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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “He conquered with word and will, eschewing sword and fire…”

      

      

      

      I depart from my normal narrative in this passage, taking a peek inside the memories of several who had better insight into events than I at the time. Pray forgive this difference in perspective; I found the experience of seeing my younger self through the eyes of allies and enemies to be most edifying.

      

      Captain Fazine’s booted feet clicked on the castle’s stone floors as she performed her rounds, checking in on each guard, ensuring the women on duty remained vigilant. Passing a pair of grizzled old guards women, she returned their salute, checking the oil level in their lanterns, and that each had a crossbow close at hand, before continuing on down the hall to her lords’ chambers.

      The Captain loved her job and her King with a fervency that bordered on worship. The recent attempt on young Dainen’s life, not a day after he’d been crowned, was still a source of shame for Glynis Fazine and she’d sworn to the Goddess to never fail again.

      Since then, they had turned away two more attempts. The first a noble woman of some renown had tried to sneak into the king’s bed chambers one evening, only to have the guards women find her when they swept the chambers. The woman had been handed over to the Queen Mother to be dealt with and Captain Fazine shivered whenever she remembered the dangerous glint in Belinda the Witch Queen’s eyes.

      The warrior turned a corner and spotted Gretchen in her customary place, standing outside her Lord’s bedchamber door. The woman gave Captain Fazine a nod at being relieved, before slipping into the rooms to see to waking his majesty. The maidservant was a mystery to the captain. She’d been friendly with Gretchen for years. Both of them had watched the prince grow into the gorgeous and capable young man he was today. Both had been filled with lust whenever they were near the young man, but it was the heavy-breasted older woman who’d been blessed.

      Captain Fazine pushed down her momentary jealousy, her mind filling with images of the maidservant kneeling before the powerful young king. Lips pursed as she eagerly sucked him from root to tip. She could see the burning power deep in his pale blue eyes, the lust awakened, enlivening the magics lurking just beneath the surface of his skin.

      The captain’s knees trembled, and a keen observer would have seen the thin trickle of the woman’s juices as they trickled down one thigh, the pleated leather skirts baring her legs from mid-thigh down. Her fingers itched to do their work, as they had nearly every free moment she’d had over the past few weeks. The king may not have need of her as a woman, but she would make certain with her very life that he lived to fulfill his monumental task.

      The click of heels on stone announced the arrival of Lady Hornsby and Captain Fazine felt shock once again at seeing the noble woman’s dramatic transformation. Always a beauty, Lady Jelly Hornsby had aged like raw eggs. Poorly. It was only after a magical ceremony, supposedly a secret but whispered about by servants and nobles alike, the Lady had regained her youthful charms.

      “Captain,” Lady Hornsby said with a graceful nod as she approached.

      The Lady earned only a frown of disapproval from Fazine, who still held the attack on their King, against the noblewoman. Their King had forgiven her, another sign of the greatness and nobility, that he would choose to forgive, thus earning even greater loyalty from those who followed him. Captain Fazine didn’t have to like Lady Hornsby, and she’d been assiduous in placing herself near his Majesty whenever the Lady was near.

      Captain Fazine’s eyes narrowed on the graceful woman as she drew near. The lady, for her part, ignored the warrior’s glare, pausing just before the door as if a thought had suddenly occurred to her.

      “Captain,” the woman’s green eyes twinkled with some suppressed mirth or joy, “His Majesty had a most trying day yesterday. The baroness has given him and extra hour of rest before he’s to be ready for the road. See that the Queen Mother’s informed.”

      “My Lady,” the Captain said, back stiffening, “my duty is to remain her on guard. If you have need to send a message grab one of the serving girls.”

      “No Captain,” Lady Hornsby said, that damnable twinkling back in her eyes, “I’m afraid I don’t have the time. I have business with Ellseth and Fiorina, those two have already put into action a half dozen new decrees and I need to get a handle on them before they rewrite every damn law on the books. Pop on in and let his Majesty and the Queen know.”

      “Inside…?” The captain asked, swallowing hard.

      “Head on in,” Lady Hornsby said with a sweet, almost predatory smile as the Captain marshalled her will and reached out for the door handle, “There’s a good dear.”

      The Lady was already striding away, pleased with herself when the door swung inwards, revealing the rounded walls of the tower and finally the opulent bed chamber. The Captain’s eyes widened, and her heart skipped a beat when she beheld her lord in all his majesty.

      King Dainen Sobel stood like a living god before the tall arrow slit, letting the morning sun reflect off the perfection of his muscular torso. The captain’s sex wept as her eyes traveled down the ‘V’ of his torso, to the slender waist where the object of her lusts throbbed. Gretchen knelt before their lord, the top of the woman’s dress pushed down to reveal massive pale breasts, as she ran her fingers up and down the wet shaft, lips and tongue playing around the head.

      “Captain?” The Queen Mother asked, drawing the woman’s gaze to where the raven-haired beauty lounged upon a chair. The captain’s eyes widened further to see the gorgeous woman in all her naked glory. “Was there something you wished to inform his Majesty about?”

      “Yes, your majesty,” the Captain said with a stiff salute, “The Baroness wanted you to know it will be an hour before everything is ready.”

      “Thank you, Captain,” Belinda purred, her dark eyes holding sultry promise.

      It was rumored around the court that King Dainen had adopted the old ways. Like the Iron Kings of old who’d carved the northern kingdoms from monster infested wilderness. Those men had taken those closest to them to bed, binding them as wives. The Captain hadn’t been sure what to think about those rumors, but as they stood there, she knew they must be true. Evidence of how thoroughly the Queen Mother had been fucked was clear by her mussed hair and the drying remains on her thighs.

      “Your Majesty,” the Captain said, offering a formal salute and spinning to leave. The King’s voice froze her, setting her heart to hammering and knees trembling.

      “Fazine,” King Dainen said, the heat in his voice undeniable, “I would know thee… I would bind thee… Now.”

      The tall woman turned, feeling like a nervous schoolgirl as she looked up into her lords’ handsome features. She saw the question in his gaze, seeking for her desire and consent. Steel clattered to the stone floor as her breastplate fell from nerveless fingers and as her Lord’s desirous grin grew.

      “On your knees,” Her King ordered and the Captain’s knees stuck the stone with a clatter, “Allow Gretchen to guide you my beautiful captain… Mhmm, I would see your lovely body.”

      “Relax, Captain,” Gretchen breathed in the nervous warrior’s ears as she pressed her soft body against hers, “and give yourself over to His power…”

      As the greatest moments in Captain Fazine’s life played out, the Queen Mother watched with a nervous tightness around her eyes. The woman’s web was trembling, warning her of a threat approaching, a threat so grave even she might not be able to turn it away from her son. Heart frozen in fear, the great Sorceress hid her worries, letting Dainen see the pleasure and desire in her instead.

      As the pretty warrior sucked her King from root to tip, tears of joy shining in her eyes, the Queen pushed her awareness out, while marshaling her strengths inside. The brilliant woman had plans within plans but one stray arrow, or a rampaging Demon Lord could put an end to the glory of what her son was becoming, before he’d reached his true potential and that wasn’t something she could allow.

      As the gorgeous young man bent the Captain over, hands gripping her wide hips as he thrust into her eager depths, the Queen set wards in place around the young man’s person. Her work finished; Belinda let the desire he sparked within her draw a hand down to her sore sex. She never tired of watching Dainen claim another woman. The look on their faces, as they were bound to him, always pushed her over the edge.

      Something about the rolled-up eyes and lolling tongue, the grunts of mindless pleasure and the knowledge her beautiful boy was taking his pleasure from them… never failed to send her over the edge. The Queen Mother, unable to help herself, rose and joined them on the bed, all of them worshipping their King’s mighty scepter together.
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      Captain Fazine sat atop her horse as the King’s procession wound its way out of the Barony and into low rolling foothills. The woman could still feel her King’s touch both upon and within her. Shivering in pleasure at the memories, the woman caught Gretchen’s half smile and offered the woman one of her own.

      Angling her horse towards the Protectors, Captain Fazine didn’t lose her vigilance, keeping a keen eye on her guards’ women and the thickening forests surrounding them. The procession had grown since arriving in Endil Vale. Not only had the Baroness and her daughter joined the King’s retinue, but a large cohort of fresh-faced beauties huddled in packs, absorbed in deep conversations about the governance and design of his majesty’s realm.

      The hills they rode through were low and rolling, eventually dropping them into Endil Vale. This road was heavily trafficked by traders and merchants of all sorts and guarded by both Shining Lances, making it one of the safest places in all the north.

      Captain Fazine never assumed things would be peaceful or safe because they always had been, and so was one of the few guards prepared when the earth beneath King Dainen’s horse erupted into the air. The great beast he rode screaming in rage and terror as the air crackled with awakened powers.

      Screams from behind her alerted the Captain that it wasn’t just the explosion of magic attacking her King. Beasts and monsters swarmed out of the forest to either side, earth and leaves tumbling away as they climbed free of the very earth. As the warrior whipped her spear out of its holder, a dire wolf crashed through the forward lines of guards women and leapt high in the air, shining fangs intent upon the King’s neck.

      Hurling her spear and striking the beast in its side, it flew wide and Captain Fazine felt her heart flutter when the King offered her a grateful smile. That moment would remain with the woman for all her years. Frozen in her memories because of the terror that filled her right after.

      Humps of twisting roots writhed beneath her Lord, his steed dancing upon the turning earth and forcing the King to leap clear. When the young man landed on sturdy legs, the roots erupted again, into the forms of three chanting figures.

      Captain Fazine reacted without hesitation, hurling her spear into the heart of one chanting figure, she drew her sword and spun into the screaming face of a hobgoblin who’d cut two guards women in half with its massive tulwar. Rolling beneath a sweeping strike the Captain came up beneath the blow, hacking into the hobgoblin’s weak knees until it toppled, allowing three guards women and a bureaucrat with a feral grin to stab it to death.

      Up and down the line of their procession, monsters were being put down. The initial blink of combat had surprised many, claiming a number of lives, but King Dainen’s forces had reacted quickly, marshalling their strength and repelling the attack before it could claim any more than the initial few.

      Captain Fazine turned to check on her King, throat constricting in fear at what she saw.

      The area around the king was a swath of destruction. The Guardian had slaughtered two dozen in half as many heartbeats, while the Queen mother has dropped twice as many with a gesture, the fires still burning places in the wake of her frightful spell.

      The king’s attackers had managed to trigger their trap.

      Beneath his feet was a glowing magic circle. The two remaining vine witches completed their ritual, unleashing a storm of sorcery that swallowed King Dainen within it.

      Screams of shock erupted from the observers and wails of despair as the volatile magics torn through the ground. The air itself crackled and tore as forces whipped inward, seeking their King’s destruction.

      With a furious crescendo, the magic collapsed in upon itself, crushing in and around the King. Captain Fazine saw the face of the Queen Mother go white as a sheet, the raw terror plain in her features as she watched her stepson under assault.

      The swirling magic throbbed and dissolved, and for one precious moment, as King Dainen rose on powerful legs, she thought he defeated the attack. Then his body gave a violent shake and with a sound like steel chains snapping into place, her Lord unleashed his magic upon them all.

      The detonation of raw power threw Captain Fazine through the air like a rag doll. Spinning end over end, she felt animals and other bodies crash into her as she fell to earth. On her feet before any other, the warrior’s eyes sought out her one true love.

      The young king stood as he had, arcs of power reaching out from him and tearing wide swaths through dirt, stone and wood. Trees erupted like dry tinder when an arc of his raw power touched them, the air filled with millions of flying bits of wood that flew past and away under the gale force winds sweeping away from the King of Sorrowmere.

      “They’re killing him!” Lady Hornsby shouted, her face pale and stricken.

      “The enemy is dead,” Gretchen panted, under immense strain as she tried to push against the gale force winds sweeping away from her Lord. “Something is wrong with our King… I can feel it.”

      A flurry of black robes announced the arrival of Red Mask. The assassin, having dealt with the enemies in the rear of the procession, where her retainers marched, had rushed forward the moment she sensed her Lord Husband was in danger.

      Captain Fazine could only crouch where she’d been thrown, trees and soil shaking around her. A faint cry of pain rose from their King’s throat and he gave a violent shudder. The convulsion sent one arm wide, and the fingers flexed, reaching into the firmament of reality and pulling back raw fae energies that tore across the procession, carving a path through horse, human and monster flesh, blood spraying in its wake.

      The storm of sorcery ripping free of King Dainen only grew more chaotic and powerful. Forcing everyone back, even Fazine and Gretchen, had to retreat after raw magic cut tore at their armor and flesh.

      The heat grew intense and Captain Fazine’s fear for her lord’s safety reached a crescendo. Huddled against a boulder, the soft flesh of the Guardian pressed beside her and dozens cowering in their wake, the women were shocked to feel a cooling breeze from behind. All turned, jaw dropping as the Witch Queen herself walked forward on bare feet, her white and silver gown swirling around her legs.

      About the woman was a cocoon of fae powers that she held in place, against the titanic forces pushing back by the force of her will. On the gorgeous queen’s face was a look of mingled fear, awe and raw lust as she beheld the King.

      The force of Dainen’s unleashing had ripped large gashes in his regal attire and as the storm of sorcery had continued, the garments had burned up and been torn to shreds. Now the powerful and leonine figure of his Majesty was on full display and jaws dropped, eyes bulging as many beheld their lord’s raw magnificence.

      “Enough,” the words were a cool breeze down everyone’s back, the sounds more in the mind than ears as Belinda spoke. Her pale blue eyes shone with love as she slowly approached the King, whose face was twisted in pain, jaw open in a silent scream, “They seek to turn your powers against yourself, my son. Unlocking your rage and fear, uncoupling the bonds to your soul… They opened the tap, blocking your ability to stop the flow… or direct it… you see now?”

      “NGHNnn!”

      Captain Fazine was shocked to see Dainen nod slightly as an arc of power swept from him, exploding a tree, sending splinters everywhere, and then another, and another as the arc swept back into the forest, bursting trees marching back for a hundred feet or more before the power died out.

      “Yes goddess!” Hissed the Queen, face shining with strange joy as she looked upon her dying son, “My purpose is clear… A sheath for Him to use…”

      The Captain watched the raven-haired queen raise one elegant finger. The long pointed nail glowed with a dangerous red light and for a terrible second Fazine wondered if the Queen might attack her own son, but as she swept the finger down one side, the fabric of her gown parted and flew away.

      Gasped erupted all around as retainers, nobles, bureaucrats and others witnessed the Witch Queen walk forward with slow, confident steps, her naked glory on display for all to see. A storm of magic sweeping past her calm little bubble, Belinda’s eyes saw nothing but her son and King. Shining with pride and love, the woman was forced to her hands and knees as she drew closer, the force of his presence too much even for her.
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      All were witness to the proud queen debasing herself before their Lord. Shocked gasps met groans of desire as the procession huddled on the border between their nation and the greater world. Behind them the past and before them the future as ancient traditions played out in public for all to see.

      Whispers of God King, Iron King, and Witch King, sprang up all around Captain Fazine, shivering despite the heat and energy swirling around her at the powerful words. The woman’s fear fading rapidly, only bo be replaced by envy and lust as she watched the trembling Queen reach her son’s feet.

      Belinda shivered as the rawness of Dainen’s power swept over her, but if she felt fear or pain, she showed none of it. Only love and a deep desire shown out of her gorgeous eyes as she slid warm hands up to touch the Witch King’s powerful legs. The moment her skin came in contact with his, the storm of sorcery dwindled somewhat, as if someone were turning down the spigot, but the danger was far from past.

      As if breaking a spell, Dainen’s eye grew a measure of focus and he looked down at his gorgeous mother. The King’s growl of desire echoed off the hills and pulled at something within every person who heard. None were affected more so than the Queen, who trembled, her desire plain for all to see.

      “Do it,” hissed an accented voice from right behind Captain Fazine. The woman turned to find the Kings wife, Jasmine, the Red Mask pressed to Gretchen’s side, having crawled up during the conflagration. “Mount him, woman! What are you waiting for?!”

      Captain Fazine happened to look over the former Imperial Princess’s shoulder and saw the expressions reflected in her countrywomen and men’s faces behind them. Instead of revulsion or horror at the taboo act they were about to witness, every face was painted with curiosity shaded by a touch of envy. A strangled whimper drew her attention back to the kneeling Queen, who was crawling up her King’s body.

      The young man stood like a towering statue. The muscles of his body in stark relief against the writhing flows of raw magic curling around his form. The Witch Queen ignored the snaps and hisses of power as the magics twisted around her naked body.

      Desperate whimpers left the woman’s lips as she linked fingers behind her son’s powerful neck. Thighs braces on either side of his hips, legs squeezing to hold herself up, the Queen’s gorgeous body rose, her lords manhood pressing between her legs. Her expression was one of absolute devotion as she gazed up into her son’s handsome features.

      Belinda Sobel was one of the most beautiful and powerful women the world had ever seen. Her magical might was second too few, and the perfect curves of her breasts and hips were the stuff of songs and legend. To see this beautiful, powerful mother abasing herself upon her son and King’s mighty staff was a powerful and compelling image.

      More compelling still was the woman attempting to sheath the Witch King’s mighty cock within her weeping sex. Head thrown back, thick black hair handing down the witch Queen’s scream of pleasure and shock as her son and Lord’s throbbing magically infused member resisted her attempts. The magic spit and sputtered, crackling as the two powerful magics resisted one another.

      The Witch Queen’s voice rose in a pain and lust filled scream, the heavens themselves shaking, every muscle in her body tensed as she struggled against the madness gripping her son. Thighs trembling, the magic warped between the pair, flexing and condensing back within the king. The closer his pre-cum dripping cock got to his mother’s eager pussy, the unleashed fury of his powers were forced back within the core of his being.

      With a final cry of lust and need, the Queen sheathed her gorgeous son’s manhood within her eager sex. The pleasure that filled her laced her words with magic, reaching down into every soul that witnessed, giving them a taste of the fiery spear invading her depths.

      As soon as her crotch pressed against his, madness left their lord’s sight and his muscles unlocked. Suddenly free of the grip of the magical trap set for him, Dainen gazed upon the gorgeous figure of his mother and out over the slowly standing subjects who witnessed this wickedly taboo act.

      Gaze hardening upon his people, the king’s hands reached down to grip the raven-haired beauty’s firm backside. His lips curling in a predatory smile, he lifted her sex, pale juices draining down his cock, the slick sheen clear for all to see. Belinda’s head hung forward, hair obscuring her face, but the guttural moans of pleasure drawn from her were clear for all to hear.

      “Any who doubt my Mastery,” The Witch King said, eyes burning with pale blue light, each word a nail driven into the minds of all who heard, “Witness!”

      A horse screamed in wild glee and an eruption of magic erupted from their Liège. The colorful energies made sure every witness could feel the utter submission of Belinda the Witch Queen as she and her son rose into the air on fae currents of power. Captain Fazine whimpered in jealous desire as she witnessed her King’s mighty hands grip the woman’s pale wide hips and with deliberate force drove his cock deep within her.

      “YEeesss!!” Screamed the former Queen, hair fanning up as she threw her head back once more, breasts standing out and proud, capped in pale areola and nipples so hard they could cut glass.

      “It’s glorious,” Jasmine breathed beside Captain Fazine, the assassin’s dark eyes shining with unshed tears, all the warrior could see of the woman’s face behind her veil. “he binds her for all the world to see… the Witch made to submit…”

      “My Lady,” breathed Gretchen, the woman weeping unabashedly as she stared at her King and love floating in the air and taking his pleasure upon the former Queens person, “your Lord Husband is perfection made flesh.”

      “Our husband,” the new Queen said with a fierce voice, “and she is our sister.”

      “Go to him,” Captain Fazine found herself saying, “let us… witness. Please.”

      The strong woman winced to hear the pleading in her own voice, but her hips shook, and thighs pressed around the hand touching her sex, as the pair rose on unsteady legs. Far to the side, having been thrown farther than most, Lady Hornsby rose as well, her lips trembling as she looked from the magical pair floating to her sisters.

      If the three were hesitant, their master was not.

      Dainen reached out with flows of amber and gold, the magics caressing the three where they stood. Those in the procession who witnessed were in awe, some shying away while others reached out with trembling fingers, caressing the beautiful magics as they wrapped around each woman, lifting her up and peeling her clothing away.

      Gasps lifted as first Gretchen’s perfect curves were revealed and then more as Lady Hornsby’s delicate body floated up, her fashionable clothing falling away to reveal nubile perfection. It was the imperial princess, the famed Red Mask, hidden behind her veil to all but her husband and sisters, who drew the most stares.

      As Jasmine’s body was slowly revealed, and the citizens of Sorrowmere saw not some dark demon but a slender young woman, graceful and just as beautiful, with her almost skin and long features as the Queen Mother who rode her husband with wanton glee.

      The three flew to their Lord and King on flows of magic, their sighs of pleasure reaching to the heavens. As they neared it was from above his Majesty reached next. The Queen Mother shook, body tense as she cried out in orgasm, juices spraying from her sex, as her lord reached past her, above her, to the horizon itself and drew to himself a dark blue figure.

      Falling down into her sister-wive’s arms, Belinda’s face shone with a beatific smile, body slack and devotion given. The dark blue hazy image solidified as she drew near, the shocked face of Lydia, the Dowager Queen could be seen and then with a cry of elation the older woman fell upon one of her grandson’s legs. Headless of her citizens seeing her wrap her eager lips around the young man’s mighty cock, and set to sucking him, eager to draw forth the magical load building within his stones.

      The Dowager Queen wasn’t the only one to find herself eagerly worshipping Dainen’s mighty manhood. Jasmine pressed to one of the woman’s sides while Lady Hornsby pressed to the other, Gretchen slithering up between Lydia’s floating legs and massive breasts, sucking her King’s balls.

      King Dainen Sobel, Warlock King of Sorrowmere, hovered above his most loyal subjects, being serviced by the most beautiful and powerful women in the land. His eyes burned with an inner blue fire, the power within him aligned. A darkness hovered on the far horizon, behind the Wall, but here it was pushed back by the glory of their lord. Every eye watching, as he coated his five women’s upturned faces in his potent seed, were witness to a primal power the world had never seen before.

      “I will follow him,” Captain Fazine moaned softly to herself, hips shuddering as her own orgasm raced through her body, dimly aware of figures toppling in bliss all around her, “unto death… and beyond.”

      The world went white as Fazine felt a sweet bliss steal through her. All fading except the moans of Jasmine as the Imperial princess crawled atop her husband’s cock. Her last thought before unconsciousness stole her away was pride in the women her king had bound into his harem.
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      I released my hold on the powers, letting gravity lower me gently to the ground as I took in the surrounding destruction. The earth was scorched and broken in radiating patterns, reaching away from where I stood. Lady Hornsby’s shuddering body lay near a splatter of blood and an image of one of my guards women flash boiling as the magic tore its way free of me.

      I’d never known true terror until those wretched Vine Witches locked me within their ritual. There was no fighting the powers their Dark King bestowed upon them. Once the ritual was complete its hooks dug into my mind and soul, uncoupling my powers, allowing the tremendous pressures constrained within me tear free.

      A tear fell from my nose and I realized I wept for the dead, but no emotion came to my face. I locked it deep within, letting it feed my anger with a foe I’d never seen. Allowing myself to feel the hate, I turned to find Wind.

      Brittle earth crunched beneath bare feet as I crossed the two dozen yards to my steed’s side. Throwing his head, he pawed at the ground and I slowed, approaching with care. Large liquid brown eyes held mine as Wind conveyed his unease and displeasure at my loss of control. Gentle sounds and soft touched reassured him of his master’s return and with a nicker of pleasure he finally nuzzled nis soft nose into the crook of my neck and shoulder, allowing me to stroke his mane.

      “Scouts to the fore,” I ordered in a soft voice, listening to my retainer’s scramble to see my orders carried out. “Lady, bring me my armor.”

      “Sire,” Lady Hornsby said, bowing low, her small breast’s swaying before she turned to find the wagon holding my gear. The woman was unabashed in her nakedness, as were all the harem.

      “Wife?” I asked, finally stepping away from Wind and letting him trail behind me without need of reins to guide him.

      “I am but one of many,” Jasmine said, her cultured voice reaching deep into all who heard it, making them take note. Many a subject beheld their new Queen’s tall, lean form and saw not the shape of a woman but a work of art as she gracefully bowed low, “How may I serve?”

      “Take Gretchen, travel ahead and ensure there are no tricks or surprises waiting for us in Endil Vale. We should still arrive by sunset, so you’ll have to be quick.”

      “I can’t leave your side,” Gretchen said, tone fierce.

      “You will,” I said, tone firm.

      The woman’s beautiful round face blushed, and I saw she wanted to argue more but kept her lips sealed.

      “I understand your desires,” I said to her under my breath as I turned to survey the procession as it put itself back together slowly, people still shaking themselves out of whatever had gripped them when he’d been lost in claiming his harem. “but they need this. They need to feel useful.”

      My Guardian bowed low. Her shoulders relaxed as she moved off with Jasmine, the pair gathering a small retinue and a few horses as they pulled loose robes about themselves. I set the pair from my mind for the moment. There was some risk in separating, but more risk in riding into an unknown situation, and none better to survive any trouble than Red Mask and Gretchen, whose powers had yet to be fully unleashed.

      “Captain Fazine,” I said, causing the woman to snap to attention, “gather your guards’ women and see to our withdrawal. You will be my honor guard when meeting with the Queen.”

      “Sire!” The woman said, pounding a fist into her breastplate in salute.

      Spinning on her heels, she barked orders to the shaken guards, quickly whipping them back into discipline. All around me was a flurry of activity, and though everyone jumped to work, I could feel the eyes of all lingering on my nude form. A half-dozen women passed slowly before me, eyes hot upon my flesh as they each made sure I took note of their eagerness.

      The Baroness and her daughter halted before me, the curtseying low, making sure I got an excellent view of their impressive bosom. Their eyes danced merrily, winking at one another when they caught my eyes lingering, then the Baroness rose from her curtsey.

      “Your Majesty,” the woman said, “I now a good time to speak with you about the legion organization?”

      “As good a time as any,” I said, spotting Lady Hornsby hurrying back, Mother’s two chambermaids Serita and Vanla scurried behind her, the young women’s arms loaded with the plates and chain of my armor.

      “Because Vel’Mistra had some ideas,” the baroness’s daughter said. “Our biggest problem is a lack of strength in our troops. We have lots of women who are keen to fight but they just don’t have the mass, as a group of men with shields would. We would need to summon the legion to put the ideas into practice, but the plan is…”

      I listened with half an ear, my mind racing down a half dozen paths of possibilities. Lady Hornby and the servants arrived, and I motioned the young noblewoman to continue as I set the chain aside and drew on the burnished plate. The armor was mundane and of archaic design, but it had been crafted by Guylan the Dwarf, the legendary master smith, and its protection and appearance were second to none.

      “I’ll not be needing the mail,” I said to Vanla after the elf offered it, “nor the under padding of leather chaps. Let the Queen behold my true self.”

      “The woman’s going to cream herself,” Serita said under her breath as she strapped a shiny steel plate to my muscular thigh. The brunette’s eyes were round, and lips wet as she stared at my hanging manhood. But there was no time for fun and games, even if my balls hadn’t been drained from the magical release.

      “Your proposal has merits,” I said to Ellseth, as I held my arms out wide, letting the servants strap the pauldrons and vambraces in place, “tell Vel’Mistra to put in a trial run, but to hold off on any implementation until I’ve acquired our General. She may have a single legion to test her theory on. Have her deliver the message in person, along with orders that the Legions are to march for the border.”

      “At once your Majesty,” the young woman said, curtseying low again and giving me a lovely view of her cleavage. Mother and daughter hovered nearby as the last of the armor was put into place, their eyes widening to saucers as they beheld me. As the pair cling to one another, twin expression of desire on their face as they both bit their bottom lips. I heard others gasp or murmur in approval as more and more took in the sight of me.

      “Your Majesty,” breathed Mother as she swept up from one of the wagons where she’d pulled on a stunning blue dress. I’d never seen her look at me with the expression she wore, mingled love, desire and amusement, “If Lydia saw you now, she’d weep tears of joy. You wear your grandfather’s armor well… It suits you.”

      “It more than suits you, sir,” Captain Fazine said, her dark eyes drinking me in from head to toe, “You look downright awe inspiring.”

      Many nodded at that, and I let a small smile play across my lips as I turned and strode over to my steed. He neighed, tossing his head, eager to be on the road again. I could see myself reflected in the eyes of lovers and subjects, and perhaps for the first time, I truly liked what I saw. The group broke up; the procession falling into line around me and my guards women.

      The half-dozen women crowding close held spears and crossbows in tight grips, unwilling to let another attack surprise them. The Captain was the most vigilant. Like a she-wolf on the prowl, she rode up and down the line, eyes constantly scanning for threats. The woman’s absolute devotion deserved to be rewarded, and I made plans in my mind to find time for her and the guards.

      Perhaps I’ll let her take over my weapons training and give old Ecton a break, I thought. An hour of one-on-one time with the guards, and a half hour of… fun and games, would be an excellent bonding experience and workout for all of us.

      Putting the women crowding in close to Fazine out of my mind, I let my thoughts linger on the attack from earlier and my coming meeting with the Queen of Endil Vale. I was disturbed the enemy was able to reach onto this side of the Wall. It was only further evidence that the prophecy Mother spoke of was real and made the importance of an alliance with the Vale all the more important. My thoughts ground on, deeper and deeper as we rode down into the Vale. As the sun sank, its edges touching the horizon, we finally came around a turn in the road and I beheld the great tree city for the first time.
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      Queen Lysenia tapped a long, painted nail upon the armrest of her throne. The seat was cushioned but not comfortable, and the older elf tried to ignore the ache in her lower back as she considered the guard kneeling before her.

      “He sent his maidservant with a sword and Red Mask, herself?”

      “Yes, your majesty,” The guard said.

      “For what purpose?”

      “I can’t say your majesty,” the guard shrugged, “but the pair have a small group of retainers setting up a small camp beside the river.”

      “And our watchers have kept tabs on every one of these ‘retainers’?” The Queen asked, her frown souring, “Your certain none have slipped away? You realized who Red Mask is don’t you fool?!”

      The Queen drew in a ragged breath, marshalling her control as the echoes of her screams reverberated around the Great Gallery. The guard cowered and her court tittered in the face of the Queen’s anger but she ignored them all, nail tapping the arm rest once again as she thought.

      “Have the Shining Lances brought around,” the Queen said, eyes narrowing, “Muster the legions before the Gallery’s approach. And have the Archers deployed twenty meters back, under the canopy.”

      “Yes, your Majesty!” The General of her forces barked, slapping fist to breastplate and hurrying away. The old elf was a holdover of her fathers and a competent general, if not imaginative.

      “My Queen,” Sir William pled, dropping to one knee and clasping hands before his heart as he gazed up adoringly with those beautiful green eyes, “Allow me to challenge this barbaric young king and put him in his place. To demand a meeting, then arrive late, making you wait, not once but twice!”

      “And if he takes more after the grandfather than the father?” Queen Lysenia asked, almost smiling to see the man’s face turn sickly green.

      “I fear no blade,” the handsome knight said, face stiff, “Especially not that of a boy whose never been to war. His grandfather’s blood he has, but it’s the father’s venality and wheedling ways that have corrupted his spirit.”

      “Your Majesty,” offered a soft voice from the edge of a group of courtesans, the elegant Sorrowmere noble curtsying as she interrupted, “Sir, I’ll not argue with your words, for I’ve known little of King Dainen since he took the throne. But who he is matters less than the warning he brings. I pray you listen with open ears.”

      “We thank you for your words, Lady Rosaline,” the Queen said with a small nod to the envoy, “and We’ll listen to your King. However, he has much to answer for and We are not fond of being kept waiting.”

      “If your Majesty would allow,” Lady Rosaline said, “I will leave to inform my Queen of the need for haste.”

      “See that you do.”

      Queen Lysenia’s gaze was hard as she watched the tall noble leave with graceful if hurried steps. Sir William opened his mouth to plead for a chance at crossing sword with the young king, but Lavina had heard enough from the beautiful young knight. The man was slow-witted and magically dead, but had an overabundance of other charms. He was a fine diversion, but Lavina had yet to find a lover who could provide more than momentary relief.

      Could the Wall actually be weakening? The Queen thought to herself, Impossible… the Dark King is dead, slain by my father. He told me the tale himself! Let these barbarians tell their tales… All the while I have a secret sitting in a guest bedroom that could be the key to finally consolidating the North under my rule.

      The Queen's lips quirked into an eager grin, just as a brilliant white light appeared on the horizon. Shading her gaze, Lysenia stared between the massive trunks of Heart Trees and beheld Hero out of legend sitting astride a great Wild-Horse. The brilliant light had been the sun, reflecting off glittering plates of mithril-steel.

      Lavina felt her heart skip a beat as the figure drew nearer with an unhurried pace. Her breath came heavy, and she wasn’t even aware of leaning forward in her throne so far, her massive bosom nearly toppled free of her low-cut gown. As the procession from Sorrowmere rode down into the Vale, the sun sank behind their young king. A quiet murmur rose from the assembled nobles, the mixed races sounding awed in spite of themselves as the Kings arrival.

      The queen sat in stunned silence. A simple phase, heard when she was but a lass wandering on hidden paths under the moon’s bright light repeated itself over and over in her mind. That phrase had meant so much to young Princess Lysenia and helped forge her, but she’d forgotten it over the intervening years.

      The sun will set on your Lord shoulders when first you see him… Gird thyself daughter, for soon after thee will know my touch.

      “Prepare for the young King,” Queen Lysenia said to her counselors, “I must change.”

      The attendants and counselors watched the Queen hurry off to her dressing chambers, servants scurrying ahead of her. The court watched their domineering and brilliant Queen, appearing giddy as a schoolgirl as she flounced down the hall. A few Lords grumbled about the unseemly display, but their wives and daughters still stared at the young King as he slowly made his way into the Vale.

      The men grew nervous and uncomfortable as the breathing of their women deepened and skirts rustled as several slipped out of the Gallery to change into fine gowns as their queen had. Most seemed unable to drag their eyes from the young man. Something about him held their attention, a sense of great weight to his presence, a gravity that drew all those around him near, trapping them in his orbit.

      

      The Vale is a narrow cleft in the craggy northern forests. Less than a half day’s ride in with the nation was no longer than Sorrowmere from north to south. Endil Vale was home to Heart Trees and the trade in their leaves, sap and bark kept the elves of the Vale wealthy if not secure.

      A small nation of elves, the Vale had swollen in population after the exodus of the recent wars. The Endil Elves welcomed refugees of all races, adopting their way of life and finding homes amongst the magnificent trees and their boulevard with broad branches. The greater part of their civilization existed up in the air, amongst the soaring trees, but their court was on the soil, amongst great roots and close to the hearts of their most ancient trees.

      The winding path down the Vale’s western wall gave an unobstructed view of their Gallery. Tree trunks as wide around as Sorrowmere Keep marched left and right, their roots twisted around a bare patch of ground where a single shaft of sunlight fell.

      Surrounding the circle of light were a riot of wildflowers and ferns, thick beds of mosses. The roots grew in oddly uniform shapes and I knew the ancient Endil had cultivated this place, spending centuries to create a spectacle to awe any who approached their rulers.

      I hate to admit, but I felt no small amount of awe as the majestic trees enfolded us in their shadows. The trees had a presence to them, a dim or slow-moving awareness I felt brush against the outer edges of my senses. If I’d had a full day, I would have lost myself amongst in the slow-moving minds, but the wafting silk cloths, representing every color of the rainbow fluttered along the winding path leading off the main road, up between moss-covered boulders and twisted roots, into the cathedral like surroundings of the Endil Vale Great Gallery.

      My peaceful ride cut short as duty presented itself before me. Jasmine and Gretchen approached with a noblewoman of Sorrowmere in toe. I recognized the woman as Lady Rosaline and let my eyes linger on the woman’s copper colored curls and rounded curves. The woman approached with sluggish steps, her jaw hanging open as her eyes rested upon my face and figure. I had been the center of attention much of my life, growing up as a prince, but never before had I felt the faith and devotion of others directed so fully at me as they were now.

      No longer simple whispers, my people now openly spoke to one another of me as the God King. Lady Rosaline curtsied low, making sure I got a good look at the breadth of her charms before rising and speaking in a hurried but warm tone.

      “Your Majesty,” she began, “I have spent the better part of a month entreating the Queen and her nobles to find common cause with our nation and impress upon her the imminence of the threat we face.” The woman swallowed hard, grimacing as she went on, “As your magnificence will soon learn, the woman is headstrong and believes only what she wants to. I fear I have done you a disservice, my liege, and I must beg your forgiveness.”

      She finished by dropping to one knee; her gown spreading across the dirt and leaves of the Elven walkways. I stood for a long moment, letting the fae reach deep into her, seeking answers to questions I couldn’t utter aloud. She was sincere in her desire to be of assistance, and honest about the intractability of Queen Lysenia.

      “Rise, Lady Rosaline,” I said, indicating she do so, “You have given us exemplary service and we seek no penance, save this; Find Ellseth Gellanvor in my entourage and confer with her about the skill and talent you know about amongst the citizens of Endil Vale. We shall have need soon of all the talent we can find.”

      “My Lord,” The woman said, rising, eyes lingering on the muscles of my abs, peeking out from under the plates of armor, “If there is any other service, I might perform… You have but to ask your Majesty.”

      “This way Lady,” one of my servants said, drawing the red head away as she sought to linger in my presence.
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      Our procession continued deeper into the forest, the deepening glow of evening gathering about and full dark falling before we finally approached the slopes of their Great Gallery. Pulling up on Wind’s reins, I paused for a moment and let Mother and Jasmine draw abreast. Swinging one leg over his back and dropped to my feet, armor settling with a pleasing weight about me.

      Reaching up, I helped my wife down, her strong hand gripping mine warmly, eyes dancing in merriment that she might need the help. She took it with grace, standing and waiting patiently while I helped the Witch Queen down as well. Holding out both arms, the pair glanced at one another, eyes grinning as they pressed themselves to my side as we walked forward.

      A raised finger and Lady Hornsby was a step ahead of us, hand clasped before her as she swept ahead. The Endil Vale herald, standing at the top of the winding walkway, looked apoplectic as Lady Hornsby swept past him with little more than a gentle smile. He opened his mouth to protest but snapped it shut when he saw who followed a step behind.

      On one arm was the black robed Red Mask and on the other the Witch Queen herself. Pale blue eyes held the man’s for a second and I saw him tremble as her lips curled in a predatory smile. The herald was nothing to me, and I ignored him as my gaze swept over the accepted (assembled) nobility of Endil Vale.

      Most were elven, the men mostly dead in the Great War that had claimed the former king and my own grandfather who’d died together. The rest were refugees who’d found a home in these trees, being called sister or brother by the elves and given an equal place amongst them.

      I saw short and surly faced dwarves, though few in number. More plentiful were the halfling and gnomes, cousin races who loved the earth and tinkering with gadgets. There were a few Mer-Kin, their blue skin and finned heads identifying them as denizens of the deep, as well as their Feralis, a rare race of cat eared creatures.

      Holding my powers in check I let my eyes linger over many, taking my time as I let them observe not just mine own magnificence, and the power throbbing just beneath my skin, but also Mother’s and the feared Red Mask. It was to Mother the most deference and fear went, for all knew of the great sorceress and how their lives were thanks to her sacrifice.

      Finally, I let my eyes fall upon the Queen, seated upon the Amber Throne.

      Starlight shone down from the small circle through the trees above, the slender rays glinted off the gemstones set within her crown and the diamonds suffused through her dress. The sparkling bits highlighted a figure that made my mouth go dry. I’d heard of Queen Lysenia from a young age, as many boys do, overhearing the ribald tales of men.

      Many a night I’d lain in bed with cock in hand, dreaming of what the Elven Queen might look and feel like in the flesh. I’d heard of her beauty, surpassing that of Grandmother, or so it was rumored, and even Mother. For my father had long lusted after Lysenia, or so the rumors spoke. Queen Lysenia was rumored to be one of the greatest beauties in the world, but no hand had touched her sweet flesh.

      As my eyes finally beheld the elven queen, I saw the stories hadn’t done the gorgeous woman justice. Her hair, the shone line burnished silver, flowed down her back and over one shoulder in the thick mane. Large chunks of it had been braided around strangers of gold wire, strips of colorful silk woven throughout. The rest was thick and lustrous, hanging free and wild.

      Her face was porcelain, skin so flawless it was hard to discern her expression. The fine features of the elves had been perfected here. Nose delicate and dainty, mouth wide and lips perfectly sculpted. Her eyes were the color of vibrant spring grasses, flecked with golds and reds, the gemlike elven irises glowing in the faint starlight. The rest of her was the stuff of every school boy’s fantasy. Mountainous cleavage that looked as though it would break the back of a human woman, and a delicate waist with slender hips.

      For a long second I was stuck in place. Eyes drinking in not just the woman’s beauty but the fae currents curling around and beneath her. They spoke more of her talents and charms than any rumor monger or court lackey could. Mother’s hands gripped my arms, and I felt her stiffen as her eyes fell upon the elven queen and Jasmine, sensing mine and mother’s responses she took a second look at the Queen as well.

      All was silent for a drawn out moment, the Queen’s face unreadable and unknowable as her eyes locked upon my face, moving slowly over every line as if she were memorizing it. What had been obvious to Mother was plain to me as well, for I felt the Goddess’s pull in this place. Releasing their grips upon my arm, allowing me to step forward into the Great Gallery, alone and unadorned, I felt the flows of Fate tugging at each step and couldn’t help the cold smile that pulled at my lips.

      The Queen saw my smile and a small frown marred the perfection of her features and she opened her mouth, about to speak when the voice of my Herald cut through the night air. Lady Hornsby’s true power was revealed for the world in that moment, and I was witness to the composed woman’s shock as each perfect note rang out.

      “All Hail the God King! Dainen, first of his name, King of Sorrowmere, the Dawn Star, King of the First Men, Dainen the Witch Lord, The Warlock come again! See his Magnificence and tremble, yee of little faith or will!”

      In the wake of my Herald’s words, silence rang out except for the click of my boots upon the polished wood floor of their gallery. Every eye was locked on me, I could feel their total and absolute attention as I strode with smooth purposeful steps to the center of the open floor. There I halted and clasped hands behind my back, standing at attention, eyes locked on the woman seated above me.

      “I am here,” I spoke, each word shaking the centuries old woman as if I’d struck her a blow, “to claim you as my wife and bride, here and now.”

      That certainly wasn’t what the woman, nor her court had been expecting to hear and the shocked uproar it caused washed over me, but I had eyes only for the queen. I watched the woman’s emerald green eyes widen, but not in shock, in recognition. My smile turned warm and welcoming, a mistake, for the Queen remembered who she was, and I saw the mask return as she painted a cold smile upon those perfect lips.

      “You wife and bride? What nonsense is this? I thought Lydia would have raised you better boy,” her hand slipped with the folds of her gown and I realized she held a blade in there, probably poisoned, just in case she pushed me too far. My father’s bear like temper had been well known, and she couldn’t be sure I didn’t have it as well. Unfortunately for her, my temper was colder, and I kept my head.

      “Boy?” My voice was cold as ice and harder than adamantium. Nobles tittered and stirred, uncomfortable at witnessing the confrontation between monarchs, but the Queen never flinched nor flickered so much as an eyelash, “You deny what your eyes have witnessed? You deny the light that stands before you and the darkness that presses upon our doorstep?”

      “What darkness?” The Queen asked in a bored drawl, eyes sparkling with some suppressed emotion as she ignored my first question, “My father slew the Dark King. There were hundreds of witnesses and some of them still live. You would call my kin a liar?”

      “When a lich is cut down, does he not rise somewhere else? Its phylactery is the source of its power, not the physical form it uses to flay the world.”

      “You’re claiming the Dark King was some simple lich?” The queen asked, her tone taking on a mocking quality as she looked over my shoulder, “You allow your child to spread such obvious lies? I thought better of you, Belinda. Perhaps your slumber dislodged the razor-sharp wits the stories speak of?”

      “Perhaps, Jessamine,” Mother said, her rich voice filling the Gallery, “Perhaps the Wall will stand for an eternity. Perhaps you can keep your head in the ground, saying the world is sand, while around you your people suffer. Perhaps the Dark King never rose again…” A rustle of robes told me Mother had moved into the Gallery. The eyes of many tracked her movements, expressions awed to be in the woman’s presence, but the Queen kept her poise. “You’re wiser than that Jessamine, you know no working so great can hold indefinitely. Your sages know it darkens year after year, the abjuration’s corrupted by some force on the other side…

      Robed elves and gnomes looked to one another, faces growing troubled.

      “To the north, a faceless evil presses, the same evil that stole both of our fathers and both of our kings. We call it King, but that devil claims no crowns, calls no people its own. It seeks dissolution, death and destruction, nothing else. We lost the North once already, don’t let it be lost again with your pride.”

      “My pride?!” Snapped Queen Lysenia, leaning forward in her throne, eyes hardening as she glared at the Witch Queen over my shoulder, “Oh, that’s rich coming from you Belinda. Was there ever a woman who wove pride about herself like a cloak half so well as you? I remember you dancing at seventeen for my father’s eyes… You’ve always sought the strength of this throne.” Eyes narrowing and a small smile tugging at her lips, she went on, “How can we know this isn’t all some game to trick us? I wouldn’t put it past you, Witch Queen, hmph!”

      “The proof is before you,” the former Queen said, voice so soft it barely reached to the back of the Gallery, “Look upon him, Jessamine… You can deny me, thought the truth is plain to see, but the Moon tells a deeper truth when you look upon Him.”

      “Ha!” The Elven Queen threw her head back laughing but still avoided meeting my eyes again, “You think a handsome face and a pair of shoulders are anything special? I can have any pair of pretty eyes I want!”

      “My Queen,” said a fervent man, his curled black hair shaking as he almost vibrated with rage, his eyes glaring at me like I’d killed his family or something, “Allow me to put this upstart in his place. He dishonors your person and our people with his passionate stare and lustful gaze!”

      The elven queen’s face flashed with annoyance, but a calculating grin curled one corner of her perfectly sculpted lips. Finally, the woman allowed her eyes to fall back on mine, and I grinned back when her pupils dilated and her breath froze for a second. Then she had that iron control back once more.

      “You claim to be the God King? Claim to have the power to save us all?” One eyebrow rose as she spoke, clearly disbelieving, “For such a man I might see fit to share my throne, but how could I do so if there were even a sliver of doubt?”

      “You seek proof?” I asked, frowning slightly as the woman flashed a grin.

      “Absolute proof. You must prove to us all and through a series of trials,” I saw her mind working, as she spoke, faster than mine could follow and I cursed myself for not bringing grandmother, for her wisdom would have more useful than mothers’ prickly ways or my own blunt form of politics. “We will have a trial a day-.”

      “No,” I said shaking my head, “If it is proof you seek then it is proof you shall have and I’ll not say I didn’t warn you.”

      “My Queen!” Cried the black-haired man, whipping free a glowing blue vorpal blade as he stepped forward, “Allow me to prove my love by besting this fiend in the first trial!”

      Before the woman could speak, the man raced straight at me, a shocked uproar erupting from the watching crowd. I sensed Gretchen, Jasmine and mother all moving to intercept the man with magic and weapons, but I warned them off with flows of fae. My absolute and lightning fast control over the flows shocked all who practiced the Art, and they at least could see if I’d wanted to, I could have torn the man to bits with a gesture.

      Instead, I turned to the rushing warrior and raised a free hand in a guard position, drawing the other behind my lower back in the stance old Eckton had taught me long ago. Opening my hand, I waved the man onward and with a cry of rage he rushed even faster. The anger was his undoing, and it was nothing to reach out and grip this William’s wrist, a jerk to the side, hip connecting with his as I rolled and heaved. Momentum and my overwhelming strength carried him over me and onto the hardwood floor with a terrific crash of steel and flesh.
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      Rising slowly, I stepped away from the broken body of Sir William. All who were witnesses stared in shock, none more so than Queen Lysenia. Her champion was a boor but a great warrior, and for an untested young man to dispatch him was more than shocking. I took the advantage and stepped into the circle of light shining down from above, letting the moon’s rays’ bath and my armor in their light.

      “Proof you ask for and proof you shall have,” ignoring the pained groan behind me as Sir William drifted back to consciousness only to find his limbs twisted at odd angles. Reaching a hand up to the heavens, I reached the other toward Lady Hornsby, tapping into her true powers.

      “What are you…” Queen Lysenia asked, “Guards! Stifle this magic!”

      If the sages, sorceress and adepts watching had been able to it would already have been too late. Instead, they cowered in the face of my awesome power. Each flow I wove together into the tapestry of my summoning was twice as much as their most powerful caster could channel unaided.

      “My Queen!” Cried one sorceress, voice raw with shock. “We cannot! He summons the gods themselves!”

      “Not gods,” I said, the magic flooding my being enhancing my voice and making it pound in every ear drum, “Goddess… Jelli, now.”

      The delicate little Herald shook as the flow of celestial powers thrummed through her body, connecting her and I to a higher place. Raising my hand, I reached into the moon’s beams and snatched the goddess down, feeling her presence fill me and then the Great Gallery at large with her overwhelming presence.

      “YOUR MAJESTY,” the Goddess breathed, her presence a shining silver light that hovered in the center of the clearing, stealing every eye and filling all who witnessed with the glory of her presence, “HOW MAY I SERVE THEE?”

      “Serve him?!” Choked out Queen Lysenia, rising to her feet on unsteady legs, “Goddess?!”

      The presence spun in the air, though that was more an impression for it didn’t have shape or form. I watched the queen tremble as the full force of her Goddess’s gaze fell upon her, causing her to stumble and fall to her knees at the edge of her dais, just before the Amber Throne.

      “You’ve seen the truth daughter,” the Goddess spoke gently but there was no avoiding her words. “you’ve felt it since you first laid eyes upon HIM… Do you deny the truth of my words to you many years ago? Spoken to a child who’d lost hope and faith?”

      “How can I submit?” The Queen voice was raw, face tight with strain, “How could I give my people a brute such as he?”

      “A brute?” I could almost hear the Goddesses smile, “A man who empowered a generation of brilliant women to forge a better world as they see fit? I gifted you with the eyes to see deeply daughter… Look past these walls you’ve built in your mind… Become who you were always meant to be.”

      “I am Queen!” Lysensia growled, face set, “There is nothing else I wish in this world and no one else I would entrust the Vale and her people to.”

      “Not Queen,” I said, stepping onto the first steps of the dais and making my way up slowly, “That is not your true calling.”

      Reaching into the moon’s beams radiating out from the goddess I wove them between the Queen and my harem, the lines forming a circle of power that extended across the whole Gallery, sending a chill down many spines when the felt the flows of power surround them.

      “You say I’m a bad Queen?” Lysenia growled, anger building.

      “Not Queen,” I said, shaking my head and stopping near the top of the dais, so we stood eye to eye not ten feet apart, all eyes locked upon the drama unfolding between us. “General.”

      The Queen’s eyes widened, pupils dilating, and she gasped a sharp breath.

      “He said I could never,” she breathed softly, “No woman would be trusted…”

      “He was a fool,” I said, and offering a smile to soften the words went on, “A man who loved you, but a fool none the less. He saw your talent at a young age and chose to push you away from war and into civics. He could have had the greatest tactical mind the world has ever seen leading his forces, instead he led them himself, into destruction that’s rained down on the north for all these years. I offer a different path… a different future.”

      “I could never… My people would never follow…”

      “My legions are assembled, armed and marching. They await their commander…” the magics gathered, and I felt my cock throb, the goddess’s presence making it difficult to control myself so close to a woman whose life force screamed out for what I held in my stones.

      I held her emerald green eyes with mine and saw her expression soften. This woman had had to hold herself with such rigid control for so long she’d forgotten how to give it up, but she wanted to desperately. Strong in all the ways a leader should be. It was the contest she loved, not the bowing and scraping. More than that, she’d held to some perfect ideal of a man her whole life and, never having it fulfilled, spent her evening alone and weeping for the touch she’d been promised would come.

      “How?”

      The queen asked it softly, bottom lip trembling as she took a weak step towards me unconsciously. I could see what her worries were. How would her people accept or believe such a partnership? A warm silvery presence filled the surrounding air, and I saw the Queen’s eyes widen and her massive breast heave as she spoke in a soft voice that reached to every ear.

      “If you seek the throne of Endil Vale… If you would prove to me and my people that you would love us as your own… Then claim it,” her eyes flared wide, pupils dilating and dress tightening against her swelling bosom, “but the Iron Way… right here… right now! Are you man enough for that God King?!”

      The words drew a few shocked gasps from the watchers but more murmurs of approval and the air within the open Gallery thickened with tension. If the woman was expecting me to be shocked or embarrassed her goddess knew better. Feather light flows of celestial powers reached out, lifting the armor from about my person and floating it into a pile beside the throne. Faint gasps and moans could be heard from those gathered as my nakedness was revealed, the codpiece finally slipping off my large horn, drawing gasps from many and a tremulous smile to the beauty before me.

      “Do you still doubt my manhood?” I asked softly, my words laced with magic that reached into the Queen, “Do you dare?”

      The woman shook her head, bottom lip trembling as I stepped close. Reaching out with a strong, sure hand I slipped my fingers behind her neck and drew her into a passionate kiss. Her moan echoed around the Gallery, the sound I registered as my passions swelled and I clutched the elven woman’s body to mine, dipping her low.

      Lysenia’s moan of passion grew and her pink little tongue darted into my mouth, arms wrapping around my naked back, fingers clinging to my muscles as she held me close. My own hands slid down the perfection of her form, my mind reeling as I touched the flesh that had yielded so many boyhood fantasies.

      Heedless of the rest of the world, I dug my fingers into the thin fabric of her gown and tore, diamonds and gemstones raining down as the material tore like paper cloth. Unable to help myself, I pressed the woman down right there on the dais, eyes drinking in the perfection of her pale skin. It was the massive breasts that stole my breath, unable to draw my eye from her nipples, so pale they were almost hidden in on the round orbs.

      “Your touch… ohhh… it’s like fire, my lord!” Lysenia’s moan of pleasure ran out, and my cock throbbed, the scent of her sex filling my mind and the magic filling my loins crying out for completion. “Ohh! Mhmm!”

      Our lips found each other’s once more, and I felt her delicate little hands reach down, the elven queen gasping, eyes desperate with desire as she pressed the fat head of my cock into her wet opening. Her hand trembled and I could sense the anxiety and lust warring within her.

      “Now you’re mine,” I whispered for her ears alone, as we stared into one another's eyes, “for all time… mine alone.”

      Her eyes told me all I need to know, as did her hands and thighs pulling on my hips, as she whimpered in need. With the whole court watching, unsure whether to be shocked and surprised, or proud and turned on, I took their Queen’s innocence, making her not only my woman, but empowering her as a member of my harem as well. As the heavenly tightness of her soft elven pussy enfolded me, I watched her gasp in pleasure, then be lost in euphoria as the magical seed in my manhood shot forth.

      “The General,” Mother intoned, her voice, laced with the Goddesses essence, filled every mind that witnesses, “Leader of his armies and heart of his forces… Her womb quickens this night!”

      “My love,” the words slipped out of my mouth, the Queen’s eyes widening and her body convulsing, “for you… is eternal.”

      The magic took root within Lysenia, its power flowing throughout her. Unlike with others in the harem, the Queen wasn’t truck mindless, in fact her eyes flew wide and she her mouth opened, a gasp of exquisite pleasure leaving her as I rose on shaky legs. Holding out a hand I pulled the woman up to me, eyes unable to leave the heavy sway of her breasts a she stood, nor the graceful turn of her hips as she spun in a slow circle, hands out and eyes wide with wonder.

      “Lord… I can feel them… every soldier in your army… our army.”

      “Your Army,” I said, drawing her back into the circle of my arms, smiling as she grinned up at me, “You’re our General now, with absolute control of field tactics.”

      The hopes of a little girl, once dashed when she was told girls couldn’t become soldiers or commanders, was finally fulfilled. Giggling like a girl, the woman threw her arms around my neck, hopping upon me and raining kisses upon my face and neck. Oblivious to the cheering and shocked nobles of her court and mine, the woman pushed my backside into her throne and slid down to her knees between my legs.

      “Let all know who Queen Lysenia now calls Lord and Husband,” the woman spoke in a soft voice that carried through the gallery, and green eyes dancing with submissive pleasure she took my cum-slick cock between her perfect lips, inexpertly but enthusiastically worshipping my cock as I sat upon my new throne.

      The nobles were shocked at her behavior and it only grew, shifting into awe and envy as mother and Jasmine joined the woman. Silk headscarf was pushed aside by the elven Queen, who grinned at her new sister-wife, kissing her softly as she watched my cock slip into Jasmine’s lips.

      “ONE MORE… AND THE CIRLCE WILL BE COMEPLTE,” the goddess intoned, “TAKE CARE DAINEN… YOUR ENEMY GROWS STRONGER.”

      With that the goddess shot back up into the heavens, but not before allowing her joy at the holy union to envelop all those who were gathered. As I sat, watching three of the most beautiful and powerful women in the world lavish my cock with their tongues, lips and attention, a mad party broke out in the Great Gallery. Elven wine flowed and music soon filled the air.

      Our people mingled, getting to know one another, Ellseth and her mother interrogating the skills and potential aptitudes of the Endil Vale nobility and servants. As the party wound on the Endil Vale nobility climbed the dais to bend the knee and swear allegiance to their new King. As they did my women continued their work, eager to each swallow down a sampling of my seed.

      Women and men gazed upon me with expressions closer to worship than fealty, and the fae currents writhing at their feet told me one and all would be loyal unto death. It was the wives and daughters who took the most time in their obeisance.

      At my side Lady Hornsby stood, taking note of all those I found favorable and filing the information away in that perfect little mind of hers. I felt the dark presence of something flee in the night, not to the Peaks where she’d come from as envoy, but north, towards the wall and its dangers. Ten minutes later a note was delivered by a shy serving girl with firm young breasts.

      “Your… Your majesty… I was told to hand you this,” the girl couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from her queen who lavished my balls with her tongue, face smeared with cum and saliva but grinning as if she’d never been happier.

      “Who is it from child?” Mother asked as I took the note and broke open the wax seal, a familiar scent of spices and ginger reached my nose and I hurried read the familiar handwriting.

      “The envoy from the Peaks, your Majesty,” the girl said, dark eyes wide as saucers.

      “Come down here child,” mother said, drawing the young woman into her arms, “my you’re a pretty little things aren’t you?”

      “You’ll never guess who the envoy was,” I said, heard beating fast in my chest as I looked from mother to Jasmine, whose eyes grew curious. I held up the note, letting them see the unmistakable handwriting with its elegant loops and whirls.

      “Shalindra!” Mother hissed, the servant squeaking as she saw anger fill the Witch Queen’s face.

      “My mom?” Jasmine said in shock, “Mother was here?”

      “She was up until a few minutes ago,” I said, moaning slightly as Lysenia lapped at my balls, “I suspect she witnessed everything… she says she’ll be waiting for us at the Deadfort in two weeks time.”

      “That’s when the Wall falls,” mother hissed.

      “Ladies,” Queen Lavina said, in a passion filled voice, “none of that matters… our lord will deal with the threat, as he dealt with me… she will submit to her own lusts as young Merry the Maid will.”

      “My Queen?” the young maid asked, cheeks coloring as the Queen slipped her hands around the young elf’s back and popped open her top and cupped the young firm breasts.

      “Yes, child,” the woman purred, “you about to receive a blessing from your Lord and Master… are you ready?”

      “Oh goddess,” the girl breathed, dark eyes widening, “I’ve prayed since I saw you King Dainen… your gorgeous and powerful… I will do anything, anything!”

      “Speak less and suck more,” Jasmine purred in the girl's ear, pushing her head down onto my manhood.

      My wife and mother knew when the gears of my mind were turning and they left me to work through the problems as they coached the Queen and her servant in the fine art of the double-blowjob. I had doubled my power without having to shed a single drop of blood, but on the promise of what I would do tomorrow.

      All the pressure was on me now to prove the Dark King threat was real and I could deal with it. As my people, old and new, cavorted with one another I planned, hunting a path forward for us all through the chaos soon to come. I would spend a week in Endil Vale, preparing our forces for the march north and girding myself to confront the woman who’d been my first teacher and the most formative of my early years.
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