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* * *


 


About


 


I think I died.


 


Someone got mad at me for pretending to be a deity, then took a swing at me with a very sharp axe. That’s the last thing I remember.


 


Well, that and my viking harem town. I’ll never forget about that. I’m really going to miss commanding a small army and taking care of business with the especially beautiful women I met along the way to running the place.


 


So when I was murdered, it really bummed me out.


 


I was hoping for something after I died, not this eternal nothingness. I guess it’s nice to have time to think but all I can think about is Thyra and Yrsa. Am I ever going to see them again?


 


Viking Vixens
 is a raunchy time-traveling first time harem adventure series featuring many hot women showing a young stud named Justin how to give it to them the way they deserve!
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Preview


 


Professor Flint made an arrangement with the university and I ended up living for free on campus in a special, private building. I invited Kari, Thyra, Yrsa and a few others who came through Professor Flint’s portal to live with me there. Kari said no, but the others happily agreed and it was great, but I couldn’t get Kari out of my mind.



So I invited Kari to meet me for a meal and she brought a tasty skinned animal. We were the only ones there as we ate in the gym, which was transformed into a large eating area for the Milfton people.



“Where did you get it from?” I asked, trying to figure out what meat it was.



“Outside,” she answered, waving her hand. She laughed at my reaction, refusing to tell me more.



We were talking and sitting at a table in the gym for a while after clearing away the food. We were getting up to leave and I tried kissing her again.



She kissed me back, but I still felt a hesitation from her. Kari drove me crazy and I wanted her desperately, so I asked her what was wrong.



“I want to be with you too Vanir,” she reassured me and held my hands. “I want my first time to be with you. I saved myself for you, but now I feel afraid.”



It’s her first time.



I was shocked that such a beautiful woman could still be pure. I felt a little guilty that I had pressured her and she stared down at our hands. I thought back to when Thyra had first been patient with me.



“I’m sorry,” I apologized as I pushed one of her locs over her shoulder. “Do you want me to show you how?”



I touched her face and her cheek felt warm. Her eyes slowly crept up to meet mine.



“Show me,” she whispered with a nod.



 

 

 


Viking Maiden


 


Blood was soaking the front of my shirt as I screamed.



It was a cry that came from deep inside of my very being, I yelled not only with my lungs but my very essence cried out with rage and frustration. After trying to scream for a thousand years as a frozen sliver of nothing, I was suddenly allowed to move as I popped back into a much more respectable dimension.



Instead of not existing, time and every direction was abruptly made available to me again. I screamed with relief and nausea as I fell forward.



My head spun and my yelling was only interrupted when I ran eventually out of breath and almost threw up.



“Are you okay?” I distantly heard Professor Flint’s voice, even though she was approaching me. “Why are you bleeding?”



I was on my hands and knees, trying hard not to pass out. I was dizzy and I ignored Professor Flint’s questions, until I caught my breath.



“What did you do?” I said, cringing as I tried my best to control my anger.



“Nothing happened,” Professor Flint said as she threw her palms up, frustratingly. “You were only gone only for like a second. Why are you wearing all that weird stuff?”



I noticed just then that I was still wearing leather and holding a round wooden shield.



“I was
 gone
 for like, a week!” I raised my voice. Thinking back, I tried to remember. “Maybe two weeks!”



Professor Flint looked surprised but thoughtful, scurrying over to her desk to find a specific piece of paper. She stroked something out and wrote something else.



“No, you were gone for like a second. Look,” she said and showed me her phone.



First, there was a short video of a carrot that disappeared and reappeared in a gust of wind as a more weathered-looking carrot. Then there I was, in the next video, holding up the rod and cringing. Arcs of energy danced around the metal cage that I stood inside, then I just vanished with a curious gusty sound. Then I reappeared bleeding, looking harried, my school clothes suddenly changed into Viking leathers, yelling my head off and falling down.



“Okay, if that took a week,” she nodded, which turned into a slow head shake. She was mentally making some calculations, then her head snapped back up. “Good to know!”



The professor ran over to a chalkboard and started to write something out, the classroom filling up with important-sounding tapping punctuated by squeaks and rasping noises as she jotted down the important information in pink chalk.



“What did you do with the anchor I gave you?” she asked, then turned to me and patted her throat. “You’re really bleeding, should we do something about that? You’re making a mess.”



I mirrored her action and when I looked at my hand I saw blood on my fingers. Fjalar had actually struck me before I disappeared, just finely slicing into the side of my neck. It was only a shallow cut, but seeing all the blood made me very dizzy and tired all of a sudden and I sat down roughly.



My primitive shirt was completely soaked in blood down the front. I really tried to sit up but I fell to the side anyway, the metal cage rattling as my face collided with it. Professor Flint’s heels clacked against the classroom floor as I passed out again.



I woke up with my head in the professor’s lap. I stared up at her, watching her talk to me. Soon I was talking to her as I woke up. There was a first aid kit beside her and I had a bandage on my neck, but I otherwise seemed to be okay.



I told her everything that I could remember about what happened to me. I noticed that she had my bloody shirt in a plastic bag, leaning on her briefcase. She looked a little uncomfortable when I told her about Ottar and the beautiful women who found me, but she blushed a bright pink when I explained to her how much sex I had.



In the name of science, I wanted to make sure that Professor Flint was aware of everything that happened. Maybe I could have done things differently, but I couldn’t imagine why I would have wanted to.



It was cute when I embarrassed Professor Flint, so I sat up and moved to sit beside her. Our thighs touched and I leaned over to kiss her.



“Ah, Justin!” she cried. “What’s gotten into you?”



My tongue explored hers as the professor kissed me back.



“Oh, Justin…” Professor Flint breathed. She pulled me towards her, kissing me deeply.



My leathers shifted as my cock grew underneath them. I took a big handful of Professor Flint’s round breast and sucked on her cherry-flavored lips.



“Okay well, just don’t tell anyone about this,” Professor Flint whispered. “Okay?”



Her breasts heaved as I unbuttoned her shirt and her hand reached over to explore my cock.



That’s when Ottar showed up. He appeared out of nowhere, the air crackling with energy as he collided with the floor.



“Ottar!” I shouted as I stood up, adjusting my clothes to hide an obvious boner.



Professor Flint screamed. The painted shaman yelled too, looking around wildly and stumbling over a chair.



I rushed forward holding my hands up, showing my palms to Ottar.



The scared man stumbled backwards. Desks, chairs and books went clattering all over the place.



“You’re probably feeling sick I bet,” I said as Ottar looked around studying everything. I handed him a small waste bin and he looked at me as I guided him to sit on a chair. He sat there turning the wastebasket around in his hands, staring at it.



Professor Flint was frozen, mortified and in shock.



“How did he get here?” she soon managed to say, though it took a good amount of effort.



“It’s your invention!” I shrugged and the air suddenly buzzed with electricity.



The cage rattled and a woman fell onto the floor. She was off balance, like someone who went to climb a staircase but missed the first step.



She was gorgeous, I was instantly in love with her. Her body was perfect and her black hair was up in long, thick dreadlocks. They were swept up and away from her face by a leather band. If she wasn’t shuddering and retching, I might have introduced myself to her right then.



“Kari!” Ottar cried and lurched forward to attend to her. His aluminum chair went flying as he stood. “You followed me!”



“Yes,” she breathed heavily and smiled weakly at Ottar. “I spent a while thinking about it before I followed you and took my own journey to Flint’s Axe.”



Ottar was confused and I cast a glance over at Professor Flint, who I saw moving quickly towards the controls on her desk. I couldn’t help but notice her plump breasts bounced and her ass jiggled as she ran.



“No, stop!” I shouted to Professor Flint.



“I have to turn it off!” she responded.



The air buffeted us again and electricity filled the air. Another woman dressed in leather fell to the floor of the electrified wire cage and cried out.



“But we have to send them home,” I begged her. “We can fix this!”



“No,” Professor Flint shook her head. “We have to turn it off quickly.”



Before I could respond, the professor twisted a knob with finality. The noise from the machines faded and whirred to a stop, then a faint beep was heard. The silence that fell afterward was deafening and the five of us stared at each other in the university classroom.



The air fizzled and crackled, the air buffeting around wildly.



“No!” Professor Flint shouted in despair.



Thyra popped into existence, screaming and coughing. I ran to her, but she backpedaled and screamed in my face. A look of recognition took over her demeanor and then she hugged me tightly with tears running down her cheeks.



“Justin…” she sobbed.



I looked over at Professor Flint, who was loudly knocking over her machines and kicking the metal cage apart.



“No, no, no…” she mumbled in a panic.



I shouted her name. She didn’t stop, but she kept babbling as she tried to destroy her machine.



“It’s not closing, the machine was supposed to hold it open!” she cried. “It’s not supposed to stay open!”



Professor Flint panicked and ran around, yelling about closing something that wasn’t supposed to be open and inspecting her blackboards furiously.



So that’s how Vikings invaded my university. Over the next couple of weeks, hundreds of new arrivals just showed up and decided to live there, erecting tents and building homes. They continued their lives as usual, taking everything they could and making themselves right at home.



Professor Flint’s time portal stayed open and the primitive people were continuously passing through it to our present. The Viking people kept dropping in and finding a home home here, expanding their territory and building what they needed. They ended up calling it Flint’s Hole, much to the professor’s dismay. She worked on reassembling everything that she broke.



In the meantime, Ottar and the sexy Kari went around talking to people. Professor Flint and I had no idea what we were supposed do. Restraining them all seemed really wrong, but I wished we had when I learned that Ottar, Kari and many others were explaining to everyone how I was actually a god of fertility.



While they continued their evangelical work, I kept trying to find ways to talk to Kari.



That’s how I learned that Fjalar died. I was surprised, but not sure what else I expected to happen.



“Um, definitely,” Kari nodded. “Yrsa got him because she thought he killed you.”



As we grew closer, I kept wanting to put my hands on her, but I restrained myself whenever I saw her organizing things around the annexed university. She kept smiling at me when I made eye contact with her, so one day I offered her a latte.



She liked it so the next day I brought her a muffin from the university’s cafeteria, then someone asked me where I got it from and several Vikings ran down there to get more.



“They’ll make more, right?” Kari asked.



From that point on, it seemed like everyone had a muffin or latte. Turns out that a small cafe and bakery in the university was robbed of all their muffins. The bakery made a deal with the Vikings, then made food for all of them. In exchange, the bakery was allowed to continue to operate.



Kari and I were walking together and joking with each other when I finally got close to her. When I put my arm around her, we were side by side as I showed her how to play table soccer at our home base one day. I even began to wonder if my fertility god status would be enough for her to want me. She had such a beautiful face and I kissed her, but she didn’t want me to go farther than that. I wanted to press my body against hers and touch her smooth hips, so I was disappointed.



Ottar and Kari even convinced everyone that the university was a place named Milfton and it didn’t take long before it showed up on maps. Ottar nudged me with an elbow and suggested that we should rename it to New Milfton.



Some students of the university quit going to classes in fear of the marauding Vikings. Some brave souls kept going to classes there and visitors would walk around wearing clothes made by the Vikings. The cafeteria became hubs of food distribution and the school named their basketball team in honor of their Viking settlers. Due to the settlers making deals and supporting the businesses that grew there, the university continued to operate. Some of the Vikings signed up for the next semester’s classes.



Professor Flint made an arrangement with the university and I ended up living for free on campus in a special, private building. I invited Kari, Thyra, Yrsa and a few others who came through Professor Flint’s portal to live with me there. Kari said no, but the others happily agreed and it was great, but I couldn’t get Kari out of my mind.



So I invited Kari to meet me for a meal and she brought a tasty skinned animal. We were the only ones there as we ate in the gym, which was transformed into a large eating area for the Milfton people.



“Where did you get it from?” I asked, trying to figure out what meat it was.



“Outside,” she answered, waving her hand. She laughed at my reaction, refusing to tell me more.



We were talking and sitting at a table in the gym for a while after clearing away the food. We were getting up to leave and I tried kissing her again.



She kissed me back, but I still felt a hesitation from her. Kari drove me crazy and I wanted her desperately, so I asked her what was wrong.



“I want to be with you too Vanir,” she reassured me and held my hands. “I want my first time to be with you. I saved myself for you, but now I feel afraid.”



She’s a virgin.



I was shocked that such a beautiful woman could be a virgin. I felt a little guilty that I had pressured her and she stared down at our hands. I thought back to when Thyra had first been patient with me.



“I’m sorry,” I apologized as I pushed one of her locs over her shoulder. “Do you want me to show you how?”



I touched her face and her cheek felt warm. Her eyes slowly crept up to meet mine.



“Show me,” she whispered with a nod.



I heard my own heart beating with excitement as we sat together on a stack of gym mats. I kissed her, holding her hands between us. Her lips were soft and warm, we kissed for a few minutes as I restrained myself from jumping on top of her and touching her perfect body.



I kissed her neck, reaching under her clothes and touching her smooth skin. I caressed her breast and traced her nipple with my fingers.



She became more excited, stroking my face while I stroked her hair. My cock was so hard, restricted to uncomfortably tenting the leather that I still wore. Soon Kari’s hand slid up my leg, curiously exploring the bulge in my lap.



I ravenously squeezed her breast, wanting her more than ever. Her hand brushed over my cock through my clothes.



“Do you want to see my cock?” I asked her, oddly feeling a bit like a pervert for asking.



“Yes,” she nodded and kissed my neck. “I want you.”



So I shifted my weight, pulling my leather pants down. My cock sprang free and I kicked my pants away. I put my arm around Kari and my cock stood up straight and hard for her. I felt a little awkward, but her hand settled on my shaft and I immediately forgot all embarrassment.



“It feels good when you touch me,” I whispered to Kari. I guided her hand in an up and down motion until she started gently massaging my cock for me.



I untied the front of the garment she was wearing and she gasped a little as her plump breasts bounced free. They were perfect, I couldn’t stop myself from leaning down and kissing her nipple.



Kari gasped, running her fingers through my hair as I licked her.



“It feels good when you touch me too, Justin…” she moaned, stroking my cock.



I had been hard for a while before a clear bead of liquid was running down my shaft and over her fingers. Kari played with it and I showed her how to spread it around the head of my cock, lubricating me.



“A little more gentle,” I said and patted her hand as she eagerly pumped my shaft.



She obliged, loosening her grip. I showed her how to use her fingers to manipulate the end of my cock and I felt ready to explode when she lowered herself onto her knees in front of me.



“Oh Kari,” I groaned as she continued to play with my cock. It felt so good, like she was a natural at this.



She decided to kneel down and kiss the tip of my cock, her lips sliding down over my shaft and I felt a little crazy with desire for her.



“Kari,” I blurted out and she looked up. A little of her saliva dripped from my cock and she was so beautiful that I had to stoke her face. “I want to put my cock inside you, is that okay?”



She was so gorgeous on her knees in front of me, her tunic cast aside and her naked curves fully on display. I took my shirt off, so we were both completely naked together.



Kari nodded up at me, my cock still in her hand as I tossed my shirt aside.



“Yes,” she said. “My body is ready for you.”



“I’ll show you what to do,” I reassured her.



We were both excited as she stood. I had her sit on a table in the quiet gym and I admired her perfect body, stroking her smooth hip while I masturbated myself for a moment. I couldn’t help it, I wanted her so badly. I sucked on her nipple and I reached out slowly, my fingers gently touching her pussy lips.



Kari gasped as I rubbed my fingers over her warm, wet pussy. She looked down, watching what I was doing.



She was so perfect, I kissed her wet pussy lips. She moaned and she wiggled her hips as I tried my best to show her how I felt about her with my tongue.



Kari stroked my hair and whispered my name. I thrust my tongue into her and tasted her intimately. I flicked my tongue across her clit and she pulled my head into her, wanting more.



I held one of her plump ass cheeks in my hand and I gently slid one of my fingers inside her.



She moaned, rocking her hips as I massaged the inside of her pussy. She was so wet and she smelled so good, getting more worked up and this encouraged me to go faster. I watched her close her eyes, rocking her hips on my hand and moaning softly.



I watched her sexy body writhe as I manipulated her. I slid a second finger into her and she gasped, grinding her hips into my hand. I felt her pussy pulsating and started rubbing her clit as she cried out, her body trembling and jerking.



I looked up at her sweet, blushing face as she watched me with her mouth open, breathing hard. Her orgasm was so beautiful.



After giving her a moment to recover I pulled on her hips, guiding her to join me in lying down on some of the cleanest gym mats I could find. She straddled and sat on me while I sat up and licked her nipple. Her legs trembled slightly as she lowered her supple, virgin body onto my lap. My hard, wet cock stood up between the two of us and she held it in her hands.



“We can go slow,” I suggested to her, putting my hands on her soft hips. “You’re in charge of how fast you want to go, okay?”



Kari nodded and I stroked her cheek as she looked down at my cock. Her breasts squeezed between her arms, making them look even more amazing. I was completely taken with her.



I shuddered a little as the anticipation manifested though my body. Kari raised herself up, pulling on my shaft and I felt her hot pussy lips touching the end of my cock.



I grunted as she slid my cock back and forth across her pussy lips. She was so wet, it slid easily and we both moaned.



“Oh Kari,” I breathed. “I’m so hard for you, you’re so beautiful.”



She leaned down to kiss me, whispering my name then she slowly lowered herself onto my cock. The tip of my cock slipped past her pussy lips and I groaned, instinctively gripping her hips tightly.



She bobbed herself up and down slightly and Kari moaned. She stared down in fascination as the end of my cock slipped into her repeatedly. My body twitched and I grunted, wanting to shove myself right into her but I let her be in control. I felt up her body, squeezing her hips and breasts while she experimented with my cock.



Suddenly she dropped lower, allowing my cock to plunge deeper into her hot, wet pussy. Stars appeared in my eyes and I made senseless noises, grabbing her body and feeling overwhelmed by her tight wetness.



Kari moaned and had a look of concentration on her face as she tried to push my cock deeper inside her. She made several slow pushes, each time allowing my cock to slide further into her. I was covered in her juices by the time she lowered herself all the way down my shaft and sat in my lap, looking into my eyes as my cock warmed up in her hot pussy.



We kissed and her locs fell around me as she raised herself up. She moaned as she lowered herself again, her pussy lips swallowing my cock again eagerly. She rocked her hips and my cock slid around inside her.



I groaned, feeling out of control as I thrust my hips. Kari gasped, pushing down onto me until we settled on a rhythm.



I stared at my cock as I disappeared repeatedly into her tight, pink pussy. She squeezed my shaft and I couldn’t think of anything else.



I looked up into her eyes and I was entirely in love with her. I kissed her as our bodies moved together.



I felt that she might be getting tired, so we stood up. I asked her to turn around and bend over for me.



Kari leaned on the table and I was presented with the most beautiful ass I had ever seen. Her pink pussy dripped with wetness for me, framed by the two most perfect and round ass cheeks.



She pulled her locs over her other shoulder and looked back at me.



“I love you, Kari…” I said as I pulled her fine ass towards me.



I guide my cock to her hot, wet entrance then I pulled her towards me again. I thrust my hard cock into her tightness and I groaned.



“I love you too, Justin,” Kari moaned, wiggling her hips.



Leaning on the table, she began to bounce and I was witness to a sight I would never forget. I could only watch as she slapped her ass cheeks against my thighs, plunging my cock into her pussy.



Her plump ass cheeks bounced and she moaned as we clapped together. I squeezed her hips, jiggling her ass and staring in fascination as it moved in a hypnotic fashion. I ran my hands up her waist, admiring her body. I settled on her hips, stroking them as she pushed her behind onto me.



She reached back, pulling her ass cheeks apart and allowed to my cock pound into her even further.



“Oh fuck, Kari,” I grunted and gripped her waist.



Her locs bounced with her as she enthusiastically took my thrusts.



I couldn’t take any more so turned her around and I picked her up. She giggled and kissed me as I lifted her and sat her on on the table.



I stood and admired her perfect figure before lining myself up and slipping back into her warm, sweet pussy.



I fucked her and it felt so good. I grasped at her waist and hips, losing control of myself as I slapped against her smooth thighs.



She was so tight and her body was just the perfect shape. Her dreadlocks were tossed about as I slammed my cock into her. Her breasts bounced for me, jiggling as I caressed them.



“Kari,” was all I could say. “You’re so perfect.”



She was breathing heavily and she threw her head back as she cried out.



Kari’s stomach flexed, her pussy pulsated again and she moaned loudly. She gasped and shuddered, then her pussy squeezed me hard.



I groaned and she cried out as I thrust into her hard. My cock was at it’s stiffest and I felt like I was going to explode. Kari’s body shook and her legs trembled as she cried out my name.



“Yes!” she cried. “Justin!”



She lay back on the table and I kept pounding into her pulsing, wet pussy. Then I grunted and shot my load inside her.



“Kari,” I grunted, lurching forward and doing my best to keep thrusting into her. I pressed my face into her soft breasts.



I pawed at her as long, hard pulses surged through my body, emptying every drop of cum out of me and into Kari. She moaned, wiggling her hips and gasping as I filled her with my seed. I leaned back as I convulsed, stroking her stomach and she looked up at me from the table dreamily.



I never wanted to pull out of her. I kept thrusting and I was savoring my cock inside her as she stood up and I held her close from behind.



My cock slipped out of her and she sat up, hugging me tightly and kissing me.



“That was beautiful,” I heard Yrsa’s voice say as she came forward. “Sorry, I was watching.”



My cum rolled down Kari’s inner thighs and Yrsa assisted her in cleaning up. Yrsa even helped us dress and I wondered if I would ever get accustomed to others treating me like a god and watching me have sex.



I didn’t really consider myself a king but everything Kari did ensured that I was the leader of this place, like she was determined to make me a king.



More villagers kept arriving, but Kari was smart and guided me in organizing the people. The newcomers knocked down trees and built homes for themselves wherever they saw fit, the entire university quickly transforming into a vast, modern-day Viking village. Kari was invaluable in settling the new town and I grew closer to her over the next few days.



I listened in horror when I heard about raids that were executed with the goal of feeding the growing village. They started fires at nearby grocery stores, chased customers away and helped themselves to the food there. I had to explain to a frustrated Kari that pillaging was not supposed to happen any more, and Kari responded by somehow establishing trade routes with nearby vendors and soon large eighteen-wheeler trucks would come by to visit us, shipping things in or out but usually both. Tanneries, blacksmiths and many other skilled trades previously lost to time began to flourish in our town.



They were lost Vikings, a curiosity that should never have been possible. The Vikings’ friends and relatives kept following each other through Flint’s Hole, a one-way passage torn right through time and it was an atrocity, a broken law of physics made manifest as a scar in the shape of this strange community. It’s dark heart beat to the rhythm of Flint’s Hole and I was it’s leader.



Soon only a few stayed behind in the original Milfton, a thousand years in the past. The modern world was confused by the appearance of the Viking village and my part in it, but no one really challenged my position or claim to the land that we took.



I learned that Flint’s Axe was set up in a shrine a thousand years ago. The ancient people made a tradition out of visiting it and anyone who touched it were said to simply disappear. They would touch it when they were ready to make a sacrifice of themselves to the gods, but instead they were transported here to New Milfton where Professor Flint’s permanent, one-way passage dumped them to our world.



I spent a long time searching for any evidence of the shrine that was built for Flint’s Axe. I traveled around, went spelunking and even sponsored digs in search of it but it was fruitless. I wondered if it was still out there somewhere, holding Flint’s portal open even now. It was still unclear to me if I had traveled to a different universe or if I had actually moved backwards in time.



I accepted many women into my personal harem, but just the three of them remained special to me. I begged Kari to come live with us and I was overjoyed when she finally agreed. Thyra and Yrsa were happy to help me welcome Kari to our home. I made a suggestion that we all have sex together and everyone seemed eager to agree.



We pleasured Kari together first, kissing her body and licking her intimately until we made her cry out in convulsions. I buried my cock inside her sweet pussy until Yrsa begged me to fuck her too.



Kari giggled, gracefully moving aside and guiding me into Yrsa’s hot, waiting pussy. I kissed Kari as I slammed my cock into Yrsa. She clawed at my skin making primal moaning noises while Thyra teased Yrsa’s nipples. I had a mouthful of Kari’s sweet breasts when I came hard inside Yrsa. Her orgasm triggered mine, her hot, wet pussy squeezing it right out of me.



Then the three women sucked on my cock, playing with my balls and stroking my body until I was hard again. Kari and Yrsa encouraged me to pleasure Thyra as well.



So I pounded into Thyra, remembering my first time with her. I gave her a hard spanking, loving every cry she made and every moan. Her pussy pulsated on my cock as she came and I actually ended up giving her multiple orgasms while I held Kari and Yrsa by the waist on either side of me.



Then the three women cooperated in giving me the best blowjob of my life. I freely put my cock in each of their hot little mouths while they all begged for my cum.



Yrsa was a firecracker and I learned that she was the most skilled at using her mouth.



I slid across her tongue as I rammed my cock into her throat. Thyra and Kari kissed me while Yrsa held her plump breasts up for me to see.



I fucked Yrsa’s mouth, encouraged by the other two. I kissed Thyra and Kari massaged my shaft when I came hard, my cum spraying down Yrsa’s throat. Saliva and cum dripped down her chin and onto her tits while she smiled up at me.



That would always be my favorite memory.



I don’t know why this whole event happened to me or even if I actually changed anything by tampering so heavily with the past. Professor Flint turned my life upside down, just flicking a switch and turning me into some kind of sex god.



I heard she was trying to repeat the process, continuing her work with different people but not all of them returned so her experiments soon fell out of the public eye. Professor Flint recklessly pulled at the threads of the universe, bending physics in ways that should probably be considered criminal.



Was she trying to create more gods and myths? Should I be trying to stop her? She was certainly smart, but was she insane? The entire adventure seemed to raise more questions than it provided answers for.



But getting to know Kari, Yrsa and Thyra made me wonder if maybe Professor Flint put things the way they were meant to be, turning my life right side up?


 

 


* * *


 


Thanks for reading and look out for new releases on our website!


 


* * *


 


Sign up for my newsletter at Bogwood Press:




https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter
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VIKING’S SPITFIRE
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GET YOUR COPY



 


After rudely being sent reeling backwards through time, I was hit over the head and kidnapped by some other Vikings.


 


Living in a cage really sucks, don’t do it if you can avoid it. These particular guys even adjusted my cage so that it would be extra uncomfortable. I’m not sure what the food is and people throw things at me. I’ve been keeping an eye out for who stole my belt.


 


I’m thinking that I will probably do something soon to get out of this cage but my jailer is pretty sexy, so captivity really might not be so bad…


 


 

 

 


Axel Rivers


 


I write about hot, experienced older women teaching younger men how a lady should be treated. If you like that idea as much I do, check out more books on my website!




 



https://www.bogwoodpress.com/
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