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In my 300 square feet apartment, I sat all alone at my old desk. I rubbed my temples, trying to massage away the pain as my head throbbed without mercy. In front of me was an old stack of divorce papers, and on top of that stack was a demand letter of unpaid alimony. The sight caused my dead brain to bleed, and it was the perfect recipe for more headache and agony.

I was sick of this life, but I hadn’t always lived my life in this claustrophobic box. I once had a nice penthouse with a lovely view across skyscrapers and the Atlantic Ocean. I had a business that I had worked so hard for and a life that sort of felt decent. Taxes were always a thorn in my side, but I could live with it. But when my wife had started demanding more and more of me, started asking for things that I didn’t have the time for, and made up excuses that made me suspect that she wanted us to file for divorce, I was about to have a breakdown.

She’d complained I wasn’t spending enough time with her, yet I had spent as much time with her as I could. I had even rolled back some business plans just for her sake, but no matter what I did, she just continued to complain, despite living like a queen. Then the divorce happened, and she had robbed me of more than fifty percent of what I had owned, and all the lawyer fees, the stress and the lack of physical contact had completely ruined me. My company had to file for bankruptcy a year later, and now it was my turn to file for personal bankruptcy.

I sighed heavily and rubbed my eyes, feeling the dark bags that seemed to be permanent at this stage. I then slid my hands through my thinning hair and could now feel the bald spots. My health had deteriorated completely, and I knew there wasn’t any positive news on the horizon.

I might seem old, but I was only twenty-eight, or twenty-eight on paper. I probably looked closer to fifty, and it was no exaggeration when I looked at myself in the mirror. My early-life success was attributed to hard work and dedication, but nothing paid off, literally nothing as I watched a strand of hair fall onto my wretched, lonely desk.

I reached for my pen and tried my best to fill in the forms for personal bankruptcy. Just more of my blood and life that I had to give away, and there could hardly be much left now. It was painful, but not as painful when thinking of my business that I’d spent more than five years building, and now that I was basically left with nothing; I knew I didn’t stand a chance of finding a new woman, and to be honest, I wasn’t so sure if I wanted to either. She would probably suck me dry of the very little life which was left of me.

As I kept filling in the forms, I noticed a sharp pain in the middle of my heart. I’d felt that before a couple of weeks ago, but it had abated. Now though, it stabbed me at full force, so I dropped the pen which fell and clattered to the floor. I clutched my chest and gasped for air.

I wasn’t sure what was going on if this was a heart attack or cardiac arrest, and it wasn’t unreasonable since the past year my blood pressure had been through the roof. I looked at the phone and made an attempt to reach for it, but then stopped myself, maybe death wouldn’t be so painful after all. I couldn’t see what was worse than a life like this.

I slumped back down in my chair and accepted my fate, as I completely lost consciousness and the pain faded.




I heard wings flapping, and the sounds made me curious, so I slowly pried my eyes open to a bright, blue sky. I rubbed my eyes and watched some fluffy, white clouds sail by, which covered the sun and then uncovered it.

It was so bright and there were no signs of air pollution. As a breeze winnowed through my hair and across my neck, goosebumps pricked my skin, and that’s when I realized I was fully naked, and not only that, but someone was holding onto me. I could see the hands clasped around my chest, and after a closer look, they were unmistakably feminine.

“Hello?” I carefully asked and was grateful I still had my voice.

“A moment,” she said, her voice divine and pure. “We are almost there.”

I stiffened and questions flooded my wretched mind. Or, I shouldn’t say wretched, for it felt cleansed as if I’d woken up from a deep slumber. As she held onto me, I felt her body press against my back, and I also noticed it was only a silky garment separating her skin from mine. I hadn’t been close to a woman since the divorce, and I felt awakened by her touch.

As I became more curious, I tried twisting my neck to have a look, but all I saw was bright, blonde hair fluttering in the wind. It was the most beautiful hair I’d ever seen.

She suddenly dropped me, and I panicked for a short moment, flailing my arms and legs, but then I bounced up and the sensation of falling didn’t last for more than a second. I touched around the surface of what I had just landed on, which looked like a cloud. I tried standing up and examining it further, and it basically was a cloud. Standing on top of it, I felt like I was standing on top of a trampoline.

I turned around, studying this mysterious place. I was in the middle of the sky and when I neared the edge of the cloud, I swallowed hard. It was a long way down, and I couldn’t see anything else besides the blue globe. Fearful, I raised my gaze back up to the gorgeous, tall woman with wings on her back. A golden necklace glimmered around her neck, and her hair kept flowing behind her despite the absence of winds. She was dressed in a see-through, silky white nightgown, and her flesh was clearly visible beneath. My eyes rounded and I tried to gloss over her private parts, even how difficult it was, and raise my gaze back to her icy, blue eyes.

Her lips broke out in a smile. “Welcome to the afterworld, Leo Finlay.”

“Uhm, thanks,” I said and scratched my neck. I noticed that my cock, which had been limp for more than a year, actually rose for once.

“I know, as a mortal, you might have several questions.”

“I sure do.”

She nodded briefly. “My name is Sofia, a Valkyrie and the daughter of Paradisia, the queen of Paradise.”

I stared at her dumbfoundedly at first but looked elsewhere to let her words sink in. I never thought in my life that Valkyries or afterlife were real, just stuff from fiction.

I opened my mouth and was about to say my name, but then I had to remind myself she already knew it. “It’s nice to meet you …” I was about to finish the sentence with your highness, but again, I didn’t have a clue if it was appropriate or not.

“I’ll be brief and give you a choice,” she said and kept hovering right in front of me, flapping her gorgeous wings. “A choice whether you want to come to Paradise or be brought into another world by another deity.”

“Uhm … Paradise sure sounds tempting.”

She gave me a flattered look. “My mother chose the right name for this world. But Paradise isn’t quite like Earth. I’m not allowed to give you info dumps, but you’ll learn as you experience the world, meet our races and face our way of life. But before I will bring you there …. Are there any changes to your physical body, abilities or gifts I can give you?”

I thought we were moving a bit too fast here. “Can I ask you something first?”

“I’m listening.”

“Will I start off as a baby again?”

“No, your brain and memories will be intact, but I can alter your body or honor you with gifts if you wish.”

I wasn’t bad looking, or wasn’t till my health deteriorated, and prior to my downfall, no one had ever looked at me as if they were repulsed. Standing six feet two, I wasn’t so sure if I wanted to be taller either, although because of my poor posture, I probably had descended to six feet. I thought over my dark, blonde hair that was about to wither on my scalp, and the glow on my face which had been gone for years, and I started finally to see some hope.

“Can you change anything?” I carefully asked as if it were too good to be true.

“Any body-alterations you want.”

I mulled it over for a few more minutes. “I’m not sure if I want any alterations. I just want to look like how I should have looked. How I did prior to my life took a hit and without the stress related illnesses.”

Questionable, Sofia looked at me. “Are you sure?”

I nodded firmly and couldn’t be any surer of my answer.

She moved her finger to her chin and considered her next decision. “That’s very generous of you. I haven’t heard a mortal speak like this before.”

“That’s my final answer.”

She nodded, held up her right hand and a blue wristband materialized on her palm. My eyes widened, and she flew over to me and wrapped it around my wrist. “As a man, the blue wristband will be vital to living in this world. It’s also called sky’s helper, but when you arrive, further explanation will be given.”

I stiffened again, as I’d never felt anything as sweet and heavenly as her voice and touch.

“A final question … any abilities like improved vision, strength and stamina, or gifts like swords, cloud puffs or bows?” she asked again.

After I mulled it over, I slowly shook my head. “If you can give me my health and life back then that’s all I want.”

Awed, she looked at me long and hard before nodding. She flew slightly back again and bowed down. “I’ll fulfill your wish and give you the body and health that was once yours, free from the illnesses your prior world caused you.”

I narrowed my eyes and started growing suspicious and doubtful. “This feels too good to be true.”

“And that’s why your experiences will be the only thing that can convince you,” she said as if she’d repeated that line before. She flapped her wings and flew close to me. “Sweet dreams, Leo, you will wake up in Paradise.”

She drew a half circle with her right hand that emitted glittering stars. The stars glimmered so brightly and hypnotically, they made me close my eyes and fall into a deep slumber.
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I rubbed the sleep from my sticky eyes. After my vision cleared up, I sat up and looked around me. Sitting in the shade and listening to the sound of twittering birds, I found myself in the woods, surrounded by trees. My heart sank for a second, and I should’ve known it was all wishful thinking and delusional dreams: getting saved by a gorgeous Valkyrie who got me out of the hellhole called Earth. I chuckled, but the laugh didn’t last for long when I saw sky’s helper on my right wrist. I blinked at it first and then tried prying it off, but it was stuck.

I looked around me, and despite the grass and trees, something was clearly off. The world looked vaster, hard to explain, but it felt as if I was closer to the sky than the earth. It could’ve also been my vision since everything looked so much clearer. The second revelation was me—I didn’t have a headache, and as the wind was blowing, I couldn’t feel any cold spots on my head. I slowly raked my fingers through my hair, and it was as thick as a bush. Excited, I rose to my feet and noticed immediately my straight back and vigor.

So this wasn’t a ruse after all. The Valkyrie existed, and she did bring me to this world called Paradise. I couldn’t help but find the name interesting and intriguing, and I wondered if it had any connection with the word paradise from Earth, but it clearly was no such thing as a paradise on Earth.

Wide-eyed, I walked ahead, past the trees and bushes, and studied my surroundings. I noticed beyond the woods that a vast opening extended as far as the eye could see. It looked as if this was an island without a sea. Intrigued, I moved forward and came to a shocking halt at the very edge. Finding myself on top of a floating island, I dropped my jaw.

“Holy shit,” I swore quietly for myself. I stared for at least a minute or so and then dropped to my knees and tried to peek under this island. “What the hell is holding this up?” It certainly couldn’t be gravity since then I would be floating myself. “What the fuck?” It was difficult to see from this angle, but it seemed like it was floating.

I rose back up to my feet and whirled around. I peered deeper into the woods, and I believed I saw a house of some sort.

“Hello?” I shouted, hoping someone would answer me, but I heard only the howling winds and twittering birds. Intimidated, I moved away from the edge of this island but reminded myself to tread carefully. I had no idea how the afterlife worked and wasn’t sure about the generosity of a Valkyrie if they would even bother to give me a second chance or not.

I reached the two-story house which was situated at the end of the island. Built with a thatched roof and timber, and with only a few touches of modernity, it looked quite luxurious and old-fashioned at the same time. Right next to it was untrimmed pasture, and then on the other side a rising hill with a stream flowing down and continuing through the pasture, gushing out at the edge.

Wondering if there was anyone there, I carefully looked through the window from a distance, but it was dark and mysterious. My eyes flicked to a sign next to the gate of the house.

“Leo Finlay,” I read. I scratched my forehead, so this was mine? I wished Sofia could have at least given me a brief explanation. Although, I should be grateful I was given a second chance in life. I pushed open the gate and walked up the lovely gravel path and to the front door. Just in case, I knocked on the door and waited a few more minutes. Without any signs of footsteps, I opened the door and entered a spacious foyer with a carpet rolled all the way to the living room. I looked around me in awe, touching the walls to make sure this was real. I took one step forward and then faced a wide, clean mirror. My jaw fell wide-open again, and I looked at myself, finding it hard to believe it was me. I looked completely different … how I looked ten years ago when I still had hopes, dreams and health. Just as I noted earlier, my hair had completely recovered, dark blonde and thick. I didn’t have any bags under my eyes, and my cheeks weren’t lined with stress marks. Although in a state of shock, I stood tall and healthy instead of standing hunched over.

Next to the mirror stood a chest of glowing drawers, so bright I almost had to squint my eyes. I opened one of the drawers that was filled with ounces of gold and silver. I dropped my jaw and stared at the shiny, precious metals. I lifted a couple of them in my hands and let them fall back down, clinking and jangling.

“They are real …”

It was difficult to process all this, but I couldn’t stand here for the rest of the day, so I took off my shoes and drew in a deep breath. The scent of timber cleansed me. I had owned a timber cottage in Colorado, and it was my favorite place to seek comfort. Sadly, I had to sell it in order to pay my debt to the lawyer. Trying not to think too much of my past problems, I entered the spacious living room equipped with a gas stove at one end, and next to it was a weird box looking like a freezer and also a kitchen table and a sink. A long table stood in the middle, and at the other end was a leather couch flanked by two comfy, leather armchairs, both of them gleaming and sparkling clean. I looked for switches but found none. I assumed electricity might be absent from this world since I noticed unlit torches mounted on the walls. There was a staircase leading up to the second floor. Curious, I went upstairs and saw three different rooms. I started with the one in the middle and opened it up.

I stopped on the threshold of my bedroom with a king-sized bed, or not even that. It was a bed big enough for six people at least.

“Geez,” I said and wondered what the guys were thinking when they built this. There was also a fireplace and a bearskin rug on the floor. I had a desktop facing a wide window and also a veranda facing the world. I noticed a book with the title Paradise in the middle of the desk and also a little treasure chest standing at the edge of the table. Hungry for answers about this world, I sat down and flipped it open.

I immersed myself in the text, which was about Paradise but read like an opening of a fairytale. Apparently, there was an uneven male-to-female ratio and it had been so since the dawn of time. Women here competed to get the men, and not the other way around, so there wasn’t really an incentive to be ambitious and strong as a man; it paved the way for laziness, although some blessed strong ones existed here and there, but they were rare and usually had so many lovers they couldn’t keep up with them. I had only gotten twenty pages in, and I scratched my neck as it hadn’t fully dawned on me what the uneven ratio actually meant, but I decided to keep on reading.

Paradise was apparently inhabited by several races, but most of them were winged races like avariels, angels, fairies and bird shifters, but races without wings existed too but relied on widewings and cloud puffs for transportation. My finger, which followed every word, stopped at cloud puff. I didn’t know why but my eyes fixed on that word, and I started questioning if Sofia had brought me to a cloud puff earlier. 

I read about the floating islands and landscapes in this world and the different regions that were named by queen Paradisia. I apparently found myself in Skyda: a region located on the equator of this world.

I then came to a part I was deeply fascinated by—sky’s helper, which was the mysterious wristband that according to Sofia would help me on my journey. Sky’s helper was a device with many functions. The main function was that it could reveal statistics about yourself. It could also store a map of the region once you’d claimed it. I didn’t understand the claim part, and the next line got more confusing when mentioning storing items in it after you’d claimed your first item bag. Sky’s helper was synonymous with stats which was frequently used as well.

“Okay,” I said and scratched my neck again and looked at it. “How does it work then?”

The next pages were written like an instruction manual. “Touch on top of your sky’s helper and hold it for a second to make your stats appear.”

I touched, held it and jumped when the blue screen flashed up from the blue wristband like a hologram with ethereal letters flashing into existence.




Stats

Name: Leo Finlay.

Abilities: Eagle Eye, Iron Strength, Stamina, Tongue of All Dialects.

Skills: Cloud Puff Flying, Swordsmanship, Archery, Axeman, Map Reading.

Spells:

Lovers:




I wasn’t sure how many times my jaw had dropped by now. This couldn’t be true. I took a break from the book and gazed through the window. When I squinted, I could see far … really far. My vision had improved. I wasn’t so sure how I would check out the strength, but that could wait for now. I stared at the screen and wondered why spells and lovers were empty, and what exactly did lovers mean, shouldn’t it be lover if I had a lover?

Growing ever more curious, I put my finger under the text and continued reading. “In the treasure chest in front of you, is your item bag. Once you’ve claimed your item bag, it will be stored in your sky’s helper. With it, you can store items and select them when it suits you.”

Those words felt more personal than the history section, almost as if they were written by Sofia. I didn’t even turn off the stats when I reached for the treasure chest and slowly opened it. I reached inside and brought up a leather bag, but it was only in my hand for a second. It suddenly dematerialized, making me almost fall out of my chair. My hand fled to my heart, but then the blue wristband suddenly glowed. I looked at it, but couldn’t see the item section. It still just showed me my stats, but I continued reading, and it instructed me to swipe right. Swiping right, I came to the item menu which contained all these empty slots. I turned off my sky’s helper, craned my neck over the book again and picked up from where I left off. “When you have found and claimed an item, it will be stored in your item bag and can be gathered upon entering the menu or quick-select them with the help of your mind. Behind this house are three treasure chests with your first two items and the map of Skyda.”

I closed the leather book and stared out at the sky while my sky’s helper was still open. I knew a bit more now, but there was still a bunch of questions swirling over my head. I swiped back to the stats and fixed my eyes on the skill, Cloud Puff Flying. Could you fly on a cloud here? Now that I thought of it, how was I supposed to get by anyway? I didn’t have any wings or a helicopter pad here, but the latter seemed kind of too foreign for this world.

I pushed the chair away and decided to go out and find the treasure chests the book mentioned. I descended the stairs and went outside. Immediately upon going outside, I felt again the freshness and tranquility, and I couldn’t hear the sound of honking cars or building noises. It was just the whistling winds and twittering birds. I also turned around and fixed my eyes on various objects. Even If I stood a hundred feet apart from a tree, I could still see the texture of a leaf as if I were studying it with a magnifying glass.

“Amazing,” I murmured, turned around and sauntered behind the house. It was only a garden that separated it from the very edge of the island, and I reminded myself to tread carefully. Stacked against the wall, sat three treasure chests. I dropped down to my knees and unlocked the first. I reached inside and reached something grainy and papery. I lifted a scroll but found no time to open it. It suddenly dematerialized, and I sat there and just blinked at my two empty hands, but before I could even question anything, my sky’s helper suddenly glowed. I pressed on the wristband and the stats menu showed up. I swiped right to the item bag and then right again, and suddenly a map was right in front of my eyes. It was dark blue but dotted with what appeared to be islands. My eyes flicked from island to island but fixed intently on a larger dot in the middle. I for some reason drew my index finger and thumb apart, exactly how you would zoom in on a smartphone, and it worked. A name came up.

“Skyda’s Center,” I read out loud and right next to the name a little text materialized in a box. “Skyda’s Center, the center town and market of Skyda District in Paradise. Also known as simply the market or the center.”

So Skyda’s Center was the main town of Skyda District I found myself in, cool. I studied the map further and noticed a glowing red dot not too far away from Skyda’s Center. I zoomed in on the dot, and a similar text box appeared.

“Leo Finlay’s island,” I read and it dawned on me that not only the house was mine, but also this island. I didn’t know what got a hold of me, but this map felt so familiar, and I remembered that I possessed the skill of reading maps. I touched from where I was and drew a line to Skyda’s Center, and the estimated time showed up in a box. “Two-hour flight with a cloud puff. Three-hour flight with wings. One-hour flight with a widewing … widewing?”

I just shook my head, but as I continued to stare at the map, I figured I might as well visit this town in order to meet someone, hopefully, someone who could give me some more answers to my ever-growing list of questions. I zoomed out and again saw the vast number of islands, some of them were gray and some were green. I touched a gray island and a box appeared with the word uninhabited and when I touched a green one the word habited appeared.

I turned off my sky’s helper and looked out at the sky. This was the beginning of a new and exciting life, and I felt overcome by a sense of thrill. I was a healthier version of myself, and the technology I was provided with was astounding, to say the least.

I smiled for the first in a long time and shifted my attention to the next treasure chest in line. Dropping back down to my knees, I eagerly flipped it open and brought out a bow. Just as with the map, it dematerialized. I blinked, not as surprised as earlier, but I turned my focus to my sky’s helper and swiped right to the item bag. On one of the previous vacant slots was the bow, and I clicked it, and it suddenly materialized in my hand.

I fell back and laughed, dropping the bow only to slap myself on the thigh. “This is awesome.” I stopped laughing a couple of minutes later only to study the bow. I was yet again overcome with something mysterious. Despite having never held a bow in my life, it didn’t feel foreign. It felt natural in my hand, but unfortunately, I had nothing to shoot with. I clicked on the item again, and it dematerialized.

I tried out the quick-select and focused intently on the bow, which shortly after materialized in my hands. This was awesome. I tried out the quick-unselect, and it dematerialized back into my item bag. I raked my fingers through my hair and felt slightly dizzy. Hopefully, I will get used to it.

I was curious about what was in the last treasure chest but didn’t fall to my knees this time. I sat down on my haunches, flung the treasure chest open and picked up this white, fluffy cloud that suddenly dematerialized. I quickly got up the item screen and touched the cloud, making it materialize into my hands. I studied the cloud, which felt incredibly fluffy but also elastic. I let go of it, and it hovered in front of my eyes. I summoned it when it was about to float away with just the power of my mind. I had no idea how, but it was a skill that I knew fairly well. I then reminded myself of my stats, that I was both a skilled archer and a cloud puff flyer.

“Yeah … it makes sense,” I mouthed. “So this is the cloud puff.”

I placed my left foot on it first, and it felt similar to the cloud Sofia had dropped me on. I then stood up and kept my balance fairly well. With the help of my mind, I made my way forward and flew to the front of my house again. I couldn’t believe I was flying on a cloud puff, but I did, in front of a house and a luxurious island that had just been given to me.

I didn’t know what to think for a couple of minutes, and I just hovered around in joy. It was a decent-sized island, and when I flew to the top of the hill, I had an excellent view of it. I quickly noticed this big, pink boulder with a slit in the middle, and water flowed out from it and branched in two different directions. One led to the pasture next to my house and the other snaked into the forest. I approached the boulder, cupped my hands and had a taste. It was one of the most refreshing sips I’ve had in my life. I studied the island further, trying to calculate its size.

“It must be ten acres, at least.”

I shielded my eyes from the sun, which was steadily rising, so it was still early. I asked myself whether I should go to the central market or not, and I was already leaning toward a yes. I had to explore more, and I knew I couldn’t just fall asleep with all these questions, and not only that, even if this was a luxury, I felt kind of lonely. Whoever built that house, it sure wasn’t made for just one person.

I jumped on top of the cloud puff, flew down the hill and back to the entrance. I opened the door and remembered the gold and silver coins I had found earlier. What I found strange was that it didn’t materialize. Maybe I needed a special kind of wallet of some sort. Well, I knew an ounce of gold was worth a lot over at Earth, so I figured it would be worth a lot over here too. I reached for a satchel hanging on a knob, stashed some gold and silver in there, and headed outside. I went to the very edge of the island. Flying around with the grass right under me sure was an experience, but I knew what I was facing was something completely different. But I guessed I didn’t have any choice, and for some reason, I was overly confident about this. After all, I had the skill.

I jumped back onto my cloud puff and brought up the map again. I drew from my island to Skyda’s Center, and it showed me the way with a compass in the corner. “Alright then—let’s fly!”

I threw myself out there, letting the winds guide my way while my thick hair fluttered in the wind. I leaned forward and increased the speed, past and through the clouds.

“This is amazing.” Seagulls descended and flew by my side, joining the flight and adorning the moment with their squawking. I went down on one knee and increased the speed even further.

After a while, I passed by an island, but unfortunately, I couldn’t see anyone. I then passed by a couple of more islands, some bigger and some smaller. Some were just giant boulders of rock and some were covered in green shrubs and fluttering butterflies, but I slowed down for a second, and my eyes widened at the enormous butterflies, which were almost the same size as myself.

“I have to get back here later,” I told myself.

When it was only half an hour left from the flight, I noticed many more inhabited islands, and I couldn’t see many men around. But not only that, but I saw these giant birds which some of the humans, or if they were humans, rode on. I wondered if they were the widewings.

The biggest island I’d seen so far emerged from behind the horizon. My wrist started glowing, and I brought up the map again.

“You are nearing your destination,” I read and looked up to what was Skyda’s Center: the central town of this district. It was a decent-sized town, maybe not more than a thousand beings making their way along the streets, but I kept seeing these wide-winged creatures, hauling carts loaded with items. I also saw some of the winged races the book mentioned, especially some angels playing harps while sitting on top of the columns.

“What a peaceful place,” I told myself and jumped down onto the cobbled street. After riding on that puff for so long, I stretched my arms and legs, and unselected the cloud puff. I looked around me, and angels flew around, playing tag in the sky. I also noticed some other winged races, who looked half-elf and half-angel. I supposed they were avariels. A couple of fairies flew around a couple of bulky dwarves who carried an anvil with them. There were also humans, or that’s what I believed, but also some races looking like a half-bird, half-woman, kind of like a shifter. But one thing was for certain, there weren’t many men around. I saw a couple of them, but they were mostly fat and looked unmotivated, but surprisingly so, they were all escorted by women too. My mind was blown.

I looked around for someone who might resemble government officials, but they all looked civil to me. I needed to know more about the laws and customs here, something which the book hadn’t mentioned.

But I knew I couldn’t stand here for an entire day and decided to get going. I walked up the street and right under the entrance arch. “Market,” I read but stiffened shortly after. The letters were not Latin, they looked like old Phoenician letters of some sort, but for some reason, I could read them with ease.

I moved along and when the women got their eyes on me, they didn’t avert their gazes. They curiously looked at me, not as if I were unappealing but the complete opposite. A woman with pointy ears, green hair and dressed in elven clothes even poked my shoulder. I turned to her, and her high cheekbones and emerald eyes were mesmerizing, to say the least.

“You look familiar,” she said, her voice divine.

“I can’t think I’ve seen you before,” I said and felt my temperature rise because of her beauty.

“Are you sure? I mean, you look tired running through my mind the whole day.”

I chuckled and had no reply to that one.

“I’m just joking. But can I help you …. I mean, you looked slightly lost.”

“Well, uhm … do you know where I can find some arrows?”

“So you are an archer, eh?”

“I suppose.”

“I can show you the way for a kiss on the lips.”

I stiffened. “Sure.”

“And we’ll hold hands.” I watched her outstretched hand and wondered if this was a ruse, but in the end, I accepted it, and her flesh was warm with love and care. She guided me up the streets, and the touch of her hand was healing.

“Are you from Skyda?” she asked and twirled her hair on her finger with her free hand.

“Not really.”

“I see,” she said. “It’s a nice and quiet place, but unfortunately, we do have our troublemakers.”

“I guess they’re everywhere.”

“But do you know what’s not here?”

“I’m not sure,” I said.

“Men who can take care of themselves,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“And what makes you think I’m one?”

“You came flying here by yourself, that’s why.”

“Right,” I said, and her eyes never really left me as she drank me in.

“Unfortunately, here are the archery stalls,” she said. “Unfortunately, since I wished we could hold hands for a bit longer.” She let go of my hand to watch me demurely, slowly pouting her lips. Right, I owed her a kiss on the lips.

“Thank you,” I said and pressed my lips on hers, making her cheeks pinken.

“Can I leave a mark where I live … so if you perhaps want to see me again?”

“Sure,” I said and already felt warm and elated after that kiss. I brought out my map and wasn’t sure what to do next.

“May I?” she asked. I made room for her, and she marked her island, only a twenty-minute flight from where we stood. “I have to make some lunch for my younger siblings, so I’m sorry I couldn’t help you any further.”

“It’s alright, but thank you for showing the way though.”

She winked at me and flapped her wings, leaving me there flabbergasted and questioning what had just taken place. I turned to the lady standing in front of the counter and drumming her finger on the table. With a couple of wrinkles under her eyes and a tummy larger than average, she struck me as a few years older than the rest of the beings I’d seen. I couldn’t spot any wings on her back and no suspicious pointy ears either. She must be a human then.

“Do you sell quivers and arrows?” I asked her.

She watched me closely, and I believed she struggled to keep her grin in check. She brought up a leather quiver and dusted it off even if I couldn’t see any dust.

“This can hold at least thirty arrows,” she said proudly. “The finest leather of all Skyda.” She gave it an extra pat at the end. She handed it to me, and I examined it. It felt incredibly durable as I tried pulling the straps apart. I lowered it from my face and met her gaze again.

Placing it on the counter, I asked her, “How much?”

“Six ounces of gold,” she said and crossed her arms across her chest.

I blinked at her and looked at it again, so the equivalent of eleven thousand dollars for a quiver. I examined her face again and could almost guess, I was getting ripped off. “Is that what it truly goes for?”

“This leather is made from hunted vultures with the strongest skin. You won’t find a more durable quiver than this.”

“That’s some good quality leather,” said a lady behind my back. “But it isn’t worth more than two ounces of gold.”

I turned around and faced a gorgeous angel. With dark blonde hair flowing down her back, she smiled sweetly so her dimples deepened. She had distinct and deep blue eyes, and a unique voice honeyed with nothing else than sweetness. With honey-toned skin, she had white wings on her back and was dressed in a white see-through gown. Unlike the old lady who tried to rip me off, I saw only friendliness. I turned back to the old lady who now furrowed her brows and scowled at the beautiful lady.

I brought up two ounces of gold from my satchel and then five ounces of silver. “The gold for the leather and the silver for the arrows. That’s my offer or I’ll find someone else.”

With a curse, she found the arrows and stuffed them inside the quiver, and then pushed the quiver filled with arrows to me. I dropped the coins on the table. No more words were exchanged between us, and I found it best so since I didn’t really want anything to do with that lady ever again.

I stored the quiver and arrows in my sky’s helper and turned around to the gorgeous angel, and I was about to say something, knowing that as a man, I should start the conversation, yet she said something before me.

“You are a foreigner.”

“You have keen eyes,” I complimented her.

A smile blossomed on her beautiful face. “No offense, but not so hard to notice.”

“Is it that bad?”

“Not bad,” she said and studied me. “But as a man, you clearly aren’t from here.”

“Well, I have gotten quite a few looks thrown at me here and there,” I said when I thought about it.

“That might also have to do with your looks,” she said and lowered her voice intimately.

I found it difficult to maintain eye contact with her, especially when she wore that revealing dress, but the rest of her characteristics caught my attention too.

“The women have caught my attention too,” I admitted.

“But that’s normal,” she pointed out and gave me a funny look. “I’m Gabriella.” She extended her hand to me.

Shaking her hand, it felt as soft as silk. “Leo.”

“Nice name,” she said. “I love short names. They’re easier to remember.”

“Gabriella is also a pretty one,” I said, and it made me think of an angel. We started walking together up along the street and being in her presence filled me with warmth.

“My mother chose that name. My father wanted Angela, which I wouldn’t have liked as much.”

“It’s a pretty name too,” I said. “So I assume you’re an angel?”

“Yes, I’m an angel.” She gave me another strange look. “I want to ask which district you’re from but I don’t want to come off as rude.”

“It’s complicated,” I said. I scratched my neck and didn’t know whether that was an indirect attempt to ask me.

“Don’t worry,” she said and gave me a reassuring smile. “I’m from Skyda but not the center.”

“Enjoying the beautiful island?” I guessed.

“Kind of,” she said. “I voluntarily work at an orphanage, cooking for them and playing with the little children. I can’t stand abandonment. Those little cute beings deserve so much more.”

“Is every angel as gorgeous and kind as you?”

Her cheeks blushed like a blooming rose. “That will be up to you to decide …. Are every man where you come from as handsome and well-groomed as you?”

“That will be up to you to decide.”

She chuckled. “That’s fair.”

A silence followed her last sentence as I struggled to come up with anything to say. I was a bit behind when it came to my social skills after being isolated for the last couple of years and hoped she wouldn’t judge me for this.

“Are you looking for something? Knowing it isn’t easy being a foreigner, I will gladly help you.” But instead, she reached out her hand to me and offered her kind help.

I looked around at the market and shrugged. “I’m looking for answers.”

“To what questions?”

I looked around and chuckled. “Well, we’ll be standing here till tomorrow morning, but at least I’ve found someone who’s willing to help.” My stomach churned the next moment and reminded me that I hadn’t eaten anything since … well, I died I suppose.

“Are you hungry?” she asked and looked at me with hints of concern.

“Well, I haven’t really eaten since I got here.”

“I hear,” she said and mulled over her next words. “May I invite you for something to eat at my house? I live by myself and not far from here.”

I blinked at her and was yet again surprised at how she asked me out. “Sure.”

“Something is telling me that you come really far from here.”

I smiled at that one. “You have really keen eyes.”

“Come, angels don’t bite,” she said and beckoned me to her. “I will call upon my widewing at the entrance.”

After she’d saved me from getting ripped off, it wasn’t difficult to trust her. I could already tell she was a real sweetheart by helping an orphanage, but I wasn’t sure what a widewing was even if the history book and sky’s helper had mentioned it.

“Uhm, I don’t think I’ve ever ridden on a widewing before.”

“I kind of suspected that,” she said. “We’ll ride together.”

“Alright then.”  

“It’s about a twenty-minute flight from here, but I’m not an angel who likes to fly quickly,” she said and gave me a friendly look. “I like to enjoy my time.”

“I’m not in a rush either,” I said, which felt unusual, but I couldn’t feel any weight on my shoulders. I owned an island and a house with a drawer filled with gold, but I still needed to know more about this world. If only Sofia could have at least told me some more. Sure the instruction manual or history book helped a little, but my main questions about laws and customs were still unanswered.

Gabriella didn’t walk. Spreading her wings and flapping them, she hovered above the cobbles. I caught the sight of three avariels carrying this giant, dead bird that looked like a vulture.

“Have they been on a hunt?” I asked Gabriella.

“Yes,” Gabriella said. “Avariels are excellent hunters.”

“Do they only hunt winged animals?”

“No, floating landscapes also have animals without wings, but they’re far from Skyda.”

I thought of asking if you could hunt a widewing, but bit my tongue and thought again. The widewings looked like their best friends, kind of like dogs, so certainly they couldn’t be hunted. I couldn’t say that vultures looked equally as appealing.

I glanced up at the columns, reminding me of columns of ancient Greece. The angels sat on top and played harps. It was a lovely atmosphere, but as soon as they noticed me, their fingers trailed off the strings. They flew to their friends and whispered something, and their eyes widened shortly after. I wasn’t the only being here without wings, so it had to be something else that brought so much attention.

We reached the entrance of the market, and Gabriella lifted a whistle, which hung around her neck, to her lips and blew. It emitted this lovely song that soared up to the sky. She stood patiently and scanned her eyes across the sky till a giant bird, or a widewing, came descending from the sky.

“There’s my widewing, Felicia. She’s a beauty, don’t you think?” she proudly said.

With a white chest and pink wings and back, she landed right in front of Gabriella and stood a head taller than me. She aimed her blue eyes at Gabriella and gave her face a sloppy lick, making her giggle.

“She wants to have a taste of you too,” Gabriella explained. “That’s just how widewings interact with us and each other.”

Felicia intimidated me as I slowly approached her. “I hope when you say taste that it’s just a lick and nothing more.”

She stifled a giggle with her hand. “Of course. Widewings are peaceful and kind creatures … our best friends.”

Felicia jutted her tongue out and licked my face. Luckily, her tongue wasn’t as sloppy and lush as I’d believed it to be, but I still had to wipe some saliva from my face afterward. She then sought my hand and her tongue jutted out, licking it too. With a smile, she raised her head to me and examined me with her blue eyes.

“I think she likes you.”

I didn’t know why, but I also got that impression. “Seems like it.”

“Ready to fly?” she asked and patted Felicia’s saddle.

“Guide me through it.”

“Right,” she said and gladly placed her left foot on the stirrup and swung her right foot over the saddle. “It’s that simple.”

“And you won’t fly till I’m safe behind you?”

“Of course,” she said and patted the seat behind her.

I placed my left foot on the stirrup and clumsily swung my right foot over, looking like a complete idiot.

“Not bad for your first time,” she complimented me.

“If you say so,” I said and suspected it was another attempt to flatter me.

“Now, you have to wrap your hands around my waist and hold on tight.”

I wrapped my hands around her waist and made sure they weren’t too far up her chest.

“You can move them a bit further up,” she said.

“Are you sure I won’t touch you inappropriately?”

“No,” she said and covered her mouth while giggling. “There’s no such thing … Mr. Foreigner.”

I chuckled at her humor, and I did as she wished, moving my hands closer up to her young boobs. She couldn’t be wearing the thickest bra since I could feel her nipples stiffening. She yanked the reins, and Felicia flapped her wings. As soon as we took off, I felt butterflies in my chest. This was completely different than riding on a cloud puff; it felt more alive and exciting, but at the same time the distance down intimidated me a little.

“Let me know if we fly too quickly,” she said and leaned forward, which seemed to increase the speed.

“Will do,” I told her and pushed my waist closer against her wings. Leaving Skyda’s Center behind, I couldn’t say I’ve ever had a wing fetish, but I sure started developing one. It felt so nice and warm to have those, white beautiful feathers against my chest even if she kept her wings contracted during the flight.

“How do you control her?” I asked Gabriella as I marveled over the flight. Prior to entering the business world, I had a dream of becoming a pilot but unfortunately never found the time.

“You have to learn the skill,” she said.

“You are skilled,” I told her and patted her shoulder. I figured the more I asked, the more I was making a fool out of myself.

“Thank you,” she said and then ruffled Felicia’s hair. “She’s also a sweet one.” She increased the speed a little by leaning forward, making me tighten my grip around her. “Is it okay?”

I nodded. “If I fall, your wings will save me.”

She chuckled and her golden hair fluttered to my face. We passed numerous widewings with carts attached to them. I wanted to ask if they were mercenaries but again was afraid to make a fool out of myself. Again the sight of women sitting in the carts caught me off guard as I was more familiar with men being tradesmen.

Squawking, seagulls flew over us and adorned our flight with their beautiful noises. We passed by numerous islands, and with my superior vision, I spotted them from miles away and saw them emerge from behind the horizon.

It didn’t take long till I saw an island far away, which looked like a village filled with angels. “Is it the island over there?” I asked and pointed at the horizon.

She blinked first and then turned around, puzzled. “Do you see it?”

“I do,” I said and pointed again. “It’s right there.”

“Huh … you must have superior vision,” she said.

“But you know where we are flying?”

“Of course, it’s my home after all, and a little warning before we go there, some of the angels might bug you … but in a good way. They’re all kind.”

“You’re a good role model,” I told her.

“Oh, they don’t look up to me,” she said. “It’s just that most of us angels are kind.”

As we got closer, it was definitely a little angel village. The island looked four times the size of mine, but with several small homes built along a cobbled street. Some angels were flying and playing instruments, some looked like they were playing tag and some sat quietly by the stream and leafed through a book. It sure was a peaceful life, and after I’d studied the gorgeous angels, I also noticed they were quite fond of gardening. I saw plants and flowers of every shape, size and color.

“Do you live out of gardening?”

“Yes, most of us are either gardeners or musicians,” she said. “Do you like our flowers?”

I wasn’t too much into flowers, but I didn’t want to disappoint her. “They caught my eye.”

“And you will be catching their eyes too.”

We landed on the very end of the village and dismounted from Felicia, and luckily the dismount wasn’t as clumsy as when I had mounted her.

“What do you do after you’ve flown on her?” I asked.

“Release her,” she said and happily waved her hand to Felicia who spread her wings and flew freely. “But she always comes home during the evenings and sleeps soundly on the grass. By the way, do you mind holding hands?”

I took her sweet, little hand and held onto it as we made our way down the cobbled street.

“You are home early today,” an angel told Gabriella. She was a head shorter than I and watered some plants but stopped when she saw me. With light blonde hair and a larger bust than average, she looked to be around the same age as Gabriella.

“Yes, I found a foreigner who’d like some help,” she said and introduced me to her friend. “That’s my friend Dara.”

“I’m Leo,” I said.

“You look strong,” she said. “Where are you from?”

“Uhm … it’s complicated.”

“So you are a mysterious one, I see,” she said. I thought my answer sounded dumb and a bit asocial, but she just seemed more into me. “You know, my daughter will have a sleepover, so if you need to stay over for the night, I have an empty bed in my house.” Her eyes twinkled.

“We’ll see,” I said.

“I will make the coverlets ready for you and me,” she said and twirled her light blonde hair on her finger.

Gabriella just smiled at her friend. “She’s like that,” she said as we moved along. “And I warn you, many of the other angels can also be like that. This is my home by the way.” It was a small, cute little house. She had various vegetables in her gardens and also some chickens clucking around.

“It’s a lovely home,” I said. It was built in a similar style to the rest of the houses I’d seen so far, thatched roof and timber, but she’d hung some ornaments on her door and there were flower pots on the windowsill.

She opened the door for me and stepped aside. “Hurry, before the word spreads. I’m not sure if you are okay with being a superstar or not.”

I chuckled. “It’s not the end of the world.”

“Okay, and we can take the questions in the dining room. Scrambled eggs on toast, how does that sound?”

“Sounds lovely,” I said.

“It won’t take long,” she said and guided me into the living room. I then noticed this house was just one giant room instead of multiple rooms, almost the same as my house but smaller. “You can sit at the kitchen table, if you wish.”

“So it’s just one room here,” I noted and took a seat.

“Us angels are super claustrophobic, so we need space,” she said and started breaking the eggs into a bowl.

“Would be difficult to move around with those wings too I suppose.”

“Yes, that’s also true,” she said and poured some cheese into the bowl along with some tomatoes. “Do you like chives?”

Interesting, they had similar ingredients here. “I love them … but I’ll be grateful for anything.”

“What do you mean?” she asked and froze with the bowl in her hand.

Again, I fell for her looks, the high cheekbones, sweet, red lips and dark blue eyes. “I mean, I’ll be grateful for anything you make me.”

“Well, but you’re my guest and I want to make sure you’re satisfied too,” she said. She brought out a chopping board and some chives, chopping them up and then dumping them into the bowl. She brought out a whip from the drawer and started whipping.  

“I’ve never met someone with such guest hospitality as you,” I said.

She turned to me and smiled sweetly. “Another sign that you are far from here. Thank you for the compliment, by the way.”

She raised a finger to the gas stove and a burst of fire emitted from the tip. Opening my mouth, I was about to question how the hell she did that but decided to close my mouth instead. She started cooking the scrambled eggs and at the same time roasted some slices of bread in a pan. She opened the window as the scent of food spread across the room, which just made me hungrier.

She smeared a fatty chunk of butter on top of the bread, and when the scrambled eggs were ready, she neatly laid them on top and sprinkled on some salt and pepper.

She set the plate with three slices of bread right in front of me, and she only set a plate with a slice of bread in front of hers.

“You eat like a bird,” I said.

She chuckled. “No, I love to cook and eat, but you told me you haven’t eaten for the entire day.”

I looked at her a bit longer, and her hospitality kept catching me by surprise. “You care a lot for others, don’t you?”

She smiled and opened up her arms. “That’s me.”

We kept eye contact, and it was almost like I felt sparks between us. She lowered her gaze demurely, and so did I. I took a bite, and it was probably the tastiest meal I’d ever eaten. The chives, tomatoes and creamy cheese just melted in my mouth, and the eggs were so satiating and rich in taste. Not only was I starving, but the ingredients tasted so fresh and healthy, not injected crap that was sprayed on every single thing you ate back on Earth.

“Do you like it?” she asked and brushed her lips.

“It’s delicious,” I said and swallowed another bite.

“I will wait with my own questions then,” she said and also took a bite.

“Feel free to ask,” I said and brushed my lips.

“Where are you from?” she asked, taking the opportunity and looking at me long and hard.

“Well, I’m from a different world,” I said and met her enchanting eyes again.

“I knew it,” she said and subtly rolled her eyes. “You stick out like a sore thumb among the male population here.”

“Are they really that lazy?”

“Did you see any men working at the market?”

I mulled it over. “The beautiful women distracted me.”

“Right, but you wouldn’t have seen any anyway …. So how long have you been here?”

“I arrived a couple of hours ago, I think,” I said and wasn’t sure since I didn’t have a watch on me.

“So you arrived here today?”

I nodded. “That’s right.” And finished the second slice of bread with scrambled eggs and went straight for the third.

“So where in the market were you dropped off?”

“No,” I said and took a sip of the glass of water. “I was dropped off at an island about two hours’ flight from here.”

“Did someone give you a ride?” The food turned uninteresting now as the conversation continued, and her eyes just widened more and more. Clearly, something didn’t add up.

“No, I flew on a cloud puff.”

She blinked at me. “I see, so she gifted you the skill of cloud puff flying?”

“It seems like it.”

“But you wanted to buy arrows at the same time,” she said and nibbled on her bread, her eyes not leaving me.

“She gifted me the skill of archery too.”

She looked at me. “That’s unusual. A Valkyrie does not usually give foreigners more than one skill.”

“I’m just as clueless as you.”

“Uhm … usually someone’s stats are private, but …”

“I can show you,” I said and touched my sky’s helper. “It’s the least thing I can do for you after your kindness.”

I brought up the screen and turned it to her. She leaned forward in her seat and her eyes scanned from line to line.

“Oh my gosh,” she said and she slowly raised her hand to her mouth. “I’ve never heard of a Valkyrie empowering someone like that. She must have seen something special about you.”

“She spoke to me impassively though.”

“But how did the conversation go?” she asked and sat leaned forward in her seat.

“Way too brief and mysterious,” I complained. “She didn’t really tell me much. She asked if I wanted to alter my body or looks, something I declined. I just wanted my health back. It might have been that which made her change her mind about the skills she was about to give me.”

“That’s definitely the case,” Gabriella said. “Valkyries usually appreciate generosity and frown upon greed. I knew there was something special about you.”

I continued eating, and there were now only breadcrumbs left on the plate. It must have been the tastiest and quickest meal I’d eaten, but I wished there were more.

She laid her hand over mine, and there was more affection to that touch than what my wife had ever given me. “I can make you some more.”

“I’m okay,” I said and didn’t want to be too intrusive. “You can rest if you wish.”

“But you’re hungry,” she insisted.

“Well, but I’m grateful for what you made me.”

“And I will be grateful if I can make you another one.” We met each other’s gazes, and I swore there were sparks again.

“I yield.”

She giggled.  

What a woman Gabriella was. My ex-wife would complain if I didn’t make her anything. I was supposed to bleed myself dry from overworking and then return home to be a slave to an unsatisfied wife.

“I see now why you are so intrigued and dazzled by our world. But I’ll be more than glad to explain how things work over here. Did she at least tell you something?” she asked and broke the eggs and started roasting two more slices of bread.

“Not really, but I found a short book at my desk which explained briefly about the gender imbalances and how the sky’s helper works. I also found a map of Skyda, a cloud puff and a bow, but beyond that, I’m clueless about laws, taxes and customs.”

“Taxes?” she asked and looked funnily at me. “That’s one foreign word.” As she was talking to me, she managed to spill some eggs on her chest. She brought out a napkin and cleaned herself and turned on the stove.

“You have to pay a certain amount to politicians or rulers who will then spend it, if that makes sense.”

“Spend it back on you?” she asked.

“Kind of.”

“There’s no such thing here,” she said.

“Who builds stuff then?”

“We do,” she said and poured the mixture into the pan.

“But aren’t there any laws here or law enforcement?”

“Not sure what those two words mean either,” she said.

“Let’s say someone steals your chickens. What do you do?”

“I have to take them back, but I don’t have the strength nor courage for such a thing—” She spilled some more on her chest and then rolled her eyes. “Hold on, I will finish your food and then we can chat.”

“Sure,” I said, and hoped I hadn’t been rude speaking while she was preparing a meal for me.

She smeared a thick stick of butter on the bread and then carefully laid the scrambled eggs on top. She carefully sprinkled the pepper and placed the plate in front of me.

“You are wonderful,” I said and took another bite of the warm, crispy bread and the creamy eggs. She’d prepared them with just as much love as the first ones.

“Thank you,” she said, and her cheeks slightly pinkened. “So, I think I have an inkling what laws are, but there’s no such thing here. If someone steals a chicken from me, I’m given the right to retaliate. Self-defense is an important practice here and even encouraged and rewarded.”

After I swallowed a bite with a thick chunk of butter on it, I asked, “What if you can’t?”

“You can delegate the case to someone else, but they will take a cut for it, so it isn’t always profitable.”

“I see,” I said.

“That’s why a lot of women here want to live with a strong man.”

“But if the men are weak, who steals then?”

“Women,” she revealed. “There are so many cunning thieves among us.”

“So, when theft is committed, it’s up to the victim to retaliate … or else?”

“The thief gets away.”

“You don’t seem to have any rulers at all then.”

“We do,” she said. “Paradisia is our queen, but she doesn’t really rule us, but guards our way of life and can reward you with experiences and gifts. Another thing, have you noticed how close to the sky we are?”

I nodded and took another bite.

“We worship our freedom. It’s the only unity among the many races.” She leaned forward and her voice dropped to a whisper. “We can judge each other quite a bit.”

“But who enforces contracts?” I asked and wanted to get back to the legal aspect of Paradise. “What if I pay someone to build a cottage, and he just runs away with the money.”

Her face darkened. “That’s frowned upon and the lowest thing you can do in our world. The perpetrator if man will be labeled a scam and the woman a skank. You will have to take the case to the local Thing of Skyda where the Valkyries will go over the case. If not solved there, it will move up to the Althing where Paradisia will go over the case. The perpetrator will then be punished and labeled for the rest of her or his life.”

I assumed what she referred to as the Thing was a court or assembly of some sort. “I see … but I assume they must be caught, right?”

“That’s correct, but contracts are difficult to evade because the contract will be stored in sky’s helper. They’ll basically have to kill you to get away with their scams.”

“Interesting,” I said and it was fascinating that scam and skank meant the same here. “I remember seeing lovers on my stats. What’s that supposed to mean?”

Her cheeks pinkened slightly. “The Valkyrie gifted you with the Tongue of All Dialects ability, so it shouldn’t be difficult figuring out what it means.”

“Well, I know what it means to love someone in my language, but maybe you have a different usage,” I pointed out.

“Lovers … they are your loved ones. You love them and they love you. As a man, you can have as many lovers as you want, but us women can only have one.”

It dawned on me why this world was called a paradise now, but it must be a catch somewhere. “And they will be loyal to the man?”

“Of course … what you are implying now, cheating, is even more punishable than breaking a contract.”

“Will they be labeled a skank?”

“No, even worse—a whore.”

“I see,” I said and finished the last bread and slumped down on the chair. That sure answered my questions, but it felt surreal in so many ways. “Thank you so much. This meal was divine.”

“You are welcome,” she said and smiled demurely. “No one has ever called my food divine.”

“It was, trust me.”

I was about to rise and take the plate to the sink, but she yet again laid her hand over mine. “What are you doing?”

“The dishes.”

“That’s my job,” she said and took the plate. “After I’ve cleaned the table, I can prepare some dessert and we can sit outside. In case you have some more questions.” She looked unsurely at me, maybe in case I wanted to leave, but so far I’d enjoyed every second in her presence.

“I do, but you answered most of them,” I said. It felt like a relief, a feeling I’d never experienced, so no taxes and I could defend myself against criminals and get rewarded. Loyal women who got punished for trying to leave me and take my wealth. And if someone tried to scam me, they’d get caught. This truly was a paradise unlike no other.

When she had finished taking the dishes, we went outside to her terrace and sat outside on her little sofa. The sun was steadily declining, but I arched an eyebrow and thought over something.

“Are there any islands on the ocean?” I asked.

“Not as far as I know,” she said and set the jar of milk on the table along with a basket of cookies and two glasses. “Not that I’d like to live down there anyway.”

I agreed. “Right … by the way, how can you tell the difference between an angel and an avariel?”

She filled both of our glasses and said, “The wings of avariels are slightly lighter, and this is because they can fly quicker. They also have pointy ears and on average are taller than us. They’re also very skilled archers but not as affectionate as us angels.”

“I see,” I said and dipped the cookie in the milk simultaneously as she. For some reason, she blushed.

“I thought I was the only one who did that,” Gabriella said.

“It’s the only proper way to eat a cookie,” I said.

“I guess,” she said. “My parents used to tell me it was a child thing and that I needed to grow up. I haven’t been able to leave that habit behind though.”

“Why care what someone thinks about you?”

“Easier said than done,” she said. “Especially here with all the gossipy angels. It’s our favorite activity apart from playing the harp or gardening.”

“You don’t strike me as someone who indulges in gossip.”

“I’m curious, as you’ve probably noticed, but sometimes I try to treat others how I want to be treated, and I’m not sure if I would like having someone talk behind my back.”

My respect for her just continued to grow. “Of all the women I could have bumped into and it was you. I must be the luckiest foreigner.”

“Thank you,” she said and smiled as sweetly as the cookies. “That’s kind of you.”

I wanted to ask her if she wanted to move in with me but figured it might be a bit too early. I didn’t know what types of cultural norms they had here yet, although it seemed that women had a more dominant role.

“Did you like your former world?” she asked.

I took another bite of the cookie and then stared right out at the sky, but it felt as if I stared right into an abyss. “I haven’t even been here longer than a day, and I can already tell I like it better here.”

“Oh, you make up your mind quickly.”

“I feel no weight on my shoulders, no pressure and no stress. I feel free.”

“Everyone in the sky should be free. You can’t cage in a bird, can you?”

“No,” I agreed. “You can’t.”

“If you want a bird to stay with you, be kind to it and it won’t go anywhere. Most of us don’t believe in coercion … except for thieves and skanks.”

“It’s because this is Paradise,” I mouthed. “It can’t all be perfect though. I mean … are there any catches I should know about?”

“Not really,” she said. “Some will try to break a contract, although rare and whores are even rarer. Thieves do exist since they usually don’t get labeled. Oh, I probably should tell you about cock diggers.”

I was about to choke on my third cookie. “What?”

“Sorry.” She giggled and patted my back. “Well, a cock digger, they are women that only want to ride you for their own and your pleasure, not much affection, love or anything like that. They aren’t the worst of the bunch, since it’s difficult for a woman to be satisfied with so few men around, but they can be frowned upon.”

“So they have sex with you … and that’s it?”

“Yup.” She nodded. “There are plenty of those around, unfortunately.”

I wasn’t so sure what she meant by saying unfortunately. “We have something similar in my world, but we refer to them as gold diggers.”

She almost spat the milk out of her mouth, chuckling. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“If I had milk in my mouth when you told me about cock diggers, I would have spat it out too.”

“It just sounded so funny.”

“Well, a gold digger is someone who’s only with someone because of their wealth. They usually marry you only to divorce you, stealing more than fifty percent of your wealth. Or, in your tongue, they will love you only to leave and steal your wealth.”

“Uhm … will they have sex with you?”

“Sometimes but not always.”

“So what are they after?”

“Wealth … or gold.”

“They sound like thieves to me.”

When I gave it a second thought, she was right. “I guess they do.”

“Sounds like a really strange place. We sometimes have foreigners coming to Skyda from other parts of Paradise, but rarely from other worlds.”

I suddenly felt a strange sensation, and I could swear someone was watching me. I whirled around and saw an angel on top of the roof. Her eyes widened upon seeing me, and she quickly turned and spread her wings.

“Aisha!” Gabriella said and firmly put her foot down. “You can’t be sneaking into my property like that.”

“Sorry,” she said while disappearing.

“Do you know who the gossip queen of this village is?”

“Aisha?”

“You guessed right. She’s probably going to let everyone know I have a handsome guest in my house.”

“I don’t mind,” I said and couldn’t remember when on Earth I had ever been so popular. My mind started shifting to the angels and how most of them flew around and played an instrument. “Can you play the harp?”

“Do you want me to play for you?” she eagerly asked.

“No, we can relax for now. You’ve been doing quite a lot for me.” I started feeling a bit guilty, especially after she’d cooked a delicious meal for me, set a table with cookies and milk, and answered my questions.

“I can play if you want,” she said and made the harp materialize into her hand. “But only if you’ll forget about that sneaky eavesdropper.”

“Alright then,” I yielded and leaned back.

“What do you want me to play?”

“Your favorite song.”

She moved her chair closer to me and started playing as the sun kept descending. It was heavenly and so relaxing, just one instrument without the digital bombardment or background noise. I forgot all about my worries or problems, although it didn’t seem like I had many here.

She slowly stopped playing, easing us into silence. The sun had almost set, and Felicia flew back from the sky and then landed right in front of Gabriella, giving her a lick. She was right: treat the birds with respect and they had no reason to fly away from you.

“I probably should get going,” I said and rose from my seat.

“Don’t you think it’s late?” she asked and looked worryingly at me as if afraid of the dark.

“I have weapons,” I said and shrugged. I couldn’t say I feared thieves that much, especially not with the superior abilities and skills Sofia gifted me.

“But maybe you’re tired?”

She was right. My eyelids felt heavier, and her concert could’ve put me to sleep. “Do you have an inn here?”

“It’s a small village, so not really. But my couch is quite soft and comfy.”

“Is it okay for you if I sleep over?”

“Of course,” she said and then fidgeted with her hands. “If you can do me a favor?”

“Sure.” A favor was the least I could do for her.

“I need help washing my wings.”

I stiffened at first, questioning if she would keep her clothes on or not but wasn’t sure if it was appropriate to ask.

“It will be my pleasure, especially after everything you’ve done for me.” I wanted to also ask her if she could help me buy some more things for my island, but I figured it would have to wait until tomorrow. I at least had to do something for her, before I could ask her a favor.

“Look how handsome he is,” I heard a couple of angels giggle, and yet again I felt their eyes on my back.

“Angels, please!” Gabriella said with a raised but kind voice. She stood up, whirled around and placed her hands on her hips. They flew away, giggling. “I’m so sorry … but we can go inside.”

“Sure,” I said and honestly didn’t mind.

“Come, I’ll show you my bathroom,” she said.

“Bathroom?” I questioned and stiffened again in front of the blonde angel.

“Yeah … where else were you supposed to wash my wings?”

“Never mind,” I said.

She brought me up to the second floor, which was equally as spacious and clean as the bottom floor without a hint of dust bunnies.

“Sparkling clean,” I noted.

“As always,” she said, smiled and opened a door that led to a tiled and spacious bathroom.

“I assume you haven’t washed wings before, correct?” she asked and smiled at me demurely.

“Nope, but I suppose it isn’t the most difficult job out there.”

“Oh no, but it is difficult to wash your own wings.”

“So they help you out during the evening?”

She nodded. “It’s a tradition to help each other.”

“And spy on each other?”

“Hi-hi, well not really, or kind of.” She pulled her gown over her head, struggling a little before she finally pulled it clear. Beneath the gown, she wore only a pair of bright, white bras with spaghetti straps, which made some of her skin visible and I believe her pink nipples too.

It all happened so fast that I somehow forgot about my manners. “Do you want me to leave while you undress?”

“Why?” she asked with hints of concern in her voice.

I just realized it was a stupid thing to ask since I was going to clean her anyway. “Just pretend I didn’t ask that.”

“But it wouldn’t hurt if you took off your shirt,” she said with hints of shyness. “It will be difficult to dry late in the evening.”

“You’re right,” I said, which was fair since she took off her clothes. The first time since I got here, I took off my shirt. I laid the shirt onto the sink and then took off my pants and placed it next to the shirt.

She looked at me sideways. “Nice body.”

From what I remembered, I’d put on quite a lot of weight since my depressive life situation. Curious, I turned to the mirror, and my eyes suddenly widened as I studied myself. I ran a hand down my abs and up to my prominent chest and toned shoulders. I hadn’t looked like this since my early twenties.

“Have you seen a ghost?” she joked.

“No, I …” I had been too caught up in this world; I had completely forgotten about my prior health. “I’m sorry I just—”

“It’s okay,” she said and laid her hand on my shoulder. “I know it might be different here, but you will settle into it.”

“You’re right,” I mouthed and had to take my eyes off myself, only to face a gorgeous angel who was about to undress in front of my eyes. She slid her panties down to her ankles and neatly placed them on the sink. I tried to look at the wall instead and tried my hardest to suppress my impending erection.

She contracted her wings and hopped into the shower, which was also quite spacious, so it was plenty of space for both of us.

“Just spray water and rub some of this shampoo on them.”

I wanted to admit, it would be difficult to concentrate, especially with her flesh so close to mine. She radiated so much femininity. It wasn’t just her curvy body or her long lustrous hair, but also her behavior and character, cooking for me and helping me out earlier.

She handed over the showerhead while her back faced me, and I sprayed some water on her wings and brushed them clean.

“They aren’t really that dirty though,” I pointed out.

“I know, but I like being clean before going to bed,” she said as the steam started rising.

“Hot enough?”

“Perfect.”

It was difficult to concentrate when my eyes wandered all over her body. I had never believed I’d fall for another race than a human, but her wings were so mesmerizing, yet she was so similar to a gorgeous, feminine woman. I kept repeating these thoughts as if on a loop.

“Sorry, if I am a bit slow,” I told her.

“It’s okay. I’m never in a rush.”

“You don’t have a daily list of things to do?”

“No, and even if I did, I always take my time.”

“I see.” Maybe that’s why she looked so gorgeous, enjoying her life and playing music during the evenings.

“You can clean my back too,” she said. “It can be difficult to reach down there.”

“Sure,” I said and aimed the water and soap at her back. As soon as I touched her skin, I jolted. I couldn’t remember touching a woman made me jolt like that. It felt like a little spark, and the spark made my temperature rise as I caressed her wet, honey-toned skin. “You have the smoothest skin I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you,” she said, and she twisted her neck with a pair of blushing cheeks. “I’ve never received a compliment like that.”

I arched an eyebrow. “I can’t be the only one who’s found you attractive.”

“The existing men here have a lot to choose from, but frankly, I can’t say I’ve found any of them attractive either.”

Neither could I. The steam kept billowing, veiling the sight of the gorgeous angel. All I had was my hands to touch and feel her back. I must admit, as I explored her, I wondered how her front part would feel like. I’d tried to ignore her private parts a minute ago, but I had to remind myself, I had a favor to repay her after her kindness and hospitality, so I did manage to restrain myself and wash her well.

“The lower part too?” I asked her and waved away some steam and glanced at her wide thighs and plump butt.

“Yes,” she said and tittered. “That part is even more difficult to reach.”

“Right,” I said and held the showerhead in my left hand while I kneaded the soft swell of her butt with my right. I was surprised by the softness and warmth of her butt. I probably spent a couple of minutes more than necessary, but I then made my way further down her legs and finished the cleaning. I regretted that I didn’t drag out the time more.

“So, anything else?” I asked.

“A thank you kiss,” she said and smiled as her body was shrouded by billowing steam. She turned and stood on her toes, pouting her lips. I couldn’t resist them, and they briefly touched each other. That brief touch was enough to knock me over—It was that powerful. “Wait for me downstairs and I will come and make the bed for you.”

“Sure,” I said and reached for my clothes and stepped out. It was cool when I stepped outside, but I couldn’t think of anything except for that kiss.

I took on my clothes and slumped down on her couch. I leaned back and licked my lips and found her taste to be incredibly sweet. Or maybe I was imagining things. I couldn’t think of anything else except Gabriella, and I didn’t mind about the animals and utensils I needed to buy for my island. It was hard for me to fathom that I hadn’t even been here for a day, and I was already in love.

The water stopped running and eventually she came descending the stairs, wrapped in a robe with her wings contracted. I glanced at her and our eyes met. Her lips broke out in a smile and so did mine.

She carried a bedsheet, a pillow and a coverlet. “I have some more pillows if you want.”

“No, this is lovely,” I said and stood up while she covered the couch with the coverlet and dusted off the dirt on the pillow and the cushions.

“You sure?”

“I am.”

“Okay, do you need something else at the market?” she sweetly asked me. “I’m sorry if I kind of snatched you.”

I chuckled. “That’s ridiculous. You helped me more than what I could’ve asked for. But yes, I needed a couple of other things.”

“Like what?”

“I have to think about it, but probably some animals, first and foremost.”

“Do you … need help with that?”

“If you want to help?” I asked and felt like I was in no position to ask her anything.

“Of course, I can.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Sweet dreams,” she said, her lips curling up to a smile.

“Sweet dreams,” I mouthed, and she ascended the stairs, and immediately as she disappeared up to the second floor, I started thinking about her again, especially as I felt a little lonely. I shouldn’t complain, but this was the first time in a long while there I had been in the presence of someone who actually cared for me.

I let my head fall back onto the pillow, wondering why there weren’t more places like this and also more women like her. Her affection and kindness had touched me deeply, and I felt a desire stronger than ever to be intimate with her.

I sighed in relief and then let my hand slump down on my abdomen, reminding myself again of my abs and body. I then raked my fingers through my hair and felt its thickness and health. It had been a mess just a day ago as my life had been deteriorating rapidly when I couldn’t find any reasons to live such a wretched life. That it had all suddenly vanished by just spending half a day here was unbelievable. I then wondered what a week, month or even years would feel like.

I smiled as I happily fell into a deep slumber.
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I dreamed I had my hands wrapped around Gabriella as both of us rode on Felicia. It was only her white gown and my shirt which separated our flesh, but it was enough to make me aware of her precious skin. Her bright, golden hair fluttered as we sped past the clouds, flew over islands and headed deeper into the sky. The sun shined so brightly, and we had nothing else on our minds than bliss and happiness.

We landed on an island filled with flowers and roses. She made me chase her, and I promised her that I was going to catch her. I craved her kindness and joy. It healed me and gave me a sense of meaning in life.

I jumped and caught her, rolling around on the grass, spilling laughter and giggles everywhere. We had flower petals and grass straws in our hair, and she yanked a flower from the soil and slid it behind my ear. I also plucked one from the soil and slid it behind her ear. I looked her in the eyes, falling deeper and deeper into her bottomless, blue colors. She brought her lips close to mine and finally, they touched and sealed tightly together. She lay over me, her heart beating over my chest and tongue touching mine. She gently caressed me, and within the blink of an eye, she was fully nude. Tracks of wetness glimmered on the insides of her thighs and at the same time my cock was rising to its full glory. She went down on me, and my erection disappeared inside her mouth and then farther down her little, angel throat.

She slowly and seductively stroked me with her lips, all the while her tongue teased the peak of my erection. She wasn’t in a rush, wanting this moment to last forever as she heard the sounds of pleasure I was making.

She came off me, making my cock smack against my waist. Panic-stricken, I raised my head and wondered what she was doing, but she reassured me it was alright when she mounted me and guided my wet erection past her bush and deep into her pure pussy.

“Oh,” I moaned. “Oh, Gabriella.”

”Hmm, Leo,” she said and lay over me, clawing my chest and kissing my neck. I reached for her soft butt cheeks and let my fingers sink deep into them. “Ah, you’re taking me to heaven.”

“Don’t you mean Paradise?” she said in a husky voice and tittered.

Her pussy contracted, and I gripped the grass next to me, as the toe-curling orgasm was right around the corner.




I snapped awake as I fired rope after rope of cum on the bedsheet … or that’s what I thought. The bedsheet was tented, way too large to be my erection. Upon the revelation, I quickly yanked the bedsheet aside, and my eyes widened upon seeing Dara with my rock-hard cock deep into her mouth.

“What the …?”

She came off with a pop and grinned, waving at me. “Good morning, handsome.”

“Who’s there?” Gabriella said and hurried down the stairs.

“Crap.” Dara quickly jumped up to her feet and ran out the door, her massive bust jiggling on the way.

Gabriella came just in time to see my cock softening and swaying to my navel. She immediately figured out what had happened and then her eyes flicked to the front door. She quickly got out to the entrance and frowned at Dara fleeing. Shutting the door, she hurried over to me.

“Are you alright?” she asked with clear hints of embarrassment.

“I can’t say she hurt me …. I’m just surprised.” That was a light way to keep it. I was flabbergasted that such a thing occurred here.

“I’m so sorry,” she said and picked up the bedsheet and laid it over me. 

She looked truly embarrassed, and I felt bad for her. I took her hand. “Hey, it wasn’t you.”

“But this is my home. I thought you were safe.”

“She didn’t hurt me though.”

“I know, but she shouldn’t have done that,” she said.

“Gabriella … I’m alright and I mean it.”

“I shouldn’t have been so naïve that the angels would just let such a handsome man like you alone.”

“How did she even get here in the first place?” I questioned.

“I had an inkling something like this would happen, so I locked the doors. And to answer your question,” she said and her eyes shifted to the sooty chimney. “She slid down the chimney.”

It was beyond me someone would throw themselves down a chimney for me. “She didn’t look sooty though.”

She picked up a wet towel smeared with soot. “She wanted to look pretty while pleasing you.”

“Huh,” I said, so the little angel had some sympathy after all.

“Those are the ones we call cock diggers,” she said and sighed. “And that my own friend would do something like that is beyond me.”

Rather that than a gold digger though. “Hey, I don’t blame you at all for this …. I mean, how would you know that someone would throw themselves down the chimney?”

“Oh, if you only knew to what extent cock diggers are willing to go so they can be satisfied.” She looked out to the rising sun and then turned back to me. “Can I at least make you something before we leave?”

“Sure, but promise me not to feel guilty about this.”

She smiled. “I will try.”

“Thank you.”

“What do you want?”

“Surprise me,” I said.

“I will try … again.” She chuckled brightly, washing away the concern and embarrassment from her face.

She took the bedsheet and coverlet, and brought them upstairs. I slumped down on the couch and glanced out the window as the sun was steadily rising. She came back down and started slicing some bread and frying some bacon.

“Do you want to sit outside?” she asked. Wearing a cute, pink apron, she turned around to face me.

“So long we’ll get some privacy,” I said. It was nice and sunny, but I wasn’t so sure if I wanted an angel to surprise or spy on us. Not that I didn’t find the angels attractive, but I wanted some privacy after all.

“I’ll try, no promises though,” she said, flipping the bacon over and sounding a bit gladder than in the morning.

“Can I at least set the table while you’re cooking?”

She looked at me funnily but didn’t exactly have much of an excuse since she had her hands full. “Only If you insist.”

I looked at her firmly. “I do.” I opened the terrace door and was greeted with sunshine, bird songs and angels playing the harp. I stood there and fixed my eyes on the sky for a moment. It was my first day here, and I noticed how the sky had this deep blue color: a color I wasn’t quite familiar with. I started questioning whether it was unique to this world or if it had something to do with it being free from pollution. Felicia was still sleeping on the grass, and I must admit that she looked one hundred percent cute, especially so with her drool trickling out of the corner of her mouth.

I went back inside and helped her set the table. She’d prepared a tray with cheese, honey, bacon, butter and bread.

“What do you think?” she asked and gave me the tray.

“Lovely,” I said, and she infected me with her warmth and happiness. I took it and placed it on the table outside. Stepping back inside, I spotted a jar of purple juice.

“Is that juice?” I asked her.

“Yup,” she said and took off her apron and hung it on the knob. “Do you want to try?”

I was more of a water person but decided why not. “Fill up my mug.”

We went outside, and she filled up my mug, and I decided to have a sip before asking what kind of juice it was. I raised the mug to my lips, took a sip and rolled my tongue around my mouth. It had a bittersweet taste to it, but it was completely foreign. It reminded me of a pomegranate but not quite.

“What’s this juice made out of?” I finally asked.

“Purple berries,” she said and pointed at a bush behind Felicia. “They are one of the easiest berry bushes to cultivate.”

“Even if they might be easy to cultivate, I think I might need some help,” I said. “Since this was one of the most refreshing drinks I’d ever tasted.”

Gabriella beamed and sat down at the opposite end of the table. “Maybe someday I can show you.”

“I would love to,” I said. I looked her in the eyes and held eye contact for a bit longer. I’d accepted I had already fallen for her, but it was something with her smile which warmed me, equally as much as her touch and deeds. When she noticed, she slightly lowered her gaze.

“Well, I forgot to ask,” she said when we started smearing our slices of bread. “Sleep well?”

“It was a long time ago I slept through the night,” I said and placed some crispy, dripping bacon over the buttered slice of bread.

“Why?” she asked and looked slightly concerned. “It’s important to sleep.”

“Life is different where I come from,” I said and laid my hand over hers. “But I can reassure you that I already feel a lot better.”

“I hope so,” she said, which lessened the concern in her voice. “Mornings are my favorite time of the day. It’s when you feel refreshed and have so many opportunities in front of you.”

“I used to hate mornings,” I said and found her thinking intriguing.

“Why hate mornings?” she asked. “They are like the child of a day. You feel all young and adventurous, and then as the day grows older, you grow tired and lazier till you fall asleep.”

I took a bite and chewed slowly as her words struck me. “I’ve never thought of it like that.”

“Did you look forward to today?” she asked and nibbled on her bread, watching me carefully.

“I did … I’ve never felt such optimism in my life.”

Her lips broke out in a smile. “I’m glad.”

“So am I,” I said. I explained to her a bit about life back on Earth. How everything was a constant stressor: afraid to lose my job so I couldn’t pay my debt, going to a job I absolutely hated, starting a business and getting regulated to death, having never been loved even how much I tried to love someone, and then getting stabbed in the back and finally in the end, losing everything I worked so hard for. She covered her mouth with her hands as I kept talking about the horrors of my past life.

“No man deserves that,” she said, her sympathy deepening.

“Sadly, it’s the life for most who live there.”

“I understand why you didn’t like mornings,” she said and dabbed her lips with a napkin. “But you know what, direct your energy toward your new life here. Please, don’t dwell on those horrible memories. They’ll just make your health deteriorate.”

“I will,” I said and smiled at her affection.

We sat there and enjoyed the sun for a little bit longer. I understood full well what she was talking about to take our time, but I started feeling a bit eager, a bit adventurous. I wasn’t sure what animals I wanted; I just wanted something, so I could have something to eat without traveling to the center every day.

We finished eating and then got ready for our flight.

“By the way, I’ll bring some pies for the orphanage,” she said and filled a bag with four pies, sprinkled with cinnamon and sweetness.

“They must be in love with you,” I said, and the sight of those delicious pies already made my mouth water.

“Maybe,” she said and sounded flattered. She fed Felicia some carrots and then stroked her mane. She also made sure to lick Gabriella’s face till she giggled.

“She sure loves to lick,” I said and studied the widewing.

“I love her,” Gabriella said and beckoned me closer. “Don’t be shy, she also wants a taste of you.”

“She isn’t a carnivorous animal?” I asked.

“She’s an omnivore,” she said and covered her mouth with her hand and giggled. “But she would never ever hurt a friend. Widewings are our best friends, don’t forget that.”

“Sure,” I said and approached her, so she could give my face a sloppy lick and also my hand. I must admit that it was quite satisfying.

“Alright, should we go to the market?” I said, and Felicia pressed her head into my shoulder, making me laugh.

Gabriella mounted her and patted the saddle behind her. “I’m waiting.”

I sat my foot on the stirrup and hoisted myself up, smoother than yesterday but still clumsily compared to Gabriella. “This sure isn’t a skill that I was blessed with.”

“But a skill attainable,” she added.

“One thing at a time now,” I said and wrapped my hands around her waist.

“Sure … hold on tight,” she said eagerly and yanked the reins. Felicia jumped up to the sky and flapped her massive wings. I tightened my grip around Gabriella. This was my second flight, and I still felt butterflies as we flew on this widewing.

“I have a question,” I said.

“I’m here to answer them,” she said as she guided Felicia across the sky.

“Cloud puff, wings and a widewing … why do you have so many methods to fly?”

“Oh,” she said with a finger on her chin. “That’s a hard one. Well, they are different. A cloud puff may seem like a more relaxing flight, widewing is the most common and quickest, and wings are mainly used on an island or the outskirts. Not many will fly great lengths with just the help of wings.”

“Too burdensome?” I questioned.

“Kind of,” she said. “It takes a lot of stamina.”

“Do you have a cloud puff?”

“Nope,” she said. “Although, I’ve always dreamed of just drifting on top of one. It seems so romantic.”

I’ll remember that one.

When we were approaching Skyda, several other widewings flown by a vast variety of races made their way there as well. Yet again, they aimed their feminine gazes at me, fixing their eyes and showing a great deal of curiosity. Yesterday, it had bugged me out, but I slowly settled into it. 

“How’s it like being popular?” she asked and giggled.

So she’d noticed it too. “Is it normal?”

“Certainly for a strong man,” she said.

“I’ll cope,” I said.

We landed at the edge of Skyda’s Center. Angels playing harps, birds twittering, and the overall noises of a busy market mingled into a spectacular song that I thought was quite heavenly. Even if there were a lot of noises, they were nowhere near as awful as the noises of engines and noise pollution of the cities I was familiar with.

We dismounted, and Gabriella pushed her hair behind her ears. After letting the winds flutter through her hair, it looked prettier than ever. “How’s my hair?” she asked.

“Like flowing gold,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said and my compliment lifted her mood, even if it was already uplifted, to begin with. “So what’s on your shopping list?”

I scratched my head. “I should’ve thought of that earlier. So far, I just know I need animals and something to eat.”

She laid her hand on my shoulder. “Well, the market closes early in the evening. We are not in a hurry.”

“I see,” I said and thought a bit longer. “Well, are there farmers here?”

“You’ll find everyone here,” she said and her hand briefly touched mine, and a blush blossomed on her cheeks.

“We can hold hands if you want,” I suggested and would love to touch her skin again.

“I do,” she said demurely. I took her hand and that was another sign that this was a bit deeper than a normal relationship.

“How about while you think of your shopping list, we’ll visit the orphanage and give them the pies?” she suggested.

“Do you usually make their pies?”

“I easily feel bad for beings in a vulnerable position, so I usually make them something when I’m around.”

“That’s kind of you,” I said.

“I try to be kind, treat others how I want to be treated myself.”

I tried to live by that rule too but it didn’t work out that well. She showed me the way to the orphanage, and we made our way deeper into Skyda’s Center. Even if there was no central planning, it was a surprisingly clean market. We passed by numerous women and as usual, they turned to me, giving me that eye of interest as they whispered something to each other and emitted a cute giggle, reminding me of twittering birds.

At a stall, an obese man stood with two women on his side. One of them combed his hair while the other read him a sales report. I arched an eyebrow and questioned again why every single man here looked as if they were handicapped, but then again remembered the history of Paradise which mentioned them being weak since the dawn of time.

“I can’t believe women find them attractive,” I said.

“Most women here still want a man who can stand up for himself, but most have just accepted their fates.”

“So what do they do about their lust?” I asked bluntly since I knew it was easier to ignore hunger than desire.

Her lips curled up into a smile. “We have other women for that.”

Interesting, it would mean most of the women here were bisexual or indirectly forced to be bisexual. A bird suddenly started flying in circles over me. I tried to shift my head away from it, wondering if it wanted to take a dump on me.

“What are you doing?” Gabriella questioned.

“I have gotten bird poo on me before.”

“Oh, she won’t do that. She’s just curious.”

“She?”

“Yes, she’s a shifter. Aida is her name.”

The bird flew in front of me and twittered beautifully. She then transformed herself into a woman right in front of my eyes.

“Wow,” I said. Even if the book and Gabriella had given me a decent introduction, it was still a lot to see with my own eyes.

“Hi,” she told Gabriella and gave her a hug.

“Good morning,” Gabriella wished her, and their eye contact didn’t last long since Aida immediately turned to me and curiously watched me. The shifter named Aida had small eyes, looking slightly birdish. With an impressive bust, she was also a head shorter than me with blue hair and clothed in a blue gown. The colors matched her white and blue feathers when she’d been a bird, but I also noticed she had feathers on her arms … or they looked like a combination of wings and arms.

“Who’s your new friend?” she asked Gabriella, slowly shrinking under my curious gaze as I studied her.

“You know he speaks and understands our tongue,” Gabriella said.

“He does?”

“I do,” I let her know.

She blushed. “Sorry, I haven’t seen you around, so I didn’t guess you could speak our language.”

“I’m new here,” I told her. “I just arrived yesterday, in fact.”

“Tongue of All Dialects?” she questioned.

“Yes, that’s one of my abilities.”

“Cool, that’s rare, and not many men bother to learn languages anyway,” she said and wrinkled her nose.

“What do they do then?”

“Good question,” she said and chuckled. “I don’t know. I haven’t found any attractive men … except for now.”

“I have found every single woman here attractive,” I said.

“But some must be a bit more attractive than others,” she said and nudged me with her birdy elbow.

I exchanged glances with Gabriella and gave her hand a squeeze of intimacy. “I have.”

“How many lovers do you have?” Aida asked.

“Aida, that’s private,” Gabriella said and gave her a look.

“What? I’m curious,” she said and made herself look like an innocent schoolgirl.

“I got none,” I said and didn’t mind answering her.

“None?” she gasped.

She oddly went over to Gabriella and whispered, “Is it true?”

“Well yes, he just arrived here.”

“Oh, so he isn’t from Paradisia at all,” she said and her eyes widened.

“He isn’t.”

“I think he’s handsome.”

“He can hear every single thing you tell me,” Gabriella said and laughed.

“How many gifts did he receive?” she questioned.

“Many,” Gabriella said.

“The Valkyrie must have seen something special in him …. Maybe she was extra horny that day.” She ended her sentence with a coquettish laugh.

“And he is special,” Gabriella said and ignored her laughter.

“Oh, I have to meet my friends near the garden. We are selling some pillows …. We can give you one for free if you come over,” she told me.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“But I warn you,” she said before turning herself back into a bird. “My friends can be a lot more twittery than I am.” She planted a sticky kiss on my cheek, turned herself back to a bird and flew away before I could even react.

“Twittery,” I said and tasted that strange word.

“Birdy way to say gossipy,” Gabriella explained and jerked her head ahead of her. “There are the orphaned children.”

They were in what looked like a playground but were taken care of by a younger woman and an elderly one. Their clothes were a bit patched up and filthier than usual, but they all seemed to enjoy themselves, especially so as they swung on the swing, flew around playing tag and mastered the skill of playing an instrument. An angel girl kissed a human girl and started painting the girl’s cheek, and a shifter told a young avariel a story. They were of different races but seemed to be free of prejudice.

“Knock, knock,” Gabriella said.

Wearing a veil, the elderly woman turned to her and beamed upon seeing her. “Smells lovely as always.” From my perspective, she looked human, but I knew this world was full of surprises. They kissed each other’s cheeks and Gabriella then handed the pies over.

“Thank you,” Gabriella said and bowed. “I have someone I would like to help this morning, so unfortunately, I can’t stay long.”

“We appreciate everything, remember that,” she said and brushed her knuckles on Gabriella’s cheeks. With interest, she glanced over at me, and her eyes flicked back to Gabriella’s. “You deserve a quality man.”

When considering her age, she had keen eyes.

“We just met,” Gabriella said and her cheeks pinkened. When the children got their eyes on Gabriella, they swarmed around her, poked her with a wand, placed a flower wreath on top of her head and tugged at her dress.

“Gabriella!” they all shouted, and suddenly she was the star among us. I stepped back and wide-eyed watched Gabriella’s popularity in front of my eyes.

“Hello, my little darlings,” she said and tried to pat and hug them all even how overwhelmed she was.

“I learned to play my first song,” one said excitedly, who couldn’t be more than five years old.

“With the harp?” Gabriella asked happily.

She nodded eagerly and started playing. It sounded juvenile, to put it mildly, but seeing that adorable angel doing everything she could to play correctly was the most adorable thing I’d seen so far. It made me question how she ended up abandoned anyway.

Gabriella gasped with her hands on her cheeks and applauded her. “That was amazing!”

The angel flapped her wings and her smile widened from ear to ear. Surprisingly, the other children didn’t make fun of her but also wanted a piece of Gabriella’s attention.

“What do you think of our face painting?” they asked and flew up to Gabriella’s face.

“You look the cutest regardless.”

“Ella,” a small little child said, tugging Gabriella’s dress while she was about to drown under the other children. “Play harp!”

“Next time, I promise to play the harp for you,” Gabriella said. “But today, I won’t stay long.”

“Why,” they asked suddenly. The excitement didn’t die down but turned to curiosity as they darted their eyes at me.

“I think she has a lover,” one whispered loud enough for all of us to hear.

Gabriella blushed ever so slightly. “I have to help someone.”

“Who’s someone?”

Gabriella exchanged glances with me, and I must admit, I wouldn’t be comfortable in the same spotlight that Gabriella found herself in. I timidly raised my hand, and they all looked at me.

“Hi-hi, she found a lover.”

“But will she love us?” one concerned child said.

“Of course, she will,” the elderly lady said and lifted the bags of pie. “She brought you some pie.”

The orphaned children’s eyes widened. “Gabriella’s pie! Gabriella’s pie! Gabriella’s pie!” they kept saying, making both of us smile sweetly.

“Easy there,” the elderly said as they ganged up on her. “You will all get a slice.”

“Your culinary skills are sought after everywhere,” I reckoned. “To be honest, I wouldn’t have acted any differently.”

“Stop it,” she said and waved her hand.

It wasn’t just that it was delicious, but it was made with sweetness both from the ingredients and her heart.

“Okay children, easy there. Thank you again, Gabriella.”

She waved to her. “You’re welcome, Mona.”

The pie saved Gabriella from getting drowned, and we waved to them as we moved away from the orphanage. I tried to ignore the awkward love comment.

“What race is she?” I asked Gabriella.

“She’s a human.”

“The first one who hasn’t gawked at me.”

She tittered. “She’s a bit too old for that. She knows you’re out of her league.”

“Do all of you donate food and such to those orphaned children?”

“Some of us do, but some can be a bit more selfish,” she said. “I don’t like selfish people that much. But without our support, they can’t really be fed.”

“I understand,” I said. I found this place more and more interesting, and quite different from what I was used to.

“So have you thought about your shopping list now?” she asked me. We were still holding hands, and I frankly wouldn’t want to let go of it.

“An axe, a fence and some ruminant animals, both for meat and dairy perhaps … one dairy cow and also dozen lambs should do for now … and some food.”

“What a shopping list,” she said, covering her mouth while chuckling. “I can only afford chickens.”

“Well, I have enough gold for it, so don’t worry,” I said and thought over my drawer filled with gleaming gold. “But when I think about it, how does it get transported?”

Gabriella pointed skyward to a cart driven by four widewings. “I estimate there are at least ten bulls in that cart.”

“That must be some strong widewings.”

She nodded. “Some races are bred solely for transportation, so they are a bit stronger than others.”

“Was Felicia bred for licking?”

“No,” she said and laughed. “They’re all like that. Hope you don’t mind.”

We went back to the cobbled street and then reached the market. I was again surprised at the vast array of products on display. Everything from garments to housing equipment, to certain items and weapons. I also passed by a lady dressed like a sorcerer whose table was filled with glass bottles with funny-looking liquids.

“What are those?” I asked Gabriella.

“Various potions,” she explained. “They can make you run in all eternity without breaking a sweat, some have healing properties and some can boost libido.”

Sounded useful to me. “How much does the one boosting libido cost?”

“Oh, they’re all super expensive. The potions are used with scarce, rare ingredients. But I believe an ounce of gold for one.”

If all these women were all into me then that might come in handy one day.

“For another day,” I said. “I have to focus on what’s most important first.”

“You’re smart … and proactive,” she noted.

“I’ve always been, but those traits haven’t been appreciated by many.”

“I do,” she said. “I mean, I don’t like to constantly think of doom and gloom. Life must be enjoyed, but there are evildoers out there that need to be dealt with.”

“I couldn’t have said it any better myself.”

We continued down the curve of the street, past the columns and raining flower petals. Angels sat on top and plucked petals from flowers and dropped them down with a giggle. I caught the scent of manure and animals, and heard the sounds of clucking chickens, bleating lamb, mooing cows and many other sounds I wasn’t quite familiar with.

“There are the farmers,” Gabriella said and jerked her head at them. “And after the farmers are the smiths and builders.”

“Let’s deal with the animals first … can’t see that many animals though,” I said. I saw a couple but not enough for what I wanted. I did see a lot of hay and bags of chicken feed though.

“Most of them are on their farms,” she explained. “When you buy animals, you look at some of them, but they are in the same quality and health as the other animals.”

“And if they rip you off and send you some sick animal instead?”

“Well, then they will be labeled a skank or a scam since it wasn’t what you agreed on.”

“But if someone charges you more for what an item is usually worth, will they also become a skank?”

She shook her head. “No, because the transaction went according to the agreement.”

“Right,” I said and had to be reminded how it worked here. Although I certainly liked this better than how thieves were dealt with over on Earth. I slowed down my pace since I’d almost gotten ripped off earlier. “What’s the average price of a dairy cow?”

“It depends upon the weight, but those in front of us shouldn’t be more than an ounce of gold.”

“And what about a dozen lambs?” I asked.

“One to one and a half ounces of gold,” she said. “Don’t worry, I won’t let them take advantage of you, but farmers aren’t really like that. They might ask for one-night stands and kisses instead.”

“That won’t be an issue,” I reassured her.

She covered her mouth and chuckled. “You only have two cheeks. They might end up fighting for them.”

“I’ll let them,” I said and didn’t mind getting covered in kisses.

We approached their stall. “Good morning,” I told the farmers. “I’m looking for a dairy cow.”

I believed I was speaking to a daughter and a mother, both of them really good-looking, a bit chunkier than average, but I didn’t mind that. They were wearing flared skirts with flowers and loose matching blouses. Both redheads and their hair braided into long ponytails and hung down their backs. The lady I believed to be the mother had lines on her face which was the only way to tell them apart. Except for age, they almost looked identical.

The red-headed daughter exchanged glances with her mother. “We got ‘em,” the one I believed to be the mother said and tapped her finger on the counter. “How many do you need?”

“One,” I said, “And also a dozen of lambs.”

“Mom, ask him where he’s from,” the daughter eagerly said and tugged her arm.

“A minute, hon,” she said. “That’s quite a few animals you would like to buy. Where will they be delivered?”

I got up my map and showed her. She leaned forward and fixed her eyes on where I was located. “That’s quite a distance from our farm. I probably would have to charge a couple of ounces of silver for the delivery.”

I exchanged glances with Gabriella who didn’t look suspicious at all.

“That shouldn’t be an issue,” I said.

The farmer patted the cow’s back, which kept munching on grass and minded its own business. “How much are you willing to pay for this beast? You strike me as a foreigner, but a handsome one. We have our own set of prices.”

Gabriella cleared her throat. “I’m with him.”

The farmer looked demurely at Gabriella and then back to me, lowering her voice, “Is she one of your lovers?”

“Well,” I said and scratched my neck. It was one of those awkward questions when you’d just started to date someone and then someone asked if you were girlfriends or boyfriends. “We’ve just started seeing each other.”

“You both seem quite intimate already,” she said and wanted to probe deeper.

“Maybe,” I said and didn’t exactly know what this had to do with livestock.

“So she’s there just in case I try to rip you off?” she asked jokingly.

“Mom?” the daughter said and angrily tugged at her arm.

“Kind of … but I don’t think you would do that,” I said and watched her closely.

“Why?”

“You look too kind for that.”

“Maybe you’re right,” she said and grinned. “I’m still waiting for a price though.”

“An ounce of gold for the dairy cow. And I’ll give you one and a half for a dozen lambs.”

“That’s a decent price,” she said. “The dairy cow is a young one and will bring quite a lot of milk to you two, more if you wish to expand.” She patted her daughter’s back and her eyes lit up.

“Right,” I said and understood what she was hinting after. I was shocked again that mothers encouraged their daughters to go with men they’d recently met. Their male shortage must be worse than I thought.

“So what do you say?”

“I’ll have to see,” I said and scratched my neck. I just hoped I didn’t hurt the girl’s feelings. “I just got here and have to take one thing at a time.”

“Well, when you’ve made up your mind, you know where you’ll find us.”

“Sure,” I said and reached into my wallet and brought out the prepayment. She accepted the gold with a smile on her face, but her daughter looked slightly disappointed. I found it difficult to take my eyes off her beautiful red hair and her face peppered with rare freckles. She looked like a rare gem and would be the perfect housewife.

“Let me see your map again,” the farmer said. I showed her my map, and she sneakily marked her own farm there before drawing the distance on her own map to my island. “We can be there the day after tomorrow … in the evening.”

“Shouldn’t be a problem,” I said. I then felt this relief settle over me, and my sky’s helper suddenly glowed.

“The contract has been created,” Gabriella whispered. I nodded and thought it was kind of her that she didn’t want me to look like a completely clueless moron. I also noticed that her sky’s helper also glowed, but instead of relief, it looked like a weight settled over her shoulders.

“Can me and sis bring him the animals?” she eagerly asked her mom.

“We’ll talk about that later, hon.”

“But please,” she pestered her.

“I said,” she said firmly, “we’ll talk about that later.”

She shut her mouth and grumbled something.

I extended my hand to the elderly lady. “I’m Leo by the way.”

“I’m Johanna,” she said and gladly accepted my hand.

The daughter quickly darted her hand to me. “Lydia,” she said and upon shaking her hand, her cheeks reddened like a tulip.

“Nice seeing you, too,” I said and had to wriggle my hand free from her grip.

We parted for now, and I exchanged glances with Gabriella who smiled for my sake.

“That was easier than expected,” I noted.

“I told you farmers aren’t about tricking people,” she said. “They mostly just mind their own business at their farms.”

“Except for the youngsters,” I pointed out.

“No, they do too,” she said and chuckled. “It’s just that you stick out … in a good way.”

“I’ve noticed that already.”

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said.

“I don’t,” I said. In fact, it felt like a luxury.

Our hands briefly touched again, and our eyes met. It was near impossible to resist her calm and kind gaze. I took her hand and held it firmer than ever.

“It’s nice holding hands,” Gabriella said shyly as I felt the sparks again.

“It is,” I said. It was nice touching a woman, and I swore to never let go of that touch. “Where are the smiths?”

“A stone’s throw away,” she said and guided me. We walked past a smith standing with his arms crossed against his chest. He must’ve been under five feet, but one of the few men I came around who didn’t need a woman like a crutch, so some men weren’t completely handicapped after all, but after a closer look, I noticed a chest that looked a bit softer than usual and thighs which certainly were a bit wider than male thighs.

“Can I help you?” When I heard her voice, that’s when I realized it was another woman, but she sure looked masculine to be a woman.

I looked down at the axes. “I need an axe to chop some wood.”

“Well, I got ’em,” she said and fiercely jerked her head at the axes.

Gabriella moved closer to me, and something told me she didn’t find that woman very appealing. Well, neither did I, but I tried to hide it.

“Recommend me one for chopping wood,” I told her.

“Your budget?” she asked.

“About a couple of ounces of gold,” I said, which I believed to be a reasonable price.

“This one,” she said and brought up an axe whose head glinted, “is the sharpest one I got made with iron ore from the mountain of Dragonia.” She raised it over her back and swung it back onto the wood, so it split in two and spilled onto the cobbles. The loud thump made Gabriella jump, and the axewoman … who I realized now was just a dwarf, grinned at me.

“How much does it go for?”

“Three ounces of gold,” she said firmly.

Gabriella shook her head and whispered, “Not more than one and a half.”

We started negotiating a bit back and forth till we settled on one and a half. It probably wasn’t so hard to guess she’d tried to squeeze out some more gold from me. We shook hands, which she squeezed a bit harder than usual, and I then claimed my item, holding onto it and making it materialize into my item bag. After I’d claimed it, I felt this brief rush of dopamine that I’d gained something. It was similar to when I’d gotten my cloud puff and the rest of the items. 

“It feels quite good when gathering a new item,” I told Gabriella as we continued to move.

“That thing looked intimidating,” she said and didn’t sound all too fond of weapons.

“Relax, the fireplace needs some wood after all.”

“Oh no,” she said and raised her hand to her lips and tittered. “I meant the dwarf.”

I chuckled with her. “I’m not sure what her problem was.”

“Me neither,” she said. “But to be honest, the axe intimidated me too.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know,” she said and blushed briefly. “I’m not too much into weapons.”

“You like music better,” I pointed out.

“And love,” she said and our eyes met again. It was obvious why the farmers had already suspected she was one of my lovers.

We reached the builders, and most of them were humans. I wondered how much they would charge to build a fence.

“Before going any further,” I said and dropped my voice to a whisper. “How much should it cost for them to build a fence?”

“Around the pasture?”

“Yes.”

“It depends upon the size, but an ounce of gold for one acre sounds reasonable. The materials shouldn’t be more than an ounce of gold either.”

I nodded while absorbing her wisdom. Surprised, I spotted a chunky man wearing a wide-brimmed hat. Dressed in overalls and with a toothpick between his teeth, he rummaged in his inventory. Knowing I had been fooled before, I fixed my eyes on him and concluded that it was definitely a man.

“A decent one for a change.”

With her right hand, she covered her mouth and chuckled. “They do exist.”

I knocked on the counter. Startled, he looked up at me. “A second, my friend.” A second turned to a minute, but eventually, he came over and lifted his hat as a greeting. “What can I help you with?”

“I’m looking for someone who can build a fence for livestock.”

“Ay, that’s a job I’ll accept with pleasure, my friend.”

I looked at his weight and tried calculating how long it would take, but I think he understood since he started chuckling. “Building is my number one skill, but I also have three daughters that build just as well as I.” He squeezed a chunk of his belly fat. “Don’t let this intimidate you.”

I chuckled. “How long do you think it will take to build a fence for two acres?”

“Less than eight hours,” he said with his chest sticking out.

“Price?”

“The work … two ounces of gold … the material around one, give or take.”

I nodded. He wasn’t only a decent one but an honest one as well. “Can you come over the day after tomorrow?”

“Only if it will be early in the morning,” he said and grinned.

“That’s up to you,” I said and smiled back.

“Show me where you live,” he said and brought up his sky’s helper. I zoomed in on the map and marked my island.

“Shouldn’t be more than an hour,” he said, his spirit rising. “Hand over the prepayment of an ounce of gold and let’s shake hands on it.”

I brought up the gold and let it fall into his cupped hands. He eyed it with a smile and stashed it into his satchel. He extended his hand to me and I shook it. I felt relief and watched as something settled over him. Both our sky’s helpers glowed brightly as a contract had been made.

“I promise you will get yourself the best fence that’s ever been built.”

I wasn’t so sure how one fence was different from another. “I’m looking forward to having you over.” We waved him goodbye for now and went away.

Gabriella squeezed my hand and quickened her pace. “Till your animals arrive, what’s your favorite food?”

It was a good question since what I loved hadn’t been affordable in the past years. “Just a meaty stew with some bread.”

“So you can cook for yourself?” she asked and looked at me funny.

“Sort of.” But in reality no one had been there to cook for me.

“I’ll help you find the ingredients.” She became more excited as we entered the food market. She filled bag after bag with mushrooms and all kinds of vegetables. She found the eggs and flour and also some nice cuts of meat which she stashed in the bags. I had to help her carry the bags as they slowly got filled, one by one.

“You like shopping, don’t you?”

“Shopping for things that are pleasant,” she corrected me.

“Weapons aren’t pleasant?”

“Only for men and dwarves,” she said and giggled. “I find it interesting that you can cook.”

“Why?”

“It’s usually not a skill a man is equipped with.”

“Well, I learned it in my former world. Living by myself, I didn’t have much of a choice.”

“I see,” Gabriella said as a breeze made her golden hair flutter.

Her last sentence was followed by silence.

“So …” Gabriella said as we neared the edge of Skyda.

I wondered what she wanted to say, but I just realized our little date was finished, or that’s what we’d come to agree on. When I let go of her hand, I felt this sense of loneliness and emptiness again. I didn’t want to let go of her hand, or her to be precise.

“Why don’t you come over?” I asked her.

Her eyes widened. “If you want me to.”

“Of course I do. It will only be fair since you invited me to your home.”

Suddenly the grief and concern faded from her face and were replaced with optimism and relief.

“Maybe you can show me how a stew is cooked properly,” I suggested.

“I’m getting hungry already just by thinking of it,” she gleefully said.

She raised the whistle to her lips and blew. The sound soared far into the sky and suddenly Felicia descended and flew toward us. She gave Gabriella the traditional lick and then made sure to lick my face as well.

“She’s cute, don’t you think?”

“I have to get used to the licking first,” I said and wiped my face.

“Hi-hi, I love her,” she said, stroking her mane and kissing her cheek.

Gabriella mounted her first, and I managed a bit better this time but nowhere near as smoothly as Gabriella. “If you’re interested, they have flying courses not far from where I live.”

That sure was a tempting idea. “By angels?”

“No, avariels. They are the best flyers out there.”

“Once we have reached some level of self-sufficiency, then yes, I want to learn to fly.” Learning to fly a plane had been a dream in my past, so I wasn’t going to throw away this opportunity.

She was about to yank the reins, but then froze and twisted her neck to me. “You said we.”

I blinked and she was right. We exchanged shy glances and then kept eye contact for a bit longer.

“I guess I did.”

She shyly giggled. “Maybe it just slipped.”

Slipped from my heart, I wanted to say. “Maybe.”

After a minute, she yanked the reins, and we soared up to the sky. She followed my map for around forty minutes, and we chatted about various topics. I tried to stay concentrated, but the gap between me and the endless ocean below caught me a bit off guard, and I still hadn’t gotten over my awe of this vast, beautiful, blue world.

“There’s my island,” I said and jerked my head at it.

“You and your superior vision.”

It took her a couple of more minutes till she finally saw it.

“Wow,” she said. “What a peaceful, beautiful island …. I’m in love.” She ended her sentence with a giggle, and I held onto her tighter. So was I.

We landed on the pasture and dismounted. The grass had already grown up to my waist.

“Now I understand why you need ruminant animals,” Gabriella said and glowed brightly among the emerald grass and sunshine.

“Yeah, it’s definitely taller compared to yesterday.”

“What a lovely place,” she said and tittered. “I’m sorry if I’m repeating myself, but with the size of this island, the pasture and stream, and the woods and the hills, you can have so much fun here.”

“Don’t you mean we?” I nudged her.

“Maybe,” she shyly said.

“Do you want me to give you a tour or should we make something to eat first?”

“Give me a tour,” she quickly said.

“Give me the bags,” I told her. “I’ll put them inside and then I’ll show you around.”

I got her bags in my hands and opened the door. I was greeted again with the fresh scent of timber. It was a refreshing scent unlike no other. I placed the bags of groceries on the kitchen table and then happily met her outside. I selected my cloud puff and made it materialize in front of me.

“You fly with wings and I fly on the puff,” I suggested.

“Can’t both of us ride on your puff?” she suggested, and I believed I saw hints of eroticism in her voice.

“Sure,” I said. “There’s space for both of us after all.”

I moved aside, making room for her. She jumped on top, and we stood so close next to each other that it was impossible for her wings not to touch my back. I didn’t mind and wanted her closer to me anyway.

“Keep in mind,” I said. “I’ve only been here for less than a day, so it’s still new to my eyes as well.”

“That’s fine,” she said.

I guided us both to the woods, skimming over the stream and onward to the orchards.

“Wow, you have both cherry and pear trees.”

I believed them to be quite common, especially compared to the fruit trees over on Earth. “Are they rare?”

“They are, they don’t grow so well on regular soil,” she said. “You could play hide and seek here, tag and lots of other fun games.”

“Your mind is jumping all over the place,” I noted.

“Because I’m excited,” she said and twirled her lustrous hair on her finger while looking around.

It was a long time ago since I’d played any of those games. I kind of considered myself too old, but those days were the greatest of my life. When you had nothing to worry about except playing games with your friends. Then when I reached adulthood, there was no more fun and games, just stress, pain and illnesses.

We flew to the hilltop which provided an ample view over the entire island. Gabriella cupped her face with her hands and her eyes widened. “Sofia must have seen something really special in you.”

“Because of the skills she gifted me?”

“No,” she said and shook her head. “Well, yes, that’s unusual too, but what’s even more unusual is that she would give you an island like this.”

“Yeah, I wasn’t quite sure what to think when I woke up here … although it felt kind of lonely.”

“Oh,” she said and took my hand rubbed her thumb along the surface of my palm. “I abhor loneliness. No one deserves such a thing.”

“It was only for a short moment.”

“You don’t feel lonely now, do you?” she asked.

“No,” I said and stroked her pretty wings. “Impossible with you next to me.”

“That’s so sweet of you.” She lifted her hands over her heart while her cheeks reddened. Her warmth infected me, and I felt it spread from my chest and ripple across my body.

“Come, I’ll show you my house.” I flew with her back to my entrance, dismounted from the cloud puff, entered the gate and walked up the gravel path. I opened the door and beckoned her inside first.

She bowed. “Thank you.”

We took off our shoes, and I led her into the spacious living room. “It’s even twice the size of my house,” she noted in awe. “And look at all the nice furniture.”

“Yeah, it’s well-equipped,” I said. It was beyond me where all this even came from and who made it. Before this, I couldn’t even afford a cheap armchair, and here stood a leather couch flanked by two armchairs. The wooden table also glimmered, and if I wasn’t mistaken the candelabra on top was made out of silver.

I opened up the door to the terrace with a view of the endless blue sky. Four lounge chairs were placed at the end of it with a patio umbrella attached to the middle, and in the middle was a dining table. Gabriella drew in a deep breath and let it out.

“I love space. I can’t stand claustrophobic places.”

“Neither can I,” I said even if I had lived in one for most of my adult life.

“How was your reaction when you first entered this house?” she asked and turned to me, watching me carefully.

I scratched my neck. “I was in shock …. It was all so hard to believe.”

“You weren’t like, wow, how beautiful or something like that?”

“My jaw dropped,” I said and chuckled. “Found it hard to speak, to tell the truth.”

She placed her hand on the railing, leaned forward and closed her eyes. The wind winnowed through her hair. I was mesmerized by her femininity and beauty and watched her like a teen who’d seen a blooming girl for the first time.

“I’m experiencing a déjà vu,” she said and opened her eyes.

I placed my hands on the railing and let my eyes wander across the sky. “The sky?” I guessed.

She shook her head. “This house, but I don’t think it’s a déjà vu, more like a dream of mine.”

“I never experienced a déjà vu when I got here, such dreams were too far-fetched.”

“Real life is better though,” she said and turned to me with a precious smile, her eyes straying to the second floor.

I patted her back. “Do you want me to show you upstairs?”

She nodded eagerly with a shy giggle on the side. We went back inside, and I led her up to the second floor. With the three doors in front of us, I stopped and my eyes flickered from door to door.

“Funny,” I said. “I only checked out the door in the middle. I don’t exactly know what’s behind those other two.”

“Should we start with the left?”

“Sure.”

I opened the door and had to squint as it was dazzlingly bright. “It’s so bright,” I said as my eyes slowly adjusted.

“It’s because of the rare marble,” Gabriella said and sat on her haunches, touching them. “They spread the light so you don’t have to use torches or light coming from the window.”

I slowly opened them again and noticed now that it was a bathroom built with marble and almost as spacious as the living room, it was equipped with a shower with ten showerheads and a bathtub almost as big as a pool. Three wide mirrors were mounted on the wall along with porcelain sinks. Again, I was shocked.

“Ten showerheads?” I asked myself. If that wasn’t overkill then I don’t know what was.

“I know why,” she said and struggled not to giggle.

“Why?”

“Sofia knew you would end up with many lovers.” Her giggle turned to a chuckle.

“Oh,” I said. I wasn’t sure if I could argue with that one. “Then that sure reveals another question I had about this house or estate as I might call it.”

“And what’s that?” she asked.

I took her hand and led her into my bedroom. “I’ll show you.” And I showed her one of the biggest beds I’d seen in my life.

Her hand fled to her mouth, and she approached the bed slowly as if it would bite her. “Holy moly … what a bed. And look at those coverlets … and the sheet. They are all made of silk … and the pillows.” She touched around, her jaw just falling farther and farther.

“And then you have the fireplace,” I said and pointed behind her, and showed her the bearskin rug on the floor between the fireplace and the bed.

“This is like an estate out of my dreams,” she said, her eyes softening.

“I agree,” I said and found it hard to believe it again.

She stood still and studied the bedroom for a bit longer, glancing at me sideways when touching the coverlet of the bed. I just hoped the silence wouldn’t be too awkward.

“I was thinking,” I said. “While I chop the wood, can you cook for us?”

“I was hoping to see some of your skills,” she said playfully, but I caught a disappointment in her eyes as if she wanted to remain here a bit longer.

“After what you made me yesterday and today,” I said. “I know I can’t compete with you.”

“A meaty stew?”

“You know me already.”

“I’m on it,” she said.

I led her back down to the first floor. “I’ll be outside if you have any questions,” I told her.

“It’s okay … it will probably take a while. An hour or so.”

“Well, chopping wood will take time too.”

I got outside and wandered into the woods. I selected the axe in my right hand and approached one of the trees that looked a bit thicker than usual. I reckoned it would keep us warm for more than a month. I tossed the axe up and down and noticed how light it felt in my right hand. This would be the first time I could test my strength and also the Axeman skill.

I swung the axe with ease and cut the first notch in the tree. The tree was already wobbling, and I was surprised by the deep cut I’d inflicted upon the tree. I swung the axe again, driving the head of the axe deeper into the tree. After a couple of minutes, I penetrated one-third of the way through the trunk. I switched sides and for some reason just knew I had to cut a foot above the first notch. I repeated the process, alternating between straight and diagonal chops.

I wiped my brow and the tree cracked. I gave it a slight push and it came crashing down onto the grass with a loud thump. I tossed the haft up and down in my hand, and even If sweat had broken out on my forehead and palms, I didn’t feel any signs of fatigue.

I went on with the process of limbing it. Some of the branches were so big that they required another notch, but I faced the challenge till more sweat had broken out all over my back. I took off my shirt which was so sweaty it clung to my back. I was about to tear it in half, and hoped, even after all she’d given me, that Sofia had stashed some clothes in my wardrobe. I hung my shirt on a knob and went back to limbing the remaining branches till more sweat dripped and my muscles were throbbing.

Gabriella opened the window. “Do you need a towel?” She sounded more excited than usual, and I’d felt as if her eyes had been on my back all the while I’d felled the tree.

“Sure,” I said and wiped my brow while holding onto the axe. I heard her running up to the bathroom, and she descended the stairs equally as quickly and scurried outside, her wings spread wide and prettily. She handed me the towel and checked out my muscles.

“I messed up a couple of things, so it will be delayed,” she said demurely.

“It will take some time to buck this beast,” I said and wiped my brow.

“Okay,” she said and turned around and scurried back inside. I watched her back and believed she’d spilled some water right between her legs. I hoped she didn’t find it hard to concentrate while I went to work.

I cut off the last limb and took a little break looking up at the clear, blue sky and hot sun. I wondered if it was always sunny here. I turned my attention back to the tree and started chopping a v-notch into it at the bottom of the tree. I grunted for every cut, and the wood chips spilled all over the grass. I didn’t have a clue how long I’d stood here, but I marveled over the fact I didn’t feel tired, and also the strength and knowledge. To chop down a tree with an axe by yourself was not common where I was from, especially in this day and age.

I finally chopped up the first part of it and went right into splitting it up into firewood. The sun slowly started to lower as I gathered more and more firewood. At the same time, the steam started rising out from the window, and my mouth watered when the delicious scent spread outside and reached my nostrils. Now it was my turn to keep on glancing at her, wondering what type of ingredients she’d used. I couldn’t say I had paid much attention when we were at the market and she went on her shopping spree.

“Leo,” she said and leaned out the window while I dropped another pile of firewood aside.

I wiped my brow, my veins throbbing visibly beneath my skin. “Yeah?”

“In a couple of minutes it’s ready,” she said, her voice sweetened with lust.

“I’ll come,” I said and unselected the axe. I entered the door and immediately upon entering, she snapped her eyes up to mine.

“I hope you don’t mind that I’m shirtless,” I said.

“Nope,” she said and bit her lip. She was clothed in an apron and stirred the ladle in the pot. She reluctantly took her eyes off me and took out the tray of newly baked bread from the oven. She also placed the pot on the table, the steam billowing.

“It will need a couple of minutes to cool.” She then placed her hand intimately on my shoulder. “And so do you.” She went to the bread and started slicing them and that’s when I caught a musky scent and caught the sight of her soaked panties which were clearly visible through her see-through white gown, and it was dripping along the insides of her thighs. Her smile was plastered on her face as she put the bread and butter on the table.

“Thank you,” I told her. I took on my shirt and looked at her a bit longer than usual.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she playfully asked and took off her apron. I noticed the third sign: her nipples that were poking against her gown.

“What did you mess up during the cooking process?” I asked her. “This looks divine.”

“Well,” she said and put her finger on her chin. “I happened to enjoy the nice view.”

“Nice view of what?”

“Sunny weather,” she said and a blush started creeping up on her cheeks.

“You sure it wasn’t something else you were watching?”

“Uh-uh,” she said and shook her head. “Okay, maybe I was watching you for a bit.”

“Right.”

“You definitely need a shower afterward,” she pointed out.

“Only if you’ll wash me,” I laid out the condition, feeling extra confident after I’d brought down that tree.

“Then we have a deal,” she said and bit her lips harder.

We settled down outside at the table and started filling our bowls with the thick, creamy stew. I spotted all kinds of vegetables floating around big, fatty chunks of meat. Even if it was difficult, I waited patiently, so I didn’t taste it before her. When she had filled her bowl, I shoveled the first spoon into my mouth. The taste exploded inside my mouth. I tasted the celeriac root combined with chives, parsley, sweet potatoes and mushrooms. There were more ingredients too, but I couldn’t quite figure out what they were. The meat melted in my mouth, and I barely had to chew and could just mash it with my tongue. It must have been a chuck roast, but the taste was so iron and strong, and was nowhere near as tasty compared to any grocery store meat I’d eaten.

“Do you like it?” she asked demurely and ate like a bird compared to me.

“No,” I said and kept digging for chunks of meat. “I love it.”

I continued to shovel more and more food inside me. After I’d finished my first bowl, my eyes shifted to the pot.

Gabriella reached for the ladle. “May I?”

“Sure,” I said and licked my lips. “I’ve never felt so hungry in my life.”

“You worked quite hard outside,” she said and winked. So she still hadn’t gotten over her admiration from when I was chopping wood.

“Yeah,” I said. I sure had gotten my stamina back from when my health took a hit, but the Iron Strength and Stamina abilities sure had changed something. I started on my second bowl and realized I had a lot more than women and land to plow. I had so many things to discover about myself, and my mind went racing as I asked myself what to do next.

Gabriella laid her hand on mine, her touch making my mind freeze. “You know … when you eat, it’s best to do so in peace.”

I looked at her and saw the genuine concern on her face. “Am I eating too quickly?”

“Not only that, but you seem to have your mind full of things.”

“So you can read minds, eh?” I jokingly asked her.

She shook her head. “I can read faces and emotions …. I guess that might be the closest way anyone can read minds.”

“I will slow down,” I said and finished the second bowl. While she helped me pour the third, I went on and smeared butter on a slice of bread and dipped it into the stew. I sprinkled some salt on top and kept eating till I could barely sit straight.

She looked flattered. “You know … I’m still on my first bowl.”

“Sorry,” I said and sighed in relief. “I didn’t mean to leave you hanging.”

“It’s okay,” she said and shoveled the last piece of mushroom into her mouth and then scooped up the last chunk of meat. “I’m honored.”

“It was so delicious.”

To my surprise, there wasn’t much left from the pot. I couldn’t believe we almost finished up that beast.

“Any plans for the evening?” she asked as she took the dishes.

“I would like to try out my bow and arrow,” I said.

“You haven’t forgotten that I’ll help you with the shower?” she kindly reminded me.

So that’s what she was so concerned over. “Of course, I haven’t,” I said.

“I will be feeding Felicia … perhaps watch you too, but I’m not that fond of weapons.”

“Why?” I asked and felt excited like never before to try out my skills.

“I don’t know,” she said and shrugged. “I like watching a stronger man, but I don’t like hurting others.”

“Not even if they’re about to hurt you?”

She shook her head, and I could sense it was a touchy subject for her.

“Don’t worry. If such a thing happens, I’ll take care of that.”

“I know you will,” she said and I couldn’t help but notice her ever-growing desire in her eyes.

I went down the terrace, selected my bow and hoisted my quiver over my back. The sun was slowly descending and it was in the middle of the evening. She blew the whistle and Felicia came flying to her. She fed and cuddled with her, although at the same time, I felt Gabriella’s eyes on me, similar to when I’d chopped the wood.

I held onto the bow in my left hand, which felt as light as a feather but as strong as steel. Even if I’d never fired an arrow in my life, just as with the axe, it felt familiar. I nocked the arrow on the string, drew with ease and aimed first at the trunk of a tree. I let go and the arrow struck the tree, wood chips spilling and the shaft vibrating.

“You are skilled,” she said and stood next to Felicia, stroking her mane.

Her voice caught me off guard since I’d believed she didn’t want to watch me from the beginning.

“You changed your mind, eh?”

“It’s you I am watching, not the bow.”

I rolled my eyes. “Give me a target.”

“The tree next to it,” she said.

I turned to her and grinned. “Come on, I want to impress you.”

She bit her lips. “An apple on the apple tree.”

I loaded my bow and took aim and fired. The arrow split the apple in two, and I lowered my bow, basking in the glory.

“You are really skilled,” she said and chuckled.

“I barely even aimed,” I mouthed to myself. I tried again, but then for some reason held three arrows in my drawing hand and fired multiple arrows after each other, fixing my eyes on apple after apple, so they all split and fell with thumps onto the grass.

Lowering my bow, I looked at my hands in disbelief. “What the fuck?” I cursed at myself. I was so flabbergasted I didn’t know what to think. I then felt Gabriella’s warm breath on my neck and her caring hand which touched my shoulder.

“Maybe you can take your shirt off again,” she said, leaving Felicia behind. “It will be easier to clean you afterward.”

I just gave her a smirk and knew that wasn’t her excuse, to begin with. I tossed the bow aside and took off my shirt. I felt the pump in my arms again. Even if I didn’t feel much fatigue at all, I still felt how my muscles were all hot and pumped up, and my back dripping sweat. I hoisted my quiver back on my back and kept on firing arrows till the quiver was empty.

“Are you having fun?” she asked and twirled her hair on her finger, fixing her eyes on my body.

“I am,” I said and went to retrieve my arrows. “These sure are of good quality.” I rubbed my thumb along the arrowhead and cut myself, seeing the trickle of blood along the finger. “Not much damage at all.”

“You know a thing or two about archery.”

“I do.”

“Don’t you think it’s getting a bit late?” she asked. “I mean, I can help wash you and then we can spend some time together and watch some stars in the sky. It’s important to wind down.”

“Sure,” I said and smiled back at her, unselecting the bow.

“Why didn’t you check out your bathroom when you arrived?”

“I was in a state of excitement … which I still am.”

“I understand,” she said. She made a sign for Felicia to fly, who looked slightly disappointed. Gabriella had her eyes on me throughout the entire time. We went inside and went up together to the second floor.

“I will just check if she gave me some extra clothes,” I said. Entering my bedroom, I opened my wardrobe, and my eyes widened as I saw rows of neatly folded clothes, similar to the ones I was wearing.

“Sofia sure had a thing for you,” Gabriella noted again. “The first thing I would do would be to check out the wardrobe.”

I chuckled. “We are different … but in a good way.” I brought with me some clothes and then we went into my bright bathroom, but she closed the door behind her.

“You are closing the door?” I noted with a smile.

“Yeah … extra privacy,” she said.

She was cute. I started taking off my pants and underwear, and for a moment I felt slightly shy and unsure about it, but to be fair, I had also stood in the same room when she was nude earlier. It wasn’t hard to tell she did everything to suppress her smile.

“You have a really nice body,” she had to say, and her eyes flicked from muscle to muscle. I dumped the clothes in the basket and watched myself in the mirror, I yet again saw myself and my toned muscles. My legs looked stronger than ever, my face was glowing, and I had the thickest hair I’d seen in a while.

“Thank you,” I said.

She also started stripping off her clothes, and when I turned around to try out the shower, I noticed in the reflection of the glass that she quickly tried to dry the insides of her legs, to cover up her trails of lust. It turned me on, but I hoped she wouldn’t be uncomfortable that I was getting hard as well.

“You only have to do my back and legs,” I told her. “I can take care of the rest.” It was an attempt to cover up my hardness, and I wasn’t sure if she would be comfortable seeing my erection.

“As you wish,” she said while my back was facing her, I kept watching her reflection in the glass. Her two young and perky breasts got my full attention, and I dreamed of touching and fondling them. I hadn’t touched boobs for so long and knew the soft and warm skin was one of the most addictive things a man could touch.

She aimed the showerhead at my feet and the warm water hit my skin. “Is it warm enough?”

“It’s perfect.”

“Really?” she questioned. “I don’t even think it’s that warm.”

“I had to save money on electricity, so I’m used to showering in cold water.”

“Electricity …” she said and found the word strange.

“Well, how does the water flow from the ground and up to this shower?”

“It comes from the stream most likely and flows with help of spells,” she explained. “That’s how fairies make a living.”

“Interesting.”

She started gently scrubbing my back, and I held onto the wall while watching her boobs jiggle with her movements. I yet again saw a wet patch widening right below her panties, and it definitely wasn’t coming from the water as the spray didn’t reach her.

“Your back is so hard,” she gladly said. She was very fond of touching and kneading my skin, and I could let her soft hand rub me for all eternity.

“And your hand is so soft,” I said as she drew circles with the palm of her hand over my back, kneading my shoulders. She traced her hand down to my glutes and started scrubbing there too and then down my legs. She rinsed off the soap while continuously rubbing my back. She kept on going a bit longer than usual. I believed she was dragging out the time just so she could continue to wash me, which I honestly didn’t mind.

“Do you want to take care of the rest now?” she said.

“Sure,” I said and twisted my neck and took the showerhead. I didn’t fully turn around since I had an erection which was harder than when I’d woken up to get sucked by that flirty angel.

“Do you like cookies?”

“If they’ll be baked by you.”

She smiled sweetly. “Okay, I’ll try to have them ready when you’ve finished.”

She dried herself with a towel and then got dressed. When she left the bathroom, I sighed in relief. Despite the warm water, it felt cold. I missed her touch more than anything, and it started feeling like a torturous tease with all those touches, wetness, hardness and nudity, and then it led to nowhere. I was still new in this world and didn’t know whether she would like to take it further or not.

I continued to shower and my cock didn’t grow limp. I couldn’t think of anyone else except for Gabriella and her kind-hearted nature and soft hands. I started wondering how her pussy would feel and how it would be to be intimate with such a woman. I hadn’t been intimate with a woman in such a long while, believing I would be forever stranded in poverty, loneliness and misery. Yet here I was, with more women who’d loved me and given me attention than in my prior life on Earth.

I turned off the water and stepped out of the luxurious shower. I took a towel and dried myself. When I was fully dry, I looked at myself in the mirror and again found it hard to believe it was truly me, but it was true. I wasn’t blind, in fact, I saw better than I’d ever done in my life.

I sat on the stool and got on my socks and pants, and then donned my new clothes. What a generous Valkyrie who’d given me all this. I wondered if it was solely because I didn’t want any abilities or skills gifted to me. Hard to know since I wasn’t sure whether I would see her again.

I opened the bathroom door and descended the stairs. I was greeted by the lovely scent of cookies being baked in the oven.

“You shower quickly,” she noted.

I stood on the threshold of the kitchen. She was wearing an apron and was cleaning up the flour and egg spills. “Old habits,” I said.

“I understand,” she said. “They’re finished in a couple of minutes.”

“I will set the table outside,” I said, which was the fair thing to do.

“If you insist.”

“I do,” I said and opened the cabinet and set the table outside. Even if it was late in the evening, it wasn’t cold, but I still brought out a blanket in case we would shiver.

She came outside with cookies in a glass bowl and set it on the table. “They might be a bit warm.”

“I don’t mind,” I said and filled up her and my glass with milk. “I like it when they’re a bit warmer than usual.”

She inhaled deeply with her nose. “You smell so good.”

“Better when I was sweating?”

“Way better. Are you sure you haven’t been shopping before we met?”

I shook my head. “The first thing I did was to buy the quiver. You helped me out with my first purchase.”

“Well, you had some pretty rare and expensive soaps and shampoos in the container.”

“They must have come from somewhere,” I said. “And also my clothes and the rest of the stuff here.”

She dipped her cookie in the milk. I reached for one and noticed she waited to eat till I’d taken a bite. The top of the cookie was topped with white chocolate and caramel. It looked incredibly tasty, and especially so as I dipped it in the milk, making it cool and soft. We kept feasting, and she didn’t have to ask me how they tasted when I kept stuffing my face with these delicious treats.

In the end, I brushed some crumbs off my shirt and inched my hips closer to hers. “It’s getting chilly,” I said.

“Yeah … but we have each other,” she pointed out and also inched her hips closer to mine till they touched. She craned her neck over the glass bowl and her eyes widened. “You sure have an appetite.”

“Well, I didn’t eat as much before.”

“Could it have been the stress which interfered?”

“Maybe,” I said. I also thought about my abilities which might need more energy. “My life prior to this sure was a stressful mess.”

“You know, I was thinking. You’re kind of mysterious.”

“Mysterious?” I said and watched her closely.

“Yeah,” she said. The sun was about to slip below the sea. At the same time, the first stars started glimmering in the sky.

“Is it because I’m a foreigner?” I questioned and then noticed the goosebumps on her skin. I unfolded the blanket and laid it over us.

“Thank you,” she said. “And no … I mean, can you tell me a bit more about yourself, perhaps hobbies or what you did before?”

“I see what you’re getting at,” I said. “Well, I never really had a hobby. I was working and chasing money which ended up getting stolen anyway.”

“You must have had some hobbies … maybe when you were younger? That’s why I love children. They are so free and just live happily in the moment.”

“Then I sure had hobbies. I loved playing soccer, and I have always been fascinated by planes.”

“Another foreign word,” she said.

“Soccer or planes?”

“Planes … there are some girls who love playing soccer here.”

“I see, well hard to explain when I can’t show you, but they are cylinders with wings that you can fly basically.”

“I guess the equivalent of that would be a widewing?” she asked.

“Yes, kind of,” I said and nodded. “I have also been deeply fascinated by the widewings.”

“Well, did you learn to fly a plane?”

“I always wanted to but never found the time,” I said and sighed. “And when I had the time, I was broke and depressed.”

“Were you working so much that you had no free time whatsoever?” she asked and seemed horrified by my prior way of living.

I looked back at my past and realized why she sounded so worried, and I also started thinking about what the point was. Even if my money hadn’t been stolen, what was the point of making more than I consumed? I could have just retired and lived peacefully … exactly how I envisioned my life here.

“That’s how I lived my life from youth to adulthood.”

“You should be gentle on yourself. You can’t work and plan yourself to death.”

“I kind of realized that now,” I said and sighed deeply.

“Was the work at least enjoyable … like chopping trees or tilting the soil?”

I chuckled and sadly shook my head. “Stuck in a room sixteen hours a day without seeing the faintest hints of sunshine, doing boring meetings, repetitive actions and then ending the day worrying over if I had made the right decision or not.”

“Why do that to yourself?” she asked and placed her hand on my shoulder.

“I … hard to explain,” I said. I had no explanation for such behavior. In order to impress a skank? In order to feel superior to everyone else? No matter how deeply I searched I couldn’t find any meaningful answers. “Maybe it was difficult to realize it was wrong till I had seen something else.”

“Like how we live here?” she asked and still drew a circle on my shoulder blade.

“Exactly.”

“Do you promise me to relax in the coming days?”

“I do,” I said and exchanged smiles with her. “You are the kindest and most beloved woman I’ve ever met and will ever meet.”

“Thank you,” she said, as a gentle blush crept up on her cheeks. We kept eye contact and looked at each other’s lips. It felt like slow motion when I drew my lips closer to hers. They briefly touched, and when we noticed how good it felt, we pressed them together and even slipped our tongues into our mouths. It was like a stick of sweetness, and I continued to swirl around it, playfully touching and tasting it. She must have had the purest mouth I’d ever been in. I reached to her back and stroked her wings which were quivering with relief and pleasure.

We broke the kiss and a string of saliva stretched from lip to lip. Our eyes had softened and it felt as if my heart was melting. We drew our gazes up to each other’s eyes and held them there for a bit longer.

“I’ve never kissed someone like that in my life,” she whispered.

“And I have never felt a sensation like that,” I admitted.

“I wasn’t sure at first,” she said and breathed deeply, her lips softening in a smile.

“Sure about what?” I asked her.

“I like to take things slowly, and enjoy every moment, but when you washed my wings … you weren’t really looking, so I wasn’t sure whether you found me attractive or not.”

“I fell in love the second I saw you,” I said and kept brushing her back. “And my love for you has just deepened for each and every second spent with you. You are the woman of my dreams.”

“You are the man of my dreams,” she said and pressed her hand onto my chest, feeling the beat of my heart.

“Should we go up to my bedroom?” I suggested, my heart rate easing when I saw the reaction of excitement on her face.

She nodded. “Can you bring some wood, so we can light the fireplace?”

“That would be lovely,” I said and laid the blanket aside. “Wait for me upstairs, I will bring some wood with me.”

She smiled. “I will.” She scurried up the staircase, and I went outside, bringing the wood that I’d chopped earlier. I entered my home again and locked the door. I wasn’t sure if it was necessary, but she had said there were thieves here after all. I quickly ascended the stairs and whisked myself into my bedroom. I got in just when she pulled down her panties which fell to her ankles, the wetness weighing them down. She had numerous trails leaking on the insides of her thighs, and when I realized her desire was equally as strong as mine, I just dropped the wood right on the bearskin rug and undressed till I stood there fully nude. She gravitated toward my arms, embracing me and making my boner press up against her waist. Her wings suddenly quivered.

“Do you do that on purpose?” I asked and pulled her pure flesh against my chest, her stiff nipples sending a shiver down my spine.

“My wings?” she giggled. “They do that when I’m excited.”

I threw my head back as it was such a pleasure holding onto a woman. “The fire can wait for now,” I said.

We rolled on top of each other, but even if there was no fire in the fireplace, there was a fire flickering in both of our chests. We kissed again and our lips then sought each other’s necks and then we tasted each other’s skin all the while my fingers kept touching her wet fruit, which was the wettest pussy I’d ever touched in my life.

“You’re dripping wet,” I said and watched the little blonde bush and the sweet pink slit which kept leaking.

“Dripping wet for you,” she said and parted her legs. I made my way down and fondled her perky, boobs on my way, kneading her skin as if they were dough and felt her nipples which were like the bullet point of a pen.

When I made my way down with my lips, I made sure to kiss her nipples and they tasted like two cherries. I descended along her smooth waist, past her belly button till I reached her bush and took a detour and kissed her wide thighs and then made my way back to her pink, crisp slit, which had been untouched except for her fingers. I kissed it in the middle and then pressed my lips right in the middle of the entrance of her hole and I felt the sweet liquids seep out from her. I slipped in my tongue and tasted her fluids till it wasn’t just her wings quivering but her entire body.

The quivering intensified when I reached up to her pearl hidden in the folds of her labia and licked it several times all the while prodding my finger deep inside her, warming her up for my throbbing cock.

“Can’t you … can’t you enter me?” she pleaded and started arching her back. I took her desperate plea into consideration and mounted her as she lay on her back and gladly parted her legs for me. With the help of my left hand, I pushed the head of my cock into her sweet pussy and was met with the fiercest resistance.

“Hmm,” I moaned as her walls were already contracting around the head of my cock.

“I know I’m tight,” she said and giggled. “But just push it slowly in.”

I did as she instructed and inch for inch went missing inside her slit. I moaned as the most pleasurable sensation spread from the very head of my cock, along the shaft and then rippled all the way up to my heart. It was a euphoria unlike no else.

After a minute of pleasure and struggle, I finally bottomed out. She gasped as my entire erection was deep inside her, and we were as intimate as we could be. I pulled it out till only the head was inside and pushed it back inside her.

I curled my hands into fists and set them right next to her, pinning her there as her boobs started jiggling and bouncing around. She quickly got a hold of her perky breasts and squeezed them together as her eyes flicked from my throbbing arms to my chest and then to my face.

“You are so …” she couldn’t finish her sentence as a pleasurable moan escaped her lips. The bed started squeaking loudly and her wings made the bed shake as they quivered considerably. Her pussy kept contracting and then letting go, providing additional pleasure.

“Hmm, what were you about to say?” I must admit that it was equally as difficult for me to speak as the pleasure seized me.

“So everything,” she gasped as I bottomed out in her wet, contracting pussy.

We neared the climax together. I grunted and stuffed my rod deep inside, feeling the first spurt of cum followed by erupting into the depths of her womb. I threw my head back as my entire body jolted at the same time as hers, and we reached a moment of mutual pleasure and bliss at the same time, hand in hand, cock in pussy.

I kept firing till there was absolutely nothing left, and I enjoyed the last stroke of her precious pussy as I pulled out my cock, gleaming and dripping wet from her vaginal fluids. A pearly drop of cum came trickling out from her pink hole, and I aimed my eyes back at hers. Finally, she let go of her boobs and slumped down, sighing a breath of relief.

“That felt so good,” she said and let her hand rest on her sweaty forehead.

I was right about to swing my legs off the bed and go to the fireplace, but she grabbed my arm. “Where are you going?” She sounded desperate, her grip tightening.

“The fireplace.”

“Be quick then,” she said. “I don’t want to lie here all alone.”

“I’ll be quick,” I promised her and gave her hand a squeeze. I sauntered to the fireplace and tossed in some wood. I reached for the matches on the mantelpiece, lighted a match and lit some paper on fire, stuffing it under the firewood. The flames started flickering and wood crackling. I went back, slumped down next to her and felt numb and more euphoric than I’d ever done in my life. It was more to that than a quick in and out. It felt passionate … a true act of lovemaking. We cuddled up in the king-size bed, and her eyes flicked to the fire.

“This is so … romantic,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “The perfect finishing touch.”

We were so close we felt each other’s breaths. Suddenly I felt something weigh down on my heart, a little pressure, which then quickly evaporated to another sensation of bliss and warmth.

“What’s that?” I questioned and touched my own chest.

“I felt it too,” she said and touched her own chest as well. “Can I touch yours?”

“I’m yours,” I reminded her, which made a smile spread to both of our faces. We touched each other’s chests and felt our hearts beat warmly.

Her face lit up. “I think I know …. I’ve become your lover.”

That shouldn’t have come as a surprise. “Do you mind if I bring up my stats?”

She shook her head and then let her head fall on my left shoulder. “I’ll watch it with you.”

I pressed my sky’s helper and saw that it glowed like it had done earlier whenever I received a notification.




Name: Leo Finlay.

Lovers: Gabriella Skyfair.




I exchanged glances with her and it for some reason just made it feel so much more special. “You have a really beautiful last name.”

“Thank you,” she said and dried her eyes.

“Are you crying?”

“I can get emotional now and then,” she said. “I didn’t expect I would end up with a man at all, especially someone like you.”

“It’s okay,” I said and comforted her, keeping the warmth flickering between us. She brought up her stats too and fixed her eyes on my name.




Name: Gabriella Skyfair

Lover: Leo Finlay.




She turned it off and her eyes shifted to mine, and I saw nothing else besides true happiness.

“So … you’ll sleep with me from now on?”

“Yeah … and your other lovers when you’ll get them, which I know you will,” she said and dried her last tears.

“How do you know?”

“Because hardly anyone would keep their legs closed for you.”

“You’ve managed fine yesterday and today.”

“Oh please,” she said and chuckled. “It was torture watching you chop all that wood when I was left in the kitchen.”

“I thought you enjoyed cooking?” I questioned while she kept drawing intimate circles on my chest.

“I do,” she said. “But I enjoyed watching you more.”

“It was torture when I washed your wings,” I told her.

“I wanted you inside me even then.”

“So was it a trick to lure me into bed with you?”

“Maybe,” she said and shyly giggled. “You know, sometimes just holding each other’s hands, being in each other’s arms, or just simply taking care of each other is more pleasurable than sexual activities.”

“You’re right,” I said as my eyes fixed on the flickering flames and the warmth which spread across the floor and up to our bed. She swung her leg over mine and pressed her wet pussy onto my thigh and draped a hand over my chest. She played a little with my hair and kissed my cheek.

“Are you tired?” she asked.

“I’m satisfied,” I said.

“I’m glad, I satisfied you. That’s what lovers do.”

“You are amazing, Gabriella.”

“You too, Leo.”

“It sounds so sweet to say each other’s name,” I pointed out.

“But only on occasions,” she said. “If it’s abused, it’s not so special.”

“You’re right,” I said and draped my right arm over her shoulder.

“Should we get some sleep?” Gabriella asked.

The fire crackled and spread a cozy light across the room. Even if the warmth she provided me was enough, it didn’t hurt to have the fire going.

“Yeah,” I said and sighed in relief, caressing her shoulder. “Good night.”

She nuzzled her head onto my shoulder and caressed me with her wings. “Good night.”
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I shook the builder’s hand after handing him over the ounces of gold. “That was quick.”

Despite being burdened with an impressive belly, he’d built the fence quicker than I’d expected. “Ay, I got some good ladies and birds that fly well.”

“No doubt about that.”

I felt the weight lift off my shoulders and our sky’s helpers glowed. The contract had been fulfilled and it then dissolved.

He lifted his wide-brimmed hat. “Hope the animals will enjoy their new home. They’ll grow fat in no time with all that delicious pasture.”

The grass certainly was tall, so the lambs and the dairy cow will feast for the upcoming days. “They will, and fly safe.”

“We will, indeed,” he said and packed up his stuff, dumped it into the cart and mounted his widewing. He yanked the reins and whistled at his daughters. “Come on now, we’ve another delivery coming up.” The widewings flapped their wings and flew up to the sky with the carts behind them.

I looked at the fence and fingered the steel wire. It was surprisingly taut, and according to the man, not even a bull could run through it. The ladies and the man had worked till they were dripping sweat and red in their faces, and I wondered how he still had his impressive belly with such a good work ethic and strenuous effort, either the women had softened him or the delicious food had fattened him.

I was waiting for both the animals and also Gabriella. She had taken a trip back home in order to get her belongings and move them to my home. I had offered her a helping hand, but she reminded me that I had to be here for the animals and fence.

I paced back and forth with my hands clasped behind my back. A wind rustled the leaves and quieted my mind. It was my third day here and Gabriella had been my lover for two days. She was more than a lover. She was the woman of my dreams. She had the sweetest heart and the most caring touch, always making sure that I was in good health. I looked over her too and made sure she enjoyed it here equally as well as I did.

Wiping the sweat from my brow, I shielded my eyes from the baking sun. An incoming flying object approached me with a cart behind it. It must be Gabriella since that cart wasn’t big enough to carry animals. With my superior visions, I noticed quickly it was Gabriella, but not only that but also that grief and tear tracks were clearly lined on her innocent cheeks. My heart beat quicker, a mixture of worry and anger, depending upon the source of her grief.

She landed by the entrance of the house, and even Felicia didn’t look all that pleased, watching Gabriella’s face and trying to lick it. I quickly came over before she had time to dismount.

“What’s happened?”

“The angels … they just said mean things to me, but it’s okay.” She was about to lift out some of her belongings, but I quickly stopped her.

“It’s not okay. Your heart is more important,” I said and took her hand. “What did they say?”

“It wasn’t they to be precise, but it was one of my neighbors. She called me a cock digger.”

“She’s just jealous,” I said. “You know that isn’t true.”

“I know … but I thought she would help me instead of looking down upon me.”

I embraced her, lending her my shoulder while patting her back and wings. I felt something in my own heart when she was sad. A wound in hers was a wound in mine.

“I understand. No one likes to get stabbed in the back.”

“Especially by friends,” she said and tears welled up in her eyes.

“She never was your friend,” I said. “A friend would never resort to such words.”

“I guess you’re right,” she said and sniveled. I lent her my shoulder and hugged her for a bit longer.

“You have a prettier and better place to live in than her,” I said and dried her eyes with my hand.

“A better man than she’ll ever get,” she noted.

Having spent most of my life working, I wasn’t the best at comforting others.

“It feels good when you hold me,” she said and even if I didn’t see it, I did feel the smile curl up on her lips.

“I was just about to tell you that I lacked the experience to comfort others in pain.”

“You don’t,” she said, sounding a bit brighter. “It’s the thought that counts.”

“You’re right … but try not to worry about it. You aren’t a cock digger. You are my lover.”

“And you are my lover,” she said and squeezed me a final time in the hug.

“Do you want help moving your furniture? Maybe it can get your mind off that drama?”

“Yes … I needed help anyway. Do I look as strong as you?”

“Maybe not physically but my heart isn’t as strong as yours.”

“You’re so sweet,” she said, her grief slowly fading.

“No, you are,” I said and she wrapped her white, beautiful wings around my back. “Let’s get your stuff into our house before they come with the animals.”

“They built the fence quickly,” she said.

“Good quality too,” I said. “I’ve never seen such hard-working women before.”

“Dah,” she said playfully and a smile played over her face. “We have to take care of ourselves.”

“I see now,” I said. I peeked inside the cart, and couldn’t see much besides a painting, a few glasses, some more artwork, a couple of pillows, clothes, kitchen utensils, vases and a couple of chickens. “I could’ve sworn you had more stuff.”

“Oh, but I donated it to poorer angels,” she said. “You already had so much stuff, so I only took some personal things with me.”

“A kind thing to do,” I said and was proud of her. I helped her carry her belongings inside. I offered her a choice of where to hang the painting, and she wanted it in the kitchen. We put the glasses in the cabinet and found the perfect spot for the vases on the windowsill. We released the chickens inside the fence and let them cluck around. When inside again, I admired the paintings and colorful vases.

“It feels better now that you’ve brought some things here,” I said.

“Why?” she wondered.

“It makes this house as much yours as mine,” I said.

she said, “If you like it that way.”

“I do, because this is my home equally as much as yours.” I caressed her back till we heard Felicia cry in our garden, startling both of us.

“I think she sees someone,” Gabriella said.

“It must be the farmers,” I said.

I opened the drawer, fetched the gold I owed them and went outside. Felicia was already in the air, circling our house. Gabriella shielded her eyes and scanned them across the sky, but looked, puzzled, at me.

“Can you see them?”

“I do,” I said and fixed my eyes on an incoming object flying slowly but surely in our direction. “It’s a farmer and the animals.”

With the help of six widewings, they flew toward us and hauled a wagon behind them. I could also see the lamb and hear them bleat. They had their faces stuffed with grass as they munched and probably would love to be let out from such a cramped and claustrophobic place. A redheaded farmer, wearing a wide-brimmed hat and some overalls, took off her hat. “Howdy!” she greeted us and also jerked her head. “At the fence?”

“Yes, please,” I told them and pointed.

“You really have an impressive vision,” Gabriella flattered me.

“Indeed.”

The farmer landed and shook her head, so the red hair spilled over her shoulders and back. She opened the gate and the lamb rushed out, bleating. She opened the second gate and led a dairy cow out that had a bell around her neck.

I figured they would keep us fed for many months to come. “Long flight?” I asked her.

She waved her hand dismissively. “It was, but I sure needed it. Too much gossip at the farm.”

“How many are you?”

“Around fifty … a big family I tell you,” she said and grinned.

“Was it your mom I spoke with at the market?”

“It sure was … and she wasn’t lying about how handsome you are,” she said and winked.

That’s what they all said it seemed like, although I was slowly getting used to it. “Your sister didn’t join you?”

“She got grounded.”

That explained it. I approached her and reached into my wallet, bringing up the ounces of gold and a couple of ounces of silver for a tip.

Her eyes widened at the shiny and bright coins, but her eyes fixed on the silver and shifted her gaze up to mine. “This isn’t what we agreed on.”

“The silver is for a tip,” I said and winked at her. Again, the weight lifted off my shoulders, making me feel a bit lighter as another contract had been fulfilled.

“You aren’t only handsome but strange for a man. They’re usually stingy and non-responsive.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “Anything you would like to add about the animals?”

“Nothing,” she said and ruffled the wool of a lamb. “They’re of the best quality. As healthy and delicious as a lamb can be. The dairy cow just gave birth, so you will have quite a lot of milk in the upcoming two years.”

I exchanged glances with Gabriella.

“Till you’ve found more lovers, we can donate it to the children,” Gabriella suggested.

I nodded. “Sure,” I said and turned to the farmer. “We have some cookies left from yesterday. Do you want to join us?”

She patted her belly, which was quite impressive for her young age. “With pleasure.”

She joined us at the terrace while Felicia flirted with her male widewings up in the sky.

“I hope they won’t start fighting over her,” the farmer said worriedly and looked at how the males were doing anything they could to impress her. They were certainly some strong and bulky widewings and even their twittering sounded fierce.

“I can bring her over,” Gabriella said and set the table. “I mean, I know she’s beautiful, but I don’t want your widewings to harm each other for her.”

“They won’t do that,” she said. “They’re bred to do their job right, not eat each other.”

“We’ve been chatting for a couple of minutes,” I noted. “What’s your name?”

“Kaisa,” she said and fixed her eyes on me.

I questioned why she wore so many clothes. Her boobs were quite enormous and being a bit on the chunkier side, I wondered how she wasn’t sweating buckets.

“My name is Leo,” I introduced myself.

“You seem quite strong to be a man,” she said, setting her elbows on the table and cupping her chin with her hands, fluttering her eyelashes seductively. “Not many like you around.”

“I’ve noticed your male shortage too,” I said.

“I have sympathy for my crying sister,” she said, her gaze softening.

We settled down and passed on the basket of cookies and that girl sure had an appetite. We ended up talking for quite a bit. She always tried to direct the questions to me, asking where I came from and about my skills. She had apparently seen Gabriella before and congratulated us on being lovers. I had lost count of how many cookies she’d eaten, but she’d spilled an avalanche of crumbs all over herself and the table. She finished her glass of milk and slumped down with a sigh.

“I haven’t had time to look around this lovely island,” she said. “Did you buy it or was it uninhabited?”

I exchanged glances with Gabriella, and I wasn’t sure what to tell her.

“It’s complicated,” I said. “I guess you could call it a gift.”

“I see,” she said and watched me closely. “It must’ve cost a fortune. Not a chance for a luxurious place like this to have been uninhabited.”

“If it would’ve been uninhabited,” I asked, “who would’ve owned it?”

Kaisa blinked at me. “No one.”

“But how do you claim an island then?”

“By mixing your labor,” she said and watched me longer. “Now … where are you from? You’re asking some strange questions.”

“Well, that’ll remain a secret for now.”

She took off her hat. “I respect that, but before leaving, I will have to say a big thank you for the delicious treats. And a big thank you for the tip, all clues that you must be coming from the other side of the world since no man act like that in Skyda.”

I chuckled at her humor.

“Let’s be grateful a man like Leo has arrived,” Gabriella said and played with my hair.

“And I’m equally as grateful to be here,” I said and kissed Gabriella on the cheek.

We escorted her all the way to her cart and asked if she needed anything on her way.

“Well … a kiss on the lips wouldn’t hurt?”

“For being bold, I’ll give it to you,” I said and faced her swollen lips and gave them a sweet kiss. They had the aftertaste of cookies, something which I didn’t mind, but I loved the feeling of her swollen lips more than anything, and my imagination took them to stiffer parts of my body, wondering how it would feel to have them wrapped around there.

“Can I give you the direction to my farm on your map … just in case you need to buy some more animals?”

I chuckled. It felt like every single woman out here wanted to give me her address. “Just for animals?”

“Well yes … and then maybe we can have some more fun on the side if you know what I’m talking about.” She fluttered her eyelashes.

I didn’t want to be rude and took up my map. She marked her place and touched her lips again, gesturing for a kiss. I kissed her swollen lips again and a smile blossomed on her face which seemed so strong and glowing that it would probably never fade, making her sister even more jealous.

“Alright then, I won’t bug you any longer, but Leo, you are free to bug me anytime you wish,” she said and blew the whistle for her widewings, so they descended from the sky.

“We’ll see,” I said.

She fastened the widewings to the carts and made sure she had everything. She sat down, yanked the reins and took off so her hair streamed behind her. While in the sky, she twisted her neck, kissed her hand and blew it to me.

“Farmers … they’re a different breed,” Gabriella said and chuckled.

“She was lovely,” I said and didn’t mind the kisses and personal questions.

“I don’t either, but they always seem to be so curious and ask so many personal questions.”

“Do you think we’ll become like them?” I asked her.

She sternly shook her head. “We’ll be self-sufficient, not just farmers.”

“We’ll see,” I said and turned my gaze to her, stroking her back. “Are you feeling better now?”

She nodded eagerly. “You heal my heart.”

“So it isn’t fully healed?”

“You will heal it,” she insisted.

I just stroked her back some more, glad that she looked and felt better.

“We don’t have any milk left,” Gabriella said and aimed her dark blue eyes at me. “Should we try to milk the cow?”

“Sure,” I said. “But I’ve never milked a cow before, so you better take it slow with me.”

“Oh, that’ll be fun,” she said. “You sure you don’t have anything else to do. You don’t want to chop some wood, do you?”

I caught something in her smile and voice; a desire to see me shirtless under the bristling sun. “What we have will last at least another day.”

“Okay,” she said, slightly disappointed.

I caressed her back. “Okay, maybe I’ll chop some later.”

Her smile brightened again. I reached for the milk bucket and meandered my way to the bleating lambs and clucking chickens. They looked delicious, probably a bit skinny for now, but some had a decent amount of fat jiggling. When I approached the dairy cow, I stiffened. It sure was an intimidating beast. I’d only been familiar with lamb and hogs, but cows were a different breed.

“It won’t bite,” Gabriella said playfully.

“Sure thing,” I said and handed her the milk bucket. “Explain the process.”

“First … we should probably take our upper clothes off.”

“Is that an excuse to be nude?”

“Maybe,” she said and chuckled. “But it’s anyway warm and some sunshine on our skin won’t hurt.”

“As you wish,” I said and took off my shirt and hung it on the knob on the house. She also took off her gown, leaving her only with panties and a white, skimpy bra. Upon seeing her with so few clothes, it kindled my lust for her. I sensed again the mutual desire since her eyes were fixed on my chest as well, but we ignored it for now. She set the bucket under the teats and motioned me to sit on the opposite side. I dropped down to my knees and watched the cow’s legs just in case.

“It won’t kick me or anything?”

“No,” she said. “Horses can kick if you go behind them, but not cows.”

“I see,” I said and trusted her with that one.

“So,” she gladly said and wrapped her hand around the teat. “It’s very simple. Wrap your hand around the teat and then squeeze till a jet of milk shoots out and into the bucket.”

The teats were of impressive sizes, but I preferred the smaller ones on a woman. I wrapped my hand around the teat and slightly tried to pull it. I turned my puzzled gaze to hers, and she tried her hardest not to giggle.

“But nothing came out?”

“You didn’t even use a fraction of your strength,” she pointed out.

“Well, if I do use a fraction, I’m afraid I could pull the teat out from her udder.”

“Something in between,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. I tried again and too much came firing out from the teat and even splashed on my face, but what worried me the most was that the cow mooed and jerked for a little bit.

I was about to jump up to my feet in case the cow would go anywhere, but luckily it stood still and continued to stare dumbfoundedly into the sky. “Was that close?”

“It seems like you aren’t even aware of your own strength,” she said and chuckled.

“I’m a foreigner after all,” I said as an excuse.

“Try again,” she said sweetly. “And a little less pressure than last.”

I did as she instructed and a jet of milk came shooting out from the teat, and luckily the cow didn’t move or jerk like last time. Gabriella gave me a well-deserved thumbs up.

“Where did you learn to milk anyway?” I asked her as we continued firing milk into the bucket.

“Oh,” she said and paused briefly, her wings quivering. “I grew up with dairy cows and my mother had hurt her arm, so I took care of the milking.”

“You enjoy being asked personal questions,” I noted.

“Yes of course … everyone does. It makes them feel special.”

“You’re right,” I said. “I haven’t even noticed that before.”

“Didn’t your former friends and family ask you any such questions?”

“Not really,” I said with a shrug. “I was kind of neglected.”

“Is that why you used the obsessive work to cope?” she asked and looked worriedly at me.

I wasn’t milking as quickly now since she had a point.

“It seems like it,” I said and then slowly nodded. “You sure know how to read people.”

“Well, I love you after all,” she said and her cheeks pinkened. “But it’s also one of my main interests: to take care and look after someone or something emotionally. I don’t have the physical abilities to defend someone.”

“The emotional aspect is just as important though,” I said and was grateful for having bumped into Gabriella first and foremost. “Maybe even more.”

“It is.” She nodded and reached for my hand, squeezing it. “That’s why I’m here for you.”

I squeezed it back. “I’m also here for you.”

“I know.” And now I felt my cheeks pinkening as well, to the same beautiful color as her cheeks.

“We should spend an evening just talking,” she suggested. “No planning, no ideas or no stress. Just you and me and our feelings.”

“It warms my heart just by thinking of it.”

“That’s just the concept of it,” she magically said. “It will feel even warmer when we’re there.”

“You’re magical.”

“And you’re special.”

We kept eye contact for a couple of minutes and it felt as if my love for her just continued to deepen every day.

”Did you think over what I told you the other day?”

Dazzled by my love for her, I blinked at her and wasn’t sure what she was talking about. “What?”

“If you want to learn to fly on a widewing? You said you always wanted to learn to fly, and that plane thing sounded slightly similar to a widewing. I’m not sure though.”

One thing that I knew about my ex-wife was that she wasn’t fond of me learning one of her skills. She wanted me to be somewhat dependent upon her abilities so she could feel more useful.

“You aren’t afraid that I won’t fly with you equally as much?”

“What?” she questioned and looked at me funny. “That’s nonsense. I want the best for you.”

“I’m sorry,” I said and lowered my head in shame. “It’s just that I had a former who—”

She took my hand again, holding it right under the teats of the cow. “I know. You told me and you don’t have to tell me about her again. I don’t judge you for asking such a thing, and I know you’re trying to adapt to your new environment.”

“I want to kiss your hand, but it’s a bit hard to bend my head under the cow,” I said and chuckled with her. “I truly love you, Gabriella.”

“I love you too, Leo,” she said. “And the thought of kissing can be equally as sweet as the kiss itself.”

“You’re right,” I said and fell deeper into her blue eyes.

“I’m sorry if I embarrassed you earlier,” she said.

“What?”

“I should’ve told you how land claims worked.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I wasn’t embarrassed, but what she explained briefly sounded too good to be true.”

“The same about self-defense, skanks and whores?” She involuntarily shuddered at the last word.

“Exactly,” I said and nodded.

“The brief explanation explained most of it,” she said. “If you find unclaimed or uninhabited land, you can mix the labor with it, and it will be yours.”

“So, let’s say I just plant an apple tree … will it be considered mine?”

“Well as simple as an apple tree, you could claim a patch of that land. If it’s really big, you probably need something bigger, like having farm animals, building some buildings, or moving it to an existing island.”

“So I can connect islands here?”

“You can, but it requires a rare spell.”

“This world just gets cooler and cooler.”

“But remember that too much work isn’t always the healthiest,” she said.

“You’re right,” I said. “Even if it’s been the best days of my life, I still feel a bit wired.”

“I’ll give you a massage later on. It will loosen you up for a bit.”

I smiled, and we fell into each other’s eyes again and then looked at the half-filled milk bucket. “Right,” I said and chuckled. “We’ve forgotten to milk—”

She stopped me in my tracks. “Relax … it’s nothing wrong to take a break.”

I nodded with her and eventually we went back to milking, but a bit slower than when we first started and sprinkled with a few more conversations.

Eventually, we finished the milking, and Gabriella then went over the process of how to make butter and cream. I was amazed by her knowledge, and it wasn’t as easy as it sounded. We had to spoon the cream into a separate jar and then churn the butter. We then salted it so it would last longer and then made sure to wash our pudgy fingers which gleamed of fat. Although I made sure to lick them. The fat was quite tasty.

“So, should we eat first, or do you want the massage I owe you?”

The sun was already declining and probably an hour away from setting. I looked at her and drank in every part of her body from her curves to her precious smile and high cheekbones and long, dark blonde, flowing hair, but then it was her most important part—her heart.

“It would be nice to end the day with a massage.”

She beamed. “I was about to suggest the same.”

“What kind of massage by the way?”

“One you’ll enjoy,” she said and ended her sentence with a cryptic wink.

“I might as well chop some more firewood,” I told her.

She placed her hand on my shoulder. “Promise to be gentle on yourself.”

“Of course,” I said and let her fall into my arms, hugging her as she buried her face in my shoulder. We parted and she whisked herself into the kitchen and made sure to pull open the kitchen curtains. Of course that had to be the first thing she thought about.

I selected my axe and it materialized in my right hand. I felt the power straight away as the veins crisscrossed and bulged across my skin. It was a powerful feeling, and I wondered how it would feel to claim more items and learn about them.

I went to the felled tree and started cutting another notch. I used my entire body when swinging the axe and ramming the head down onto the notch, alternating between horizontal and diagonal cuts. My eyes widened. With fewer cuts, I managed to penetrate deeper into the wood than yesterday. I looked at my right hand clenching the haft as it felt easier buckling the felled tree than yesterday.

I continued, and six more cuts and I separated another useful chunk of the tree. Wiping my brow, I lifted the chunk and carried it a bit away from the felled tree.

Gabriella opened the window. “Are you thirsty?”

“A little,” I said and breathed out for a second. The front door opened the very next second, and she came out with a jar and a glass. “I brought a jar in case you needed to clean your body.”

“I still have my shirt on.”

“But it will come off eventually,” she said and her teeth sank into her lower lip.

“What makes you so sure about that?” I teased her.

She felt my back and chest. “Because you are already sweaty … and your muscles are throbbing.”

“Felling trees makes me hungry too,” I said and winked.

“I’m not sitting in the window and just watching you … if that’s what you believe.”

“Gabriella … I didn’t even say that.”

Her cheeks pinkened as she revealed herself. “Okay, I will try to concentrate, even if I admit it will be difficult … not because I enjoy watching you, but in case you will get hurt.”

I rolled my eyes. “Sure thing.”

She whisked herself back into the kitchen and started cutting vegetables. I drank a sip of the water and continued chopping the firewood, easily splitting the chunk into several pieces.

I sighed a breath of relief and then had to take my shirt off. I tossed it aside and had to take a moment to appreciate the beautiful orange sun steadily lowering in the sky and spreading the color throughout the few clouds. It was so refreshing, and just how I ended up looking better just by removing the illnesses from myself, the sky looked completely different when it was free from pollution.

I wiped my brow and went back to the felled tree, starting on the next notch till rivulets of sweat dribbled from my hot body.

“Leo?” Gabriella asked and poked her head out the window.

I turned to her and felt her eyes on my back throughout the entire time. “Yeah?”

“Do you need a towel?”

“Sure,” I said. Shrugging, I didn’t know if she was making excuses just so she could watch me. She came out equally as quick, wearing an apron and holding onto a towel.

“Here,” she said and her eyes strayed to my body. “How can you be so sweaty this late in the evening?”

“It’s hard work.”

“Cooking is also hard work, but I look nowhere near as hot as you.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant hot as in heated or hot as in good looking. “You smell delicious,” I pointed out.

She giggled. “You’ll love it.”

“What are you making?”

“Turnovers with some roasted vegetables,” she said.

Everything other than porridge was a delicacy. “Makes me hungry just thinking about it.”

“Give me twenty minutes. You might have time for some more firewood.”

I smiled. “We’ll see.”

She turned and went back inside, and I saw again some wetness leaking out from her panties. It wasn’t difficult to spot the patches when she was always wearing that see-through gown. I didn’t mind since I found it sexy as hell.

I finished the notch and separated another chunk from the tree. I also chopped up the firewood and gathered it in a chunk outside the house. I could’ve sworn twenty minutes had passed when I dumped them onto the others.

“I’ll be delayed,” she said and poked her head out of the window. “Ten more minutes.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “It’s alright. I’m not starving.”

I dematerialized the axe and breathed. I watched Felicia flying around in circles above this farmhouse. I looked over to the grazing lamb and cow and watched as they were by the stream and drinking. They bleated and then watched me curiously. I felt a sense of wealth and well-being by owning animals: a feeling of self-sufficiency.

I filled up the jar in the stream and brought it with me inside. As soon as I opened the door, I was greeted by a heavenly scent with all kinds of delicious herbs and ingredients. My mouth watered as soon as I went into the kitchen and saw the tray of golden-brown turnovers being piled on top of the plate.

“A minute,” she said.

“Alright,” I said. “I will take a quick shower and be back.”

“No,” she insisted. “You can take a shower afterward.”

“You sure?”

She nodded eagerly. “The massage will be slippery, so you will need to wash some oils off.”

“If you wish,” I said and sat down. “Just don’t complain if I smell.”

She giggled. “I’ll leave the windows open, don’t worry. Are you tired?”

“Hardly,” I said.

“I’ve seen some dwarves chop down some trees,” she said. “It was almost like they were about to faint.”

“Weaklings,” I said and dusted off my shoulders.

“Or it might just be that you’re strong.”

“I can’t argue with that one,” I said. “It’s strange that I break a sweat though.”

“Maybe not so,” she said and put on the oven mitts and got out the tray of roasted root vegetables. “It’s your stamina that can last. Your body gets overheated so it will still need to be cooled down with sweat.”

“You know quite a lot, eh?”

She topped some flakes of salt on the vegetables. “I like reading.”

“I see,” I said. “We should probably get some books for you too.”

“Yeah but not too many,” she said. “Now that I have you, I don’t want to sit by myself.”

“You can read me something,” I suggested.

Her eyes brightened. “Great idea.”

“We’ll see tomorrow if the flying goes according to the plan.”

“So you’ve made up your mind?”

“Like what I told you earlier, I’ve always dreamed of learning to fly.”

“I will warn you,” she said. “Most injuries come from learning to fly on a widewing.”

“I’m not afraid.”

“Felicia intimidated you though,” Gabriella teased.

“Intimidated me but didn’t discourage me.”

“Don’t worry though, I do know a healing spell.”

“Then we’re settled.”

“Do you want to sit outside or inside?” she asked.

“Outside … the air is so fresh. I have no desire to be inside unless it’s dark … and you will warm my bed.”

“I was about to say the same.” We chuckled simultaneously

I opened the cabinet. “I will help you set the table … and I do insist.”

She continued to laugh till I saw tears on her cheeks. “I wasn’t about to say that.”

“Your blushing cheeks don’t lie,” I said and planted a kiss right on both of them.

When the table was set and the food was on there, the sun was setting. We loaded up our plates and waited for each other. I had four golden brown turnovers and some roasted and salted vegetables on the side. My mouth was watering like mad, and my stomach started churning as I was about to reach for the turnover.

“What’s inside?”

“Only one way to find out,” Gabriella said cryptically as we took a bite out of our turnovers at the same time. My teeth hit the ground meat, cheese and some spices and herbs. It was hard to tell what exactly since it did seem that some of the ingredients were foreign to me, but one thing was for certain—It was probably the tastiest thing I’d eaten, not only here but in my entire life.

“Where did you learn to cook all these delicious recipes?” I said and devoured the entire turnover in the very next bite.

Proud and flattered, she said, “I’m not the greatest cook. You have some people who specialize just in cooking.”

If she was sincere, then I had no idea what a good cook would make me. The vegetables disappeared equally as quickly. “I’ve never been fond of vegetables, but the honey and salt made them so satiating.”

“Not only honey and salt, but I poured a lot of butter over them.”

“You’re a genius,” I said.

“No,” she said and waved her hand dismissively. “It’s a basic recipe.”

“I think you’re lying,” I said playfully and kept shoveling more food into my mouth.

“You and your appetite,” she said and let out a chuckle, but sounded like a chirping bird.

If this was a month ago, the entire mountain of turnovers would have made me question if it was for a family feast, but there were only five turnovers left. Gabriella sighed and slumped back.

“Are you full?” I questioned.

“Yeah,” she said, relaxing in her seat. “Please don’t tell me you are still hungry.”

“I probably got room for a couple of more,” I said and devoured two more till I couldn’t stuff another crumb into my mouth. I looked at myself, wondering if I would gain some impressive pounds after she’d joined my household, but I couldn’t feel much swelling around my belly. It was almost like my strength and stamina craved all this food. “Now … it’s definitely not room for anything else.”

“It’s room for a massage,” she said and nudged my shoulder.

“I have to wait,” I said and let my hand rest on my tummy.

“It’ll be more relaxing when it’s dark,” she said.

“It’s almost dark now though,” I pointed out. There wasn’t much left from the sun and on the other side, the first stars were about to blink into existence.

“Almost,” she said and inched her hips closer to mine. “I just love sunsets. The crimson sky is the most beautiful of them all.”

“It’s magical,” I agreed.

“Relaxing,” she added. “The colors are like colors of love.”

“Red or pink?”

“Both, silly,” she said and brushed some hair away from my face.

“You’re right,” I said. “Just enjoying a moment like this would’ve been luxurious or unthinkable a couple of weeks back.”

“That’s why you’ll have to be gentle on yourself,” she said, “and enjoy your time.”

“Impossible not to while you’re by my side,” I said and took her hand and held it till the sun was gone and the pink and red colors faded from the sky.

“So … do you want to show off your massage skills?”

She nodded eagerly. “What’s your favorite type of massage?”

The question made me stiffen, and I searched through the archives of my sorry-ass life but found no hints of such a thing. She took my hand worriedly.

“No one has ever given you a massage before?” she asked.

“I can’t think of anything.”

She kissed my cheek and rubbed her thumb along the surface of my hand. It looked like she found it hard not to comment on what types of people I was living with in my former world, but she’d told me before she didn’t want to speak about it.

“It’s the healthiest thing you can give someone after touches, hugs and being intimate. It’s vital for health.”

I scratched my neck. “Well, I unfortunately haven’t met anyone with your mindset,” I said. She didn’t only let go of my hand but reached my back with her beautiful wings and started touching my back.

“I will give you one right now … and you will see what it does to you.”

I purred as her wings kept rubbing my back. “That feels heavenly already.”

“Let me just take the dishes first. It will take a second,” she said, letting go of my hand and rising.

“We aren’t in a rush.”

“We are,” she joked. “Someone should’ve massaged you a long time ago.”

She took the dishes and plates, and cleaned the table as well. Felicia stood up and smiled in my direction, licking her beak. I couldn’t help but smile, since she looked so cute.

Wearing only her nightgown, Gabriella came out with a bag filled with some bottles. “I was thinking,” she said and looked at me cutely. “Maybe I can give you a massage on your cloud puff while we hover around.”

“If it won’t be too cold for you.”

She shook her head. “It will make both of us warm.”

I selected my cloud puff and jumped right on top. I took her hand and helped her onboard. It was just the perfect amount of space for the two of us, and the surface was as soft as a bed. I let it hover right in front of the edge of the island, and she patted the spot in front of her.

“Lay on your belly, but first, your clothes must come off.”

“Alright,” I said and stripped off my clothes till I was fully nude.

She started taking off her gown, pulling it over her head, snaking her hands behind her back to unhook her bra and then rolling down her panties till they reached her ankles. I honestly didn’t mind seeing her nude but questioned what kind of massage she had in mind as my cock started stiffening.

“Do you also need to be nude during a massage?” I asked.

“Less questioning … more relaxing,” she said and giggled.

“I like your way of thinking,” I said and lay down flat on my stomach. I heard how she fumbled in her bag and popped open a bottle. She poured some oil into her hands and started rubbing them along my body. She was especially fond of my buttocks, squeezing and kneading them and also my shoulder. It sure felt relaxing, but my eyebrows started rising when I believed I heard how she smeared the oil over her own body.

She spread my legs and sat down in the middle, starting from my buttocks, she slid her entire body up along my back till her boobs touched my neck and her pussy, either wet from the oil or from her honey or a combination of both, touched my buttocks. I sighed in relief, as she slid all the way down, and then up again, using every inch of her body to warm me. Despite it being almost night, a warmth spread across every inch of my body and swept me over. On her way up, she stopped with her tits right at my neck.

“How does it feel?” she whispered.

“Ugh, like heaven,” I mumbled.

She giggled and started breathing down on my neck. She seductively moved to the side and started sliding her boobs from side to side. Her skin rubbing against mine felt just as great as having my erection stuffed deep inside her. It was more to her touch than just a simple touch—It was dedication, care and heart; all the right mixes to feel good, happy and strong.

“Turn around,” she whispered, and I did as she wished. I laid on my back and faced all the stars in the sky, and also the brightest of them all—Gabriella.

She started rubbing my body in oil first, warming me up for the sensual part. Then, just as she’d done with my back, started sliding her entire body, up along my cock and up to my chest, stopping and kissing my neck and sliding all the way down again. I glanced down and watched as her boobs slid right between my cock, and for every stroke of her body, it hardened and hardened till it was fully erect. She didn’t only use her boobs but almost made sure my cock slid between her wet pussy lips. I started shivering uncontrollably.

“I’m in heaven,” I mumbled.

“No,” she said close to my ear. “You are in Paradise.”

“Yeah,” I mumbled.

She slid all the way down, and my erection glided between the cleft of her boobs. Her hands fell onto my cock and pointed the slit to her lips. She opened her mouth, and her sweet tongue touched the peak of my cock and then she pushed it farther down her throat. Ten strokes with her delicious throat muscles, and my body jolted as if struck by lightning. I groaned powerfully as I kept shooting my hot semen down her throat, and when there was nothing left, I slumped back down and didn’t feel a single thought in my mind, no worries or anxiety. Those types of toxic thoughts suddenly felt nonexistent.

She came off with a lovely kiss on top of my softening erection, let go of my cock and laid herself over me in a passionate hug, mashing her breasts on my chest while pressing her lips on my neck.

“So … how was your first massage?”

“It won’t be the last you’ll give me,” I mumbled.

She giggled. “So you liked it?”

“Don’t be silly now.”

“It looks as if you’re glowing.”

“It’s because I am,” I said.

“You should always feel like that. You deserve all the pleasure in the world,” she said and hugged me tighter.

Eventually, she rolled to the side and let her head slump back down on my right shoulder. We were both facing the stars in the sky as we continued to drift around on the cloud puff.

“What a beautiful way to finish this day,” I said and started waking up after that heavenly massage.

“Yeah … the stars are beautiful but mysterious.”

“Can you see any shapes?”

“I see rectangular testicles and a penis,” she said and giggled.

“Where?”

She pointed and I chuckled with her. “It looks like a sword.”

“It depends upon the perspective.”

“Men think of swords and women think of penises.”

“I don’t only think of penises,” she said and laughed.

“Sure thing,” I said.

She punched my shoulder, which felt like a pat instead. “I don’t. But I will admit that yours is quite fancy.”

“In what way?”

“In every way,” she said. “I like the purple tip along with the vein. It looks so muscular, kind of like the veins on your arms.” She got a hold of my left arm and then her hand trailed to my abdomen, drawing a circle right on top of the ab.  

“You recovered quite well from the morning.”

She looked at me funnily for a second then mulled it over. “Are you talking about the mean angel?”

I nodded. “Yes … I was prepared to comfort you if needed.

“You already comforted me though,” she pointed out. “I don’t think I’ll feel any happier than this.”

“I feel the same about you,” I said and held onto her harder. I then noticed again how slippery and wet both of us were. “Should we go take a shower and then go to bed?”

She nodded. “Only if we’ll hold hands all the way to the shower.”

“I promise,” I said and pressed my lips onto hers. I flew with the cloud puff back to the entrance, and while holding her hand, we stepped down from the cloud puff, and I unselected it.

She opened the door, and we ascended to the bathroom, and when we were inside, we went right into the shower. She still refused to let go of my hand.

“Not too hot,” I warned her.

“It’ll need to be warm if we’ll scrub the oil off your skin,” she said and turned on the water and threw her hands around my neck. “I don’t want to let go of you.”

My hands ran down her wings and settled on her butt, sinking my fingers into her cheeks as my cock started hardening again. I let the water patter down on us, and the steam billowed. I glanced down at her nude body with rivulets of water streaming down her. It never got old to squeeze her plump butt cheeks, and she was excited to grope me.

“Yours are so hard,” she said with a giggle, and I felt her fingers sink into my skin as well.

“And yours are soft,” I said. Eventually, we broke free from the hug and started washing each other’s bodies. We didn’t take turns, but let each other’s hands roam freely over our skins. We got stuck on our chests. I fondled her boobs and washed them more than necessary, reaching into her cleavage and rubbing her nipples. And she was equally as fond of my chest, rubbing her little hand timidly over them. We probably stood in the shower longer than necessary, and my erection just grew harder and her hands also fell to it, stroking it harder and faster.

“Don’t excite it too much now,” I said.

A grin danced across her face. “Why?” she whispered as the steam billowed between us, slowly veiling our faces.

“I want to please you tonight,” I said and reached down her soaked slit and rubbed my fingers along her wings and even slipped them inside her. “It will only be fair after your massage.”

“Only if you’ll also be pleased,” she said and tossed her wet hair over her shoulders.

“I will be,” I said, and she wrapped her wings around my back and hugged me. I let her embrace me again for a little longer and then turned off the water. I had no idea how long we’d stood here but it certainly had been long enough to get the oil off our bodies.

She threw me a towel. “I dry you and you dry me.”

I started with her. I dropped to my knees, rubbed her feet and legs, and slowly made my way up her gorgeous body. I dried her butt, wings and also her hair, and then I kept eye contact as I dabbed the towel on her face, but when I had moved away from her legs, I already noticed several rivulets dripping from her peach.

“I won’t be able to dry you completely.”

She snatched my erection in her right hand. “But this will.”

She dried me too, but a bit more eager than I, but I didn’t complain since I also wanted to creep under the bedsheet with her.

She slung the towels aside. “I’ll try to wash them tomorrow.” She took my hand and we went into our bedroom.

“I’ll just light a fire first,” I said.

She clung to my arm. “Be quick,” she said with hints of desperation, but then she guided my hand to her warm wetness, and I was about to melt. “I’m waiting for you.”

She crept under the bedsheet. I snatched the box of matches on the mantelpiece and almost broke the first match when I swiped it on the box. I tossed it inside and blew as hard as I could till the fire flickered. I scrambled to my bed and crawled closer to her, my chest mashed against hers and my cock pressed against her peach. I snaked my hands over her back and pressed her as close to me as possible. After that long and hot shower, I knew there wouldn’t be much left till I would burst, and I had to be creative if I wanted to last and truly wanted to please her.

“I want you so badly,” she whispered, and her hot, sweet breath flowed down my neck, making my cock throb.

“Let me have a little taste first,” I said and kissed her on the neck and slowly made my down her chest and down her belly button till I reached her bush and kissed her wet thighs and then ran my tongue along her skin till I touched her fruit. I prodded her wings with my tongue and more juices flowed and glittered in front of my eyes. My tongue absorbed bead after bead of her nectar and her flavors melted in my mouth. I pressed my tongue onto her slit then parted her wings with my fingers and reached in deeper with my tongue, brushing it along her walls and occasionally kissing her pearl. Her body started quivering, and she moaned louder and louder for every swipe of my tongue, and all the while my cock started getting painfully hard.

I moved up again, kissing her beautiful body on my way, past the strands of her blonde hair till I reached her ear.

“Lay down on the side,” I told her in a husky voice. She quickly moved into position, wanting it just as badly as I. Spooning her from behind, I lifted her leg, aimed my erection at her honeyed lips and pushed it inside. I again struggled to get it in since it felt as if her pussy was strangling my erection, but eventually she had to give up since I was too hard to be defeated.

Her wings quivered when I bottomed out. I pulled out my cock slowly, stroking it along her sweet walls and slowly descended back down to the depths of her cave of love.

While lifting her leg, I made sure to give some love and attention to her wonderful clit on top with my free hand and that made her shake with pleasure.

“Oh, you’re touching me,” she said in disbelief.

“It’s because I love you,” I told her with my lips briefly touching her ear.

She seized my thigh which slowly kept pounding her, tightening her grip, afraid I would vanish.

“What’s the matter?” I asked her.

“Don’t do anything else than this,” she struggled to say as moan after moan escaped her lips.

“I will never leave you,” I said as I bottomed out again and let my cock linger as her pussy clamped down hard on my erection. I took another moment to rub my thumb along her pink, glimmering clit. The brief, powerful touch made her shake more violently. I pulled out my cock, leaving only the peak inside of her and then plunged back in, seeing several trickles pour out from her pussy. The musky flavors filled this room, and blending with the scent of timber, it smelled as erotic as it could be, and all the while the flames kept dancing on the walls.

“What … what a bedroom,” she said, giggling as I bottomed out once again with my long and slow thrusts. I stroked her waist and breasts for a moment and then went back to her clit, teasing her as the pleasure became too overwhelming.

“Leo,” she pleaded.

“What?” I asked and kissed her.

“A bit harder,” she begged, biting her lips.

I increased the pace, and her body arched like the crescent moon. “Better?”

She just nodded and couldn’t say a word as her teeth kept sinking into her lips. I could feel her impending orgasm. I didn’t know if it was because she was my lover, but I never felt a sensation like this. I felt her pleasure on top of mine, and as I slid in and out from her sopping, tight hole, we got closer and closer to a climax.

One final push all the way to her depths, and her pussy suddenly contracted stronger than ever. Her body jolted and a wave of fluids squirted out from her. She reached behind her head and moaned so loud I was afraid the window would shatter. The way her pussy contracted made me orgasm as well, and I flooded her with my white, pearly seeds.

I slumped back down at the same time as her, but I didn’t pull my cock out. It felt just too good to have it stuffed deep inside her, especially as I was spooning her from behind.

She slowly woke up again, brushing her wings against my chest. The flames kept flickering softly on the walls as our heart rates eased, pulling us both into a deep slumber. I lightly ran my hand over her waist, feeling a mixture of sweat and her honey. This entire room was scented with her sex, and it was one of the sweetest smells I’d ever inhaled.

“Leo?”

“Yeah,” I said and stroked her leg.

“I’ve never … orgasmed so hard before.”

“I felt it.”

“I felt yours too.”

“Is it normal?”

“Yes … we are lovers.”

“I see.” And I felt enlightened by the revelation.

“And please … don’t pull your cock out. I want it inside me throughout the night.”

I kissed her neck. “I won’t,” I told her and kept stroking her thigh till we both fell asleep.
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Gabriella’s hair kept flowing behind her as we flew on Felicia. I had to lean to the side to get a view of the open sky.

“Are you sure we’re heading in the right direction?” I asked her.

“Hundred percent sure,” she said, raising her voice as the winds whistled.

I had woken up with fresh drool trickling out the corner of my mouth all the while I held onto a woman I loved deeply. The relaxing massage and the way we spent the night yesterday calmed my mind till this morning, and I had let my erection rest deep inside her while both of us slept through the night. I wished every single upcoming day would be spent like that.

We were on our way to a ranch where a couple of avariels ran a flying school. I had packed my satchel with a couple of ounces of silver and gold just in case, but Gabriella had reassured me it wouldn’t cost that much for a lesson or two.

“How long do you think it would take to learn?”

“With your stamina,” she said and threw me a look. “Less than a week.

“Are you being too ambitious now?”

“No,” she said and chuckled. “But you’re very strong. I’ve never seen anyone chop or lift trees like you, so learning to fly will be easy peasy.”

“Easy peasy,” I said and laughed, so they used that phrase as well.

“But don’t worry,” she said. “I will be there and watch your back.”

“And what will the teacher do?

“Drool over you.”

I rolled my eyes. We passed many islands and travelers and merchants. Gabriella’s golden hair hid me somewhat, so the women didn’t fly over and look at me all too funnily. It definitely was a different sensation to fly on a widewing than a cloud puff, not that I’ll ever abandon my cloud puff. We sure would need those sensual nights where we could just float around and relax, but a widewing seemed more exciting, something I craved to master. It had after all been a dream of mine for so long, but the dream had been buried under paperwork and stress, neither of which existed here.

I peered into the sky and saw a peaceful island with an open field. “Is it that one?” I asked.

“So you see it already,” she said, impressed. “I wonder how it would be to be blessed with Eagle Eye.”

“It feels natural to me,” I said.

“But you must have noticed the change when you were dropped off your island.”

“It was strange at first, but now that I’m used to it, it’s just my normal vision.”

“Didn’t tell me much, but don’t think it’s possible to understand.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s something you must experience. I can’t just be your lover by saying I love you. The loving must be there.” Her voice sweetened as always whenever our conversation turned to intimate topics, and it just made me hold onto her harder.

After a couple of more minutes, Gabriella nodded. “I see it now.”

Felicia also cried and flapped her wings eagerly. “Easy there,” Gabriella said and stroked her mane. “Easy, easy.”

“Excited by other widewings?”

“Oh yeah,” she said and chuckled. “But slightly shy around males.”

“I see,” I said. A large-looking farmhouse with a barn next to it stood at the entrance of the island followed by acres of land. There were some ruminant animals on the land, but the sky was teeming with widewings and birds, flying around, chirping and flirting with each other. I then spotted a woman with wings who carried some feed to the widewings. They descended and flocked to her.

We landed and dismounted from Felicia, and the avariel turned to us. She was almost as tall as me and had a curvy yet slim body. Her wings were slightly slimmer than Gabriella’s, and she also had pointy ears. Her pointy ears were similar to the other avariels I’d seen, but her red hair cascaded down her body, making her look like a rare beauty.

Gabriella whispered, “Her name is Elanora. She’s a strong woman.”

“Gabriella,” she said. With a hand on her hip, she eyed her. “Long time no see.”

“Hi, Elanora,” Gabriella greeted her back and opened up her arms for the avariel. They embraced and didn’t break the hug after a minute or so. I found it oddly erotic seeing those two gorgeous women hugging like that, especially as I noticed her green and golden revealing dress with a plunging v-neck.

“What’s going on? Your face is glowing.”

“I’m in love,” she said and lowered her eyes as a blush spread across her cheeks.

She gasped. “With him?”

“Yes,” she said and nodded accordingly.

I approached her and strangely enough her beauty didn’t intimidate me. I kept and maintained eye contact and extended my hand to her.

“Leo,” I said firmly.

A smile blossomed on her face, her dimples deepening on her flawless, porcelain cheeks. Surprised, she took my hand almost as firmly as I, showing off the strength Gabriella mentioned a second ago.

“Elanora,” she said, and I heard her clean, feminine voice much clearer, making me question her strength. “You look and act quite different compared to the other men … quite strong and determined.”

“You just met me,” I pointed out, and her words made me arch an eyebrow.

She gave me a smug look. “Men usually don’t extend their hands to women like that … and men usually don’t maintain eye contact … men don’t have a body like you either … want me to continue?”

I chuckled. “I yield instead.”

“Why are you seeking me?” she asked and wanted to get to the bottom of it.

“I’m looking for someone who can teach me how to mount and ride a widewing,” I said. “According to my lover, Gabriella, this is the best place in Skyda to learn that skill.”

She nodded and smiled in Gabriella’s direction, hinting she was glad for the compliment. “My friends and I run a flying school here,” she said and maintained eye contact, her emerald eyes glittering like the swaying grass. “And yes, we have one of the best reputations in the entire Skyda.”

“So you’re fit for the job?”

“Do I look unfit to you?” And she gave me another one of her sexy looks while flapping her wings.

I raised my hands as a gesture of peace. “I never said that.”

“Are you prepared to fall though?” she asked, teasing me back.

“I am,” I said firmly.

“You probably will leave with more than a couple of scratches,” she said again and a teasing grin danced across her lips.

“I will leave with a wound if that’s what it will take.”

“Is he just talking, or is he truly like that?” Elanora asked and shifted her eyes to Gabriella.

“I will let him show you instead of telling,” Gabriella said and crossed her arms. She didn’t seem offended. I wasn’t sure if Elanora was serious or trying to flirt with me. She’d called me handsome at first and then questioned my strength the next second, but from what I’ve learned weak-willed men would still be considered attractive here since the women didn’t have much of a choice.

“Well, as you can see there are no other students here since we have a day off. Our classes are usually with multiple women,” she said and took another look at me. “But maybe I could arrange something for you.”

I understood instantly that she was trying to negotiate. I fished up a couple of ounces of silver and a sly smile spread across her lips.

“Say a price.”

She pushed my hand back. “I don’t want your money—I want you.”

“What?”

She looked at me long and hard. “I can teach you if we go on a date together.”

“You just questioned my strength,” I pointed out and scratched my neck in confusion.

“Yeah … I need to know whether I should go hard or easy on you,” she said and the grin was about to widen.

“Are you just teasing me now?”

“Maybe,” she said. “I want to see if your confidence and strength are real or if you’re just another bluffer.”

She won my respect somehow, but I exchanged glances with Gabriella, and she whispered, “She’s clean. As I told you earlier, be aware of cock diggers and greedy women. Those who choose love over transactions are those you can trust.”

I shifted my eyes to Elanora. “You have a date then.” And I felt a weight lay over my shoulder as a contract had been created and stored in my sky’s helper.

“Give me a second while I will bring some water to my animals,” she said, uplifted. “In the meanwhile, go and look for a widewing.”

I nodded and took Gabriella’s hand. “You’ll have to help me with this one.”

“A male?” she asked.

“Preferably.”

“They are stronger and fly quicker though,” she said, sounding concerned.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“She wasn’t joking with the scratches,” Gabriella reminded me.

I shrugged. “So be it.”

We searched across the widewings, and they had a wide array of colors and sizes. They had signs of fatigue in their eyes, and I understood this was their day off. My eyes fixed on one with blue wings, white breasts and a golden tail. He was one of the few who flew in the sky and didn’t seem to want to take a day off. It was the sign I was looking for, and when he noticed me, he landed on the island, making his way on his two legs and examining me. He suddenly cried so loudly that I had to duck and cover my ears.

“Geez, that’s loud.”

“I should’ve warned you,” Gabriella said as she stroked the mane of the great bird. “The male usually cries like that. It’s a cry for dominance.”

“I see,” I said and carefully reached the mane and started stroking it. Her neck was incredibly warm and the feathers a bit thicker than Felicia’s.

“Do males lick, too?” I asked. Gabriella was right about to answer, but then his tongue jutted out and he smeared it all over my face. I wiped my face once but not even that was enough to get rid of the saliva.

Gabriella giggled but she was up next as the widewing licked her too. “Sorry if I didn’t warn you.”

“No worries,” I said as he continued to lick my hand.

“Do you think Felicia will be into him?”

“She’ll be in love,” she said and chuckled.

“Your widewing sure needs some love too.”

“You’re right,” she said. “She’s so used to spending her time alone though.”

“She won’t for much longer,” I said as I had made up my mind. It was something with his eyes and colors which made me settle for him. His gaze was fierce yet loyal, yet I saw the care and not too much confidence which was a trait I knew could be fatal and unattractive.

Elanora strode toward us. “Found your guy?”

“I have,” I said.

“His name is Phoenix,” she said and stuck out her hand to let him lick it. “One of the fastest widewings I have, but one of the most difficult to mount, but when you’ve tamed him, he’ll be loyal to you forever.”

“I knew it was something special about him.”

“Are you sure he isn’t intimidating you?” Elanora asked again and gave me a flirtish wink.

I looked her firmly in the eyes. “Not at all.”

She studied me for a bit longer. “I’ll have to take some notes for all the questions during our date …. You sure don’t look like you’re from here.”

I just smiled and had lost count of all the times I’d heard that by now.

She reached into her satchel and brought out a flute and hung it around my neck. “That’s his whistle, but don’t use it for now. We’ll go over the basics for now. Gabriella, will you leave us?”

Gabriella took both my hands, raised herself on her toes and planted a kiss right on my lips. “Good luck.”

“Thank you,” I said and she went closer to the farmhouse and sat down on the bench.

“First, you must get familiar with your widewing, walk with him and let him be around you. You are still an untrusted foreigner, although since he’s already tasted you, he knows you aren’t a threat.”

I nodded. “That makes sense.”

Elanora handed me the reins. “Let’s walk with him slowly to the barn where we’ll retrieve a saddle. Do not make any brisk or sudden movements now in the beginning, any such movements and he’ll spread his wings and fly.”

“What about attacks?”

“Widewings usually don’t attack humans, but unfortunately that can happen if he deems you a threat.”

As I walked with him, I tried to concentrate, but Elanora’s beauty was a bit distracting. Her slender and fit body sure was a type I wanted close to me, but then it was her wings as well. I had heard about avariels in myths and books, but she looked so exotic, especially with so little clothing and that porcelain skin.

She didn’t ask me any questions and the walk remained calm and silent. I knew it had nothing to do with me since she’d asked me out on a date, but I suspected it was because she took her teaching seriously and wanted me to learn.

“Even if I can be a bit flirty sometimes,” she said and broke the silence. “Our school’s reputation is not something I would like to throw away … even for a man like you.”

“How many instructors are you?”

“Eight,” she said. “Women and some men from all over Skyda, and from other districts of Paradise, come just to be taught by us.”

“That sure must be for a good reason,” I said.

“It is,” she said. “Since the art of taming a widewing isn’t the easiest, and at the same time it’s a very valuable skill.” We reached the barn, and she pointed at it. “Go inside and to your left, you’ll see some saddles.”

“Alright,” I said and let go of the reins. When I had moved a couple of steps away from Phoenix, he suddenly started crying loudly. I whirled around, and he jerked his head at me and kept crying.

“Don’t worry,” Elanora said and stroked his head and back. “He’ll come back.”

It must have been a good sign that he wanted me back. I whisked myself into the barn, fetched the saddle and then came back. Elanora explained to me in great detail how to attach the saddle and it wasn’t rocket science, to say the least.

“Is it necessary to ride with a saddle though?” I asked her.

“Not fully, but recommended.”

“I understand,” I said and felt a strong temptation to swing my legs over his back and ride with him to the borders of the horizon. He suddenly turned to Elanora and licked her face.

“Okay, Phoenix,” she said and tried to calm him with a pat on his cheek. “He can lick a lot when he gets excited.” She tried to wipe some of it away, but it spilled over her dress and turned the little clothing she wore to a see-through. “Gabriella has shown you how to mount one, right?”

“She has, but I’ve been doing it clumsily before.”

“Okay, you can definitely not mount him clumsily till you’ve tamed him, come here.” I went over to her side. “Very carefully, set your foot on the stirrup and carefully swing your other leg over the saddle.”

I set my foot on the stirrup but when I was about to lift my left leg over, it missed the saddle and brushed onto his back instead. He suddenly jerked and flapped his wings, so I fell back down, but Elanora shouted and held up her right hand, calming him down. My heart beat a bit faster than usual, and I wondered whether that was a fatal mistake or not.

“What happened?” I asked, making my way up to my feet and dusting off my legs.

“You didn’t carefully swing your left leg over, and that scared him.”

I tried again and made sure to lift my left leg over the saddle this time, doing it carefully in case he would take off again, but nothing happened.

“Good,” Elanora said. “I will hand you the reins, but I will walk him with you.”

“Okay,” I said. I felt a bit uneasy sitting here by myself compared to when I had Gabriella to hold onto. Elanora guided me around for a couple of more minutes and it was a bit easier to concentrate now that she was by my side instead of in front of me. I held onto the reins as we walked around, but again it felt slightly boring, but I understood the importance of taking one step at a time. I honestly just wanted to soar up to the sky and skim the surface of the clouds.

“Good,” Elanora said. “The first time I have had a beginner not falling or losing balance.”

She looked at me with greater interest than before, and my eyes shifted to Gabriella who still watched me and gave me a thumbs up. I smiled proudly and thought it was cute she was still watching me.

“So what’s next?”

“There won’t be any more steps,” she said. “This was just the introduction, the flying part will be a bit more complicated, but not absurdly difficult.”

“Right,” I said. “Let’s begin then.”

“Okay,” she said and gave me a funny look as I wanted to jump right into it. “For the flying, you will be sitting in front of me, but I will guide you through it from the back.”

I patted the seat behind me. “Jump on.”

She placed her foot on the stirrup and looked up at me. “You have to be careful when flying.”

“I’ve already fallen once so, I’m not afraid to fall again.”

She just giggled. “I like you,” she admitted and hoisted herself up, pushing her warm body closer to mine and reaching for the reins where I was holding them. Our hands touched and made contact and her breath started constantly flowing down my spine.

“Promise to focus now?” she asked seductively.

“I will try,” I admitted and knew why she said it with hints of eroticism.

“Just so you know,” she said and stroked my arm with her warm hand. “I’m also trying to restrain myself.”

“That won’t make it any easier,” I admitted and my body shivered from having her sweet breath so close to my neck.

“I’ll try to keep some space,” she said. “But it will be difficult since I have to step in in case something will happen.”

“Do your best,” I said and she tried to make some space, but her skin still constantly touched mine.

“Right,” she said and kept her lips dangerously close to my neck. “First, hold the reins still like I hold them now. Second, don’t squeeze your legs and the widewing will remain still.”

I followed her instructions and tried to concentrate. “How do I make him move then?”

“A second,” she said teasingly. “Before we fly, I want you to be familiar with trotting, so by making him move you have to gently squeeze your hips against the saddle. I say gently since if you squeeze too hard, he will ride so fast you’ll fall off.”

“Try you first, so I can get an idea.”

She squeezed her hips gently but didn’t only squeeze the saddle but my outer thighs too since she sat so close to me. Phoenix started to trot and riding him felt like riding a horse.

“Make sure to hold the reins still,” she reminded me.

She tightened her grip on the reins as she told this.

“Will he run out of the island?” I questioned.

She chuckled. “He will if we won’t change course.”

“Right … so how do we change course?”

“You gently put pressure either on the left or the right thigh,” she said and demonstrated with her left, making him turn to the left and then she let go of the pressure. She took my hand and held it a bit intimately. “Are you ready to try?”

“I’m ready to impress you,” I said.

She giggled. “I like your way of thinking.”

I breathed in deeply. Knowing by saying that, I couldn’t back down from this. I gently squeezed my legs slowly till he started trotting. Elanora let go of the reins slowly but kept her hands close to mine in case something would happen.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “I’m impressed so far.”

I twisted my neck to look at her, but she pointed ahead. “Eyes ahead,” she said. “Plenty of time to look at each other during our date.”

“Good idea,” I said and kept on riding. Before she instructed me to, I gently pressed my left thigh against the saddle and managed to take a turn.

“You are impressing me again,” she said. I wasn’t sure if she was flattering me, but it wasn’t that difficult once I’d gotten the hang of it.

We continued on, trotting for a couple of more minutes till my eyes started wandering farther up the sky. “This took a bit quicker than I thought it would,” she said. “Let go of the pressure and make sure to hold onto the reins till he stops.”

I did as she instructed, and we stopped and faced Gabriella. She was still watching and waved her hand at me.

“You’re amazing!”

“Thanks,” I shouted back at her.

“Are you ready to fly?” she asked me.

“Ever since the first time I sat next to Gabriella,” I said.

“Okay,” she said eagerly and reached for the reins and held them right under my grip. “A few short instructions and then I will guide you through it just like we did last time. When you want to fly, you must yank the reins and at the same time squeeze your hips. It will make him take off immediately. Are you ready?”

“I already answered that one.”

She giggled. “Don’t get too cocky now.” She squeezed her legs and yanked the reins. Phoenix jumped right up in the air and flapped his wings. It happened so suddenly that I felt butterflies teeming in my chest.

We gained some altitude, and the island dwindled under our feet. “If you want to fly higher, you must continue to tug at the reins,” she said and demonstrated. As we gained height, I started looking down a bit nervously.

“Scared yet?” she teased me.

“A little bit higher,” I said.

“I will let you try, and remember not to squeeze your hips that much since he will fly forward.” She let go of the reins, and I held them by myself. I lightly tried to tug the reins, and he continued to fly upward, already nearing the fluffy clouds that aimlessly sailed past the sun. I concentrated despite the strong sunshine and the ever-growing distance between myself and the island.

“Am I still cocky?”

“No … you are talented,” she admitted. “I will be surprised if you finish this lesson today, but going at this rate that seems very possible. Alright, back to our instructions. If you want to descend, you have to let go of the reins and slightly lean down, but not forward because then he will fly forward and might take you by surprise.” She demonstrated, reaching for the reins and her lovely hands touched mine again. She slightly leaned onto me, mashing her breasts against my back.

“I will have to be close to you to demonstrate,” she said, and even if it was slightly windy, I felt her breath descend down my spine. It was too warm to be ignored.

“I don’t mind,” I told her.

She put pressure on Phoenix’s neck, and he descended back down the island. We reached the soil again, and Phoenix halted after a trot, twisting his neck to us and twittering.

“He looks happy,” I noted and dared to ruffle his mane.

“All widewings are happy when they’re flying,” she said. “Now it’ll be your turn to ascend and descend.”

I did as she instructed me, and I smoothly flew up to the sky, admired the view for a second and felt a light feeling in my belly. This world was absolutely gorgeous, and not just beautiful, but the way of life here was so much more relaxing.

“Are you dreaming?” she asked me curiously with a voice distinct from her instruction voice.

“No,” I told her. “I’m living.”

“I don’t mind sitting back here and enjoying the view with you,” she said and leaned closer to me. I twisted my neck and admired her emerald eyes and high cheekbones. “There are so many things I would like to talk to you about tomorrow.”

“I know,” I said and reached for the reins. “Better get this out of the way.”

She placed a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t rush it … widewings, especially like phoenix, can be unpredictable and hard to tame. Just keep that in mind. If you won’t finish the lesson, we can just take a day tomorrow.”

“You’re right.”

“I honestly thought it would at least take a week, but not for you … special guy.” She dared to kiss my cheek, and her smooth lips were so sweet; I wished they were pressed to my lips instead.

I descended back down the sky, knowing very well what awaited me tomorrow. We landed smoothly, and Phoenix cried and jerked his head back up at the sky.

“A minute,” Elanora said and reassured Phoenix we will soon ascend with a pat on his head. “So now we’ll get to the flying part. To fly forward, you have to squeeze your hips against the saddle while at the same time leaning forward and putting pressure on the neck.”

“And if I want to fly higher or lower?”

“To ascend and descend are the same techniques as I instructed earlier.”

I moved my hands slightly away from hers, so she could demonstrate. She took the reins and again her hands touched mine.

“So, I’ll show you.” We ascended back to the sky, and when we’d gained altitude, she leaned forward, over my back and put pressure on Phoenix’s neck. We flew slowly forward at first. Phoenix flapped his wings lightly, descending a little and then ascending and then for a little stretch spread his glorious wings wide open and cruised.

I loved this feeling, especially as we circled the island and admired the view. That’s what I loved about flying. It felt like freedom. To be able to move around without any obstacles and barriers, but instead of mechanics, it was on a bird, which felt more natural. Phoenix twittered and cried, and a couple of more widewings jumped up from the ranch and joined us up in the sky, flying side by side. They started twittering at each other, but I noticed Phoenix flew wherever Elanora instructed him to fly.

“He’s loyal,” I noted.

“Yes,” Elanora said. “He’ll listen to his master first and foremost, but becoming his master can take some time.”

“I see,” I said. She repeated the flying instructions and showed me around for a couple of more minutes and then descended back down to the island.

“Are you ready for the final test before you will try to fly on your own?” she asked with a teasing smile.

“Thought you said that won’t happen today,” I said and twisted my neck to look at her.

“Not till you proved to be special,” she said.

She leaned back and let me have the reins all by myself, but instead, she wrapped her hands around my waist and continued to sit close to me as usual. I felt a weight of responsibility settle over my shoulder, but I knew the weight would be heavier when I was all by myself.

“I’m ready.”

“Fly then,” she whispered warmly, making it slightly difficult for me to concentrate.

I tugged the reins. Phoenix sprang up in the air and spread his wings, flapping them, and when we’d gained enough height, I was about to start my flight.

She leaned close to my ear and whispered, “Slowly and carefully at first, but my hands are right here in case he feels kind of wild.”

I put pressure forward and leaned over Phoenix at first, and I felt the excitement as we moved under the clouds and over the island. We flew farther away, my hair fluttering and the wind blowing against my face. It was so refreshing, and the sense of freedom returned as I was in the air without any barriers ahead of me.

“Okay, well done. Try to make a turn,” she instructed.

I put pressure with my left thigh against Phoenix, and we turned left. The swing made me laugh for some reason, and Elanora prodded my belly. “You feel it there, right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s amazing.” I started experimenting with slowly ascending and then descending, and started getting a hang of it.

We spent a couple of more minutes in the sky and then returned to the soil. Gabriella didn’t sit but stood almost in the middle of the ranch, shielding her eyes and peering up to me. When I landed, she applauded and opened her arms to me, gesturing she wanted a hug. Knowing fairly well I couldn’t ignore her desire, I dismounted and fell into her embrace.

“You’re amazing,” she said and beamed as her own beautiful wings flapped.

“It wasn’t the most difficult thing,” I said, stroking her back and wings.

“Maybe not for you,” she said and laughed. “I spent weeks trying to master the ascent and descent.”

“I had a guy who spent a month,” Elanora said and brushed some feathers off her legs. She laid her hand on my shoulder. “What do you say, do you want something to eat before trying to ride yourself?”

Honestly, I wanted to fly right now while my blood was warm.

“Sometimes it can be good to slow things down,” Gabriella said cutely.

I patted her back. “You’re right.”

Elanora came first over with a bowl of vegetables and some bones for Phoenix. “They get really hungry after they’ve been flying, especially with two humans on their back.”

“Understandable,” I said and Phoenix looked at me first before dipping his head into the trough and started eating.

“I think he looks cute,” Gabriella said. “Don’t you?”

“I think he looks strong,” I said.

“You can be strong and cute at the same time,” she insisted.

That didn’t sound right to me. “Not so sure about that.”

She took my hand and gave it a squeeze. “You are.”

I exchanged smiles with her. “If you insist.”

“It’s not my opinion. It’s a fact,” she kept insisting and wouldn’t let go of my hand.

Elanora guided us to the table. She went into the farmhouse and shouted for someone. Two other avariels came out and waved at us.

“I thought you were supposed to have a day off?” one of them asked Elanora.

“Well, I made some rearrangements for the guy over there.”

They looked similar to Elanora but were slightly shorter. They wore similar dresses but one of them had chestnut hair and the other had green. Either way, their eyes widened upon seeing me, and then they waved at me, exchanging glances.

“Where did you find him?” they asked like giggling teenagers and all the while throwing sideways glances at me.

“He came here because he wanted some flying lessons.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” she asked and looked disappointedly at Elanora. “We’ve been wasting our time cleaning the classroom and a guy like that shows up?” They just giggled while their cheeks turned red like a tulip.

“Girls, please leave us alone for a little,” Elanora said.

“Why are you supposed to have him for yourself?” the green-haired avariel asked.

“He came to me first, and we’re already at the final part of the lesson,” Elanora said with her feet rooted firmly on the ground, sounding a bit more annoyed.

“Alright,” she said and rolled her eyes.

“We can watch him from the window,” the chestnut-haired avariel whispered.

“And please,” Elanora said. “He needs to concentrate. Don’t tell the other girls he’s here.”

They just waved their hands dismissively. “She just wants his stiff cock for herself.” They giggled and disappeared back into the house. I exchanged glances with Gabriella who inched her hips closer to mine, letting her left-hand fall to my thigh and rubbing it with her thumb.

Elanora didn’t look offended but instead went inside to get a basket of bread and a tray of butter, honey and some smoked meat.

“Sorry about that,” she said. “Those two are a bit younger than I.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You all look the same age to me.” I didn’t want to ask her about their age for obvious reasons, but I guessed that Elanora was twenty-one, but she was a bit more mature for her age.

“Avariels don’t age that quickly,” she said and winked.

“So you’re exactly like elves but with wings?”

She nodded eagerly and pushed the basket of bread to me and Gabriella. “Exactly.”

We started smearing our slices of bread with butter and slapped chunks of smoked meat on top. The bread tasted slightly different, a bit sweeter than what I was used to. “Do you use honey for the dough?” I asked and tried to figure out the sweet ingredient.

“We do,” she said and winked. “The oldest of us usually take care of the cooking. She’s like a magician when it comes to creativity and recipes.”

“It’s very tasty,” Gabriella admitted and kept nibbling on her bread. She ate like a bird, but I thought it was cute. I devoured the bread and the chunks of meat on top, tearing the flesh apart with my teeth. It was too satisfying to simply be nibbled on.

We chatted about various subjects till the basket was empty and we were full. Gabriella and Elanora spoke about some topics, and I learned that Elanora was fond of archery.

Then I felt an odd sensation in my blue wrist, a bit similar to when I’d claimed a new item or when Gabriella had been my loved one.

“What is it?” Gabriella questioned and interrupted their conversation when she noticed something was off with me.

“I don’t know, but I feel this weird sensation in my wrist, a slight pressure.”

“It could be because the new skill is manifesting,” she said.

I brought up my stats and fixed my eyes on the skills. “Widewing flying,” I read. “But the letters are blurry and weak.”

She nodded. “Once you’ve fully acquired the skill they’ll be stronger.”

“Cool,” I said and now saw how it was when a new skill was about to manifest.

“You truly are a quick learner,” Elanora said after taking a sip from the glass of milk.

“I still haven’t flown by myself yet,” I told her.

“You will soon,” she said and hinted at what was about to come.

I heard some shy footsteps approaching us, and I turned to the house where an avariel made her way toward us. With lustrous auburn hair, she had the widest hips of them all.

“Can I help you with the dishes?” she asked shyly and tried to make herself look as small as possible.

“How did you even know we were eating, let alone finished?” Elanora inquired, watching her closely.

“I just had to get something in the barn and saw you here.”

“Did Nadria tell you anything?”

“Maybe …” I noticed now she’d applied some lipstick and wore a revealing see-through dress with no bras on. Her boobs and stiffening nipples caught me by surprise, and so did her seductive eye contact.

Elanora also noticed her outfit and sighed. “Nira, please … he needs to concentrate when learning, and you know that.”

“But this isn’t a proper lesson,” she defended herself.

“Just take the dishes if you want,” Elanora said and sighed, “but don’t interrupt us.”

“Do you want anything else?” she asked me personally as she gathered the plates.

“I’m good, thank you.”

She beamed upon hearing my voice, and it was difficult staying focused when talking to her because of the revealing clothing she wore. She went back into the house, and I wondered if I would see them all at the end of the day. I exchanged glances again with Gabriella.

“So not only the angels are flirty,” I told her.

“No,” she said and giggled. “Most will be flirty with someone like you around.”

I couldn’t argue with that one since that’s what I’d noticed as well.

“Let’s take the final part of the test, shall we?” Elanora suggested.

I nodded and felt the excitement returning as I shifted my gaze to Phoenix who flew somewhere in the sky.

“I thought he would like a rest after flying with us,” I said.

“Not Phoenix,” she said. “He’s one of our strongest birds.”

Gabriella laid her hand on my shoulder, and I turned around to her. She wrapped her hands around my neck and hugged me and also made sure to wrap her wings around my back as well.

“Good luck,” she told me and held me a bit stronger than usual.

“Thank you,” I said and she broke off the hug with a kiss on my cheek. The sun was already sinking, but I figured it was still a couple of hours till night and plenty of time to master flying once and for all.

Elanora raised her whistle to her lips and blew. It emitted this lovely sound that soared up to the sky. “I’ll fly next to you first,” she said.

I nodded. “Granted.” I raised the whistle to my lips too and blew, emitting a sound that soared up to the sky and spread among the clouds and birds. I watched Phoenix, who immediately dived down and landed right in front of me. He watched me again with his curious and fierce gaze, narrowing his eyes and then licking me till his saliva dripped off my face.

Elanora’s widewing landed by her side too. She was a purple beauty, looking similar to Felicia but a bit bigger and slightly fiercer.

“Her name is Lidia,” she said and let Lidia lick her face. “She’s been with me since I was a little child.”

I could see the affection in both of their eyes. “She’s your favorite, eh?”

“Yes,” she said and scanned her eyes across the rest of her widewings. “I love them all, but there’s something special with Lidia.”

She twittered, and it was beautiful to listen to, but I preferred the strength of Phoenix’s crying instead. Elanora mounted her widewing, sitting upright and shook the hair from her shoulders, so it cascaded down her back.

“I’m ready when you are,” she said.

I set my foot on the stirrup and hoisted myself up on the saddle. I made sure I did it properly and didn’t squeeze my hips or try to move the reins, just holding onto them. We exchanged looks and her lips slid up to a grin. I understood now that she even wanted me to fly first. I yanked the reins and took off into the sky. Phoenix flapped his wings and cried louder than ever, rejoicing that I flew by myself and was about to master a new skill.

Being in complete control of Phoenix, I flew straight ahead, letting the winds whistle and winnow through my hair. I felt freedom and joy, even if the absence of holding onto a woman was slightly painful at first. Elanora caught up with me immediately and flew right next to me with Lidia.

“How does it feel?” she shouted at me.

My lips curled up to a smile and then widened to a grin. “It feels like a dream.”

She giggled. “It feels as if I’m dreaming as well. I’ve never seen anyone learn to fly so quickly.”

“Is this all there is to it?” I asked and took a turn to the right, descended in front of a cloud and ascended over one. I had never felt so many butterflies in my stomach as in this moment.

“For now,” she said. “But you can always get better … check this out.” She did a barrel roll, showing off some of her skills and then quickly flew right next to me again.

My eyes widened. “Awesome.”

“You just lean over to the side, but I wouldn’t recommend trying that yet.”

“I won’t,” I reassured her. “Just simply flying feels just as good.” It was this sense of freedom and independence I’d always dreamed of. I could just fly wherever I wanted and at the same time enjoy the gorgeous view of blue skies and white, fluffy clouds. Flying was simply amazing. I started laughing as I slightly plunged down for a bit, trying to experience zero gravity and then I flew back up. But despite how adventurously I was flying, Elanora followed me surprisingly well.

“Will you be flying on Phoenix for our date tomorrow?” Elanora asked and caught up with me.

“Of course,” I said and patted his friendly back. “Who else?”

“I don’t know. I was thinking if you had a cloud puff or something.”

“I do, but it pales in comparison to a widewing.”

“A cloud puff has its charm too,” she said.

It felt as if a bright light was glowing over me, like enlightenment. “I feel enlightened.”

“Check your stats when you land again,” Elanora said. “The skill of widewing flying has been manifested.”

“Right,” I said. I made a turn and approached the island again. I must have been hundreds of feet above it, but I caught an avariel flying up, and I fixed my eyes questioning who, because it didn’t seem like she was wearing any upper clothing. “Someone is approaching us … with very little clothing.”

“Where?” she questioned and turned her gaze down to the island. When she saw who I was looking at, she rolled her eyes. “That’s Nahria.”

“The same avariel who tried to flirt with me earlier?”

“No, another, she’s the shyest of us.”

“Doesn’t seem shy to me if she decided to fly up here topless.”

“She wants your attention, that’s why.”

She came flying up and squeezed herself between me and Elanora, twirling her long, glittery hair in her finger. “Uhm, Elanora, can you help me fill in some papers?”

“Was it that urgent that you had to fly up here without any bra on?” Elanora asked sternly.

“Why are you sounding so angry. I couldn’t find any.”

“You could have borrowed then.”

She glanced over at me, and I watched her full, young and jiggling boobs which made me drool. I leaned forward and wanted to see more, but at that moment, I lost balance and leaned too much to the side. Phoenix suddenly did a barrel roll. I fumbled my hands to get a grip of anything, but my feet slipped off the stirrups while I lost the grip of the reins.

“Fucking hell,” I cursed as I realized I was falling.

“Nahria, get out of the way!” Elanora shouted and quickly tried to reach me, but I fell like a stone and then came crashing down on the soft grass. Bones breaking, I saw only stars for a moment.

“Leo!” Gabriella shouted and her steps thundered across the grass. My vision was distorted, but Gabriella’s dark blonde hair lit up the surroundings, making me see her clearly.

I groaned and felt the sharpest pain shoot through my hip. I placed my hand there and knew something was broken as I continued to groan, and the pain refused to abate. Shortly after, I heard Elanora landing next to us.

“I will heal him,” Gabriella told Elanora. She started pulling off my clothes while I felt hot tears drip down my chest. I tried to help her as much as I could, moving my hands and trying to lift myself, but the pain was about to derail me. “Hang in there.”

I mumbled some incomprehensible words and honestly wanted to roll around. It was reassuring she could heal me, whatever that would mean. She pulled down my pants and trousers and my vision cleared further, but I didn’t like what I saw on her face, which was mostly grief.

“Gabriella …”

“Yes, Leo, give me a minute.”

“Are … you alright?” I asked her through gritted teeth.

She looked at me funny. “Don’t be silly now.”

“You are crying,” I pointed out.

She wiped her arm across her eyes and pulled down my shorts. She freed my cock and started jerking it as fast as possible. I leaned back and then felt her familiar tongue touch the tip and then her lips enveloping the head. My eyes widened and then she plunged my erection farther down her throat. The pain and suffering started abating, as I felt a warm, healing sensation radiate from her mouth to my cock and onward to my body.

I slumped my head back down as the sensation conquered the pain. I moaned and closed my eyes, but I could see and feel Gabriella heal me without any difficulties, caring for me with her wonderful touches and loving me like she’d done since I met her. She stuffed my rod deep into her throat and let me cum. I moaned again as a powerful orgasm swept over me, washing away any pain and grief for good.

I finally opened my eyes, and Gabriella watched me with clear hints of concern, but the first thing I did was to put pressure on my hip, which was tormenting me a minute ago.

“What … was that?” I questioned.

“The healing spell,” she said and walked on her knees up to my face, brushing her knuckles on my cheeks. “Are you alright now?”

“The pain … it just vanished.”

“Yes,” she said and sniffled.

“You aren’t hurt?” I asked her again, studying her face just to be sure. I felt bad for her when I saw her crying.

“No,” she said and smiled briefly as she understood I was healed. “I just … have a hard time seeing others in pain.” She rubbed her knuckles on my cheeks again. “Especially someone I love. I have strong feelings for you.”

“I have strong feelings for you too,” I said and maintained eye contact, knowing very well I could trust her no matter what. I slowly sat up on my butt and looked around, so instead of going to a doctor, you get a blowjob from a loved one. This sure was a paradise.

“Why are you laughing?” Gabriella asked me, folding my clothes and gave them to me, even helping me get dressed.

“Just a funny way you heal someone.”

“The spell of healing is one of the few spells I know of.”

“Why did you cry then?”

“Because this isn’t a spell I’ve ever tried on someone. It’s a spell most women are born with, but can only be used on the man you love or one of his love interests. I cried in case I would’ve failed and you would continue to squirm there in pain.”

“I see,” I said and took on my shirt and the rest of the clothes.

“Nahria! You know very well the rules that you don’t distract our students—no matter what!” Elanora gave her a good tongue-lashing. They were both inside the house, but I could hear both of them clearly.

“I just needed some help,” she wept and I felt bad for her. “I wasn’t trying to flirt with him.”

“Well, that help could’ve waited!” Elanora said and I believed I heard her stomping her foot down.

Worried, Gabriella exchanged glances with me. “I’m not so sure what she was trying to do, but she sounds sad and regretful for what she did.”

“I know,” I said and had never been a fan of raising my voice either.

Looking stressed, Elanora hurried out. She took my hands and watched me for any bruises or so. “Are you alright?”

“For now, yeah,” I said and gave her a reassuring smile.

“I’m so embarrassed. I’m so sorry. She shouldn’t have done that.”

“Please, calm down,” I told her and gestured with my hand for her to slow it down. “I don’t like blaming others for my own failure.”

Elanora arched an eyebrow. “You flew fine till she showed up.”

“It was my decision to look at her,” I defended myself. “I should’ve concentrated instead.”

“Can a young, handsome man like you concentrate on a pair of tits?” she asked. “If a vulture is hungry, dangling a bloody bird in front of its eyes will be distracting.”

She had a point that I couldn’t really argue with her about. “Either way, I will forgive her,” I said. “Please, be gentle on her.”

“I will take that into account,” she said and started thinking twice about her tongue-lashing, but at the same time, she looked a bit caught off guard.

“Thank you for being a good teacher,” I said and tried to brush that incident aside.

“You are welcome. And most importantly,” she said and her eyelashes fluttered, “don’t forget your part of the deal.”

I chuckled. “When are you free?”

“How about the day after tomorrow?” she said, placing her hand on her hip and tossing a lock of her red hair over her shoulder.

I exchanged glances with Gabriella.

“Why are you looking at me?” she asked.

“In case you had anything planned.”

She shook her head. “Nope, I might want to buy some seeds and plant some crops but we can do that tomorrow.”

I nodded and confirmed, “The day after tomorrow.”

“Since I taught you a valuable skill, it will be fair for me to choose where,” she said and laid out the conditions.

“Do you have anything romantic in mind?” I asked.

She smiled and again her dimples deepened. “I know of a hidden archipelago. We can shoot some arrows and perhaps go for a swim there.”

I already looked forward to this. “You might be a better flyer than me, but don’t think for a second you’re a better archer.”

“I’ll impress you one way or another.”

I brought up my map and she marked the islands. “Two-hour flight with a widewing,” I said. “I will leave early in the morning then, so we’ll have the day to ourselves.”

She wrapped her hands around my neck and embraced me. “Even if you’re a quick learner, fly safe.”

I caressed her slim back as she pressed her boobs closer to my chest. I felt her nipples which were like two pebbles, and I was yet again reminded of her revealing dress.

“Don’t worry about it, and don’t forget what I told you about Nahria. Let her know that I forgive her.”

She broke the hug and gave me a promising look. “I will … a kiss on the lips?” She just couldn’t resist the last desire, but I fulfilled it and pressed my lips on her heart-shaped, red lips, tasting sweeter than a cherry.

She licked her lips and stepped back as we blew our whistles. “You will fly next to me, right?” I asked Gabriella.

“Of course, I will,” Gabriella said as she mounted Felicia. We soared up again and flew away from the island. The sun was already setting, and we flew with the crimson sky right above us. It felt a bit different now that I flew by myself, but I still missed having my hands wrapped around Gabriella. Seagulls joined us, and we kept chatting about various topics. She admitted too that she missed having me behind her as well.

“After dinner,” I told her and flew as close to her as possible, “let’s fly around on my cloud puff … just cuddling and kissing.”

We exchanged smiles. “I’m already looking forward to it,” she said.

Phoenix cried and we continued our journey back home.
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Yawning and fully nude, Gabriella stood outside and rubbed the sleep from her eyes.

Feeling bad for her, I said, “You didn’t have to wake up at the same time as me.”

“But I want to hug you goodbye,” she said.

“I’ll be back in the evening,” I reminded her.

“A day without you will feel like an eternity.” She fell into my arms and buried her face in my shoulder. I caressed her nude back and watched the sun rising and casting its light over my island. She hadn’t found time to take her clothes on as she’d jumped out of her bed in order to reach me before I left.

Yesterday, we spent time at the market, buying seeds and some other farming equipment. She’d already started planting some of them but will continue today.

“You sure you have the means to stay busy?” I asked her.

“Uh-huh,” she said and held onto me a bit longer.

We had also spent yesterday practicing some more flying, but I had gotten a grip on it and learned a valuable lesson to stay focused no matter what. We broke the hug, but she resorted to kissing before parting.

“Brrr,” she said as goosebumps prickled along her honey-toned skin. “As soon as I don’t hold onto you any longer it’s freezing.”

“Get your clothes on.”

“I will,” she said and turned her gaze to the house. “But I will stand here and wave at you while you leave.”

“You’re the cutest.”

“You are,” she insisted.

I turned my gaze to Phoenix and set my foot on the stirrup and swung my left leg over his back. I yanked the reins, and he spread his long, powerful wings and ascended to the sky. I leaned slightly forward and flew away. I turned around for a second, and she still stood there, waving at me. I waved back and then turned my gaze to the archipelago and my date with Elanora.




I followed the map fairly well and arrived there soon enough. It was exactly as she’d described it: an archipelago consisting of several small and big islands. They were mostly forested, but I also caught sight of these strange bridges of water connecting some of the islands. Elanora was already there circling over the islands with Lidia and a quiver on her back. She caught sight of me immediately and waved her hand.

“Long flight?” she asked without a trace of morning voice.

“Kind of,” I said and returned her smile.

“I told Nahria that you forgave her,” she started. “She didn’t want to speak to me for most of the time, but then started asking if you wanted to know anything more about her.”

“I see,” I said and felt elated that she’d said what I wanted her to say. “I just hope you’ll remain on friendly terms.”

“We are,” she said. “But there’s always drama in households like that.”

“I can imagine,” I said and then jerked my head at the islands, wanting to move our attention elsewhere than drama. “It’s gorgeous … and quite massive.”

“If they were connected it would be one of the biggest islands of Skyda,” she said proudly. “Yet, not many know about this.”

“How come?”

“Hidden,” she said with a grin. “Let’s descend … and I’ll show you.”

We landed on a patch of grass and when I stood there, I noticed the trees were of a type I’d never seen before in my life. The trunk was quite thick and the leaves were wide but not so bountiful.

“The trees already caught my eye.”

“Just wait till we’ll explore the rest of the island,” she said. She attached a basket to Lidia’s leg. “I brought some utensils and food, so we can eat together.”

“Will the basket be safe with her?”

She nodded eagerly. “So long Phoenix and her don’t flirt too much. They were already lovers before, so seeing us two will just make them bond more.” She gave a hand signal that her widewing could fly, but instead she hurried over to phoenix, and they started twittering together.

“Do you want to hold hands?” she asked.

I extended my hand to her and took it. We gave it a squeeze at the same time and then exchanged glances. I felt sparks, and it was exactly the same as when I had met Gabriella.

“Don’t you just love the sound of rustling leaves?” she said as we sauntered deeper into the forest, under the canopy and shade. We stood still for a moment and closed our eyes to listen, and it sure was a lovely sound, one that had unfortunately been absent during most of my past life.

“I love it,” I said. “And it feels even more magical when I’m holding your hand.”

“It was a difficult day yesterday.”

“Why?”

“Because I didn’t do anything else besides thinking about you,” she admitted with a hand over her chest.

“You are exaggerating,” I said, but the look in her eyes didn’t lie.

“I’m not,” she said softly and I believed her then. “Like were you born here, or are you a complete foreigner? Everything about you is so intriguing, yet you are so powerful … and handsome.” She seductively added the handsome at end, a smile dancing across her lips.

“I’ve been told that a lot already,” I said and decided to answer her questions one by one.

“A sneaky way to evade my question,” she said and prodded deeper, and I knew she wouldn’t let go of my hand till she had gotten her answers.

It felt quite good to be special and loved, having genuine attention aimed at me instead of all the fakeness I endured over on Earth. “I was about to answer you.”

“Well,” she said and rubbed her thumb along the surface of my hand. “I’m waiting.”

“A complete foreigner.”

“I suspected so,” she said and watched me closely. “You are … too different.”

“In what way?”

“No man here would be sympathetic to another woman,” she said. “The way you told me not to shout at Nahria, and no man would either learn so quickly.”

“That’s why I caught you off guard when I told you to forgive her?” I asked.

She nodded eagerly. “Now tell me more, because it doesn’t make sense that a Valkyrie would have gifted you many skills or abilities since you are a complete foreigner.”

“Right,” I said, and we continued to walk around for a bit. “A Valkyrie named Sofia brought me here after I died. I talked about this with Gabriella too, and she suspected it had to do with me declining her offer of body alterations, abilities or skills. I just wanted to look how I looked like without the stress and illnesses that plagued me on Earth.”

“So you just wanted to be yourself again?” she asked and gave me a funny look.

I nodded. “And apparently, she admired me for my lack of greed and gifted me with certain skills and abilities anyway.”

“I see,” she said. “That makes sense … but even that is also unusual for a man.”

“Well, when you have been at the very bottom, just coming back up to the surface is a relief. You don’t care about going to heaven … or Paradise.”

“I understand. How did you die?”

“I really don’t know,” I said. “Some stress-related illness which made my heart stop functioning.”

“That sounds awful,” she said. “I know what stress is, but it’s quite rare here.”

“Yeah, this world is quite different.”

“But what do you think of Paradise so far … judging by how you behave you can’t have been here for long.”

“Not more than a week, but I’m already in love. My island, Gabriella and the way of life here. Being able to defend myself without getting punished by a third party, knowing that a woman will be loyal if she’s my lover and knowing I can retaliate if someone decides to steal something.”

“How else is it supposed to be?” she asked and halted in her tracks.

I saw now why it sounded strange to her. “Too dark of a subject.”

“I agree, let’s keep it light.”

“By the way, I’m just talking about myself,” I said and cast a glance at her. “Why don’t you tell me more about you?”

“Oh,” she said, her cheeks pinkening slightly. “I’m not so sure where I’m supposed to start.”

“Did I catch you off guard with that question?”

“A little, so many women but not everyone gets paid attention to.”

“You are a bit fiercer than Gabriella I’ve noticed.”

“It’s a common trait for us avariels … don’t mistake us for strong men though. We have our soft and pink spots too.” That made me look at her breasts and between her legs, and I had no doubt about that.

“The perfect mixture,” I said.

“Yeah …. Well, I work a lot. I always want to make sure the school is up and running well, which will also be my excuse for why I got angry at Nahria.”

“I see where you’re coming from,” I said and thought a bit longer since I already saw some similarities between us. “How were you raised?”

“I was raised to work and always be on guard. When I say always be on guard, I mean literally. We come from the outskirts of Skyda. It’s a bit of a wilderness, and since I was a child, my parents taught me how to use a bow and fly on a widewing, chasing thieves to be precise,” she said, showing few emotions as she told this part. “I believe my parents might have been a bit paranoid, but they taught me hard work will always pay off. I wanted to see more of the world and didn’t want to work for my parents for the rest of my life, so I parted and opened up the flying school with a couple of my friends. Even if it’s fun working with a bunch of women … you sometimes crave a stronger touch.”

“Interesting,” I said and looked at her a bit longer than usual. “That’s how I was raised too. Told to spend all my time in school, working my ass off to get good grades, only to start a company which would bleed me dry.”

“Were your parents paranoid?” she asked.

“They were.” I nodded and felt the unity. “Interesting that people from so different places can yet be so similar.”

“Yeah,” she said. “We need to work, don’t get me wrong, but I’ve always thought there needs to be a balance.”

“I agree. It’s why I love Gabriella so much and her preaching of being gentle on myself. She’s the antidote to stress.”

“She’s soft though. She also needs a strong man to take care of her.”

“And I will defend her at all costs,” I swore.

“No wonder you love each other,” she said and I caught a little hint of jealousy.

“What made you decide to teach, were your parents also teachers or what were you defending, to begin with?”

“Uh-uh,” she said and shook her head. “They weren’t teachers, but they made a living out of crafting bows and arrows, and the material is rare and hard to cultivate. I fell in love with teaching since it gave me an important role. I had the attention of someone, and it felt quite empowering.”

“Your parents didn’t neglect you, did they?”

“No, but sometimes I wished they could spend more time with me instead of just working.”

That sounded like the same situation I’d found myself in, but I didn’t want to prod any deeper if that was emotional territory for her. “I always felt the same too with my parents … and not just my parents but even myself. But even here, I still think of stuff to do. Gabriella told me to think of it as just living instead of chores. I have an inkling of what she meant, but I haven’t fully grasped her words.”

“I also see what she’s saying,” Elanora said. “But I’m not sure if I truly understand it either.”

I suddenly tripped, or that’s what I thought, but I fell right down with the endless ocean under my feet. I gasped and quickly scrambled for my whistle, but Elanora just chuckled and then flapped her wings, cushioning the fall till we hovered in the hair with the islands above us.

“Were you scared?” she asked with a grin on her face. She had her hands under my arms and pushed my body closer to hers, our noses almost touching.

“A little,” I admitted and swallowed hard. “Hey, don’t judge me. I’m still new to this world.”

“Don’t worry,” she said and hovered around for a bit longer than usual. “Didn’t you see the drop?”

“No,” I admitted and shook my head. “Everything about this place is so distracting. Your beauty too.”

Her red hair streamed behind her, and when I complimented her beauty, she smiled. “I’m not nude,” she said softly.

Feeling her breath as she was so close to me, it was hard to concentrate on anything. “There’s more to beauty than flesh,” I said and knew this from my own experience. “My former lover was beautiful on the outside but rotten on the inside. You and Gabriella are the types of beauty I’ve never encountered in my life before. You are both beautiful on the inside and outside.”

Her eyes softened. “No one has ever said that to me.”

“But it’s true,” I said.

She started flapping her wings, never breaking eye contact.

“Careful, so we don’t hit the island now.”

She giggled. “Your beauty is distracting.”

We landed on top again on the other island. I turned and looked at the gap, scratching my neck wondering how I didn’t see that to begin with.

“Maybe I should select my cloud puff.”

“Why?” she asked and held onto my hand. “I can carry you over.”

“Don’t surprise me again.”

“Hey, you aren’t the only one who can gloss over things. I was about to fly up to the island while looking at you.”

“We’ll help each other out.”

“Yeah,” she said, and we continued onward across the islands.

“I wonder how it would feel to have wings.”

“It’s like a pair of extra arms on your back, but they can make you fly.”

“Good enough explanation for me.”

She giggled. “You can theorize anything but practically, it will be different.”

“I agree. I’m not so sure if there’s anything more boring than leafing through an instruction manual.”

“I’m also not an avid reader,” she said. “Come to think of it, you can also be gifted wings.”

I arched an eyebrow and my heart skipped a beat. “What … by a Valkyrie?”

“No,” she said. “By a great fairy.”

I looked at her. “I’m still new, but I can’t say I’ve heard of great fairies.”

“I will happily explain,” she said and looked genuinely excited as we kept the conversation flowing. “Great fairies are, well, great fairies, they can give you abilities, but it always involves giving something to them.”

“And what do they usually want?”

She looked at me and her lips slid into a lustful grin. “Well in your case it will certainly involve some pleasurable activities.”

“Oh,” I said and chuckled. “That sounds too good to be true.”

“Well, it will be too good to be true to have a man like you standing on their threshold,” she pointed out.

“How many races are there in this world and how do they differ?” I asked as my mind started wandering.

“You have many, but I can only say those I know of. Paradise is a vast place and Skyda is only a small part of it. But you have angels who love to cuddle and play with their instruments. The avariels are like me, a bit swifter and more in shape, and we also have a thing for archery. Then you have dwarves who have a fetish for smiths and swords, although they certainly know their crafts. Fairies who know spells and magic like no other races out there. Then you also have certain subraces like the great fairies, elves, humans and so on.”

“Interesting,” I said. “But Gabriella performed the spell of healing yesterday, and I also have a spell section in my stats.”

“Yes, because you are powerful,” she said and giggled. “But all of us do have those sections as well, but certain skills and such are more ingrained in our culture. I mean, I guess I could make a sword, but it won’t be anywhere near as well built as one which was made by a dwarf.”

“Why?” I asked.

She chuckled and looked at me, questioning whether I was serious or not. She raised her small and cute hand. “Do I look like a muscular lady to you?”

“Didn’t think about that.”

“Fairies are magical in every way since they can be super creative with their spells.”

“I saw some yesterday, but there weren’t many of them.”

“It’s because they can be a bit mysterious and shy, even shyer than angels.”

“What about animals?” I asked. “Widewings must have been the coolest species I’ve seen so far.” Wondering what Phoenix was up to, I looked around, but the canopy covered the sky.

“If you think widewings are cool then you should hear about dragons.”

My eyes lit up. “You have dragons here?”

She nodded. “Yeah, one of the biggest species out there.”

“Where are they?”

“I forgot to mention one of the rarest too,” she said. “There aren’t really any dragons in Skyda, but you have to travel farther south to the Rocky Mountains. The females are known to breathe ice and the males can breathe fire.”

“I have a lot to learn,” I said, and we halted in our tracks. It was another gap and ahead of us, I saw orchards with shiny, red apples.

“Are you hungry?” she asked me.

“A little but those look delicious either way.”

She went behind me and slid her hands under my arms. I yielded to her grip, and she flew with me over to the other island.

“You weren’t sincere that you weren’t strong enough to make good swords,” I said.

She chuckled. “I was … without my wings, I wouldn’t be able to lift you an inch above the ground.”

“Strong wings then,” I flattered her.

We approached the orchards which grew wide apart from each other. As the winds winnowed through the twigs and branches, the apples dangled innocently, waiting to be eaten. It wasn’t just the apples that shined but also the thick, knee-length grass.

“Pick one for me and I will pick one for you,” she said.

I searched around for the finest and saw one that was shining like a ruby. I extended my hand to it and then bumped into hers. We exchanged glances, and yet again I felt the sparks between us. I then quickly snatched it and dropped it in her hand.

“It’s yours,” I said.

“I was about to give it to you,” she said and crossed her arms under her breasts and pushed them up ever so slightly.

“Choose the second prettiest.”

She spent a minute flying around the tree, and I stepped back and listened to her flapping wings and watched in amazement as she flew around. Her hair flowed down her back, and at the same time, the wind lifted the corner of her dress, revealing more skin. I saw the outskirts of her panties and wondered what kind of hidden gem she hid under her garment.

“I can’t find any,” she complained.

“I see plenty,” I said and had to drag my eyes away from her.

“No,” she chuckled. “You’re just watching me.”

Women sure noticed more than I thought. “Just choose one.”

“Alright then,” she yielded and picked one that was almost equally as shiny as the one I’d picked her. “Catch.” She tossed it to me, and I caught it perfectly in my hand. It didn’t look much different than the one I’d picked her.

We sat down on the grass, inching our hips closer to each other while we enjoyed the apples. As soon as my teeth sank into the fruit flesh, the perfect mixture of sourness and sweetness exploded in my mouth, and the juices kept flooding as I continued to eat.

I glanced down at the apple. “This must be the tastiest apple I’ve ever eaten.”

“They are delicious,” she confirmed. “Why don’t we let each other have a taste of each other’s?”

We swapped them for a second, and I took a bite. I honestly couldn’t taste much difference. “They taste about the same.”

We swapped them back but she disagreed. “Mine was slightly sweeter.”

“Taste is subjective though. I enjoyed them equally.”

We planted our hands behind us as we leaned back. The sun steadily climbed over the trees, and the sunshine caressed our skin. We squinted but then our eyes trailed to each other, and she grinned and tugged the collar of my shirt.

“Isn’t it getting a bit hot with a shirt on?”

“Only if it’s getting a bit too hot for you.”

“I can take off mine if you take off yours.”

“An offer hard to resist,” I said and was about to pull my shirt over my head.

“Actually,” she said and stopped me right when I was about to pull my shirt clear. “I changed my mind. Let’s play a game my friends and I used to play.”

“Tell me about it,” I said and pulled the shirt back on.

“We’ll aim for targets, if one hits and the other misses, the other one must undress.”

“Who ends up winning?”

“The one who ends up nude—loses.”

I laughed. “Do you have any games up here that are non-erotic?”

“Yeah, but those are for children,” she said and waved her hand dismissively.

I selected my quiver and bow, hoisting my quiver on my back and she did the same.

“Ladies first,” I said and moved aside.

“The tree I’m pointing at all the way in the middle,” she said. It was a tree about three hundred feet away, and it was a bit smaller than the others, so there weren’t so many dangling red apples. “Any apple counts.”

“Go for it,” I said.

She skillfully reached for an arrow in her quiver, catching the fletch with her index and pointy finger. Lifting it and nocking it on the string, she drew till the bow bent, and closed her left eye, aiming. She let go and fired, and the very next second, the arrow split the apple in two and the pieces fell. She turned to me and waggled her eyebrows.

“Beat that.”

I didn’t stand as close to where she’d stood, but I didn’t need to get any closer. I reached into the quiver as if I’d done this a million times before and nocked the arrow. I didn’t even use a second to aim when I let go. The following second, the arrow pierced right through the apple.

I turned to her, and she wasn’t so cocky any longer. “A draw,” she said, her lips tightening into a line.

“Good luck getting my clothes off.”

She grinned. “Keep your luck for yourself.”

I shrugged. “If you say so.”

“Your turn.”

I scanned my eyes, and they landed on an apple tree standing all the way at the end of the island. “All the way to the end.”

“Which one?”

I picked up an arrow and nocked it on the string, firing so quickly that the arrow whistled and struck an apple. “That one.”

She muttered something inaudible, but I already saw she was slightly doubting herself. The apples looked like little jewels from this distance, and I would admire her skill if she managed to strike one. She took aim and closed her left eye, firing the next second and striking the trunk instead.

She lowered her bow. “That’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair?”

“Your skills,” she said and stuck her tongue out, and it seemed she had a little bit more growing up to do.

“A garment,” I said and crossed my arms. “I’m waiting.”

She took off her dress, letting her stand there in only a pair of bra, panties and stockings. I gawked at her flesh and felt a strong craving like never before. Her toned waist and bubbly, compact butt got my attention. She also had a scar on her thigh, but it just made her look sexier. I understood now it would be more difficult as we proceeded since her body truly was a work of art.

“Your turn,” I said and dragged my eyes off her.

“I will arrange some things,” she said. She picked off two apples from a tree, turned around and flew to another island, placing them side by side on top of a boulder. It was about the same distance as the tree I had just struck. She came flying back with a flirtish look on her face. “You can be a bit creative if you want.”

I just shrugged. It didn’t look challenging at all, and her only weapon to beat me was her gorgeous body. She took aim, drew her arrow and fired. She split the apple and stepped aside. Again, I didn’t spend more than a second aiming and struck the apple as well. She gnashed her teeth and was probably afraid to admit she would most likely lose.

We continued, and I raised the bar, throwing her two apples and pointing at the branch of a tree on another island. We had to shout to each other to point out which one, and when she came flying back, she gave me a look.

“You can’t shoot an apple from that distance,” she insisted and looked at me as if I were dumb.

“Watch,” I said and narrowed my eyes. Spending a little bit more than a second to aim, I let go but struck the apple nevertheless. Elanora dropped her jaw and then turned to me.

“I can barely even see it!”

“And I sure can see what will unfold when you miss.”

She tried aiming for more than a minute and then let go. She missed but hit the branch instead, so I probably shouldn’t be that cocky.

“No … I was so close!” she said with hints of agony

“Hey,” I said, grinning victoriously while pointing at her chest. “You owe me a bra.”

She turned her eyes to me, giving me a demure smile. “This probably wasn’t the best idea.”

“So far I’m not complaining,” I said.

She fumbled behind her back and muttered something in frustration. “Sorry, give me a second here.” Her bra finally fell, and her boobs spilled free from her confines. My eyes widened upon seeing her perfect teardrops with nipples and areola pink as ripe strawberries. Even if I tried to hide it as well as possible, I must admit, it wasn’t easy to stay focused as a topless avariel stood next to me and kept throwing seductive glances at me.

She chose the next spot, not as far-fetched as I’d gone for, but farther away than her prior move. Both of us struck the target, but my arrow didn’t hit in the middle, unlike the other times.

“I can’t believe it!” she shouted. “You almost missed.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Yeah, you did!” She got in front of me and teased me with her breasts, shaking her upper body so they jiggled too, and it wasn’t only difficult keeping eye contact now, but also staying focused on the task at hand. If I wanted more clothes coming off her body, I better concentrate.

I picked a similar spot as last time, and again it was difficult for her to know which branch I wanted the apples on.

“Come on, not a bit closer?” she complained.

“No,” I said firmly. I wanted her stockings off, so it was only her panties left.

She came flying back with her arms crossed against her chest. “But that’s impossible.”

I shook my head, and even if she tried to stay close to me and flash her tits, it took me two seconds to aim. I let go and fired, striking the apple.

She gnashed her teeth. “I hate losing.”

“It isn’t over yet,” I said.

She tried to aim and was dangerously close, striking the branch again so the apple fell down. “Oh, come on, that should count as a strike.”

“No, it shouldn’t,” I said and pointed at her stockings. “Don’t be a sore loser now.”

“You still have a garment left,” she said and reluctantly rolled down her stockings. I then noticed that her purple panties had a small, dark patch right in the middle where a sweet heavenly scent came from.

“Your legs,” I said and saw her hips and thighs for the first time.

“Quite athletic, aren’t they?” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“Distracting too.”

“Do you want to touch them?”

I was about to but then reminded myself there was one garment left. I couldn’t mess around.

“When I’ve won,” I said firmly.

“A little touch won’t hurt,” she said and made sure to spread her hair over her tits, making her look purer and sexier.

“Maybe not,” I said and yielded, placing my hands on the swelling backside and sliding them up her narrowing waist and stopping at her delicious teardrops. I fondled them right there, gawking at the softness. I then slowly slid them down to her compact and bubbly butt, wanting to rip off her panties and reach deeper.

“Why don’t you squeeze my butt for a little?” she asked while twirling her hair on her finger.

And her desire hardened my cock, so I couldn’t get that sexy avariel out of my mind. I sank my fingers into her buns and knew immediately what else I would want to sink in behind there.

“Are we still playing this game?” I asked.

“We are,” she said seductively and broke herself free from me. She flew away to a spot she knew she wouldn’t miss and flew back with only a pair of panties left. While flying, she looked sexier than ever. She landed right next to me, fully nude and aiming her loaded bow. I just fell for her more. She let go and struck the apple and made room for me.

“Good luck,” she said coquettishly.

I aimed, but it was hard to focus. My thoughts kept altering between the apple and her breasts. When I let go, I didn’t strike the apple. The arrow skimmed past it, but it fell to the ground instead. She rejoiced, jumping with her fists aimed at the sky.

“Your shirt please.”

It was slightly humiliating, but I took off my shirt, and now she started drooling over me too. “You happy now?”

“Not until you’re nude,” she said.

I gave her another ‘impossible’ place, and even though she tried to make herself look good, I focused fully and struck the apple, but I was close to missing. I sighed in relief, and judging by her last three shots, I found it hard to believe she would strike it. I moved aside, and I could see how she ground her teeth and cursed under her breath. 

“What are you looking at?” she asked.

“Your panties since they’ll soon come off,” I said and chuckled.

She aimed for more than a couple of minutes, let go and watched as if the arrow flew in slow motion. This time it wasn’t even close, and it struck some tree in the background. She sighed and her hands slumped down when she realized it was over.

“It’s not fair that you picked impossible places,” she said and crossed her arms under her chest and couldn’t resist lifting them.

I watched her closely. “Why do I have a feeling you missed on purpose?”

“Hey, I would never do that,” she said. “I’m competitive when it comes to archery.”

“You were close the other two times,” I said and watched her closely.

“Yeah, but the last one was far-fetched.”

“Props to you, since if it would’ve been a thief, she would’ve been as good as dead.”

She smiled at the compliment. “I wanted your clothes off just as badly, keep that in mind.”

“Well, you’ve been defeated, so you know what that means.”

The patch on her panties had just gotten wider after I’d taken off my shirt. She glanced up at me as she placed her little fingers on the waistband and rolled down her panties. She revealed the sexiest, thin, red pubic hair I’d ever seen, and what followed was a puffy, leaking pussy. I could even see the reflection of the sun on her shimmering fruit.

I grinned victoriously, and she enjoyed it that I gave her the attention she deserved.

“A true beauty,” I mumbled under my breath and drank in the sight of her as she stood there fully nude.

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks pinkening on her white cheeks. “I’m a good archer too.”

“You are,” I admitted.

“Not as good as you though,” she said with a quirky smile.

I wiped my brow, and I wasn’t sure if the heat came from her or the sun. “I would die for a swim.”

“They have a lake here,” she said and twirled her hair on her finger, trying to cover up her body with parts of her hair. The sun started lowering, and I noticed how fast time moved when spent in joy, unlike the endless days at work which felt like an eternity.

“Why don’t you take me there?”

“Sure,” she said, picking up her clothes and pushing them into my hands. “But don’t drop them.”

“I won’t,” I said. I stored my quiver and bow back in my item bag, and she slid her little hands under my arms and pushed her nude body against my back with a giggle.

“If you only knew how good that feels,” I said.

She kissed my neck, making me notice that her lips were equally as wet as the lips between her legs. “This feels just as enjoyable for me.”

She flew with me over a couple of islands and then over a few bridging rivers. Rainbows arched over the spraying water and butterflies fluttered around them.

“Those rivers that connect the islands look stunning.”

“They are,” she said. “They all lead to the lake in the middle.”

I saw again how massive these islands were and probably could have been a forest if they were all connected instead of separated. I saw the shimmering lake, so bright it almost dazzled my eyes. She dropped me off right by the edge, but she still held onto me. “I really don’t want to let go of you.”

“We can cuddle in the water,” I promised her.

She tugged my pants. “But you are wearing some annoying clothes.”

“What? Do you think I would let you stand there nude while I go around with my clothes on?”

“I don’t know. You beat me though.”

I unbuckled my belt and started pulling down my pants, which was a struggle since my erection poked against the zipper. “But the game is over now.”

“Did you like it?”

“I did … but would be fun with more players.”

“So you can see some more boobs?”

I grinned and then pulled down my underwear. My erection snapped back up, and there I lost all hope to keep eye contact with her. “Exactly.”

“Sorry,” she said, giggling. “It’s the first time I’ve ever seen one …. Can I touch it?”

“Sure,” I said.

She curiously touched my erection with her small, curious fingers. She touched me a bit harder than Gabriella and tried to pull down the foreskin in order to watch the tip. “It looks quite sexy.”

I reached between her legs and touched her too. Just one swipe with my finger and the honey was smeared all the way to my wrist. I tasted it and it was divine. It started getting quite hot, especially as the sun baked our skins.

“Should we hop in?” I suggested. “We might as well touch each other in the water.”

“Sure,” she said and reluctantly let go of my cock. We went to the edge of the lake. The water was so crystal clear that I could see the bed dotted with shells and other gems. I was about to dip my toe in, but then she pushed me in, so I plunged into the water. I quickly swam up to the surface and shook the water from my face, giving her a look as she slapped her thigh and laughed. “Gotcha!”

I splashed a wave of water at her, getting her wetter than she already was. She shrieked but then jumped in instead, swimming back up to me and watching me carefully in case I was mad.

“You aren’t mad are you?” she asked, making herself appear tiny and innocent.

I said, “Impossible to be mad when living in a world like this.”

She wrapped her hands around my neck, and even if she kept her tits underwater, they appeared and reappeared as the water rippled. “Gosh, this water is warm,” she said. She nuzzled her head into my shoulder, and I swam around with her interlocked in my arms.

“Despite working,” I said and tried to keep a conversation going even if we were going down an intimate path, “what are your favorite hobbies?”

She moved her finger to her lower lip. “Archery, flying and exploring, or just simply taking care of our widewings. It isn’t really much else than that.”

“Such a peaceful life.”

“But inadequate without a man,” she said and looked at me longer and harder.

“Teaching never was your hobby?” I questioned.

“I’ve always enjoyed teaching, but as a teacher … I’ve always wanted someone superior to me … someone who can defend and teach me stuff too. I never found such a man … until now.”

“I might be superior in certain aspects,” I admitted, “but I’m not overall superior to you or Gabriella.”

“Why do you bring up Gabriella?”

“It feels like I’m about to love you the same way I love her.”

Her nipples instantly turned to pebbles, and she rearranged her feet, so she could press her fruit against my knee, rubbing it slightly. “You are such a foreigner … such an attractive foreigner. I want you so badly—”

I placed my finger over her lips and kissed her instead. After our lips had touched, and we felt each other’s breaths flowing, we pressed them together again. My hand snaked across her back and skimmed her quivering wings. My cock hardened between us, as not just our kiss deepened but also my desire for her.

We broke the kiss as a string of saliva stretched from lip to lip. We kept eye contact, me staring and falling into her green glittering eyes.

“What it feels so different to kiss a man,” she said, melting in my arms, her heart pounding louder. “So much stronger.” Her voice fell to a whisper.

“There are stronger things than my lips,” I said and felt again my painful erection throb against her slim waist. I also touched her butt and thighs, rubbing my thumb along her sexy scar.

Her eyes lit up, and she snaked her hands between us and touched the head of my cock. “This?”

I nodded.

Her lips slid up into a grin. “Just touching it makes me hungry.”

“Should we get something to eat?” I suggested.

“I was talking about a different hunger,” she said and chuckled.

“I know.” It felt a bit torturous to let go of her, and I wasn’t what she had in mind. When I’d first seen her on this island, I hadn’t paid much attention to the basket, just herself.

We started swimming up to shore, climbing up the edge and making our way back to our clothes. The sun was about to descend behind the trees, making it slightly cooler. She raised the whistle to her lips and called on Lidia, who came descending from the sky with the basket still attached to her leg. She untied the knot and placed it on the grass while Lidia licked her face.

“What have you been up to?”

Lidia twittered and flapped her wings. I had no idea what that meant since they did that all the time.

“You’ve been with Phoenix, I see,” Elanora said, and we heard him cry out shortly after, circling the island like a hawk. “I won’t burden you any longer, fly with him if you wish.” And she soared up the next second.

“Can I bring something?” I asked her while she was sitting on her haunches and brought some plates and a pot.

“Some stones,” she said and pushed her wet, red hair behind her ears. I found some at the end of the island and loaded up several stones in my arms and gently laid them next to her. Her eyes widened at the load, and then she looked back up at me and my bulging muscles.

“Wasn’t that heavy?”

“As heavy as a leaf,” I said and sat down on my haunches. “What are you going to do with them?”

“Make a circle so we don’t light the island on fire.”

“Good idea,” I said and shuddered at the thought of seeing this precious place go up in smoke. I spread them apart as she went and filled the pot with water. She chopped up the meat and vegetables and stuffed them in the pot. I watched the sticks she’d stacked on top of each other and some husk at the bottom. She placed the pot on top and then stuck her finger out, so a burst of fire shot out from the tip.

“Cool,” I said.

“It’s just a simple spell,” she said and looked at me funny.

“Still cool, no such thing from where I come from.”

We huddled up closer to each other, sitting hip to hip and shoulder against shoulder. “Uhm, you said something about loving me equally as Gabriella?”

“Yeah,” I said and draped my hand over her shoulder. “What about it?”

“What did you mean exactly?” she asked and looked optimistically at me.

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know … that’s why I’m asking,” she said and giggled.

“Why don’t you take a break from all that teaching?” I suggested.

“But I can’t,” she said and sighed. “I have to keep the place running, and we need to be fed.”

“Let your coworkers take over,” I said. “There’s plenty of space for you on my island.”

Her eyes twinkled with hope and excitement. “If you want me to.”

“I do,” I said. “Tonight, come over and see if you like it, if not, you can just return tomorrow anyway.”

She beamed and clung to my arm, but something suppressed her smile for a second. “I’m just not so sure what I’ll tell the other avariels.”

“They should understand,” I said. “They can’t deprive you of something you truly want.”

“Not that, but they certainly will be jealous.”

“Gabriella experienced something similar,” I told her. “But she recovered …. We have each other now.”

“How’s the island?” she asked.

“It’s nice and quiet. There’s a hill, woods, pasture and a stream.”

“I’m falling in love already,” she said. “Will you hunt with me?”

“Of course,” I said.

“I also want you to teach me a thing or two about archery,” she said submissively.

I looked at her oddly. “Were you lowering your voice on purpose?”

“Yes,” she said. “I didn’t think I would ever say such a thing to another man.”

“It’s alright,” I said and patted her back. “We all learn from each other.”

“I guess you’re right,” she said. “I just never thought I would meet someone more skilled than I.”

The steam rose in front of our eyes and the pot boiled. The scents of meat and vegetables spread in the air and eventually, she moved the pot aside, and we started filling our bowls. The sun descended behind the island, and what was left was a clear, blue sky and warm air.

Fully nude, we sat there and started eating. It reminded me of something you would eat in the wilderness rather than something at home. It just tasted fresher and also better when eating out on an island like this.

“Do you like it?” she asked and dabbed a napkin to her lips.

With stew spilled over my chest and fingers, I poured a second bowl and looked at her funnily. “It’s delicious … and this setting enhances the taste.”

“I’m honored. Cooking isn’t my strongest side.”

“Even if it was average,” I said, “just having someone make something for you should always be appreciated.”

“If only the other avariels had the same mentality,” she said with a sigh.

“Another reason to come with us,” I told her.

“You’re right,” she said and the sigh disappeared.

We continued eating, finishing the bowl and resting for a bit. We talked about various topics about how we’d grown up. She’d lived through the same stressors as I had. The pressure of constantly delivering and living up to something, and it didn’t seem like either of us had relaxed very well.

She took the dishes with the help of the lake water and packed her basket. “Is your bed big enough?”

I chuckled. “You’ll see.”

She smiled and rose with the basket in her hand, her locks cascading down her shoulders. She raised the whistle to her lips, and I did so simultaneously as she did. Our widewings descended from the sky at the same time.

I placed my right foot on the stirrup and hoisted myself up. “Now it will be your turn to follow me,” I said and winked.

“I will give you some advice on the way,” she said and winked at me back.

We yanked the reins, soared up to the sky and made our way to my island.




My hair streaming behind my back, I looked across the dimly lit evening as I saw my island ahead of me.

“We’ve arrived,” I said. In our direction, stars already started dotting the sky, glimmering and blinking into existence while at the same time, the crimson sky was behind our backs.

“I still can’t see it,” Elanora said. She’d flown next to me as close as possible, giving me tips on the way and how to perform some quick maneuvers. I didn’t mind, and it was cute to see that she couldn’t let go of the teaching aspect.

“A little bit longer and you’ll see it.”

We flew for a few more minutes, which told a lot about the superiority of my vision. Her eyebrows shot up her forehead as she saw the island.

“What a big island.”

“When I first arrived here, I wasn’t sure whether it was big or not.”

“But it must have caught you off guard.”

“Yes, but not because it was big, but because it was hovering in the air.”

Gabriella stood in the garden and fed Felicia. Felicia flapped her wings and started chirping suddenly, and Gabriella shifted her gaze to us. She waved her hand, and I even saw her bright smile from this distance.

We landed in the garden. Dismounting, I gave Gabriella a hug, and she pressed her soft body against mine so hard as if I had been away for ages.

“I can already tell it went well,” she said and giggled. I drew in a deep breath, and even if I hadn’t been with her for more than twelve hours, I had missed her voice and rosy scent.

“It did,” I said. “What have you been up to?”

“I tilled the soil and planted some seeds … but I’ve been thinking about you … quite a lot.” Her cheeks reddened.

“You look guilty?”

“No, I just wanted that out of my chest.”

“I see,” I said. “I’m not going to let Elanora hang for too long.”

We broke the hug and I let Elanora hug Gabriella.

“Hi,” Elanora said again and fell into her arms.

“Welcome,” she greeted her with a smile. “So, first impressions?”

They broke the hug, and Elanora looked around. “It’s gorgeous,” she said in awe. She fixed her eyes on the felled tree and sat down on her haunches to examine it. “Did you fell this?”

“I did … not the biggest deal for me exactly,” I said and turned my gaze to Gabriella. “She, on the other hand, had a blast watching me.”

Gabriella’s blush spread like wildfire, engulfing both her cheeks. “I was only watching a little.”

Elanora rose and looked around, letting her hair and feathers flutter. “It’s so peaceful … the woods, the stream, the hills.”

“And the house,” I said.

“Why don’t we go and watch the sunset together,” Gabriella suggested. “You two can perhaps share what you were up to. ”

I nodded and patted Elanora on the back. We went into the house but first, I gave Elanora a quick tour. She fell in love with everything: the bright bathroom, the living room and especially the bedroom which she stood and stared at for more than a couple of minutes.

“That bed … it’s big enough for eight people at least.”

“At least,” Gabriella chuckled. “Ten if we squeeze ourselves together.”

I chuckled at her comment. “Three will be plenty.”

“For now,” Gabriella said and looked at me ambitiously as she’d done in the past.

Elanora didn’t say anything but just exchanged glances with me. I didn’t expect her to be a bit shyer than usual around Gabriella, but I decided to give her some time to get comfortable.

We descended the stairs and reached the terrace just in time for the sunset.

“Everything’s so heavenly about this island,” Elanora said and drew in a deep breath. “I mean … the Valkyrie must have truly believed you to be special.”

“Not believed,” Gabriella corrected her and took my hand. “He is.”

“Yes,” Elanora said as we slumped down on the sofa. “You proved that the day before yesterday and today.”

We went over what we did, and I was still surprised over how quickly the time had passed with her. I went briefly over the moment I almost fell from the island and also the taste of the first apple. Gabriella found the archipelago to be intriguing, and Elanora promised to show her one day. Gabriella also chuckled at the game we played but then looked disappointed.

“I would also love to play that game,” she said. “But at the same time, I don’t want to touch any weapons.”

“But there are plenty of other games we can play,” Elanora said. “Which do not involve weapons.” It was certainly something I looked forward to: playing erotic games with those two.

We continued and told her about our special moment in the lake and also what we ate.

“Sounds like you had a lot of fun,” Gabriella said with the slightest hint of envy.

I turned my attention to Gabriella and let her tell more of her day, and she told us about her garden work which had surprisingly kept her busy the entire day.

“I hope your back is okay,” I said, concerned for her.

“Don’t worry, I always make sure to sit with good posture.”

“How’s the soil here?” Elanora asked.

“Very fertile,” Gabriella said. “Vegetables will easily grow here.”

“Even the animals look healthier since we bought them,” I noted.

I could hear some of them graze, but most of them were asleep. The sun was setting, and as it got cooler, they just leaned closer to me.

“How was the kiss?” Gabriella asked us after a moment of silence.

“It’s the first time I’ve ever kissed a man,” Elanora said and held onto my side harder. “And it felt quite nice.”

I looked at her again and rubbed my knuckles on her flawless cheeks. “It sure was,” I said.

“Do you two want to listen to some music before we go to bed?” Gabriella suggested.

“I would love to,” Elanora said.

“She’s the best musician in the world,” I said.

“That’s an exaggeration,” she said and selected her harp which materialized in her hand.

I sternly shook my head and nudged Elanora with my shoulder. “Listen for yourself.”

Her fingers moved skillfully through the strings and slowly the melody descended upon us. The melody brought peace to our hearts, and we listened with not a thought in our minds. It was beautiful, but also romantic. For every tone, I felt a warmth spreading across my chest and sweeping me over. I felt the sudden urge to hold onto someone, and my left hand reached for Elanora’s. We held onto each other tightly without exchanging any words. She was equally as focused on the music, yet at the same time we moved closer to each other, and I started seeing several scenes in my head of the three of us running around nude on this island and enjoying life without any obligations. We came from different backgrounds, but here we melted into one as their love was aimed at me, and my love was aimed at them. The scenes just came and went as the breeze, but they all carried the same theme.

When the sun was completely gone and there was just a dark sky left, she slowly stopped and opened her eyes.

“Trust me, I want to applaud that, but I’m so touched,” Elanora said. I heard hints of emotions in her voice, and I was just in time to see a teardrop fall to her thigh.

“What’s that melody called?” I asked.

“Forever In Love,” Gabriella said and smiled sweetly.

“My mind stood still,” I said as if I’d just woken up from a dream. “I kept seeing these joyful scenes of us together.”

Elanora gasped. “I saw the exact same thing.”

I held onto her hand and we both blushed.

“I played that song to strengthen the love,” Gabriella said. “Hopefully, it will make us comfortable. I’ve heard that new lovers can be shy around other lovers.”

“Maybe a little,” Elanora said.

I caught the musky scents coming from her legs. My desire for her had been there since yesterday, when she pressed her body against mine and when her hand touched mine, but it had been reinforced today and awakened with that heavenly song.

“Should we go to bed?” I asked her and knew as a man I had to take initiative.

She nodded eagerly. “Naked … right?”

“No sleeping with clothes on,” I said.

She just giggled. “I’m not sure what I meant by that. I’m just excited.”

All three of us ascended to our bedroom, but Gabriella stopped in the hall and didn’t follow us inside.

“I will take a shower,” Gabriella said.

“You sure?” I asked her and for some reason, it didn’t feel right. “You can still watch.” I was about to say join as well but wasn’t sure if Elanora wanted to yet.

She nodded without a hint of regret on her face. “Hundred percent sure.”

I let go of her hand. She waved at us and whisked herself inside, leaving us alone in my bedroom. Elanora immediately threw her hands around my neck. The sudden gesture caught me completely off guard.

“Wow, easy there.”

“Touch me.”

I slipped my hand beneath her panties, reached her thin, red pubic hair and then her sexy, pink, slit which felt like dipping my finger in a bottle of lube.

“How long has that puddle been there?”

“Since I saw you yesterday.” Her teeth sank into her lips and her eyes drowned in mine. I started undressing her, pulling her dress above her head and tossing it aside. I then moved onto her bra, unhooking it, so her boobs spilled free and jiggled slightly. I touched her teardrops and then squeezed them at the bottom, letting my hands fall further down till I reached the waistband of her panties. I rolled them down, the wet patch in the middle weighing them down and helping me roll them down to her ankles. My hand darted to her slit again, rubbing my fingers between her soaked folds. She started muttering some complaints as I stripped her naked.

“I want to rip this shirt off so badly,” she said and ended it with a naughty giggle. I reluctantly moved away from her breasts and pulled my shirt off. She then unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants and underwear down at the same time till my cock snapped back up and struck her right between the legs with a smack.

“Ouch!”

I tossed my shirt over my shoulder. “Did it hurt?” I asked as my erection kept pressing up against her slit, begging to be quenched by her sweet honey.

“A little,” she giggled. “But good pain … arousing pain.” She got back into the mood again, her pointy ears twitching and wings quivering. Standing about six feet tall, she didn’t have to stand on her toes to kiss me, but when our lips touched again, it felt as magical as our first time. Slipping in my tongue and tasting her stick of sweetness, I wanted to enter her, feel her walls clench around my manhood and feel the mutual pleasure we both desired.

We rolled on top of the bed and made our way to the middle. Breaking the kiss, she mounted me so quickly, it caught me off guard, but she looked like a goddess while she was on top of me, spreading her wings and her red hair cascading down her and covering her pink nipples. There was no light except for the silver moonlight and her red hair, but it sufficed, just creating a more erotic atmosphere. There was another light I’d momentarily forgotten about, namely the gleaming nectar which kept leaking from her sexy slit, forming a little puddle right beneath my belly button.

“Let me taste you,” I said and fixed my eyes on her fruit which begged to be licked. My heart was racing, and I found it hard to finish a sentence as I had that horny avariel right in front of me.

Wrapping her small hands around my cock, and rolling the foreskin up and down, she looked up at me. “But I also want to taste you,” she said submissively.

“You will,” I said. “Just turn around.”

Her eyes lit up as she understood what I was talking about. “Don’t judge me,” she said and giggled. “I’ve never pleasured a man before.”

“You’re already pleasuring me,” I reminded her, and she turned her plump and athletic butt to my face and slowly squeezed my head between her legs, her delicious fruit to my face which I feasted on till she moaned.

I felt her hands pulling the foreskin up and down, and then occasionally her tongue hitting the head and swirling around in slow motion. I moaned when she took it past her lips and rolled the head around her moist cheeks. She seemed very adventurous as she tried out different things, but the best part was when she tried to push it as far down her throat as possible. Facing fierce resistance, she irresistibly wanted it and continued till her entire mouth covered every inch of my shaft.

I threw my head back. “Ah, Elanora,” I said and then opened my eyes as a stringy drop of her honey landed on my face. I stared right at her beautiful pussy. I believed for a second she was about to come off my cock, stroking my weapon with her mouth, but instead, she plunged it back down again.

“Oh gosh.”

She went back up and came off with a kiss, slowly stroking my erection with her hand. “Did you say something?”

“I want to enter you so badly.”

She swung her legs off my face, crawled up to me and touched her juices on my face. “You’re wet.”

“You are,” I corrected her.

She giggled. “How was my sucking?”

“It was amazing,” I said and patted the spot next to me. “On all four.”

She gladly did as I told her, and she even parted her legs for me, flashing her puffy pussy at a new angle. I got between her legs, my erection aimed right at her sweet, glittering hole. I rubbed her butthole, which made her twist her neck and look at me.

I chuckled. “I’m just joking.”

“Maybe for another time,” she adventurously said and didn’t completely reject the idea.

“Yeah,” I said and with both of my hands, grabbed her waist as I pushed my erection into her tight little hole. She gasped as inch after inch disappeared inside her. She reached for the pillow and held onto it for dear life as I took her innocence.

“Oh, Leo,” she called out my name as I reached her depths.

“I’m all ears,” I said and watched her wings quivering and hair glittering.

“I feel so filled … so satisfied.”

“I will satisfy you more then,” I promised and kept fucking her. I found a nice rhythm and the sound of me slapping into her thighs filled the room along with our moans. I had the barest sight of her boobs bouncing and jiggling all over her chest and her reaching down to finger herself.

I leaned back and moaned harder for every thrust and didn’t want the fun to end so quickly. The second I pulled out, she said with clear hints of panic, “Leo, what are you doing?”

“Turn around,” I said and managed to contain myself even if my desire was equally as hard as hers. She whirled to her back, parted her legs immediately and looked worriedly at me as if it would be a ruse, but my menacing cock towered over her and was far from finished. I pushed it inside her and slid right in, her walls pleasuring me and my girth pleasuring her.

Our moans rose steadily. I loved this position better as well, finishing deep inside her while I could watch her beautiful face. I buried my cock as far into her pussy as possible, and it felt as if my testicles burst while I fired several blasts into her pussy, splashing and spilling against her walls. Covered in a thin sheen of sweat and droplets of her own honey, she arched her back like the crescent moon and let out a cry of bliss. She then slumped back down and breathed deeply as her eyes rolled back from her skull and aimed at me.

I slowly pulled my cock out, inch for inch and watched as a silvery trail of my cum trickled out from her heavenly pussy.

“Oh, Leo … I’ve never been loved like that in my life.”

I watched her a bit longer as my cock swayed and softened, and then I lay down next to her.

“How was it?”

“I want more. I want you inside me every night. I want to be next to you every day.” She turned to me and seized my hands. “What you told me in the lake …. I want to be loved by you.”

“And I do love you.” I heard how Gabriella turned off the water. 

“Gabriella …” she said, “what a sweet angel.”

“She is,” I confirmed.

“She played that beautiful melody, so we could just love each other more, and also decided to shower to give us some privacy.”

“She’s a true angel,” I said and stroked her warm chest, warm of love and intimacy.

“I’m not going anywhere,” Elanora said and looked me in the eyes. “I want to live with you two.”

I nodded. “I don’t want you anywhere else than here.” My heart suddenly glowed, and I felt it in my sky’s helper. Instead of us touching our own chests, we touched each other’s and felt the love that bonded us. She bit her lips that curled up into another smile as if experiencing a second orgasm.

“Oh, that feels good,” she said and giggled.

“It’s euphoric,” I confirmed and enjoyed it as much as her now that the love manifested between us.

“Can I just check?” she asked me.

“Of course.”

She brought up her stats and I watched it with her.




Lover: Leo Finlay.




Her eyes fixed on my name. “Leo Finlay,” she tasted my name and glanced at me. “It’s such a nice name.”

I was curious about her last name, so I brought up my stats too.




Lovers: Gabriella Skyfair, Elanora Icaria.




“Icaria,” I said and tasted her name as well. “Interesting.”

“Do you like it?”

“It fits you if that makes sense.”

We turned off our sky’s helpers and continued to cuddle, basking in the newly cultivated love which felt amazing in every way.

“Where does this scar come from?” I asked.

“I had to deal with some thieves a couple of years ago,” she said and gave me a look that turned me on. “Do you like it?”

I rubbed my thumb along it. “It’s sexy as hell.”

She tittered. “I had an inkling it would turn you on.”

Gabriella knocked on the door. “Can I come in?”

“Yeah,” I said and arched an eyebrow. She pressed open the door handle, and her eyes shifted to both of us, and she just couldn’t suppress her grin. She stood there fully nude and dried, and her boobs jiggled as she strode toward the bed.

“Gabriella … you don’t ask if you can come in. This bedroom is equally yours as ours.”

“Yeah, but it’s your first night together.” She crept up to my side and found her spot as she snaked her hand over my chest. She smelled as lovely as a rose.

“You turned off the shower the exact same moment we finished … how did you know?”

“Oh,” she said. “It’s because we are lovers. We can sense and feel each other’s emotions.”

“I hadn’t thought about that.”

“I know there’s a lot to learn about our world,” she said and pressed her perky boobs to my side, making me feel her stiff nipples. “But one thing at a time … don’t overload yourself.”

“I promise I won’t.”

“And you too, Elanora,” she said. “Be gentle on yourself.”

“I’ll try,” she said and cuddled up to me as well.

“Are you two lovers now?” she asked us and both of us nodded.

“Thank you for the melody and the little privacy,” Elanora said and glanced at Gabriella. “I’ve never met someone as sweet as you.”

“Well, I’m an angel, and I truly care and love Leo. I want the best for him.”

“You are more than an angel,” I said and sighed in relief. I let my head fall to the pillow, staring up to the ceiling while we lay skin against skin.
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I woke up to Gabriella dabbing my mouth with a napkin. “Do you want me to rub your eyes?”

“Sure,” I mumbled in my groggy morning voice.

“I had to clean you, there was so much drool trickling out from your mouth.” She giggled as she rubbed my eyes with her wet fingers and then cleaned some dirt from them too.

“That’s so sweet of you,” I said and enjoyed having her take care of me more than anything. “Did you just wake up?”

“A couple of minutes ago.”

I could hear her morning voice. I turned around expecting to see Elanora, but the spot next to me was vacant. “Huh, where’s she?”

“She went out,” she said. “She kissed you several times and got the cloth for me, but she didn’t like staying in bed for too long. She wanted to carve some arrows.”

“That’s sweet of her … although I wished she could’ve been there.”

“I told her the same, but I think she’s used to the work life.”

I yawned and looked up at the ceiling. I had the hardest erection tenting the sheet. Memories of yesterday, all the gorgeous women of this world and my erotic dreams helped the erection stay there.

“It feels so good to have lovers,” I mumbled.

“It feels good to be loved and love too,” Gabriella said. She sat on her knees with her wings half spread and hands on her lap. “But tell me … how was her pussy?”

“See there,” I said and grinned. “You are also into gossip.”

“No,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “I’m just a bit curious.”

“It felt amazing … not just the pussy, but the touch, affection and the feelings for each other.”

“Yeah, but a little bit of pussy doesn’t hurt either.”

“No,” I said. “It’s part of the equation, can’t leave that one out.”

She smiled sweetly. “Are you ready to enjoy your day?”

“Yeah … I dreamed of holding a sword by the way.”

“Interesting,” she said. “Do you know what I dreamed of?”

I shook my head. “Tell me,” I said and patted her thigh.

“You protected me,” she said and shrank under my gaze.

“With a sword?”

She set her finger under her chin and thought for a bit longer till her eyes lit up. “Yes, you were holding a sword.”

“It must be a sign,” I said.

“Do you have the skill?”

“I do … but a sword wasn’t gifted to me though.”

“The dwarves make the best swords. Maybe we can take a trip to Skyda after we’ve rested for a little.”

“If you want,” I said.

She nodded. “There’s no wasted trip there. I also want to say hi to the children. Yesterday, they noticed I was different and asked if I had kissed someone,” she covered her lips and giggled. “Children are so wondrous. They notice a lot more than what you think.”

“They noticed you were in love?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It caught me by surprise. There’s always something new to learn about this world and her people.”

I found that funny. I slowly sat up and then swung my legs off the bed. We got dressed, descended the stairs and stepped out. Elanora sat on a trunk and drew her knife across a wooden stick with a sharp end, and then tossed it onto the pile of other arrows. She smiled upon seeing me, laid her knife aside and opened up her arms to me. I embraced her and held her a bit harder since I didn’t get to cuddle with her this morning.

“Sleep well?” she asked while lingering in my arms.

“As soundly as I ever had, but I missed you.”

“I’m sorry,” she said and broke the hug and fidgeted with her hands. “I just thought we needed some arrows—”

“It’s alright,” I said, interrupting her as I saw signs of guilt on her face. I picked up a couple of the arrows and prodded the end with my finger. Even if it didn’t have an arrowhead, I still managed to cut myself. “Wow, this one is sharp … without an arrowhead too.”

“Deadlier with an arrowhead,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“Something you would like to buy later on?” I asked her.

“So you already have plans?”

I nodded. “I dreamt of holding a sword. I have the skill but never thought of getting one.”

“I see,” she said. “If you don’t mind, I also have to go back and explain to the ladies why I didn’t return. I also need to bring some personal belongings.”

“Probably a good idea to get that out of the way,” I said.

Her lips slid up to a grin and she wanted to say something. “I’m still kind of shy being intimate while Gabriella is around, but I was thinking … maybe that could be broken if we all three got together one night … this perhaps.”

Gabriella giggled. “That would be so much fun.”

“A threesome?” I asked her.

Elanora nodded and her eyes lit up. “What do you think?”

“I …” I couldn’t finish my sentence since I’d never experienced such a thing, but while loving one woman was pleasurable already, having two women loving me at the same time was an offer impossible to resist. “Nothing I can resist.”

“I was insecure about bringing it up, and I don’t want you,” she said and jerked her head to Gabriella, “to be away while we enjoy ourselves. You should be in the same room, or joined by us and vice versa.”

“That’s kind of you,” she said. “But it was your first time, so I imagined you wanted some privacy.”

It was beyond me seeing them getting along so well, this was unimaginable on Earth there certainly a relationship like this would lead to bickering and jealousy.

“Can we at least eat something together before we part?” Gabriella asked. “I can make breakfast for you while you play with the weapons. Weapons aren’t really my thing.”

“But you dreamed of me holding a sword?” I teased her.

“You holding one … not me,” she said. “I was too busy holding onto you.”

I just smiled and patted Elanora on the back. “How about a couple of archery lessons?”

She brushed my hand off her shoulder. “I don’t think so.”

We laughed.

“I’m just joking,” she admitted. “Show me what you got.”

“Show me the arrows first,” I said. I selected the bow in my left hand, and she tossed three arrows into my hand. “Are arrowheads necessary though?”

“If you want them to become as deadly as possible,” she said and looked sexier than ever as she made a pose with her bow.

“I do,” I said. I tried one out, nocking it on the bowstring and drawing. I let go, and it struck the trunk of a tree and vibrated shortly after. I understood now why arrowheads were important since I noticed straight away it was damaged. “Not bad, but only for a one-time use I reckon.”

Elanora nodded. “That’s right … but I have to admit, that was one amazing shot for a simple arrow. Also, the wood isn’t the best for arrows.”

“It isn’t?”

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her head. “But since this soil is so fertile, I figure we could plant some later on if you want.”

“Of course,” I said. “But one thing at a time.”

She lined up and fired right above my arrow but the thud of wood against wood wasn’t as strong.

“You can fire harder than that,” I told her.

“That was my hardest,” she said and shrank under my gaze. “Enough to kill a thief but not to impress you.”

I patted her back and started losing interest in archery as I had that gorgeous woman in front of me. “I’m impressed. I’ve never seen a woman wield a weapon so well.”

“Did I wield this well enough?” she asked and suddenly grasped the growing bulge.

Her touch caught me off guard and made me stiffen. “For the first time … you sure were talented.”

“What did you enjoy best?” she whispered and pushed her boobs closer to my chest. All these seductive touches made me drop the bow and arrows. I wasn’t sure whether this was planned from her end or not.

“Your sucking … the way you curiously played with it was quite hot.”

“It looked intimidating at first, but I felt this natural instinct and then pushed it into my mouth. I liked it.” She tittered almost as if her fierceness wasn’t there but instead a desire to jump back into bed again.

“I could tell,” I said as I stroked her wings and reached her athletic butt. She brought me back to last night when I took her from behind, seeing her wings quiver and butt cheeks jiggle. It was an amazing position, and I wanted to take her like that again and again.

“And how did I taste like?”

“The best taste in the world.”

She beamed. “There’s more trickling down the insides of my thighs.”

“Huh, that was quick.”

“I guess that’s how it is when you have someone as attractive as you around,” she said and slightly let go of me. “But it won’t be going anywhere. It will be saved for the evening. It’ll be fun doing it with Gabriella too.”

“Is that why you brought me here to speak in private since you’re too shy with Gabriella around?”

“No … or maybe,” she admitted. “But I also have an unpleasant task ahead of me.”

“What’s that?”

She punched my chest. “Going back, seeing my friends, getting my belongings and getting jealous glances.”

“Just don’t tell where you’re going.”

She chuckled. “We’ve been working together for years. It just doesn’t work like that.”

“If you’re so sure they will be jealous of you, I would hardly call them friends.”

It gave her something to think about. “Maybe you are right, but I will hug both of you for an extra time before going.”

“You sure you don’t want to come with us, so I can perhaps help you later or tomorrow?”

She shook her head. “They’re going to jump all over you otherwise … and today there are lessons, and only women have booked as well, so unless you want a hoard of pussies thrown at you.”

I combed my fingers through her red lustrous hair. “Thanks for the sympathy.”

“You’re welcome,” she said and hugged me. “Any tips to shoot harder?”

We went back to firing some arrows. I wasn’t sure if I could teach her much since I’d been gifted abilities and skills, and I believed Iron Strength and Eagle Eye were the two most important abilities which helped me being a skilled archer, but I tried nevertheless giving her some tips here and there. I wasn’t sure whether they made a difference. I rather got the impression she just wanted to be next to me and show off her skills.

It didn’t take long till we smelled the bread being baked in the oven, and Gabriella poked her head out of the window and shouted for us. “Let’s eat!”

We dropped the arrows aside, and despite the morning, we both had a thin sheet of sweat on our foreheads. We started on the terrace and slumped down on the sofa. Gabriella sliced the crusty loaf of bread into several slices and pushed the tray of butter, honey, cheese and salt to us.

“Did you make the butter yesterday?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly. “It’s super fresh.” She sat next to me and laid her hand on my throbbing shoulder. “Neither of you seem to relax during mornings, huh?”

“No,” Elanora said and giggled.

“Sometimes,” I said. “If there are lovely women to relax with.”

“I’m sorry,” Elanora apologized again. “But I don’t like lying too long in bed … even though your erection was tempting.”

“Why didn’t you do anything with it?” Gabriella asked, obviously interested.

“I don’t know,” Elanora said and lowered her eyes. “You were there, so I wasn’t sure if it was appropriate.”

“Yeah, we really need that threesome,” Gabriella said and giggled.

I chuckled with them, and we started buttering our slices of bread and eating. As soon as my teeth sank into the slice of bread, I noticed how fresh and sweet it was. It was an absolute delicacy with the perfect amount of salt and honey.

“You sure know how to bake bread,” Elanora said and kept stuffing herself. “We usually make lembas, but they’re nowhere near as satisfying as these.”

“Thank you,” Gabriella said, obviously honored with a hand over her chest.

As we ate, the widewings were also waking up. Phoenix licked Lidia’s and Felicia’s faces, and then he spread his wings while making himself stand taller.

“What’s he doing?” I asked.

“Trying to impress the ladies,” Elanora said and nudged me with her shoulder.

“Should’ve been obvious,” I said and chuckled.

“I won’t be surprised if they will end up pregnant soon,” Gabriella said. “Phoenix is quite strong too, not so sure if my sweet Felicia will be able to resist him.”

“He needs some honey too,” I said and kept eating.

Gabriella was sweet enough to take the dishes, and Elanora clung to my arm, and I could tell she was troubled just by the thought of going back.

I stroked her arm. “You sure you don’t want to wait till tomorrow?”

She shook her head. “I don’t like delaying things. It’s what my parents always said, ‘face the hard work first and then enjoy the leisure time afterward.’ I have no choice.”

“What’s the matter?” Gabriella asked as she started scrubbing the table with a wet cloth.

“I’m afraid my former colleagues will make fun of me since I’m moving here,” she said and sighed. “Jealousy to keep a long story short.”

“Oh,” Gabriella said. “One of the angels gave me a comment too though, nothing overly vicious but enough to upset me.”

“I thought you angels didn’t say such things to each other,” Elanora said and looked surprised.

“Yeah, but some of them saw Leo when I showed him my village, and one cock digger even jumped down the chimney to suck him.”

“Fun for you,” Elanora said and nudged me with her shoulder.

“Not fun for Gabriella though,” I reminded her.

“I’m sorry,” Elanora apologized. “How did you deal with it?”

She shrugged. “I focus on the bright things in life. I look forward to my new life as a lover and beloved, and I honestly don’t remember their insults or care that much. Leo was there for me too.” When she ended her sentence, she gave me a look of affection.

“Seems easier said than done,” Elanora said and mulled it over.

Gabriella shook her head. “We’ll be there for you when you come back.”

Elanora already smiled as if the comment helped her tremendously. “Thank you.”

We got up and mounted our widewings. Before parting from each other, I told Elanora, “Good luck, and we’ll see each other in the evening.”

She nodded and jerked her head at Gabriella. “I’ll look forward to our night together.”

“That’s the spirit,” Gabriella said as we yanked the reins and took off.




I started seeing the market now and all the merchants and flying carts. I had gotten numerous looks aimed at me and a woman who blew a kiss to me, but nothing too bad.

We landed by the very end of Skyda and waved our widewings away.

“How is it now that your dream of flying has been fulfilled?” she asked and stretched her arms and legs.

“Well … there are more dreams than flying that’s been fulfilled.”

“Like what?”

I took her hand as we started on the cobbles. “Being with women that I love.”

She smiled and it made her feel special. The sun continued to rise over the sky, and we arrived here while the market was at its busiest. Women and some men came bustling down the streets, their hands filled with bags and pouches. The winged beings flew above and around, so it was hard to see the sky when glancing above us. Some spent several minutes in front of the stalls and negotiated for minutes as they couldn’t find the equilibrium. And some other beings bumped into them, annoyed that they didn’t move.

“Can we go see the children first?” Gabriella asked a bit timidly in case I wouldn’t like that suggestion.

“Sure,” I said. “It isn’t all me. If you have something on your heart then let it out.”

“How did you even know I was insecure about that question?” she asked and looked at me curiously.

“Because I love you,” I reminded her and rubbed my thumb along the surface of her palm.

“That’s right.”

“I forgot to bake,” she said and rolled her eyes, but didn’t treat it as a big deal or the end of the world. “I have to buy them something. They usually like fruits and biscuits.”

“Sure,” I said as she led me through the busiest part of the market. I noticed that almost every lady under fifty wore as little clothing as possible: crop tops, seductive dresses that hugged the curves perfectly, spaghetti straps, micro-bikinis, lingerie and so on. Even Gabriella wore a see-through dress, and you could clearly see her skin beneath. Once one of the ladies got their eyes on me, they winked at me or waved their hands. One even kissed a rose on the stem and then handed me the rose, so I got her lipstick on my fingers.

Gabriella chuckled. “Hang in there.”

“I’ll try,” I said, but it was difficult to concentrate when they wore such clothes. It was like walking on a nude beach and expecting to keep focus.

She went up to the biscuit stall where a young woman stood with colored cheeks. She was short but very voluptuous with a pair of boobs that strained so hard against her crop top, I believed they would burst right through at any second.

They started negotiating, but then I heard her talk about me. “Is that your lover?” she asked and twirled her chestnut hair on her finger.

Gabriella narrowed her eyes and both of us could probably guess where this was going. “Yeah …”

“I can agree on that price, but only if he’ll kiss my lips.”

Gabriella exchanged glances with me. “It’s not like we don’t have the money,” she said.

“Let’s save a couple of coins and at the same time make the girl happy,” I said.

She clapped her hands and spun around. Her lips were swollen and ripe, so they were hard to resist anyway. “Come over, handsome,” she said and beckoned me with her finger. I walked over, and she pouted her lips. I gave her the kiss she wanted, and I must admit they were a delicious pair of lips to kiss. She still held onto my hand, and I was afraid I’d fallen into the grip of another cock digger.

“You know I’ve taken classes that specialize in pleasing a man in the most creative ways,” she said, and her hand trailed down my bulge. Looking at her jaw-dropping cleavage, I knew what she was talking about and dreamed about what she could do with a pair of breasts like that.

“That will be for another time,” I said and had to reluctantly pull myself out of her embrace. “You have to fulfill your end of the bargain though.”

She gnashed her teeth. “This won’t be the last time you will see me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Who knows.”

“Where are you from by the way?” she persisted.

Now it was Gabriella’s turn to roll her eyes, and she knocked on the table with the silver coins in her hands. “Hello … we had a deal here.”

When reminded of the deal, she looked nervous. Being fearful of getting the skank label, the young lady handed Gabriella the biscuits and cookies, and Gabriella handed her the silver. The young lady immediately went to the girls in the back and bragged about being kissed by a handsome man.

“Some of the women sure are desperate,” I noted.

Gabriella chuckled. “Tell me about it.”

The fruit stall went a bit smoother since the lady was slightly older but having looked as if being in her late thirties, I still found her attractive, and instead of being outgoing, she appreciated it when I flirted with her. 

“I’m already in love,” she reminded me with a wink.

I nodded. “Must be a lucky man.”

I saw her lover in the background, who was chubbier than average and sat down filling in some papers. I hardly saw anything appealing with such a man as the sweat ran from his belly rolls. No wonder the women here were so desperate. We paid for our stuff and told her to keep the change.

“Alright then,” I said. “What’s next?”

“The children,” she said and tugged my hand.

“Perhaps we can take a detour, to avoid that crowd?” I looked at the cobbled street and felt a bit intimidated by the pack of beings moving up and down the street.

“I’m not too fond of crowds either,” she said. “Come, we’ll go through the park.”

I took both bags in my right hand, and she took my left hand.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to hold a bag?” she asked.

I gave her a look. “It feels like I’m carrying a bag of air.”

“Okay,” she said demurely, but I didn’t judge her since when passing some men, it was usually the women holding onto the bags. We strolled through the park, which was a breath of fresh air. I saw some youths playing around, and some others sitting by themselves reading. We passed under an archway of trees that shielded us from the sunlight. I tugged at the collar of my shirt and appreciated the cool air.

“It’s getting hotter and hotter it feels like.”

“But Skyda has an even temperature,” she said. “It’s probably just you who are getting warmer in your clothes.”

“Hmm, makes sense,” I said. “And that sure explains why you are all dressed in revealing clothes.”

“Yes … throughout the entire year.”

“Paradise,” I mouthed for myself. “Does it ever rain though?”

“Yeah, but not so much. There are rainier regions in Paradise but they’re far away, and then drier regions with no rain at all and a blistering sun, home to the dragons.”

“Elanora told me about them yesterday, sounds fascinating.”

“I’m not so sure,” Gabriella said and shuddered. “They sound intimidating to me.”

I chuckled. “A widewing was intimidating to me at first, but when I finally mounted one and got to know one, it wasn’t an issue any longer.”

“I see,” she said and sighed in relief as we got away from all the noises of the market. “It’s so clean here. I love places like this, and your island, when you can be in private with loved ones with only the sounds of nature bothering you.”

“I agree,” I said and enjoyed the scenery too, seeing some angels flying above us and sitting on top of some trees and playing the harp. “You angels are fond of playing music on top of things.”

“It’s because we want other beings to hear our music,” she said. “It’s an honor whenever someone listens to someone.”

“It makes you feel special,” I noted.

“Yes,” she said and squeezed my hand. “It’s one of the reasons why I fell for you. You listened to me immediately.”

We exchanged glances, and I drowned again in her deep, blue eye color.

We reached the orphanage, some of the children were making sand castles in the sand pit and some were playing tag or learning to play an instrument, but all of them looked joyful.

“Gabriella,” one of the mature angels wearing a veil said and opened up her arms to her. I recognized her from the last time I was here, and her name was Mona.

“Hello,” Gabriella greeted her back and hugged her.

“So nice to see you,” Mona said, beaming.

She pointed at the bags I was holding. “Here we brought with us something to eat for the children.”

“Gabriella!” the children said and suddenly all their faces were turned to her. They swarmed around her like a bunch of bees, and I watched as she tried to give attention to them all, hugging every one of them.

“Why don’t you come so often?” one cute little angel asked. She couldn’t be older than five but nervously fidgeted her hands and looked up at her.

“It’s because I’m in love now,” Gabriella said. “But I haven’t forgotten any of you.”

“Is it him?” another one asked and looked up at me shyly.

Gabriella nodded. “Yes.”

“He looks different,” one of them noted and examined me.

“Have you kissed?” one of them asked and then they all giggled.

Gabriella’s cheeks pinkened. “We have,” she said and took her time answering all of them.

“How does it feel to be in love?”

“The best feeling in the world,” she said.

“Can you tell us about it?” one asked curiously.

“Sure, but why don’t we sit down on the benches? I would love to hear what you’ve been up to.”

“Watch me!” one of the little avariels said and flipped in the air.

“Careful!” the older lady told her.

She finished the flip and landed back on her feet. “What?” the little avariel said while her cheeks reddened.

“You can break your neck that way, and there will be no way to heal you,” the old lady told her and rubbed her back.

I settled down with Gabriella and the rest of the children. They looked at me curiously, but not the same way the adults were doing, so I found this more enjoyable. We started feasting on the biscuits and fruits. I was more interested in the fruits since some of them were completely foreign to me.

“You don’t like biscuits?” one little girl asked who shyly nibbled on her cookies.

“I like a wide variety of things,” I said. I immediately felt uncomfortable talking to the children. I had no experience interacting with one, so I didn’t blame myself too much.

“Like Gabriella?” And their giggles spread like wildfire.

“She’s sweet as fruit though, not a biscuit.”

“Tone it down with the adult references,” she told me in a low whisper.

“I meant your heart,” I told her back in a whisper.

“No whispering at the table!” one fairy said and menacingly waved a wand at us. I had seen a lot here, so I wasn’t sure what that wand was capable of doing.

“Or else?” Gabriella teased her.

“I will turn you into a bird,” she said, narrowing her eyes, looking adorable instead of fierce.

Gabriella’s hand flew to her mouth, and she gasped, “We better behave.”

The little angel nodded eagerly, and they kept bombarding us with so many questions my head was about to spin, and most of them were about kisses and loving, and Gabriella struggled to steer the conversation back to them.

“I also want to listen to you,” Gabriella said and set her elbows on the table. “You can’t all be asking questions about our lives. You matter too.”

“Yes but the mysterious man is mysterious,” one angel said, and all of them nodded in agreement and looked at me.

Gabriella rolled her eyes. “I tried, Leo.”

I shrugged and tried not to care. Eventually, their attention shifted elsewhere as the biscuits and fruits disappeared quickly. 

“Take care of Gabriella,” Mona told me with the sweetest voice a woman could have. “She’s done so much for us … taking her time with the orphanage while her relatives have been chasing men.”

I smiled when being reminded of how big of a sweetheart Gabriella was. “I will take an arrow for her.”

“I’m also curious, how was your former world?”

I shifted my eyes to her. “I can tell you, only if you want me to make you depressed.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “You don’t have to. Foreigners are unusual though, and those that arrive usually aren’t the most appealing.”

I couldn’t say I’ve found many appealing men at all, but that was a different topic. “But all the women are.”

“Most of them,” she corrected me. “We have our fair share of skanks and thieves … and even worse, whores.” She lowered her voice to a whisper at the end, as if she didn’t want to say the forbidden, ugly word among the children.

But skanks, thieves and whores weren’t really comparable to Earth, especially not when it came to dealing with them.

“So far, everything’s been good.”

“I see,” she said. “I’m just grateful Gabriella found a powerful man and a caring one.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and appreciated her care for Gabriella and also her devotion to the children.

“Children,” Gabriella said and struggled to move away from them. “I have to go with Leo now.”

“Will you come back?” they persisted.

“Of course, I will.”

“When?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t give you a date like this any longer, but I will visit you, I promise.”

She struggled for a couple of more minutes. It wasn’t difficult to understand why they loved her so much, but eventually, she managed to wrench herself free from them and made sure to kiss each and every one of them and also pat their backs.

“If you would have left me,” I said, “I would have acted no differently.”

Blushing, she chuckled and gave me a look. “Stop it.”

I gave her hand a squeeze. “I’m serious. I would have chased you to the end of the world.”

Her cheeks pinkened. “That’s kind of you.”

“It’s your kindness that is addictive.”

She took me to the smiths, and instead of a tumult of chatter and negotiating, we were greeted by the noises of hammers hammering onto hot steel, and the heat of a furnace and molten iron. I watched the dwarves as they worked, dripping with sweat and some were even scarred with burn marks and wounds. They were properly clothed, and I found some of them attractive, although some of them reminded me of women on steroids.

A dwarf plunged a bar of steel into the water, and the steam billowed up to her face. Once the steam settled, she eyed me with an equal amount of interest as the rest of the ladies, so I was reassured I probably wouldn’t find much peace here either.

Gabriella shuddered. “They look so sharp.”

“They’re supposed to be,” I flirted with her.

She just shook her head and tried to avert her gaze. I heard some of the dwarfs snigger behind our backs, questioning what an innocent angel was doing here. I didn’t want to waste much time, knowing it made Gabriella uncomfortable.

“We’ll be quick,” I said and patted her back. “Don’t you worry.”

She clung to my arm. “Sure.”

We reached a stall where a bulky dwarf waited with her arms crossed against her chest and back straight as if she suffered from some kind of Napoleon complex. She grunted as we kept looking at the swords, and I found one with a pommel studded with sapphire, a hilt made out of leather and covered with shagreen, and a blade incredibly sharp, looking like the finest steel. “What kind of steel is that?” I asked.

“Made out of iron ore from the Rocky Mountains … hardens while it ages, so these won’t cost flowers and roses,” she said and looked away, probably thinking I couldn’t afford it.

“May I?” I asked and was about to reach for it.

She nodded without exchanging a single word.

“Just so you know,” Gabriella said and loosened her grip on my arm. “I won’t be near you while you swing that thing.”

She stepped aside, but even if she didn’t like weapons, she couldn’t take her eyes off me as I reached for the hilt. Just as when I’d reached for the bow for the first time, I felt experienced and skilled despite never having held a sword before. I stepped back and made sure no one was nearby. I swung the sword in a sideways cut, pulled it back and stabbed it in front of me. I pulled my arm back and held it in a defensive pose before I swung it in a sideways arch. I repeated the moves, but quicker and started moving my feet too almost as if I were dancing.

The dwarf raised an eyebrow and couldn’t keep the Napoleon face on her any longer. “You’re a skilled swordsman, eh?”

“I am,” I confirmed and kept waving the sword around, finding the momentum.

“Not many men around who can wield a blade. It’s usually the women’s job,” she said and a slight grin broke out on her lips, and there might have been a sexual reference there or an attempt to ridicule me, hard to tell.

“How much do they go for?” I asked and gently put it back and watched her face closely.

She rubbed her stubby chin with her finger. “Eight ounces of gold.”

Gabriella who’d been in the background silently made her way to me. She placed her hand on my shoulder, warm with intimacy and care without a hint of fright.

“Five ounces.”

“And what does a timid angel like you know about swords?” the dwarf scoffed and some other dwarves behind her just sniggered.

Gabriella gave her a look. “I might not know so much about swords, but I have a decent knowledge of the materials of this sword. Eight ounces is outrageous.”

“Standing by because you’re afraid of a sword is outrageous.”

I lowered my hand and gestured for her to calm down. “Tone it down with the insults,” I said with a firm voice which made her think twice.

I reached into my satchel and brought out six ounces of gold. “Six ounces plus a scabbard, that or we’ll go somewhere else.”

She grunted but didn’t make a big fuss out of it. “Which one should it be?” she asked and brought out five scabbards.

I fell for the one with blue and white motives on the leather. I’d always imagined scabbards to be brown like leather, but I didn’t mind some extra colors on them. I jerked my head at it. “That one,” I said.

She nodded and slid the sword in. I let the coins fall into her hands, jangling and clinking as they hit her palm. Her eyes widened, and I believed I saw her nipples stiffen too, so dwarves here also had a fetish for metals, I noted. I swung it over my back for now and got used to the feel of it. It hung nice and heavy, and brought me comfort, making me smile. Sky’s helper also glowed now that I’d gotten a new item, making me feel empowered.

Gabriella took my hand and whispered, “Let’s get out of here.”

I sauntered with her back to the entrance of the market. “Admit it … you enjoyed watching me when I was swinging the sword around.”

“Maybe a little,” she said. “But those dwarves aren’t my type.”

“Not mine either. She seemed to be more into gold than men.”

“It’s because they are,” she said and shuddered. “It’s impossible to be affectionate with them.”

“Can we judge every one of them?”

“Probably not,” she said. “But I honestly haven’t met a decent one.” She sighed. “What’s up next on your list?”

“We definitely need a barn for the animals.”

“Good idea … should’ve thought about that when we got the fence.”

“No worries. We’ll just find the lovely builder again.”

It wasn’t difficult to spot him. The chunky man still wore his wide-brimmed hat and overalls. He chewed on a toothpick and drummed his fingers on the counter while his daughters worked in the background.

“How’s the fence doing?” he asked upon seeing me, lifting his hat.

“It’s still standing,” I said and gave him a thumbs up.

“So it’s not an upgrade you’re looking for?” he said and narrowed his eyes.

“Kind of … a barn to be precise.”

His eyes shot up. “A barn?” He even dropped the toothpick.

“Yup,” I said and nodded, keeping eye contact to show him I was serious.

He rubbed his hands when I understood I was serious. “Now that’s a job offer, I won’t turn down.”

“How much time do you need?”

“Depends upon the size.”

“For a dozen lamb, a dairy cow and a dozen chickens. I probably want some space for hay as well.”

“I see,” he said and rubbed his chin. “That shouldn’t be more than a couple of days.”

“A couple of days?” I questioned, which seemed ridiculously quick.

“He-he, I’m a skilled builder my friend and so are my women and daughters.”

I nodded, and he had a point. “Alright … price then?”

He rubbed his chin again. “Eight ounces of gold for the materials and another eight for the labor.”

I exchanged glances with Gabriella.

“Sounds reasonable,” she said.

“Can you start tomorrow?”

He lifted his hat. “Of course my friend. Hand over the prepayment of eight ounces and let’s shake hands on it.”

That went quickly, but I couldn’t complain. I fished up eight ounces of gold and let them fall into his hands. His eyes widened, and he let the shiny coins fall into his satchel. He extended his hand to me, and I felt a weight lift off my shoulders as the contract was created, and at the same time, I saw something weigh down on him.

“Just like when we built the fence,” he reminded me with a wink, “we are early rises and will get there in the morning.”

“No worries,” I said.

“Have a nice day in the meanwhile,” he said while going back to his women.

“You too,” I said and fetched Gabriella’s hand. “That went smoother than I thought it would.”

She nodded eagerly. “Will be nice for the animals … anything else?”

“Arrowheads and then we’ll head back.”

We passed by a stall with deadly arrowheads on display. It was right next to the lady where I bought my arrows and quiver. With her arms crossed, she was still standing there and sneering at me. Thankfully, I didn’t have to deal with her again.

“How much for a hundred obsidian arrowheads?” I asked the elegant avariel. With green hair down to her ankles, she looked like a deity more than anything.

“An ounce of gold,” she said curtly, her voice radiating femininity more than strength.

I exchanged glances with Gabriella who nodded in agreement.

At least this one went smoothly, although I wouldn’t have complained if she would have asked for a kiss. I handed her the gold, and she started filling the bag with the arrowheads, taking her time to make sure I got the right amount. She handed it over and fixed her eyes on me.

“Are you from Skyda?”

I shook my head. “No, but it’s complicated.”

“I see,” she said and bowed instead of bugging me. “Either way, you’re quite attractive.”

“He knows,” Gabriella chimed in, looking at me and probably wondering if I was getting bored of hearing that.

“Take care of your man,” the avariel said and bowed to Gabriella.

She shook her head. “He will take care of me.”

The avariel chuckled at that one, struggling to figure out whether she was serious or not.

We moved away from the central market and reached the end of the island.

“Let’s get back and see if Elanora has returned,” I said.

We blew the whistle and the widewings came descending down from the sky. When settling down, they gave us the traditional lick, both of them seemed a bit more excited than usual, giving their wings an extra flap while exchanging glances with each other.

“They are flirting with each other,” Gabriella noted and smiled to see Felicia in the mood. She ruffled her mane. “Maybe you are pregnant too.”

Felicia just twittered, and I wasn’t sure what that was supposed to mean. I mounted Phoenix, and we yanked the reins at the same time and soared up to the sky.

The flight back home was a bit more difficult since Felicia and Phoenix tried to fly closer to each other during the entire time. They even jutted their tongues out to lick their faces.

“No,” Gabriella said sternly. “Careful.”

Felicia twittered cutely, making herself shrink while Phoenix did the opposite, crying as loudly as possible while extending his wings to show off how big he was. I bumped into Gabriella’s wings, and she covered her mouth while laughing.

“She’s never behaved like that before,” she noted.

“So long they don’t do something sudden,” I said and held onto the reins and focused on the flying as well as possible. The sun was already descending, which caught me by surprise.

“Either we slept long or time flew by at the market,” I said.

“Or a combination of both,” Gabriella said. “But why does it matter? We don’t have a to-do list. We can just relax and live.”

She had a point, but it was difficult to shake a schedule out of my head. “You’re right. I’ll try out my sword though.”

“And I’ll watch you,” she said with a wink.

After many more minutes, I could finally see my island and Elanora’s cart parked by the edge.

“She’s arrived,” I said.

“I hope she’s fine,” she said worriedly.

“She’s sitting and carving arrows.”

“I’m not sure what that translates to,” Gabriella said.

“Maybe she just wants some time for herself.”

“Yeah, that’s not a good sign,” Gabriella said and continued to peer till she finally saw the island.

We landed right by the cart, and Phoenix made himself appear taller by extending his neck.

“Easy there,” I told him as he almost threw me off. I dismounted, and Phoenix did so again, showing off his strength and vigor to Felicia who watched him with great interest. They both spread their wings and soared up to the sky.

I turned my attention to Elanora, who forced a smile, and I detected immediately that something wasn’t right. I dropped off the bag of arrowheads next to her while Gabriella sat down on the other side of the timber.

“How did it go?” I asked her.

She just shrugged. “How I expected it to go …” She sniffled and crumpled tissue papers were thrown next to her feet. “They just ganged up on me and accused me of abandonment and being a cock digger.”

Gabriella laid her hand on her thigh. “But you love and are beloved,” she said.

“Say that to bullies,” she said and looked slightly troubled. “I’ve dealt with blows before in my life, but it just hurts when it comes from someone you’ve been working with for most of your life.”

“I can’t blame you for that one,” I said. “I once had a girl I believed to be loving. She just stabbed me in the back and left me in poverty. It is nothing so painful as receiving insults from former friends and loved ones.”

She looked at me, and when I told her we had something more in common, she slightly smiled.

“How did you deal with it?”

“I didn’t really,” I said. “I was by myself and got ill because of it. I didn’t really have anyone to talk to.” I patted her back, her wings a bit slacker than usual. “We are here for you … remember that.”

She smiled but then sighed. “I appreciate it.”

Gabriella felt something strange on her thigh. “What’s this bump here?”

“It’s a scar,” Elanora said and the revelation made Gabriella shudder.

“What happened?” she asked and moved both her hands over her mouth.

“We had a thief attack some years ago. They tried to steal our widewings, but we hunted them down and took them back.”

“Oh … it isn’t painful?”

She shook her head. “Nowhere near as painful as receiving those insults.”

“I know it’s easier said than done, but during troubled times, it’s always a bad idea to dwell on your problems,” Gabriella lectured her. “Always try to think about something positive, even if it is something as silly as breathing.”

“I’ll try,” Elanora said and appreciated the care and comfort we showed her. “How was your trip?”

We told her what we’d been up to, the orphanage, the market and the dwarves.

“I haven’t noticed till now,” she said and fixed her eyes on my scabbard which protruded from my back.

I unsheathed the sword, making Elanora’s eyes widen and Gabriella move a couple of inches away from me.

“That steel,” she said in awe and fixed her eyes on it. “That’s from the Rocky Mountains.”

I nodded. “Even if it is a pricey one, I almost got ripped off.”

She tittered. “Typical dwarves … they always have to negotiate because they are so insecure.”

“They looked strong to me though.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “I can pierce an arrow through their chests easily.”

We chuckled but Gabriella was slowly reeling back.

“If you are getting hungry,” Gabriella suggested. “I can go and make dinner for you.”

“That would be sweet of you,” I told her.

Elanora agreed. “I’ll follow your advice.”

“I see you’re already following it,” Gabriella said and winked.

Gabriella got up and made her way inside. I leaned back and stared up at the sky, seeing Phoenix chasing after both Felicia and Lidia.

“Can I try it?” she asked with a giggle. I got up to my feet and handed the sword over. “If it will make you feel better.”

“I know it will,” she said with an excited grin. I handed it to her, and it weighed her hand down. “It’s heavy.” She tried wrapping her fingers around the hilt. “Almost as thick as your erection.”

“When you say almost, you mean that I am bigger.”

“No,” she flirted with me and left me hanging till I blushed. “I’m joking …. I just wanted to see some colors on your cheeks.”

“Very funny.”

She tried wielding it, but with difficulty. The sword weighed her hand down, and it was obvious she was more used to arrow shafts and bows rather than heavy, menacing swords. “When you held it, it looked as if it weighed like a leaf.”

“Give it to me,” I said, rising. She handed over the sword, and I started waving and swinging it around with ease. Her eyes widened, and she looked impressed as I kept it going and even started dancing.

She asked, “Can we try something?”

“What do you have in mind?” I asked, taking a little break, not that I needed it.

“What if I hold it and you help me wield it?”

I handed her the blade. “With pleasure.” I went behind her and took her wrist. “Like this?”

She nodded. “Uh-huh.”

“You sure it won’t be clumsy?”

“Uh-uh.” She shook her head. “I just want to know what it feels like.”

As I stood so close to her, a breeze fluttered her hair, picked up the scent and carried it to my nose. She smelled like a rose.

“Were you in the garden earlier?”

“I was,” she said gleefully.

“You smell amazing,” I said. It wasn’t too strong that it made me sneeze, but the scent pulled me closer to her and also made me crave her even more.

“You are making me lose focus,” she said, tittering and enjoying me touching her.

I was already losing focus as her athletic butt was pressed against my crotch, and when she moved she rubbed it against it too, even succeeding in pushing down my tight foreskin.

“Alright, let’s try out some moves.” I helped her move her hand. It turned out a bit clumsy and a bit cumbersome at first, but I understood that I had to lift and hold her wrist for her. When I stood at this angle, it gave me a potent view of her chest, staring down at her cleavage and catching the sight of her sweet nipples hidden under her revealing skimpy bra. Despite, I was dripping sweat, her strong, feminine, rosy scent still lingered, and her desire to wield my sword strengthened.

“How am I doing?” she asked, twisting her neck to me.

“You are doing well,” I told her. I noticed a desire in her eyes to impress me, so I stroked her left shoulder. “You are doing very well.”

“I still don’t get how it can be so light in your hand,” she said and giggled. She stroked my forearm with her free hand, melting a little at the touch. “Your hand looks so strong.”

“It’s because it is,” I said firmly.

“I know,” she said and her eyes traced from my bulging forearm and up to my wrist and fingers which were clasped around her wrist.

We kept on going, moving and stabbing with the sword. Her eyes softened more, and it was difficult to see any hints of fierceness as it seemed to be my touch she was after.

“Aren’t you getting tired?” she asked and wiped her brow, releasing the grip on the sword.

“Not really,” I said.

“Let me feel your heart,” she said and pushed her hand against my chest. “It’s beating rapidly.”

“It’s beating for you,” I told her.

“Touch mine,” she said. I did, right between her boobs and felt the beat of her heart, beating warmly and heavily.

“It’s almost the same rhythm as mine.”

She nodded eagerly. “It’s beating for you.”

She wrapped her hands around my neck and attacked me in a sudden hug, and I gladly pressed her warm body closer to me, her red hair dazzling my eyes, but I closed them and focused on the sensation of having her so close to me. Her soft breasts were a treat, but so was the rest of her body, especially her quivering wings.

I heard some shy and subtle footsteps behind me, and we broke the hug, seeing Gabriella fidgeting with her hands.

“Don’t mean to interrupt, but I’m almost finished.”

We went up to the terrace and sat down with a view of the descending sun. The beams weren’t strong enough so they dazzled our eyes, so it was the perfect timing. She’d already set the table. Wearing an apron and oven mitts, she came carrying the pot of stew and set it on the table.

She took off her apron and hung it on the knob inside. “So what were you two up to?”

“You didn’t watch us?” I playfully asked her.

“Maybe a little,” she struggled to admit, tossing her hair over her shoulders and sitting down next to me. Just sitting squeezed between these two loving beauties felt amazing in itself.

“I tried out his sword,” Elanora said. “And he made it look super easy.”

“I tried out some of her arrows which were quite well made I must admit.”

“They’ll be better with some arrowheads,” she said.

Gabriella lifted the lid from the pot and a cloud of steam rose along with the scent of so many heavenly ingredients.

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” Gabriella said.

“It smells lovely.”

“My mom used to make this stew for me. She told me it warmed the heart and healed it from grief,” she said.

“That’s so thoughtful of you,” Elanora said.

Gabriella poured a bowl for all of us, and we started eating while the sun was setting.

When we’d finished eating, we leaned back and enjoyed the crimson sky. They both leaned closer and closer to me, caressing me and admiring my health and vigor. Their touches were equally as healing, and I draped my hands over their shoulders.

“I might have watched you a bit earlier,” Gabriella admitted. “You looked quite hot when playing around with that sword.”

“I don’t get it,” I said and raked my fingers through her blonde hair. “Are you afraid of weapons or not?”

“I am,” she said. “I don’t want to hold onto one, but it doesn’t hurt if a man can.”

“Sort of makes sense,” I said, but still felt puzzled.

“It doesn’t make sense since you’re a man,” Elanora said. “Most women want to have a man who can defend himself, but that doesn’t happen very often here.”

“Except for dwarves, I reckon,” I said.

“But they are weird,” Elanora said and waved her hand dismissively. Both of them were inching their hips closer to me as it started getting colder.

“One day,” Gabriella said. “Can’t we all go for a lovely swim somewhere?”

“How do you swim with wings?”

“Quite fast,” Elanora said and waggled her eyebrows. “You saw me earlier.”

“So you’ll be chasing me then,” I said.

“Like usual,” Gabriella said and giggled. She ran her hand up and along my arm, rubbing my veins only to continue touching my skin. “Elanora … have you seen his shower yet?”

“No, only his bedroom,” she said, but looked eagerly at Gabriella, probably questioning what she had in mind.

Gabriella’s eyes lit up. “Maybe we should take a shower before we go to bed, so Elanora can see it.”

“Is it room for two?” she asked, questionably.

I chuckled. “If that’s what you’re expecting, you have to see for yourself to believe it.”

“Now you are intriguing me,” she said and clasped my arm.

“Let me just quickly take the dishes,” Gabriella said and reluctantly broke apart from me. She took the dishes while Elanora and I watched the stars in the sky. I couldn’t hear the sound of the animals any longer, and I could see Phoenix sleeping right in front of the terrace.

After Gabriella scrubbed the table with a wet cloth, she said, “So, I’m finished.”

I took Elanora up with me and then to the bathroom. I opened the door, and once again, she looked around in awe.

“That shower … you can fit ten people there at least, and this bathroom. It’s enormous and the marble is so nice and shiny.”

Her eyes flicked from marble to marble, to mirror to mirror and sink to sink. I believed at first Sofia had perhaps overdone it, but she probably had predicted that I would end up with a lot of women and had made sure I got as nice a bathroom as possible as we would all enjoy ourselves up here.

Gabriella said and tugged at the collar of my shirt. “Are you going to undress?”

“What makes you think I won’t?” I asked her with a grin.

“Because your clothes are still on,” she pointed out.

“We aren’t in a hurry,” I said and pulled my shirt over my head. I pulled down my pants and underwear, and dumped them in the basket. The marble and shower started turning uninteresting as Elanora’s eyes roamed over my body. I enjoyed basking in their attention but reminded myself they also deserved equally as much attention.

“Should we undress each other?” Elanora suggested with a naughty grin on the side.

“Okay,” Gabriella said.

While glancing at me sideways, Elanora then whispered to Gabriella, “Let’s start, so he’ll grow hard in the process.”

They both chuckled, and I had to roll my eyes if they didn’t think I heard that one. Gabriella yielded to Elanora’s arms as garment after garment came off her till she stood there fully nude with perky, sweet breasts and a blonde bush right over her pink, dripping slit. She fingered herself demurely while throwing sideways glances at me. It wasn’t till Elanora knocked on her shoulder that she woke up.

“Sorry,” Gabriella apologized, “didn’t mean to forget you.”

“I’m finding it difficult to not touch myself too,” she said. My brain hadn’t fully processed what we were actually up to. The threesome Elanora had suggested earlier was about to unfold.

“It’s a bit difficult when you are so tall,” Gabriella said and struggled to pull her dress over her head.

Elanora was at least a head taller. “I will give you a helping hand,” she said and pulled the dress over her head.

“I will unhook the bra,” Gabriella insisted. They popped free and her teardrops spilled free and jiggled a little. I just stood there and watched them till they were fully nude, and my cock started hardening to steel. I draped my hands over their nude shoulders and led them into the shower. I turned it on, and as the water hit Elanora, she jumped to the side.

“Where are you going?” I teasingly asked.

“It’s so hot,” she said.

I turned down the temperature a bit. “Better?”

“A little,” she said and then reached for my cock, stroking it. I then felt a second hand which was Gabriella’s.

“Is it always hard?” Elanora asked and circled the head with her soft thumb.

“Only when I see something I like,” I said.

“I think he likes seeing us nude,” Gabriella whispered to Elanora, and it made both of them giggle. We started washing each other. We didn’t keep the order of anything, just rubbing each other with soap. But their four hands were all over me, and I had to take turns washing each and one of them. My chest and shoulders and butt were probably over-washed, and especially my cock which they kept pulling the foreskin up and down and tracing their fingers along the throbbing vein.

Elanora found it hard to concentrate when she rubbed her finger over the glans. “It’s so purple and shiny.”

“It’s so sweet and pink,” I said and fingered both of them as the steam billowed.

“Ugh,” Gabriella said. “So much steam, I can’t see either of you.”

“Should we dry ourselves and jump into bed?” I suggested and found it painfully hard to just stand here with those two nude beauties pleasuring me both visually and physically.

“I guess,” Gabriella said and exchanged glances with Elanora who looked a bit nervous all of a sudden.

“Are you nervous?” I asked Elanora. “It was your idea.”

“No, I’m not nervous,” she said but the blush betrayed her. “I’ve just heard of threesomes. I’m not sure how it will go down practically.”

I draped my hands over their backs and led them out as I stroked their butt cheeks on the way. Gabriella’s a bit softer and wider, and Elanora’s a bit plumper and firmer, but I loved them both equally.

I said, “We’ll figure something out, don’t worry.”

Again, both of them did anything they could to dry me while I found little room to dry them. Gabriella stood on her feet and dabbed the towel over my chest and Elanora was on her knees and dried my butt and legs. I tried drying Gabriella’s hair and even her upper body, but I then felt something warm and lush enveloping my cock. Gasping, I looked down and saw Elanora having stuffed my erection into her mouth. I raked my fingers through her hair.

“Elanora, hmmm, give me a second,” I painfully said as I wanted her to continue to pleasure me.

“I couldn’t resist,” she excused herself. She rose and gave me a chance to dry her, rubbing the towel over her boobs, waist and the rest of her body. I watched her smile and it looked like she’d fully recovered from her grief.

“You look like yourself again,” I said.

“It’s impossible not to be happy with you around,” she said. I then felt something else enveloping the head of my cock and slowly pushing it deeper down her throat. Gasping, I glanced down to Gabriella who was on her knees blowing me.

She came off with a kiss on the head. “Sorry, I just wanted a little taste.”

“It’s alright,” I said and watched my cock which already glimmered in both their individual saliva. I guided them into my bedroom. We crept up to the bed, but I got no peace as they didn’t crawl up with me and instead lingered at the bottom of the bed.

“Do you mind if we remain here for a second?” Gabriella asked with my erection towering over her face.

“Nope.”

They exchanged glances and Gabriella passed on the cock to Elanora. “You can start.”

“That’s sweet of you,” Elanora said and broke the barrier as they took turns sucking me, and even giving each other tips on how to push it deeper down their mouths. I couldn’t lie, having their tongues swirling around the head and running up and down the shaft felt amazing, but I wanted a taste of them too.

“Why don’t you take turns sitting on my face?” I suggested.

They came off my dripping cock and exchanged glances.

“You can go first,” Elanora kindly offered her.

Gabriella flapped her wings and landed with her ass on my face and pussy on my lips. I got strings of her honey splashing and spilling over my face, which I then gladly licked and let more spill over me. She kept squeezing her thighs against my face, her body quivering the more I kept licking her. At the same time, Elanora’s tongue ran all over my cock, sucking and pleasuring me.

They swapped places and almost bumped into each other as they used their wings.

“Hi-hi, it’s nice it is so spacious,” Elanora said before landing with her ass right on my face, her cheeks sinking on top till I could reach her precious fruit with my tongue and licking her like mad. She had a slightly sour taste, hinting that she was a few years younger than Gabriella.

“Oh,” Elanora said and started already grinding her sopping slit on my face. Gabriella seductively ran her tongue along my cock and made sure to swirl it as slowly and teasingly as possible at the very peak. She struggled to pull the foreskin down when I was fully erect, but when I felt it was fully down, she opened her mouth and rolled the head around the cheeks and then gently pushed it down her throat. She kept it there and her throat muscles contracted. I tried to stay focused on the pussy I had in front of me, but it was difficult as she kept pleasing me with her mouth. I swiped my tongue from one wing to the other and the very bottom, close to her butthole and up to her pink pearl at the top. She started swiveling her hips, and her fingers sank into my waist.

“Hmm, that’s nice,” Elanora said. My cock had gotten painfully hard, and Elanora dismounted from my face, and even a few feet apart, a string of her honey stretched from my face to the inside of her leg.

“What a mess,” Elanora said and giggled shyly as she smeared it over her legs.

“Since you are the wettest,” I suggested. “Why don’t you lay at the bottom while licking Gabriella?”

“Okay,” Elanora obeyed and quickly got into position as if she couldn’t wait. She lay down flat on her back and parted her legs for me.

Gabriella flapped her wings and gently lowered her ass on Elanora’s face. “Is this alright?” Gabriella asked, just in case it felt uncomfortable for her.

She said something, but Gabriella’s wonderful cheeks muffled the noise. I was about to push the head into Elanora’s pink butterfly, but said first, “I think it will be difficult to hear her,” I pointed out. “Your bottom is quite impressive.”

She covered her mouth and giggled. “Oh, she’s already licking me …. Oh, she’s licking a lot.”

I pushed the head in first, facing a little resistance at first since her walls clenched, but I was so hard and she was so wet, it eventually slid in with little effort. After the first thrust, she wrapped her legs around me, pushing me closer to her. By her body language, I knew she wanted more. I pulled out till only the very tip of the head was left and then plunged back in, splashing her juices over my waist and her sexy red hair right on her mound.

“Hmm,” I moaned as the tingling sensation started building up at the very head of my cock and then spreading like a wildfire. I kept plowing her with my erection, and right in front of me was Gabriella, grinding her bottom over Elanora’s face, smearing trails of honey all over her. Her boobs swung back and forth like two pendulums as her teeth kept sinking further down her plump lips.

I let go of Elanora, trying to keep the pounds going while I reached Gabriella’s boobs and fondled them. We kept eye contact, and I could tell she enjoyed the touches and attention but was in so much pleasure she couldn’t exchange a word with me.

Gabriella’s and Elanora’s bodies started trembling and eventually, they turned rigid as one orgasmed after the other. While squeezing Gabriella’s boobs to the point it looked like they would pop, I pushed my cock all the way in, letting Elanora’s contracted pussy be the final button which pushed out all my hot seeds into her slit, flooding her with warmth and love.

Gasping a breath of relief, I glanced down and felt my cock pumping out load after load into her depths. Panting, I glanced up and watched Gabriella’s eyes swimming with love and lust, and we kept intimate eye contact till she fell to the side, chuckling.

I still had my cock deep into Elanora. Her pussy was clamping down on me and refused to let go. Her face was covered in sticky nectar, but she had almost the exact same expression as Gabriella with no hints of grief and worry. She squeezed her boobs together, and I tried to pull out my cock, but she wouldn’t let me.

“What are you doing?” I asked her.

“Keeping you inside me,” she said and giggled.

“Am I supposed to sleep like this?”

“Yes,” she said in bliss and just let her head slump back down. “I will admit … that felt more fun than yesterday.”

Gabriella came back in with three towels in her hand. “I will clean your face,” she said and dabbed it on Elanora’s face.

“I would never imagine a woman could be so wet,” Elanora said.

“Neither could I,” Gabriella admitted, “but it was so exotic.”

“Something we should be doing every night,” Elanora suggested.

We all exchanged glances, and we found only agreement. We sure had a lot to look forward to. Eventually, Elanora released me, and I pulled out my cock with rivulets of fresh cum trickling out.

“I probably need an extra towel here,” I told Gabriella, who tossed one to me.

“Clean your face first,” she said.

I touched my cheeks and was yet again reminded that I had both of their sticky juices over my face. I wiped my face and made sure to wipe some of the cum on Elanora’s sexy pussy, but it just kept trickling out of her.

“If it is as much as I suspect it to be,” Elanora said, “we can just clean the bedsheet instead.”

“Good that you said so since I was about to give up,” I said and tossed the towel aside. “Ladies, make room for me.”

They made room for me in the middle, letting me slump back down with my head falling onto the soft pillow. I glanced over to Elanora and saw only a precious, glowing smile. “How do you feel?”

“I feel fully healed … and I have accepted most of them weren’t my friends, to begin with.”

“And us three can go around nude together if we wish?” I asked both of them.

They nodded and Gabriella said, “It will be nice to keep our relationship as open as possible, no secrets or anything like that.”

Elanora draped her arm over my chest. “We are your loved ones, so we’ll listen to you regardless.”

“And I will listen to both of you as well,” I said.

Elanora wrapped her leg over mine and pressed her pussy on my leg. Gabriella occupied my other leg and pressed her pussy there as well. Elanora lowered her arm which was draped over my chest, “It’s room for yours too.”

“Okay,” she said and draped her arm over my chest.

“Who needs a blanket when I got you two,” I said and smiled up to the ceiling.

It made them chuckle, but Gabriella also made sure to check on Elanora. “Have you been licking before?”

She blushed a little. “Maybe.”

“Why the blush … no secrets, remember,” I pointed out.

“Well, I have,” she admitted.

“It felt as if your tongue were on fire,” Gabriella said.

“It felt as if his cock were on fire too,” she said and chuckled.

“It wasn’t a feeling,” I corrected her. “It actually was.”

“But I sensed another type of desire,” Gabriella said and her fingers crawled to Elanora. “Something you wanted to let out.”

She nodded. “Yes, I just had to let out all that stored-up hatred. I feel a lot better now though.”

“Hatred is a poison,” Gabriella said. “Love is the antidote.”

Elanora just smiled. “If only more avariels didn’t have such prejudice against you angels. You are truly one of the most wondrous races out there.”

“No we aren’t,” Gabriella said. “We have our fair share of mean individuals too, but you can never judge the entire group because of them.”

Elanora nodded. “You’re right …. I wish someone could have taught me that earlier.”

Gabriella smiled sweetly. “Better late than ever.”

“Yes.”

As our heart rates slowly started lowering, we were about to sleep. They didn’t move their legs or arms anywhere, and my erection was about to rise again as their touches and love for me warmed as no other fire could.

“For tomorrow,” Gabriella said. “Can’t we all rest here for a moment, cuddling, touching and so on before we go on with our day?”

I nodded. “So long you two are nude by my side, I’m not going anywhere.”

Elanora nodded and held onto me harder. “For tomorrow, I promise.”

And I looked forward to tomorrow morning.
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“Do you have the net ready?” Elanora asked.

I double-checked my satchel. “Yes.”

We were on a hunting trip, hunting for vultures. I was excited and at the same time a bit unsure of the process although Elanora had guided me well so far.

“Remember, after we shoot it, we must quickly fly and catch it.”

“Yes … I’m listening,” I told her with a wink. She’d repeated it a couple of times now. It was interesting to see how open sky hunting worked in Paradisia, and that’s exactly what they called it. Hunting on larger islands and landscapes was just called hunting, but according to Elanora, it was a bit duller. She’d lectured me before about the vultures. They could be dangerous if you got too close, and unlike widewings, they were all carnivores.

Since I had a superior vision, we relied mostly on my sight, but I couldn’t spot much as the sun climbed steadily higher into the sky. A breeze fluttered through our hair and reminded us that it was a slightly cooler day. Nevertheless, Elanora wore the same revealing dress.

“Seen anything yet?” she asked, flying closer to me on Lidia. Lidia and Phoenix kept glancing at each other, and it was evident by Phoenix’s speed and crying that he was in love with her. According to Gabriella, they’d mated a few days back, and she wasn’t quite sure what to do with the upcoming baby widewing.

I shook my head and kept scanning the horizon. “Should we check the map again?”

“Not necessary,” she said. “They’re known to be around these parts of the skies.”

Phoenix flapped his wings as Lidia’s attention waned. I thought maybe he saw something. He hadn’t been my widewing for long, but I started figuring out what he meant by certain gestures and cries.

I narrowed my eyes at a dark flying object. “I see something.”

“Where?” she asked. I pointed, but as usual, she didn’t see it. “I wished I had your vision.”

I chuckled. “Come on, let’s get that beast.” I took the lead, and she followed behind me till she also saw it.

“Nice,” Elanora said and licked her lips. “Not too small, but not too big either.”

Black wings and a white breast, its neck was several feet long. The tip of its claws glinted in the sun and had several traces of dry blood. It was a menacing bird and way bigger than the vultures on Earth.

“I hope you know how to skin one,” I said. Even though I loved meat, I honestly had never skinned or butchered an animal. That was the thing about living in a place like this, it forced you to think more self-sufficiently.

“I do,” she said and leaned forward and increased the speed. “It’ll be my way to impress you.”

I grinned. “I’m looking forward to seeing your hands bloody.”

We’d gone over this earlier. We were supposed to kill it from a low point and then fly as quickly as possible under it before it would fall into the ocean. We exchanged glances as we lowered the altitude. The vulture spotted us while circling the air, crying. Phoenix narrowed his eyes at the beast and started jerking as if wanting to attack it. Elanora had also told me never to let your widewing fly by himself during a vulture attack, since they could end up wounded. Vultures’ fighting ability was also superior to widewings’, even how much a male wanted to impress the female.

“Lower?” I asked Elanora.

“This should suffice,” she said and eyed the vulture from behind which circled the air and cried more than usual. “But we have to be quick, otherwise it will just descend, and we have to descend even further.”

“It will make them think we are retreating and weak, right?”

She looked at me. “You know quite a lot for not having been on a hunt before.”

I shook my head. “It’s just common sense.”

We exchanged glances again, and I then brought out the net. “We’ll shoot it at the same time,” I told her.

She nodded. “Get your bow ready.”

I reached the quiver in my back and let go of the reins. Even if I’d learned to fly recently, I’d learned quickly. Yesterday, Elanora had taken me to another lesson on how to wield a bow while flying. She’d placed balloons in the sky as targets, and I had succeeded before even dinner, earning more praise and love from both her and Gabriella.

“Distance,” she reminded me, and I nodded. The vulture kept crying, and Phoenix jerked again, eyeing the vulture as if he also wanted to attack it so badly.

“Easy there,” I told Phoenix.

We nocked the arrows simultaneously and counted at the same time. “One, two, fire!” We let go, firing so hard the shafts pierced right through the vulture’s belly. Immediately as blood sprayed from its belly, we unselected the bows, and I tossed one end of the net to her. We flew as quickly as we could to the vulture, and if we had been a second too late it would have fallen. It landed on the net softly, squirming in pain for a second and then slumped down to its death, blood trickling out from the wounds and coloring the net dark red.

We exchanged grins. “A victory kiss?” Elanora suggested. I flew closer to her and delivered a kiss on her lips.

“Seeing you fire that arrow,” I told her while we were close, “was quite sexy.”

“You think so?”

I nodded and it had turned me on immediately, already my erection throbbing lightly against the zipper.

“Wait till you’ll see me flay and butcher it,” she said and twirled her hair on her finger.

“Let’s find the nearest island with some water,” I said.

We flew cumbersomely with the net and vulture. I brought out my map and located one uninhabited island with a lake. It wasn’t the biggest island, but at least it was something.

We landed on the edge, and immediately upon dropping the net, our widewings approached the vulture and sniffed it, twittering shortly after. I waved my hand and gestured to Phoenix that he could fly.

Elanora brought out the butcher knife. “Time for some fun,” she said and grinned. “But you’ll have to help me.” She tried making herself look small at the same time.

“That’s what I am here for,” I said and stretched my body again. There wasn’t much here, except for a couple of orchards and a little lake. The widewings were already stooping over the water to drink, but Elanora and I were stooping over our kill. She started slicing the skin in the middle, and she then explained we had to pull it off while occasionally using the knife. She tried her hardest to pull it off and managed a couple of inches at a time. I got the gist of it and stood by her side, pulling a big chunk of the skin off within seconds, and then she stepped back and watched me with a raised eyebrow as I pulled it off within a minute, tossing it aside.

“Damn, you are strong,” she said and looked at me while biting her lips.

“It was nothing,” I said and dusted my hands off. I brought out the bags, which we would use to store all the meat and organs. “I assume butchering requires skill and not just strength though.”

“You’re right,” she said and beamed, probably making herself feel special. She went through the process of getting out the organs first. I tossed them in the bag and then watched as her hands just got bloodier. For some reason, it turned me on. She was young, strong and courageous at the same time. I had always wanted a woman who was equipped for outdoor life, but instead, I’d gotten a spoiled brat that wanted lip injections and expensive purses instead.

“Are you looking?” she questioned.

“I am,” I said and funnily watched her.

“It looks as if you are dreaming though,” she said and pointed the bloody butcher knife at me.

“Honestly … this does feel a bit like a dream now and then.”

“Yesterday, when we had our second threesome,” she said and chuckled, “Did it feel like a dream?”

I shook my head. “As real as this hunt.”

“So what are you talking about then?”

“Difficult to explain, but it sometimes feels too good to be true … too perfect almost.”

“It’s far from perfect. We still have scammers, thieves and whores. Thankfully the latter is rare.”

I didn’t know why I said it, but it was almost as if something imminent was about to occur. The last time I’d been at the market, I had gotten a bit more attention than usual, making me believe someone was after me or something like that.

I tried not to think so much about it and aimed my attention back to the butchering, seeing her skillfully separate the meat from the bones in nice cuts and packing it into the bags.

When we were finished, we washed our hands in the lake. “Too cold for a swim?” I asked her.

“So long you will hold onto me … then nothing is cold.” She grinned and I knew she couldn’t decline an offer to swim nude. We stripped off our clothes till we were nude, lying them a bit far off from the meat.

I took her hand. “Let’s hop in at the same time, okay?”

She nodded eagerly, and we ran to the lake and jumped in, water splashing everywhere. While submerged under the water, she refused to let go of my hand, and we swam up to the surface, and then I got a hold of her other hand. Her body pressed against mine, and she felt my erection straight away, letting it be squeezed up between our waists.

“I’m sorry but I have to ask this again,” she asked guiltily. “Is it normal to always be this hard?”

“If I have attractive women around me,” I said and looked into her emerald eyes, reminding me of summer and jewels. She had asked that before, but I didn’t judge her when knowing how limp and weak the other men were.

“I see,” she said and stopped touching me there to throw her hands around my neck. “If you only knew how happy I am with you.”

I combed my fingers through her wet hair, unveiling more of her beauty. “You weren’t happy before?”

She shook her head slowly. “I wasn’t sad or grieving, but it’s hard to know what it’s like to be loved when you haven’t really been loved.”

I was about to ask about her so-called friends but then bit my tongue, knowing she didn’t keep in touch with any of them ever since she left. She was solely in my hands now.

“I know what you’re saying,” I said. “I had similar experiences to you. You and Gabriella … you have taught me so much.”

She just smiled, and my words made her feel special. “It’s more than that. Most of us women won’t even end up with a man, let alone someone like you. I actually understand why so many of them are jealous.”

“Please,” I said and slid my hands up to her wings. “Don’t think about them.”

“Will try,” she said. “But it’s a bit hard when they have been a part of my life for so long. Do you ever think of Earth now and then?”

“Daily,” I admitted. “Not that I want to go back, but almost all of my memories are from there.”

“See? that’s how it is for me.”

“We’ll build as many memories as possible together, and then we don’t have to think about our pasts much longer.”

“Yes … that’s what I’m thinking too. Although not all of them were bad, some did say goodbye.”

“I see,” I said. “Have you contacted them?”

She shook her head. “It will be difficult since I don’t even think they’ll let me back in. They will have to come and see us.”

“I see.”

“Do you miss anyone?” she asked. I always liked when she asked me personal questions. It was evident she cared about me and was not just some pretentious gold digger or cock digger as you called them here. Although rather a cock digger than a gold digger. I’d met a couple here, and they were nowhere near as bad as gold diggers. In fact, I wouldn’t even call them bad since none had inflicted any pain upon me.

I thought back to her question and then slowly shook my head. “My relationship with my parents had never really been the best. I was a loner for quite some time, and once my business went up in smoke, there was nothing left.”

She looked at me sympathetically. “I feel that pain. I have a hard time believing you were a loner though.”

“I was,” I said firmly. “Fake friends aren’t friends … surrounding yourself with fake people is the equivalent of being by yourself.”

She drew a circle on my chest while listening. “You’re right.”

“We have to take care of real and intimate relationships,” I said as I drew my lips drew closer to hers. “Make sure we only surround ourselves with loved ones.”

She was about to say something but pressed her lips to mine instead, closing off the remaining gap. Our lips interlocked. Despite being submerged under the cold water, I felt a warmth like never before. It never got put out either. The same feeling of euphoria was there every time we kissed and loved each other.

We broke the kiss and watched as the sun was about to decline.

“Should we head back to Gabriella?” I suggested.

She nodded eagerly. “I’m looking forward to some wild meat … and also what will follow.”

My cock hardened at the last words.




We landed at the very edge of our island. Gabriella was doing some garden work. Having a basket filled with root vegetables next to her, she was covered in dirt but at the same time looked so cute as she waved to us.

“How did it go?” she asked. I was about to hug her, but she showed me her hands. “I’m filthy.”

“We are filthy every day but it doesn’t deter us from being close to each other.”

“Alright then,” she yielded and embraced me.

“And to answer your other question, we killed a vulture.”

We parted from each other’s arms, and Elanora showed her the bag of freshly cut meat.

“What should we make out of that?” Gabriella asked.

“Some steaks and baked vegetables would be nice,” Elanora said and exchanged glances with us. None of us objected.

“You must be hungry now though after your trip,” Gabriella said. “What do you say about an early dinner … then we can play some music.”

We both nodded. “I’m pretty damn hungry, to tell the truth,” I said.

“Me too,” Elanora said.

Gabriella carried in the basket of newly picked vegetables, and we helped her store the meat. Elanora refroze the freezer with a spell, and I thought it was cool as always.

“Do you need any help?” Elanora asked Gabriella.

“Not needed, but if you insist,” Gabriella said, who couldn’t say no to extra company.

“I do insist,” Elanora said.

While I left them alone in the kitchen, I went out to the terrace to enjoy the open view. I also took a walk to the farm area, seeing the barn the builders had built and also the animals grazing around. It was such a peaceful sight, and one I’d dreamed over for almost all of my life. No one wanted to be stuck in a city. It was just a financial choice rather than a choice from the heart. I wasn’t bombarded with information here. It was just the serene peaceful air and the feeling of self-sufficiency.

I found a stump and sat down and enjoyed the sunshine and peaceful weather for a moment, thanking Sofia again for not only giving me a second chance but bringing me to Paradise.

I gathered some of the wood I had chopped the other day and stacked it in the wooden store log. There wasn’t much left from the tree and wondered if I should fell another one in the upcoming days.

I heard the meat sizzle and the scent of baked potatoes. I felt eyes on my back too and heard some giggling sounds as they opened the kitchen window.

“Are you hanging in there, Leo?” Elanora asked.

I turned around and gave her a thumbs-up. “Not starving yet.”

“We are almost finished, setting the table now.”

“I’ll join you,” I said.

I walked up the terrace and caught the sight of Elanora setting the table.

“Needed a breath of fresh air?” she asked.

“Yeah, it’s so peaceful and heavenly up here.”

“I’m thinking the same every day,” she said. “Gabriella wants to know how you want your steaks?”

“As rare as possible,” I said and slumped down on my usual seat in the middle. Elanora massaged my shoulders before returning to the kitchen.

“I’ll be right back.”

I folded my hands behind my neck and leaned back, watching the sun lowering and seeing some birds in the distance along with some seagulls, letting my thoughts wander freely till Gabriella set the tray of baked vegetables on the table along with a plate of butter.

“Are you relaxed?” she asked me.

I nodded. “Impossible not to be with a scenery like this.”

Her fingertips were gleaming with churned butter, and she wore an apron over her white dress. “It’s always nice to have a little moment for ourselves now and then, but never nice when we get too lonely.”

She was concerned for me and always made sure I was alright. It was impossible not to love such a sweetheart as Gabriella.

“It was just for a couple of minutes,” I said.

“Yes,” she said. “But I tried to hurry since I wanted to keep you company as well.”

“You are lovely,” I flattered her. Elanora set a plate piled with steaks on top, looking perfectly seared, and juices already seeped out from the meat, steam swirling.

“We made them as rare as possible,” Elanora said and took off her apron. Both of them removed the bun and hairpin, and let their lustrous hair spill freely. They took a seat next to me, and we started eating. When I sliced the steak, I felt Elanora’s eyes on me.

“What?” I asked her and gave her a look.

“I just want to make sure I cooked it how you wanted it.”

It was perfectly rare, a nice pink color in the middle where this nice rivulet of juices seeped onto my plate. “It’s perfect, and even if it wasn’t, it’s the thought that counts.”

She smiled in return, and we loaded our plates with vegetables, which were glazed with honey and topped with salt. It was a divine meal, and it wasn’t just the freshness of the vegetables, but the meat tasted so strong.

“Wild meat,” I said and chewed the juices from the steak. “This must be one of the most delicious meat I’ve ever tasted.”

“You probably won’t believe me if I say it’s the first time I’ve ever eaten wild meat,” Gabriella said but satisfyingly chewed her steak.

“You never even bought it at the market?” Elanora asked with a raised eyebrow.

Gabriella shook her head. “I mostly ate eggs from my chickens. I would have veal now and then but otherwise not much of a meat person.”

“I love meat,” Elanora said and kept chewing the steak till the juices dribbled down from her cheeks. “Especially when it is fresh and hunted by yourself. It makes the taste and experience so much stronger.”

I agreed with her, and I ate a bit quicker than usual. The delicious taste and hunger contributed to that.

When there wasn’t a vegetable left and there were only juices left on our plates, we leaned back and enjoyed the sunset.

“Do we have enough butter for tomorrow?” I asked Gabriella and glanced at the plate, seeing only gleaming traces left as we’d even finished the butter.

She nodded and patted my thigh. “Don’t worry about it … even if we don’t, we can just make some more.”

I looked over to some of the lambs which bleated and stared out to the edge of the island, probably marveling over the amazing view themselves.

“We should probably slaughter one when we’ve finished the vulture flesh,” I said.

“You are right,” Elanora said.

“We should take a day at a time,” Gabriella said instead. “Don’t always plan and try to live in the moment.”

“You are also right,” Elanora said with a giggle. She’d changed into a blue slip dress that hugged her curves perfectly. I hadn’t seen that one before, but it sure caught my attention.

“What do you think of my dress?” Elanora asked.

“It looks sexy on you,” I said.

“But I like Gabriella’s see-through …. I think it looks even sexier.”

Gabriella covered her mouth and tittered.

“How do you make such a see-through dress, anyway?” Elanora asked.

“It’s a specialty of the angels,” Gabriella said. I watched her again and being barely able to see her skin through the dress sure was a tease, but her lingerie was also a tease that barely covered her private parts, making her just look so much prettier. I turned to my left and studied Elanora. Her dress was more revealing and hugged her skin more, but it gave little hints of her private parts. I placed my hand on her thighs and stroked her porcelain skin, and then looked over to Gabriella’s which was more honey-toned. They looked beautiful nevertheless.

“But in the upcoming days, I can ask some of my fellow angels to make you one,” Gabriella offered her.

“I would love to,” Elanora said. “But you don’t think they will have anything against me because I’m an avariel?”

“No,” Gabriella said and chuckled. “They might give you funny looks. I mean your height and pointy ears will look funny to them, but it’s not like they’ve ever seen an avariel before.”

I draped both my arms over their shoulders and pulled them closer. “What about me … should I get a see-through dress?”

“No!” they both said in unison which was followed by a wave of laughter.

“Your clothes are sexy as they are,” Elanora said and touched my chest. “But you probably could have used a size tighter.”

“Tighter?” I said. “Won’t it be too pretentious?”

“No such thing,” Elanora said and chuckled.

“More eye candy for us,” Gabriella said.

“And that will be fair if I get a new dress,” Elanora said.

“Your dress is pretty as it is,” I said, watching her closely. “Has this something to do with you wanting to distance yourself from the rest of the avariels?”

Her lips tightened into a flat line and a blush kept growing. “Maybe.”

So she still hadn’t gotten over it. I wasn’t sure what to reply with, but Gabriella laid her hand on my thigh and looked Elanora in the eyes.

“If it will help you,” Gabriella said, “then that will be our priority in the coming days.”

“Thank you,” Elanora said demurely. “I mean, it’s not like I don’t like it, but I just want to get rid of some old memories … or try to.”

“We understand,” Gabriella said sweetly. “I guess we can take a trip tomorrow … but you, Leo, have to be careful.”

“Careful of what?”

“Cock diggers,” she said.

I chuckled and waved my hand dismissively. “As I told you earlier, I never really cared when that angel blew me.”

“Tell me more about how she attacked you,” Elanora said with a smirk.

“In the middle of the night,” Gabriella started. “She jumped down the chimney, just to suck him while he was asleep.”

Elanora’s lips slid up into a grin.

“So long we don’t have a sleepover there,” I said, “nothing like that will happen.”

“They will be all over you though,” Gabriella said.

“They are like that at the central market too,” I pointed out.

“I can’t imagine having so many eyes on me at once,” Gabriella said and shuddered.

“You sure about that?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I get dizzy just thinking about it. I want a pair of eyes on me, and someone that truly cares about me,” she said, reaching to my hand and squeezing it.

I still found it hard to understand the danger of a cock digger: someone that didn’t really care about me but just wanted some pleasure. But at the same time, I didn’t mind since their lips and pussies would pleasure me in return. Maybe I’d never fully grasp what a cock digger truly was.

Gabriella took the dishes and returned with some pastries. They tasted delicious and filling, and after they’d been washed down with some fresh milk, we lit a fire and moved some logs closer to the fire. Gabriella voluntarily played some music, and it brought us closer together while the flames flickered, especially as the sun was setting and star after star got smeared out across the sky.

“That was lovely,” Elanora said. Every time she played her harp it brought us peace, and it was always special right before going to bed. Elanora’s fingers kept creeping and crawling closer to my crotch. It had been semi-hard since the hunt and didn’t need more than some brief touches.

I took Elanora’s hand and also Gabriella’s. “How about if we finish this day up in my bedroom?”

“Just a little touch between my legs,” Elanora begged and reluctantly pulled my hand closer to her crotch. I let her pull me to her desired spot, and I felt her warm, sweet wetness, just lying there waiting to get licked and fucked by me.

While I kept fingering her around, I also felt how Gabriella slipped her hand beneath my pants to touch my erection. She slid her soft hand up and down and whispered, “I also want it inside me.”

“Right … but you practically have me pinned down here,” I said and couldn’t move.

They exchanged glances and chuckled.

Elanora let go of my hand. “Alright then,” she said with a grin. “Let’s get up to our bedroom.”
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After taking turns banging both of them, I was knocked out. I dreamed the most pleasant dreams at first, but then my dreams started teetering toward unpleasant images. I saw images of hostile dwarves looking up at me and frowning. I then heard someone snigger and something rattle behind the barn, and that’s when I realized I wasn’t dreaming.

My eyes snapped open, and I heard the noises clear as day. I quickly shook both of them, and their eyes popped open and darted to me.

“We have intruders,” I warned them and selected my sword and bow at the same time.

Gabriella’s eyes widened in fear, but Elanora quickly got her dress and selected her bow and quiver filled with arrows. I quickly just got my pants on and ran out.

“Leo, wait!” Gabriella shouted and tried to follow us down the stairs.

“Wait here,” I told her as I saw that they were loading our animals into carts. As soon as they saw us, they quickly blew a horn and flew away with their ten widewings. Phoenix had an arrow protruding from his calves, and I quickly pulled it out, my anger and hate rising.

“Are you alright?” I made sure to ask him.

Despite the fresh blood trickling from his wound, he flapped his wings eagerly and cried.

“I will avenge you, buddy,” I said and mounted his back and soared up to the sky. They were all dwarves, scrambling to their widewings in order to flee.

“Leo, some are behind us!” Elanora shouted and quickly turned. I was about to load my bow but twisted my neck instead. Eight dwarves clad in mail and equipped with both crossbows and sledgehammers.

“Fuck ‘em,” I said. I loaded my bow and fired at the first dwarf trying to escape from my soil. The arrow pierced through the neck and blood sprayed in the darkness. I tossed the bow in my left hand and unsheathed my sword in my right, swinging it across the next dwarf who tried to escape, slicing off her arm. I made a sharp turn, and as she groaned in pain, I finished her groaning by driving the sword deep into her belly.

We hunted down the dwarves one by one, but I felt stressed out, since I knew I couldn’t leave any of them alone here with Gabriella and the rest of the animals, and at the same time the thieves flew away with my livestock, but I promised myself they wouldn’t get away with this. I would hunt them down to the very end of the world.

I rammed my widewing into another dwarf’s widewing. Phoenix inflicted a wound on its chest, and the wings didn’t flap so strongly afterward. Phoenix, who was still bleeding and fiercely fighting on, proved to be no match against their animals.

I glanced behind my back as I couldn’t see anyone. Elanora had slayed two already but struggled with one who came at her with an axe.

“Leo, help, I’m out of arrows!” she shouted at me with no hints of fear in her voice. I flew directly to her as quickly as I could. The fucker threw the axe at her which struck her thigh. When I saw the spilled blood, I felt a hatred like never before, as if my own blood was about to boil over. It was a wound on my lover, something which I couldn’t tolerate. I dashed toward the sniggering dwarf and sent my sword deep into her belly, making it protrude out on the other side so my right arm touched her bloody chest. I pushed out and saw her rounded eyes as I inflicted a lethal wound upon her. I quickly made a turn and aimed my sword right at her heart, stabbing her so her body turned rigid. I pulled out, kicked her away from her widewing and made sure to stab her widewing as well, so they both fell to the ocean.

I breathed heavily, as I watched some of the corpses on my island that I vowed to burn later, but now I had to check on Elanora whose widewing landed back on the island. I quickly descended and jumped off before Phoenix’s feet touched the ground. The wound was deep and the size of an axeblade. The blood just trickled, but she continued to grit her teeth.

“Gabriella!” I shouted, and she came rushing out the door, looking so nervous she was about to have a breakdown. I took her shoulder and looked her in the eyes. “Heal her, I will get the others.”

“Can’t you stay,” she said and took my hand.

“I can’t let them get away with this,” I said.

“I don’t want you to get hurt,” she said and sniveled. That’s when I noticed tears welling up in her eyes.

“I won’t,” I said firmly.

She swallowed hard, and I had to remind her of poor Elanora who lay there, squirming in pain.

“Be careful,” Gabriella said.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and patted Phoenix’s back. “Come on, let’s get ‘em.”

Phoenix flapped his wings eagerly, and we soared up. Despite the wound, he flew as quickly as I’d ever flown on him. The adrenaline and yearning for revenge empowered him as we sped through the night sky, closing in on the intruders. They were probably surprised that I could see them from a distance. I couldn’t only see them, but also their fear of the grave mistake they’d committed.

As we were closing in on them, I watched them closely. I noticed most of them were unarmed and a bit chunkier than usual. I could only spot six of them, but I admired them for cooperating well, letting the least athletic of them take care of the burglary while the rest were kept on guard.

Their eyes widened upon seeing me, and I heard them stutter, “He s-survived?”

I didn’t lower my sword, letting them see the blood drying on the blade. “Halt the widewings!” I cried out, and they did immediately as I told them to. They wore patched-up dresses, looking more like little beggars than anything else.

“You return to my island immediately,” I said firmly, staring them down and tightening the grip around the hilt.

The dwarf, who I believed to be the leader, swallowed hard and was the only one who dared to hold my gaze for more than a second.

“What happened?” she asked nervously.

“You will see what happened.”

She accepted the fact that I wasn’t a typical weakling in Paradise, but her curiosity rose as she witnessed my fierce gaze. “Will you k-keep us … alive?”

I knew she had the option to cut off the cart from the widewings and try to flee, so I tried to get along as well as possible, even if wounding them too was tempting.

“What was your job in this operation?”

“Nothing, sir,” the dwarf said and shook her head.

I furrowed my brows and flew closer to her, seeing further evidence that she was unarmed. I pointed my bloody sword at the cart.

“You just tried to steal my livestock, inflicted a wound upon my lover and widewing … answer me accordingly.”

She nodded and swallowed hard, fears spreading quicker than wildfire. “I’m sorry,” she said, her voice weakening without any hints of masculinity any longer. “My older sister had seen you at the market, knowing you’d bought some animals. We’re dirt poor, please forgive us. It was her idea to steal your livestock, but none of us inflicted any wounds upon you. Our part of the operation was to get away with your animals.” Tears streamed down her cheeks, and I believed she spoke the truth. She didn’t have the nerve to lie to me anyway.

“Since you didn’t wound any of us, fly back with my animals, let them out where they were from the beginning, and I will let you live.”

“We could try to flee,” one of the dwarves whispered, and within a second I swiftly flew to her and let the steel hover right under her throat.

“I would think twice.”

Her eyes widened in fear. “Sorry sir … I was talking about s-something else.”

I spat at her lousy excuse, and they made the decision to fly back, and I followed them as thoroughly as possible.

We arrived back at the island, and even if I kept an eye on them, I glanced back and saw that Elanora was back on her feet, gathering the corpses and dumping them where we’d lit the fire earlier. Her wound had been healed, and she scowled at the humiliated dwarves returning.

“Where should we put the animals?” the dwarf asked.

“Right back where you found them,” I said sternly and didn’t bother pointing with my sword. She did as I told them, landing by the farm and opening up the cart. I counted every single one of them, and the lambs bleated, the cow mooed and the chickens clucked as they ran back to the pasture.

“I swear, do you ever attempt something like this again,” I said and pointed at the corpses. “You will end up like your friends.”

They nodded but unsteadily. “We understand, sir,” the dwarf said. They nervously mounted their widewings as I told them they could leave. One of the dwarves pissed herself, and I watched it trickle down the saddle as she flew away in shame.

“Scums,” I said and spat. I sheathed my sword and unselected my weapons. I hurried to Elanora and watched her thigh. “Are you alright?”

She nodded, but I saw the hatred on her face. “Gabriella healed me well.”

“We got ‘em,” I said and watched the corpses.

She leaned closer to me, and I felt the same unity as when we’d hunted the vulture. “We did.”

“No one will ever hurt you,” I said and held onto her hand. “If someone inflicts just a scratch upon you, whether it’s on the heart or the outside, I will hunt them down to the end of this world.”

She smiled sweetly. “I know you will …. Gabriella is crying, by the way.”

I nodded. “Where is she?”

“There,” she said and pointed behind my back. I saw now that her gorgeous face was distorted by hot tears.

I quickly got a hold of her and lent her my shoulder, patting her back. “What’s the matter?”

“I was worried for you,” she said. “Elanora was so badly wounded, and Phoenix was hurt and you went off by yourself.”

“Hush, hush,” I told her and stroked her back. “Elanora isn’t wounded any longer. Phoenix is alright, and I did go off by myself, but most importantly, I got our animals back here.”

“Wouldn’t it have been safer if we could have just bought some more animals instead of you going after them?”

That comment bothered me slightly, but I didn’t judge her too much for it. I broke the hug and looked her in the eyes. I sternly shook my head.

“Gabriella, it doesn’t work like that. If we would’ve let them get away with this, they would have come here again and again. They won’t any longer since they know where they’ll end up.”

She watched me and sighed. “Maybe you’re right …. This isn’t my field of expertise, but it was horrible nevertheless.”

“You will be safe here,” I told her. “Just what I told Elanora, if someone dares to just inflict a scratch upon you, they will pay deeply.”

She nodded and fell into my arms again, letting me hold and take care of her. Despite the tears, I noticed again the musky scent. She must have licked Elanora well to have healed her.

“I … don’t want to watch the pyre. Do you think Phoenix needs some help with his thigh?” she asked.

“You can check with him. I will watch them burn regardless.”

“Okay,” she said cutely.

I motioned Elanora with me, and we pushed some tinder under the bodies.

“You let them live,” she noted.

I wrinkled my nose. “They came back with the livestock. I keep my word.”

“Good strategy, would be hard to get them back with the animals.”

I nodded. “We always have to compromise.”

She cast the fire spell, and the fire spread and slowly licked the corpses. We stepped back and stood side by side and watched them burn as they’d tried to kill us but failed miserably. I suddenly felt a euphoric feeling and then my sky’s helper glowed so strongly. The euphoria was connected with my sky’s helper. It had felt similar to when I had learned a new skill or so, but now I had just avenged myself.

“What’s that?” I asked.

She looked at my sky’s helper but also her own which was glowing similarly. “You retaliated … it’s one of the best means to strengthen your abilities and skills. Queen Paradisia always encourages such actions, especially so if you are a man.”

“Right,” I said. It was late in the night, but my heart was still thumping and my adrenaline was still glowing strong, but the joy was overwhelming. I didn’t call the police, waiting for the intruders to get away. I was allowed to defend myself without having to prove it to some court. It felt so empowering, so free. I watched the corpses burn till they were reduced to bones, and I draped my hand over Elanora’s neck and exchanged glances with her.

“You fight valiantly,” I said and thought over how she joined me without a second thought.

“So do you.”

I nodded and sighed, finally starting to feel we could wind down as the fire was reduced to embers, and the wind blew the bones off this island. I took her to the other side, seeing Gabriella stitching up Phoenix’s wound and then wrapping a bandage over it.

“I find it hard to believe you could fly with him,” Gabriella said and looked worriedly up at Phoenix who looked surprisingly calm.

“Adrenaline is powerful,” I said.

She nodded. “But pain is painful.”

“Not when it’s about kill or be killed.”

She shuddered but moved closer to me anyway, knowing I was there to protect her. “Should we try to get some sleep?”

I nodded. Phoenix limped a little but licked my face anyway, making me smile. “Good night,” I told him, “well fought.”

He eagerly nodded. We went back inside, taking our clothes off but washing ourselves briefly in the bathroom. Gabriella helped us, even if I could tell she disliked the sight of blood.

When we were dry, we jumped back into bed again and lay there for a while, but it was difficult to fall asleep, even if my heart rate slowly lowered but my thoughts were still everywhere.

Sleeping closer to me than Elanora, Gabriella nudged my shoulder a bit shyly. “Are you awake?” she whispered.

I nodded and whispered back in case Elanora was sleeping. “I am.”

“I can’t sleep.”

“Neither can I …. I’m thinking too much.”

“I’m sorry if I sounded too weak earlier.”

With an arched brow, I turned my back to Elanora and looked at Gabriella. “What?”

“When I wanted you to stay instead of chasing the dwarves,” she whispered.

“I don’t judge you for that,” I said and stroked her arm.

“But I kind of felt a bit left behind … a bit useless.”

“You are just beating yourself up now,” I told her. “And I won’t allow it. You healed Elanora and stitched Phoenix’s wound. You are just as important as the two of us.”

When I pointed that out, her lips curled up into a subtle smile. “I just get nervous when it comes to weapons and wounds.”

“I understand.” I started questioning if she tried beating herself up on purpose since we’d gotten somewhat hurt and not her. I didn’t like the thought of it but suspected that to be the case.

“What were you thinking of?” Gabriella asked.

“What?” I asked and questioned the sudden question.

“A second ago, you told me you were thinking too much,” she asked and stroked my arm. “When you couldn’t fall asleep.”

“My blood boiled like never before when I saw Elanora wounded. I have never felt such hatred in my life.”

“It’s because you are her lover, seeing a lover in pain will stir a hatred unlike no other.”

“Makes sense … also when we watched the pyre, I felt euphoric and stronger.”

“You retaliated, it’s one of the greatest rewards,” she said and eyed my sky’s helper.

I nodded. “Elanora told me the same.”

“Have you checked?”

I shook my head and brought up my stats.




Stats

Name: Leo Finlay.

Abilities: Eagle Eye, Iron Strength, Stamina, Tongue of All Dialects, Bones of Steel.

Skills: Cloud Puff Flying, Swordsmanship, Archery, Axeman, Map Reading, Widewing Flying.

Spells: Fire, Ice.

Lovers: Gabriella Skyfair, Elanora Icaria.




“You have two new spells and a new ability … Bones of Steel, cool,” she pointed out while clinging to my arm. Her eyes flicked from abilities to spells. “More gifts might come.”

“Why the delay?” I asked.

“Our Valkyries will have to evaluate how heroic your effort has been.”

“Interesting,” I said and watched it a bit longer before switching it off. “We can watch it another night, so we don’t wake her up.”

“I understand,” she said and sighed.

“You sure helped me.”

“With what?”

“Getting my mind off what’d just happened.”

“That was just two questions though,” she said and smiled.

“But they bothered me,” I said. “Also the dwarf that I let live admitted they’d spotted us on the market when we bought the livestock.”

“They must have been spying on us,” Gabriella said and shuddered. “It’s not uncommon. That’s usually how they operate … the thieves.”

“Well, they better find someone else to steal from,” I swore. Despite her not enjoying the violence she still clung to me, and it was an over-empowering feeling to be able to protect those whom I loved. It made me feel confident and strong and more like a man than anything. It wasn’t fun being crippled, and it wasn’t fun relying on and being dependent upon someone else. Being able to take matters into my own hands was the greatest joy next to getting pussy, but not only that—but getting rewarded.

Gabriella laid her head on my shoulder and moved her hand over my chest and rubbed her thumb over my pecs. “Thank you for being there for us,” she said. “I don’t take it for granted.”

“And thank you for being there for me,” I told her and played with her hair. “I neither take it for granted.”

We looked each other in the eyes till our eyelids grew heavy and both fell into a deep sleep.







  Afterword



Thanks for reading Slice of Paradise. If you enjoyed this book, please leave a short (or long!) review on Amazon or Goodreads.




If you want a free taboo harem book and want to know when I publish a new story, you can go to my website https://jackpinkhunter.com/ and sign up for my newsletter.
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