the fireplace, Molly lay curled up in a tight ball.
I rushed to her side and shook her awake.
Molly forced her groggy eyes open and blinked up at me as if confused. “Jack? What are you doing here?”
“Molly, we are together in your dream and I’m trying to find you in real life. Where are you?”
She sat up and I noticed for the first time that she wore a flimsy silk nightie that barely covered her ass. Her hard nipples strained the thin material and despite her danger, I found myself growing aroused.
Apparently, Molly was equally aroused because she slid her hand inside my robe and I felt her warm fingertip circle my areola and tweak my nipple. “I want you, Jack.”
My cock stiffened inside my robe and I did my best to shake off the arousal. I grabbed Molly by her shoulders. “We have to focus.”
“You found me. Can’t we play?” She started to push off my robe and her eyes locked on the golden dragon.
She furrowed her brow and touched the dragon running her fingers over the long snout. “You said you would visit me in my dreams.”
“Yes,” I hissed. “I’m here, and now I need you to tell me where you are.”
She seemed to shake out of her reverie and took notice of me for the first time. She sat back and took me with a stunned expression pasted across her innocent face. “Gunner locked me in my hunting cabin. I’m in the cellar strapped to a bed. He’s going to come back for me soon.”
“Has he hurt you?” I asked
“He drugged me and my head hurts, but he hasn’t hurt me. Not yet. But I’m scared.”
“How do I get to the cabin?”
She shook her head. “You’ll never find it. It’s deep in the woods. I think Gunner followed me.”
I might’ve been able to beat it out of Gunner, but I had another idea. “Can you show me?”
She frowned. “We’re in my cabin now. What do you mean?”
“It’s your dream,” I said. “Take us to my farm and we can go from there.”
She grinned and smiled. “You’re a very smart man, Jack. Also, in case I lose my nerve when we’re awake, you should know that I’m madly in love with you.”
I kissed her on the lips. “I love you too. Now show me before it’s too late.”
Molly whisked us to the farm and we flew across the countryside staying low to the ground. We dashed past trees, farms, and two small rivers before we drifted through a dark forest. Finally, we arrived at the cabin deep in the woods.
I turned Molly around to face me and wrapped my arms around her in a hug. “I’ll be there as soon as I can. Hang on, Molly.”
I felt her hands in my hair and her warm breath on my neck. “Don’t let him touch me, Jack. Please. Come as fast as you can.”
◆◆◆
 
I woke up with a jolt. My shirt was soaked with sweat and dim candle light lit the room. Lilly and Izzy sat by my bedside, their faces locked with worry.
“I know where she is.” I leaped up from the bed. “Lill, saddle up sugar. Izz, fill a canteen and grab my knife.
“Right away,” Lilly said and hurried from the room.
“Where is she?” Izzy asked as she headed for the kitchen.
“She’s in a hunting cabin. I’ve got to go.” I threw on my clothes. “Find the sheriff and make sure Gunner Lorenson doesn’t go anywhere.”
“Gunner did this?” Izzy handed me a canteen and my belt knife.
“Yes. And if I don’t get to her soon, he’s going to do a lot worse.” I grabbed my cloak and dream stone before rushing out the back door.
When I reached the stable, Lilly had Sugar saddled and ready to go.
I mounted in a single bound and looked back down at my two beautiful, strong women. “I’ll be back. If you need to reach me sooner, I’ll find you using the stone.” I barked out a sharp cry and Sugar galloped away from the farm on a gust of wind.
As the sun broke over the eastern horizon, the hunting cabin came into view. What I saw next made my stomach drop.
Beside the cabin, a horse grazed on the tall grass -- Gunner’s horse.
I leaped from Sugar’s saddle and strode toward the front door. Without bothering to knock I raised my foot and smashed through the lock.
The door splintered and flew open wide.
I barged through the entrance stepping over the splintered wood. The front room was empty and the cellar door stood open.
Molly screamed and the short hair on the back of my neck stood on end. I raced for the door, threw it open wide, and tore down the steps two at a time.
Molly lay on a disheveled bed with her wrists bound and tied to the wall. Her leather pants were pulled halfway down her legs while Gunner stood over her naked with his tiny limp dick buried inside a thatch of thick pubic hair.
He whirled toward me, eyes wide with fear, “It’s not what it looks like.”
I reared back and put all the weight I could muster into a roundhouse punch that landed squarely on Gunner’s jaw. I heard his bones crunch and his jaw seemed to disconnect from his face a moment before he fell in a pile on the cellar floor.
Molly lay on the bed crying. Her eyes were bloodshot and swollen and her wrists were rubbed raw from the leather straps.
I knelt beside her, cut the straps and she fell limp in my arms.
Molly shook with sobs while I pulled her into a tight hug. “Did he hurt you?”
She shook her head. “I wouldn’t let that skinny creep near me.” She said her voice strained.
“That’s my girl.” I rocked her back and forth while she quietly sobbed. “I promise, he’ll never touch you again.”
◆◆◆
 
We tied Gunner to the cellar wall and made our way back to Glenn. The village was busy preparing the feast in the square and Molly still hadn’t faced her mother. That was about to change.
Molly sat behind me on Sugar’s back with her arms wrapped tightly around my waist. I felt the weight of her chest pressed comfortably against my back. A gentle breeze picked up and I inhaled her sweet familiar strawberry scent.
Behind me, I heard her sigh contentedly before she slid her hands up my stomach and flattened her palms against my chest.
On the square, Izzy and Lilly were standing near the sheriff’s office talking with a deputy wearing the ranger’s livery. I made eye contact with Izzy and gave her a brief thumbs up.
Izzy touched Lilly’s shoulder and they both turned to look our way. Lilly’s shoulders visibly relaxed and Izzy grabbed the deputy’s wrist and pointed toward Molly.
I directed Sugar past the square and out the western road. A few minutes later we arrived at Molly’s house.
I helped her off the horse and we walked hand-in-hand toward the front door.
When Molly entered, her mother descended on her like a vulture.
“Where have you been young lady? I’ve been worried sick. How dare you stay out all night cavorting with the Prophet knows who while I’m home scared half to death.”
Molly maintained an even, almost placid expression as if waiting for her mother to take a breath.
I stepped into the house behind her and Mrs. Bell turned to face me eyes wide with shock.
“Major Fredericks.” She latched onto my hand. “Thank the Prophet you found her.”
Molly glanced at me with her eyebrows raised. “Major Fredericks?”
“I’ll tell you later.”
She folded her arms over her chest and faced her mother. “Jack, would you mind going up to the loft and gathering my things?”
Mrs. Bell glanced between Molly and I with her mouth hanging open. “He can’t go to your room.”
“Mother, I’m leaving.”
“You’ll do no such thing. I’ve told you, you’re going to the convent.”
I climbed the ladder and started packing a large bag full of Molly’s clothing and personal items while her mother continued to rage on the floor below.
Molly sighed. “You can’t force me to do that. I’m a grown woman, and so are you. You should start acting like it.”
There was a long moment of silence and her mother started to weep. “You can’t leave me here all alone. First your father died and now you’re leaving me?”
“I’ll be at the Matsen farm, but don’t go there expecting me to leave. And if you’re worried about money, you can take my job at Elsa’s dress shop.”
“You expect me to work? I do enough around this house as it is.”
“Suit yourself, mother,” she said without a shred of anger in her voice. I heard her footsteps down below. “Jack, we can come back for the rest later.”
I climbed down the ladder and Molly kissed me on the cheek before taking my hand in hers. “All set,” she said.
We left the house together and heard Mrs. Bell quietly weep as we shut the door behind us.
We opted out of the Autumn Feast, but we did stop at the sheriff’s office. Molly gave a statement and we told them where they could find Gunner. He wouldn’t be bothering anybody ever again.
Molly, Izzy, and I went home and we spent the next few days recovering and slowly introducing Molly to life on the farm. Her hunting skills were off the charts and she kept the smokehouse packed with enough meat to last two winters.
A week passed before Molly came to me and mentioned whatever it was she wanted to show me.
“Jack, I’d like to take you back to the cabin this weekend,” Molly said. “There are things we need to discuss.” Her tone was serious and I wondered if she was going to give me bad news.
“Okay. Should I be concerned?”
She shook her head and kissed me softly on the lips. It was the first time she had kissed me since the incident with Gunner. “Saturday is the equinox. It’s important, but there’s nothing to worry about.”
I didn’t understand why the equinox suddenly carried such importance but I had faith Molly would tell me when the day arrived.
Saturday morning, bright and early, we left for the cabin. By the time we arrived, the sun was sliding toward the horizon although it wasn’t yet dark.
I prepared a fire in the hearth and Molly made a rich venison stew.  In silence, we ate together on the floor by the hearth.
Molly had barely spoken the entire day. For that matter, she hadn’t said much at all since the rescue and that worried me. Maybe Gunner had assaulted her and she was too afraid to say something.  “Molly, what’s wrong?” I asked. “Is it being in the cabin? If it is, we can leave and go sleep outside.”
“No. It’s not that.” Her long shining red hair glistened in the firelight and when she looked at me her green eyes sparkled. Her skin glowed with a natural warmth I’d never seen and when she smiled my stomach flipped over two times. “Sorry. I’m nervous. I hoped it was you. I mean. The first time I saw you, I thought it might be, but to have it confirmed….” her voice trembled and I could see her hand shaking. “I can’t believe this is really happening.”
I reached for her hand and she didn’t resist. Her fingers felt soft and warm and she squeezed my hand. “Slow down, Molly. It’s just me and you. What’s got you so spooked?”
She let out a long sigh and chewed on her lower lip before gazing up into my eyes. “If you are who I think you are, then you are a very important and very powerful man.”
I felt my head swoon and adrenaline rushed through my arms and legs. Did Molly have information about my past? I licked the dryness from my lips and held on tight to her hands. “I don’t know what you mean.”
She shifted her legs under her body and brought my hand onto her lap. “When you visited me in my dream, that’s when I knew for sure.”
“Molly, I--
She held up her hand to cut me off. “A year ago last week, a woman came to me in my dreams. She said that she was the Prophet and was there to deliver a message.”
I leaned forward and almost forgot to breathe. It never occurred to me that the Prophet would visit someone else in their dreams, but why shouldn’t she?
“The Prophet said that in exactly one year’s time a man wearing the emblem of the golden dragon would visit my dreams. She said that he would understand me like no other, and that he and I would form an unshakable bond, but only if we followed her directions to the letter.”
“What directions?”
Molly stood without answering and turned her back on me. She glanced over her shoulder and swept her long red hair back behind one ear. “Don’t move.”
I watched her disappear into the bedroom. A moment later she returned with some clothing fashioned from black silk slung over her forearm.
Molly loosened the bindings on her leather jerkin as she set aside what appeared to be two matching robes. “The Prophet asked me to make two robes to very precise standards.”
I stood and gently took hold of Molly’s hands. “Let me.” I inched closer and her sweet intoxicating scent rolled over me. As I worked my hands over her bindings, I felt her breathing grow quick and shallow.
Molly slid her hands up my chest and nimbly worked her fingers over my buttons unfastening them one by one. “She called me Dragon Mother but refused to tell me why.” I felt my cock stiffen as Molly pushed away my shirt revealing my smooth muscled chest.
I removed the last of her bindings and tugged away the jerkin. Her bare breasts sprang free briefly jiggling before finding equilibrium. I inched closer and felt her body heat against my bare chest and her warm breath curled up my neck. I slid my hand over her breast and felt her nipples harden under my forefingers.
“She called you Dragon Father.” Molly unbuttoned my pants and gave them a gentle push before they slid down my legs and gathered in a heap around my ankles.
Molly reached for my cock. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and slid her thumb over my glans gently swirling in slow sensuous circles.
My cock twitched and throbbed under her warm touch. I inched forward and kissed along her neckline while she pushed her hair back allowing me easy access. The feeling of her soft warm skin on my lips made my cock jerk in her nimble fingers.
“What happens next?” I whispered into her ear while I hooked my thumbs inside her tight leather pants and inched them over her flawless hips.
Her breaths came fast and quick while she wriggled out of her pants and kicked them aside. “I’m afraid to say.”
I kicked my pants aside and we stood before each other naked. She had shaved her pussy bare and under the fire’s warm orange glow she looked like a goddess carved by the Prophet’s hand Herself.
With every heartbeat, my head throbbed and I felt dizzy simply standing before her. That I had been inside her once before seemed impossible. My cock stood straight upward and rested against the smooth swell of her tummy. “I would do anything for you, Molly.”
She reached for the robes before handing me one. “Put this on.”
I started to protest, but we had come this far for a good reason. I wouldn’t let an inability to control my lust get in the way of prophecy. I would have her before the night ended and many more times after. I slipped on the robe. The fabric felt cool and smooth against my bare flesh.
Molly did the same and we stood before each other wearing identical robes with the emblem of the golden dragon emblazoned above our hearts.
Molly’s eyes took on an eerie almost haunted expression and when I took her hand, her fingers felt icy cold.
She turned toward the front door and despite our isolation deep in the woods, she trembled. “We need to go,” she said.
“Go? Where?” I ran my thumb over the back of her hand doing my best to calm her.
She pointed toward the door. “Out.” The word came out in a shallow whisper.
“It’s okay,” I said. “I won’t let anything happen to you, Molly Bell.” I guided her toward the door and when I reached for the handle, Molly squeezed my hand so hard I thought a bone might snap.
She edged forward hiding halfway behind me and curled her arm around mine. “I love you,” she said.
I glanced over my shoulder with my hand resting on the knob. “I love you too. What aren’t you telling me?”
She shook her head vehemently. “I can’t say.”
I kissed her on the head before turning back to the closed door and gently pulled it open. Molly couldn’t have adequately prepared me for what happened next.
In the clearing before the cabin, sat a creature straight out of mythology. A dragon with black shiny scales, a long cylindrical snout, and talons each as long as my arm curled beneath a towering oak. It flicked its long tail back and forth and eyed us like we might make a tasty snack.
I felt the blood drain from my face and Molly let out a tiny squeak, but didn’t run.
“Please tell me you knew about this?” I said struggling to find my voice.
Molly let out a long sigh and I felt her body relax. “He says he won’t hurt us.”
I whirled about to face her. “You can talk to him?”
“I can hear his voice in my head. He’s not here to harm us.”
“Why can’t I hear him?”
“He doesn’t want to talk to you,” she said.
“Can he understand me?”
“Yes,” she said. “He’s answering as soon as you speak.”
The dragon stood and unfurled its massive wings. Dark cylinders of smoke curled from the beast’s massive nostrils. It took two tentative steps toward us and as it did the ground trembled.
I gazed at the beast with my jaw agape while Molly walked forward and placed her hand on the creature’s snout. “It’s okay, Jack. He’s here to give us a ride.”
The dragon lowered its head flat on the ground and angled its wings to provide a sort of ramp onto its broad scaly back.
When I stepped toward the creature, my legs felt like two sticks of slippery butter on a July afternoon.
Molly held out her hand and I took it. Together we boarded the dragon's back and sat, sort of straddling the creature’s neck. It was awkward but strangely comfortable. Molly sat behind me with her chest pressed against my back and her hands wrapped around my waist.
“Yes, thank you for asking,” she said.
“What did he say?”
“He asked if we were ready to go.” She laid her chin on my shoulder and grinned. “Honestly, Jack, don’t be such a baby.”
The dragon unfurled its wings and in two giant flaps we were airborne. In two more we were high above the treetops. In the far-off distance I made out Glenn’s faint lights, but beyond that, everything was dark.
The sun sank beyond the horizon and the dragon flew westward under a cloudless blanket of stars. The air was warm despite the arrival of night, and I grew comfortable sitting on the dragon’s back.
Molly slid her hand inside my robe and squeezed my smooth muscled chest. She kissed along my neck and licked my earlobe. “I want to feel you inside me.”
I reached behind my back and slid my hand down Molly’s robe and cupped her perfect ass cheeks in both hands. Fucking Molly on the back of dragon was something I couldn’t have imagined this morning, but I was certainly game if she was. But, then again, one slip and there was no coming back.
Molly slid forward and ground her pelvis against my ass while she reached deeper inside my robe and gently stroked my cock. She took my earlobe between her lips and swirled her tongue while gently sucking.
My cock raged in her hands and I felt precum leak out before Molly swirled her fingers over my head gently working it back into my shaft.
The dragon arced northward toward a vast mountain range. I had seen the mountains many times from Glenn but never imagined traveling there. The journey was long and arduous with only one bridge to cross a mighty river that was frequently washed away or so I’d been told.
The dragon glided over a mountain peak and not far below us a dark shadow-laden crater appeared. With a soft swooping motion, the dragon gilded lower circling something inside the crater.
Molly and I peered over the side and watched as we descended into a blanket of darkness.
With a soft thump the dragon landed on what sounded like sand and inched forward. The beast opened its jaws wide, roared, and spit out a long cylinder of blue and yellow flame.
A giant whooshing sound broke the silence and a massive pile of lumber ignited in the middle of a vast, empty crater.
The dragon again lowered its head and wings and waited.
“It’s time,” Molly said.
“Time for what?”
She uncurled herself from my body and took my hand before rising and leading us off the dragon’s wing. We stepped onto white crystalline powder-soft sand. It felt cool on the soles of my feet and strangely comfortably.
Behind us, the dragon stood, beat its wings, and took to the air letting loose a high-pitched screech as he circled the crater high overhead.
Now what? I glanced across the crater.
The white carpet of powdery sand extended in every direction with nothing other than the bonfire to keep us company.
Molly took my hand and guided us as close to the bonfire as she could before it became unbearable. Without a word she turned to face me.
Shadows leapt across her face and her hair flowed wild and exotic behind her back like a river of fire. Her green sparkled in the dancing lights and she looked at me, eyes heavy with lust.
I felt my cock stir and I stepped forward before pulling on her sash.
Molly’s robe fell open revealing her glistening smooth, flawless body beneath. She let the robe fall away and stood before me naked, eyes hungry. Without a word she pulled on my sash, stepped forward and peeled the robe off of my shoulders.
My robe fell away and Molly stepped closer dragging her hard nipples across my abs and chest. She curled her hand around my glistening shaft and slowly stroked while I leaned down and found her mouth with mine.
Our tongues collided wild and hungry. I pulled Molly’s tongue between my lips and felt her warm breath curl over my lip. Our tongues roamed while our hands explored.
I felt her chest rise and fall, her breath on my neck as I ran my hands down her smooth muscled back.
Molly peppered my neck with kisses and I felt her weight shift as I ran my fingers lower exploring the curves of her hips and the smooth expanse of her flawless bottom.
Molly continued stroking my shaft and I felt my tip slap against her tummy while she gently fondled my balls. She broke off the kiss long enough to take my ear between her lips and whisper. “I want to ride you.”
Her breath started a chain reaction starting with a jolt of electricity that raced along my neck down my spine and curled my toes in the soft sand. My cock impossibly hardened in her hand and I lowered myself to the ground before lying flat on my back.
The bonfire roared beside us and the heat had inspired a light sheen of perspiration over Molly’s hard body.
She dropped to her knees and slid her thigh over my cock before she ended up straddling me.
I felt her wetness on my stomach and she gripped me between her strong smooth thighs. My cock bounced against her ass and lower back while she settled her weight comfortably across my waist.
I ran my hands along her upper thighs feeling her muscles twitch and flex with every slight movement. I had never been so turned on in my life.
Molly dug her fingers into my muscular chest and pushed her hips backward as if seeking out my hard cock. As she did, she lowered her breasts into my face and I wrapped my lips around her engorged nipple.
I rolled my tongue around her areola while gently nibbling on her plump nipple.
Molly moaned and moved her hips forward and backward pushing her wet slit over my lower abdomen.
I felt my cock bounce off her firm ass cheeks before sliding deliciously into the deep valley of her ass crack. I rubbed Molly’s other nipple between my thumb and forefinger gently tugging while I slid my palm under the heavy swell of her breast.
Molly lifted her hips off my midsection and reached underneath her body before wrapping her hand around my shaft. She inched backward and aligned my tip with her swollen pink slit.
I slid my hands around Molly’s calves and watched while she lowered herself onto my head and dredged it upward until it made contact with her sweet pink clit.
I felt her heat on my cock and her soft slick wetness light up my pleasure centers. My cock twitched in her hand and I squeezed Molly’s calf muscles feeling them flex and contract under my hands.
Sweat beaded off Molly’s chest and a fat drop rolled between her breasts and over the tight wall of her abdominal muscles. Her engorged pink nipples glistened in the firelight and her face glowed under the starry night sky. She gazed down on me, her eyes filled with equal measures of love and desire.
I raised my hips and drove my cock into her exquisite tightness.
Her pussy muscles clenched my cock and she gasped before digging her nails deep into my chest.
We both watched as I sank my cock deeper into her pussy.
I savored every mind-numbing inch of her tight canal as I plowed into her.
“It’s so big.” She paused pulling in short shallow breaths while I felt my shaft flex and grow thicker inside her. Molly’s pussy twitched and contracted and she curled her toes in the sand squeezing her eyes shut.
I resisted the urge to force my cock deeper. Instead, I rubbed my way up Moly’s smooth legs and rested them on her inner thighs.
Molly inched lower taking more of my cock into her nearly virginal pussy. She grunted and held still. “It’s bigger than last time.”
I held steady and ran my hands back to her ass feeling her cheeks flex with each downward micro-movement. “It’s the same as before, Moll, but you’re making me harder this time.”
She pressed downward on my chest forcing her pert tits together before making the final push and taking my cock all the way inside her.
I felt every millimeter of her pussy writhe and twitch around the entirety of my shaft while I cupped her beautiful ass in my palms.
High overhead the dragon screeched and a second one, jade in color, joined the first. They circled high overhead while Molly and I made love under a blanket of stars.
She ground her hips forward and backward and I felt her pussy come alive around my shaft.
My cock throbbed and turned even harder while Molly closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
I slid my cock in and out of Molly’s pussy savoring the slow fuck with each tantalizing push.
Molly bounced up and down swiveling her hips in tight circles as a rapturous expression settled over her face. Her nipples stood erect and her body glistened with sweat. She reached up over her head and pulled her long hair off the back of her neck. Her toned arms and smooth skin heightened her already off-the-charts beauty.
We fucked harder and faster and I slammed my cock in and out of her with reckless abandon bottoming out with each driving thrust.
I cupped her ass cheeks guiding her hips downward deeper onto my cock and bucked my hips upward while my balls gently slapped against her ass.
A third dragon joined the first two, this one ivory and even bigger than the others.
Molly and I fucked in a fevered frenzy. Sweat glistened off our bodies while our skin slapped together in even rhythmic tones. Her moans rose above the roar of the fire and my own hard grunts came every time I pushed.
I felt the mother of all orgasms brewing deep in my balls and once it started, I wasn’t going to be able to stop. “Molly, I’m going to come.”
She leaned forward wrapping her feet around my ankles and finding my mouth with hers. We fucked faster our bodies sliding over each other in a fevered frenzied. My cock slid in and out of Molly’s pussy faster and hotter.
“Come inside me, Jack. You have to come inside me.” She pushed up off my chest, bit her lower lip and her face locked in ecstasy.
Her pussy twitched in rapid bursts and convulsed in waves lighting up my cock with indescribable pleasure. My orgasm hit Molly like a white-hot meteor. I blasted her fertile womb with heavy ropes of molten cum. I continued to pump as a river flowed from my balls and filled Molly with so much jizz I felt it leak from her canal and down my shaft.
Molly continued to grind me milking me of every drop of sweet nectar her pussy could swallow.
She sat atop me gasping for breath and high overhead the dragons roared.
From somewhere deep inside Molly’s womb, a tiny kernel of golden light glowed bright enough to shine through her body. The light strengthened and expanded outward before sheathing both our bodies her in rapturous light.
The bonfire flashed and a jet of fire launched skyward licking the air near the circling dragons.
Molly and I uncoupled and retrieved our robes while blue, gold, orange, and yellow flames danced inside the fire.
The dragons screeched and circled low in a near frenzy while Molly and I took each other's hands and held our breath.
From the heart of the fire came a faint chirping sound.
Molly and I exchanged a puzzled glance and inched closer.
The chirping sound grew louder and the fire suddenly dimmed.
“What’s this about?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” Molly said.
“Isn’t this part of the prophecy?”
“She told me to make sure we made love and you emptied your seed inside me.”
“Yeah. That sounds like something she’d say.”
Hand in hand, Molly and I walked to the edge of the diminished bonfire.
It had dwindled to the size of a normal campfire, and the chirping sound came loud and steady from beneath a glowing piece of timber.
I picked up the one end of the log where the fire hadn't touched and tossed it aside.
A tiny golden-scaled hatchling with bright black and gold eyes and a smile for a snout looked up at us and chirped. The tiny dragon flapped its little wings and went airborne. It circled the fire and descended landing with an awkward plop on my shoulder.
Molly giggled and stepped forward holding out her hand. “She’s adorable.”
The baby dragon hopped and landed in Molly’s open hand with a tumble.
“She’s got to practice that landing,” I said.
The dragon somersaulted in Molly’s hand before sitting upright. She looked between Molly and I and chirped.
“I think she’s hungry,” Molly said.
I reached out and stroked her tiny little head.
She nuzzled my finger adoringly.
“Moll, did we--
“Make her? Yeah. I’m pretty sure we did.”
When we looked up, the three dragons gathered around us and chirped while the baby danced excitedly hopping between our shoulders.
I grinned at Molly “Dragon father?”
She sighed and folded her arms over her chest. “More like dragon parents.”
“What do we do now?” I said
Molly took my hand in hers. “We pick a name and take her home...dad.”




Mother's Charms

An ornate carriage, pure black and trimmed with gold, trundled up the single lane road, coughing up a dust cloud in its wake.
I pushed myself up from the porch swing and mentally prepped for the moment I had dreaded for a month — meeting Lilly’s mother, Anna. I opened the screen door and found Lilly standing in the kitchen sipping a cup of tea. Her eyes looked heavy and tired and her hair more frazzled than her normal, put-together self.
Her grim expression told me everything I needed to know. “She’s here,” I said.
Lilly set aside the tea and gazed at me, her eyes tinged with anxiety. “Izzy and Molly?”
“Are gone,” I said. “They took Astrid with them.”
Lilly nodded once and inhaled a long, deep breath. “I’m not sure I can do this.”
I strode up to her and pulled her into a tight hug. “We’ve got this. I’ll tell her.”
Lilly wrapped her arms around my neck and sighed. “No. It’s my decision, and she’s my mother. But don’t go anywhere, okay?”
I stepped back and gripped her by the shoulders. “Are you sure you’re up to this? The morning sickness—
“Is under control,” she said. “Izzy brewed the tea especially for nausea.”
“Right,” I said.
She offered me a weak smile, checked her hair in the mirror, and walked out the back door.
We stood together on the porch and watched the carriage turn up the drive to our farm.
“Jack, there something you need to know about my mother.”
My palms suddenly turned sweaty. I didn’t like the tone of her voice. “Such as?”
“Don’t be put off by her appearance,” Lilly said. “She’s a witch.”
Despite the cool fall afternoon, a bead of sweat rolled down my temple. “As in she’s ugly?”
Lilly shook her head. “As in she doesn’t age like you and I.”
Adrenaline washed through my body, leaving my legs the consistency of cold, day-old gravy. “You could’ve mentioned this earlier.”
The carriage came to a stop near the stable, and a good-looking young man with blond hair and a strong, clean-shaven jawline leaped from the driver’s seat and reached for the carriage door.
“I wasn’t sure how to tell you,” she said.
The driver opened the door and held out his hand.
A woman who defied my every expectation took the driver’s hand and stepped from the carriage.
Anna Matsen wore a long black silk dress with a plunging V-shaped neckline. Her cleavage, bountiful and deep, jiggled as she took the two short steps and reached the ground.
She wore a pair of long black gloves and a wide-brimmed black hat complete with a lace veil. Her skin was smooth and creamy, like freshly smelted porcelain. Her ocean blue eyes were unlike any I had ever seen. They were haunting, exotic, and looked as if they could pierce my soul.
But despite her beauty, there were two striking attributes about Anna Matsen that rose above all else. The first was her hair. It was dark, like mine, and more than a little unusual among residents of the Emerald Plain. Anna had pulled most of her hair back off her neckline in what I imagined was a bun that was well-hidden beneath her enormous hat.
The second major revelation about Anna was her age. Lilly was right. She didn’t look a day older than Lilly. In fact, they could have passed for sisters.
“She can’t be your mother,” I said under my breath. “Did she have you when she was twelve?”
“Jack, I told you, she’s a witch. They live a long time and age slowly.”
I swallowed the lump in my throat as Anna Matsen approached with her driver in tow.
“How old is she?” I asked not sure I wanted to know the answer.
“I have no idea,” she said.
“Lilly,” Anna said, smiling. She opened her arms wide as she stepped onto the back porch.
Lilly embraced her mother in a quick, emotionless hug before stepping back. “It’s good to see you, mother.”
Anna paused and inspected her daughter from head to toe before her eyes subtly widened. A heartbeat later, she regained her composure. The incident was quick, lasting only a moment, but I had noticed, and it was unsettling.
Anna turned her attention on me. Her eyes narrowed, and she pursed her lips, gazing at me like a predator ready to pounce. “Are you going to introduce me to your handsome young friend?”
“Mother, this is Jack,” Lilly said.
She held out her hand, not in a handshake but with her hand draped toward me, palm down. “It’s a pleasure… Jack.”
I didn’t know what to do. Was I supposed to kiss her hand or shake it? The move knocked me off balance, and I decided to sort of awkwardly grab it and briefly shake. “It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Matsen.”
“Please, sweetling, call me Anna.” She took off her hat and handed it to the blond stud standing a few feet behind her. She didn’t bother introducing him, as it apparently wasn’t important. She had styled her hair in an intricate weave piled high atop her head. I imagined her hair would be quite long once undone.
I cleared my throat and forced a thin smile. “Sure thing, Anna.”
She raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow. “Does Jack have a last name?”
It wasn’t the first time someone had asked, and the truth was I didn’t know my last name. But I had invented one for occasions just like this. “Parker, ma’am. It’s Jack Parker.”
She bit lightly on her lower lip and ran her eyes over me from head to toe. “I can’t say I know any Parker’s.”
“Well, you do now,” Lilly said. “Please, mother, come in.”
Anna glanced toward the house with a look of disdain and nodded. “Max certainly had a flair for the simple life.”
Max was Lilly’s first husband who died serving the rangers. Anna bringing him up was no doubt meant to needle her daughter.
“Thank you, mother,” Lilly said, her tone curt. “I don’t need the trappings of anything ostentatious, such as a gaudy, overdone plantation,” Lilly said countering with a jab at her mother.
Lilly held the door open and Anna walked in, leaving the blond driver standing on the back porch holding her hat.
Lilly and I following in her wake. She gazed around the kitchen but pursed her lips before she could volley with another verbal salvo. Anna’s gaze lingered on me and I caught her gaze settling on the front of my pants.
“Please, come sit in the front room,” Lilly said.
Anna followed her daughter into the front room, and I followed Anna. She gazed at me over her shoulder, her lips curled into a slight, teasing smile.
What game was she playing? The thoughts of her casting some strange spell on me left me feeling more than a little unsettled. I stared ahead blankly, choosing not to react.
Anna settled onto the loveseat and Lilly sat in the rocking chair across from her. I moved to sit next to Lilly, but Anna stopped me before I sat down.
“Jack, why don’t you come sit over here next to me?” She patted the sofa, and I briefly glanced at a horrified Lilly.
Cold sweat trickled down my back while I took up the seat next to Anna. I sat stiffly with my hands on my lap, but my perverted side had other ideas. My gaze drifted toward Anna’s sublime cleavage, and I caught a hint of her black lace brassiere beneath the folds of her dress. Her creamy, flawless tits dove into a shadowy nirvana I would have given my right nut to more thoroughly inspect.
Anna inched closer to me, her perfect tits jiggling with the effort. She pressed her thigh against mine and I found it a struggle to breathe.
Despite everything, my cock lurched in my pants and I fought back a strong desire to dive head-first down Anna’s bodice.
Anna took my hand in hers and placed it on her lap. “Now, why don’t you tell me how long you and my daughter have been courting?”
Lilly gasped, and I went rigid. This wasn’t going at all like I imagined. Anna Matsen was supposed to be an old, gray-haired battle axe, with old-fashioned values and a judgmental disposition. Not this seductress who could see right through me. Anna stroked the back of my hand with her thumb and my cock grew even harder, threatening to tent out my thin cotton pants.
Was I going to lie or tell the truth?
“Mother, I don’t think that’s an appropriate question,” Lilly said.
Anna intertwined her fingers with mine and continued to stroke my hand. “Darling, I’m not blind. I see what’s going on here.”
“A month,” I blurted out. “I came to Lilly’s farm seven months ago and we only recently started courting.”
Anna frowned and curled her lips into a pout. “Tsk-tsk, Jack. Lilly was very much engaged. Do you normally go around seducing engaged women?” Despite the harshness of her words, she didn’t look angry. But she didn’t look like the type of woman who wore her emotions on her sleeve.
“Mother, you know full well that you arranged my marriage to Eric Ericson,” Lilly said. “I didn’t and don’t love the man.”
“Yet, you were planning to marry him until Jack came along.” Anna traced the vein bulging along my forearm with her long, polished fingernail.
My cock raged and despite her torching my character, she was driving me crazy with lust.
Anna crossed one leg over the other and I felt her toe press against my calf.
I didn’t move, but my cock didn’t get the memo and noticeably moved in my pants.
“It doesn’t matter, mother,” Lilly said. “I don’t love Eric Ericson, and I will not marry him. Not now. Not ever. How could you want me to marry a man who physically assaulted me?”
“Maybe his instincts were spot on? After all, you and Jack were carrying on right under his nose.” She moved her toe up and down over my calf. I had no doubt that it was intentional.
Lilly sighed. “What do you want from me?”
Anna tilted her head to one side as if considering. “For now, I want you to come to the plantation.” Anna pushed her thigh harder against mine and I felt her tickle the inside of my palm with her little finger.
“Why?” Lilly asked.
“Isn’t it enough to come visit your mother?” Anna asked. “Don’t worry. You can bring Jack along with you.” She ran her hand along my shoulder and squeezed my bicep.
“What’s wrong with you staying here? We’re visiting now, aren’t we?” Lilly folded her arms over her chest and glared.
“Please, there’s no room in this shabby little farmhouse,” she said.
Lilly frowned. “Aren’t you staying here tonight?”
Anna laughed condescendingly. “Do you really think I’d stay here?” She wrapped her arm all the way around mine and drew herself closer. “I’m staying with Elsa tonight and heading home first thing in the morning.”
Lilly’s face turned red. “The answer is no. I’ll not visit you in Murray. Not now, and maybe not ever. Goodbye, mother.” Lilly stood and stormed off toward her bedroom before she slammed the door shut behind her.
Anna and I sat alone on the sofa. She unfurled herself from my body and stood. Clearly, she was trying to bait her daughter with her actions, and it had worked.
She shot me an icy glare. “Make her change her mind,” she said. “You have until tomorrow.”
I didn’t need to be a genius to recognize a threat when I heard one. What would she do if I couldn’t convince Lilly?
For the rest of the evening, Lilly wasn’t in the mood to discuss anything related to her mother. Anna’s threat loomed heavy on my mind, but I didn’t know how to get through to Lilly. Izzy and Molly had taken Astrid to Molly’s hunting cabin, so I couldn’t rely on their help either.
By the time we went to bed, Lilly wrapped my arms tighter around her chest and drifted off to sleep. Maybe I could get through to her over breakfast?
I spent the next hour tossing and turning, replaying Anna’s word over in my mind. Finally, I drifted off into a restless sleep.
◆◆◆
 
Soft, warm hands massaged my shoulders before moving to the back of my neck. I was sitting naked cross-legged atop a large heart-shaped bed topped with red satin sheets and piles of matching heart-shaped pillows. Red satin curtains and floor-to-ceiling mirrors covered most of the four walls. A heart-shaped mirror cut to match the bed hung from the ceiling over us. Two dozen lit candles lined tables, shelves, and even the fireplace mantle. A warm fire crackled in a nearby hearth, and I wondered where I’d dreamed up this room. Had it come from my life before Glenn?
I felt nipples and breasts dragging across my upper back while warm breath tickled the inside of my ear.
“Good evening, my sweet prince,” the Prophet said.
“That feels amazing. Please don’t stop.” I closed my eyes, and waves of relaxation washed over me.
The Prophet slid one hand down my chest while she used the other to run her fingers through my hair, gently massaging my scalp. Her large breasts straddled my neck, one each resting on each of my broad shoulders.
My cock, already rigid, twitched and flexed. By now, I knew the drill. She would send me on some insane quest, but maybe if I didn’t bring it up, we could enjoy each other a few minutes longer.
“You’re very tight,” she said while deep massaging my pectoral muscles.
Her tits rolled over my shoulders and I felt her nipple graze my ear. “Mmm…”
She dragged her nipples down my back and her fingers to my temples.
She gently rubbed my head in slow clockwise circles. “You’re getting used to my visits?”
“I don’t want you to leave,” I said.
The Prophet wrapped her legs around my waist and settled her feet in my lap. She squeezed her breasts flat against my back. “Then come find me, my love.”
My cock stood straight up, defying the law of gravity. I ran my fingertips along her inner thighs where they wrapped around my waist. Her smooth, flawless skin felt warm and inviting, and I felt her slick wetness press against my lower back.
She wrapped her tiny feet around my big swollen cock and gently stroked. Her red toenail polish glimmered beneath the room’s warm candle light.
My engorged purple cock head looked striking against her smooth porcelain skin. A thick vein pulsed along my swollen shaft while her toes swirled over my engorged tip. Precum oozed from my tip and worked itself between her tiny massaging toes.
I groaned while the Prophet kissed the nape of my neck. She smelled of jasmine with a hint of lavender, and my head swooned. “Please tell me you came for the sex alone.”
“I came for the sex, it’s true but you already know the answer to the rest,” she said.
“Anna Matsen?”
“Yes, my sweet.” She ran the tip of her tongue over my outer ear and her warm breath brushed the back of my neck.
“What must I do?” I ran my palms along her creamy thighs, over her knees and behind her smooth flawless calves.
“You must bring her under your control.” She gently probed inside my ear while she continued to work my shaft up and down with her feet.
“How much time do I have?”
“Winter’s first kiss is in three days,” she said. “You have until the stroke of midnight.”
Three days? That was all but impossible. “How do I subdue a witch?”
“Isn’t it obvious by now, Harem Master?” She unwrapped herself from my body and gently pushed me back on the bed.
The Prophet crawled over the top of me, her big breasts swaying as she went. She wore her long dark hair up in a makeshift bun with errant wisps falling down over her neck and face. Her hazel eyes danced with lust and she smiled wantonly before she straddled my upper thighs.
I waited for her to answer, but when she didn’t, I prodded for more information. “It’s not obvious to me.”
She ran her fingers over my glistening shaft and edged forward until her wet slit kissed my swollen ball sack. “You seduce her, my love.” She leaned all the way down and kissed me softly on the lips while her breasts dragged lightly over my chest. “But don’t let her charm you first. Do you understand?” She opened her mouth, and our tongues met.
She tasted of cinnamon and honey and I kissed her deeply pulling her tongue into my mouth probing her lips and kneading the sweet flesh of her breasts in my palms. Her hard nipples popped in and out between my fingertips while I squeezed and fondled, exploring under her heavy, full breasts.
“She’s a witch,” I said between kisses.
“And a very, very dangerous witch,” the Prophet said. “You must have your wits about you, my sweet prince.” She kissed me again, harder this time, and sucked my tongue deep inside her mouth.
I slid my hands over her tits and down to the sweet curves of her hips. I ground my hips forward and guided my cock into the deep crevice between her hour-glass ass cheeks.
The Prophet pushed her hips back, letting my cock slide in and out of her ass crack while her big tits dragged across my chest. We continued to kiss, hot and hungry. She ran her hands through my hair and I felt her warm breath tickle my upper lip while her lips and tongue explored every inch of my open mouth.
I slipped my cock deeper into the folds of her ass and ground against her in an even steady rhythm. My cock swelled, and I felt the first inklings of an orgasm rumble in my balls.
The Prophet raised her hips off my thighs and reached beneath her until she found my cock slapping against her ass cheeks.
Was she finally going to fuck me? My already elevated heart rate intensified, and I moved my hands to her tits while she sat upright, straddling me.
I kneaded her tits, tweaking her fat pink nipples between my fingers.
She gazed down on me, her dark hair spilled over my chest in soft flowing curls. Her hazel eyes glittered with lust, and her full pink lips curled into a soft smile. The Prophet pushed my cock forward and flattened it against the hard muscles of my abdominal wall. She leaned forward, placing her hands on the satin sheets near my head and her big tits spilled into my face.
I hungrily sucked on one of her fat nipples while I felt her wet slit glide along the length of my shaft. I groaned and moved to her other nipple pulling it between my teeth while she rode my cock sliding my shaft deeper into her warm wet trench.
Her lips wrapped deliciously around my cock and she worked her hips forward and backward, sliding along my pole. The Prophet buried her head in my shoulder, and I heard her soft moans in my ear. With each pass, her clit rubbed against my fat tip and her juices ran like a river over my shaft and balls.
I grabbed hold of her cheeks and squeezed before thrusting forward and matching her rapid rhythm stroke for stroke. Every few passes, my cock caught on the edge of her tight hole before it slipped out and ran over her swollen clit.
The Prophet’s moans grew louder, and she grabbed two fistfuls of my hair a moment before goosebumps flared over back and her pussy shuddered. She nibbled my ear and spoke softly in my ear. “Come and take me, my sweet boy.”
With two hard pumps, my balls blasted out a massive orgasm. A white-hot stream of jizz splattered across the soft swells of the Prophet’s tummy before the world faded away.
I found myself back in our bedroom in Glenn. I was on my knees with my cock buried deep inside Lilly’s tight pussy. She was on her hands and knees, ass up, doggy-style while I pumped her full of thick ropes of cum.
Lily was in the throes of her own orgasm, grinding her hips in tight circles with her head thrown back and her expression locked in ecstasy. Her groans were loud and long. We were alone on the farm and she let herself go. It was a rare treat.
Her big tits hung deliciously from her chest and jiggled every time I pumped another load into her womb. She rocked back and forth on my shaft while I watched my glistening rod enter and exit her tight pussy. Cum leaked from her hole and coated my shaft before dripping in long strings down onto the sheets.
As our intensity waned, I held my cock still inside her and felt her pussy muscles roll in waves over my cock. I shuddered and my cock throbbed inside her before I came to a complete stop.
Lilly dropped to her elbows but kept her perfect ass held high.
When I pulled out, thick globs of jizz spilled from her hole and dribbled down her inner thigh. If she wasn’t already pregnant, that load surely would have done it.
We laid back on the bed, side-by-side, naked. Sweat glistened off Lilly’s chest, and her long golden hair spilled down over her shoulders. She had grown the subtlest of baby bumps and I placed my palm there, rubbing it gently with my fingertips. With her naked, the bump was easy to see, but not yet big enough to show in public. But soon enough that would change. Our time in Glenn was almost over whether or not Lilly wanted to admit it.
“What’s got into you?” Lilly glanced over at me, her tits heaving while she recovered her breath. “It was like you had never had me before.”
“It was another dream.” I had come clean with Lilly regarding the entire sordid experience from the beginning to the end. She knew everything and was as on board as she could be. Although, she didn’t like to hear me make love to Molly or Izzy unless she joined in herself. She also didn’t much enjoy hearing about the Prophet. But I was through lying or even holding back from her unless the situation warranted it. In this case, since the dream and the quest involved her mother, I wanted to hold back. I wanted to protect her, but hadn’t Lilly just stood up to her mother? She was a grown woman and could handle the truth.
“Oh,” was all she said. “What did she want?”
Dream or not, she didn’t enjoy hearing about my sexual escapades that involved other women, and I had a feeling her mother enjoyed exploiting Lilly’s insecurities. “It’s about your mother.”
She propped herself up on her elbow, and her right tit jiggled nicely before forming a perfect globe. “Please tell me you don’t have to have sex with my mother.”
I badly wanted to have sex with Anna Matsen, and given the chance, I certainly would. But I didn’t want to hurt Lilly’s feelings. I decided on a diversionary tactic. “Lill, your mother wants us to visit her in Murray. That’s what she told me after you left us earlier today. She said we have until morning to pack our bags and go with her. Her tone wasn’t friendly.”
Lilly ran her fingers over my chest and stared intently into my eyes. “What do you think we should do?”
“Well, I think your mother is borderline crazy, and I don’t feel comfortable going anywhere with her. Especially not when you’re pregnant. By the way, who was that guy with her?”
Lilly shrugged. “She’s always had men falling all over her.” She laid her head on my chest and wrapped her arm around me. “I don’t trust her either.”
“I think we should go to Molly’s hunting cabin and lie low. She’ll never find us up there.” To fulfill the prophecy, I had to go after Anna, but there was no need to drag Lilly into it. Besides, I didn’t trust what Anna might do to Lilly. “We can stay there all winter.”
“What about the farm?” she asked.
“Lill, I think it’s time to sell the farm and move on. People will notice both yours and Izzy’s bumps very soon.”
She sighed and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Yes. I was going to mention the same to you. We can’t stay in Glenn.”
I drew her in tight and kissed the top of her head. “We’ll leave for the cabin at first light. I’ll come back and deal with the farm after I get you settled.”
She sighed contentedly. “I love you Jack.”
“I love you too, Lill.”
We drifted off together and I held Lilly tight before sleep finally took me.
◆◆◆
 
When I woke, my head throbbed, and the bed was empty. I jerked upright and my head pulsed with sharp pain. I touched a lump behind my ear, and rivulets of exquisite pain rifled down to my toes. “Lilly.” I tried to yell, but it hurt too much. Instead, I swung my feet over the bed and reached for my clothes. I had a sinking feeling that I wouldn’t find Lilly anywhere on the farm.
A quick search proved me right. She was missing, but her things weren’t. Someone had snatched her in the wee hours of the morning, and I had a pretty good idea of who that someone was. My situation had just gone from bad to dreadful. What was Anna going to do with Lilly? Force her to marry Ericson? Once she discovered the pregnancy—
The revelation hit me like a thunderbolt. Anna knew Lilly was pregnant. She had known the second she saw her. I recalled the subtle shift in her eyes the moment she first looked at her daughter. “Shit,” I said aloud and my head pounded in protest.
By now, Lilly was halfway to Murray and even if I wanted to chase them down, I didn’t have the slightest idea where Anna Matsen lived, or a plan to not only get Lilly back but bring Anna under my control. Right now, I needed to reach Izzy and Molly and let them know what happened. They were the only people I trusted, and they might offer me some insight into how I could go about defeating Anna Matsen. Anyway, Izzy was Anna’s niece. Maybe she could talk some sense into the older woman.
I packed a bag, put out a week’s worth of feed for the livestock, and saddled up Sugar.
◆◆◆
 
By midafternoon, I reached Molly’s hunting cabin. Molly and our dragon, Astrid, were nowhere to be seen. But I found Izzy inside the cabin, stretched out on the couch reading a book.
I threw open the screen door and let it slam shut behind me.
Izzy jerked up from the couch and the book tumbled from her hands. She turned toward me, eyes wide and mouth open. “Prophet’s hell, Jack. Are you trying to give me a heart attack?”
“Sorry, Izz. I’m worried.” I tossed aside my backpack and started pacing the room detailing the previous day's events including my visit from the Prophet.
Izzy sat on the couch and calmly listened to my entire tirade without a single interruption. After I finished, she spoke. “Are you worried that Anna will hurt Lilly?”
“Well, yes,” I said. “Aren’t you?”
“Anna Matsen may be a lot of things, but she’s not about to hurt her pregnant daughter. This is about her controlling the situation. She’s angry at Lilly, but even more angry with you. She wants to get her daughter as far away from you as she can.”
“So, you’re saying she doesn’t like me?” I grinned sheepishly.
Izzy rolled her eyes. “You should worry more about how you will control Anna than about Lilly’s safety.”
“If I control Anna, then I complete the prophecy. As a bonus, I get our girl back.”
Izzy stood and started pacing the room with me. “We have to find some leverage on Anna.” She stopped, rubbed her chin and frowned.
“If only she could get to know me,” I said. “Then she could see how truly charming I really am.”
Izzy’s eyes widened, and she snapped her fingers. “That’s it.”
This was why I loved Izzy so much. She was smart as a whip. “What’s cooking in that pretty, scheming head of yours?”
“A charm spell,” she said.
“A what?”
“A charm spell. It’s a spell witches cast to take control of someone.”
“Izz, I’m not a witch and as far as I know, you aren’t either.” I perched on the edge of the couch and watched her pace.
“No, but my mother has access to a charm spell. I’m sure of it,” she said.
“Elsa? You think she’ll give me a charm spell to use against her own sister?” I frowned. “I’m all for a sibling rivalry but that might be stretching it, don’t you think?”
She shrugged. “My mother is as unpredictable as she is beautiful.”
I recalled Elsa’s sparkling, low-cut dress from the Harvest Dance. I could’ve submerged myself in her milky cleavage and soft creamy skin for a week. “So, what do I do? Just go up and ask her?”
“Sure,” she said. “Why not?”
The front door burst open, and a mud-soaked Molly rushed through. When she saw me, a wide smile broke across her face. “Jack! When did you get here?”
Astrid floated through the door after her. The baby dragon fluttered and zoomed in a tight circle around Molly.
“She thinks she’s so funny.” Molly folded her arms over her chest and glared at Astrid. “Next time you lead me into a mud hole, I’ll cook you for dinner.”
“Clothes off,” Izzy said. “I just spent an hour scraping your muddy prints off the hardwood.”
Molly shrugged and unfastened her vest before shucking it off and tossing it out the front door. Next, she shimmied out of her leather pants until all that remained was… Molly. Her body was lithe and smooth, her curves sleek and fast. Molly was a racehorse, and I loved to ride her. She doffed off her boots until all that remained was the mud on her face and arms. Molly’s perky tits bounced and jiggled before springing back into place.
“Happy?”
“I know I am,’ I said.
Molly giggled, and Izzy rolled her eyes. “To the water closet,” Izzy said. “Now.”
Molly tiptoed naked through the house and as she slipped past me, I smacked her tight little ass.
She squealed and raced ahead while Astrid perched on my shoulder and nuzzled my hair.
I picked up the dragon and put her in my palm, stroking her spine. She curled into a tight ball and dozed off.
Izzy watched Molly enter the water closet, and Molly didn’t bother shutting the door.
“What happened to the shy, curvy Molly Bell we knew a few weeks ago? She’s been replaced by this… this tomboy.” Izzy stared toward Molly, shaking her head.
“Well, it turns out the curves were fake and so was the personality. Her mother said that young men don’t go for skinny girls that like to hunt and fish. So, she built padding into her dresses, made her wear makeup and work at a dress shop. Molly said that her mother called her intimidating, so she acted like a shy, innocent schoolgirl.”
“Hmmm….” Izzy gazed toward the water closet. “I can’t decide which version I like better.”
“I heard that,” Molly said from the water closet.
“One day, she simply had enough.” I said. “She told Gunner to get lost, and the rest is history.”
Molly reappeared, naked and free of mud. She ran up to me and threw her arms around my shoulders, careful not to disturb Astrid. She gave me a big kiss using plenty of tongue and grinned. “I missed you.”
Astrid awakened, flapped her wings, and perched on my shoulder. “She knows she can’t do that forever. Right?”
“She knows lots of things.” Molly released herself from me and slinked toward the bedroom, talking as she went. “I think she can even do magic.”
My gaze fastened on Molly’s spectacular ass. How her mother could think a goddess like that was too skinny was beyond comprehension. “Magic?”
Izzy and I followed Molly into the bedroom while she rummaged through her dresser drawers.
“Yeah.” She slipped on a pair of skintight trousers minus the panties. “A boar charged me from the brush and Astrid’s eyes turned gold, the air shimmered and wobbled, and for a second I thought the boar would run headfirst into an invisible wall.”
“Did it stop the boar?” Izzy asked.
“Nope. It didn’t even slow down.” Molly slipped on a baggy shirt with a wide-open V-neck and no bra. “I was ready to side-step and hack the boar with my knife when Astrid flew straight at me and knocked me back into a mudhole.”
Astrid glanced at Molly with big soft eyes and let out a small whimper.
Molly’s shoulder sagged. “It’s okay. You were just trying to save me. Weren’t you?”
Astrid flew over to Molly and perched on her shoulder before nuzzling her neck.
Molly kissed the dragon on top of her snout, and I swore I heard Astrid purr like a cat.
“Jack, you must be starving,” Izzy said.
“A quick bite and then I have to go,” I said.
Astrid flapped wildly and circled my head, screeching in short halting chirps.
“She wants to go with you,” Molly said.
“With me? She can’t,” I said. “I have to go back to Glenn.”
Molly frowned. “I was hoping we could play a little first.”
“I’ll fill you in over dinner,” I said.
Astrid chirped and wailed, buzzing around me at faster and faster speeds.
“She’s not going to let this go, is she?”
Izzy and Molly answered at the same time. “Nope.”
“All right, you can do, but when we’re around anybody you have to stay in my pack. Got it?”
Astrid landed on my shoulder and licked me across the cheek. She seemed to smile, revealing her gleaming white, needle-sharp fangs.
“Aww…,” Molly said. “See Astrid. I told you he’s a sucker for crying.” Molly frowned. “Maybe my mother was right after all?”
The three of us, well I should say the four of us, ate dinner, and I filled Molly in on the whole mess starting with Anna’s visit.
After dinner, Molly slipped onto my lap and intentionally squeezed her ass along my already hard shaft. “Can’t you at least stay the night?” Molly said. “Izzy and I flipped for who gets your load and I won.”
“Ha, ha. Hilarious.” As tempting as that sounded, I couldn’t leave Lilly imprisoned while I enjoyed the fruits of Molly and Izzy’s sinfully delicious bodies.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and peppered me with kisses while she ground her ass into my cock.
My cock expanded, stiffened fully and pressed hard into her delicious curves. “Moll, I can’t.”
“Looks like someone has a hard problem.” She slipped her tongue in my mouth and started to grind.
“Lilly’s in trouble,” I told her between kisses. “You and I both know that she needs me.”
Molly sighed. “I know, I know… you’re right.” She climbed from my lap and gazed down at my tent pole. “Sorry about that.”
I stood, and Izzy entered the room carrying a satchel. “I packed you a meal.” She handed it to me before I pulled her into a kiss.
“Thanks, Izz. You’re the best.” I gazed into her eyes and pushed away an errant lock of her hair. I saw something in her expression I hadn’t seen before — fear.
Izzy’s eyes glistened, and she pulled me into a tight hug. “Be careful, Jack. I love you very much.”
Izzy wasn’t the type for mushy sentiment and now, for the first time, I was actually frightened. I ran my hands along her back and squeezed her tight. “I love you too. Don’t worry. I’ll be fine.”
She pulled away long enough to kiss me long and hard.
When I went to collect my pack, I heard a slight chirping sound coming from inside.
I opened the flap, and Astrid poked her head out. Her big black and gold eyes glistened. She pinned her ears back like she was in trouble, and I didn’t have the heart to tell her she couldn’t come.
“Looks like I have a stowaway.” I rubbed her head. “You sure she’ll be okay, Molly? I suck at hunting so I can’t feed her like you can.”
“She knows how to hunt rabbits and squirrels all on her own.” Molly knelt by Astrid and smiled. “Don’t you, Astrid?”
Astrid chirped and spun around in the pack while flapping her wings.
“Okay, okay. You win,” I said.
Astrid fluttered out of the pack and perched on my shoulder.
I closed up the satchel and picked it up. “Remember, when we go anywhere with other people nearby, you have to get inside. Okay?”
Astrid chirped and nuzzled my neck.
I said my goodbyes to Izzy and Molly before saddling up Sugar and making my way toward Glenn.
◆◆◆
 
I reached the outskirts of the village before dawn and ate Izzy’s meal while I let Astrid roam. I thought about the best way to convince Elsa to give me the charm.
By the time the sun rose, I was on my way to Elsa’s shop without the faintest clue of how to even start the conversation. When I passed through the village square, I found her shop closed up tight.
Elsa lived in a small apartment above her shop. I climbed the back stairway and knocked on her door.
“Just a second,” I heard Elsa’s sweet, sing-song voice through the door.
When she opened, her eyes widened with surprise. “Jack?” She frowned. “My shop isn’t open yet, sweetling.”
Elsa was a petite woman with long red hair that flowed halfway down her back. I wasn’t used to seeing her without her hair pulled into a tight bun, and the look suited her. Her shiny hair had looping, lollipop curls throughout and without the heavy makeup she normally wore, she was a strikingly beautiful woman. A patch of freckles crisscrossed a button nose and her full pink lips looked even more luscious without lipstick. For the first time, I noted her lovely aquamarine eyes.
She wore a long, heavy white-cotton robe with what looked like an equally long nightgown beneath. Her large breasts pushed the robe’s limits, and I couldn’t help but imagine the wonders that laid beneath.
“I came to see you, Elsa,” I said.
She looked past me. “Are you with one of your girls?”
One of my girls? Was Elsa onto us? “No. I’m here alone. I need to talk to you. It’s important.”
“Of course.” She opened the door wide and let me in.
Elsa’s apartment looked straight out of a girl’s dollhouse. There were lace doilies, dolls, silk curtains, and pink and white pillows piled high on a white sofa. Sketches and paintings done in soft pastel shades of yellow, blue, pink, and green hung on the walls. A hot pink floor rug covered most of her sitting room. Even the grandfather clock had a feminine touch with a pair of rag dolls sitting on top.
Elsa pulled her robe tight and smiled at me. “I must look scary enough to raise the dead.”
The truth was, she looked fifteen years younger than the last time I saw her, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. I remember Izzy telling me that Elsa had her when she was only sixteen, which made Elsa a very young looking forty-four. “You look beautiful.” I settled my pack on the ground near the door. Astrid was curled inside, sound asleep, and I hoped she stayed that way.
Elsa’s cheeks turned bright red, and she averted her gaze. “Stop or my head won’t fit through the door. Can I get you some tea or coffee?”
“Some tea would be nice,” I said.
“Have a seat,” she said. “I won’t be but a minute.”
I found the one spot on the edge of a loveseat not covered by pillows and listened to the grandfather clock tick while Elsa prepared the tea.
She reappeared a few minutes later carrying a white tray complete with a teapot and matching cups, all covered in a pink rose pattern. Her robe had fallen slightly open, and when she leaned over to prepare the tea, I spied a glimpse down her top.
I drank in the soft swell of her creamy breasts. Their shifting jiggle let me know that Elsa was not wearing a bra. My cock also took notice and unfurled inside my underwear. “Thank you.”
Elsa moved aside a few pillows and sat on an overstuffed chair next to me. When she sat, our knees practically touched while she centered her teacup and saucer on her lap. “Your visiting me at such an early hour will cause quite the scandal.” She didn’t look upset, rather she smiled flirtatiously while she sipped on her tea.
“I’m sorry for bothering you this early. But it’s important.”
“Important enough to tear you away from Lilly, Molly, and my sweet Izzy?” She raised an eyebrow and the smile spread from her eyes to her lips.
“I… I—
Elsa patted my knee. “Jack, I’m not such a prude. I’ve known for quite some time, and I certainly can tell when my own daughter is with child.”
I coughed and nearly spit out my tea halfway through a swallow. I set the teacup down and felt the blood rush from my face. “Did she tell you?”
“After a spell,” Elsa said. “I’m her mother, baby. Mothers have a way of knowing these things.” She squeezed my knee affectionately. “Your secret is safe with me, but it won’t be much longer until that cat is well out of the bag.”
I hadn’t given Elsa nearly enough credit. She was a woman well ahead of her time. “Thank you. Your daughter will never want for a thing. I promise.”
“On a farmhand’s salary?” She sipped her tea. “I think not.”
My stomach churned, and I felt a trickle of sweat roll down my back. I hadn’t even got around to the charm, and already I was on the ropes. “There’s more to my story,” I said, not knowing what else to say.
“I imagine there’s more to your story than even you know.”
Elsa didn’t look upset, but she was definitely holding out on me. I needed to get the conversation back on track. “Speaking of Izzy,” I started. “She told me you might help me with something.” I cleared my throat.
“That’s quite vague, sweetling. Could you be a bit more specific?” Elsa inched forward and her knees pressed snuggly against mine.
“A charm spell,” I said, spitting it out. “I need one.”
Elsa’s mouth formed an O-shape, and she leaned back against a wall of pillows. “Whatever for?”
My cheeks burned, and I felt trapped. How could I tell her I wanted to use it on her sister? “I’d rather not say.”
Elsa didn’t flinch. “Now that, I can understand. But tell me, Jack, why would a man already so charming need to cast a spell?” She squeezed my knee and let her hand linger.
I swallowed the lump in my throat and reached for my teacup. “Apparently not everyone finds me as charming as you.”
She laughed, and when she did, her big soft tits jiggled beneath her nightgown. “Apparently not.”
I sipped my tea and waited for her to speak.
Elsa studied me for a long time before she spoke again. “You know, Jack. I figured out who you remind me of.”
The short hair on my neck prickled. “Oh?”
She smiled coyly. “Years ago, my sister Anna and I visited York to witness the arrival of the Winter King. He was meeting with our young Queen Helena to discuss an alliance. We had long heard about the handsome and dashing young king, so we decided to see him for ourselves.”
“Why do they call him the Winter King?”
She looked puzzled. “Haven’t you ever heard of The Winter Territories?”
“There’s a lot I can’t remember,” I answered honestly.
“You should see a healer, sweetling.” She rubbed my knee, moving her hand nearly up to my thigh. “I have a few remedies that might help.”
The sexual innuendo didn’t slip past me, and my cock responded accordingly.
“Anyway, when I saw the king, the rumors didn’t do him justice. Anna and I both agreed. He was the most man we had ever seen. Anna seemed obsessed with winning his favor while I merely wanted to jump his bones.”
I stared at her, my jaw agape. I couldn’t believe what was coming out of Elsa’s mouth.
She set her teacup down. “You, my sweetling, are his spitting image.” She narrowed her eyes and leaned forward, showing me even more of her deep cleavage. “In fact, I’d go so far to say that you are even more handsome and dashing than good King Thorp.” She placed both hands on my knees and leaned so far forward it took her all the way out of her seat.
I gazed all the way down her nightgown and saw her big creamy tits topped by nipples so stiff and hard they could have cut glass. My heart raced, and my cock hardened to the max. I sat back an inch and watched her tits sway and jiggle as she inched closer.
Elsa rubbed along my thighs until her fingers settled on the buttons to my trouser. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with a man.” She kissed me softly on my lips. “I’ll give you that charm afterward….”
She let the word hang in the air between us. I offered the slightest nod before Elsa stood upright and held out her hand. “Come with me, sweetling, I won’t bite… too hard.” She grinned coyly.
I took her hand. Just like Elsa’s personality, it felt soft and warm. She slipped her fingers inside mine before guiding me to her bedroom.
Elsa’s bedroom decor matched the rest of her house. Her bed was pink, fluffy, and soft. A variety of dolls rested on her dresser, desk, and dressing table. She hadn’t made her bed from last night, but still, it barely looked disturbed.
Elsa perched on the edge of her bed and gazed up and down my body hungrily. “I like to watch,” her tiny feet didn’t even reach the floor.
Fucking Elsa wasn’t exactly a sacrifice. She was a gorgeous woman, but one who I had never considered beyond her role as an aunt and mother. But right now, I was diamond hard, and the thought of railing Izzy’s mom made my head swoon. I couldn’t wait to strip off that nightgown and see exactly what I’d been missing for the better part of the last year.
I fumbled with my shirt and tossed it aside.
Elsa gazed on my muscled chest, her eyes half-closed and her lips parted. She peeled off her robe and tossed it aside. She sat before wearing a thin cotton nightgown; her erect nipples clearly visible through the white cloth.
I unbuttoned my pants and slid them off, underwear and all. My hard cock flopped out and wagged before her like a tethered junkyard dog.
Elsa gasped before she licked her lips. She couldn’t take her eyes off my shaft and I couldn’t wait to peel off her robe.
I crossed the room and stood before her completely naked with my cock swaying in her face. “Here I am. I think it’s only fair that I get to see you too.”
Elsa’s breathing grew labored, and she crawled back onto the bed before sitting up on her knees. She peeled off her nightgown, revealing her naked body.
Her tits were big, soft, and jiggly. They swayed and bobbed while she struggled to bring the nightgown over her head. Her pink spongy nipples stood thick and erect atop soft pastel-pink areolas. She had hourglass hips that led to a red, neatly trimmed bush.
Despite her age, there was nothing remotely saggy or undesirable about Elsa. She had the body of a fertile goddess and the kind of tits a man could lose his soul in.
I couldn’t help but gaze in awe at her peaks and valleys. She was a wonderland, and I couldn’t wait to go exploring.
“Why don’t you come lay on the bed, sweetling?” Elsa patted the mattress, and I dumbly nodded before crawling in bed beside her.
“I need to taste that delicious cock. It looks too good to be real.” Elsa crawled toward me on all fours, her tits swaying hypnotically.
My dick twitched while Elsa ran her warm fingers up my thighs. She slid her mountainous tits around my erect shaft and squeezed them together.
Elsa’s warm, creamy breasts encased my shaft like a cocoon.
My cock hardened while she slid her magical pillows over my throbbing cock.
Her nipples stiffened and grew while she worked her tits up and down.
Every nerve ending in my cock lit up with pleasure, and precum oozed from my tip.
“Do you like it when Aunt Elsa wraps her big tits around your swollen cock?”
My balls lurched, and my toes curled. I grabbed fistfuls of Elsa’s sheets and held on. “Yes,” I said, my voice raspy.
“I will enjoy riding you.” Elsa lowered her head and licked my engorged head with the tip of her warm, wet tongue.
I groaned softly and gently bucked my hips.
“You like that, sweetness?” She lowered her lips around my head and her warm, wet, squishy mouth and tongue curled around my head and shaft.
I could only gasp and squeeze the sheets between my already clenched fists.
Elsa opened her mouth wider and slid her lips along the hard line of my cock. Her tongue swirled around and up the length of my shaft with every satisfying pass.
Slurping and sucking, Elsa continued to bob up and down on my cock. Occasionally, my head slipped from her mouth with a loud satisfying pop. Elsa gazed up my body, her aquamarine eyes locked on mine while she slapped my cock on her extended tongue. Her fingers wrapped around my balls and she continued up and down on my cock until I felt my tip enter the back of her throat.
Elsa gagged, and I pushed my hips forward, driving my cock deeper inside her exquisitely tight throat.
I groaned and reached for Elsa, but her tiny frame was too far away. Her nipples and tits bounced off my upper thigh while she maintained a near constant pace.
I felt an orgasm stirring in my balls, but didn’t want to fire my load down her throat. I wanted that sweet pussy now more than ever.
Elsa must’ve had a sixth sense because she came off my cock an instant before I blew my stack. Her eyes glistened with lust as she crawled up my body, dragging her tits and stiff nipples over my cock, stomach, and chest.
When our lips met, our mouths opened, and I found Elsa’s tongue waiting and hungry. I ran my hands down her back and settled my palms on each of her heart-shaped ass cheeks. I felt the warmth from Elsa’s pussy radiate against my lower abdomen and I bucked my hips toward her in a desperate search for her wet pussy.
“Someone wants to fuck?” She said between kisses. “Don’t worry, my sweet love, I won’t make you wait any longer.” Elsa inched backward until her warm, wet slit met the tip of my hard cock. “It’s so big. Do you think it will all fit inside?” She looked up at me and frowned, batting her eyes with a pouty-lipped expression. “Afterall, I’m so tiny. A man your size might rip me apart.” She giggled and slid lower, pushing my cock halfway down her tight canal.
She gasped while ringlets of her wavy red locks tickled my chest and stomach.
Elsa’s pussy clamped down around my cock and contracted in waves, rolling along my shaft like wind over a wheat field. She was warm and wet and soft and I wouldn’t last long inside her spectacular motherly womb.
“I’ve never had a man so big.” Elsa sat upright, bringing her hips up so as not to fully impale herself on my stiff rod. Her big tits bounced and swayed and I couldn’t help but finally reach out and take them in my hands.
“I will not pull out.” I wasn’t sure why I said it that way, but the thought of my cum soaking into Elsa’s womb made me grow even harder.
“Mmm….” She closed her eyes and micro-fucked me letting my cock open her up before she took me all the way in. “What if you get me pregnant? What would people think?”
I inched my dick higher into Elsa’s tight canal. “They would think you belong to me.”
Elsa’s tight pussy clamped around my shaft like a second skin. Her nipples stiffened while goosebumps swept over her body. “Do I belong to you?” She lowered herself all the way down until my cock fit snugly inside her.
My tip battered her cervix and I could feel every inch of her pussy twitch and writhe. I slowly started pumping Elsa’s sweet pussy while I tweaked her fat nipples between my fingers. “Yes. From now on, your body and soul are mine.”
She started fucking me slow and steady matching my rhythm stroke for stroke. “Does that mean we get to keep fucking?”
“I will fuck you when and where I choose,” I said.
She groaned, and I felt her juices release over my shaft. “Yes, daddy.”
“I don’t want you wearing any more bras unless I say so.” I pumped her harder and faster and the bed springs protested with loud, rhythmic squeaks.
“But won’t other men see my bare breasts?” She pressed her palms flat against my chest, squeezing her big tits together.
“You will make sure they don’t.” I bottomed out inside her with every driving thrust, and Elsa’s tits gently slapped together.
“Yes, daddy.” She ground her hips in tight circles, forcing my cock deeper inside her soaked pussy. “Will you fuck me in my shop?”
“I will bend you over in your shop and fuck you in front of your customers.” I slammed into her with wild abandon and Elsa screamed, arching her back while her titties slapped together in a blur of motion.
The headboard rattled, thumping the walls while the bedsprings let loose high-pitched squeals.
“Yes… daddy….,” she said, struggling for breath. Elsa’s jaw hung open, and her eyes closed. Her hair spilled over her shoulders and chest, her curls bouncing and bobbing with each hard fuck.
I watched my cock slide in and out of her pussy while she ground her hips forward and backward, taking me into the hilt with every sinful pass.
“Unnnggghh… I’m coming all over your big cock.” Elsa said as she went stiff and her body locked in place. She moved her hips in micro thrusts while I felt her juices flood my cock.
I kneaded her big tits in my hands while my orgasm blasted from my balls like a long dormant volcano. Ropes of molten cum raced down Elsa’s canal and found their way deep inside her womb. I pumped and groaned, filling her with load after load of my baby-making jizz.
Elsa soaked it all in, grinding her hips downward and milking my shaft with her rapidly contracting walls. “Give it all to me, daddy.”
My dick twitched while the last remnants of my cum seeped inside her. I groaned with satisfaction as my cum soaked through her uterine walls and became part of her now and forever.
Elsa collapsed forward onto my chest, her tiny body heaving for breath. I stroked her back and cupped her ass, slow-fucking her as our orgasm subsided.
We stayed that way for a long while, and I thought Elsa might have gone to sleep. But after a while she raised her head and gazed into my eyes. “Did you mean what you said? About you owning me?”
Did I? Or was it the heat of passion. With my cock still buried in her tightness, I knew the answer. “I meant every word.”
Elsa smiled and kissed me softly on the lips. “I was hoping you would say that.” She sighed contentedly and laid her head on my chest.
I ran my hands over her curves and explored the side swells of her breasts pressed flat against my chest. She was an amazing lover, and I couldn’t wait for an encore performance. “You know, Elsa. You are a natural beauty?”
She glanced up at me and furrowed her brow. “Where did that come from?”
“It’s just that when I saw you today with no makeup and your hair down, you looked absolutely stunning. Has anyone ever told you that?”
“Jack, you’re making me blush.” She wrapped her arms around my chest and squeezed. “You’re a good man Jack Thorp.”
“Thorp? Do you think I’m a prince?” I recalled the many times the Prophet had called me by that same name. Was I a prince?
She sat up, still straddling me, and rested her elbows on my chest. “If you are a prince, does that mean we can’t fuck anymore?”
I laughed and kissed her on the nose. “It means you could move into a palace. Would you like that?”
“Me in a palace?” She feigned a look of shock. “Only if I have three lady’s maids.”
We spent the next thirty minutes chatting like friends and lovers. It was strange, but nice. I’d seen a side of Elsa that rarely, if ever, came out, and I wanted more.
She made me breakfast and before she sent me on my way; she dug around in her dressing table until she came away with a small white crystal.
“This is it.” She took my palm and placed the crystal on top. “When you’re ready to use it, give it a squeeze and blow it in her face.”
“Her? How do you know it’s about a woman?”
Elsa grinned at me sheepishly. “With you, it will always be about a woman.”
I slipped the charm in my backpack and slung it over my shoulder, careful not to disturb Astrid. “Elsa, I have one last favor to ask.”
She reached up, stood on her tiptoes, and wrapped her arms around my neck. “What is it?”
“Can you tell me how to get to your sister's house?”
Elsa’s eyes widened. “You aren’t thinking of using that charm on Anna, are you?”
“No. no. It's not for Anna. Lilly’s mother came to the farm yesterday, and Lilly went home with her for a visit. She asked me to take care of the farm and come for her later today.”
Elsa retreated, folded her arms over her chest, and gave me an appraising look. “Jack, don’t mess with Anna. She’s out of your league. Got it?”
“Got it.” But did I really? Elsa was probably right, and I was making a huge mistake. But what choice did I have? The Prophet had been right so far, I couldn’t stop now.
“I’m serious. She will make your life miserable,” Elsa said.
“Can you please give me directions? Or do I need to take you back to the bedroom for another round?”
She put her hand on her hip and tapped the side of her face as if thinking. “As tempting as that is, I have a shop to run, and you have a date to keep with your lady.” Elsa wrote the directions and handed them to me. “When will I next see you?”
“After the first snow.” I grinned and kissed her softly on the lips.
◆◆◆
 
By the time I reached Murray, the sun was slinking over the western horizon. I was going on two days without sleep and finding Anna Matsen’s plantation in the foothills beyond Murray stretched beyond my physical limits. I could barely keep my eyes open, and poor Sugar looked ready to drop.
I made camp in the woods outside Murray and sent Astrid off in search of nocturnal prey.
I decided to try and reach Lilly using the dream stone. I curled it inside my palms, thought of Lilly, and fell asleep.
When I woke, it was morning, and I had no recollection of a conversation with Lilly. Either she wasn’t asleep or Anna was blocking her from me. The odds were good it was the latter.
I glanced toward the horizon.
The clouds hung gray and heavy over Murray. There was a nip in the fall air and the promise of snow hung on the wind.
Today was the third day since the Prophet’s visit. I had until midnight tonight to subdue Anna Matsen, or the Prophet would cease to exist. I wasn’t about to let that happen or let Lilly spend her life imprisoned while our child grew up hating me.
I found Astrid curled up in my bedroll beside me. She purred while I gently scratched behind her ear. “If only you were a little bit bigger,” I said. “She wouldn’t stand a chance against a full-grown dragon.”
Astrid blinked her eyes open and gazed up at me through sleepy, half-closed eyes. She yawned, and twin curls of smoke billowed from her tiny nostrils. “Once we reach Murray, it’s into the pack for you. I’m sorry to do that to you, Astrid, but I’m afraid of what they would do to you otherwise.”
Astrid stretched out her wings and snorted before taking flight. She tore off across the meadow and scooped up a rabbit in her talons before ascending to the treetops.
I wished I could so casually capture my prey. I packed up my bedroll, ate some food Elsa had prepared for me, and made my way into Murray.
The Ericson’s mill was in full swing, and the granary had a steady stream of traffic coming and going. With Murray situated on a river, it was roughly three times the size of Glenn and had five times the population. But I wasn’t interested in stopping in Murray.
Astrid peaked out my pack as we passed a farmer with a wagon full of caged chickens.
“Don’t even think about it,” I said.
She disappeared into the shadowy interior and I consulted Elsa’s written directions. It took me another hour to reach the edge of Anna’s plantation.
I had no intention of announcing myself. I found a meadow near a stream and let Sugar rest and graze while I readied my cloak.
With Astrid safely tucked away on my back, I fastened the cloak and vanished.
I made my way through fields of wheat, oats, and barley. Anna had a small army of men working the fields, each as handsome as the driver who had traveled with her to Lilly’s farm.
The main house dwarfed even the Ericson’s house, and there were several outbuildings scattered around the property. I knew where I would find Anna.
Guards armed with longbows were positioned on towers all around the property. Without the cloak’s invisibility spell, any of them could have easily taken me out.
There were more guards stationed just outside the massive wraparound front porch — each rugged, handsome, and built like a stone wall.
I waited for the front door to open before I slipped inside.
Anna had decorated her mansion with ornate furniture, rich rugs, bright tapestries, and bookshelves bursting with enough reading material to last ten lifetimes.
As incredible as the decor was, I needed to find Lilly and put a stop to Anna. If she had charmed all these men, then it was time to set them free. I picked through my pack until I found the charm crystal and placed it in my palm.
I stayed quiet and slowly made my way through the house. There were men in the kitchen and more men cleaning the rooms. She had an army of charmed studs ready to serve her at a moment's notice. I didn’t want to add my face to her nameless harem. At least my women were there of their own free will.
I crept along the hallways and past water closets until I reached the top floor. At the end of the hallway stood double mahogany doors with intricate inlaid patterns and gold etchings. The door reminded me of Anna’s carriage and was likely the master bedroom.
I crept closer when a butler carrying a tray came out of the room next to Anna’s. Before he could shut the door, I slipped inside and yanked my cape free of the doorjamb just as the door swung shut.
Behind me, I heard a woman’s muted sobs. I whirled around and found my Lilly face down on her bed with plates of untouched food on a nearby table.
My heart soared, and I quickly unfastened my cloak. “Lill,” I whispered.
Lilly stopped sobbing and sat up on the bed. She gazed at me through red, swollen eyes, but when she saw me, her face lit up. “Jack!” She practically leaped from the bed and crossed the room in two long strides.
I opened my arms and Lilly fell into them, sobbing into my chest. “I missed you so much.” She clung to my cloak and broke down in heavy, racking sobs.
I squeezed her tight and did my best to comfort her. “I missed you too. Are you okay?”
“She’s awful,” Lilly said. “She’s kept me locked in my old room for two days.”
“How is she doing all of this?” I asked.
“I told you, Jack, she’s a witch.” Lilly stepped back and wiped away her tears. “Nobody can stop her.”
“Even witches have their limits,” I said. “She must have something that lets her control so many men.”
“It’s her ring. Ever since she put it on, she’s changed. She wasn’t always like this. Back when my father was alive, she was happy.”
“Could the ring be cursed?” I asked.
“Maybe, but she’ll never let you anywhere near it.”
I gently squeezed the crystal resting in my palm. “I have a way that might work, but I need to get into her room.”
“Why bother with sneaking about?” A voice said from behind me. “I’ll take you there myself.”
Lilly and I spun to find Anna standing in the doorway.
Her silvery ring glistened on her index finger, and she gazed at me like Astrid did with the rabbit. “I’m glad you joined us, Jack. I admit you made it much deeper into the house than I expected. I commend you for that. I must reprimand my guard force later.”
“Mother, leave him alone.” Lilly moved before me, and Anna laughed.
“You would have your pregnant girlfriend defend you?”
I wouldn’t give her the pleasure of acting shocked. “Why are you doing this? Why couldn’t you just let Lilly go and be happy for her?”
She crossed the room until she stood before me. “It’s none of your business, Jack.” She pushed her finger into my chest. “But you will make a delicious morsel for my collection. In fact, you may be the grand prize. It’s not every day I get to charm a prince.”
Lilly gasped, and I took advantage of the distraction by crushing the crystal in my palm.
I held up my hand and blew the dust into Anna’s face.
A mist of glittery silver powder showered Anna’s face and the front of her sleek black dress. Her tits sparkled where the magical powder rained down on her billowy cleavage.
For a moment, Anna’s eyes widened, and then she started laughing.
I stepped away and guided Lilly a few steps backward.
Anna was laughing so hard she struggled for breath and I was having serious doubts that the spell had many any impact.
“Did you think you could use my own charm spell against me?” She wiped tears from her eyes and continued to giggle. “Elsa should have warned you.”
Lilly frowned and gazed at me. “Jack, what’s she talking about?”
I sighed. “It’s a charm spell I got from Elsa.”
“That I made for her.” Anna folded her arms over her chest. “My sister can be so ungrateful.”
I was well and truly fucked. I had no defense and no plan B. I had let Lilly down and the Prophet. I stood before Anna with my head bowed. It had come down to groveling. “Please, just let her go, and you can do whatever you want to me.”
“Let her go?” Anna scoffed. “My daughter is living in the lap of luxury. She can have anything she wants.”
“I want Jack,” she said.
Anna glared at her. “No!”
“I will never submit,” Lilly said.
Anna glared between Lilly and I. “I’ve had enough of this. Jack, come with me.” She dragged me by the hand out of Lilly’s room, locking the door behind her. “Now, I’ll show you exactly what you’ll never have again.”
She pushed open her bedroom door and gestured for me to enter.
Anna had decorated her room much like the rest of her house with expensive rugs, furniture, and tapestries. She had a closet full of expensive looking dresses, all of them black. She had a king-sized poster bed that looked soft enough to swallow me whole. One side of the room was all windows that led out to a magnificent balcony that overlooked the entire plantation.
Anna closed and locked the door behind her. She picked up an armless chair and placed it in the middle of the room. “Sit.”
I did as she commanded while she paced the room in front of me. “Men like you are so used to getting their way. You and your father are both pigs who wallow in the same trough.”
“I’m not the one with the army of slaves held against their will,” I said.
Anna glared at me, her ocean blue eyes both haunting and captivating. She flexed her jaw muscles and, one by one, she started pulling on the fingers of her long lace gloves.
She was perhaps the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and that was saying something considering the women I slept with on the daily.
“I will show you exactly what you and every other swinging dick on this grand old farm will never touch.” She tossed her gloves aside.
“Is this what you do to all the men or am I just lucky?” I was in no position to taunt her, but I might as well go down swinging. She had no intention of letting me go peacefully.
She grinned almost manically. “I’ll offer you the same reward as every other asshole who’s sat in that chair before you.” She unzipped her long dress and let it drop to the floor. “Resist my charms and you may do whatever you want, but if you don’t, you serve me forever.”
I had to admit; I didn’t like my odds. But, regardless of my peril, me and my stiff cock drank in Anna Matsen’s undeniable beauty. “I’ll hold you to that.”
She stood before me wearing sheer black stockings with a matching garter, black lace panties and a bra, two sizes too small. She had pinned her dark hair up in a tight, intricately woven bun, and her haunting blue eyes bore a hole right through me. Anna’s cleavage burst from her bra and jiggled while she strode forward, her panties riding up the crack of her flawless ass. She had not an ounce of wasted fat anywhere on her body. She was all woman, and way the hell out of my league.
She stood before me with one hand on her curvy hip, and I could make out a hint of her dark pubic hair through her sheer lace panties. Her silver ring sparkled like a viper’s fang, and I braced myself for what was to come. “Jack, if you survive the next minute with your wits, I’ll let you fuck me doggy style.”
The thought of ramrodding Anna from behind set my cock on a vertical trajectory. The large tent in my pants was all the evidence Anna needed to verify my state of mind.
She leaned forward and her tits nearly spilled out. Her areolas peeked from the edge of her bra and she pressed her hands on my knees before coming face to face with me. “Take a good long look, lover boy, because you’ll never touch a woman again.” Her breath smelled clean and minty, and her red lips glistened. She leaned forward, brushed her lips against mine while she gazed deeply into my eyes.
My heart nearly beat out of my chest, and my cock was so hard it hurt. I wanted to reach out and rip off her clothing, but doing so would only hasten my defeat.
“Goodbye, lover.” She raised her hand, and the crystal in her ring glowed with cool blue energy.
My backpack rustled, and I heard a high-pitched squeal before Astrid popped out. The dragon’s eyes glowed pure gold, and she bore her fangs at Anna.
Blue light leaped from Anna’s ring while the air before me warped and wobbled. Astrid hissed, and Anna gasped.
Anna’s spell hit Astrid’s wall and reflected straight back into the beautiful witch’s face.
Cool blue light surrounded Anna, and her eyes took on a glassy, faraway look. When the light faded, Anna stood before me like a stone statue, incapable of any independent thought.
My heart beat like crazy, and I pulled in raspy, shallow breaths. I was intact thanks to my dragon’s quick thinking.
Astrid emerged from the pack and fluttered around Anna’s head before my sweet girl settled onto my shoulder and nuzzled my neck.
I scratched behind her ear while the reality of the situation settled in. “You just earned the biggest deer you ever ate”
Astrid warbled and cooed, flapping her wings as if in acknowledgement.
I stood and waved my hand before Anna’s eyes.
She didn’t blink.
“Anna, are you in there?”
“Yes, master. How may I serve you?” Anna remained calm and stone-faced.
I grinned and rubbed my chin. “Well, this is an interesting situation we’ve found ourselves in, isn’t it?”
“Yes, master.”
“You can just call me Jack,” I said. The master stuff was a bit too creepy for me.
“Yes, Jack.”
I could fuck her right and now. In fact, I could spend the rest of my life fucking Anna Matsen and she would go right along with it. But that felt inherently wrong.
“Anna, what happens if you give me that silver ring?”
“I will lose control over all my minions and you may use the ring to control me or anyone else you see fit,” she said with a flat monotone.
She was a real barrel of laughs. “Is the ring cursed?”
“Yes. The ring will alter the bearer’s personality so long as it remains equipped.”
That altering of the personality was what I was afraid of. I’d never even met the real Anna Matsen. “Can you charm people without the ring?”
“I can but it requires a tremendous amount of energy and I can only hold sway over them for a short period.”
That was more like what I expected from a witch. The ring had turned her into a God. Or in this case, a demon. “Can you hand me the ring?”
She twitched, but reached for the ring, anyway. The real Anna was being pushed aside by whatever the hell had taken her over. Anna slid the ring off her finger and handed it to me in one smooth motion.
I curled the ring in my palm and waited.
Blue light rose from her body and disintegrated. Anna fell forward, and I caught her in my arms.
Astrid let out a screech of dissatisfaction and looked ready to tear into Anna.
Anna quietly sobbed and wrapped her arms tightly around my neck. “Thank you, Jack.”
“Are you okay?” I stroked her hair and knew that the woman I held in my arms was the real Anna — the Anna I was meeting for the first time.
“I need to lie down,” she said.
I helped her to the bed, and Anna stretched out, closed her eyes, and breathed in deeply.
I went with Astrid to the balcony and threw the doors open.
Cold fall air rushed in, and when I stepped outside, the small army of men had dropped their shovels, bows, swords, or whatever else they were holding where they stood. Some were chatting excitedly while others were slowly walking away from the plantation. In the distance, a few had broken into a full sprint.
“Astrid, why don’t you go check and make sure the coast is clear.”
She chirped, flapped her wings, and fluttered around me, diving and soaring playfully.
“Yes, you can eat too.” I couldn’t understand her, but I knew she had food on the mind all day, every day.
Astrid flew from the balcony and disappeared over an apple orchard.
When I turned around, Anna had propped herself up on the bed gazing at me, eyes curious. “What are you going to do with the ring?”
“How much do you remember?” I asked.
“Everything,” she said. “I owe many people apologies, staring with you.”
I wanted to ask her about my father, King Thorp, but now wasn’t the time. I unsheathed my belt knife and Anna’s eyes widened as if with fear. “Relax. This isn’t for you.”
I placed the ring on a nearby table and in one swift motion stabbed the crystal at its center with the tip of my blade.
Blinding blue light as bright as the sun briefly lit the room before blinking out. Shattered bits of crystal and mangled silver were all that remained.
Anna gasped and shuffled backward on the bed.
I sheathed my blade and strode to the bed. I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander over her deep cleavage, her curvy hips, and toned shapely legs. “No more charms, unless I say so.”
She nodded meekly and gazed up at me. Despite her newly discovered subservience, her eyes were no less haunting or exotic. She oozed raw feminine sexuality and with the way she looked at me; I knew she felt the same.
“You remind me so much of your father,” she said.
I sat on the bed next to her.
She hadn’t bothered trying to cover herself. She seemed to like it when I looked, and I decided to test the waters.
I ran my hand over her shin before curling it behind her calf and gently squeezing. “How did you know my father?” My heart raced and for a second, I worried she might retaliate with some crazy spell. Instead, she licked her lips, and I noticed her chest rising and falling in short rapid bursts.
“A long time ago, we were engaged to be married,” she said.
The thought of me fucking my father’s fiancé set my dick on fire. It twitched wildly in my pants and I couldn’t help but slide my hand higher, curling it over Anna’s inner thigh. “What happened?”
Anna ran her foot up and over my leg, settling it in my lap. She curled her toes around my stiff cock but never took her eyes off me. “He wanted to make me the centerpiece of his growing harem. I wanted no part of it, so I left.”
I unhooked Anna’s garters one at a time and slid her nylons down her smooth creamy legs. I let my fingers linger on her tiny, red-polished toes, gently rolling them between my thumb and forefinger. “What if I asked you to do the same? Not as my centerpiece, but as my equal?”
“What about Lilly?” She leaned forward and tugged at my shirt, pulling it over my head and exposing my smooth muscled chest.
“You should give your daughter more credit. She’s already opened her mind to the possibility.” The truth was, I didn‘t know how Lilly would react to my bringing her mother into the harem, but I could hardly stop myself now. I had a weakness for stunningly gorgeous women, and Anna Matsen rivaled even the Prophet herself. I slipped my thumbs under Anna’s panties and worked them down and off her legs.
She had trimmed her dark, curly pubic hair short and neat while her pink slit glistened with wetness. She licked her lips and her gaze traveled up and down my body. “I probably shouldn’t lust after my future son-in-law,” she said. “But I have a weakness for tall, handsome men.” She unhooked her bra and her perfect breasts barely moved as she tossed it aside. Her nipples were tiny, pink, and very stiff. Her round, quarter-sized areolas were smooth, perfect, and blemish free. Her breasts were bigger than a handful, but not oversized. They were tits a man could get lost in. I imagined Anna Matsen had broken more than a few hearts along the way.
“Then think of me as your husband.” I drank in her naked beauty and couldn’t wait to devour her insanely hot body.
Anna pulled a few pins from her hair and it shook free of the bun spilling down over her shoulders and back. Her dark locks glistened with a healthy natural luster that only heightened her over-the-top beauty. “Mmm… I’d like that.” She unbuttoned my pants and slid them off, watching my cock shake free of its bindings.
My big cock swayed and bobbed, standing upright like a prize fighter looking for an opening. The veins on my shaft throbbed with each involuntary twitch, and I felt Anna’s gaze travel over every rock-hard inch.
Anna’s breathing grew heavy, and her eyes widened with lust. “You are much, much bigger than your father.”
Anna reached out and took my cock between her warm, nimble fingers. Her tits jiggled and swayed while she repositioned herself before me. “I need a taste,” she said. Her hips flared outward, and I made out the soft swell of her ass cheeks as she crawled between my legs. Anna knelt before my cock and licked her lips while she stroked my shaft up and down between her fingers.
“Who am I to argue with a witch?”
Her eyes twinkled, and she gazed up at me longingly while she swirled her tongue around my throbbing head. Her flowing hair spilled over my thighs and tickled my muscled abdomen.
I imagined taking Elsa and Anna together and groaned, swirling my hips and pushing my cock across Anna’s pouty lips and warm wet tongue.
She lovingly obliged and sucked my head while curling her tongue over my swollen tip. Precum oozed from my head and Anna suctioned it adoringly between her lips. She didn’t stop licking and sucking and treated my cock with the reverence of a melting ice cream cone on a hot August afternoon.
I placed my hands atop her head and gently guided her lower.
Anna swallowed my cock to the hilt in one quick motion. My tip slid into her tight throat and Anna bobbed up and down, sucking my shaft while her fingers worked over my balls.
She made slight gagging noises as my cock throbbed inside her sweet succulent mouth. With every pass my cock slid deeper into her throat and the tight warm wetness nearly sent me over the edge.
Anna dragged her perfect tits over my balls, and I felt her stiff nipples dig into my upper thighs. She gazed up at me through her haunted eyes and she smiled while curling her tongue around the tip of my cock.
A string of cum crisscrossed her lips and drizzled down my shaft before Anna licked it all up. If she kept going for much longer, I would explode down her throat. Like her sister, I wanted to finish inside her pussy.
“Get on your hands and knees,” I said.
“Are you going to wreck my pussy, Jack?” Anna sat up on her knees. Her tits swayed and shimmied while she turned and repositioned herself ass up. She gazed over her shoulder at me and smiled seductively. “Put a baby in me… master.” Her grin widened as she parted her legs and propped herself up on her hands and knees.
My cock grew even stiffer as I came up behind her and grabbed hold of her ass cheeks.
Her wet pink slit was as perfect as the rest of her. Her lips parted, and I couldn’t help but slide my hand to her womanhood and slip my finger over her wetness.
Anna moaned softly as I slid my finger along her trench and found her sweet clit. She could have been my stepmother had our lives taken a different direction, and the thought of that made me want her all the more. I slid my finger in and out of her tight hole while Anna moaned and gyrated her hips in tight circles. Her slick wetness covered my fingers as my cock bounced between her inner thighs, slapping each in turn.
I couldn’t wait any longer. I had wanted Anna Matsen from the first moment I laid eyes on her, and now I meant to make her as pregnant as her daughter.
I inched forward and lined my cock up with her sopping wet pussy.
Anna leaned forward and rested her elbows on the bed. The new position drove her ass higher and spread her lips further apart.
I pressed my tip into the soft warm folds of her waiting lips and a rush of adrenaline coursed through my body. I was doing it. I was really fucking Lilly’s mom.
Anna moaned and swiveled her hips, dragging her clit over my engorged tip. She rocked in short, hard motions while I watched her big tits sway and jiggle below her chest.
I continued to hot dog her lips until her slick juices covered my granite hard prick. With every pass, my cock tripped on her tight hole, edging deeper each time.
I ran my hands over Anna’s hips, pulling her back every time I drove forward. With a short grunt, I gave a final push, my cock found her hole, and sank in deep.
“Bullseye,” I said, and Anna giggled.
My cock made it halfway inside before meeting the tight resistance of her muscled canal.
Her pussy twitched and writhed, squirming around my cock like a custom-made, skin-tight glove. Anna squeezed her wall muscles, sending waves of pleasure over my cock before I couldn’t take it and drove my hips forward, burying my cock deep inside her willing and hungry pussy.
Anna gasped, and I felt every inch of her insides flex and relax in short, spastic bursts.
My balls rested on her ass and I opened her cheeks wide to witness my cock buried inside my father’s former fiancé. She was mine now and forever. Another cock would never find its way inside Anna Matsen so long as I held breath in my body. But I would make sure she never wanted for sex or love. I didn’t know how I would explain it to Lilly, but I had to find a way. Anna was a one in a million catch, and I was beyond lucky to have her.
“Mmm… fuck me, baby.” She said wriggling her hips in tight, wanting circles.
I started fucking her, driving my cock in and out of her slowly to start, but speeding up as the minutes passed.
Anna grunted and moaned while I held tight to her hips and watched her tits sway from side to side. We settled into a steady, driving rhythm of synchronicity. Our skin slapped together with each quivering pump and my cock seemed to harden with every driving thrust. I watched my cock slide in and out of her tight hole, my shaft soaked with a mix of her juice and my cum.
Perspiration glistened off my chest and Anna’s back. Her sleek, supple back muscles flexed and moved while our bodies united as one.
I leaned forward and rested my chest flat on Anna’s back while I scooped up her tits in each hand.
Her nipples hardened under my touch and her soft mewling grunts only added to the mother of all orgasms building in my balls. Harder and faster we fucked, my cock bottoming out with each pounding thrust.
My balls contracted and my shaft pulsed, my every nerve ending lit up with Anna’s exquisite tightness.
“Jack, Jack, Jack… unnngghh…coming….” Anna tossed her head back and let out a long moan while she swiveled her hips and her juices flooded my balls.
I slipped my hands around Anna’s waist while my orgasm hit her like a thunderbolt. Like a damn bursting, white hot cum rushed up my shaft and gushed unfiltered into her fertile and waiting womb. I continued pumping hard and fast, filling her with jets of milky spunk. My cock slid in and out of her pussy, coated with a thick sheen of glistening cum. My orgasm continued unabated for what felt like an eternity while Anna closed her eyes and soaked in every drop.
With my balls drained, Anna and I fell forward before landing on the feathery mattress side to side. I lay behind her with my cock still buried deep. I gently stroked her nipples and felt the delicious weight of her breast in my palm.
Our mouths found each other hot and hungry. I kissed her deeply, tasting her lips and tongue while my cock continued to twitch inside her.
Anna reached over her shoulder and ran her fingers through my hair, licking my lips and twining her tongue around mine. We continued to explore each another until I grew hard enough to take her again. I fucked Anna missionary, pumping my cock in and out while I gazed into her exotic blue eyes. The second orgasm was no less powerful than the first, and I felt the beginnings of a serious addiction take hold.
After our third fuck, this time with Anna riding cowgirl, I didn’t have the strength to repeat my previous performances.
We spent the next thirty minutes cuddling and kissing before Anna slid her leg over my waist and rested her head on my chest. She signed contentedly and traced my nipple with her finger. Lilly often laid with me in the exact same position, and she also loved playing with my nipples. That fact both disturbed me and turned me on in a way nothing ever had.
“Jack, I don’t want you to leave,” Anna said.
I smoothed her long flowing hair and pushed it aside so I could more clearly see her beautiful face. “Why would I leave?”
She shrugged. “I haven’t exactly been nice to you, Lilly, or anyone for a long time.” Her breasts spilled over my chest and I could feel myself impossibly getting hard again.
“You were cursed. I think Lilly will be glad to have you back. But….”
She raised her head up and gazed at me with a worried look on her face. “But what?”
I sighed. “Before you agree to anything, I need to level with you.” I spent the next hour going over everything from the Prophet’s first visit, to all the women in the harem, the multiple pregnancies, Astrid, and Anna herself.
“Is that everything?” She ran her hand along my chest and settled her palm flat on my muscled abdomen.
“Isn’t that enough?”
“It’s a lot to take in, but you’ve been honest with me,” she said. “If everyone else will have me, then I’d like to be a part of it. I have plenty of rooms in the plantation for everyone.”
“You would do that?”
She wrapped her arms tightly around my chest. “Jack, I just want to be with you. You have the strength of your father but a gentle honesty that I find irresistible. So, I’d like us to continue if you want me.”
Want her? I couldn't get enough of her. “Oh, I want you more than you could ever know. Now, I just need to figure out why prophecy linked us? I’m still no closer to finding the Prophet.”
“Well then, there’s no need to worry is there?” Anna said before kissing my chest and crawling up my body.
“What do you mean?” I cupped her ass cheeks in my hand and slipped my cock inside her for the fourth time.
She came face to face with me, gazing through my soul with her exotic blue eyes. “Jack, I can find her for us. I’m a witch, remember?” She ground her hips and thrust her tits into my face.
I took her nipple in my mouth while she gently moaned and took my earlobe between her lips. We rocked, fucking face to face while I held her tightly in my lap.
It would be a long, wonderful, and very momentous night.




Mommy Magic

Through the tent’s heavy fabric, daybreak cast the interior in pale, muted light. But outside, the wind howled while snow beat against the low slanted walls.
In the warm interior and buried beneath three layers of quilts, two sets of round, bare breasts pressed against my chest while I lovingly cupped naked bottoms, one in each hand. Long flowing hair, brunette and red, splayed across my pectoral muscles and tickled my ribcage.
Anna and Molly ran their hands over my muscled abdomen and stroked my hard cock while nimble fingers plied my heavy, swollen ball sack. Soft wet kisses played across my neck, ears, and chest. Their intoxicating breath curled over my lips, nose, and cheeks, sending my stomach into a virtual somersault. A long leg wrapped around my thigh while soft toes tickled my ankles.
If this was a dream, I didn’t need waking. Anna, Molly, and I had spent the previous night fucking until the wee hours and now, with the storm howling, we weren’t in a hurry to leave our cozy nest.
Astrid’s screech brought us back to reality.
Anna let out a long sigh and dragged her big tits higher up my chest before whispering in my ear. “Maybe if we pretend we didn’t hear her, she’ll go away?”
Molly ran her fingers over my cheek and kissed behind my other ear. “Mmm… she’s right. Let’s pretend we never heard her.”
As much as I wanted to ravage the two hotties cuddling naked with me, the storm would only intensify, and we still needed the scrying stone. “That dragon is relentless.”
As if on cue, Astrid screeched, louder this time. If we continued to ignore her, she’d make a show of tipping over the tent.
“Alright, alright, we’re getting up,” Molly shouted.
The ladies and I reluctantly climbed from the three-wide bedroll, threw on our heavy winter clothing, and broke camp. Astrid, perched atop a nearby boulder, watched with a look of boredom. Over the past six-weeks, the dragon had grown quickly. She was now the size of a generously sized dog, and could ruin our day if she so chose.
After breaking camp, we began our final ascent toward the launch point. The wind pummeled our exposed skin, but we marched on, continuing our gradual march up the face of the foothill beneath the looming peak’s shadow.
“You’re sure this is the right way?” I shouted above the whipping wind and the fierce driving snow.
“I’m sure,” Anna said, leaning into her walking staff.
Ahead of us, Astrid flew in lazy circles overhead while Molly scouted near the edge of a bluff.
The fair-haired beauty turned to face us while pointing along the ridge ahead. “I see the cave,” she shouted.
Minutes later, we stood inside the warmth and safety of a large-mouthed cave. Ahead of us, the peaks of the Crystal Mountain stretched across the horizon. Thousands of feet below us, a sheer granite wall gave way to a gentle slope where a blanket of pine trees stretched for miles in either direction.
Astrid floated downward before landing near my feet.
I pushed back my hood and shook off the heavy snow. “Which peak holds the stone?”
Anna pointed toward the highest peak in the range. “The Dalford Pinnacle is the only known source of Celestite on the continent.”
“She hasn’t visited my dreams in over a month,” I said. “How sure are you?”
Molly leaned her longbow against the cave entrance and bent down to stroke Astrid’s neck. “Easy Jack. Anna’s doing her best.”
Anna gazed up at me, her face draped in the shadows of her hood. “Jack, there are no guarantees, but if Astrid can find the stone, then we have a chance.”
“You haven’t been able to scry her location. Why should this work?” I asked.
“It’s a little late to doubt me, isn’t it?” Anna said.
I sighed and stared out toward the Dalford Pinnacle. “I’m sorry. I’m just worried. You can’t scry her and I can’t reach her with the dream stone. If this doesn’t work, then we’re out of options.”
Molly knelt beside Astrid and whispered something into the dragon's ear before pointing toward the pinnacle.
A moment later, the dragon flapped her wings and soared over the valley below.
“She’ll find it.” Molly stood and watched the fledgling dragon climb toward the distant peak.
Anna pulled away her hood and gazed up at me through her ocean blue eyes. “I’m not surprised your dream stone isn’t working,” she said. “As much as you’ve used it, it's a miracle it's working at all.”
Molly ignored our bickering and disappeared deeper into the cave.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Your stone uses energy. It may not be much, but every time you use it, the stone consumes more energy until it ceases to work. The same goes for your cloak.”
“How long did your ring last?” I asked.
“Every so often, I replenished the ring’s energy,” Anna said.
Molly appeared from around a corner. “Guys, come check this out.” She smiled excitedly before she, once again, disappeared around the bend.
Anna and I exchanged a curious glance before we followed Molly deeper into the cave.
Thousands of crystalline rocks littered the cave floor, walls, and ceiling. Each crystal glowed with a soft, effervescent light. Blue, yellow, red, and green light combined to illuminate the cavern in a magical, fantastical shimmering glow. In between the crystal pathways, steam curled from pools of crystal-clear water.
Molly was already busy stripping off her clothes. “It’s pure water,” she said, not trying to contain her excitement. “Come see for yourselves.”
Anna and I walked to the edge of the biggest pool.
True to Molly’s word, the water was clean and clear. The same strange crystals lit up the hot spring with beautiful glowing lights.
Molly stood before us half naked. Her long lean body glowed under the extraordinary lights and her perky tits bounced and bobbed while she shimmied out of her leather pants. “What are you waiting for? Get in,” she said.
I glanced at Anna and shrugged before I started peeling off my clothes.
Anna pulled her cloak over her head and started working the buttons of her overcoat. “Jack, do you want to know how I restored the energy to my ring?”
Molly stepped into the pool, her body bristling with goose bumps. “It feels amazing.” her long toned legs ended with the perfect V-shape of her clean, shaven pussy. Her spectacular ass flexed as she cooed, “my whole body is tingling.”
“Do we need the magic lesson right now?” I asked as visions of a threesome danced through my head.
“Do me a favor,” Anna said. “Take your stone and your cloak and leave them by the side of the pool.” Anna fished for an item in her bag while I shucked off my shirt and trousers.
“Sure thing.” I reached into my pack and retrieved both my cloak and the dream stone before I headed for the hot spring.
Molly slipped beneath the water’s surface and emerged, her long red hair glistening with moisture. Her skin glowed with the peculiar light, heightening her already natural beauty. “Oh Jack, wait until you feel it.”
I already felt my cock stirring as I inched my toe below the surface. It felt as warm and amazing as Molly described. I stepped in and sank lower until I’d reached waist deep. “For the love of the Prophet, this feels incredible.” By the time I floated over to Molly, I heard Anna stepping into the spring behind me.
Anna climbed into the pool naked, holding a tiny blue-crystal prism. She placed the prism in between my cloak and the dream stone before submerging herself into the hot spring.
“What are you doing?” I asked
Anna spoke some strange words under her breath while touching the crystal.
Molly floated to me and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Jack, Astrid won’t be back for at least an hour. “She slid her fingers down to my balls and fingered them with the deftness of a cat burglar. “I’m awfully horny, aren’t you?” She dragged her stiff nipples over my body while I cupped her ass cheek and squeezed.
Anna floated over to Molly and I, her hair dark hair glistening. The witch’s exotic blue eyes looked startlingly alien beneath the phosphorescent crystals.
Anna floated to one side of me and Molly to my other.
I wrapped my arms around each woman and sat on a glowing blue crystal stone while leaning back against a flat yellow one. Together, the two formed a bench wide enough for the three of us to rest on comfortably.
Molly turned into me, her breasts pressed against my rib cage while she gently kissed my neck and shoulders.
Anna slid onto my lap, facing me. She straddled her legs around my waist and wrapped her fingers around my stiffening cock. “Energy comes from emotion.” She kissed me softly on the lips while Molly ran her fingers over my chest and kissed softly behind my ear.
“A witch can channel that energy and repurpose it.” She worked my cock in her supple fingers until it rose to full mast and stiffened rock hard.
My cock glowed with all the colors of the rainbow, and I leaned forward and opened my mouth to Anna’s. Our tongues met, and I could practically feel the energy coursing through our bodies. Her breath curled over my upper lip and she ground her pelvis against my thick rod.
Anna’s tits grazed my chest, her nipples stiff and swollen atop her engorged pink areolas. She broke off the kiss long enough to speak. “My ring fed on negative emotions — fear, anger, greed, hate.”
Molly ran her fingers through my hair and rose in the water, smashing her soft tits against my arm while she leaned in and shared in our kiss.
Three mouths and three tongues met in a mass of lips, flesh and soft groans.
Anna broke off her kiss and spoke, her voice heavy with lust. “The dream stone and your cloak feed off positive energy — love and lust born of love being the strongest.”
Anna unwrapped herself from my lap and whispered in Molly’s ear.
My women looked at me giggling, their eyes filled with mischief.
Molly leaned forward, resting her elbows on the yellow crystal that just broke the surface. She gazed over her shoulder at me, her full pink lips pouty while she presented herself, ass up, with her knees resting on the blue crystal. “Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me hard.”
I didn’t need for her to ask twice, but Molly apparently wasn’t taking any chances. I floated behind her and stood atop a green crystal that allowed me to align my cock perfectly with her glistening pink slit.
Anna sat on the blue crystal seat and slid between Molly’s arms. The women kissed long and slow, their tongues dancing over one another’s open mouths.
Molly’s flawless ass glistened while the warm water lapped at her inner thighs. Her pussy lips, pink and engorged, glowed invitingly under the crystal light.
The sight of her pussy tempted me to dive headfirst into her sweet clit, but my twitching cock had a different idea. I stepped up behind Molly and dipped my tip into her sweet pink pussy pond. The desire to pound her hard and fast overwhelmed me, and I drove my cock inside her to the hilt.
Molly gasped and shuddered, her pussy hard clenching my swollen prick like a vise. Her supple ass cheeks jiggled, and she leaned forward, forcing my cock even deeper into her canal.
Across the spring, Anna’s prism glowed with clear white light.
I paused inside my sweet Molly’s pussy. I felt the quick drum of her heartbeat through the muscles contracting around my swollen shaft. Her pussy came alive, flexing and squeezing as it adjusted to my massive girth.
Anna and Molly continued to kiss while Molly and Anna’s nipples met, each growing harder at the contact.
Anna wrapped her arms around Molly’s neck and moaned while I slow pumped my red-haired beauty’s incredibly tight cunt.
Slap. Slap. Slap.
Molly’s gentle moans interspersed our wet skin on skin contact that echoed across the cavern.
I watched my glowing, multi-colored cock slide in and out of Molly’s hole, her vagina lips stretching and pulling tightly around my shaft. In and out I thrust, pounding my sweet Molly harder and harder while her moans steadily grew louder.
With each hard pound, I grunted bottoming out inside her and felt her womb stretch around my swollen tip.
As our fucking intensified, the prism’s white light grew stronger.
Anna leaned her neck back against the yellow crystal and closed her eyes.
Through the clear water, Anna bucked her hips while Molly worked her fingers over the soft folds of Anna’s pussy.
Anna groaned, her perfect tits breaking the water’s surface before re-submerging.
I grabbed hold of Molly’s quivering hips and felt my cock pulse inside her while I jack hammered away.
Her tits bounced and jiggled in time with my rhythmic pounding, and her soft, high-pitched grunts tipped me over the point of no return.
Molly’s legs quivered like warm jelly while I squeezed her hips tighter and drove my tip to the edge of her womb. With a loud groan, an orgasm careened up my shaft and spray-painted Molly’s uterine wall with hot ropes of fertile cum.
Anna’s hips bucked wildly while her voice shuddered in ecstasy.
Across the hot spring, the prism shone like a beacon of light, bathing the cavern walls in pure white.
I pumped load after load into Molly’s quivering hole while her wall muscles contracted in waves up and down my swollen prick.
Molly rotated her hips and squeezed her pussy, tightening her canal around my shaft.
As my orgasm subsided, I emptied the last trickles of cum into Molly’s pussy before pausing and leaving my cock buried deep inside her.
Molly’s pussy pulsed while the prism’s light faded to nothing.
When I pulled my cock from Molly, I spread her ass apart and a river of cum drizzled from her hole into the hot spring below.
Molly’s perfect ass cheeks formed a cute, tiny, heart shape while her engorged pink pussy lips flared from the beat down I’d just given her. She stood upright and pressed her back against my chest while reaching behind my neck and running her fingers through my hair.
My cock flattened inside her ass crack while I ran my fingers up her body and over her tiny, hard nipples.
Molly glanced over her should and our mouths met, tongues hungry.
Anna moved in behind me and I turned until I had both women facing me. I took turns kissing Anna and Molly while the warm waters of the hot springs offered replenishing relief for my swollen cock.
Below my feet, red and green crystals glowed and soothing energy flowed through my feet, legs, and through my drained balls. The aches and pains from the day’s hike faded and my energy felt restored.
Molly gasped, and Anna smiled.
“I’ve heard legends of these pools,” Anna pressed up against me, her pussy rubbing my rejuvenated cock. “But I didn’t believe they were real.”
I slid my hands down Anna’s bare back and palmed her ass cheeks. The tip of my cock caught on her lips and stiffened. In one smooth motion, I lifted Anna off her feet and sank my cock into her slippery hole.
She moaned and wrapped her legs tight around my waist and her arms around my neck. Her stiff nipples scraped my smooth muscled chest, and she kissed my neck, licking with the tip of her tongue.
Aided by the water, Anna felt light and easy to hold. I sank my cock deep inside and felt her warm buttery pussy melt over my hot steel rod.
I grew larger inside her and moved my cock in tight clockwise swirls. Her walls clamped my shaft and my tip sank into her sweet soft inner folds, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine.
Anna gently sucked my neck while she ground her hips on my iron-hard pole.
I slipped out and back inside, fucking Anna again and again. Her pussy, warm and sweet, felt like a slice of heaven wrapped around my driving cock. Deeper and harder I plunged while Anna grunted softly in my ear.
Molly appeared behind me and slipped her hands around my waist while she gently kissed along my spine. Her fingers roamed my stomach before moving across my muscled chest.
Anna’s calves tightened around my ass, and her thighs squeezed my hips. Her breathing came in hot ragged pulls and her breath curled into my ear while her tongue swirled my lobe. “I’m coming all over your big cock.” Anna grunted and moaned before digging her fingernails into my shoulders.
I sank my cock deep into my dark-haired beauty and held it still while her pussy pulsed and a fountain of jizz burst from my balls like a broken dike. I grunted and my cock twitched involuntarily as cum spasmed from my tip. I locked my knees and kneaded Anna’s ass while I delivered geysers of cum into her unprotected womb. Load after load found its way inside my good little witch.
It was only then that I noticed that the prism had once again come alive with blinding white light.
As I emptied the last of my seed in Anna’s pussy, she loosened her legs around my waist and ran her fingers through my hair, kissing me long and deep while our orgasms receded.
Molly, Anna, and I floated in the springs, relaxing and letting the healing water wash over us.
When I floated over to my cloak and dream stone, I noticed something peculiar.
The dream stone had a spinning silver crystal in the middle that I hadn’t noticed before.
I picked it up and the stone practically buzzed in my hand. “What’s this?”
Anna and Molly gathered around the stone and we took turns passing it around.
“The stone likely has never been recharged,” Anna said. “This is how the stone should look when it’s at full power.”
“Does it do anything different?” I asked.
From the mouth of the cavern, we heard Astrid’s warble of greeting.
The three of us turned toward the entrance, and Astrid lazily flew above us with what looked like a glistening rock in her mouth.
“She did it!” Molly jumped up and down, her perky tits bouncing and jiggling.
Astrid landed on the edge of the pool and dropped the crystal into Anna’s outstretched hand.
Beneath a thin layer of scorched granite, a fist-sized red and gold crystal sparkled.
“This is it,” Anna said, not trying to contain her excitement.
“Astrid, good girl!” I beamed at the dragon and she pranced around the cavern with her chest puffed out and head held high. Smoke curled from her nostrils, and she bared her glistening white fangs in a broad smile.
“Watch out,” Molly said, but it was too late.
Astrid didn’t see the edge of the hot spring and tumbled face first into the water. With a giant kerplunk, the dragon hit the water and thrashed about until her head emerged and her big black eyes looked at us and blinked.
The three of us burst out laughing while Astrid flapped her wings excitedly and lapped up the healing waters.
◆◆◆
 
Back at Anna’s plantation, Izzy was busy hiring a fresh labor force to tend to the estate’s many needs. From orchards, to livestock, and vast fields of wheat, Izzy made sure it all happened to her no-shortcuts expectations. That she was sporting a noticeable baby bump didn’t slow her an iota.
Meanwhile, Lilly had turned the inside of Anna’s mansion into a showplace. Everything was neat and orderly and the staff, both men and women, buzzed through the many hallways and bedrooms tending to everything with friendly smiles and cheerful greetings.
When we arrived home, Molly made sure Astrid’s barn was warm and cozy while Anna retreated with the stone to her workshop.
I found Lilly in the kitchen chatting with the head chef.
“Marva, the apple pies turned out perfectly,” Lilly said pulling them from a wood stove and placing them on a nearby cooling rack.
“Thank you, my lady,” the chef said. She gazed up at me as I carefully crept into the kitchen.
The chef was a short, round, middle-aged woman with a large mid-section and a kind smile. She was about to speak until I pressed my finger to my lips, smiled, and winked.
“You must show me how you get the topping so golden and flaky. It looks perfect,” Lilly said. “Jack will love these pies.”
I crept up silently and slid my arms around Lilly’s burgeoning baby belly and quickly whispered into her ear. “Forget him and let me whisk you away to an exotic beach.”
Lilly screamed, jumped a foot off the ground and whirled. Her glare turned to a smile and then back to a glare. She smacked me playfully on the arm before falling into my open arms. “You’ll send me into early labor if you keep that up. Is that what you want?”
I leaned into a soft kiss and ran my hands over her bulging womb. “I want you is what I want.”
Marva smiled and turned away as if to give us some privacy.
“You already have me, Mr. Thorp.” Lilly kissed me again and tried her best to wrap her arms around me, but couldn’t quite make it with the amount of baby between us.
“What’s the news?” I asked.
Lilly’s blue eyes sparkled, and her cheeks turned a rosy shade of pink. “Well….” She took my hand and started playing with my fingers one by one. “I saw the midwife, and she says I’m carrying twins.”
My jaw fell open, and I felt a wide grin split my face. “Twins? Lill, are you sure?”
She nodded. “She’s quite sure, and so am I. I can feel them wrestling half the night.” She placed her hands on her belly, and her face lit up.
I scooped her up into my arms and twirled her around, careful not to hurt the precious cargo.
Lilly was one hundred percent baby belly. Her breasts had grown fuller, but her figure was every bit as smoldering as it was before the pregnancy. Fucking her now was hotter than ever and simply thinking about it put my cock on notice. I couldn’t get enough of her big bouncing tits while she rode me, her baby belly sliding over my stomach.
“Lill.” I kissed her again and brushed my tongue over her lips. “I want to play.”
Lilly glanced toward the staff carrying out any of a hundred different tasks. “After dinner,” she whispered. “Can’t you see I’m busy?”
“You, me, Izzy, and a big bed is all I can see in our immediate future,” I said.
“Sounds wonderful.” She kissed me on the lips and pushed me out of the kitchen. “Now, go. I’ll talk to you later.”
Lilly started humming as she picked up another apple pie and placed it on the cooling rack.
I decided to check on Anna and find out more about the scrying stone. When I reached her workshop, she had left the door cracked open. I lightly knocked as I pushed it wide.
“Come in,” she said without looking up.
Anna wore her hair back in a loose ponytail. She had exchanged her old, evil-witch wardrobe for simpler dresses in a variety of colors and style. Although I made sure she kept the black bra and garters. She had exchanged her hiking gear for a pink, form-fitting, satin dress showcasing plenty of her spectacular curves including her legendary cleavage.
We had barely mentioned the stone on the way back to the plantation. In fact, Anna had barely said a word to either Molly or I, but I knew her mind was turning. She was already going through the steps necessary to turn the naked crystal into a magical item capable of tracking down the world’s most legendary witch.
I stepped up beside her and looked down at the crystal.
Anna chipped away at the last bits of rock covering the gem and turned it over beneath the bright light of a nearby oil lamp. “Pure Celestite. A specimen like this is worth well north of five hundred crowns.”
“Five hundred crowns? That’s a fortune.”
Anna held up the gemstone. “I’ve never seen a gemstone so… so perfect. Astrid did very well.”
The red and gold jewel sparkled majestically under the light, glittering as if the gemstone itself harbored a light source.
I touched the gemstone, and visions popped into my head.
◆◆◆
 
I stood amid a bustling carnival holding cotton candy on a wooden stick.
There were booths touting games of skill and chance. Each with dizzying prizes and shameless hucksters calling out to the passersby. The scent of a hundred kinds of food drifted on the summer breeze while the sounds of a brass band floated from a bandstand across the green.
“This way, Jack.” A beautiful, young, dark-haired woman no older than nineteen took my hand.
I glanced up at her. “Can we sit up close, Emilia?” My gaze drifted to her large breasts straining the front of her thin summer dress.
The girl had long, flowing dark hair, ruby red lips, hazel eyes, and curves that went on for miles. Her blue and white dress stood in stark contrast to her bronzed, summer-soaked complexion.
Young me wanted her very, very badly. I brushed my hand against the soft swell of her hip. “Please, Emi?”
Emilia pushed my hand away and sighed. “I have to get you back home, or they’ll never let me take you out again.”
“Come on, Emi,” a young man’s voice said. “We’ve got ten minutes, haven’t we? Do it for the kid.”
Emilia squeezed the young man’s hand and smiled at him adoringly. “Only if you promise to stay with us.”
I gazed with envy at the young man holding her hand.
He was tall, fit-looking, with dark hair and a strong, smoldering jawline.
I hated him in an instant.
Emilia found us a spot for us on the lawn near the bandstand. She and the young man snuggled up close. He whispered something in her ear, and she giggled. The soft swell of her cleavage peeked out the top of her dress and her breasts jiggled as the young man tried to tickle her.
“Stop it, Andor,” she whispered. “Not in front of Jack.”
But Andor didn’t stop. He continued to peck and paw at Emilia while she did her best to fend him off.
I felt jealousy rage inside me, and I barely paid attention to the band. That’s when a thought struck me. “Emi, can I sit on your lap?”
“That’s a wonderful idea.” She shot Andor a satisfied look, snapped me up, and pulled me between her folded legs.
Andor sat back and sighed as I successfully administered a masterful cock block.
I felt Emilia’s thighs wrap around me and I leaned back into her big, soft tits.
She wrapped her arms around me and kissed on top of my head. “Is that better, my sweet prince?”
◆◆◆
 
The vision faded, and I found myself back in Anna’s workshop. It took me a moment to orient myself, and I leaned against the table for support. My cock raged in my pants and I struggled to shake off the sudden urge to strip Anna down and fuck her on her workshop floor.
“Jack, are you okay?” Anna placed her hand on my back and gently rubbed.
“When I touched the gemstone, I think I remembered a piece of my old life.” I didn’t mention the Prophet, but vividly recalled my interaction with her. My rock-hard cock offered living proof. Her real name was Emilia, and she had been my governess. Even though she hadn’t said so in the vision, I instinctively knew it was true.
“Celestite is a powerful gemstone,” Anna said. “Maybe now you can see why it’s worth so much.”
I tried my best to shake off the haze. “What’s the next step?”
“We have to give it life,” Anna said.
“Like in the hot springs?” I curled my arm around Anna’s waist and gently squeezed.
She giggled and leaned into me. “Yes… but the players have to change.”
I frowned. “Don’t hold out on me, professor.”
Anna scooped up the gem and turned to face me. “Your dream stone and cloak use energy generated from positive emotion. Namely, love, lust, hope, happiness, the list goes on.”
“Right. That’s what you said at the hot spring.”
“The scrying stone I create from this gemstone will also use positive energy, but it needs a kernel of a specific sort of positive energy to jump start it. One source for that energy comes from the presence of new life.”
“You aren’t talking about human sacrifice or anything crazy like that are you?”
Anna laughed and turned the crystal over in her hand. “No, Jack. That’s death energy. It’s very powerful, and it’s used by wizards and witches who practice dark magic. Our family isn’t about death magic.”
“Our family?”
She stood on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “We are a family, aren’t we?”
I held her cheeks between my hands and kissed her again. “Very much so.”
She smiled and placed the gem back on the table. “Life energy comes from new life which is a specific form of positive emotional energy. We call it green energy.”
“Anna, just tell me what to do.”
“I assume you, my daughter, and my niece are planning a reunion later this evening?” Anna didn’t appear the least bit fazed.
“Well, yes.”
“That should be sufficient,” she said. “I’ll set up the crystal in your bedroom, and you make the magic happen.” She grinned up at me knowingly.
“Oh….” My slow brain finally caught on. Who would have thought having passionate sex with two gorgeous young mothers to-be could power a magical enchantment? I grinned. “I’m catching on.”
Anna nodded. “Good. Take your time and have fun. The more positive emotional energy you produce, the more powerful the imbuement.”
◆◆◆
 
Later that night, after dinner and dessert, I waited for Lilly and Izzy in my bedroom.
Anna had already placed the Celestite on the bedside table beside the prism I recognized from the hot springs. A roaring fire blazed in the hearth, and a dozen candles provided the room with a soft, fuzzy glow.
I smirked. It seemed Anna had thought of everything.
Heavy quilts covered my four-poster bed, while Anna had provided enough pillows for ten people. The bed itself could easily sleep four or even five, although I had yet to test that theory. While Lilly had come to terms with Anna and my relationship, she wasn’t exactly ready to jump into bed with her own mother.
Izzy felt the same. She didn’t mind that I had entered into an intimate relationship with Anna Matsen, but sleeping with her own aunt was a bridge too far.
I hadn’t even entertained the thought of Elsa joining the group. Although I had spent a few nights in Elsa’s bed back in Glenn, we both decided to keep our relationship separate. Things were messy enough without adding her to the mix. Besides, she was happy running her shop and using me as temporary company just to scratch the occasional itch.
By the time I peeled off my clothes and slipped naked into bed, Anna and Izzy appeared together at my door.
My angels both smiled at me. Their baby bumps were well on the way to full term, but they were still seductively small.
I never dreamed their pregnancies would drive me crazy with lust, but they had. Between their juicy tits and round, swollen wombs, I couldn’t get enough mommy magic.
Izzy’s golden hair gleamed under the firelight. It fell loose over her shoulders and cascaded down to the soft swell of her pregnant mommy boobs. Her green eyes sparkled, and her full pink lips glittered under the light. She wore a loose-fitting, sheer camisole that ended just above her pregnant belly. Her lace panties fit snuggly beneath her growing bump and showcased the short golden curls of her neatly trimmed pussy.
Lilly’s hair was up, piled high atop her head and secured by a pink silk ribbon. Her cute button nose, blue eyes, and pink lips drew me in like no other. Of all the women in my harem, Lilly filled the role of traditional wife and mother better than any. But in the bedroom, she was a goddess and had the body to prove it. A red lacy bra squeezed her big tits together, showcasing her jaw-dropping cleavage. During her pregnancy, her tits had grown but maintained their nearly perfect shape. Lilly had let my cock run wild in between her bounteous wonders whenever I pleased, and I pleased a lot.
Lilly’s red panties covered her bare, shaven, smooth and stubble free pussy. I knew firsthand that it tasted every bit as good as it looked.
I had missed my blonde beauties during our long trip to the Crystal Mountains, but now that I was back, I was ready to make up for lost time. I slid into bed and patted the empty spots on each side of me.
Izzy and Lilly scampered across the bedroom and stood at the foot of the bed.
Izzy crawled on all fours up the bed, her big tits swaying as she went. Beside her, Lilly did the same as I watched her tight cleavage jiggle and bounce.
Lilly sat up on her knees beside me and Izzy stretched out alongside me with her head resting on her propped-up elbow.
“That’s the crystal?” Lilly gazed at the dormant red crystal and its tiny prism companion. “How does it work?”
“I don’t know exactly, but Anna does, and that’s all that matters,” I said.
“We fill it by fucking?” Izzy said.
“That’s what the witch lady tells me,” I said.
“We could have filled that crystal a thousand times over by now,” Izzy said. “You haven’t been able to keep your hands off of me.”
“You ladies aren’t exactly hard on the eyes,” I said. “Can you blame me?”
Lilly reached behind her back and removed her red, lacy bra. Her big tits sprang free. Like the rest of her big boobs, her nipples had grown and so had my urge to suck them. They were smooth and flat, but that would change in no time.
My cock stiffened and rose before Lilly and Izzy’s watchful gaze.
Lilly squeezed and cupped her tits, causing my cock to further flare up. “Why do my tits always do that to you?”
Izzy raised her eyebrow. “You’re really asking him that question?” She reached down and peeled off her camisole, letting her big tits spill free onto my smooth bare chest. Her half-hard nipple came to rest directly on top of my nipple, causing my cock to thicken and rise to full strength.
Izzy reached out and pulled on my cock, watching it spring back into an upright position. “I could use that as a support beam in the new barn.”
Faint white light appeared in the prism and Lilly gasped.
“Is it working?” She reached out and ran her warm fingers over my shaft and fat swollen head.
The prism glowed a shade brighter.
“That’s neat,” Lilly said. “What happens when you come inside me?”
“We’ll find out,” I said.
“Does that mean I get sloppy seconds?” Izzy asked barely hiding the disappointment in her voice.
I leaned over and produced a small vial of water I had brought back from the hot springs. I had gallons more stowed away in my closet. “No, my lovely. With this magic tonic all your dreams will come true.” I said, performing my best imitation of a huckster con man.
“Said the snake oil salesman to the virgin.” Izzy took the vial from me and shook it. “Molly told me about this stuff. You can go forever or something crazy.”
“Let’s just say that tonight will provide plenty of fresh fodder for that journal of yours.”
Izzy grinned, leaned over and put the vial back on the table, bringing her tits into my face as she did so.
I pulled one of her pink nipples between my lips, sucking and nibbling it to hardness. It was warm and wet and slid over my lips and tongue, growing harder inside my mouth. I took her nipple gently between my teeth and pulled while kneading her other tit in my hand. Her nipple slid in and out between my fingers, growing harder with every contact.
Izzy’s breathing grew labored, and she ran her hands through my hair, not trying to pull away. “You are a horny boy tonight, aren’t you?”
Something warm and soft encased my shaft, and I opened one eye and gazed down my body.
Lilly had removed her panties and knelt before me naked. She lovingly wrapped her tits around my cock before sliding them up and down over my shaft. With each pass, my head peaked out the top of her cleavage.
I rolled my hips in tiny circular motions while her soft flesh enveloped my cock. With Izzy’s nipple in my mouth and Lilly’s tits wrapped around my stone-hard shaft, I couldn’t imagine life got much better.
“It’s so pretty,” Lilly said as she continued to massage her amazing pillows up and down my throbbing shaft.
At first, I thought she meant my cock, but she had fixed her gaze on the prism which emitted a halo of white light with a splash of green at its center.
Izzy pulled her tits from my face and slid lower until our mouths met in a feeding frenzy of squirming tongues and slippery lips. She flattened her big tits against my chest and worked her panties down her legs before tossing them aside.
My cock, already on the verge of exploding, got an unexpected surprise in the form of warm lips and slurping tongue. Every time my cock escaped Lilly’s twin wonderlands, she wrapped her lips around my tip and sucked. A delicious popping sound preceded my immersion into her twin puppies with every mind-blowing pass.
I broke off the kiss with Izzy long enough to give her critical direction. “Izz, come sit on my face.”
“Mmm….” Izzy straddled my chest, her baby bump resting comfortably on my collarbone. Her big tits jiggled and swayed while the heat from her pussy warmed my chest.
I ran my fingers along her supple thighs before resting them on her heart-shaped hips. “Let me at that sweet pussy.”
Izzy stretched out, reclining enough to prop herself up with her hands back on the bed. Her hair draped over her shoulders and stretched to my lower abdomen, leaving a tickle trail in its wake.
I pulled her hips up cupping her ass for support and came face to face with her sweet wet slit. I dove in headfirst, working my tongue up and down over her pink wetness while Izzy gently bucked her hips forward and back.
My cock was on the brink of explosion as Lilly continued with her world-class tit job, taking my cock deeper into her mouth while I rammed my dick through her sweet field of flesh.
Her tongue slid in tight circles while her lips wrapped around my shaft like a second skin.
My cock twitched, and balls contracted. I was on the brink of orgasm while I slid my tongue deep into Izzy’s pink trench.
As if sensing my predicament, Lilly backed away, taking her tits and mouth with her. She gently massaged my thighs with her fingertips while she gazed at my twitching and flexing cock with lust in her eyes.
I kneaded Izzy’s ass cheeks, letting her flesh slide between my open fingers while her juices flowed over my lips and down my chin. I plunged my tongue in and out of her hole before moving my way north along her trench and uncovering her sweet bud with the tip of my tongue.
Izzy softly groaned and continued to thrash her hips in tight, gyrating circles.
I stared over her baby mound and watched her tits shimmer and shake while I sucked her clit in between my lips and gently pulled.
My cock, having returned from the brink, welcomed the warmth of Lilly’s fingers as she circled the base of my cock with her thumb and forefinger. I felt her comfortable weight on my midsection a moment before my tip touched her warm, wet slit.
I swiveled my hips while Lilly guided my cock up and down her trench, setting her own juices flowing.
With little fanfare, she guided my stiff rod into her hole and took it halfway down before she paused.
The tightness of her canal encircled my shaft like a custom-made, skin-tight glove. Her breathing intensified, and I could just make out her stiffening nipples over the swell of Izzy’s pregnant womb.
Beside the bed, the prism hummed and white light flooded the bed while green flickers danced across the girls' naked bodies.
I continued to work on Izzy’s pussy, dragging the flat of my tongue over her engorged clit before sliding lower and lapping up the juices flowing from her hole.
Izzy’s moans grew louder and her pussy ran like a river, her juices running wild over my face and chin before dribbling down my neck.
Lilly pushed lower, taking my cock all the way inside her. Her baby bump rested on my lower stomach and she plumbed her pussy with my rod in tight short micro-circles. Lilly closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and moaned before beginning to bounce up and down on my cock.
Her baby belly slapped gently against my stomach while her big tits swayed in easy circles. With each pass, the momentum of her heaving breasts caused them to slap together before they bounced apart and started the cycle anew.
Izzy squeezed my cheeks between her thighs, while she bit her lower lip and moaned long and loud, not concerned about who might hear.
I had Izzy’s clit gently pulled between my teeth while I circled the tip with my tongue.
“Jack, I’m going to come… don’t you fucking stop.” She bucked her hips wildly, face fucking me while Lilly bounced up and down on my cock like a pogo stick.
Lilly’s belly and tits slapped one after the other in a tight singsong rhythm.
My cock bottomed out inside the soon-to-be mother of twins while I felt every inch of heat and friction her tight pussy could muster.
All at once, Izzy squeezed my face in an iron-like vice grip between her thighs while her body tremored in racking orgasmic bliss.
Lilly’s low moans turned into shouts. Her pussy spasmed, and goosebumps rippled over her belly and chest. She went rigid while I exploded inside her, a geyser of cum barreled up my shaft and gushed out, soaking her womb with my seed. Lilly’s breaths came hard and ragged while she continued to gyrate her hips and coax from my balls load after load of creamy white spunk.
Her juices flowed down my shaft and drizzled down my balls while my cock twitched and her pussy flexed, milking me of every last drop.
Izzy relaxed, dropping her pussy away from my mouth and sinking her ass back down onto my chest. She pulled in long restorative breaths while she leaned back and found Lilly’s waiting lips.
The women kissed long and slow while Lilly held still atop me, letting my cum sink into her depths.
With round one in the books, the ladies and I snuggled together on the bed, kissing and touching. A few minutes later, Izzy reached for the vial of restorative water and handed it to me. “I want that big cock inside me right now.”
“So bossy.” I tipped back the vial and let the restorative waters bring my body back to life. My cock hardened under Izzy’s touch while Lilly inched her way back on the mound of pillows.
“I want to watch,” Lilly said as she spread her legs and worked her fingers over her pussy.
Izzy started to get on top of me, and I took her by the wrist, forcing her to stop. “Nope. I’m in control here. Remember?” I said, voice firm and commanding.
“Okay, Jack.” Izzy’s eyes washed over with lust and she nodded meekly, as if relinquishing control. She sat up on her knees, her baby bump and big tits on full display. “Tell me what to do next.”
“Lay back on the bed next to Lilly. You’ve been a bad girl and I need to teach you a lesson.”
Lilly giggled and Izzy did as I asked.
She stretched out with her arms over her head, and her legs parted. “Don’t hurt me, daddy,” she said using her little girl voice. “That big dick is scary.” She stuck out her lower lip as if she meant to cry.
Lilly giggled louder this time, leaned over and whispered something into Izzy’s ear.
Izzy nodded and gazed up at me, moaning softly. “Please daddy, will you fuck your little girl?”
I crept forward, my cock as hard as a ten-century diamond, before spreading apart Izzy’s legs and gazing down on her glistening slit. “This might hurt, but maybe next time you’ll listen when I tell you to keep your hands out of the cookie jar.”
Izzy’s eyes widened, and a slutty little smile touched her eyes and lips. “Yes, daddy. I deserve my punishment.” Her gaze fell to my cock, and she parted her mouth as if in anticipation of me sheathing my sword in her scabbard.
I gazed on her round pregnant belly, and my cock raged. I slid my hands over her swollen womb and up to her breasts that jiggled delightfully while she took up her position.
She bit her lower lip and gazed at my cock bobbing and weaving before her eyes full of innocence and lust.
I palmed each of her swollen tits and slipped her engorged nipples between my open fingers. I edged forward, dragging my tip along her soaking wet trench. My cock throbbed as if in anticipation and I sank into her pink folds, groaning as her tight pussy enveloped my shaft from tip to nuts. My dick twitched inside her while her muscles rolled over my shaft in extraordinary waves.
Izzy wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep, open-mouthed kiss, probing my lips and mouth with her tongue. I felt her warm breath curl over my upper lip and she softly moaned while I edged my hips forward, fully impaling her.
Izzy’s pregnant belly bumped against my stomach while I slow-fucked her, grinding my cock in slow circles deep inside her canal.
I slid in and out of Izzy’s tight hole while she wrapped her legs around my waist and squeezed. With each bottoming out, Izzy softly grunted while we continued to kiss. She ran her fingers through my hair while her big juicy tits flattened against my chest.
Bright green light blazed from the prism and washed over Lilly, Izzy, and I. White light continued to flicker at the edges of the bright green sun of living energy. Beside the prism, the gemstone glowed with a cool green halo while I continued to pound Izzy’s sweet mommy mound.
With her legs spread wide, Lilly groaned while she watched me continue to fuck Izzy harder and faster. Her breaths came short and fast and her blue eyes sparkled under the strange, wondrous light.
Izzy’s pussy twitched around my cock and then unexpectedly her body went rigid. She pulled my lower lip into her mouth and nibbled while she groaned and squeezed her legs harder pulling me in deeper.
Her pussy continued to spasm while she nearly pulled herself up and off the bed to take my cock inside her as deep as it could go.
With three hard and fast strokes my orgasm barreled upward from my balls and I pulled out of Izzy’s pussy just in time to watch a thick rainbow of cum splatter across her baby belly.
I sat up on my knees and continued to stroke my cock while I fired loads of milky cream onto Izzy’s plump mound. My cum drizzled over her belly like a melting ice cream cone and I laid the barrel of my shaft on her navel while I continued to milk out every drop.
Izzy propped herself up on her elbows and watched the cum run down her belly in complete fasciation. She reached out and scooped up a thick load on her finger before bringing it to her lips. “You made quite a mess. Who will ever help me clean it up?”
Lilly leaned over Izzy’s belly, dragging her tits through a trail of cum. She opened her mouth and greedily lapped up trails of my warm spunk before wrapping her lips around my cock and sucking my tip dry.
A few minutes later, the three of us coiled together naked while the prism light faded. But the gemstone itself glowed with cool green energy. We had accomplished our mission, and I knew Anna would be pleased.
I didn’t know what Anna planned next. But that was a problem left for tomorrow. For now, I enjoyed my beautiful blonde mommies curled up beside me. With warm tits and pregnant bellies mashed up against me, I drifted off into a deep, comfortable sleep.
◆◆◆
 
Over the next few days, Anna worked tirelessly converting the gemstone into a fully functioning scrying stone. I came and went regularly, watching her work through a long series of magical spells and incantations. Most of the work involved Anna, sitting cross-legged on the floor with the gemstone placed inside a pentagram surrounded by strange runes, burning candles, and piles of multi-colored ash. Finally, after nearly a week, she announced her findings.
“I’m done.” Anna opened her exhausted eyes and gazed at me.
“And?” My skin prickled. I held my breath, waiting for the answer.
“She’s in a tower near the border with the Winter King.”
My stomach dipped and rolled. I wanted to jump for joy. “You’re sure?”
“Positive.” Anna uncurled her legs and started to stand before she swooned and nearly collapsed.
I rushed to her side and wrapped my arm around her waist. “Hey, what’s the rush?”
Anna hooked her arm around my waist and rested her head against my shoulder. “Jack, we have to go.”
“I know, I know, but you don’t have to kill yourself in the process.” I squeezed her tightly and held on until Anna regained her composure.
“We’ll need Molly and Astrid,” Anna said. “There are guards in the tower.”
“Whose guards?” After all this time, we still didn’t know who had captured the Prophet.
Anna shook her head. “I couldn’t tell.” She inhaled deeply and stood upright. “Thank you.”
“We’ll leave at first light,” I said. “How long is the journey?”
“Four days, if we move fast,” Anna said.
I nodded. “I’ll make sure we’re ready to go.”
◆◆◆
 
Over the next few days, the rich green fields of the Emerald Plains gave way to rolling hills covered in thick, lush forest. Molly, Anna, Astrid, and I had made fast time thanks to good weather and healthy bodies.
As we gained altitude, the temperatures had dropped. It wasn’t cold, rather it was sunny, mild, and pleasant. The weather was unseasonably warm, and even the Winter Territories weren’t immune from the fairer climate.
Anna stared toward the horizon through a brass looking glass. “I see it. It’s there on the highest hill,” she told us, her voice edged with excitement. She handed me the looking glass and pointed toward a distant hill. “You’ll see it surrounded by a ring of oak trees.”
I couldn’t tell an oak tree from a maple, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. I held up the looking glass and stared through the tiny lens.
In the distance, a stone tower stood atop the highest hill, surrounded by tall, thick trees.
My pulse quickened, and I fought the urge to run toward the tower. I could practically taste the Prophet’s hard nipple in my mouth, and I felt my cock swell in my pants. “I’m worried about roving guards. Surely whoever has her will have the place surrounded.”
“Astrid will fly low above the trees and scout ahead,” Molly said.
“I’ve placed magical wards around us that won’t let anyone ambush us without my knowing first,” Anna said.
I nodded. “Good. We should be there in a couple of hours. Let’s move.”
After twenty minutes hiking through the forest, something inside my mind triggered, and I found myself, once again, taken back in time.
◆◆◆
 
I stared through what I now knew were my eyes. I sat inside a carriage. The door to the carriage was open, and rain pattered against the thin leather rooftop.
Outside, Emilia stood under an umbrella talking to a man I recognized as our driver.
He tipped his hat, nodded, and made for the carriage while Emilia climbed through the open door and sat down across from me.
She shook the rainwater from the umbrella and closed it before setting it aside. Emilia, who I now recognized as the Prophet, wore along black traveling dress that covered all the good parts. She had pinned her hair up under a wide-brimmed hat that offset her creamy white complexion. She gazed at me demurely through her smoldering hazel eyes and half-smiled in a way that set a flock of birds lose in my stomach. Her big tits tested the strength of the buttons holding her dress in place, and I would have sawed off my right arm for five minutes alone with her naked and willing.
For years, I had thought of nothing but bedding Emilia, and I had practically obsessed over how to best tell her. Despite the fact that she had spent the last decade as my governess, I was desperate for her to see me as more than a child. I had turned twenty less than a week ago and was more than old enough to marry her. I had picked this journey to tell her, and the time had come.
Outside, the driver yelled to the team, and the carriage rolled forward.
“We’ll be in York by nightfall,” Emilia said.
“Do we pass through any towns along the way?” I asked.
Emilia shook her head. “We pass through one small village. I think it’s called Glenn.”
The rain drove harder against the carriage and Emilia peered out through the closed window. “But a storm will change everything.”
Now was the moment. There wouldn’t be a better time. We were here alone, drowned out by the pounding rain. Even the driver couldn’t hear us. This time, Emi couldn’t change the conversation or run away. I had her undivided attention.
My heart beat so hard I could feel it pound in my throat. My hands were cold and clammy, and my head buzzed with the weight of the moment. “Emi, there’s something I have to tell you.”
Emi stared at me, her eyes calm and cool. “What’s wrong, Jack?”
“It’s the way I feel about you,” I said. “I want you to be more than my friend. I’ve felt this way for a very long time. It’s not infatuation or something that will go away anytime soon. I’m in love with you, and I want you to be with me.”
My heart thundered inside my head, and I was on the verge of passing out.
Emilia sat and stare at me for a long time as if considering. "Jack, I know how you feel about me. I can see every time you look at me. But—”
“No,” I said. “Please don’t reject me. If you can't be with me now, then at least think on it.”
“Jack.” Her voice softened. “There’s so much about me you don’t know.”
“I know your heart,” I said. “I’m not a child anymore, Emilia. I can take care of you and please don’t look at me that way.”
She stared at me, her eyes filled with pity. “I can’t be with you. Not that way.”
“I’m not a child,” I said. “And you’re only ten years older than me. That’s nothing.”
“It’s not about that,” she said.
“We can get past whatever it is. I love you, Emi. I always have.”
Her eyes glistened with tears. “Baby, I’m already married.”
◆◆◆
 
The real world came crashing back, and despite the cool temperature, I felt sweat soak my shirt and dampen my forehead.
“He’s back.” Molly gazed at me, her eyes filled with concern.
“It’s the tower,” Anna said. “It’s connected to him somehow.” She was sitting cross-legged in a meadow beneath the tower’s long shadow. The scrying stone sat before her, glowing with pale green light.
“What’s happening?” I blinked and gazed between Molly and Anna.
“We arrived thirty minutes ago,” Molly said. “You were… somewhere else.”
I turned and faced the tower.
Astrid flew in slow circles around the top as if she didn't have a care in the world.
“Where are the guards?” I asked.
“Gone,” Anna said.
“Did you find her? Is she inside?”
“The stone tells me she’s inside, but we can’t breach the front door. It’s warded.”
“Then break the ward,” I said.
Anna looked at me, exasperated. “Don’t you think I’ve tried?”
“Maybe the guards are waiting inside?” I said.
“Astrid says it's empty,” Molly said.
“She told you?”
Molly nodded. “It was the first time she spoke to me. She’s worried about you.”
I gazed up at the dragon and waved.
Astrid let out a high-pitched squeal and floated down to the meadow before landing nearby. She lumbered toward me and nuzzled her head against my chest.
I stroked the dragon and scratched behind her ears. “I’m okay. I promise”
Astrid let out a short, satisfied puff of smoke from her nostrils before settling into a ball on the soft grass.
“What do we do now?” I asked
Anna let out a long sigh and shrugged. “I don’t have a clue.”
I turned my gaze on Molly.
“Don’t look at me,” she said. “I’m the muscle, not the brains of this outfit.”
“Is it safe for me to approach?” I asked gazing up at the tower.
“Yes,” Anna said. “The front door won’t budge, but otherwise it’s safe.”
“Mind if I try it?” I gazed between them.
“Nothing ventured… blah, blah,” Anna said.
“Right.” I turned away from the women and crossed the meadow until I reached the tower’s iron door.
The door itself was thick and tall with a circular iron handle and no keyhole.
I reached for the handle and pulled.
The door creaked open.
◆◆◆
 
I turned back toward Anna and Molly and smiled.
“That ward was meant for you,” Anna yelled from across the meadow. “I think you should go in alone. Take your time.”
I nodded and gave them a wave before I entered the tower and shut the door behind me.
A circular stone staircase ascended toward the top of the tower.
I started climbing and passed room after room, all of them empty of both furniture, belongings, or any sign of human activity. Why was the place empty? If Emilia was here, then why hadn’t she left on her own a long time ago? Was it the ward?
When I reached the top of the stairs, I paused outside the last remaining door. How had she survived this whole time without food or water? Who was taking care of her? What if she was dead? Could the scrying stone find a dead person? Somehow, I doubted it could.
My heart beat rapidly and I held my breath when I pulled open the last door and walked inside.
Soft light filtered in through the intricate, stained glass windows that circled the room. Like the rest of the tower, the room was bare of furniture or any sign of human activity. The smooth stone floors were spotless and undisturbed. The tower wasn’t run down or in disarray. Rather, it looked abandoned. But according to Anna, the Prophet was inside this building.
I took my backpack off and set it aside. Was it all an illusion? I’d seen enough magic by now to know that I couldn’t trust my eyes alone.
“Can’t trust me eyes….” I mumbled aloud. A thought struck me. I knelt and rummaged through my pack until I found what I was looking for.
I hadn’t used my dream stone in weeks. In fact, I hadn’t used it at all since Anna, Molly, and I had recharged it in the Crystal Cavern.
I held the stone in my palm, and it glowed with white light. The strange silver crystal in the middle sparkled with energy. Could I use it while I was awake? I wrapped my fingers around the stone, closed my eyes, and thought of my sweet Emi.
The world warped, and when I opened my eyes I gasped.
I stood inside the tower. The same soft light filtered through the stained-glass windows, but everything else had changed.
Plush red carpet covered the floor. Bright, colorful tapestries hung from the wall. Ornate furniture decorated the room, and when I turned, I found the biggest surprise of them all.
A woman stood before me. Her long gleaming dark hair hung loose past her shoulders. Her skin was the color of ivory and her hazel eyes smiled up at me. Her beautiful face gazed on mine, and her plump red lips curled up in a slight grin. I’d seen that face a million times. I knew every inch by heart.
My heart nearly burst, and my voice quivered when I spoke. “Emi?”
“I knew you’d find me,” she said. “You were always the smartest boy.”
“Is this a dream?” Although I didn’t believe that it was, I needed her confirmation.
She shook her head. “The empty tower was the illusion. It was the final test. You passed, but I always knew you would.”
She looked younger and softer than she had in my dreams, but still, it was Emi in the flesh. The woman I yearned for every second of every day. She had haunted my dreams and my fantasies and had been my private obsession for most of my life. It was my Emi.
Emilia wore a plain black dress that offset her porcelain skin perfectly. The cut of the dress showcased a whisper of cleavage, but not too much. The dress stopped just above her knees, revealing her firm, smooth calves and the promise of what lay above. I could tell by the shape of her top and the slight movement of her breasts that Emi wasn’t wearing a bra.
I felt my cock harden. Although I didn’t have all my memories of Emilia, I knew how I felt about her. I had a million questions to ask her, but if I didn’t seize this moment, it might pass by and I’d never get it back. I stepped up before her and gazed into her clear bright eyes.
She didn’t shy away. Instead, she took my hands as she stared back into mine. “I’m sorry… about everything.”
I leaned down and kissed her. When our lips met, a jolt of electricity sparked down my spine and curled my toes.
Emi didn’t pull away. Rather, she deepened the kiss, opening her mouth to mine. Our tongues flashed, touching briefly and skimming over soft lips and darting tongues. She moaned softly in my mouth and her sweetness rolled over me and set my cock on fire.
We opened our lips wide, letting our tongues greedily explore, and we each tasted the long-forbidden fruit.
I slipped my hands around Emi’s waist and felt the top of her hips flare under my touch. There would be time for talking after I had been inside her. I had waited long enough.
She kissed me with a fevered hunger I’d never experienced. She was a like a coiled spring that had finally broken free.
It had never occurred to me that Emi had wanted me as much as I had wanted her during our many years. I slid my hands up her back and found the zipper by her neckline while her fingers danced over the buttons on the front of my shirt.
With one quick zip, the dress slipped free, revealing my governess standing before topless wearing nothing but a pair of sheer black panties.
She gave up on my last few buttons and simply ripped my shirt away before running her hands over my hard-muscled chest. She groaned again, softly, and squeezed my pectorals, driving her tongue deeper into my mouth.
Behind Emi there was a four-poster, king-sized bed complete with white satin sheets and enough pillows to supply a small army.
I scooped her up while she wrapped her arms around my neck and I carried her over to the bed.
Her lips roamed my neck and ears until we reached the bedside where I gently laid her down.
Emi’s gaze fell to my crotch where a painful erection strained the front of my tight pants.
I unbuttoned my pants and my cock sprang free, hard and glistening under the multi-colored light shining through the stained glass.
Emi gasped and locked eyes on my stiff rod before she wantonly licked her lips.
I slid forward on the bed and hooked my thumbs inside her panties before pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside.
Her pussy, shaved smooth without so much as a stubble, glistened before me, wet, pink, and ripe. Her tits jiggled and flattened only slightly while she backed up against the mountain of pillows.
I had waited a lifetime to be inside my governess, and I would not wait a second longer. I hovered over her like a hawk circling its prey. My cock bounced on the flat of her tummy and she ran her hands along my muscled triceps and squeezed.
Emi gazed into my eyes, and her lips parted. “Take what belong to you.” Her words came out husky and shallow.
I slid my tip through the shallows of her soaking wet pussy and. gazed deep into her gold-flecked, hazel eyes a moment before I entered her.
Time stopped as I savored her exquisite tightness. I pushed my hips forward and my cock slipped halfway inside her canal before meeting resistance.
A flash of memory filled my mind. A portrait of a bride and a groom. It was Emi in her wedding gown, gazing up at a man who looked just like me but wasn’t. The man was older, but strikingly handsome. He wore a crown and the crest of the Winter King.
The moment passed, and I felt Emi’s pussy pulse around my tip and shaft.
“Fuck me, my sweet prince,” Emi said before pulling me into a deep kiss.
I groaned and pushed forward, impaling my stepmother with my cock while our tongues flashed together and Emi’s big tits flattened against my chest.
She gasped and dug her nails into my back. "You’re so big,” she said grunting in between short hard breaths.
“Mine is the last cock you will ever know.” I pushed forward, bottoming out in her cervix, feeling my tip squeeze into unbelievable tightness.
“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Never stop fucking me.” She bucked her hips forward, and I felt her canal squeeze my shaft.
I moved inside her and gazed down to watch my dick slide in and out of the girl of my wet dreams.
“That’s it, my baby boy. Come inside me.”
I fucked her harder and faster, knowing that I couldn’t possibly hold out for very long. Not with her. My head swooned, and the world tipped sideways. I couldn’t believe I was fucking my governess. It seemed impossible, but it was happening, and I meant to plant my seed deep inside of her.
She moved her hips in time with the rhythmic force of my undulating hips and I pushed up on my hands to watch her big tits jiggle beneath me while I piston fucked her and took her nipples between my finger and thumb.
Emi wrapped her legs inside mine, levering me even deeper before she cupped my ass in her hands as I slammed into her bottoming out with every deep pounding thrust.
“Unnggghhh….” Emi groaned a moment before her pussy spasmed and her hips quaked and shivered. “I’m coming all over your big cock.”
My balls constricted and my legs locked before an orgasm rocketed up my shaft and gushed inside Emi’s womb with the power of a hurricane. I blew seismic loads on a never-before-seen scale inside my dream girl, filling her pussy with more cum than I thought was humanly possible.
“Mmm…” Emi kissed me long and deep while I continued to pump her full of my seed. She ran her fingers through my hair and rocked her hips, squeezing her pussy and milking every drop from my shaft.
We lay together motionless, my cock still rock hard. I meant to cum in her many times before the night was through, and I didn’t need any rejuvenation potion.
“Do you feel better?” she asked while she kissed me softly on the lips.
“Yes, but I have a lot of questions,” I said, gazing into her eyes.
“Let me try to answer some of them,” she said. “Before we go again, I mean. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”
“Yes.” I rolled off of her and collapsed onto the bed beside her.
She propped herself up on her elbow and circled my nipple with her index finger. Her breast squeezed up against my ribcage and I felt her hard nipple rake over my flesh. “There is a lot to discuss, but I will give you the abbreviated version, because I want you as badly as you want me.”
“You do?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
“I’ve spent most of my adult life waiting for this moment,” she said. “I’ve known the prophecy my entire life, but it wasn’t until I met the queen that my vision became clear.”
“What happened?”
“When the old Prophet passed, and I ascended, I met with the new queen for a reading. What I saw from that first meeting laid the groundwork for everything that came after. I was eighteen years old and I’ve spent every day since trying to fulfill that vision.”
“A vision that involves me?”
“Yes, but it took me a long time to find you.” She inched upward and kissed me softly on the lips. “I married your father just so I could find you.”
“Find me? Where?”
“Your father placed you in a home. It’s not like you were destitute. He hired the best teachers, chefs, and trainer’s money could buy.”
“Why did he place me in a home?”
“That’s the part I really can’t touch on. Not yet, anyway. Can you trust me a little longer?”
I kissed her soft lips and felt my cock stir. “As long as you don’t run away.”
She hugged me tight. “I’m done running.”
“So how did you end up with my father?”
“I came to the Winter King to find you. He wouldn’t tell me unless I agreed to marry him.”
“Didn’t my father know you were the Prophet?”
“He knew, but between my female charms and his ego, he couldn’t resist. Bedding the Prophet is one thing, but marrying her is quite another. His head could barely fit through the door. Of course, I ended up as just another notch in his harem, but he never suspected that it was I using him to discover you.”
“What makes me so important?” I asked.
Emi sat up in the bed before crawling over me and straddling my waist. She slipped her fingers around my shaft and brushed her thumb over the tip of my cock.
I felt myself harden in her hand and my cock brushed the soft curves of Emi’s tummy. Her big tits swayed and jiggled while she lined up my cock with her pussy. “It’s your destiny to become the next king of the Emerald Plains.” She lowered herself onto my cock and held still with my cock buried deep inside her.
I reached up and cupped her tits, rolling her hard nipples between my fingers. “You’re joking.”
She ground her hips in slow circles, pushing my cock deeper inside her with every pass. Her breathing quickened, and she started fucking me in a slow rhythmic back-and-forth motion. “The queen found out and sent me away under the threat of death. That’s why I’m here, hiding.” She grunted and picked up her pace, bouncing up and down while her big tits swayed in slow circles.
“You’re hiding?” I could barely talk now as I watched my cock slide in and out of her faster and deeper.
“Oh… baby. Mmm… I love you, Jack. I always have.” She fucked me faster, her hips swiveling on my cock while her big tits bounced together.
We lasted twice as long the second time. I pumped load after load of cum inside Emi while her juices ran like a river over my cock.
Afterward, we intertwined, kissing for a long time before either of us spoke.
“What’s next?” I finally asked.
“Well, the first thing is for us to find a safe place to hide out until spring.”
I tweaked her nipple under my thumb and felt my cock harden again as it expanded and pressed into her waiting pussy. “Mmm… I like the sound of that.”
She ground her pussy against my cock, letting it slip inside while we started fucking, laying sideways on the bed, face-to-face.
I pushed forward, impaling her for the third time, my cock every bit as hard as the first. “What then?”
She kissed me softly on the lips and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “We take the throne.”
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The Bachelor Chronicles: Complete Five-Book Box Set: A Harem Adventure
 
When the girl next door grows up to become the woman of your dreams...
Ever since his divorce, out-of-practice bachelor, Steve Parker, has failed miserably at the dating game. After another dating catastrophe, Steve spends the evening with his best friend only to discover that his best friend’s daughter and the object of his deepest fantasy is home in search of a summer internship.


The smoking hot and utterly flawless Brooke Shaw turns up the heat on Steve’s sex drive when he helps her land the perfect job. But with over a twenty-year age gap between them, Brooke is not only out of Steve’s league, she’s socially untouchable for a man primed to lose everything.


Faced with the prospect of professional disaster and the risk of losing his best friend forever, can Steve set aside his burning desire for a woman near his son's age or will he leap off the cliff’s edge? Will he turn his back forever on a once in a lifetime sexual opportunity?


As the odd couple uncovers their love and lust, Steve and Brooke threaten to leave a trail of shattered hearts in their path. Now they must choose each other or a lifetime of pain.


The complete box set tells all five tales of Steve’s march through all the Shaw sisters as he adds them, one by one, to his harem.

Meet Brooke’s bodacious big sister, Mandy, the youngest Shaw sister, tight and curvy Lily, Steve’s former top student, the voluptuous and leggy Bridget King, and last but not least Steve's best friend's wife the shapely and stacked, Cindy Shaw.

Read the entire story straight through in this full box set!


18+ Only!
Fertile Fantasy Boxed Set: Part One: An Epic Harem Adventure
 
When epic adventure meets a young man's desire...
Jack doesn’t know who he is or where he came from. He has no memories of his life before he arrived on Lilly Matsen’s farm. But ever since then, one driving obsession has guided his every move - he means to claim Lilly, the young hot virgin widow, for himself.

But fate has other ideas. When Jack is visited by a busty wizard in his sleep, he's given a new mission. He must take Lilly's virginity before prophecy dooms the realm to complete chaos.

But in this full five-book box set the action doesn't end there. As Jack's power grows he must conquer an ever more challenging list of gorgeous MILF's including Lilly's sexy married cousin, Izzy, his smoking hot ex-girlfriend, Molly, Lilly's buxom and beautiful mother Anna, and his once-upon-a-time gorgeous nanny, Emila.

Fertile Fantasy is the fifth of an ongoing series that follows Jack from a down on his luck farm boy to the one true Harem Master foretold by Prophecy herself. Contains themes of harem building, cuckold, pregnancy, and plenty of unprotected explicit sex acts!

18+ adults only.
MILF Whisperer: Complete Five-Book Box Set: A MILF Harem Fantasy
 
Every harem begins with a single spell...
Jack Parker is surrounded by a bevy of beautiful MILFs he can’t touch. But on his eighteenth birthday he gets the surprise of a lifetime in the form of a mysterious package from a grandfather he never knew.

Now, Jack has the power of a wizard at his fingertips and with it the power to seduce the women of his dreams.

Between four curvy MILFs and his best friends older sister, Jack must decide who will become his first love toy.

But when Jack meets another wizard with power equal to his, he must claim his MILF harem for himself before he loses everything.

The MILF Whisperer contains the complete five-box set including MILF Next Door, Summer Bride, Auntie’s Visit, Teacher Knows Best, and Mother Quest. Follow Jack from a lonely and horny loser to the ultimate harem wizard. Touches on themes of harem building, mind control, pregnancy, cuckold, and MF, MFF, MFFF scenes. Over 18 only!
CODE NAME: HAREM: Complete Five-Book Box Set
 
What happened to the boy who got everything?
Bio-tech genius Jack Hamilton is on the brink of a world-changing discovery. But when Jack's best friend contaminates his years-long experiment, Jack believes it's back to the drawing board. 

When curvy MILF Brooke gets a whiff of Jack's failed experiment, she undergoes an accidental DNA transformation that turns her into Jack's permanent plaything. Now, Brooke has babies on the mind and begs Jack to deliver in the bedroom, bathroom, and ever room in between!

But the fun doesn't end there in this full, five-book box set. Between a naughty nurse, the captain of the college cheer squad, Jack's old biology teacher, and his best friend's big sister, Jack has the makings of a full working harem!

CODE NAME: HAREM is the FULL FIVE BOOK BOX SET  that follows jack from geeky loser to the ultimate harem boss. Contains CODE NAME: MILF, CHEER, HOT NURSE, TEACHERS PET, and PROM QUEEN.

Touches on themes of harem building, alpha male dominance, mind control, pregnancy, and plenty of MF, MFF, MFFF scenes. 18+ Only!
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