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Yawn.

I woke up alone.

Door wasn’t locked.

I kept telling them to be careful but they didn’t listen. Grumbling, I locked the door, went straight into the bathroom and stared.

Water.

Dripping water.

Nothing unusual. Or rather, it was all normal. Just two people bathing. Yet, I couldn’t drag my eyes away from them. 

From the two women, bathing. 

“You two sure are getting along,” I said. 

We’d moved from the small room, and gotten a larger room which came with a dedicated bath. There was little space but the two sure made efficient use of it. Foam covered them in suggestive ways and... it might have added more to their appeal; half covered actually made them more-

Fuck, I’m hard already?

“We’re just agreeing on who gets to have you on what days of the week and for how long,” Sheila said.

“I’m winning!” Amira flashed me a thumbs up.

What in the actual fuck are you two even on about?

Sighing, I brushed my teeth, and just stared at the mirror. The boner gradually faded as wandering thoughts returned from last night.

A new day. A new me. With two literal beauties by my side. But... God we’re broke. 

It was time. Time to go find work. Otherwise, operation ‘make a diverse harem with loads of pretty women’ wasn’t going to cut it. Then again, I doubted it’d work to begin with. Sheila aside, Amira wouldn’t accept it. She wasn’t okay with Sheila but we were from the same village, so she agreed to not harm Sheila... for now.

“So,” Amira said, leaning her wet body against my back. “When are you marrying me for real?”

“That again,” I sighed. “I don’t have money.”

“Who cares about that? Let’s just go to a church and hook up there. I’m sure that’ll count as our marriage vow. As long as God witness’- it’s fine, right?”

“Sometimes I wish I could be as stupid as you. Of course, it’s not fine. You can’t just walk into a church and fuck in front of so many people!” 

“Since when did a bit of public nudity bother you?” Amira said. “You took me just fine out there the other day,” she spoke coyly.

Sheila groaned. “You two, could you not do this so early in the morning? I’m starting to develop a headache.”

“Oh, are you okay?” I said.

“I’m fine just...hmmm, nothing.”

“Period?” Amira asked.

Sheila said nothing.

Women have their hands full huh?

“Rest for the day. Amira, take care of her. I’m going to try and find some work.” I considered giving my body a wash too but it was already late. I had to go now if I wanted to find anything decent.

“Okay,” Amira said. “You sure you don’t want me to search for work too?”

“For now, it’s fine. Just take care of Sheila.”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay.”

“I’m fine,” Sheila emphasized.

But I knew better than to just take women’s ‘I’m fine’ at face value. I’d seen my mother and sister say it and absolutely not mean it hundreds of times before, even when they were certainly not fine.   

“Alright, I’m off to work,” I said.

“At least wear some pants?” Sheila said.

Oh right... I forgot I was still in my underwear.

But, are you really going to be... I caught a brief glance of Amira; she wasn’t frowning as usual. Actually, she was smiling a bit too much. Weird.

*** 
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Being a blacksmith was tough. It took time to prove my skill and even if I got an apprentice job, the pay was terrible and no one would trust a newbie with any real work. Questing was also out of the question. 

“Move out of the way!” someone yelled, carrying a huge log on his back.

“Out of the way newbie!” Another guy shouted. 

I’m also walking you blind idiots.  

I didn’t have the necessary training or skills to go hunt specific beasts or search for rare herbs that grew in places most people wouldn’t be able to find. Which meant I had to rely on manual labor.

“Newbie, use your legs, not your back!”

“Yes sir!” I shouted. 

Carrying big bags of stuff was always hard. But they were extra hard when I had to keep doing the same thing for hours. Especially, carrying loads inside a construction site was the toughest. The flooring wasn’t ideal and loads varied. Shouting, screaming, and just random construction noise kept stress levels high. Everyone yelled at everyone, got angry at everyone, and just kept screaming for no apparent reason sometimes.

But the pay was moderately good. One day of toiling was enough for a couple of days of rest. Meaning if I could do this every other day, I could strategically save up enough to hopefully not do this again.

“Argh!” Roaring I dumped one of the last bags on the ground. I was so eager to get this over with, I might have completed a bit too early; fucking up my heart and muscles in the process. 

The whole area was a mixed bag; from logs all around, to dirt and stone, and gravel. We were fairly close to the river and while that meant I could see a lot of people, the actual crowd was always away from us, thanks to the huge fence around the construction site. What were we even building? A mansion?

“Newbie.”

“Yes sir?” I panted, drowning in a pool of my own sweat. Reeking almost. No, the whole area stank. Stank of drenched men and women.

“That’s it for today. Come back tomorrow at sunrise. I’ll be upping your pay. You’ve got a good head on that shoulder.” One of the older men at the site. He was mostly overseeing everything and kept track of who did what. He’d been paying particular attention to me. Since I did everything he asked me to exactly the way he asked, he liked me. Or so was my running theory.

I was glad he was offering me more money but needed rest. Lots of it.

But if I say no now... “Alright boss!”

“Nice!” He flashed his teeth.

A little early. There was still at least a couple of hours before sundown. So, I grabbed some fruits from the market with my hard-earned coins and returned home. 

The moment I set a foot in the room though, all the fatigue came crawling back. My back hurt, my sore muscles screamed for some relaxation and I just wanted to lie down.

Both of the girls were chatting. 

“How’re you two?” I said.

“You looked famished,” Sheila said, resting in bed, tucked under the blanket. 

“You don’t look very good yourself.”

“Just my period. Don’t worry about it,” she said.

“Oh. Is it bad? Does it hurt?”

“Not really. Just uncomfortable. Never had painful periods. Oh, you brought me apples?”

“I did, yes.”

Amira pouted. “Just for her?”

“Of course not. For all of us.”

She rolled her eyes but I gave her the bag and she went to the other end of the room to probably wash and peel them. 

“You should get a shower,” Sheila said.

“In a minute.” I wanted to lie down. I wanted to lie down next to her and sleep in her arms. Not just sleepy, I was also hungry and... sigh. It was getting hard to resist those soft breasts of her. Those pillows.

“Do you want me to give you a shower?” Amira said. “I can carry you if you’re tired.”

“No, I’m fine.”

“You sure?”

“I’m fine,” I said. If I got weak now, if I couldn’t even do this... then this journey was going to be pointless. Hence, I picked myself up, and went to the bath. I couldn’t run the risk of taking a warm shower and falling asleep, so I took a cold one and shivered awake. Next, I came back, chomped on some apple and casually slipped into the bed, hugging Sheila’s warm soft body. Can’t have sex like this, huh?

Sheila sighed but ruffled through my hair. “I suppose you can sleep for now. I’ll wake you up once dinner’s ready.”

“You spoil him too much,” Amira said. “But it’s fine...” She also got in the bed, and gave me a hug... so soft.

They were still talking but it was getting harder and harder to focus. 

The drowsiness transitioned to sleep.

Peaceful sleep in the arms of my lovers.

“Must have been really tired.”

“Working so hard for us,” Sheila said.

Soft brushing. I could feel her hand through my hair. Midnight?

“You’re awake?” Amira said.

“A little,” I murmured. 

“Hungry?” Sheila said.
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