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Chapter One

“Three from the family, three from the enemy…” A fragment of burnt parchment, all that remains of the Delector Prophecy.

I opened my eyes to a grim cloud-covered sky and felt a presence moving beside my mattress. Turning my head, I found Gretchen, my beautiful older servant, crawling across the giant bed from her customary stool. The woman’s livery was unbuttoned to show a vast expanse of pale soft flesh, with a deep shadow between her pendulous breasts. They swung back and forth as she crawled towards me.

“Good morning, your majesty,” she purred before her small gentle hands were pushing back the sheets and with an almost worshipful desire, she drew my stiff morning wood forth.

“May I begin my duties?” she asked, ever the dedicated servant.

I felt great affection swell in me. Placing a gentle hand to the back of her head, I drew her down onto my rigid cock. She leaped to the task with delight. Thick and soft lips sucking me deep into her wet and hungry mouth. Then I felt her tongue tickling my cockhead and sucking my it further into her, as the thickness of my shaft near cracked the woman’s jaws.

I leaned my head back and enjoyed her ministrations, feeling the pleasure wash over me. My eyes took in her gorgeous face and body, again nearly unbelieving of my good fortune at living out what had been boyhood fantasies of this busty older woman. Soon my hands were exploring her body and slipping my hand into her dress top I hefted one massive heavy breast. I felt her body quivering and looking down, noticed that she had a hand up her skirt and I could just make out the wet sound of fingers in pussy.

Reaching down I gripped her hair and pulled her mouth up off my cock. Her jaw worked like a fish out of water before she turned watery eyes to me pleading to return to her task. I got up off the bed but held her in place, bent over with her face down on the mattress.

“Your Majesty?” she asked a little worry creeping into her voice, “Have I displeased you?”

“The opposite Gretchen,” I said, then flipping her dress up over her hips, revealed her bare ass.

“Oh, my King!” She cried out as I drove my cock deep into her soaking wet pussy. The woman felt heavenly, and as I fucked into her with strong powerful thrusts, I felt our connection deeply. Our love forming the bond that the magic strengthened, endowing her with the powers of my protector. We came together, her screaming into the mattress and me groaning in delirious pleasure. Our bodies in perfect sync as her spasming pussy walls sucked the cum from my spewing cock.

We collapsed upon the bed and in the refractory period, I noticed the magic flowing within me fully for the first time. It lay within like a pool of still dark waters. I almost feared to touch it, for I could sense that while my power had increased, so did the danger of wielding such magics. I also feared the temptation of such power. I was already a king; how much strength should a man crave? But the warning of the wall falling still rung in my mind and the world was full of terrors that could crush our small and broken kingdom like a bug. I would be a fool to ignore any advantage.

So, laying there in the warm afterglow of our lovemaking I reached inside and drew the magic into my mind's grasp, felling the world open up to me as never before. Just from touching it I saw with mage sight, the lines of power that flow about our universe, unnoticed by science, were now laid bare before me. I could glean information from such a vision, once I learned to interpret it.

I could also reach out and press my magic upon the world in any number of ways by focusing and willing it to happen, but the powers themselves were tied up in ritual. I had the strengths of a sorcerer, tapping into the elements and able to call lightning or fire and with time that would grow in strength. However, the greater part of my magic seemed tied into the ritual with the moon and the harem. That was what sent fear into my bones.

For Harem Magics were the domain of the Witch Lord, Yozin’Rul a horror from history. The man had rampaged across the world breaking empires and kingdoms, and upon his death had saddled the world with five powerful women. The histories rarely go on to say how those women founded the empire and dynasties of peaceful reign that birthed one of the world’s greatest ages. I knew my mind, however, and there was nothing but love and goodness so far in what I had experienced with the women of the harem. So long as I maintained my decency and kept close those who would tell me the truth, like Gretchen and Grandmother, then I had less to fear from the monster I might become.

Smiling in satisfaction I gave her ass a firm slap and stood from the bed, disrobing fully.

“I can dress myself this morning,” I said heading to the basin to bathe, “I need you to alert the High Priestess that I will miss the sanctifying ritual this afternoon.”

"I can't leave your side, your majesty!" She said while extricating herself from the soft bed covers. “Remember what happened yesterday morning?”

“Exactly,” I explained, “You’ve enough time to speak with the High Priestess and return before I finish getting ready. Then we can begin our morning rounds at court.”

“Yes, your Majesty.” She gave a quick bow and pausing before a mirror to straighten her hair and dress, hurried from the room. Once done bathing, I drew on underclothes and a shirt and set to the breakfast meal that had been laid out.

I reached for the magic within me again. Touching it, I was able to sense the currents once more. There was a strangeness to the flow, a red hint of swirl twisting away into shadows. Peering into the depths of the shadow I sensed eyes regarding me from within, and the currents about us spoke of danger.

Reaching down to my hip I drew forth a flaming magical blade, the magic forming almost of its own volition. Narrowing my gaze, I advanced on the shadows, the magic flowing to my other hand and crackling lightning danced along my fingertips. A low throaty laugh from deep within the shadows gave me pause. A slim elegant foot was the first to slide out, the skin a deep brown and deliciously smooth, giving way to rippling red robes as the rest of the figure stepped free of the clinging darkness.

“Red Mask,” I said in grim recognition, “what business does the empire have skulking in my shadows?” I let my anger have free reign as I barked the question, flaming blade still raised in a guard position. The woman was clothed from head to toe in black robes, her face hidden behind the veil but her eyes danced with something that was not malice, and her hands were spread wide at her sides.

“Peace King of Sorrormere,” her voice was high and musical, almost hypnotic in its delicate tones. “I come to you with words of friendship and warning,”

“One must first have trust before either of those,” I said.

“Well said my King,” she replied with a shallow bow.

“Your King?” I asked, curious at her turn of phrase.

“Must there be suspicion and strife between our peoples? I have known of you for many years, as the sweet northern prince my mother tutored.” She said her voice soft and caressing, “And now you stand before me tall, powerful and gorgeous. Can you forgive me for some ownership over this moment?" She slid forward across the carpet, hands behind her back as she twisted seductively, her voice quieting my fears. Her eyes held a promise and my cock throbbed in response.

Suddenly alarms bells were ringing in my mind, sensing some danger drawing ever closer. Pulling deep on the magic within I set my will to reading the flows in and around the princess. There was a power within this woman, I could sense it like a roaring torch within her soul, but she was closed off from it. The magic locked away behind some barrier, my magic thrumming and surging at it sought to connect with hers. The flows told me much and more about her emotions and intent. Not like reading a mind, more like seeing the colors on a painting and getting a sense of the mood.

I raised my blade, smile still inviting, as the point came to rest near what I assumed must be her throat. The burning tip of my blade set the black fabric of her robes smoking ever so slightly and she pulled back sharply.

“Show me your hand princess,” the twinkle in her eye never left, making me doubt what I had read in her aura. She drew out her right hand, empty. “No lady, the one with the dagger.” Her eyes sharpened for just a moment before returning their merry twinkle.

“You’re a sharp one,” she said, her voice stripping away my defenses each word a caress. She drew out her left hand and in it held a short flaming blade, twin to my own but shaped closer to a dagger. She let the magic unravel as her eyes smiled at me, “I have never heard of a sorcerer able to construct a blade like this other than myself. Not in all the imperial histories.” she said, “And such strength! Tell me King Dainen, where did you come by such powers?”

“Why would I reveal my secrets to someone not allied to my cause?” I asked my breathing coming heavy and my cock throbbing. The lust was a boiling inferno within that I could barely contain. Each second with this woman I found myself wanting her more and more.

“And if I was, my king? Your ally?” She asked in a soft seductive voice. I found my blade lowering as she slid up to me, her slender form molding itself to my body, “A young man such as yourself has needs, and I believe we can come to a mutually beneficial arrangement.” Her hands slid down the front of my trousers, and I saw her eyes widen as her fingers brushed down my girthy length.

Control. I thought to myself, I must be in control here, I am King.

Mastering myself I pushed down the rampant desires within and found as I did that some external force was combatting my will. Focusing my mind and drawing on the complex patterns of fractal focus my boyhood teacher, Shailendra had taught me. I used my magic to crudely reinforce the metal barrier and the slender woman within my arms stiffened as I dispelled her sorcerous workings. I saw fear fill the eyes of the dreaded assassin Red Mask as she realized it was my web that had trapped her.

“Nice try princess,” I said my voice cold and hard, “but go try your seductions on some other man.”

The woman snarled in rage and writhed like a snake within my arm, the flaming dagger appearing in her left hand as she drove it at my side, screeching like a feral cat in her rage. I just barely managed to twist to the side and parry the strike with my blade. When the two magics connected they writhed together, intermingling and pulling both the princess and me off balance. The woman rolled away with a snarl, but my foot was on her black robe and it remained behind.

She came up in a crouch, blade help in a knife fighters guard. Her face turned red and eyes widened in shock when she realized I could see her face. Imperial Princess Yasmine the Red Mask, most feared assassin and favored of the Emperors recognized children, stood before me in nothing but a tight black shirt, sleeveless and a small skintight pair of black silk shorts. Her thick straight black hair was pulled back and worked into an intricate braid that hung down to her ass, sown through with purple and black ribbons. Her body was slender and graceful, built like a dancer. Her face was the most exquisite working of thick ruby lips, dark almond-shaped eyes, and high cheekbones. She was a work of art and my lust and desire came roaring back, wholly natural in origins this time.

My magic called to hers, its twin, and as I looked at her, I knew she would be mine. Nothing in the world would keep me from claiming this gorgeous princess now that I had seen her, not her father, not the Imperial Cabal, not the legions, not my mother. No this would be for me, assuming she would have me.

“You will die for that you bastard!” The princess screeched as she slashed at the air in fury. The guffaw of laughter that rolled out of me was uncontrollable. I’d just fallen in love with this woman, and she wanted to kill me! “What are you laughing at?” She asked her voice a mixture of confusion and anger, “I will show you why they call me Red Mask boy!” As she stalked forward the grace of her movements reminded me once again, as if I needed it, that this woman was deadly.

“You know nothing,” I said still chuckling slightly and raising my hand I called her blade to it. Her stunned expression was sweet to see as the blade spun through the air, the magical hilt smacking into my palm with a satisfying sound.

“No!” The princess said her voice angry and awed, “How?”

The blade that had given her secret strength: a weapon capable of carving through flesh, steel, and bone as if they were parchment. One that only she could wield and summon at will, undetectable by guards of mages. I held the blade up before me in my left hand and summoned its twin sword in my right. The princess’s breathing grew measured and sweat beaded on her brow. I saw her eyes flicker to the door and window behind my back, calculating if she could roll past me and get out before I buried those deadly weapons in her flesh.

“As I said Princess, you know nothing… yet.” Her eyes bored into mine, “The sorcerers and mages of your empire, have they explained your gifts to you?”

“No,” she said her breathing now ragged, eyes entirely locked on mine, “but they found a use for them.”

"What you wield now is but a fraction of the power that lives within you," I said my voice softening as I stepped up to the princess, reversing the hilt in my hands and presenting them to her.

“How is this possible?” She asked awed and confused, as she reached out tentative hands and took hold of the hilts. For one frozen instant, I wondered if she would stroke me then and there, but instead, she lifted the sword before her face letting the magic unravel and summoning it along with the dagger. Her stunning eyes looked at me, "It is mine, same as the dagger. I can feel it bound to my soul in the same way. What are you to have this power?"

“All will be revealed after our betrothal is announced," I said her eyes widening even further, anger touching them again.

“You presume much King of Sorrowmere,” she began, but I cut her off by pulling her close. The Imperial Princess slipped within my arms the blades disappearing in a puff of magic. She struggled weakly, hands fending me off with no real will of force behind them. As I pulled her lips to mine, I saw fear, longing and deeply buried lust fill the gorgeous woman’s face.

Explosions went off in my mind as our lips met. The magic within me leaping up to meet hers. The magics already bound together, now seeking to completely join forces and driving us both to further and further heights of lust. I was controlled, however, and mastered the magic within, resisting the urge to take the princess there. Her hands reaching up to clasp my back, pressing me firmly to herself. I don’t know if a minute or ten passed but when I pulled back, we were both breathless.

“What was that?” The princess sighed, “I have never felt such power within before…” she looked up into my eyes, her own softening, “Never such desires.”

“Your true powers have yet to be awakened,” I said stroking her face softly and marveling at her exquisite features, “but they lay within you, waiting to be unlocked.”

“What manner of sorcerer are you then my King,” she said, “to have such knowledge?”

“Did your mother not tell you? Did she not know?” I watched her closely but saw no hint of anything in her eyes. Not that I could trust her features to give anything away she didn’t want to, “Are you ready for that secret Jasmine?” I asked her, my voice caressing her name. Her eyes twinkled as she looked up at me.

“You tell me I’m to be your Queen and yet you still hesitate to tell me your secrets?”

I couldn’t help the smile at her quick wit. Raising my hand, I trailed one finger down her throat, feeling the power within her soul thrum and vibrate to my touch. This place in her soul had never been touched, never been used. She shuddered as my finger lightly grazed her delicate skin.

“Not sorcerer,” I said finally, “Warlock.” The word froze the princess and she looked at me with intense eyes.

“Impossible…” she said, her breathing coming heavier, “My father would know if another was born, his Cabal scours the world.”

“I believe he already knows,” I said as I stared at her, “he sent you.”

I saw the princess's mind racing, eyes looking far off as she worked over everything that had led her to this moment. Then a small smile turned up the corners of her perfect lips and I felt her molding her body even closer to mine.

“I did not imagine our meeting would go like this your majesty,” turning her head up and parting her lips artfully I felt myself drawing down for a kiss, hungering for the feel of her again. Just as our lips were about to touch, she was suddenly out of my arms and curtsying low. Her movements so quick and silent I was reminded of how deadly this woman was.

“Your Majesty,” she said with a small, “The Empire looks forward to hearing your proposal." Then with a small musical laugh, she withdrew into the shadows, in seconds and was gone.

There is an adage I have heard the old Emperor is often heard to say, grab a tiger by the tail and you prove yourself the bravest and strongest man, grow weak for one second and the tiger kills you. At that moment I wondered how strong my grip was because I had surely taken the tiger by the tail.


Chapter Two

I had just finished dressing when Gretchen returned from her errand. Her massive bosom swaying and her eyes softening in relief when she saw me safe. Her nose sniffed the air testing and I saw her eyes narrow as she looked around.

"There was a woman in here your Majesty," her tone wasn't accusing, but the servants equivalent, "Were you in any danger?"

“I don’t believe so,” I said, “I will tell you about it on the way.” She proceeded me out the doors as she usually did, eyes searching shadows and ceilings for threat.

We made our way to the throne room, gathering a flock of attendants and servants in our wake. In quiet hushed tones, I relayed to Gretchen what had happened with the imperial princess and my suspicions about her powers.

"Your Majesty is brave," the beautiful older woman said. I was hard-pressed to decide if she was more upset that she had missed a possible attack, or at my obvious feelings for the princess.

“We will see how brave I am when I tell Mother and grandmother my plans,” I said chuckling darkly.

We arrived in the antechamber of the throne room to find my grandmother Lydia, the Dowager Queen just entering. The sight of grandmother dressed in her finest for court took my breath away. She was my grandmother in name only and had married the former king at a young age. She was stately and gorgeous with white in her hair that perfectly framed a face that had broken the hearts of kings and queens. The blue of her dress accented in silver and gold set of her hourglass figure perfectly. The bodice of her gown was high and conservative, but the material clung to her body in ways I had never seen shown off.

In her eyes was a fathomless wisdom, her great intellect further perfected by the ritual we had partaken in the night before. The former queens' cheeks colored when she saw me, and I saw her breathing become labored as she remembered our passionate embrace from the night before. Attending grandmother were two young serving girls. I thought of them as young but in truth, they were but a year younger than me at eight and ten years.

Grandmother curtsied when I had come fully into the room, the servants to either side of her curtsying lower still, the young women’s faces coloring in embarrassment. I drew on the magics within, feeling at the flows in the room. Sampling the atmosphere, I felt the charged sexual energy of the room and felt myself heat with desire from it. Trying to put that aside, for now, I focused on my grandmother as she rose from her curtsy, eyes meeting mine, a small smile on her face.

I reached out to read her and felt drawn into the whirlpool of her soul. A maelstrom of constrained desires, perverse thoughts and atop it all a mind that shone with a brilliance the world rarely sees. That mind had been ignored and underestimated for her entire life, masked by her beauty and gender. In the wake of the tragedy that befell our kingdom she had flourished, her mind presented with puzzles of true consequence and she had risen to the challenge. Even with her amazing capacity and the peace and prosperity she brought, many in the kingdom had been uncomfortable with a woman ruling. Only with the title of Regent and a promise that the former king's sole male heir would inherit upon his majority, had she been able to stave off the vultures.

“Gretchen please take your place within the Chamber and let the master of ceremonies know the king will be making his entrance in about twenty minutes.” The Dowager Queen said, her eyes never leaving mine. Waiting for my nod, my guardian left the room after a deep curtsy. I saw the two young maids ogling Gretchen’s massive bosom, and glance at one another conspiratorially behind grandmothers back.

“There are some things we should discuss,” I said with a glance to the maids.

"Girls," the grandmother said, "please await me in the hall." The two maids gave matching curtsies and withdrew from the room, each casting a not so subtle glance along the length of their king with hunger in their pretty young eyes. Then the door shut with a click and I strode forward to meet the gorgeous woman before me. Her thick lips met mine in hunger and passion and my hands were on her body.

“No, you can’t muss my dress or hair,” she panted as she spun around, pulling up her gown, I saw it flip over her waist almost as if it had been designed for this. Beneath smoothly muscled legs raise to a perfectly round thick ass, peeking beneath was a thicket of dark hair, glistening with wetness. “Quietly my King,” She moaned out softly as I fished my hardening cock out of my pants.

Stepping up behind her I gave a quick stroke and then pressed the head against the former queen heavenly gash. It’s sucking wetness drew me into its depths. My hands came to rest on her hips and I heard grandmother sigh out in pleasure.

“I have been thinking about Endil Vale and its lands,” The former Queen began her voice calm and measured, filling the room as it always did. Anyone listening at a door would hear a conversation between a counselor and her king, and never think that the king was slowly fucking her wet and willing pussy. “They would not treat with me while I was regent, but they will with you your Majesty!”

I had pulled back slowly and then slammed into her hard just as she was finishing her last statement.

“To what ends?” I asked. My voice was not nearly as composed as hers, and my eyes were consumed with her wide ass rolling before my thrusts. Her little asshole winking at me.

“Our alliance has always been a tenuous one,” she continued, “There has been little love between your ancestors and the non-human races of the north, but I believe they will listen now and could be open to deeper alliance. Perhaps marriage to their queen.”

"I had a visitor this morning," I said and in short sentences, I told her of my meeting with the princess, "I am set on this grandmother, she will be my Queen."

Grandmother was silent for a short time and I felt her pussy walls trembling and vibrating on my cock. She turned her head back to look at me and I was surprised to see her face awash in ecstasy. As the orgasm took hold in her I felt her beautiful mind touch upon the great power wrought by our connection and her thoughts went racing down a hundred paths. She saw deeper and more fully than I had thought possible, factoring a million points of data into the network of her mind. Only because I had been holding the magic and still trying to read her through the flows was I able to see a glimpse of her gifts.

“Yes!” She cried out as the orgasm hit her body and empowered her mind to see the thousands of possibilities, planning forever eventuality. I went to fuck into her again but grandmother shuddered, “wait… too sensitive… my mind…” I withdrew my wet cock from her and felt an ache in my balls.

Grandmother turned and sat in the chair she had been leaning over, her eyes distant as her mind spun. She looked up and saw me standing there and a small smile came to her face.

“Girls!” She called and the door opened admitting the two young maids, they scurried in, closing the door behind themselves. Neither looked the least bit surprised to see their king with his cock

outstanding in the middle of the room, "Your king requires your services.”

“Yes, my lady!” They said in unison and I watched in amazement as they scampered across the floor and fell to their knees at my feet. The smaller brunette Betta took my cock in both of her dainty hands and licking and sucking the tip began to please me, while her bustier redheaded friend fell lower and sucked one of my balls into her gentle mouth.

“Grandmother, what is this?” I asked looking form the girls up to her.

“I am not a young woman anymore Dainen,” she said and her use of my first name was a true sign of how much she had been affected by the magic hitting her mind like that, “I’ve been training these girls for years for just this task. Do they please you?”

“Oh, gods yes!” I said as the girls switched places, their tongues and lips meeting as they swapped my cock back and forth between them. Their cute faces lighting up in delight at my praise.

“Betta there has the most talented tongue I have ever known,” the dowager queen said fondly and the smaller brunette turned to smile and then returned to worship her kings' scepter.

“I will want to see that another time,” I said, “what was that, that happened to you grandmother," I said managing not to groan out as I felt myself nearing orgasm, Yuna’s swallowing tonsils tickling the head of my cock.

“I am not entirely certain,” She said her voice distant once more, “I saw so much, I need to think on this for a bit. Give me some time My King. One thing I can say is your princess is dangerous, of that I’m certain, but I believe she is honest as well.”

“That,” I said, “is good to know. Here it comes girls,” I said as I pulled my cock back stroking it slowly above their upturned faces. Grandmother looked on, a finger trailing in her pussy and her eyes wide in delight as my big dick spewed forth, gushing cum upon the maids' faces.

We left the two maids kneeling there on the floor, licking and kissing each other as we entered the throne room. The morning and afternoon rites went quickly there being little business for me to decide, and the final days of the crowning ceremony just ending. Most of my time was spent in wishing far-flung ancient lords and ladies farewell before they left the capitol and getting guarantees from them that they would donate troops to the call.

It was evening once more when I found myself walking the stairs up to my mothers' tower room. At each step, the thrum of forbidden magics beat its insistent drum within me. I could feel my power, an untapped ocean within. It cried out to bind another and thus awaken another portion of my strength.

Entering her room, I was surprised to only find three women there. Gretchen, grandmother and my mom. The two former women were dressed in loose-fitting white gowns, each kneeling on a side of the room. The bed had been drug to the center of the room and a great warding circle inscribed around it. Before the bed, her body hidden by floating diaphanous cloth lay my mother. Her black hair shone in the dim light, thick and lustrous. Her face was delicate and held a beauty that stole the breath from men and women when they beheld her, even though there was a hardness within her that kept others away. Grandmother had learned the lesson of her beauty and wore it like a soft glove. Mother despised how others saw her, as a face and a body, before they saw her magical power and intellect.

My father’s second wife, she was my stepmother in truth, but the only one I had ever known. She was short and her body of such flawless hourglass proportions that I feared it was an illusion as she knelt before the bed. Her breasts were large but not massive, having a perfect shape to them, capped in large lightly colored nipples. Between her legs, she was hairless, as was her whole body below the neck, some working of her magics I assumed.

“Our Lord has come.” Mother intoned, her voice deep and rich, the smile warming her whole face.

The air grew thick at her words, magical energies flowing in chaotic currents. In spite of the storm brewing outside, bright moonlight shone through the window, bathing mother and the bed in its gentle embrace. Gretchen and Grandmother slid forward from either side of the room. Their hands exploring my body as I felt nearly frozen in place by my mom’s unearthly beauty. My coat and shirt were removed. Then I felt two pairs of hands undoing my breeches and sliding over my cock and balls, before withdrawing, either woman to a side of me.

"The sorceress, by his side in every battle!" Mother intoned the notes falling flat and dull into the space between us. The magic of the room dimmed and lulled, mother, turned looking out the window a tinge of fear around her eyes.

“No.” I breathed smiling when she turned back to me, to take the sting out of my words, "Not Sorceress," I advanced until my naked body stood before her kneeling form, powerful in the moon's light and feeling the mixing of many magics at play here once again. Raising a hand, I let my fingers graze along her brow.

“The Witch, she of mystery.” I intoned.

Each note rang in the air, the currents of power vibrating as the truth of my words settled into the fabric of our harem. Mother’s eyes flared wide at that, the unexpected benediction sparking something in her.

"You will have me, My Lord?" She asked, her voice tremulous and almost frightened. Her hands reached up to grip the side of my thighs, her eyes boring into mine.

“I will do more than have you mother," I said scooping her small form into my arms. At contact with her flesh, I felt lust and desire hit me harder than ever before. Her aroma, her presence, her innate magical sexuality worked its way into my brain in that second and everything I had been about to say disappeared.

I was laying her back, all conscious thought was gone as she worked her witchy magic on me. My power was at my fingertips and with it I tore her clothing aside with a gesture and then pulled her beneath me, her legs spreading and my rock-hard cock sliding inside her. That quick I was fucking my mom like a beast possessed. I had no control over my thrusting hips and grunting voice as she cried out in ecstasy beneath me. It was animalistic. It was primal. It was glorious. Clawing hands rolled me over and then she was riding me like a wild cat, my thrusting hips meeting her beat for beat. Then that wasn't enough and I had her back down on her side, one leg bent up over her head and her pussy open for me to hammer down into with powerful long thrusts.

Vaguely I knew that Gretchen and Grandmother were close by, each lost in their lust and fascination watching my mom and I consume one another. Faster and harder we fucked until the frenzy reached a crescendo and we exploded together. Her face was down into the mattress, she bent at the hips and me trusting down into her from behind. We shuddered and shook as the orgasms hit us. Some great force releasing us from its grip as we collapsed, in our right minds once more, onto the mattress sheathed in sweat and juices.

As I lay there catching my breath the currents around us shifted and pulled turning my head, I saw glowing wisps of power reaching up from the runes on the floor, each reaching out and alighting on one of my mother’s limbs wrapping around and caressing her flesh.

“Goddess I hear you!” My gorgeous stepmother screamed out, the white mist glowing incandescent, in time with her voice. The circle on the floor slowly faded and I realized its magic and power were flowing into my mother. She was now the goddess’ circle, able to control and harness our harems magics.

“I hear her now my precious boy!” Mother whispered with an intense voice.

The mist has disappeared within her and her eyes now glowed with an inner light, shining through her light blue eyes, "You have given me a most precious gift," her right arm snapped out and with crooked fingers, I saw the other women stand and walk to the bed. Her eyes catching the barest edge of powers lust, before I saw it tempered by her vast wisdom, learned in her years of wandering unknown worlds. The crooked fingers relaxed and both grandmother and Gretchen sagged their faces screwed up in wonder and a little fear at my mother’s power over them.

“Her place is at the center of the web,” I said to the two women, kneeling at the head of the bed. My power flowed through my body and reached out to each of them, binding us together.

“My web,” I said looking each in the eye, “No matter what power you may wield now or in the future, mine is the power of naming. I claim that right as I have claimed the title of your Lord and King.” Each woman was breathing heavy, their breasts heaving. Sweat popping out on their brows as they all crawled onto the large bed. Each looked at one another, nude and beautiful and sharing smiles they turned hungry gazes at me. My grin spread when as one they pounced.

Being swallowed under by three nude and gorgeous, powerful woman is an experience I would wish on every man. Unfortunately, it is the purview of a king and the occasional continent conquering hero, alone. Mother directed Gretchen and grandmother as they serviced my cock with their desperate mouths. She lay alongside, her perfect breasts resting on my chest as she watched her mother-in-law and my servant each sucking and licking her son's cock in utter devotion.

“Three weeks we must wait until the next full moon cycle,” Mother breathed in my ear, “Can you guess who the fourth I bring into our Harem will be?”

“I have already selected her,” I said before sighing as grandmother took me deep into her throat. Gretchen meanwhile slides over and was spreading my mother’s legs, her lusty eyes zeroing in on mom's perfect, bald pussy.

Mother's eyes grew slightly angry at my words, but just as she was about to speak Gretchen’s tongue grazed her clit and she moaned out in pleasure. The back of her anger broken she relaxed into the mattress. I looked at Grandmother and nodded to my mom, the gorgeous dowager queen pulled up off my cock. It was coated in the slick saliva from the back of her throat, and she jacked me lightly as she spoke.

“Belinda you named the boy King," her voice was soothing and calm but beneath it came out iron-hard, "at some point, you must begin to trust his judgment."

A spark of anger returned to my mother’s eyes, "King he is and master of my body and life, but he is a boy still of nine and ten summers, Oh Gretchen that is it!” She cried out as Gretchen arched the fingers that had been sliding in and out of mom’s pussy, rubbing her sensitive inner place as her tongue rubbed the clit. I reached over and pulled mother into a firm kiss as her orgasms hit her, her arms holding me tight as her thighs clamped onto the side of Gretchen’s head.

The servant had a look of pleasure at a job well done as she climbed up and kissed up my mom’s body. The two of them locking lips, hands exploring each other’s tits and asses as mom slipped a finger into Gretchen’s quim. Grandmother had crawled between my legs and wrapped her massive bosom around my cock. Pressing the soft flesh together with her hands, she would dart her tongue out and lick the tip of my cock occasionally as it slid out the top of her breasts.

“Our King has more wisdom than you give him credit for,” Gretchen whispered as she toyed with my mom.

“What are you not telling me?” the Witch Queen hissed turning to look me full in the face, “Tell me Dainen, no more games!”

“Open your inner sight Mother,” I said, “You can see now, for yourself.”

Frowning she released Gretchen and composed her features, eyes closing. I sensed her reaching out, questing along the lines of power and reading their currents. Then she found the web of our harem. Her eyes opened looking at me questioning and I smiled.

“I didn’t see it at first either.” Reaching out I touched the web connecting the four of us, the heart of our power, buried deep under the other rituals was pale ancient magic, red and masked from all other detection.

“I recognize this working, Shailendra? But how?” Mother asked awed, “This was set here when you were a boy, and no one detected it.”

“Her Imperial Majesty Jasmine the Red Mask is Shailendra’s daughter,” I said, the knowledge stunning all three women, but none more so than mother.

“Shailendra… that scheming bitch!” Her voice mixed with anger and respect. “She has tied her daughter into your power, ensuring the ritual can never be completed without the girl. You must either bind her or kill her Dainen, neither will be easy.”

I knelt on the bed and pulled grandmother over and bent her over next to mother and Gretchen. I lined my cock up and slid it steely hardness into her soaking wet hole. The former queen moaned out and began grunting like a common whore as I fucked her deep. Turning to look at my mother’s concerned beautiful face I smiled.

“Jasmine will be bound,” I said between thrusts, “Her mother has paved the way for it, and the Emperor has prepared the girl perfectly. Although I doubt, he has any idea of what is to come.”

“You make an enemy of the most powerful man in the world,” Mother said the concern not leaving her face, "take care, my son."

“I will deal with that old spider,” I said as grandmother came on my cock, soaking the sheets beneath. Gretchen was already bent over right beside grandmother, looking over one shoulder imploringly. Her wide ass before me and the gentle submissive look on her face gave me ideas.

“Bring your mouth over here my Witch Queen, I’m not done with you.” Her concern disappearing into impish delight as mom slid between my legs and devoured my cock. Gretchen's face grew sad for a second until I slid a wet finger into her tight ass, then it twisted in surprise and a little fear. Grandmother pulled her into a deep kiss as I worked her ass, loosening the tight hole and working her up into a frenzy with a finger on her clit and teasing her pussy lips.

“I claim you now completely my Protector,” I intoned as mother slid the tip of my cock to Gretchen’s tight spasming hole. It accepted my girth slowly as I eased into her, “I claim you, body and soul.”

"I am yours, my King," Gretchen cried out in surprised pleasure as my cock invaded her body. She was filled with my dick more than ever before and as I pounded her down into the mattress, her body trapped and helpless she cried out, “My life! My soul is yours, no other man… ungh! Never will another touch me… Use me, my King! Use me to slake your lusts!"

I ravaged the busty woman, slamming her down into the bed until we both came in screaming orgasms, magic and energies distorting the world around us, tying the two of us even tighter together. After we collapsed upon the bed, the four of us cuddling and resting through the rest of the night.


Chapter Three

The next morning when I awoke, I found the bed empty save for myself. Kneeling nude before the open window catching the last few moon rays as the sun rose, was mother. Her black hair and pale skin shone in the pale dawn light. At the sight of her gorgeous body, mine to take whenever I wished, make my cock throb even harder. With a smile she stood and turned to me, walking slowly to the bed, the gap between her thighs hinting at the bald treasure at their cleft.

Without a word she climbed up on the mattress and crawled astride my body, sheathing me in her exquisite embrace. She sat back as she rode me, her back arched and the sun's morning rays alighting on her pale flesh, a goddess in form, I just lay there and let her tight pussy milk my cock as she took her pleasure from it.

I felt her pussy walls beginning to spasm and the muscles in her face were trembling as her eyes shut tight in bliss. The orgasm rolling through her body in waves and as each passed a flash of magical power shot forth from her, funneled out and into some hidden working. As it passed, he opened her eyes and looked down at me with a lazy smile. She slipped to the side my cock still a raging boner, and I leaped upon her, trapping her small soft form beneath me. Feeling a shadow of the mad lust that had taken me the night before I drove into her with powerful thrusts, desperate to sate my lust in her. Mother coaxed the cum from my body, she whispered words hot in my ear and long nails trailing down my back. Her pussy became a vortex of pleasure that I felt myself drowning in. When my orgasm hit mother clamped her lips to mine, like a succubus she siphoned off some of my strength.

“What are you doing?” I asked feeling the weakness suffusing my body.

"It is time for you to learn something of that power you wield my son,” she said as she motioned to the far wall of her room. There a magical portal was taking shape, a great swirling purple whirlpool that sought to connect itself across space and time. “I have found a place for us to train, for all of us to train eventually.”

“Where does it lead?” I asked in awe at the mighty sorceries at work.

“To a hidden world on the astral plane. A place of the mind. Once home to a dragon, now abandoned.”

“Where did the dragon go?” I asked.

“Away," she said smiling mysteriously. On that ominous note, she slid out from under the covers and slipped her silk robe on. “You will return this afternoon so we can finish our work on the portal.” She sat at her desk, pulling a scroll over and leaning back in the sunlight, nearly nude as she read. Already forgotten I got out of her bed and as my foot hit the floor the servant's door opened silently and mothers two lovely maids slipped in. I could see Gretchen standing guard outside, a small smile on her face as she saw the dimpled grins of the two young girls.

I stood there naked and let the girls clean me with damp cloths. When I got hard the little elf Vanla dropped to her knees, using her dexterous tongue and throat to quickly relieve me of my cum, while her friend slid a hand beneath Vanla’s skirt and panties, noisily fingering the elf’s tiny hole. They both took my cum across their faces, licking and sucking it off each other before dressing me. Sweet Serita sucking my cock clean and giving me a sexy wink before she let it slip free of her lips and tucked it away in my pants. My lusts more than sated, I headed out to my daily duties with Gretchen in toe.

We left the throne room after another dull day of petitions and negotiations with different nobles. None it seemed, were willing to part with their small contingents of household guards. With my Counselor at my side, we were able to maneuver and cajole most everyone into relinquishing their troops for the call to arms.

The most important news came in the form of a letter from the queen of Endil Vale. The Half-Elven Queen welcomed my invitation for a meeting of our courts but she was requesting it happen in the Shaded Valley on the border of our two nations. Grandmother and I shared triumphant smiles as I dictated our response. Letting the functionaries handle the details, Grandmother made certain that all due honors and ceremonies were carried out.

I was exhausted in both body and mind that afternoon when Gretchen and I made our way up Mother's tower and after knocking entered her chamber. The inside of the room was like a horror fantasy scene. Vanla and Serita were there, each naked, tied and hanging from the ceiling by black leather straps. Vanla was tied facing up, her legs wide as she swung slightly from her straps. Above her facing down, face near Vanla's pussy was the dusky-skinned Serita, her legs spread by straps as well.

Mother stood before a podium an ancient tome open upon it, one long black nail tracing words as she muttered to herself. She held up a finger when we entered and finished reading her passage. The two serving girls swinging slightly from their straps, each staring at me with desperate hunger, and submissive compliance.

Gretchen began to undress me without saying a word. Unbuttoning my coat and shirt, hanging them from a chair, before she dropped to her knees and slipped free my pants and boots.

"Come, my King," Mother intoned, "These girls are tied to the ritual, I need their energy to complete the portal."

Gretchen held my big cock against the side of her face gently kissing the shaft as she gave me a wink. Then I strode forward, already feeling the magics pulling me. The rituals and spells my mother was using here were far beyond my ability to understand. The magic was so complex and worked in so many spaces of reality that it was impossible to follow. What was clear to see from earlier, was how the spells were powered, by sexual release.

I strode forward my cock filling with blood as I shoved it into the willing mouth of Serita. Her thick red slips sliding over the head and her throat bulging as the thick cock head slid down deep, stretching out her esophagus. Reaching up I was able to manipulate the women with the straps hanging down from the ceiling. I took hold of Vanla’s head and mashed it into Serita’s pussy, letting her lick and suck the other woman’s clit. My cock grew hard and firm as I ravaged the little dark-skinned woman’s throat, then I slipped free of her, watching her cough and dribble spit all over Vanla's pussy. I took my cock head and smeared the juices around, coating her pussy and asshole. Then I slid my dick into the elf’s pussy. A few hard thrusts and I could feel her tight walls convulsing on my cock, the magical energy swirling out of her and over into the portal. I spun the straps around and the girls rotated, bringing Vanla's pretty little face to my cock and having her suck off her cum.

“Yes, my son!” The Queen Mother was watching, her face flushed, her dress pushed up. Between her legs, Gretchen worked tongue and fingers to bring her off. "Now claim them!"

I pulled my cock from deep in Vanla’s throat and pressed the tip to the puckered little hole of Serita.

“My King!” She cried out in surprise.

“By claiming this hole,” is said, my cock slick from Vanla's throat stretching the serving girls tiny hole. “I claim your body and soul Serita,” The words had power to them, and I felt the girl relaxing, long-held fears of being set aside or fired leaving her. "No other man will touch you save by my leave, you will never know sickness, and you will always have a home here with us.”

“Yes, my King!” the girl cried out, “I feel you! Feel you piercing my heart and soul!”

I fucked the girl with slow strong strokes and felt her little butt shivering and shaking beneath me as she moaned out in pleasure. Vanla’s tongue teasing her clit, soon had her exploding in orgasm a wave of energy leaving her and flowing to the portal. I withdrew my cock and spun the girls back around, the tip pressing to Vanla’s tiny pink elven anus.

“By claiming this hole…” I took her as well. Binding the two servants to myself, each now tied to the Harem. My orgasm when I came had my toes curling and left me lightheaded. I was buried deep in the bowels of the tiny elf, feeling her slide back into me as mother orgasmed before me, riding Gretchen's race.

The portal flared wide and then returned to its former shape, now a solid and static thing. Held in place by Mother ritual. Standing Mother stripped free her clothing and walked through her eyes alight with excitement and determination.

“Come Dainen,” She reached back and took my hand leading us across the threshold and into wonder, "the rest of you must stay for now," she said absently.

I cannot speak much about my time in the astral plane with Mother. Not here and now. That tale will have to wait. Let us just say it was a world of the mind, and mother trained mine in the aspects of my magic she knew.

-----------

For the next three weeks, I would spend hours of our world's time every day in that strange place. While there months and weeks would pass as she ground me down mentally, forcing me to stretch myself in ways I never had before. Learning new limits of endurance and mental agility. One thing I learned during that time was respect for my Mother’s great intellect and natural affinity for the arts of magic. Witch, I had named her, but Arch Magus she could have been if she had been called to a different destiny.

Those few weeks were a hectic time in the castle. The servants and councilors met regularly, planning the meeting to come with Endil Vale. There were a lot of preparations to make and this being the first Royal Procession in decades, they were working through problems as they planned. I didn’t concern myself with the logistics, instead burying myself with advisors and grandmother, as we talked and debated our foreign policy strategy.

I would sit quietly in the meetings, letting others speak, listening to each side. Asking pointed questions when appropriate, I found I could get better ideas out of my people when they worked in teams than if I tried to think of everything myself. I learned much about my advisors over those few weeks, learning their strengths and weaknesses. Working to place them where they would be most useful and most helpful.

The investigation into the assassination attempt was ongoing and the evidence pointed more and more to my original thought; that the assassin came from within my court. Lady Hornsby’s face grew white whenever I caught her eyes and I could almost read the guilty thoughts in her mind. I kept my suspicions to myself, deciding that the threat was weak and the information could be useful. I had never even brought up to the princess that we had found a Fang of the Emperor on the assassin. I still carried the blade, secreted on my person.

The Imperial Princess was an entirely different problem, and one I relished solving. Beginning the day after Mother was inducted into the Harem, I found the princess attended by her guards and ladies, out in the gardens. Raising a hand, I motioned for Gretchen, my ever-present shadow to wait at the entrance to the gardens. Seeing me approach alone, the princesses attendants and guards withdrew with precise bows, for the both of us. Hers just a touch deeper than mine.

“Good morning, Princess,” I said our eyes locked upon one another’s as I drew closer.

“And to you your Majesty,” I could hear the amusement in her musical voice. I felt a thrill run through my being, just being near her set my soul singing.

“Have you had a chance to see the Blue Rose?” I asked her.

“No, your Majesty, although I have heard tales of it.”

“The flowers origin is a mystery,” I said offering her my arm. I heard murmurs from her attendants of shock as she took my proffered arm. I lead her out of the gardens and around the castle and down a spiraling staircase that lead deep underground. Her attendants and servants stayed close behind, making sure that we never left their sight.

“My great grandfather discovered it down here nearly one hundred years ago.”

“This castle has existed for far longer,” The princess said curious, “did none know of its existence before then?”

“One day a crack suddenly appeared in the foundation of this castle, or so the legend goes. My great grandfather took out his sword and a torch and explored the crack himself upon discovering it. The crack turned into a tunnel that leads down and down, until…" I turned the corner and we stepped into a round chamber. I heard the princess breath catching in her throat and she froze in the entrance one hand before her veiled mouth. "He found this."

Before us stood a perfect round room with a domed ceiling. In the center of the room sat a small marble pillar and impossibly a single-stemmed rose grew from its domed peak. The plants' roots buried in marble. Two delicate green leaves standing out from its thorn-covered stem. The roses bud was un flowered, still wrapped tight about itself, its blue petals glowing with deep inner magic, small sparks multi-hued and quickly fading shot out of the tip of the bud. The pool around the marble pillar was a deep pink color and glowed faintly, barely illuminating the rock edge more than a few inches.

“What is it?” The princess asked, her servants and guards peaking around her into the chamber.

“No one knows,” I said shaking my head, “That it is an artifact of power there is no doubt. But sorcerers and mages from all over the world studied it in the early days and none had a convincing theory. Now it’s mostly forgotten.”

“It’s beautiful,” turning to look at me I saw her eyes smile, “Thank you for showing it to me your majesty.”

“There are other wonders in my small kingdom, both great and small.” I said uncaring of who heard us, "I would show them all to you, my princess." My hand closed on hers and hers on mine. The warmth flowing from her lit a fire in my heart.

"I would love that, my King."

Stunned silence from her attendants at her words but we both ignored it and continued with our conversation and tour. The flirtation was evident for all to see during our walks and I found myself falling for the woman over our many walks on the grounds and the nearby woods. I spent hours with the Princess each day and found more to love about her the more time I spent with her. She had a dry humor and was quick with a quip, though often would feel nervous around crowds. Of the famed assassin Red Mask, I saw little, but of the woman Jasmine I learned much.

None in my court would say a thing to me, each knew I walked a razor wire by courting the Imperial Princess, the most sought-after bride in all the world. Most thought me audacious I and perhaps a touch foolish. In truth I cared little what others thought of my actions, let them gossip and wonder. The one thing that tempered my rapidly blossoming love, were the evenings spent in my bedchamber.

Each evening a woman from my Harem would entertain me. Mother would bring her two servants Vanla and Serita, while Grandmother often brought Betta and Yuna. I bound Betta and Yuna to me that second night, taking each of their asses and linking their souls to the Harem as I had with the others. Grandmother, Gretchen, and Mother would rotate through the week and on the seventh day all three of them would come to me and we would have a foursome of epic proportions. I would detail each of these encounters, except my tale would grow far too unwieldy for all the wild fucking and sucking.

One night that stood out was at the beginning of the second week when Gretchen came to me. She brought a set of grimy woolen clothes and when I inquired what they were for, she told me to put them on, she had a surprise. I dressed in the homespun and looking at my stand mirror saw myself as a peasant and rather liked the image. Perhaps one day, I remember thinking to myself, I can put all this ceremony and responsibility aside and live a quiet life. The weight of my people's safety was a great responsibility and I worried about it in the hands of anyone else, so I knew it was just wishful thinking.

Gretchen lead me out a servant's door and past the guards, giving me a basket of laundry to carry so I could pass by the guardsmen. I was appalled at the lack of security on people leaving the castle and determined to right it the next day. She led me down into the large town that sprawled around the castle and then through to the poorer district. I felt eyes tracking us as we walked through alleys, eventually coming to the back door of a large establishment. Gretchen shushed me when I tried to ask where we were, then knocked at the door in a specific patter. The pattern was repeated from within and then the door flew open.

Inside stood a beautiful older woman, her face painted in bright makeup and her impressive bosom pushed up and on wide display and dress pinned up to show her petticoats. With a wicked smile for Gretchen and a nervous glance at me, she motioned us inside. Leading us through the kitchens I saw that it had been cleared out, pots still bubbling and spoons still wet with sauces laying around. She led us up servants back stairs and down a narrow hall. We got to the end of the hall and the older woman pulled a key on a chain from within her bosom and unlocked the double doors at the end of the hall. She turned and gave Gretchen a big hug and casting a red-faced nervous smile at me, slipped back down the hall and down the stairs.

“A brothel Gretchen?” I asked.

“Yes, your majesty,” she said, “but beyond these doors are no whores. They were sent by Shadow Corps." Her eyes were downcast as she said this, shoulders hunched. I hissed in fear at her words spinning and looking back the hall.

“What is this?” I asked, fearful and stunned. Shadow Corps were known the world over as a detestable group of scum who, if some were to be believed, was the real power in the Empire. Not just the empire though, their fingers stretched into every pie. My grandfather had tried in vain to root out the Shadow Corps presence in Sorrowmere and lost seven counselors to the same illness. He had ceased all further attempts at stopping the blackguards from plying their trade. That trade being murder for hire, prostitution, smoke, gambling and all other manner of vices.

“How did they get to you?” I asked.

“It’s not like that your Majesty,” she said with a gentle smile and I felt myself calming slightly, “You see my father is a Capo.”

“Ahhh,” I breathed in understanding. The Capo’s are a mysterious group of individuals; the ruling council of Shadow Corps. Looking at Gretchen with new eyes, I wondered what other secrets lay hidden behind her placid exterior.

“The council sends a message,” she said her voice growing quiet and serious, “both peace offering and warning: ‘the north is dark to us, and an enemy stirs. Do not fuck with us, and we will come in your hour of need.’”

“That’s a little vague,” I grumbled.

“Did you expect them to speak plainly?” Gretchen asked and with a smile hooked her thumb over her shoulder and motioning to the doors she said, "Inside is their gift to you and me." Her smile was deep and filled with lust as she caressed my chest. "Go and enjoy them, my King, break in my new assistants and our newest Shadow Corps spies."

I reached out and opened the door wide to see a large opulent room. Walking in, it opened up to the right into a vast bedchamber with a low and round bed in the center of the room. Upon the bed were two elven girls each a mirror image of the other. They sat up as I came in, silken gowns sliding down their slender forms. Each was a vision of youthful beauty, slender and slim. Their pale golden hair fanning out around them on the bed, so long it must hang down past their knees. Each girl had bright green eyes and long black eye browns that grew out from the sides of their face. Faces of such sweet and lovely innocence that I felt lecherous for taking in their slender hairless forms. Seeing the tips of their elongated ears I knew they were adult elven women, just small, thin and delicate. Gretchen followed me in and closed the door behind herself, locking it.

“My lord,” breathed one of the elves.

“Is more beautiful than we were told.” The other finished.

Their eyes were soft and filled with a gentle lust as they pulled me onto the bed with them and began removing my grimy clothing. Gretchen took her place in a chair near the window, watching and masturbating to the sight before her. Each young elf was a virgin it turned out and they wasted no time in switching off as each pierced her hymen on my spear. I spent hours teaching and pleasing those young girls, feeling their young bodies climaxing on my cock was amazing. Watching each slowly relaxing her throat and taking me down into their supple elven throats as I fucked their faces was heavenly. But feeling their dexterous tongues tickling and teasing my cock together, their innocent faces filled with forbidden lust as they kissed and sucked together was too much and I came in buckets over their lovely faces.

Gretchen helped them to clean me up and soon we were all sucking and fucking on the bed. After Gretchen’s insistence, I took each elven girl in the ass, depositing my seed and binding them as well to the harem. The twins came with such intense ferocity as I fucked their butts that soon it was all they wanted. They would suck me together, whispering the dirtiest stuff into each other’s ears, let me hear their naughty twin fantasies. Then they would take turns sitting on my lap, fitting my cock into each other’s asses as the girl rode me hard, slamming her tiny butt down into my cock, driving it to the hilt deep in their behinds. It was Gretchen who took us into the bath in the corner of the room and washed us, wrapping my cock in her great tits and letting the girls lick the head as she titty fucked me in agonizing slowness. I came again all over her tits and face, the twin elves licking my cum clean and trading it between themselves. 

After that evening my servant had two servants of her own, and none would dare to question the competent and beautiful Gretchen about it. The twin's names were Liana and Piala and proved to be excellent at administrative work as well as fighting with daggers. I walked in once on the two of them training, their daggers darting back and forth faster than my eyes could track. The second they noticed I was there, the blades disappeared and they were once more the innocent and sweet little elves. That secret I kept to myself.

It was a bright and warm evening on the day before I left to meet with the Queen of Endil Vale. I found myself climbing the stairs slowly, my mind churning over the next day's events and my plans. I glanced out the arrow slit and noticed the full moon just beginning to peek over the horizon. It had come already and I hadn’t even realized it. The magic thrumming deeply within, singling that soon, I would grow in strength again. Binding another to the Harem.

My hand was trembling as I reached out and pulled the door to my mother’s chamber open. There within my mother knelt in the center of the room, while Gretchen and Grandmother knelt to either side of her. The women formed a triangle around the form in the middle of the room. Behind each woman, two young servants knelt along the wall. Each clothes in short white dresses, their faces serene. Standing in the center of the room wrapped in a cocoon of magical energy, head thrown back and eyes closed in unconsciousness was the Imperial Princess.

My bride awaited.

To be continued in…
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