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Chapter One
“He came down from the North with an army of she-wolves and witches...”
As I sit down to write this the cold stone of these rooms sets a deep ache in my hands. Hands weary from countless wars and the decades of working magic. Looking out the window I can see the blackness of night marred and polluted by the fires of my enemies legions. In the lordly bed behind me a half dozen of my wives sleep, exhausted from our lovemaking. I do not fear the battle to come on the morrow, but I find myself reminiscing and the sound of quill on parchment brings me back to simpler times.
My earliest memories in that cold and forbidding place were of the courtyard before our tower, with wooden and iron blade in hand and the shouted
orders of our old weaponmaster ringing in my ears. Hard memories of endless training and deprivation. Walking up endless mountain paths on odd months with the priestesses of Hecte, learning their ways and mental disciplines.
Memories of winters cold enough to crack stone spent huddled in tower rooms with Shalindra, that ancient crone. Her fetid breath hot upon my neck as she monitored my laborious spell scribe work, her wand ever present to zap or slap at any lack of attention on my behalf. She was the cruelest master ever forced upon me, with a mind faster and more devious than any man born, and a body wracked with pain in its end days. I won’t offer her the honor of saying she was greater in my shaping than my other tutors and masters but I hold a special place in my heart for that witch to this day.
I was born in the forlorn keep of Sorrowmere, our ancestral hold. My birth mother died during the birth and father remarried almost instantly, apparently a court scandal that was quickly overshadowed when my grandfather, the King, married her mother. Making his fourth and final wife. Of my parents and Sorrowmere I saw little in those early years, but soon that would change for in my ninth year I learned what true war looks like.
Orc hordes poured forth from the mountain depths to the north driven out by some nameless terror in the depths or perhaps the ice peaks of the great Cap. They came in my ninth year and waged a devastating war upon our people that lasted three hard years, as the entire civilizations of orc tribes poured forth from holes in our northern lands and
terrorizing their way across the Three Kingdoms and into the trackless woods of the eastern marches. Our kingdom paid a heavy price, as did the others, as two generations of men and warriors were wiped out by the endless flood of vile creatures.
It was my mother, a sorceress and priestess of renown, who guided the working of a great ritual; the final spell gathering the orc hordes and pushing them out of the Three Kingdoms and into the depths of Old God Forest and growing the Vine Wall which lashes any Orc stupid enough to wander too far west and thus shielding the Three Kingdoms.
Fueling those mighty magic’s and giving them added purpose was her grief at the loss of her husband, the Heir and his father the King. It had consumed her power and left her in a coma so deep she could not be woken from it.
I was named crown prince in the wake of the war and grandmother the Dowager Queen lead us, healing and rebuilding the kingdom under her wise and gentle rule. The shock of loss hung over our lands in those early years, like dark thunderclouds that only time and quiet tears could ease. By ancient law none only an heir of our lines lineage could rule, but in those trying times the nobles were content to let grandmother, as none could forswear her brilliance.
Our neighboring kingdom of Endil Vale, already weakened by constant internal strife and politics was overrun and nearly destroyed. The Peaks, with their high mountain fastnesses fared the best, but the full extent of their losses were hard to judge. Mysteries surrounded everything about The Peak and her isolated people.
I spent most of my time with the works of the sages. Sharpening my wits on their wise words. Though I still trained for a couple hours a day with old Eckton, enfeebled with great age though he was, no other masters existed in our lands. I had always excelled with blade, shield and spear when I was a boy, to the delight of my father; but it was in the depths of arcane lore and history that I found the most joy. Something in the arcane powers flowing through our world spoke to me and I devoured knowledge of it like a sponge. Ever in my mind the teaching of old Shalindra and the disciplines of the Priestesses to guide my logics.
In those early years following the war, along with my studies, grandmother trained me to rule. I sat in session with her as she settled disputes and drew up policies and oversaw the execution of small public works, rebuilding after the destruction, and preparing for another.
I could have asked for no greater instructor. The Dowager Queen was adept at getting others to see things her way, but her true genius lay in enlivening the markets of our towns, bringing in trade with nations far to the south whose
spices and steel we prized and who in turn paid high prices for our furs and the gemstones she traded for from The Peaks. Grandmother took groups of widows with her on these negotiations, training not only myself but a group of new merchants. Weeding out those not fit for the task, and finding them other tasks more suited to their skills.
They were challenging years but I found a love for the work, and a talent for the weight and ceremony of power. Often in those early years it was the sight of grandmother and I; her the world renowned beauty turned benevolent queen and me youth and promise wrapped in one. We were the only surviving royalty in the nation, straight backed and proud our gazes never wavering as we walked the streets of Sorrowmere. That reassured our people of what kept them safe; our family lines great magics. We owe all of our success over these last great decades to the wise decision of my grandmother in placing each woman in the proper role for our success. I say woman for in those early years there were few men of fighting or leadership age alive.
The day of my eighteenth birthday and coronation dawned bright and clear with church bells ringing throughout the town, announcing to all the coming celebration. I woke feeling refreshed but nervous as I dressed myself for the morning rituals.
The year before I had to order Gretchen to await outside my rooms in the morning. I had grown uncomfortable with her dressing me. She had been a nurse maid who helped raise me but soon grandmother saw her worth and placed her as the head of my household servants.
One day I had looked down as she belted on my trousers, and the deep shadow of her impressive bosom had caused me to swell to stiffness in response. I had tried to hide my erection but Gretchen had noticed the sizable bulge and her eyes widened, her tongue sliding along her bottom lip before she bit it. Our eyes had met then and I could see she recognized my lust. For one second we held that gaze. A boy prince, unsure what to do, and a woman well into her third decade, lonely since the loss of her husband.
I panicked, turning away and telling her that she didn't need to help me dress anymore. That I was too old. If there had been any male servants left in our keep, I would have replaced Gretchen and found her another role, but it wasn't an option while grandmother ruled.
So now I dressed myself.
The keep was decorated for the celebration in crimson and royal blue our family colors and grandmother waited just outside my rooms. She was well into her fifth decade, her once jet black hair now turned silver, her eyes emanating the wisdom and strength that had guided our nation through such dark times, and her face and figure still ripe with a swelling hourglass figure.
Grandmother took a small step back as I emerged from my room, her eyes shining as she took me in from head to toe. The smile deepened as her eyes met mine and with a firm nod that I took as approval, she turned and offered her arm out for me to take. We walked through the vaulted halls, arm in arm, a small pack of servants trailing in our wake far enough back that they couldn't overhear.
"Your father would be proud of the man you've grown into Dainen." A secret little smile formed on her lips, "You are the spitting image of your grandfather, have I ever told you that?" I shook my head in reply.
"Yes, he was about your age when we met for the first time, though he was to be wed to his first wife. He had those same piercing green eyes and coal black hair. You inherited his broad shoulders and stunning looks too, lucky for you, and not your father's florid face and round frame." I turned to speak, annoyed at this slight to my father, but Grandmother just patted my arm, "Hush, Gods know I loved your father and he was a good man, but today of all days we must speak truth; he would have made a terrible king. Too fond of strong drink and young girls and not sharp enough by half.” grandmother walked for a steps in silence with a small smile on her face. Lost in memories of her son.
“Praise be to Hecate and Bless that man wherever he now rests,” she said quietly after her pause.
“You though my handsome boy, will make a fine King, once we find you a wife that is." I noticed the corners of her mouth turn up at the old jibe. Grandmother had brought almost every eligible young noble girl from our kingdom to court over the years. They had one and all been perfectly bred little ladies, all frivolity and lace, and none with more brains or anything more exciting to say than a teacup.
"Please Gran, not today!" I pleaded, Grandmother just laughed softly, patting my arm and pulling me in closer to her. Shame and nervousness flushed through me when she did this, for I could feel her massive breasts, a pair of teets so great my grandfather had renamed mountains after then, pressing tightly to my side. I forced my thoughts to the ceremony ahead, and ignored the sinful desires that threatened to consume my thoughts.
"Representatives of the Empire shall be arriving later this morning." Grandmother said, all business now.
"So, they arrive last minute,” I grumbled, “as usual."
"That’s early by Empire standards. Those painted prigs expect the world to revolve around them." I raised an eyebrow at that, Grandmother was normally the most prim and proper woman I had ever known. "My spies have informed me the Emperor sent his youngest daughter, Yasmine, the Red Mask to attend your coronation. You will need to keep your wits sharp when dealing with her, we know next to nothing about that one."
I recalled what I knew of the Emperors family. That old spider had bedded hundreds of concubines and pitted the dozens of children against one another. Finally decades before, when his life was threatened by the flux, he had recognized a half dozen of the brightest and most vicious and placed them in the succession. All had been married off to vassals and psion’s of great imperial houses, tying them closer to his throne. All except Yasmine the Red Veil.
Stories and myths had already grown around the princess. Why she remained unwed was a mystery but it was rumored she was a secret sorceress and used her powers as both spy and assassin for the empire.
"The Empire does us a great honor." I said my voice solemn as my mind raced down tracks of possibilities, thinking what it could all mean for my kingdom.
"Hmmf!" Grandmother snorted, "A dubious honor. At least if she is traveling here openly you have nothing to fear from Empire assassins."
"True." I said. Though I had already dismissed the fear. The Empire wouldn't send a rumored assassin so openly if they wished to threaten my life. No, if they wished that the dagger would strike once Yasmine was far away. They played a different game here.
We arrived at a side chamber to the throne room, where I would wait to enter. I could see a tear forming just at the corner of grandmother’s eye, threatening to streak the painstakingly applied makeup around her eyes. She turned to the servants and attendants, throwing them one of her famous iron hard glares and they scattered like mice before a hawks glare, disappearing around a corner.
When we stood there alone and she turned back to look me over from head to toe once more. Idly she adjusted one of the brass buttons on my crisp military uniform, before pulling me into a quick embrace. We hugged each other closely and for one uncomfortable moment I was aware of her massive breasts pressed firmly against my chest, her still flat stomach pressed upon my crotch and the feel of her smooth back and silky dress beneath my arms. Once more I felt shame instantly, but my body betrayed me, swelling with arousal.
Grandmother sighed contentedly as I held her close, almost a purr. Then all too soon she broke the hug and reaching up to hold my face between her hands, her eyes shone with intensity, and an uncomfortable moment grew between us, before she broke eye contact and said in a breathless voice, "I wish your mother and father were here to witness this day." Then she pulled my head down and kissed me on the forehead before swaying gracefully down the corridor in the direction the servants had gone. I saw here wipe at her eyes with practiced graceful movements.
The whole incident had disturbed me but at the same time it had lit a warm glow within my chest. And it was with a confident smile and straight back that I stepped out of the antechamber and approached the throne. There was much fanfare, speeches and ceremonies leading up to that moment, though blessedly I didn't have to sit through it. It all reached its zenith just as the High Priestess called for me to enter the throne room.
The large hall was lined with nobility and a few of the wealthier merchant families. Upon one side of the room a small area had been sectioned off by a cohort of Imperial Guardsmen, at their center stood a tall woman her body swathed in robes of black silk and her face masked by a curtain of hanging red. Only her eyes, dark and mysterious, were visible.
So the Red Mask had arrived on time, I thought. Just in time, if the sweat beading the guardsmen’s brows was any indication.
I felt a pang of sorrow and loss as my gaze traveled over the court. So many had been lost. The few men from our kingdom I could see were corpulent merchants or ancient and enfeebled nobles. I would be leading a nation of women and infirm at least until the next generation grew into power.
I felt every set of eyes upon me as I approached the Granite Throne. The weight of their regard pressed upon me and I knew then truly, what a burden the crown could be. Each foot fall upon the marble steps rang out in the deathly silence as I strode up the hall. The weight upon my shoulders grew the closer I grew, until it felt as though my legs would give under me.
My heart beat a thunderous cacophony in my chest and the blood surged in my ears. I was so absorbed in forcing each step, shouldering the weight of some massive force pressing against my will that I barely noticed the people to either side of me shook as I passed them, like leaves in a breeze. The air itself began to warp around me, distorting all that I could see.
Is this some trick of grandmothers? Some illusionist's working? It must be, I thought.
I decided to ignore it the best I could. Though I nearly stumbled as I took my first step onto the dais. When my foot touched the granite the clear note rang out loudly, sounding as though it rang from the vaults of heaven itself.
Grandmother could have told me she planned all of this! I thought furiously. Glancing towards her though, I could see the shock and surprise flit across her face before being quashed into queenly nobility. Not planned then… Interesting.
Each step I took another bell rang out, each quieter than the last, until I stood just before the throne and knelt.
As my knees struck the floor silence suffocated the room holding all in thrall. The priestess, eyes wide in shock stood beside me frozen in place, I lifted my head and gazed deep into her amber eyes and gave her a small nod  breaking the spell on her and with a small shake she reached forward with trembling hands and placed the crown upon my brow. As she did a small chime rang out quietly in the throne room, echoing away into the ether.
That note broke the spell for everyone else and
a collective sigh and cheer rose from all in attendance. All but the Imperial Princess. She leaned heavily against her guardsmen, a hand pressed to her temple as they steered her to a chair.
"All Hail the King!" Grandmother shouted and it was echoed back to her from the jubilant crowd.
I could barely register it all, my body trembled, I felt an unsettling weight curl itself around my soul and I heard arching out high and faint over the courts noise, a scream from high up in the towers that sent a thrill through the core of me. For some reason I felt my cock swelling as i sat the throne, perhaps the power or some after effect of whatever magics had been here. Something to research later.
I sat upon my uncomfortable seat and waited, as the nobles who would swear their allegiance organized themselves before me. Just as High Lady Sorren made to approach, a side door was thrown open and the healer who spent her days at my unconscious mothers’ side stumbled in, looking as though she had run all the way here from East Tower, where mother lay. Her wild eyes found mine upon the throne.
"Your Majesty!" She shouted, her voice cutting through the babbling crowd, "Your mother..." voice panting as she caught her breath, "Your mother has-“
“She has returned!" The voice rich and vibrant, preceded her as mother stepped into the throne room. I sat there stunned as did the court. I took in the sight of her, my mind working to process what I had convinced myself would never happen. She was in a red gown that billowed on ethereal winds accentuating a body that drew every man’s eyes. Her slim feet were barefoot and made no sound as she crossed the floor to me.
The crowd of gathered kneelers parted in awe causing a bubble of clear space to form around her as she moved through the room. Her rich black hair had a glossy sheen, her eyes a light blue held my gaze and in their depths I saw a mirror of my own forbidden desires. Something passed between us in that glance and mother relaxed noticeably.
She stopped her approach to the throne at the base of the dias and performed a perfect curtsy. All watched in amazement, whispers springing up around the edges of the room. Then she stood and suddenly her every move was poetry in motion, a spell of seduction and subtle movements that affected all.
"My King!” Her husky and enchanting voice rang out as she resumed her approach to the throne, "My Lord! My Son and greatest gift to the world!" She knelt before me taking up my hand in the supplication of fealty. "I pledge to you my life and body so you might use them in service to your will."
It was an old and powerful form of the oath, and she said it in a calm and measured tone of voice. Her eyes conveyed to me a different meaning altogether, one I dared not dwell on. Definitely not when her low cut and strapless gown fell forward so, giving me a glance down to her pendulous perfect breasts. Grandmother seemed to catch her underlying meaning and her eyes widened as mother gave her oath then I saw jealousy flash across her face, to be replaced by a thoughtful expression as her gaze settled upon me.
"Mother," I began, my voice surprising even myself in its calm strength, "I accept your oath and I pledge that your service to your king," She bit her bottom lip at that, eyes widening in an expression I didn't recognize, "Shall be valued and spent for the betterment of our kingdom."
Mother leaned forward then and took my hand, placing a kiss upon the ruby in my signet ring. As her thick red lips touched the stone a shock ran through me, and I felt something deep within my mind released from the prison that had contained it. Logical patterns of thought learned from priestesses at a young age crystalizing with lines of magical power drawn from some source I didn’t know. Confusion ran through me, but it was swept away as I looked down and saw that the ruby of my signet ring, glowed with a faint light deep within its depths.
Mothers eyes widened when she saw the ring and tears formed in her eyes. "It's true." She whispered, "Thank the goddess, it's true!"
My confusion returned but Grandmother was there a moment later. "What a blessing this is!" She whispered fiercely, then remembering our circumstances she turned to the crowd.
“You must be exhausted Belinda. Come let me take you back to your rooms. There will be plenty of time this evening to visit with his majesty." That iron hard gaze of hers fixed upon mother and something passed between the women before mother allowed herself to be led away. As they left the throne room, whispering quietly to one another, they both looked back at me upon the throne, the High Lady Sorren now making her oaths. I saw a twin hunger in their eyes. A hunger that terrified me for it matched my own secret desires that had always caused me great shame.
I don't know what the High Lady Sorren saw in my eyes at that moment, but whatever it was unsettled her deeply and she stumbled through her oaths. Her and all the ladies of the court seemed to be affected in some way by my presence. Perhaps it was something to do with the magics that even now slowly faded from the room or perhaps it was just that people treat Kings differently than princes.
It took over an hour for every noble to swear and the merchant princes to make their own obeisance. Last of all to approach my throne was the Imperial Princess. She moved with an unearthly grace, robes flowing around her slender form in a way that was not unpleasing to the eye.
She did not climb the dais, as was only right for a foreigner, but she knelt eliciting shocked gasps from the watching nobles. A member of the imperial family bowing to a foreign king? It was an unheard of breach of imperial pride and protocol, and an honor undeserving for the fledgling king.
"Your majesty," Her voice was high and light, and it pulled at something inside me. That part of my mind so recently unlocked by my mother's touch pressed forward; all want and need, desire and lust underwritten with currents of strange magics.
"I was instructed by my father to convey his regards and hopes that the ancient friendship between our nations will continue." There was an amusing twist to her words as she said 'friendship'. How I wished I could see her face as she spoke.
Friendship? She knew as well as I that the trust between our nations had been destroyed when the Empire refused to send aid to combat the Orc invasion. Grandmother was in too tenuous a position to refuse Imperial Envoys that called to our court, but she did retaliate against the empire in trade contracts whenever she could.
"Rise your Highness." I said but the woman remained in her prostrate position. I frowned, anger creeping into my words, causing them to ring with a steel that surprised even me, "I will not trust those who hide their gaze from me, nor will I forgive it, no matter their patrimony." The watching nobles fairly hummed with interest at the spectacle before them.
Princess Jasmine's head snapped up at that and I saw anger and strength of will flash through her eyes. The sight caused me to smile, in appreciation rather than triumph. And I saw her gaze roaming over my face finally alighting upon my eyes with the same hunger I had seen earlier in my mother and grandmother.
"We see now," I said using the royal ‘we’, my voice carrying easily across the room, "That the Empire sent us a treasure indeed. Please, rise lady." I motioned with my hand and this time Jasmine stood. Her every movement a perfect example of grace. "Please convey my regards to your father. And know that it eases our minds that the Empire lies just over the mountains on our southern border."
Her eyes twinkled at my words, she knew those mountains were nigh impassable for a sizeable force. The only thing that had kept the empire from conquering us as they had to so many others over the centuries. Princess Jasmine bowed her head at my words, "I shall my lord."
"Please accept our hospitality, rooms shall be set aside for you and your retinue. And I would be grateful if you would dine with me on the morrow." Grandmother would have been proud that I remembered all the protocols.
"That would please me greatly, your majesty." I could almost hear the smile on her words as she spoke, "Until the morrow then." And with that the most dangerous assassin in the world gracefully exited the throne room, a few ladies-in-waiting trailing behind.
The rest of the morning and afternoon were a blur of pomp, ceremony, feasting and dancing. Though I expected to see them any moment mother and grandmother stayed absent for the rest of the day. Some few commented on it, but the fact that mother had woken, so suddenly from her coma caused more comment. It was a blessing upon my coronation. Jasmine too stayed to her rooms. Which was probably for the best, my people are wonderful but they, like all peoples, can be given to prejudices and small mindedness. The foreign princess wasn't missed, though she drew my thoughts.




Chapter Two
“...wielding Ars Arcnu in right hand and the Emberfire Magics of legend in the left. Yet still he was no match for the darkness trapped under the ice.”
By the time the sun set the castle and town were deep into their celebrations and I found myself finally freed from the protocol officers. I was supposed to have a prayer meeting with the High Priestess but she had disappeared just after that weirdness with the bells and strange warping magic’s of my coronation. No one seemed to miss her nor her austere priestesses, during the celebrations though.
Without that meeting, I was free for the rest of the evening, so I climbed the long flight of stairs up the East Tower to mothers’ rooms, Gretchen trailing unobtrusively behind me. I had made this trek more times than I could count in the years since mother fell into her coma. I would place fresh flowers in the vase father had brought back from the burning sands.
My mind churned as I climbed, exhaustion making the thoughts sluggish. There would be so much to do in the months to come. So much I needed to learn, to lead my people well. These thoughts died away though as I stood before mothers’ door.
I froze there unsure what to do. Candle light flickered under the door frame and I could hear the quiet mumble of whispered conversation coming from inside. I turned my head and looked at Gretchen. She has a soft expression on her beautiful oval face, she seemed to understand why it was hard for me to knock, even though I didn't. It was looking deep into her eyes, so full of love and devotion I had always known was there, but had tried desperately to ignore, that I found the strength to raise my hand and knock firmly on the door.
The conversation inside cut off at my knock and the door was pulled open by mother’s nurse Amelia. She dropped a perfect curtsy with a whispered, "Your majesty," before backing in and making way for me. The room was just as I'd remembered except now it glowed with the light of a hundred candles. Mother and Grandmother sat in the small alcove before a fire. A pile of ancient tomes and scrolls strewn about their feet.
Mothers eyes widened in pleasure as she saw me and she rose to her feet and curtsied, grandmother following right behind her unable to meet my eyes and blushing. 'Strange' I thought.
I went to bow to them both then laughed at how silly it was and rushed over grabbing my mother in a tight embrace, "I thought I'd lost you..." I whispered into her hair. She smelled of lilacs and cinnamon, the scent causing me to clutch her tighter.
"No, my love," Mom whispered back, "I was simply wandering for a time, not lost." I went to kiss her cheek as I used to as a child but she pulled back moving quickly out of my reach. Seeing the confusion and hurt on my face, her face softened, "Some things I don't have the will to resist, and everything must happen in its time. I learned that above everything else, while away." My confusion only deepened but mother just motioned me to sit down.
"Gretchen is that you lurking outside?" Mom called. Gretchen came inside, her face down cast but smiling. Mother walked over to her and took the woman's hands in her own. "Know that you have my never-ending appreciation and love for all you have done for my dear Dainen over the years. He would not be the man he is today nor can he become the great man he needs to be, without you by his side.
"Please, my lady!" Gretchen said her face bright red, "It has been the singular joy of my life to serve your son."
"I know." Mothers voice was so certain and mysterious that I was reminded that she was both a sorceress and witch. "And on this night, this night of profound destiny, you shall receive your reward for such faithful service. And my son," Her bright green eyes traveled the length of my form and that hunger I had seen earlier was in them but much stronger now, "My son shall become a man."
I felt the beginnings of a nervous energy starting in my belly and I opened my mouth to speak but grandmother spoke first.
"I'm still unsure about this Belinda." She sat back in her large chair, crossing her arms beneath her massive breasts, "It is sin you propose here. Dreadful sin." It sounded to me like she was trying to convince herself of this.
"This is no sin in the eyes of our goddess. You know what I said earlier is true. It is only a matter of time before any of us give in to the temptation." Grandmother frowned at that but didn't deny it. "And I did not spend seven years hunting across innumerable worlds for the knowledge that would guide us past the threats we face. You have seen my evidence."
"Yes... well..." Grandmother grumbled while examining the carpet.
"And it is vital that it happen or the magic will destroy him. Look at him Lydia," Grandmother slowly raised her head, eyes traveling slowly up my body until they lit upon my face. "Do you truly believe that you could resist the temptation?"
"No..." Grandmother whispered, her hands clutched at her skirts and her cheeks flushed red. "No, you are right." Then her mouth twisted with distaste, "Sharing though?"
Mother laughed a low throaty laugh, "You'll soon see the wisdom in that too." Turning to regard me, pride in her eyes, she continued in a sing-song tone like she was reciting a poem or prophecy, "And he shall bind the fairest unto himself, from all nations and all creeds. Giving to each a measure of his power and taking from each in love and lust..."
The last words hung in the air but I could contain my confusion no more.
"What in the hells are you talking about?" I exclaimed looking around at the four women in the room. But I did not see a match for my confusion, instead I saw dawning realization in Gretchen’s face and a hope filled hunger on that of mother’s healer. I stepped closer to my mom, moving to grab her arm and get some answers but she pulled back again, her breath coming hard and fast.
"Stay back Dainen," She pleaded in a trembling voice, "I have not the strength to resist your touch."
I raised my hands in frustration, "Then answer my question! What are you talking about? What is this about your coma and traveling between worlds? What was the poem you just said?" The questions would have kept tumbling out of me but mother raised her hand and Gretchen was at my side, calming me with her presence.
"I cannot explain it, instead you must experience it." With that she walked swiftly over to the large window stretching across one wall. "Macy, latch the door. We won’t be disturbed, but I wouldn't want it to swing open at an inopportune moment.
The small red headed healer leap to the door, latching it, before sitting back down. She pressed her thighs tightly together, hands pressed between them, eyes upon me strangely intent. Grandmother turned to look at me again and now I could recognize the lust boiling behind her enchanting eyes.
"And now," Mother intoned, just a hint of fear and more than a little anticipation in her voice, "Our Lord will be revealed and the purpose we have all been made for; to serve him in all ways, fulfilled." I was just about to ask what the hells that was all supposed to mean, when mother threw open the curtains.
A strong warm wind blew through the window, extinguishing every candle and bathing us all in darkness for a moment before the moons silver beams reached through, parting the darkness and settling upon me. Dimly, I could feel a new strength, a comforting power reaching down to me from the heavens. I closed my eyes drawing more and more of it in, if flowed along the carved paths in my mind, trained since birth unbeknownst to me by the priestesses of Hecate and the sorceress Shalindra.
I felt shaking hands at my chest, undoing the buttons of my coat and shirt and I found myself to be standing in front of the open window Gretchen disrobing me. Each second her
hands grew more and more frantic until they were fairly tearing the clothing from my body. For one second I felt shame for my nakedness in front of Gretchen, mother and grandmother, but that blew away in the massive rush of the moons power as it touched my naked flesh.
I opened my eyes upon a new world. One limed in the beauty of the moons grace, cast through the focus I had become. Gretchen knelt before me, looking up with worship and awe in her eyes. My mother too had fallen to her knees and wept above hands clasped together in prayer. Grandmother stared at my naked body in awe, mouth agape, one hand pressed to her belly the other still bunched in her skirts. Macy wriggled the hands clasped between her legs and repeated "Oh my Lord! My Prince!" over and over again under her breath.
I still remained ignorant to so much but I knew now, knew that the lust that had terrified me with its intensity was not the evil thing I had worried it was.
As I relaxed the firm control I'd been exercising for years, my eyes fell down to Gretchen kneeling at my feet and as our eyes met my cock swelled to iron hardness between us.
My hard cock hovered there and her gaze fell upon it, eyes widening and breath coming in short deep bursts. Reaching up with a tentative hand she laid it upon my thigh just above my knee, slowly sliding it up.
"I never dared to hope..." She paused, hand on my thigh, inches away from my cock. "My lord," she said, her tone softer than I had ever heard it before, "I have remained pure, since the day you were born. I know now, that I but awaited this moment."
Then her hand grasped me, cool fingers sliding along my shaft as I moaned in pleasure. Her breath was warm as she leaned forward and planted a soft kiss right on the tip. A jolt flowed through me with that touch, and I heard my mothers’ whispered words as Gretchen's tongue reached out to run around the crown.
"The Guardian, first among his followers. She shall protect against knives in the dark." The words released something in Gretchen and before I knew it she leaned forward mouth opening wide and I watched mesmerized as my dick disappeared into her heavenly mouth.
I sucked in a sharp breath and couldn’t help the moan that escaped my lips. The warmth and wet embrace of her mouth coupled with the feel of her hands, sent waves of pleasure running through me. I could feel her soft lips sliding up and down my shaft, tongue swirling around inside, touching my most sensitive parts. She looked so beautiful, this woman who had been such a big part of my life. Always so sure and certain, the nanny whose full and womanly figure had inspired so many of my first fantasies, the sight of her lavishing such unrestrained devotion upon my cock, was forever burned into my memory. My first sexual experience set the tone for those early years. And I can see now that my mother was wise indeed.
Gretchen's mouth moved up and down my cock as her hand pumped my shaft, she looked up at me and I saw pleasure wash through her as she saw the ecstasy on my face. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked with renewed vigor, caressing her breasts over the frilly green vest. Pleasure blotted out all thought for me and I felt my orgasm about to crash over me.
“My love...” The words just slipped out, just as I started orgasming. Gretchen had felt me swell within her mouth and desperate hunger had filled her eyes, at my words though, I felt and saw her heart fill and her body respond. An orgasm began deep within her pussy, spreading out in waves as my cum began to shoot into her mouth. Her hands holding onto me
My own orgasm, after so much frustration and celibacy, shot through and out of me in wave after wave of pleasure. Gretchen struggled mightily, in spite of her own orgasm, to swallow all of my cum but still some escaped her lips, dribbling down her chin. One of her hands darted up and pushed the dribble back into her mouth, sucking and licking me clean like it was the most delicious thing in the world. And from the hungry look still on her face perhaps, to her, it was.
I took an unsteady step backwards, feeling far more drained and any normal orgasm should make a man, and sat back on my mothers bed.
That thought reminded me of where I was. With a jolt of panic I looked around the room. Mother still knelt beneath the window, hands clasped tightly before her. Her knees though were spread apart, and her large nipples poked through the white robe she wore. Grandmother sat leaned over, breathing heavily as she pressed her skirts between her legs with both hands, rubbing herself between the legs. Macy on the other hand sat with legs spread and skirts bunched up. One hand was rubbing her clit in slow circles. Macy had the red hair and freckles of a farm girl, but her frame was slender, stomach paper flat. She was the youngest in the room, being just under 30, though still almost twice my age. I took in the sight of her pussy, wet and begging for me to fill it, and I got hard instantly.
I knew Gretchen and I weren’t done. She stood then as my eyes fell on her. Her face full of love and lust, and began to disrobe. I can’t describe how wonderful those moments were, as the body I had lusted after for so long was slowly revealed to me. As she untied her undergarments, they fell onto the floor on a pile at her feet and I could finally take it all in. Her breasts were large and heavy sagging way down her body but still holding their round shape standing proudly from her chest with soft pink nipples, her waist narrowed before flaring out to wide hips. And between her legs was a small patch of golden hair. She never had to doubt what I thought of her naked body, it was written plain as day upon my face.
She walked over to me slowly, her body swaying deliciously, and stopped just before me. My hands reached out and slid up her thighs lightly, over her hips and up her sides to cup her soft and heavy breasts. Then they slid around her back and pulled her close where our lips met. I can’t say how long the kiss lasted, but when it was over I laid
her back on the bed and climbed between her legs.
I felt the head of my dick brush against her wetness and watched as she reached down taking hold of my cock and guiding it to her entrance, showing me where i could thrust. Just as I began to slip inside her a small bell chimed off in the distance and my mother began to sing in a soft chanting voice a language I could not recognize. Magic swirled around us all but I couldn't pay attention to them for just then I was inside her. The hot, tight wetness gripped my dick in heaven as the pleasure spread through me. I slid into that heavenly warmth and Grethen moaned out in pleasure, holding me tight and whispered in my ear.
“Now my Lord,” She said a touch breathlessly, “you are made a man.” Then I was sliding iin and out of her pussy in slow testing strokes, marveling at the sensations. Energy coursed through my body.
I barely had time to register the pleasure of sex when I felt her insides clench down on my dick in shuddering convulsions. Looking up Gretchen's eyes were squeezed closed and a look of pure ecstasy was on her face. It took awhile for her orgasm to subside, but all of the sudden her eyes sprung open and she leaned forward kissing me deeply.
I rolled us over and put her on top of me, surprise on her face and then delight as I said, “I would like to see my ladies body as I fuck her!” I couldn’t hold back and began thrusting up and into her in long hard strokes, finding a rhythm between our bodies.
My hands explored her flesh. Sliding over her ass and hips, up to massage and grip her breasts and neck. I kissed and sucked upon her nipples and felt Gretchen's pussy clenching down on me again, but much harder this time and she screamed out. “MY LORD!!!!! YES!!!””
Her whole body tensed up again but my own orgasm was close and I couldn’t slow down, the feeling of fucking her was too intense. I thrust into her and felt the orgasm build, Gretchen sensed it too in my jerky motions. She looked down at me through her own waves of pleasure, her breasts swinging sexily and I felt words pouring out of my mouth again.
“My love for you...” Then I was lost in the pleasure. Gretchen was frozen for one second by my words, her world spinning on its axis and upside down, then she was back and another, more powerful orgasm hit her body. This orgasm was unlike any other though, she could feel it sweeping her up into her
rewitting her very being. After minutes of this she collapsed beside me panting and glowing slightly in the unearthly light of the moon.
“Seven days and seven night,” My mother chanted. “The Dawn Star shall grow in power and love and the first wives of the Hectogon the Hecatontagon-harem shall be claimed!”
I felt myself floating on ethereal clouds of bliss and magic as I lay back on the bed. Gretchen climbed down off the bed and returned with Macy my mothers nurse and they began to bathe me with warm holy cloths. The liquid felt cool and calming on my skin and I drifted off into sleep.
I felt my mind being pulled from my body as sleep stole over me and I fought to keep myself whole but the power that took hold of me was relentless.
My eyes opened to see the Goddess Hecate herself or what appeared to be the goddess with a face filled with fear as she whispered “The Wall Falls...”
To be continued in:
The Drums of War
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