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        “An army of scribes, lawyers, professors and clerks;

        Were it chance to find such talent in so low a place, or the gods own works?

        Underestimated is the name history places on them;

        Their LORD could make the strongest bow;

        But the Governess Court did the real work

        Forging Bureaucracy, that most holy of institutions.”

        – Scrap of parchment dug from ruins. Believed to be an excerpt from: A Brief History of Dainen: Excellence in Form and Function, by Heronius the Dragonsworn

      

      

      

      The quarters set aside by the Baron were cold and drafty, but offered a breathtaking view of the surrounding town and countryside. Dark dreams plagued my sleep and after tossing and turning for a couple hours I slipped free of Jasmine and the latest addition to my harem.

      Lady Hornsby picked her head up when I extricated myself from the sweat damp sheets, a look of concern passing over her delicate features. If ever there was doubt about her loyalty, the look of genuine concern and love that crossed her now youthful features put them to rest.

      Motioning for her to lay back down and rest I stepped over to the tall windows and looked out over the vista. The moon’s slender sliver of light didn’t illuminate much, but the town was asleep, and I welcomed the peaceful hours. Spending them in quiet contemplation, a luxury to kings far rarer than mithril or gemstones.

      I felt at the five connections to my soul. Each was different and yet alike, a different aspect of a whole I was just beginning to see. I had my suspicions about who the final women would be, but would keep my own counsel on it for now. The women of my harem were strong willed, and if I let them, any or all would seek to influence who their final sisters were.

      One of those connections called out to me. She didn’t do it intentionally, as I could sense she was in slumber, but through dreams and her own witchy powers, mother cried out for comfort. Knowing there would be few chances to spend any alone time with the woman whose beauty was the guiding light of my childhood, I pulled on a tunic and short pants, slipping into the hall.

      Gretchen sat outside on a short stool, reading a small book under the light of a single lantern. She blushed prettily when I stepped out, snapping closed the volume and trying to be sly as she slipped it beneath her stool.

      “Do you ever sleep?” I asked with a pleased grin. Her matronly beauty always put me in a pleasant mood.

      “Only when I’m in bed with you Sire,” my Protector said, standing and curtsying smoothly, giving me a pleasing view of her massive cleavage, “since I… bonding with you, my King, I find I have no need when I’m on guard duty.”

      “See that you find time to take a break, Gretchen,” I said with a small frown, “I plan to keep you by my side for years and years to come. I’ll not have you burning out from exhaustion in a year or two.”

      “Of course, Your Majesty,” the beautiful older woman said, “In truth, Sire, these quiet nights are some of my happiest.”

      “Very well then,” I said and caught sight of the book peeking out from under the stool. She caught my look and blushed deeply, “Get a lot of reading in out here?”

      “What, my King?” She asked, face scarlet before shaking herself, unable to lie to me, “I am sorry my Lord, it’s just a little work your mother gave me a few nights back… just a little studying.”

      The last words came out in a squeak and I could tell it would mortify her if I enquired any further. Offering a last nod, I let her off the hook, and turned down the spiral stairs, bare feet padding on the narrow steps. Gretchen trailed behind me, my silent shadow as ever. I felt the tension from her ease when we turned up a broad flight of stairs into the keep’s royal chambers.

      The baron had put mother up in the old Dowager Baroness’s apartments, treating the fabled Witch-Queen with nearly, if not more, reverence than he showed to his king. I couldn’t fault the man or his people for their adulation. Not only was mother, perhaps the most powerful sorceress, and now witch, in the northern kingdoms, she was also a fabled beauty who’d only ripened with age.

      I grew nervous as I turned down the wide hallways that lead to the chambers she occupied, palms sweating and heart racing. Just as I was contemplating what I would say or do, there was a burst of movement from a corridor to the right. I turned my head to see what it was, but Gretchen had moved faster than thought, placing herself between me and whatever danger it might be.

      Neither assassins nor spies, but a wide-eyed Baroness who stood outside an open doorway wearing a thick evening gown. Not five hours before, the Queen-Mother had asserted her dominance over the woman and shown her whom the gatekeepers were, to my presence and power. It had been a wicked couple minutes, and the pair was swept from my chambers by mother and my attentions diverted by the glory of my wife’s slender body.

      Looking back down the direction I’d been heading; I saw the room to the apartments open but only cold darkness greeting me from within. The door wavered as if in a light breeze, impossible this deep in the castle. Then I felt the wind of her breath, born by magical currents to my ears.

      “They wish to serve… but know not how… Show them the benevolent side of their King… Forge a government from them… Bind this Barony to you inextricably…”

      You tease me with these desires, I thought, forcing them out into the ether, knowing she could snatch and read them, easy as a spider traps flies, then send me to diddle lesser women?

      “I didn’t put these thoughts in your head my son,” mother’s magical whisper sounding amused and… was that a touch heated too? “Nor did I put that crown on your head.”

      That was it, I thought to myself, burying the thoughts down deep, it’s the bond I share with Grandmother… and all the time we had over the years she was lost to us. Even the fact that it was Lydia and now Belinda who placed the crown on my head ate at her. It seemed impossible for something so small to hurt one of the most powerful women in the world, but the pain I read in her, the tremor to her currents of magic, though brief, told me everything.

      “I love you, mom,” I whispered, letting the control I cultivated so strictly relax for a moment.

      I could sense disquiet from the shadowed room, and a hint of wariness, waiting for me to cut her with words as she’d done me. But my compassion for her was too deep, and I wanted to let her know the depth of my feelings and how much I’d missed her, but unable or unwilling to say more.

      As the door swung slowly shut on faint currents of mother’s power, I sensed she’d grown still, thoughtful. A spider pausing in the spinning of her web as a fresh warm breeze sweeps through, whispering of new possibilities. There would be time to deal with her later, for now she was right, I had a duty to perform.

      Turning back to face the royal chambers, I let my eyes fall upon the Baroness once more. The currents of fae tied to her soul, forged by mother and I’s will, throbbed as they sensed her intent. As I approached her, I could hear muffled voices coming from the room behind her and grew intrigued. I’d thought the woman and her girl wished me to bind them further, but evidently the wily woman had another plan.

      “Your Majesty,” Fiorina breathed, her oddly girlish voice nervous and excited, “The gods themselves must guide your feet… Ellseth and I have just gathered the women…”

      “What’s this?” I asked, moving to step around and peer over her shoulder into the large chamber, but the woman reached out to place her hand on my chest and stop me.

      The Baroness pulled it back with a flinch when I pulled up short, raising an eyebrow at her. From the small motion behind me, Gretchen had drawn one of her daggers the moment the woman went to touch me without permission. Bonded to me with magic and fae she might be, but my Protector trusted none this close to me except the four other’s who’d given me their hearts and souls.

      “Forgive me, Sire! Mistress Gretchen,” the Baroness bowed her head again, this time to the common-born woman, “It’s just you surprised my guards and I… Ellseth and I had hoped to steal a moment of your time in the morning before your procession leaves. We couldn’t sleep after… after your mother reminded us of our places… Your Majesty if we’re to be of service to you, and the plans the Queen-Mother hinted at true… Sire, you’ll need far more than my daughter and I to establishing a lasting bureaucracy within the lands you rule.”

      “What has this to do with halting your liege when he seeks to go anywhere?” Gretchen asked.

      It wasn’t her place to question a noble woman, especially a full Baroness in her own keep, but Fiorina was suddenly nervous about something and my Protector stepped forward. With unspoken signals she told me to hold as she stepped around, peering into the room and folding a throwing knife in one hand behind her back.

      “There’s no threat, your Majesty!” Fiorina blurted, the loud words causing a nervous murmur to start up once more inside the room, making me more and more curious, “But it’s a great favor I ask of you.”

      Gretchen frowned back, and me and gave a shrug, unsure what she was seeing.

      “First let me promise you, Ellseth and I have spoken to no one of your plans,” she reassured me quickly, fingers twisting together nervously as she rambled on, “and we’ve taken every precaution to make sure those here this evening were seen by no one when we snuck them in,” I raised an eyebrow and pressed my lips together, growing tired of the woman’s prattling, seeing my expression she spoke even faster, the words tumbling out of her mouth, “I would never presume my King, that your powers are ours to command, our wisdom and foresight could never hope to match yours. But the blessings you’ve given us ensure you have absolute trust that we’ll carry out the spirit of your orders, and work in your interest even when eyes aren’t watching.

      “My King, I must beg of thee,” She dropped to her knees, earning a grunt of annoyance from me as I crossed my arms, rolling my eyes at the needless display, “The Queen-Mother has prepared the chamber… Ellseth and I have selected our servants with care and would have them… bonded… to our common cause.”

      The older woman pressed her forehead to the floor, thick yellow hair laced through with a smattering of grey. Such a change she’d undergone over the past twelve hours. The bitter woman she’d grown into forgotten as the impossible dreams of girlhood became real. Not only had she been granted access to the inner circles of power, but she felt seen by one of the few men she respected, an unasked for, but greater treasure.

      “You would make slaves of them?” I asked, letting my voice take on an edge of harshness. Looking up quickly, face stricken, she shook her head.

      “Never, Sire… do you have any idea what your mother and wife have shown me?” The stricken look never left her face, but overwriting it was the awe of a woman who’d met real life heroes, “I’ve had the truth of my shortcomings, my weaknesses laid bare,” her voice rose, carrying to those in the chamber, stilling their quiet mutterings, “They are shining stars within the heavens, a bright light to set my course by as I seek, but know I shall never attain those exalted heights.

      “Your majesty is the most gorgeous and masterful specimen of man these lands have ever seen… With the most beautiful and talented women I’ve met eagerly filling your bed… What I ask of you is a great sacrifice and I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t think it necessary.”

      My frustration returned; I’d had enough of her endless words. As my fingers laced in the front of her dress, I marshalled my will, reigning in my strength so as not to hurt the woman. Being snatched off her feet and into the air to dangle two feet above the floor was enough to choke off her words and fill her face with fear.
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      Holding her before me like a disobedient puppy, I stepped forward and turned to look through the parted double doors. Gretchen stepped aside, and I looked down the short hall into a study. Servants had rearranged the contents of the room, pushing furniture back against the walls and leaving a wide-open space filled with dozens of soft cushions and throw pillows.

      An odd assortment of women lounged, sat and stood stirring with nervous energy when I appeared in the doors opening. Many smoothed down long flowing gowns, and others adjusted the veils they all wore, making sure it hid their faces.

      “You bring me women masked and hidden beneath long gowns and shawls?” I asked, “Where an assassin or poisoner could easily hide?”

      The fist that held the noble woman up tightened. I couldn’t see a trap within the fae currents swirling through the room, but it reeked of mother’s touch and I could discern little except that none of the women within were young and nubile. Instead, I sensed a collection of deep intellects and powerful wills.

      What is this? I thought to myself, puzzled at the oddness of the scene before me. This is no gathering of nubile serving girls, or even noble women, to have bonded and made loyal. And I sensed a trembling fear from the group as I glared at the masked and robed women.

      “Never, my King!” Fiorina said, voice strangled slightly from the dress bunching at her neck. I set her down but kept my hand on her dress, dragging her forward as I marched into the room, face a thunderhead but listening with interest to her words, “You were right about my girl, Sire… she’s known who the best to fill many roles were but some… they are peasants you see… older women who’ve born one or more children and even a seamstress who’s a wizard with accounting,” when I glanced at her frowning, she waved quickly, “Not a real wizard, just brilliant with numbers and tracking everything you might need tracked. The sacrifice, sir…” she swallowed hard and seemed unable to finish the sentence as we stepped into the room.

      I’d never felt like I loomed, not without meaning to at least, but from the way the women around the room all leaned back as I stepped in, shoulders and lower jaws trembling as they all looked up at me, I saw the affect I can have. Using it to my advantage, I moved Baroness Gelenvor to the side, noticing Ellseth on the other side of the room behind a plump robed figure. The girl flashed me a quick grin and waved.

      “Remove the veils,” I ordered, meeting shy, nervous and outright terrified eyes all around.

      Shaky hands rose, none willing to deny their king but many scared to reveal their faces. I could almost taste the fear filling the room and were I a lesser man, might have assumed it because of my terrible powers or what might befall their womanly virtues. My warlock powers let me read the fae currents curling and twisting about each woman.

      The currents are an imprecise view of the world, but if one has the strength and knowledge it’s possible to read them. I’d never realized the teaching of Shailendra, endless mental games and puzzles, had trained my mind to read patterns where others saw only chaos. The currents in this study explained Baroness Gelenvor’s hesitation and the women’s reason for covering up.

      “You thought I wouldn’t see beauty in the women you’ve picked to help administer my kingdom,” it wasn’t a question and I didn’t bother looking over at the Baroness.

      Instead, I moved around the room, taking a moment to peer into each woman’s eyes. Drawing on my powers, I gazed through them, reading each’s soul. There wasn’t time to delve deep and truly know these women, as I had with each in my harem and a couple others, but I took each woman’s measure. Learning more in a second with each than Ellseth or her mother might tell me in an hour.

      None of the women were younger than twenty and seven, as I’d suspected from my initial reading, the oldest a former washerwoman two years senior to the Dowager Queen. Fiorina and her daughter’s fear were reflected in the faces of every woman. Dragged out of their beds in the middle of the night, dressing quickly, a few managing a bit of makeup or a lacy bodice, before hustled up to the keep.

      Women with households, businesses, and even a couple with husbands. Women who’d each made something of herself, learned a precious and rare skill, or earn the respect of all who knew her. They were of disparate ages, races and ethnicities, and while few would be called a beauty in any court of the land, neither were any too ugly to contemplate the deed.

      I could almost hear the worries that had carried them here: Could they carry out such a wicked and wanton thing as what their Baroness proposed? And with a Witch-Lord, as their King was rumored to be? Was this truly for the people, as the Baroness said, or have we all been perverted by the lust for power?

      To come all this way, to bring themselves to this place and be ready for whatever perversions they were asked to perform, and then rejected because they could never hope to compare to the beauties, I surrounded myself with… That rejection would be too much for many to take.

      Pausing at the last woman, eldest in the lot, I reached out a calloused hand. The woman’s dark brown eyes were enormous and round. Her golden hair was still thick but shot through with silver, its once thick curls now flat against her head as she gazed up at her king. She was thrice my age, but I could see the beauty in her still, and the curves her loose gown hinted at were enticing enough. More than either of those, though, was the beauty of her mind and will.

      “I see a woman who outshines all but perhaps my grandmother in the love and respect she garners from her people,” she blushed a deep red at my words, cute peasant nose scrunching in disbelief at my words. Opening the connection mother had wrought in the room, I let the woman read the truth in me, the simple touch of finger to cheek all that was needed to complete the binding.

      “How… this is… magic!” Even to peasants of Sorrowmere, magic was a rarity, and this might have been the former washerwoman’s first experience with one of the Art’s.

      “This is but the barest sliver,” I said, feeling my face relax into a kindly smile, “but all you must endure to satisfy your mistress.”

      “My lord?” Ellseth asked, “Have we displeased you somehow? Are these women not to your liking?”

      “I told you, Elly,” her mother whispered as quietly as she could, “we should have brought the university girls-.”

      “You have not displeased your king,” I said, cupping the washer woman’s cheek and watching the magic take root deep within her eyes. The pupils dilated and contracted rapidly, and I saw the brilliant but wicked touches mother hid in her weaves. The former washerwoman’s breathing came rapidly now as she gazed up at me adoringly.

      “The opposite, in fact. Like this fair flower before me,” the grandmother blushed, her fear of me now gone, as mother had intended, “I look around this room and seen more talent, intelligence, grit and will than I realized our nation held. It is I, Lady Ellseth who must apologize-.”

      “Never!” Ellseth said, shaking her head and earning a shoosh from her mother for interrupting me.

      “For not having the imagination or foresight you and your mother do.” I stepped to the next woman, the washerwoman’s knuckles whitening as she clutched her hands upon her lap to keep them from reaching out to touch the mighty hero-king who’d been close for but a moment. Addressing the middle-aged woman before me, I locked onto her pale blue eyes, though her massive breasts and wide soft hips called to me.

      “They don’t let peasant women into financing houses,” my words shook the woman, blue eyes widening as I spoke of things, she’d wished to tell me about herself, “But you learned in secret, your mother encouraging you. No reputable house would have you…” I saw the anxiety bloom within her when she realized I knew the truth of who her bosses used to be, “But you found employment just the same,” relief filled her features and she even moved forward as I reached my fingertip forward, as I had for the washerwoman, “and learned more about the markets than those stuff shirts from the empire ever have.”

      The former seamstress, and late whorehouse accountant, let out a deep sigh. Her entire body relaxing into the wooden chair she sat in, as the magic took root. As with the first woman, I could feel mother’s tricks at work, fear and tension fading slightly from the room.

      I went around the room, spending a few moments with each woman. To each I gave the gift of seeing them, as none in their lives before had, adding to the binding spell and tying the group closer together as a whole. Finishing with the last, a powerful merchant who’d built an empire across four nations in less than a generation.

      “That’s all?” Ellseth asked, when I stepped back near her and her mother in the center of the room. There was a touch of disappointment in her tone.

      “Leave his Majesty be,” the Baroness whispered to the girl, “Let him return to Queen Jasmine and Lady Hornsby… I’m sure they miss his scepter as much or more than we.”

      “King Dainen,” Ellseth said, a touch of petulance in her tone that oddly suited her instead of being annoying, “You claim to see beauty around this room, but offer your loyal subjects nothing more than a touch from the tip of your finger.”

      “I’m not a slaver,” I growled, misliking being spoken to in such a manner, especially when I’d restrained myself so much, “I’ll not treat a woman: human, elf, halfling or any other, as if she were a mere object to sate my lusts with. When I take a woman to bed, it’s because she comes willing, not because she’s cajoled by her liege woman into service.”

      “You mistake our hesitation,” the washerwoman said, standing smoothly, the fine lines of her face tightening in a respectful frown as she glared at me, “forgive me words, your Majesty, I mean no offense.” She motioned around the room and I saw some give her encouraging nods, while others watched me with a glimmer of hope edging into their expressions, “If you think the women in this room don’t want to worship every inch of your perfect flesh then you’re mistaken… is all.”

      My frowned softened, and I stepped back from the Baroness, looking around at eagerly nodding faces and back to the washerwoman who continued, her voice carrying a richness that told me she was probably a singer.

      “My liege… none of us were dragged into this room, each came willing,” she pressed a hand to her lower belly, pressing the gown in and revealing just how massive her sagging cleavage was, “But how could we hope to compete with the Baroness or her girl? Let alone those unearthly creatures you rode in with…” she shook her head.

      “Very well then… Remove your clothes,” I ordered, the words cutting across the room, stilling women and words. All eyes fell on the washerwoman, all except Gretchen who let out a gentle sigh, stepping back and drawing the double doors close behind herself where she stood guard outside. If I called for her, she would come, but after the bonding, she could trust these women at least marginally more than strangers.

      The matronly woman blushed a bright shade of pink, her thick bottom lip trembling for a long second as she hesitated. As the doors swung shut, shutting me in with the group of brilliant and competent older women I felt my powers awakening. Fae currents around the room shivering as I relaxed control on my desires.

      As lust filled my eyes the woman lost her hesitation and pushed the robe off her shoulders, letting the heavy garment pool on the carpet about her feet. Her eyes studied my face, and I sensed the surprise at what she saw.

      My eyes traveled over the firm set of her shoulders and down the slope of her massive breasts. My lips twitched in the beginnings of a hungry grin as I took in her large pale areola and soft inverted nipples. The woman’s shoulder’s relaxed and I heard a small gasp from a couple voices as my cock throbbed against my short pants, beginning to tent the soft material. The washerwoman’s hips were wide, and her behind soft but pleasantly shaped and the dark forest glistened, indeed her fluids had even leaked down her thick thighs.

      “Your womanhood tells more truth than words ever could,” I said, letting the wonder enter my voice.

      For all the ways I’d found wisdom and power since gaining the crown, it was good to be reminded how blind I could still be. I’d been thinking of myself as ‘King’ and ‘Witch-Lord’, both titles and figures of power worthy of respect and love, as I’d been given and felt my due. Here was another power, one I’d forgotten, or never fully acknowledged perhaps.

      My title and all that went with it might have added to the hunger I now recognized, but the greater part was for my youth and beauty. The washerwoman’s eyes traced the lines of my exposed muscles and I saw her inverted nipples crinkle, the flesh within hardening. My cock throbbed once more, and I looked around the room, letting the woman stew for a moment as my eyes lingered on each for a second. All the women had the same lust, mingled with a mountain of self-doubt and shame.
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      Once more duty presented itself to me and I couldn’t help but take the challenge on. A brutal and weak king would have taken these women the moment they were offered, uncaring of their feelings, or tossed them aside and demanded Ellseth and Fiorina search for equally competent but younger and more beautiful women. A task they most likely couldn’t have accomplished with the entire continent to pick from. Mother had been right Fate played her hand in this.

      A bad king wastes or squanders the tools he’s given while a good king uses each for their intended task. The Dowager Queen didn’t raise a good king, she would only be happy with a great one and a great king not only uses each tool for the proper task. He also forges them into the best version of themselves possible, thus elevating the whole nation into something magnificent.

      Each woman I looked at blushed, their shame naked to my eyes but also their desire. One by one they relaxed, and the room’s energy took a subtle but heart thumping shift when I raised my hand to the washerwoman and crooked a finger. A slow smile spread across her face, causing her round cheeks to bunch as she stepped close, eyes dancing merrily when mine tracked her swaying breasts.

      “Your Majesty,” the woman breathed, all around the room breaths were held as she trembled naked before me, “your humble subject is at your service… eagerly, no… begging you to let her service you… my king,” she breathed, reaching out a hand but hesitating before touching me, eyes drinking in the lines of my face, “There has never been a more beautiful or powerful man… the women in this room aren’t worth to touch your boots let alone those hard, bulging muscles,” her pale blue eyes darted down to the semi-hard cock pressing my short-pants out and she swallowed hard.

      “Your Majesty is the most ravishing man I’ve ever laid eyes upon…” said another woman, taking a step forward from where she’d hidden against the wall, when my eyes turned to her she stilled, like a lamb under a wolf gaze, and spoke so softly I could barely hear it, “I prayed to the gods this evening before sleep… I knew it could never be true… a touch or glance from a MAN such as you…”

      “Your words are welcome,” I said, turning back to the washerwoman, “but the time for words has passed.”

      Big round eyes shining with unshed tears, she sank to her knees, hands clasped before herself as if in prayer. The affair was tedious, but I had a deep-down sense that it was necessary. These women were skittish and vulnerable, as many eminent artists and thinkers of a certain age become. They needed a firm hand to remind them of their womanhood and help regain or buttress their confidence.

      These women would be the backbone of my empire. Sorceresses, witches and assassins were the flashy tools of state, but the real gears that ground would be run and oiled by the women here. Ellseth had done her job well. Picking through happenstance or design a group of women that could make miracles happen if they worked as a team and believed in the cause.

      So, I stood patiently, letting the least ambitious and most nervous woman in the room take her time. This washerwoman was one of the most beloved matrons in town, having earned the respect of rich, poor, noble and commoner. The rest of the women in the room subconsciously took their cues from her, even the Elven noble who thought herself above all but the Baroness and me.

      Perhaps, because of that vast amount of respect the woman had never been seen for her sexuality, nor had she done anything as scandalous as this. That lack of experience had brought her here, that and a desire to server her king and people.

      Her hands reached out, hesitating for a moment, breaths in the room catching, then her fingers touched the waistline of my short pants. She drew in a deep breath, knees rubbing on the carpet as she shuffled forward, biting her bottom lip as she slowly dragged them down. When the top third of my cock was revealed, the small patch of my pubic hair making semi hard cock look even bigger, she let out a delighted sigh, a chuckle emerging from several women around the room. Looks were shared, and I saw friendships had been brought here, even a pair of relations.

      Turning to a goldsmith and engineer, I let my eyes linger on her handsome features, picking out details of note, cock throbbing as the washerwoman drew my shorts down. I gasped as her fingers grazed my thigh and she drew her hand back as if stung, looking up, chest heaving.

      The skin of my thigh still burned from the desire I’d felt within her. Reaching down I took her smaller hand in mine, confirming the truth. The momentary connection established that the spell I’d set on each woman still held, or at least it held when our desires matched.

      The touch was a blessing though, for she sensed my intent and drew in a deep breath, glancing around at the other women, momentarily forgotten as she knelt before me and blushed. Holding her hand for a long moment, I looked into her blue eyes and let her know how much her King desired her. The woman trembled, untouched since before the Great War. She didn’t know how to take the heat she felt from me, but more than willing to be patient for even a taste.

      Looking back at the engineer, my eyes burned, and she trembled, reaching up to push the robes off her shoulders without a second’s hesitation. Her lips trembled in a weak smile when my eyes traced the lines of her legs and ass, her favorite features on herself. The weak smile overtook her handsome face when I cooked a finger, calling her over.

      The brown-haired engineer fell to her knees at my feet and took her queue from the first woman, drawing my shorts down a few more inches. Once more contact with her skin opened the spells connection and I could feel the sea of desire in her. She was a woman who preferred female lover’s, having been hurt in the past, but now she didn’t know what to do with herself. Like me she was a kid in a sweet shop, eager to dive in.

      The engineer was taking her sweet time, so I looked at Fiorina’s halfling. I held the tiny woman’s gaze for a long second, the pupils of her amethyst eyes slowly expanding as the smile spread on her face. The halfling had little love for the Baronesses, nor she for the irascible little temptress. The logging conglomerate her family ran could build a fleet of ships a season without losing profit, making her one of the most valuable if least certain women here.

      Reaching up, the short woman let her giant robes tumble around her feet. Not waiting to be called over, the little minx stepped out of the clothing and made her way over to me slowly. Her ears were pointed, not nearly as long as floppy as the lone elf’s but far longer than a human’s and tipped in soft fur. One of my father’s guards had been obsessed with halfling women and had told me a secret rarely shared outside their race: the tips of their ears, if caressed properly, would send a halfling into bliss.

      She might have been half the height of the human women around her, but nothing about her looked child-like. Not with the narrow sweep of her hips and the heft and bounce of breasts, barely a handful, but massive on her slight frame.

      Father had his prejudices and the other races rarely called to our court. With Endil-Vale as a neighbor, it was common to see elf servants, or even merchants peddling rare goods. I’d seen a handful of halfling in my life, but never one dressed in less than full northern furs, let alone naked.

      Accepting my regard as her due, she knelt before me and awaited my nod of approval and answering smile. Even with the sag of age and a touch or the softness around her waist, she still felt confident compared to the rest here. When I reached down and placed a firm finger beneath her chin, raising it so the older halfling was forced to look deep into my eyes, I felt her nervousness, masked by a show of bravery.

      She felt my desire and respect, and I saw the avarice fade from her face, and a shyness emerge, oddly. Then the halfling let out a gasp of surprise as my mostly hard cock flopped free. Her hands weakly dragging the garment to the floor.

      The halfling joined the washerwoman, engineer, and Baroness Fiorina as they warmed oils, the women whispering softly to one another while they worked. Turning to the next woman, my cock gave a lurch as she shimmied out of her gown eagerly. Her face was plain, hair falling before her in a curtain that she often hid behind. Our banker was a woman of algorithms and math’s I couldn’t comprehend, but I recognized the wild hunger she’d spent a lifetime suppressing. The same mad hunger that seems to live in all geniuses.

      I’d intended for the woman to draw off my shirt, planning to spend at least one moment with each, but the tension was too much, and this one’s willpower weak. When the shyest one in the group threw herself at my feet, thin lips latching onto my cock before I could think to stop her, a murmur of approval erupted around the room. I heard the three behind me give grunts of displeasure when they heard the wet sucking and my soft groan of pleasure. Sighing as once more duty reared its head I reached down and took a firm hold of her wicked wisp of a banker.

      “You’ll share with the other’s or you’ll lose your privileges,” my tone was admonishing but when I said share, there was an audible sigh and I saw teeth flash in bright smiles.

      “Master,” the woman breathed, “will you… I’ve never seen one so large… can I feel it in me?” She gripped my thighs and the naked desperation on her face was impossible to say no to.

      “You all will,” I said, calling over the next woman who pressed her forehead to the woman beside her, smile broadening then releasing grip as she stood. Taking in a deep breath to steady herself, she shimmied out of her gown and approached.

      “You may stay,” I told the woman still clinging to my legs, earning frowns of disapproval from some. My pity earned me a beautiful smile, and a kiss to my thigh, then the side of my cock, “but,” I warned, “you will share.”

      “Master, I was born for this,” she whispered, face taking on an edge of mania I’d never seen in a woman. With the constraints finally removed she didn’t seem able to control herself, not on the cusp or experiencing something wild, nor did I wish to stunt this flowering. For now, I left her to her worshipful mewling, enjoying the touch and the lesson it set for some of the shier women.

      The woman who knelt before me closed her eyes, squeezing them shut and trembling nearly as much worry as the washerwoman had at first. She was just a few years the other woman’s junior and without the other’s unparalleled breasts. Reaching down, I titled her head up, letting her see and feel my feeling and desires.

      The kinky banker kissed my calves, working her way up and down my legs, firm little nipples digging into my skin. It was a lewder sight than this quiet scribe had ever seen. I could sense she felt out of place amongst these women, and more so as she saw me lusting for things, they had she didn’t possess. As my eyes traced the delicate lines of her adorable face my cock throbbed, and she licked her lips. Looking up at me with such hunger I thought it might consume me, she reached up to remove the halfmoon spectacles perched on her nose.

      Reaching down, I took her wrist in my large hand, feeling her shock when the connection formed, and she realized how much I wanted her as she was, glasses, silver streaked hair and all. Moving the hand from her lens, I placed my other hand on the back of her head, having sensed the wetness creeping down her thighs when I’d grabbed her like that. This woman hungered to be used, to be manhandled and claimed by a man of power.

      As I gripped the back of her head, pulling it inexorably forward, the fat head of my cock bobbing before her face almost threateningly. Like my banker, the scribe succumbed to the moment, the slut within her unwilling to stay chained up behind her civil exterior. Throwing her face forward forcefully but silently, her eyes burned as she stared up at me, the back of her throat convulsing, muscles in her neck and shoulders writhing. With a will I found impressive, she held herself there, my cock stretching the back of her throat in the most servile act she could think to do.

      As with the banker, I had to reward such stupendous allegiance. Eyelids fluttering, I let my fingers tighten in her dark-blonde, silver-streaked hair. Looking down into her eyes, I warned her to stillness and silence, knowing this couldn’t be done for all the women right now. The spell was silent, and none save the elf saw it lock around my balls.

      The brief flash of pleasure as my body experience a small fraction of an orgasm was matched by the widening of the scribe’s eyes and the sound of liquid splashing across the pillows she knelt on. Once more the woman showed phenomenal willpower, revealing only minor signs she’d just had the orgasm of a lifetime. Calmly removing my cock from her throat and kissing the opposite thigh from the banker. The pair looked as different as night and day, but grinned at one another, having found kindred spirits.

      The elf was watching my scribe carefully, a knowing grin on her lips, but she stayed silent, licking her lips and flashing me a smile of anticipation. I was about to call on her, but the younger woman who’d been sitting beside the scribe hopped up, cheeks red, not in embarrassment but excitement. She met my raised eyebrow with one of her own, and it took only a moment for me to see it. When I did my eyes widened and I saw the young woman hesitate before reaching up to remove her gown.
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      The older scribe’s nails dug into the back of my thigh lightly and I looked down to see her look from the girl up to me. The younger woman’s worry faded when she watched her mother grinning up at me. The pair of them were a team, a scribe who knew every book in the land and most of the other great scribes and her daughter, a master artist. The pair had no idea, but once my grandmother got her hands on them, they would run universities and museums, assuming we all survived.

      Baroness Fiorina gave a small cough from the side of the room, where she and her daughter set out a small pile of towels. The matronly woman had the good graces to blush but her daughter pushed her chin out in pride, daring any to question the propriety of such an act, done with love by adults.

      The red-haired woman dropped her gown, large firm breasts standing out and proud. She was proud of her curvy figure, but her cheeks reddened when a few others noticed who’d come after the famous scribe. The painter, sculptor and historian, just as famous as her brilliant if quiet mother, was often seen at social events around the kingdom. She’d never married or had many lover’s, despite the rumors, secretly hoping for one last adventure before she retired to a country estate to paint and write.

      The artist knelt before me, eye locked onto mine and thick red lips trembling. Women all around the study drew closer, chests heaving as they watched the last barriers dropping. The artist leaned forward and tilted her head back, opening her mouth wide and sticking out her long pink tongue. Her eyes danced as I dragged the tip of my cock back and forth across her thick lips, twin in shape to her mother.

      Raising my open hand and drawing in all the fine threads of fae woven throughout the room as this little ritual had been progressing. I reached down to the back of the artist’s head, her heavy panting breath teasing my cock. Holding her in place, she stretched her tongue out and caressed the fat head, purring happily and sighing as the connection told her of my roiling desire. The twin desires I felt from the artist and scribe excited me, and my cock rose to its full length.

      Gasps erupted from around the room and I felt the fear climbing once more as simple housewives contemplated forcing my behemoth down their throats as the banker and scribe had happily tried to do. The fear disappeared like a popped bubble when I clenched my hand into a fist, and so did the robes on every woman, even the once’s on the ground.

      My talents suited the purposes well enough, and the remaining women were suitably impressed. Without lingering fears to hold the most retiring in their chairs, or clothing to hide their desire, the women soon flocked to me in the middle of the room.

      I’ve been with servants, queens, sorcerers, and a bevy of priestesses, but I’d never been swarmed under by so many women at once. Nor had any that worshipped me as those women did during the darkest hours of morning. More than a man, more even than a king, they treated me as a god as they lay me back, kissing, caressing, oiling and massaging all of my body.

      Attempting to sit up and take back control only resulted in a she-devil lawyer making my entire cock disappear down her throat in one fell swoop. I shuddered, soft bodies pressing in behind me, legs slender and thick slipping to either side as lips traced lines of pleasure down my neck and back. Before me the lawyer’s throat clenched and relaxed in odd sensations. Her wide brown derriere spread out behind her.

      I had but to glance at the woman’s pleasingly plump behind, and the banker buried her face between the woman’s thighs. From the tremble and sudden lack of control, the lawyer was losing the war with the kinky little banker.

      My balls ached, and I wanted nothing more than to pull my cock out and paint the faces of the artist and clerk who held me between their legs. They whispered the most wicked things in my ears as their hands explored my muscles and they rubbed their twin wetness’ against my back.

      The lawyer gave up her perch, gasping and hugging one of my legs tight, hips shaking as she came all over the banker’s face. Off to my right, Ellseth had the halfling bent over, holding the woman’s elfin face in her shaven muff. She’d positioned the halfling heiress, so the tiny slit was within reach, if I but knelt and thrust.

      Instead, I sat up on my knees and turned around. They were ready for me, having told me what they’d been planning all evening. My washerwoman was suddenly there, her softness pressing against my side, hot lips on my neck.

      “My King,” she whispered in my ear, “if you desire such sinful pleasures,” she sucked in my earlobe, her teeth dragging across the sensitive skin and causing me to shudder. “Watched them my liege… they’ve never been closer… never felt more loved, or worthy. You gave them that, you gave us all the gift of feeling needed… feeling wanted.”

      “I love every… mhmmm,” the moan escaped my lips as the clerk and younger artist made out with either side of my cock. The shaft all that separated their thick lips, until the older woman’s wicked tongue reached under the head, sliding along her artist’s soft pink lip. I lost all sense of propriety, biting my bottom lip and feeling my balls throb with need.

      “Lay on your backs,” I ordered. The pair slithered down, pressing themselves close as they watched my cock throb. Their hands slid up and down the shaft, but the position, pressed together as they were between two big cushions, was too awkward.

      Several women moved forward to help, but I drew the washerwoman’s hand up from the side and loving the gasp of pleasure she let out at finally touching my cock. She stared down in fascination. Watching her soft white hand slide up and down the long shaft. Looking up in surprise, she grinned at me.

      “My hand’s too small for our king’s mighty scepter,” her tone was such a strange blend of maternal and illicit it shocked me, and I found myself grinning back.

      The washerwoman was joined on my other side by a grinning blonde with gargantuan teats of nearly the same proportions. The touch made me aware of her nervousness. But this lovely, gap-toothed woman had thrown herself into the experience.

      Since the Great War, she’d founded the most successful community farm outside of Endil Vale. Growing enough grains and fruits to keep two nations in bread and pies all year long. Like many here, she’d long since assumed that like most of the men in her generation, her sex life was dead.

      She and the washerwoman gazed at one another. Only from my skill at reading fae currents could I have guessed at all that existed between these women. In half a heartbeat, silent apologies were offered and accepted. The details lost to me, but as the women’s hands joined, creating a tight sleeve, I felt their tension ease. Neither could hold on to ancient emotions, not when the immediacy of our lusts demanded to be met.

      The artist and clerk reached up, caressing my balls with gentle fingers, licking thick lips in anticipation of their prize. Their eyes grew entranced by the sight of me towering over them, my thick cock longer than their faces. When the first thick ropes of cum arched out to spatter across only the older woman’s face, they pressed in closer, making sure the rest hit both. My washerwoman and farmer’s fingers gripped me tighter, the older women gasping in joy as they felt my dick throbbing again and again.

      I clung to their soft bodies, pulling both in close as the orgasm swept through me, muscles flexing. First my left hand, and then my right, had worked their ways behind the pair. The farmer’s pretty face melted in pleasure first, her hand relaxing on my cock as my skillful fingers found her pronounced clit, poking out of the hood. The washerwoman gave a sharp cry, letting me go altogether and clinging to my wide shoulder’s. The older woman’s clit had been harder to find, but the moment I’d touched it she shot off like a rocket.

      “My liege… my master… thank… oh gods… what can I,” her light blue eyes looked up at me, begging and I nodded, my cock twitching in anticipation as I let her kiss her way down my body, “oh thank you my king, my beautiful god. I can taste the power in you, sir… Come my friend… worship him with me… let us forget the petty jealousies of youth.”

      I thought for a moment she was speaking with me, but she meant the woman whose tight sex was gripping my finger in the throes of a rolling orgasm. The farmer shifted away from me, drawing my hand up and sucking the fingers clean, her eyes holding mine before she rose to her feet and slipped away into the crowd.

      The banker whose messy black hair now looked incredible, cheeks plastered in many women’s juices, laughed at the crestfallen look on the washerwoman’s face, earning her a swat on the butt from a heavyset guard’s woman. The black-haired woman’s amused grin turned into a moan of pleasure as the guard’s woman rolled her onto her back near me and they slipped into a sixty-nine. The banker had found her match, for the woman holding her down didn’t keep her tongue and fingers to her pussy alone, eagerly exploring all her holes.

      The washerwoman turned back to my cock, her pervious excitement returning slowly until I turned her to look back. The farmer hurried back from some pile of toys and tricks Fiorina had set in the corner. It was my turn to frown, but the sight of her massive breasts swaying and bouncing dried up my curiosity.

      “You love her big boobies, don’t you?” The washerwoman asked, her eyes twinkling merrily, she’d shed her earlier inhibitions, as many had. Now the woman who’d hidden away for so long emerged. “I saw you stare at hers too… when you tore free her gown…”

      The farmer sank back down beside the other woman, several making room and many watching, playing with themselves or one another as they relaxed into the cushions. Many had gotten off at least once, and now they settled in for a long morning of delights. The washerwoman’s wide mouth broke into a big grin when she saw what the other woman had, and a few others even whistled in approval.

      The pair grinned as they wrapped the long silk cloth over my eyes, ensuring I couldn’t see anything but the vaguest of shapes through the dark cloth. I almost felt like I was in the void with mother, where I trained my powers. The darkness was disorienting at first, but only for a few seconds, then my other senses took over.

      It began with just the pair of matrons. Warm hands coating me in oils as they took turns sucking and licking my cock, both eager but surprisingly inexperienced. Then they spent long minutes working it together, their massive breasts hanging into my face as they fed me their nipples to feast on and I reached between their legs, fingering their pussies once more.

      After a couple minutes, I noticed more hands on me than two women could account for. Some hesitantly caressed my muscles, others rubbed wet pussies on whichever part of me they could. Releasing the overly sensitive pussies of the washerwoman and farmer, I reached out in either direction. I felt supple flesh everywhere I reached, but in moments my wrists were pulled between two more pair of legs and I found two more pussies hovering on her verge of orgasm, the women thanking me in wavering voices as they came.

      The awkward mouths of the two women left my cock, and a weight settled on my thighs. Whether by design of happenstance, with all the flesh pressed against me, I couldn’t discern one woman from the other. I was blind who pleasured me at any given time, just as they’d intended.

      “Ancestors above,” a voice I didn’t recognize whispered in a high-pitched but hoarse voice, a pair of small hands gripping my hips as the woman shifted forward, “Is this your power Witch-King? This fire awakened in my loins?”

      The hands were small, but strong as they clung to me. Her sex wasn’t the tightest I’d felt, but it was slender enough to draw a surprised little moan from me. Her high-pitched little growl of pleasure as she worked her tiny pussy up and down my cock were fun to hear, but someone pushed in beside my head cutting off the sounds.

      Lips kissed mine, hesitant at first but the woman wouldn’t leave until she’d sated her desires to make out for long moment’s. Meanwhile, the tiny woman who rode me, the elf if I didn’t miss my guess, had collapsed onto my abs, whimpering with only half my cock in her, in her. She’d managed to coat me and the cushions in copious amounts of her juices, though.

      The next woman to ride me was heavier, and her pussy deeper. From the guttural whispers of pleasure, I thought I recognized the lawyer, and I made note of how narrow and long her sex was. The woman rode me like a queen and wouldn’t relent until I flooded her depths with a thick load of cum. I could feel the other’s respect for her grown and then it became a contest. The women goading and urging one another one.

      Bodies crowded in close, surrounding me, dozens of hands tracing my face, arms and torso. The ones who sought me prone came to me then, their gentle words and wicked tongues coaxing a load out of my cock. I wasn’t sure which vixen drank it down, but her sisters were soon crowding in close, congratulating her success.
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      As the woman moved to the side of the circle, I heard another woman ask her something, and a shiver ran down my spine. It was a simple question but the title she’d given me reverberated in my mind.

      “How did the God-King taste?”

      God-King.

      The woman’s worshipful tone should have disturbed me, for I’ve no lust for power, glory or titles, but it did exactly the opposite. Control has been the mantra my whole life, but something hidden in the phrase ‘God-King’ threatened to break my control. Perhaps some power awoken after I’d bonded my Herald. Another aspect of my Witch-Lord powers revealed with the fifth.

      The black silk still covered my face, now wet with sweat and other liquids, but it didn’t hinder my vision. Seeking a diversion, I pulled fae in, working it with sorcerous intent as I had before. Tying it to myself and flinging an invisible web across the surrounding women, I rose to my feet unsteadily. Between my senses and the magic surging around me, I could see without sight.

      The Queen of Endil Vale would have to wait a day.

      My current sight had the jarring side-effect of letting me see myself from the women’s perspective. A tall, heavily muscles young king staggering to his feet in a sea of naked, exhausted women. Most were beginning to rouse themselves, glancing around nervously to see if or when things would become awkward after the hero left. Nearly all the women felt sated, but sad to see our wild morning end and be reminded of their regular lives once more.

      I’d taken three steps towards the door when Ellseth extricated herself from the artist’s arms, intending to say thank you, or goodbye, or some other nonsense. The noble teen’s body jiggling delightfully as she hopped to her feet. The blood was pounding in my skull; my balls churning with magic I didn’t understand, threatening to tear free and do something…

      I kept striding forward ignoring the girl’s face as it fell into sadness as I stormed out into the short hallway. A low murmur of voices started and the shifting of bodies as women began to regain their senses. The fae spoke to me of women who hungered for me still, silent and sad, the connections forged by my single fragile touch earlier.

      Taking those five steps away from the room was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done. Each step was a struggle. Like a Vapor addict unable to leave a haze den, my feet drug on the carpet. The pain in my balls grew and I nearly stopped, wanting nothing more than to turn back and empty my heavy stones over all those women’s eager faces and bodies. The madness that title had unleashed within me trying to dominate my thoughts.

      I refuse to be controlled, even by my desires and raging against my weakness ripped open one of the heavy double doors and stepped into the wide hallway. Gretchen popped to her feet, eyes searching for a threat. Opening my mouth to send her off with the order, my senses drank in my servant’s glorious body.

      Once more my balls throbbed, aching with potent power. The magic in my testes calling out to Gretchen, cock rising and bouncing with my rapid heartbeat. The swirling energy felt… transformative… but with no idea of what was going on, I feared the consequences of acting rashly. Fearing the power stored within my loins and what it might accomplish if unleashed without intent or direction. Even when I could think about was coating her face and body in my cum.

      Turning to a servant I sensed standing down the hall. The poor girl froze in shock when the door banged open and her King stepped out. The spell I’d cast didn’t extend to her, but the gasp, followed by the quick breaths and rapid heartbeat told me where her focus had fallen. Steeling myself against the lust I knew was coming I thanked the gods for the blindfold. If just the scent, sound, and nearness of Gretchen had threatened to destroy my control I feared what would come now.

      My senses were so attuned to the moment I was able to read the girl like an open book. Currents of fae came to me and I tasted the flavor of her soul, the innocent, goodness, the burning for a better life. A woman of twenty and two, unbroken, unworldly, spellbound by the towering man before her, king or not. I tasted her growing lust, her womanhood opening, body awakening as she prayed I might have need of her. The wild lust never came though, I felt no loosening of control around the young woman and sighed in relief. For a second I’d feared what I might do to the maiden there in the hall.

      “I need a message run,” I said, “Inform the Baron and Queen Mother Belinda, I’ve decided that we’ll be spending the day in Gelanvor.”

      I heard the girl shift and realized just how ridiculous this must look. Here I stood wearing only a black silk scarf over my eyes and nothing else. The moment might have been embarrassing for me, as I’m sure it would be for a lesser mortal.

      Instead of standing there embarrassed or awkward, I stood with straight back, jaw firmly set, every inch a king confident in his control. Most of it was a façade, for my balls ached, and I feared to look down knowing they’d grown in size over just the last minute.

      “Your Majesty,” the girl said faintly, “but the Queen Mother…” swallowing audibly when my lips tightened into a frown, skirts rustling as she curtsied.

      “She can be a scary one it’s true,” my Protector said to the girl, voice kindly, “Pass the message to one of her maids. Oh, and when you’re done, his Majesty said you should take the rest of the day off.”

      “He did?” The girl asked, a touch unsure.

      “He did,” Gretchen said and fought to suppress a grin.

      I couldn’t see the wink but knew she must have given one to the girl. The older woman was adjusting to the honors I’d conferred on her, preferring to ignore most. Over the weeks since my ascension one of the few privileges she’d taken great delight in was easing the servant’s burdens.

      “Yes, Lady Gretchen,” the girl replied the smile evident in her voice.

      The girl didn’t spark the magic throbbing in my balls, but it hadn’t disappeared either. Gretchen’s benevolence reminded me of how devoted she’d become to her own duties. For many year’s I’d been too embarrassed by the reaction she caused in me and relegated her to lesser and lesser tasks because of my own shame. In penance I allowed my Protector still performed her duties as chambermaid.

      Memories of hours spent standing before my wardrobe, while she wrapped her enormous breasts around my cock, sucking and licking the tip in between how eagerly she would have done this for her prince. Balls aching once more, I grabbed the wooden door frame to keep myself upright. The wood sank beneath my fingers, the sound of splintering wood reaching my ears as I felt my lips snarl.

      “Go!” I growled at the girl.

      “Then come back once you’re done!” Gretchen called after her, amusement filling her words.

      If I lost control and took these soft fleshed women without restraint, I’d break most of them and ruin what we’d built. Gretchen sensed I needed release, but not how dire the situation was growing. She stepped close, drawing me back down the short hall. The scent of her filing my nose was driving me crazy but the touch of her soft breasts and sound of her thick bottom lips drawn between teeth made my control weaken. Without meaning to, I reached out, gripping her wrist in mine not sure what my plan with it was, but needing… something.

      Drawing in a breath through my nostrils I stood tall just within the threshold of the study. To my magical sight the women stirred, agitated and nervous once more. They’d heard my words to the servant, unsure what it meant for them but hopeful.

      Standing there I felt more powerful than I’d ever felt before, and more impotent. Towering over the women around me, I claimed their respect, love, and above all their devotion but still the magic throbbing within whispered it wasn’t enough… they and I, it seemed had more to give.

      Puzzlement met me as I hovered there, looking almost unsure. These women believed their King fashioned from finer stuff than mortal men. The appearance of hestitation on my part set them rustling like a spooked flock of hens.

      The building intensity in my balls spiked, then settled to a dull roar when I heard the distinct sound of heels clicking in small quick steps. The sound brought back my connections to my Harem and in shock I felt the three others in the keep, closer than I’d realized.

      The throbbing in my testicles matched the click of those sharp heels and I sensed the woman wearing them could complete the magic begun when that fell title was first uttered. I was so focused on the other heel-wearer I barely notice the older women before me.

      Suddenly they all sat up straighter, drawing in their stomachs and pushing sweaty, sex matted hair back into some semblance of order. It wasn’t me that caused such reaction from these women, even their King couldn’t earn such absolute awe.

      Red Mask swept into the room on silent feet, her presence a hawk amongst the hens. Even covered in silk robes from head to toe, the women commanded a room like few others. Her slender form was regal. Reminding the women trembling before her, that she was an imperial princess, a figure out of their storybook romances, as well as so much else.

      Stopping at my shoulder I sensed her eyes on me, filled with concern. The insufferable woman’s concern faded to pride as she sensed the inferno raging within me and my fight for control.

      Jasmine surprised me by pushing the blindfold up off my face, eyes gentle as she gazed into mine. She hid behind the veil in public, but from the moment we’d met it felt like I could read her thoughts just from the twitch of her eyes.

      Her lack of concern for the beast lurking within calmed me some, and I saw the smile lines around her eyes deepen. Turning back to the group of peasants, merchants and a smattering of nobles, she took them in. The women sat before a modern legend, staring up at the female assassin with mixtures of awe, shock and even on a few naked desire.

      “Jelly,” the former empress said, dismissing the gathered women and stepping around me, eyes falling to my heavy balls, “you know what to do?”

      “My Queen,” Lady Jelly Hornsby said, stepping forward and curtsying quickly, the sight of her rejuvenated and youthful appearance was still surprising, but it was her hands my eyes couldn’t look away from, “Gretchen, if you would be so kind, we will demonstrate our Lord’s new gift.”

      “Mistress,” Gretchen said, curious but dropping before me eagerly at the diminutive noble’s direction.

      The raging monster within quieted as Gretchen sank to her knees. I sensed my purpose in this place even stronger now. I stood on the threshold of the room and what we forged here together, cock throbbing as it ached to coat the world in my glory.

      Lady Hornsby moved close and as she neared, goosepimples popped out all over my arms and back and I saw her shiver as if the same were true for her. The woman was aware of the eyes tracking her, and better than any I’d known save perhaps my ancient teacher Shailendra, the woman could command a rooms attention.

      It wasn’t entirely for show when Jelly hesitated, eyes widening with fright and awe. I felt her become aware of the monster seething just beneath the surface and how close I was to losing control. The hesitation became a shudder of desire, again only partly for show, as she moved against me.

      My eyes suddenly focused on the woman pressing herself to my side. The moment we touched the wildness I’d been feeling was in connection with her. In the back of my mind a fell title range out, laden with import but the Lady’s nubile beauty held my attention. The miracle of it still hadn’t been explained but I felt an answer coming.

      Her slender fingers slipped around the thick shaft of my cock and a collective sigh released. For a long moment every pair of eyes watched her fingers glide up and down my hardness as a single thick bead of shining white precum oozed out of the head. To everyone but Jelly and I this was a simple hand job, if one with dramatic staging, but the Lady wasn’t a practitioner and so she felt her way through this first exercise of her powers.

      Swiping a finger across the fat head, the woman drew the delicate digit up to her lips before sucking on it eagerly. The reaction was instantaneous and intense. Moaning softly, her face twisted, looking almost in pain as she collapsed against my side. Women shifted uncomfortably as they watched Lady Hornsby orgasm so intensely from just a taste of my precum, but they couldn’t see the transformative magics swirling through her. There was no change, but she nodded to Jasmine.

      “I felt it my Queen… the same power as last night, as the Witch-Mother guessed.” At mention of my mother the wild beast was back once more, the need to claim all before me almost overwhelmed. My muscles trembled and Jelly nodded, hand resuming its stroking once more, settling the monster.

      “You’re the women of our household now,” the former princess announced, her seductive voice making my balls throb nearly as much as Jelly’s delicate hand worked over the head and shaft of my cock. “Perhaps you can call me your Queen and believe it one day, but there will always be a seed of doubt in the people’s hearts.”

      The women were all shaking their head no, violently, but I’d stopped paying attention to them. The magic throbbed in my stones as my Herald called it forth with agonizing slowness. Gretchen looked up with loved filled eyes, thick lips parted wetly as she unlaced the top of her livery, knowing just how to please me and what I wished to see. I refused to look behind me though, knowing that if I found what I feared and hoped to be there, I wouldn’t be able to contain the beast.

      “This is the first stronghold our Lord has claimed,” my wife continued, pacing before them as that lord was stroked off onto his maiden’s upturned face, “and you represent the first Governess Court.”

      I opened my mouth to speak but Lady Hornsby shook her head ever so slightly, the look she pressed home said, Trust us.

      All of this had the smell of mother’s work, but the idea wasn’t a terrible one. Solidifying rule in each city and district under a group of women bound to me and my harem was something Grandmother would have approved of, no matter who thought they held this group’s strings.

      “What… pardon my lady,” asked a slender scholar, “but other than the work we’ve agreed to… what’s this ‘Governess Court’ for?”

      “Some will rotate through as councilors to the local authorities or nobility,” Jasmine said, turning to face the scholar. The former princess looked at the woman, but that was enough to make her wilt behind a friend. “Other’s will spend time sharpening and sharing their skills or craft.”

      “Pardon, my Queen,” the washerwoman said, her tone respectful but back straight as she sat beneath those dark eyes, “but even the simplest could see that questions would be asked… You’re too bright, child, to not see it yourself. Imperial Princess, Spy, Assassin… stealing our Hero King Dainen, from the beds and dreams of good king’s girls everywhere and setting up your own secret rings of influencers and informants…”

      “Not mine,” Jasmine said, tone firm, “Ours,” her hands indicated Gretchen, Lady Hornsby, and another whose ethereal presence I could sense behind me. “And not for our ends, but His.

      “You look upon him and tremble… No? We can all feel it… Men flee his presence and women crawl to be touch him, they beg at door when he sleep just to breath in in his musk. There are mysteries yet that elude us, about our enemy amongst others, but also about your liege…” she turned and looked at me, eyes holding mine as she continued, “This very night my new sisters and I witnessed something that shouldn’t be possible. My husband, your King and Lord, granted powers only the gods are supposed to be able to gift.”
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      I would have spoken then, but the Lady’s fingers did something to my cock head, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body. Gretchen’s eyes shone and a look of awe took over her face as she stared straight at my cock. Blood pounded in my ears and I nearly lost myself as I felt the orgasm approach, magic throbbing. Lady Hornsby whispered something to Gretchen that I didn’t catch, and my maid gasped, grinning broadly and flashing me a wink.

      It’s hard to describe the orgasm when it hit, for it was over so fast. A flash so intense the word dissolved into whiteness, then snapping back in an instant. My dick throbbing as a single line of potent seed arced out and landed across Gretchen’s breasts, neck and face.

      The elf gasped, drawing a few curious looks, but none of the other women save my Harem could witness the magic take root. As if the cum were a potion, it released its transformative powers into the older woman, beginning on a small scale and finishing with a rush. But for all the flurry of magic the as a result only a handful or years fade from her face and form. Seeing a ghost from my youth.

      Raising her hands slowly she stared at the backs of them, an odd smile spreading across her face. I could see Jasmine frown curiously at my Protector and feel Jelly’s slight annoyance.

      “Weren’t you going all the way back?” Lady Hornsby asked softly, hand still upon my cock, balls aching as if I could let of another twenty such shots, but somehow able to indicate her own youthful form without waving a hand.

      “You said my ideal age,” Gretchen said, unable to look away as my eyes traced the lines of her face and body, “This is the appearance I had when our Lord first saw me as a woman.”

      “Oh… Very well,” Jelly said frowning, “It’s not as dramatic an example as I’d have liked… My Queen perhaps these fine ladies would be willing to offer their bodies in further sacrifice.”

      “My Lady,” the scribe said, wilting beneath the attention then speaking up, eyes shining as she looked at me. The awe written across her features unsettling, but it was the gut-wrenching sadness lacing her words that pulled on me. “Dear me, your majesty… I think I speak for every soul here when I say we’d love nothing more than to be the coven you need. We’ll plan and fill your supply lines and write your laws and see to the councils and all that. But His Majesty… we’ve felt the fires inside him… Our spirits may be willing, but our flesh…”

      A couple women nodded in agreement, including the washerwoman who shifted onto one hip. Face tightening in pain as her joints popped. Suddenly grateful I’d kept myself in check, I feared what I might have done to some of these women. A few others shook their heads, signaling their willingness to undergo any sacrifice. Including the farmer, surprisingly, her large nipple hardening at the prospect.

      Was the woman always part giant? I thought to myself.

      Earlier the farmer had been seated on a low chair, or laying stretched out beside me, and I’d never noticed she was nearly as tall as me. She blushed when I noticed her height but didn’t duck down or hunch her shoulders as she might have done; which I was happy to see. The short-lived moment of sanity disappeared into a raging lust monster as lilac reached my nose and a heavenly body swept around me.

      Mother kept her back to me, face turned away so I could only see the darkness of her hair. The first thing I noticed were the sublime curves of her body then with shock the lines of an enchantment stretching from her left hand out to lace about me. The threads so fine I couldn’t even see them, hadn’t felt them laid upon me. Masterful work.

      Jasmine stepped back easily, making way for the Witch-Queen. Prideful woman and rightful queen, even she saw the respect Queen Mother Belinda commanded from these women. It was the Queen Mother after all, whom they’d sat up straight for. It was she they watched with wide, hero-worshipping eyes. When she spoke, her words captured the room in the spell of her voice.

      “What if your flesh could be remade?” The sound of her voice, so rich and seductive, caused my cock to throb, hard, and her left hand dancing across the lines of her enchantment, “Your time on this world would still be fixed,” she continued without pause, “we’re still mortals after all,” mother laughed, the musical notes calming the beast within for a moment. “But what if your service to Him could be answered with the blessing of youth? Once… perhaps twice a lifetime… back to any age you chose.”

      The assembled women sat in silence, stunned, and no matter how curious they might have been, none seemed willing to question the Witch-Queen herself. My washerwoman and farmer sat on a small couch beside one another, their gazes shifting from my mother’s great endowments to each other’s, a sly grin tugging at the washerwoman’s lips. She tilted her head to the farmer’s ear and whispered. My treacherous eyes couldn’t help but employ the skill I’d learned from a rogue in youth; reading her lips.

      “I think I’ve discovered our Lord’s secret pleasure… Could you see, what he so obviously desires, too?”

      “Oh, yes,” the farmer grinned, lips right near the washerwoman’s, “If we could sneak him to my farm, my girls will want to join… twins at eighteen and tight as a drum…”

      “Perfect… We’ll bring the artist and her girl, too… they’ve made an impression. We may get to feel him again…”

      My mind filled with images of the three, Cascading scenes of them eagerly being nasty whores for my pleasure. The visions were so real I could almost reach out and drag the artist and her mother to me. They sat just feet away, edging closer by the second. Their eyes, one pair green, the other brown, held similar hunger, though one had more wrinkles. I could almost just… their mouths… so willing… eager even… muscles trembles as I lost control for a second.

      “Dainen!”

      The sharp tone in mother’s voice was not command but warning, shocking me out of the stupor I’d been falling into. Her left hand trembled, several of the fingers tugged in an unnatural direction, but she held the lines of power in place, barely. I’d stepped close to the scribe and her daughter and must have reached down, nearly grabbing her before the Queen Mother had locked me in place again. Now, the women looked slightly troubled but far more turned on. A few of the other women looked like they might even ask my mother to release me.

      “Lady Hornsby,” The Queen-Mother said, back to me still.

      “Come,” Jasmine said, directing the washerwoman with one long red nail and stabbing floor where Gretchen had knelt, “Sit.”

      The woman moved quickly, body jiggling as she hurried to kneel before me. Grinning excitedly, she looked around and stilled as Lady Hornsby stepped up to my side. The delectable little treat was dressed in the finest of fashions and I felt the raging inferno within calm to almost nothing as she reached down and wrapped her dainty fist around my cock.

      I could have cried when my Herald began to stroke me once more. The washerwoman and others had seen what happened with Gretchen but not knowing my maid for long, hadn’t recognized when a half dozen years melted away from her. The washerwoman licked her lips, preparing herself to once more take my cock in her mouth.

      “My Lady?” the woman asked in confusion looking with longing at the gap between the swollen head of my cock and her plump lips. My balls throbbed, ready to spit forth their magical potion at any moment.

      “What’s your name, good woman?” Lady Hornsby asked, her words and face gentle and kindly, her dress and manner courtly. But her small hand worked my enormous cock with obscene skill. She fit perfectly against my side, her elbow and wrist at the perfect height. Hooking a leg behind mine, she leaned her weight against me, relaxing as she interviewed the peasant.

      “Vel, Lady… pardon, Vel’Mistra, but most folk call me Vel,” she said, then continued, tone polite but back straight and unbowed as before when she spoke to Jasmine, “You may not remember this Lady Hornsby, but we met.”

      “I remember,” Jelly said with a fond smile, “Two years into my first marriage, and still no idea how to deal with bloody sheets. I know what you want to ask Vel… go ahead and ask it.”

      “How, my Lady?” The washerwoman asked, “This miracle transformation… Is it true what the Queen-Mother says?” Face pained, as if she couldn’t let herself believe it, “Lady Hornsby you look younger than when I first met you! This power exists? A fountain of youth?”

      “The Power stands before you,” Lady Hornsby said, words throbbing with portent, reverberating around the room, “Your Lord is about to bless you dear Vel’Mistra, prepare thyself for it.”

      “My Lady,” the washerwoman breathed, eyes shining, large nipples hardening as she looked from my face to the Jelly’s stroking hand, “Dear heaven’s above… what is this buzzing… magic?”

      The lights had dimmed, or the rest of the world faded away. Leaving nothing but this woman, bound by a threat of my power, myself throbbing with potency, and the dainty Herald. A blessing was taking place, a perverse and powerful ritual that Lady Hornsby had devised on her own.

      “Tell me…” Lady Hornsby cupped my heavy balls and the sweet pleasure was coupled with a heavy throb, “If you could look any age again… what would it be?”

      Vel’Mistra’s grin grew and she sighed in pleasure, sitting up tall, straight backed and ready.

      “Keep that thought,” Jelly murmured, her hand doing that magical thing once more.

      The orgasm hit like lightning once again. The euphoria carried me away into oblivion before reality crashed back fast enough for me to see my cum still falling. The thick line perfectly placed to fall across Vel’Mistra’s upturned and euphoric face.

      The elf gave another shocked gasp, standing this time so she might see better. For any with mage sight, it was a marvel to watch indeed. The magic began its work instantly, but the changes were on such a small scale neither Vel’Mistra nor the rest noticed for long moments.

      When the changes rushed through the washerwoman’s hair and skin, the long grey locks shivering and thickening, the grey darkening and shifting colors. Gasping, the woman stood, causing a stir from the women around her when she held out her arms, skin tightening and smoothing.

      Shouts of excitement erupted, women jumping to their feet. Some edging away, while others drew closer fascinated by what they witnessed. With every breath the years melted away from the washerwoman, taking with them all signs of time’s passage. Her limbs swung smoother, breath came stronger, eyes saw sharper. When at last the magic had finished its work, the washerwoman looked up at me, seeking my reaction to her younger form.

      All around women whispered about how young she looked, and it was true, but I saw with some interest she was still of a matronly age, if young. She was tall for a woman, though not as towering as the farmer, and wore it well. Her hips were wide but firm, with a large ass that looked soft and pleasing to the touch. Her breasts had firmed, and if anything enlarged, ripening in her youthful form. She beamed under my approval and was about to step close and thank me properly when Jelly spoke, reminding her where she stood.

      “Gretchen bring the next one, please,” The Lady said, her voice calm but I could feel her tension, not afraid of me exactly but uneasy.

      As Gretchen drew the next woman forward. The poor creature trembling like a leaf in anticipation and nerves. Jelly leaned into me, whispering under her breath.

      “Relax my King… I don’t know how, but mayhap I triggered this power… Your Mother warned us you were unwell and I sensed… It was you who gave me youth my King, you and I together… We need these women, it’s good work we do here.”

      “What’s your name, good woman?” Lady Hornsby asked, her voice gentle once more.

      “Suzanth,” the clerk said, trembling even harder than when she’d first arrived, “Lady I must know… this great gift,” she looked over at Vel’Mistra who still stood in shock, staring at her perfect body in awe. “Am I bound to a certain… age?”

      “Theoretically… no,” Jelly said, the hand that had stayed wrapped around my cock stroked again, “Now,” she glanced around the room at the rest of the women Gretchen and Jasmine were organizing into a line, making sure all were paying attention. “Our King will grant you all the gift he’s given me and lovely Mistress Vel’Mistra but you must be quick. You see how much he throbs… Now Suzanth, I want you to imagine your ideal age… Interesting… Yes, hold the thought.”

      A single stroke was all it took and with a flash of pleasure a line of cum shot across the clerk’s face. Once more the reaction was delayed, and her transformation took nearly twice as long. When the quiet clerk stood up, running hands up her long neck and through wavy hair, I saw with shock that she’d dreamed herself to be nineteen. Her face shone with radiant joy, and though she wasn’t a beauty to rival Jasmine or my mother, youth has its advantages. Vel’Mistra watched Suzanth prance around in her youthful body, but when she caught me drinking in her perfect curves, she smirked in imagined triumph.

      The raging monster within faded as I unloaded shot after shot of cum across the women’s upturned faces and breasts. Two opted out, unsure about the transformation but asking for the option if they changed their minds later. The last woman took a blast of my cum across her face, eagerly licking it up as she rolled onto her side, awaiting her change.

      The women were all shaken, sitting in quiet contemplation or waiting their turn to see themselves in the rooms lone stand mirror. I’d been locked up this whole time and without a word of warning, Mother disabled the spell.

      They all jumped when the door slammed shut, and many shied back into corners when they saw the dreadful look on my face. Their names faded in my mind… even these women who were bonded to me, except the four in my harem. In the end, I devolved into the beast I’d sworn to them I wouldn’t become. Their youthful forms able to handle the full force of my lusts.

      “Oh, glorious God,” a woman moaned as I bent her beneath me. Her sex quivered and inverted nipples hardened the second she felt my cock slide along her lips, “Let me be for Thee… of heavensss yesssss… A vessel for Thee to breed… Oh sweet… fuck!”

      Her words were wind as were the plans of the spider who’d slipped from the room, her quim dripping golden nectar. The woman beneath me was my mother’s pale reflection, but a good and gentle woman now in her sexual prime so she might better please her King. The delirious grin spreading across my washerwoman’s face told the rest what they should be prepared to expect when I finished with the first of my Governess Court.
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      Staggering out of the musky chamber I blinked as afternoon sunlight stuck me in the face. My every muscle ached, and I chafed in places I didn’t think it was possible to be chafed in. I felt wrung out too, every drop of lust and cum sucked and fucked out of me by the wild group of women.

      Glancing over my shoulder I couldn’t help a smirk of pride at the sight. More than a dozen women were strewn around the room, laying atop one another or passed out on the carpet of couches. Each coated in cum from her transformation and more besides from our wild activities over the last half day.

      I could only recognize glimmers of the older women they had been, in the youthful and nubile faces and bodies. When they spoke and grinned, you could see and hear the wisdom they retained but such wisdom could jar coming from the lips of a woman who looked nineteen. Even more jarring when her daughter, looking nearly identical at the same age, called the teenager mom.

      Memories of the wickedness we’d gotten up to as I let the wild lust Lady Hornsby had unleased within play out, danced through my mind as I sought the bathing chambers. Spotting a servant I signaled the slender man over.

      “Goodman, where are bathing chambers I might use?”

      “My King,” the man said with a formal bow, “If you will follow me, I will show you the way.”

      I glanced into the room again and smirked to see the younger-looking Fiorina curled around Ellseth. The pair looked more like sisters now than mother and daughter, the Baroness still wore the slightly stunned and euphoric face from when my Herald had surprised her with a face full of magical seed.

      The servant led me off, and Gretchen moved behind me in my shadow. My former maid was the only participant in that wild orgy who still looked refreshed and wide awake. I was wondering how I could convince the woman to slip into the baths with me, not to fool around but to help her relax, when the scent of lilac hit my nostrils. My aching cock throbbed painfully, and my heart skipped a beat.

      The servant led us down three flights of stairs into the bowels of the Baron’s keep. The scent of lilac grew stronger with each step. The air currents were laced with magic that drew me forward, melting my exhaustion and easing the ache of sore flesh.

      When the great stone door to the bathing chamber swung inwards and I was greeted by a wall of swirling mists. Gretchen would have stepped into the room first and searched it but the Witch Queen’s presence filled the space, assuring her I would be safe. When I stepped into the room, she took her customary place on guard outside, letting the servant swing the great stone door behind me.

      When the stone thudded into place, the white mists before me dissolved to reveal three kneeling maids. Vanla and Serita I recognized, but it took a moment to remember the servant I’d ordered earlier. The slender girl knelt beside the blonde elf, cheeks rose and face shining with hope and desire as she stared up at me.

      The three nubile beauties, each dressed in frilly white lingerie couldn’t keep my attention. The dark shadow moving in the depths of the bath drew me forward, cock rising in greeting to the woman I desired above all others.

      “Greetings my son,” Belinda, the Queen Mother offered, her voice a caress that sent child down my spine, “My King… Do you realize what you’ve accomplished this evening?”

      “I realize you manipulated me into bonding those women,” I growled, anger flaring hot and disappearing just as quickly, “Although I’ve yet to decide it if I approve or not.”

      “Oh you approve,” my mother purred, mists swirling as she drew closer, her closeness raising the hairs on the back of my neck and arms, “You approved when they were older and grateful to touch your magnificence, and you approve even more after Jelly employed your new… talent.”

      “What’s the purpose of these games?” I asked and growling in frustration I swept a hand across the room, tapping into my powers to disperse the mist. The magically created vapors resisted for a moment, but there was no strength behind Mother’s enchantment, and it tore into ribbons in seconds.

      If the ease with which I ripped apart her spell upset or discomfited the woman she showed no signs, in fact as I watched her large pale nipples hardened and I could smell her sex moisten. The reaction from the servants was more profound, but I ignored them as I drank in the curves of my mom’s incredible body.

      “The purpose,” the Queen Mother said, her nakedness revealed in all its glory. “Is to keep the rest of the Pantheon in the dark of what we accomplish here. For if they were aware our enemy to the north would have far more support than he currently enjoys.”

      I frowned at her, the implications of her words were profound, and I wanted to dig into it but the look in her pale blue eyes told me she wished for something else.

      “The Queen of Endil Vale will be upset,” I said, seeing a flash of smile light up her beautiful face at the change of subject.

      “That one’s never anything but upset…” She’d been standing near the back of the chamber, but was walking forward, feet sending ripples through the warm waters covering the rock floor, “It will work to your aid, my King. She will be discomfited and out of sorts. Perfect for a handsome young King to swoop in and flip her assumptions on their head. She’s still things you are your father’s son… and oh how she is wrong.”

      “Endil Vale won’t recognize my ascension,” I warned, stilling the tremble in my fingers as the gorgeous Witch stopped a couple feet away, her eyes shining with desire and pride as they traced the lines of my face and down my body.

      “One drop of blood will end their arguments,” the former Queen’s smile grew sly.

      “What do you mean?” I asked, my suspicions aroused.

      “Worry not, my King,” the woman purred as she moved closer to me, but I wasn’t having any of it. Pointing a stiff finger at her I stopped her in her place, the finger parting the firm round flesh of her massive breasts to stop on her sternum.

      “I’ll have no darkness between us.” I warned, my voice cold steel. The servants were trembling, looking like they’d like to flee the tension.

      “Dainen these aren’t my secrets to reveal,” Belinda breathed, and I saw the tension in her and knew she spoke truth, if not all the truth, “And to even speak of what I suspect… There are proper ways for certain truths to be revealed.”

      The only blood magic the elves of Endil Vale performed was divine in nature, tied in with their trees and the earth goddess they worshipped. Her words only further confused me but there are times even a King must remain in the dark for a plan to succeed.

      “You are the Witch,” I said and whether it was curse or compliment even I wasn’t sure, “But tonight you set aside the cowl…” I let my eyes travel down the rounded perfection of her breasts and over the pale smoothness of her belly, to the slender tones legs I’d first seen striding down the throne room towards me on my coronation day.

      “I am yours my King,” the woman who’d raised me breathed, eyes shining with desire and thick lips trembling as she knelt smoothly before me, “Ever inch of me. Girls, disrobe his Majesty.”

      The servants rose to their feet eagerly, grinning to one another in anticipation but I held up a hand, eyes never leaving the Witch Queen’s as I signaled then to kneel once more. Mom’s face softened, and she smiled shy up at me, a sight I was a little shocked to see. She knew what I wanted, more than any besides Gretchen or Grandmother, this woman knew exactly what I wanted.

      Reaching out, it surprised me to see mom’s fingers tremble as they drew down my pants. I stood towering above her as she rose to her feet smoothly and unbuttoned the linen shirt I wore out of the orgy. The occasional brush of her fingers against my skin sent shock waves of desire through me.

      Unable to continue the facade I scooped her into my arms, loving the girlish yelp it drew from her and waded into the warm bathing pool. Grinning, I pulled her against me, one hand cupping her ass and the other around her back as I drew her into a deep kiss. The world outside disappeared into the immediacy of our lovemaking.

      There was nothing performative about our intimacy. Holding mother in my arms, I was stuck the perfection of her form and the skill of her hands, but more than that was the intense emotions swirling through the both of us. They corrupted fae currents around us, creating a feedback loop of love and lust as we coupled in the shallow waters.

      My exhaustion had been either magically wiped clear or forgotten as we made love for hours. The servants forgotten and forced to watch. It wasn’t until the Witch Queen finally deemed herself sated by her young King’s cock that she called over the servant from earlier. The virginal young woman in her early twenties scurried into the shallow waters, frantic from witnessing her Queen and I in such ecstasy.

      “I promised Nance the King would take her maidenhead, didn’t I child?”

      “My Queen,” the girl breathed, eyes locked onto my shining manhood, “I’m just a humble servant… and my moonblood…”

      “I know child,” mother purred as she drew the girl to me, pressing her down at my side, “in your entire life you will never be more fertile than this moment right now.”

      I looked at the former Queen in shock, but she continued speaking and I realized her web might be finer and farther flung than I’d ever suspected.

      “You will take your King’s seed and give birth to a sorceress… my apprentice.”

      The girl looked like she didn’t believe the Queen Mother at all, but wasn’t about to argue with her. Her focus was elsewhere, and she let the Queen lower her still further until her pink little lips slipped over the head of my cock. With Belinda as guide, and from her earlier observations, she soon had my manhood at full mast.

      Rolling her beneath me, I pressed my hardness into the young woman’s slender slit, trembling as I held myself still before piercing her womanhood. The current swirled, and I saw fae reaching out to the girl, slender tendrils that reached into her womb, making it ready for my seed.

      “My king,” the servant breathed, eyes wide with love and lust, her soul tied to mother’s and mine now inextricably as I sank into her depth, “Yes!”

      “Come girls,” mother called to Vanla and Serita, the busty blonde elf and brunette bounced over with eager giggles, “Once he’s finished with Nance, your King has a gift to offer you girls.”

      As fae reached out to the girls, I sighed internally. A king’s work is never done, even when surrounded by a bounty of beauty. I let the smile of pleasure tug at my lips, the girl beneath me screaming out as her first orgasm stuck. On the morrow we would finally head to Endil Vale, but this night I would take a bit of pleasure for myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      To the east the Elven Queen of Endil Vale seethed. Forced to wait an entire day by the boy king of a miniscule nation, she found the experience of being disrespected arduous. In the same hour she’d learned of Sorrowmere’s slight to her, she learned a representative of the mysterious Peaks would arrive on the morrow.

      Calling in her counselors, the woman planned. Wise watchers would have noticed the Queen's sly smiles when she thought no one was watching. Known to always have a card up her sleeve, she felt certain her tricks would be more than enough for the young barbarian king.

      “The slow-witted fool will bend the knee within an hour,” the Queen boasted, tipping back yet another glass of wine as the sycophants and hangers-on cheered her every word.

      “Your Grace,” said an oily smooth voice as a man leaned close, handing her a lit cigarillo, “allow me to handle this. My blade is matched by none, and if you claim he assaulted your person, he can’t ignore my challenge or get some cur to die on his behalf.”

      “No, William,” the queen said, patting the dashing man’s cheek fondly, “You’re a dear but far too valuable at table than you would be ahorse back. Disarm them with that charm of yours dear lad.”

      “I’d rather be sparring within the sheets,” the man quipped, ducking away before the queen could level her famous frown on him.

      Despite her boasts, the Queen worried about the coming meeting with King Dainen of Sorrowmere. His father had been a wheedling fool, happy to stick his cock in which ever slattern would spread her legs for him, and good for little else. Her fears had proven true when the barbaric people set aside a brilliant and capable ruler, simply because of her blood and the parts sitting between her legs.

      She’d always respected Lydia, even more after seeing what the woman had done rebuilding their lands. None knew better than Queen Lavinia how hard the task must have been. Let this boy come and prattle on about monsters and boogie-bogs in the north. Her father had slain the Dark-King, carving out his fell heart and placing it in the center of the necklace she wore.

      Whatever threats he and that crazy witch mother of his made, they could be met with the Shining Lances, and if the fools still had an ounce of health, a few flights from the Golden Archer’s would soften them up just right.

      “Cheers to our Queen! And down with her enemies!” Called a sycophant, “Hip Hip Horray!” Called others as the wine she’d bought flowed.

      The Queen looked around and frowned for the thousandth time of what had become of her court. The excess and mania were necessary to keep each faction in line and striving against the others, but the lack of common purpose hurt her deep in a place she could never admit. On the morrow everything would change, one way or another, and her brilliant mind spun through possibilities. All focused on the Peaks and the mystery wrapped up there and ignoring the young king.
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