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Chapter 1

The city’s ruined walls loomed in the moonlight as Ayrin led the women through a tangle of brush and broken masonry. He crouched behind a toppled statue at the city’s edge, Kayla, Elara, Baylee, and Nara gathering close around him. The streets ahead were lined with shadows, bordered by shattered houses and scorched barricades. Ghostly figures drifted along the main avenues—knights in tattered armor, swords drawn, their patrols silent and relentless. Farther off, Gareth’s castle rose above the city, its towers lit by sickly blue flames and banners hanging limp in the night air.

Ayrin studied the movements of the ghost patrols, counting their numbers and watching for gaps. He motioned for the women to stay low as a pair of spectral sentries glided past, their eyes empty and unseeing. Kayla pressed closer, her hand steady on his arm. Elara scanned the rooftops, bow already in hand, while Baylee crouched with her back to the wall, lips pressed into a thin line as she sized up the nearest alley. Nara knelt beside Ayrin, clutching her rune-etched pendant, her gaze fixed on the shifting magical wards that shimmered faintly above the cobblestones. The group waited, silent, as Ayrin planned the next move.

“Baylee, Elara—take the north lane,” Ayrin instructed, his voice steady. “Disable the sentries near the old granary. Don’t engage unless necessary. Nara, you stay here and start the warding. Kayla, on me.”

Baylee nodded, her eyes focused. She retrieved a glass vial from her belt and handed Elara a length of oil-soaked rag. “Light it when I signal,” she said quietly.

Elara nodded, slipping into the shadows with her bow at her side. Baylee followed, crouching low, her skirt brushing against debris as she moved. They disappeared into the darkness, their boots silent on the cracked stones.

Ayrin turned to Nara. “The wards—can you mask us from the ghosts?”

She nodded, her fingers trembling as she drew a circle in the dirt with chalk. “I’ll use the runes for concealment. Stay close, and don’t break the line.” She pressed her pendant to her lips and began whispering, her violet eyes fixed on the glowing sigils above her palm. Light flickered across her sheer dress as she traced the runes in the air, sweat forming on her brow.

Ayrin turned to Kayla. “We’ll scout the castle’s outer wall. Watch for archers on the parapet. I’ll look for a breach.” He led the way, keeping low, his sword drawn but hidden beneath his cloak.

They moved along the overgrown path, Ayrin pausing at intervals to scan the battlements. He counted four ghosts pacing atop the wall, their armor warped by time. He pointed them out to Kayla with a silent gesture, then signaled for her to cover him as he darted to a collapsed archway.

From the north, a faint orange flare lit the sky—Baylee’s signal. Moments later, a muffled thump echoed through the ruins. Ayrin saw two ghostly sentries stagger and collapse, their forms dissolving into mist as Elara’s arrow found its mark. Baylee ducked behind a broken pillar, firebomb in hand, ready for any who survived.

Nara’s chanting grew louder, the air shimmering around her as the ward took hold. She pressed her hands to the earth, sending a ripple of magic through the ground. Ayrin felt a subtle pressure, like a shield settling over his skin.

He returned to the group, his voice calm and direct. “North lane’s clear. Kayla, stay with Nara and keep watch. Baylee, Elara—regroup here. We move on my mark.” He waited, eyes fixed on the castle’s looming silhouette, ready to lead them forward.

Kayla leaned over the battered map spread across the stone, the slit in her gown falling open to reveal the smooth, pale length of her thigh and the delicate lace of her garter. Her blue eyes lifted, meeting Ayrin’s gaze directly.

"We need to move quickly," she said, tracing a path with her finger. "The enemy won't wait."

Ayrin nodded, focusing on the map. "You're right. We should take the northern route. It's less guarded."

Kayla considered his suggestion, her expression thoughtful. "But it's also more treacherous. Are you sure we can handle it?"

Ayrin met her eyes again, determination clear in his voice. "We have to. It's our best chance."

She sighed, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. "Alright, then. Let's prepare the others."

Ayrin stood, rolling up the map. "I'll gather the supplies. Meet me at the entrance in an hour."

Kayla nodded, her resolve matching his. "I'll be there."

Ayrin crouched behind the broken statue, rolling the map tight and tucking it into his belt. He drew his sword, laying the blade across his knees. He pulled a whetstone from his pack and began to run it along the edge. The metal caught the moonlight in thin flashes. He checked the hilt, then the point, testing the sharpness with his thumb before sheathing it again. He scanned the group, making sure each woman was preparing as planned.

Baylee knelt beside a battered crate, her red hair falling over one shoulder as she opened her satchel. She lined up three small glass vials, each filled with thick, swirling liquid. She uncorked one, dipped a rag into the mixture, and twisted it tight around the neck of the vial. Her fingers moved quickly, tying the rag off with a strip of leather. She set the bomb aside and reached for another, glancing up at Ayrin for a nod before continuing. When she finished, she tucked the bombs into loops on her belt, her skirt riding up as she crouched, exposing the taut muscle of her thigh.

Elara sat cross-legged on a slab of stone, her bow laid across her lap. She ran her fingers along the curve of the wood, checking for splinters or cracks. Satisfied, she reached into her quiver and selected a handful of arrows, inspecting each tip for sharpness. She set the arrows in a neat row beside her, then began to string her bow, pulling the cord taut and testing its give with a sharp tug. Her eyes flicked to Ayrin, waiting for any last-minute instruction, her posture alert and ready.

Nara knelt in the grass, her sheer dress pooling around her knees. She opened a small leather pouch and withdrew a handful of rune-carved stones, arranging them in a circle. She traced symbols in the dirt with a stick, her lips moving in a silent chant. The runes glimmered faintly as she passed her hand over them, checking their alignment. She glanced up at Ayrin, her violet eyes wide, seeking reassurance before returning to her spellwork.

Ayrin rose, looking from one woman to the next. “Everyone ready?” he asked, his voice low but steady. Each woman nodded, their movements deliberate and focused. Ayrin’s gaze lingered on each of them in turn—Baylee’s firebombs, Elara’s strung bow, Nara’s glowing runes—knowing their trust in his plan was unwavering.

Elara stood, bow in hand, watching Ayrin as he checked his sword. “If we win tonight,” she said, her voice steady but edged with something raw, “what happens to us? To all of us?”

Ayrin looked up, meeting her green eyes. “You mean after Gareth falls?”

She nodded, glancing at Kayla, Baylee, and Nara. “We’ve fought for you, for your kingdom. But what’s left for us on the other side?”

Baylee straightened, the last firebomb tucked into her belt. “Yeah. We’re not exactly palace material.” Her tone was sharp, but her gaze searched Ayrin’s face, waiting.

Kayla smoothed her gown, the slit still open over her thigh. “We’re not going back to the old ways, are we?” Her voice was soft, but there was steel beneath it.

Ayrin set his sword down, stepping into the center of the group. “None of you are going anywhere. Not unless you choose to. When this is over, I want all of you with me. Not as servants. Not as shadows. At my side.”

Elara’s eyebrows lifted. “You’d have a wild huntress in your court?” She let a half-smile slip through.

“I want you there. As you are,” Ayrin said. “You kept us alive on that island. You saved my life more than once. I need your strength.” He turned to Baylee. “And yours. You’re the only reason we made it through the port alive. You know how to fight in the dark, and you’re not afraid of fire or ghosts.”

Baylee’s lips curled. “And if I want more than just a place to stand?”

“You’ll have it,” Ayrin said. “All of you will. I don’t want a court of strangers. I want you—Kayla, Elara, Baylee, Nara—at my side. As my equals. As my queens, if you’ll have me.”

Nara’s voice was barely above a whisper. “Even me? I’m not… I’m not like them.”

Ayrin knelt beside her, his hand gentle on her shoulder. “You’re braver than any of us. You faced Gareth’s dungeons. You never gave up. I want you with me.”

Kayla’s eyes glistened, but her voice was clear. “You mean it. All of us.”

Ayrin nodded, meeting each gaze in turn. “We win tonight, we build something new. Together. No one gets left behind. That’s my vision. That’s the future I want—with all of you.”

A sudden, hollow horn blared from the castle, its sound rolling out over the ruined city like a warning. The haunted streets seemed to shudder in answer. Ayrin snapped his head up, hand going to his sword. The women froze, every eye fixed on him for direction.

Kayla straightened, her blue eyes wide. “He knows we’re here.”

Baylee’s fingers tightened around the strap of her satchel. “We’re out of time. Patrols will double.”

Elara notched an arrow, her gaze hard. “We move now, or we lose the chance.”

Nara’s hands fluttered over her runes, the faint light around them flickering. “The wards won’t hold long if Gareth focuses on us.”

Ayrin drew a steady breath, forcing his heartbeat to slow. He stepped forward, voice clear and commanding. “This is it. Gareth’s expecting us, but he’s never faced all of us together. We stick to the plan. No splitting up unless I say. Baylee, you’re on firebombs—keep the ghosts scattered. Elara, cover our flanks. Kayla, stay close to Nara and shield her. Nara, keep your ward up as long as you can. If it fails, call out. I’ll draw the ghosts off you.”

Baylee nodded, “Just say when.”

Elara’s mouth curled in a fierce grin. “I’ve got your back.”

Kayla reached for Ayrin’s hand, squeezing it hard. “We’re with you.”

Nara’s voice trembled, but she looked up at him. “I’ll do my best. I won’t let you down.”

Ayrin squeezed Kayla’s hand, then let go to check the fit of his sword in its scabbard. He looked at each woman in turn, making sure they saw his certainty. “We do this together. No one falls behind. If we get split, regroup at the castle’s west gate. If you see Gareth, don’t engage him alone. I’ll handle him.”

Another blast from the horn echoed through the streets, closer this time. Shadows flickered along the castle walls, spectral figures massing behind the parapets.

Baylee pulled a firebomb from her belt. “Ready.”

Elara lifted her bow, arrow already nocked. “Ready.”

Kayla nodded, her gown’s slit still open, revealing the garter at her thigh. “Ready.”

Nara pressed her hands to her runes, the pale light swelling. “Ready.”

Ayrin drew his sword, the blade catching the moonlight. “Then let’s finish this. We take the castle, end Gareth, and free the city.”

He strode to the edge of the ruined courtyard, the women falling in around him. The city’s haunted silence was broken only by the distant horn and the shuffle of ghostly feet. Ayrin raised his sword, pointing it at the castle gates.

“On my mark,” he said, voice ringing out. “Baylee, first volley. Elara, cover right. Kayla, Nara, stay behind me. We move fast, no hesitation.”

He waited, watching the shifting shadows. The horn blared a third time—louder, urgent. Ghosts spilled from the castle gates, armor gleaming with unnatural light.

Ayrin’s grip tightened. “Now! Go!”

Baylee hurled a firebomb, the glass shattering in a burst of flame. Elara loosed an arrow, dropping the lead ghost. Kayla and Nara pressed close behind Ayrin as he charged, sword raised, leading his women straight into the heart of Gareth’s stronghold.


Chapter 2

Ayrin pressed his back to the crumbling stone wall, the moonlight glinting off his sword as he peered around the corner. Kayla moved beside him, her gown’s slit fluttering with each careful step. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, catching the faint light. Elara crouched low, bow in hand, eyes scanning the rooftops for movement. Baylee hugged a firebomb to her chest, lips drawn in concentration, while Nara lingered at Ayrin’s side, runes clutched tightly.

He whispered, “Stay close. Patrols are thicker tonight.”

Baylee nodded, eyes darting to the end of the alley where a pair of spectral knights drifted by, armor shimmering with ghostly light. Elara tapped Ayrin’s shoulder, pointing to a broken archway ahead. “There—cover. We’ll loop around to the gatehouse.”

Ayrin signaled for silence, leading the group in single file. Their footsteps were muffled by dust and moss, shadows swallowing their forms as they darted from doorway to alcove. Above, the castle’s towers loomed, banners tattered in the midnight wind.

Kayla gripped his arm. “There’s movement near the gate. Three guards—living.”

He nodded, eyes narrowing. “We’ll wait for them to pass, then move.”

The group pressed deeper into the maze of alleys, every sense alert, the haunted city closing in as they drew closer to Gareth’s stronghold.

Ayrin crouched at the alley’s edge, eyes fixed on the looming castle gates. “Baylee, you’re up. Hit the ghosts by the well. Elara, archers on the left tower. Kayla, cause a scene at the drawbridge—pull the guards. Nara, keep the shield around us tight.”

Baylee grinned, firebomb already in hand. “On your signal.” She darted forward, pressed herself behind a toppled cart, and lobbed the firebomb in a sharp arc. It burst in the center of a ghostly patrol, flames licking up and scattering the spectral forms. The ghosts recoiled, their armor flickering with blue fire.

“Go!” Ayrin hissed.

Elara sprinted from cover, bow drawn. She sighted along the shaft and loosed an arrow. It struck the first archer on the left tower, the ghost’s helm snapping back as it tumbled from view. She nocked another arrow without pausing, dropping a second spectral archer as it raised its bow.

Kayla lifted her skirts, revealing the garter at her thigh, and strode into the open, her voice ringing out. “Help! Guards, please!” The living soldiers at the drawbridge turned, distracted by the sight of her. “There’s someone in the shadows!” she cried, waving frantically and pointing away from the group.

Ayrin watched as the guards abandoned their posts, weapons drawn, chasing the direction Kayla indicated. He motioned for the others to move. “Now, while they’re split.”

Nara pressed her palms together, runes on her skin pulsing with pale violet light. “Shield up,” she whispered, voice trembling but steady. Ayrin felt the tingle of magic spread around him, a faint shimmer in the air as the group advanced. Ghostly arrows struck the barrier and fizzled, unable to penetrate.

Baylee ducked low, pulling another firebomb from her belt and tossing it at a knot of ghosts near the portcullis. Flames erupted, the ghosts dispersing in panic. Elara covered her, firing arrows over Baylee’s head, each shot landing with precision.

Ayrin led the charge, sword raised. “With me!” He kept close to Nara, feeling the shield’s protection as he ran. Kayla circled back, skirts fluttering as she rejoined the group behind the shield. The guards, realizing the ruse, shouted and gave chase, but Ayrin’s group was already at the gates.

“Keep moving!” Ayrin barked. Baylee’s flames and Elara’s arrows cleared the path, Nara’s magic shimmering around them. Together, they closed in on the castle, the coordinated assault breaking the defenders’ lines.

Elara vaulted the stone barricade, her leather skirt riding high as she swung her legs over. The moonlight highlighted the curve of her bare, muscled thigh and the smooth line of her hip. She landed beside Ayrin and gave him a fierce grin.

Ayrin pressed his shoulder to the heavy oak gate, feeling the strain in his muscles as he shoved. Baylee darted forward, smashing the last of her firebombs against the iron hinges. Flames licked up, metal screeching as the wood splintered. Elara fired an arrow through the gap, striking a spectral knight waiting on the other side. The ghost’s armor flickered, form unraveling in a swirl of blue-white light.

“Push!” Kayla urged, bracing herself beside Ayrin. Together, they forced the gate open just enough for the group to slip through. The castle courtyard yawned before them, moonlight glinting on the broken stones and the spectral forms that drifted in the shadows.

Two of Gareth’s elite knights blocked the entry, their armor blackened and ornate, swords raised high. Their helmets bore Gareth’s crest, eyes burning with cold, unnatural fire. They advanced, blades sweeping in wide arcs. Ayrin stepped forward, sword held low. “Stay behind me.”

The first knight lunged. Ayrin sidestepped, letting the ghost’s blade pass harmlessly through his side. He brought his sword up in a tight arc, steel meeting ethereal armor with a jolt that rattled his arms. The ghost shrieked, staggered, but didn’t fall.

Elara loosed an arrow at the second knight, the shaft passing through the ghost’s shoulder and slowing its advance. Baylee hurled a handful of burning oil, splattering the knight’s chest. The flames sputtered, forcing the ghost to recoil.

Ayrin pressed the attack. He feinted left, then drove his blade up beneath the first knight’s chin. The ghost’s helmet split with a flash of blue light, its form unraveling to nothing. The second knight swung at Kayla, who ducked and rolled aside, skirts swirling. Nara’s runes glowed as she pressed her palms together, a shield of violet light snapping up between the knight and the group.

“Now!” Ayrin shouted.

Baylee flanked the knight, tossing a burning rag at its feet. Elara fired again, arrow slicing through the ghost’s knee. The knight faltered, and Ayrin closed in, sword slashing through its chestplate. The ghost burst apart, fragments of armor clattering to the stones before dissolving.

“Clear!” Ayrin called, breathing hard.

The women regrouped at his sides, weapons ready. Kayla’s hand found his arm, steady and warm. Her hair, long and dark, caught the moonlight as they pressed deeper into the castle’s haunted halls, shadows twisting around them as they advanced, every step bringing them closer to Gareth’s throne.

Ayrin led the way down the first corridor, sword gripped tight and eyes scanning every shadow. The passage twisted left, then right, lined with cracked columns and broken banners. A ghostly knight materialized ahead, armor flickering in the torchlight. Ayrin raised his blade and advanced, feeling the chill brush of the ghost’s sword pass through his chest. He swung hard, his steel biting into spectral armor. The ghost shrieked and dissolved into a swirl of blue sparks.

“More up ahead!” Baylee called, her voice sharp. She hurled a firebomb around the corner. It shattered at the feet of a cluster of ghosts, flames roaring up and forcing them back. The light painted her bare legs and the flash of her red hair as she darted behind Ayrin.

Ayrin pressed forward, motioning for the others to stay close. Elara fired an arrow past his shoulder, the shaft whistling through the air and striking a spectral archer perched on a stone ledge. The ghost toppled, bow clattering to the floor before vanishing.

Kayla kept to Ayrin’s left, skirts gathered in one hand, her other gripping a dagger. Two loyalist soldiers rounded the next bend, swords drawn, faces pale with fear. Ayrin stepped in front, parrying the first man’s thrust and knocking him to the ground with the flat of his blade. Kayla lunged, her dagger flashing, catching the second soldier’s arm and sending him stumbling back.

Nara moved behind them, hands pressed to her runes. “Shield!” she shouted, violet light bursting from her palms and forming a shimmering wall as a wave of ghostly arrows hissed down the corridor. The arrows splintered harmlessly against the barrier.

Elara leapt over a fallen statue, bow ready. “Left flank!” she called. Ayrin spun, catching a loyalist’s blade on his own and driving the man back. Baylee tossed a handful of burning oil at a ghost that closed in from the rear. The flames stuck, ghostly form writhing before it faded to nothing.

The group pressed deeper, Ayrin at the point, the women at his sides. Nara’s shield flickered but held as another volley of arrows struck. Baylee’s fire lit the shadows, forcing the ghosts to scatter. Kayla dispatched a wounded soldier with a swift, practiced thrust.

They rounded another corner, breath coming fast. The corridor opened into a vaulted hall crowded with ghosts and soldiers, the path to the throne room visible at the far end. Ayrin raised his sword. “With me. We push through—no stopping.”

The women nodded, forming up at his back as they plunged into the melee, every step bringing them closer to their final confrontation.

The corridor narrowed, ending in a pair of massive oak doors banded with iron. Deep gashes scarred the wood, and ghostly frost traced the metal, pulsing faintly in the moonlight that filtered through shattered windows above. The sounds of battle faded behind Ayrin’s group as they pressed forward, breath ragged, weapons slick with sweat and blood—living and otherwise.

Kayla pressed her back to the stone, clutching her dagger. Her blue eyes flicked to Ayrin, searching his face for doubt and finding none. “This is it,” she said quietly.

Elara slid beside him, bow lowered but ready. “He’s waiting for us. You can feel it.”

Baylee wiped soot from her cheek, the skin beneath streaked red. She set her last firebomb at her feet, flexing her fingers. “He wants us scared. I’m not giving him the satisfaction.”

Nara lingered at Ayrin’s side, her hands trembling over her rune stones. The violet glow from her magic had faded to a dim shimmer, but she stood tall, dress torn at the hem, knees scraped raw. “I can sense him. He’s… angry. And strong.”

Ayrin took a steadying breath, feeling the weight of every eye on him. He checked his grip on his sword, then looked at each woman in turn. “We’ve come too far to turn back.”

Kayla nodded, smoothing her gown with one hand. “We’re ready.”

Elara grinned, fierce and wild. “Let’s finish this.”

Baylee crouched, checking her firebomb’s fuse. “Just say the word.”

Nara pressed her palm to the door, runes flickering faintly. “There’s a ward. I can break it, but it’ll take a moment.”

Ayrin nodded. “Do it.”

Nara closed her eyes, whispering a chant as her runes glowed brighter. The iron bands on the doors pulsed, then flickered out, frost melting into rivulets. She stepped back, breathless. “It’s gone.”

A sudden peal of laughter echoed from beyond the doors—deep, mocking, unmistakable. Gareth’s voice rang out, carrying down the corridor. “So the lost prince crawls home at last? Bring your women, Ayrin. Let them watch you fail.”

Baylee’s expression hardened. “He’s taunting us. He wants to rattle you.”

Ayrin shook his head. “He’s the one who should be scared.” He pressed his palm to the door, feeling the cold seep into his skin. “Ready?”

Elara nocked an arrow. “Always.”

Kayla drew her dagger, moving to Ayrin’s left. “We stand with you.”

Nara nodded, voice small but steady. “I’ll shield us.”

Baylee snatched up her firebomb, flame dancing in her eyes. “Let’s burn him out.”

Ayrin looked at them—Kayla’s gown torn and streaked with dirt, Elara’s leather armor scorched and stained, Baylee’s red hair wild around her face, Nara’s dress clinging to her small frame, runes still glowing faintly along her arms. They were battered, but unbroken.

He set his shoulder to the door, feeling the women press close behind him. Gareth’s laughter faded into a low, menacing hum. Ayrin drew a breath, heart pounding. “On my mark. We end this.”

He counted down silently, then shoved. The doors groaned, heavy and reluctant, then swung inward with a crash. Cold air rushed out, thick with the shimmer of ghostly power. The throne room lay before them, vast and shadowed, Gareth’s silhouette perched atop the bloodstained throne. His eyes gleamed in the darkness, daring them to step forward.

Ayrin raised his sword. The women fanned out at his sides, weapons ready. They crossed the threshold as one, unafraid, every step echoing their resolve.


Chapter 3

Ayrin pressed his back to the cold stone just outside the throne room doors, drawing a steady breath. The others gathered close—Kayla’s hand still tight on her dagger, Elara’s bow lowered for a moment, Baylee flexing her fingers around a firebomb, Nara’s runes dimming as she caught her breath.

He spoke quietly, voice calm and certain. “Gareth’s expecting us. He’ll have wards, ghosts, maybe worse. We go together—Baylee, aim for the necklace if you get a clear shot. Elara, cover our flanks. Kayla, stay with Nara and keep her safe while she shields us.”

Kayla caught Ayrin’s arm as they skirted the edge of the throne room, her grip urgent. “Wait. I need you—right now. Before we go in there.”

Elara’s eyes met his, fierce and hungry. “Me too. Don’t say no.”

Ayrin glanced down a shadowed side passage—empty, lined with marble pillars and a velvet-draped bench. He nodded once, pulse pounding. “In here. Quickly.”

They slipped inside. Kayla pressed her body to his, her breath warm at his ear. “I want to feel you before we face him.” She tugged at his belt, her hands trembling but determined.

Elara stepped behind him, her fingers sliding under his shirt, tracing his back. “We might not get another chance. Take us, Ayrin.”

He turned to Kayla. She took her top off, the gown slipping down to her waist, her large breasts bare and flushed. He reached for her, cupping her breast, thumb brushing her nipple until she gasped. Elara’s hands moved to his trousers, undoing the laces, freeing his cock. She stroked him, her grip tight, her eyes locked on his.

Kayla braced herself against the nearest marble pillar, arching her back, her ass pressing out invitingly. She looked over her shoulder, blue eyes blazing. “Now. Please.”

Ayrin stepped behind her, guiding his cock to her slick entrance. He pushed inside, gripping her hips. Kayla moaned, head dropping forward, her breasts swaying with each thrust. He drove into her, the slap of skin echoing off the stone, every movement urgent, hungry.

Elara pressed close, kissing Kayla’s neck, one hand sliding down to rub her clit as Ayrin fucked her. Kayla’s moans grew louder, her body shaking between them. “Don’t stop. Harder.”

Ayrin grunted, thrusting deeper, feeling Kayla tighten around him. Elara watched, biting her lip, her free hand slipping up under her leather top to squeeze her own breast. “My turn,” she whispered, voice rough.

He pulled out of Kayla, who sagged against the pillar, panting. Elara took her leather top off, breasts bare, nipples hard. She climbed onto the velvet bench, legs spread wide, skirt bunched at her waist. “Come here.”

Ayrin stepped to her, his cock slick with Kayla’s arousal. Elara reached down, guiding him inside her with a hiss of pleasure. He gripped her thighs, pulling her down onto his lap as she rode him, her movements wild and demanding. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, sweat gleaming on her tanned skin.

Kayla knelt beside them, kissing Elara’s neck, then leaning in to kiss Ayrin, her hand stroking his chest. Elara’s hips moved faster, her breath coming in sharp gasps. “I’m close. Don’t stop.”

Ayrin thrust up into her, feeling her tighten, her nails digging into his shoulders. She cried out, shuddering, her orgasm rippling through her. He pulled her close, then lifted her off, turning back to Kayla.

She was waiting, gown around her hips, legs parted. He guided her down to her knees, pressing her chest to the cool marble. He entered her again, thrusting hard, her ass jiggling with each movement. Kayla pushed back against him, her moans muffled against her arm.

Elara, still flushed and breathless, knelt in front of Kayla, kissing her, one hand stroking Kayla’s clit as Ayrin fucked her from behind. Kayla’s body tensed, her muscles clenching around him as she came, crying out into Elara’s mouth.

Ayrin’s own climax built fast, the pressure overwhelming. He pulled out, stroking himself as Kayla turned, mouth open, catching his cum on her tongue and lips. She swallowed, then licked her lips, blue eyes fierce.

Elara leaned in, kissing Ayrin hard, tasting Kayla on him. He wrapped his arms around both women, holding them close for a brief, breathless moment.

Elara bent to pull her leather top back on, but it slipped, revealing the smooth curve of her back and the intricate tattoo winding along her spine. She noticed Ayrin watching her, their eyes locking with a shared intensity.

Ayrin strode out of the side chamber, heart pounding but mind clear. He adjusted his tunic and belt, sword in hand, and caught the eyes of his women as they fell into step beside him.

Kayla nodded, blue eyes locked on his. “I’m ready.”

Elara gave a sharp grin. “No one gets past me.”

Baylee flicked her red hair back. “I’ll burn him down.”

Nara looked up, voice small but steady. “I’ll keep the shield up as long as I can.”

Ayrin checked his sword, meeting each of their eyes in turn. “We finish this now. Stay close, trust each other. No hesitation.”

The women straightened, drawing strength from his certainty. He nodded once, then turned to the doors, heart steady. “On my signal. We end this—for good.”

They waited, breath held, for his command.

Ayrin pressed forward, sword raised, boots echoing on the marble as he strode into the throne room. The women flanked him—Elara to his right, bow drawn; Baylee to his left, firebomb ready in her hand; Kayla and Nara just behind, Kayla’s dagger glinting, Nara’s runes pulsing with pale light. The vast chamber stretched before them, pillars shrouded in shadow, red banners torn and blackened by old fire. At the far end, Gareth sat sprawled on the throne, boots planted on the bloodstained steps, one arm draped over the gilded armrest. The enchanted necklace at his throat pulsed with sickly green light, casting his face in sharp relief.

Gareth’s lips curled in a sneer. “So the prodigal prince returns. Did you think you could just walk in and take back what’s mine?” His voice echoed, low and mocking.

Ayrin kept his eyes on the necklace, not the man. “You’re finished, Gareth. The ghosts are losing strength. Surrender, and I might let you live.”

Gareth laughed, the sound bouncing off the stone. “You always did talk too much. Let’s see how brave you are when your little group bleeds for you.”

Baylee stepped forward, firebomb raised. “You’re the one who should be scared. We’ve fought your ghosts. We’re still standing.”

Elara’s arrow was nocked, aimed straight at Gareth’s heart. “You won’t leave this room alive.”

Kayla’s voice was steady, blue eyes hard. “Your reign ends tonight.”

Nara stood close to Ayrin, her hands glowing as she shaped a shimmering shield around them. “He’s gathering magic,” she whispered.

Ayrin advanced, the women matching his pace, their formation tight. Gareth rose from the throne, the necklace’s glow intensifying. Shadows curled at his feet, spectral energy swirling up his arms.

“Baylee, on my mark—aim for his throat,” Ayrin said, never taking his eyes off Gareth. “Elara, watch the flanks.”

Gareth’s fingers tightened on the throne’s armrest. “You think you can break me? You’re nothing. I killed our father. I took your kingdom. All you have left are these women to fight for you.”

Ayrin raised his sword, voice cold and certain. “They’re not here to die. They’re here to finish you.”

As he spoke, Gareth stepped down from the throne, the blood on the steps slick beneath his boots. The necklace pulsed, casting a sickly glow across the chamber. Ayrin held his ground, the women poised and ready at his side, every sense focused on the enemy before them.

Ayrin spoke first, his voice low but firm. “Baylee, focus on his necklace. That’s his anchor—hit it with everything you have.” He kept his gaze locked on Gareth, but gestured for Baylee to move left.

Baylee nodded, sliding a firebomb from her belt. “He won’t see it coming.” She edged along the wall, eyes narrowed, lips set in a determined line.

“Nara,” Ayrin said, voice steady, “keep your shield up. If he tries anything, protect the group first. Don’t let his magic touch us.” He glanced at the pink-haired girl, her hands already glowing with runes.

Nara nodded, swallowing hard. “I’ll cover you. Just… don’t go too far from me.”

“Elara,” Ayrin continued, shifting his stance so she could take up position on his right, “watch the flanks. If any ghosts or soldiers try to close in, drop them before they reach us.”

Elara gave a fierce grin, bow in hand, arrow nocked. “No one gets past me.”

Kayla moved to his left, dagger drawn, her blue eyes locked on Gareth. “I’ll stay with you. If he tries to run, I’ll cut him off.”

Ayrin nodded, feeling the old rhythm of battle settle over him. He stepped forward, sword raised, his focus absolute. Gareth watched him with a predator’s stillness, one hand resting on the throne’s arm, the other flexing as if gathering power.

“Baylee,” Ayrin called, “get ready—wait for my signal.”

Baylee crouched behind a toppled column, firebomb cradled in her palm, her gaze never leaving Gareth’s necklace. Nara edged closer to Kayla, her shield expanding in a shimmering dome. Elara moved along the far wall, boots silent on the stone, arrow trained on the first sign of movement.

Ayrin advanced, every sense alert, his women moving in perfect sync around him. He kept his voice calm and clear. “No mistakes. We break him here—now.”

Gareth’s lips curled in a sneer, the necklace’s glow flaring brighter. Shadows writhed at his feet, but Ayrin held his ground, sword pointed straight at the usurper’s heart. The final battle had begun.

Gareth stood from the throne, his silhouette sharp against the flickering green light of the necklace at his throat. “You think you can take what’s mine?” His voice was cold, echoing off the vaulted stone. He raised both hands, fingers splayed wide. Shadows boiled outward, coiling around his arms, then snapped forward—spectral chains, black and writhing, shot across the room.

Ayrin braced himself, sword raised, but the chains struck faster than he could react. One wrapped around his ankle, yanking his leg out from under him. Another looped his wrist, wrenching his arm back. Two more snaked up his torso, pinning him flat to the cold stone floor. The sword clattered from his grip, skidding out of reach.

Kayla shouted, “Ayrin!” She darted forward, dagger flashing, but a chain lashed out, blocking her path. She slashed at it, steel passing harmlessly through the ghostly metal.

Baylee hurled a firebomb at Gareth. The glass burst in a spray of flame, but Gareth swept a hand through the blaze, the fire snuffed out by a wave of shadow. “You’re nothing without him,” Gareth sneered.

Elara fired an arrow, aiming for Gareth’s face. A chain snapped up, shattering the shaft midair. She drew another, eyes focused, searching for an opening. “Let him go, bastard!”

Nara pressed her palms together, runes glowing along her arms. A shimmering shield flared to life around the group, but the chains battered it, cracks spiderwebbing through the magical dome. She concentrated, sweat beading on her brow. “I can’t hold it—he’s too strong!”

Ayrin struggled, muscles straining against the cold grip. The chains burned with unnatural cold, sapping his strength. He glared at Gareth, refusing to look away. “You’ll have to kill me,” he said, voice steady despite the pain.

Gareth descended the steps, eyes wild, necklace pulsing brighter with every stride. “I intend to do much worse.”

Kayla lunged again, this time ducking under a chain to reach Ayrin’s side. Elara and Baylee flanked her, weapons ready, while Nara’s shield flickered, barely holding back the onslaught. The room crackled with magic, the women fighting desperately to reach Ayrin as Gareth unleashed the full force of his power. The battle had reached its breaking point.


Chapter 4

Ayrin’s vision blurred as the spectral chains tightened across his chest and limbs, pinning him to the cold stone floor. He forced himself to breathe, feeling the unnatural cold seeping into his muscles. The weight of Gareth’s magic pressed down, every link biting through his clothing, sapping his strength.

"Hold on, Ayrin!" Kayla shouted from somewhere behind him, her voice sharp with fear and fury. The scrape of boots and the snap of bowstrings echoed around the throne room, punctuated by the hiss of Baylee’s fire magic and the hum of Nara’s runes. Ayrin gritted his teeth, refusing to give in to the pull of exhaustion. He focused inward, searching for the core of resistance that had carried him through every battle and betrayal.

Gareth’s laughter rang out, mocking and cold. Ayrin ignored it, forcing his mind to push back against the magic. He pictured the women fighting around him—Kayla’s determination, Elara’s wild confidence, Baylee’s fire, Nara’s quiet strength. He willed his immunity to ghosts and curses to rise, to push outward from his skin, testing the chains that bound him.

His muscles trembled with effort, sweat beading along his brow. The chains pulsed, cold and relentless, but Ayrin refused to yield. All around him, the women fought on, their hope anchored to his resolve.

Baylee’s voice cut through the chaos. “Ayrin, keep fighting!” She darted to the side of the throne, her red hair wild as she hurled a ball of fire at Gareth. The flames roared across the marble, licking up the legs of the throne itself. The ancient wood blackened and cracked, smoke curling around Gareth’s boots. He snarled and swept a hand through the air, shadows swirling to smother the blaze, but Baylee was already moving, conjuring another orb of fire in her palm.

Elara loosed arrow after arrow from the edge of the dais. Each shaft glimmered with the faint blue light of Nara’s magic as it flew. The first arrow struck a ghostly knight that materialized beside Gareth, shattering the apparition into a spray of cold mist. Another arrow punched through the chest of a second sentinel, its form flickering out of existence. Elara’s eyes never left her target. She ducked behind a toppled pillar, nocked two arrows at once, and sent them whistling through the air. Both found their marks, breaking apart another pair of spectral guards that surged to defend Gareth.

Nara knelt behind a broken slab of stone, her hands pressed flat to the ground, runes glowing along her arms and legs. The shimmering shield she conjured wavered as Gareth’s magic slammed against it, cracks racing through the barrier with every impact. “I can hold it!” she shouted, voice trembling but determined. She squeezed her eyes shut, focusing, the runes pulsing faster, casting violet light across the floor.

Kayla moved to Nara’s side, dagger drawn, her gown torn and streaked with dust. She kept her body between Nara and the throne, slashing at any ghost or loyalist who dared approach. “Don’t let him break you, Nara!” Kayla urged, her blue eyes flashing with fierce protectiveness.

Gareth’s fury grew, his shadow magic lashing out in all directions. Chains whipped through the air, seeking to snare the women, but Baylee’s fire burned them back, and Elara’s arrows snapped them apart. The throne room glowed with magical light and the flicker of flames, every surface alive with movement.

Pinned to the floor, Ayrin’s focus never wavered. He watched the women fight for him, their courage feeding his own. He forced himself to breathe, to push back against the cold, testing the limits of his immunity. Every muscle in his body strained against the chains. “I’m not finished,” he growled, voice low but steady. The battle raged on, Ayrin’s determination unbroken as he waited for his moment.

Nara ducked beneath a crackling bolt of shadow, her sheer dress swirling up to reveal the delicate curve of her hip. Ayrin noticed violet runes painted along her slender thigh, glowing as she chanted, maintaining a steady voice amidst the chaos.

Ayrin’s body shook as he forced every muscle to tense against the spectral chains. The cold bit into his skin, but he focused on the core of resistance that set him apart from every other soul in Gareth’s path. He pictured Kayla’s blue eyes, Elara’s fierce grin, Baylee’s wild fire, Nara’s shimmering runes. The chains pulsed, tightening, but he refused to yield.

Through gritted teeth, he shouted, “You will not have me!”

The chains trembled. Ayrin felt something shift inside him—a surge of heat, the old stubbornness that had carried him through every trial. He forced his arms upward, ignoring the pain, and the links began to crackle with blue-white light. Gareth’s eyes widened. “No—stay down!” the usurper barked, shadows twisting around his hands as he poured more magic into the bindings.

Ayrin roared, the sound echoing through the throne room. The chains snapped, shards of ghostly metal bursting into cold mist. He surged to his feet, breath ragged, every limb burning with returning strength. His sword lay just beyond reach, but Elara, seeing his movement, kicked it across the marble floor. The blade slid to Ayrin’s hand and he caught it in one smooth motion.

“Ayrin!” Kayla called, her voice filled with hope.

Baylee hurled another fireball at Gareth, forcing him to duck behind the throne. Elara loosed two arrows in rapid succession, both aimed for Gareth’s exposed side. Nara’s shield flared brighter, pushing back a wave of shadow that threatened to engulf the group.

Ayrin wasted no time. He sprinted up the dais, boots pounding on the bloodstained steps. Gareth rose to meet him, cloak billowing, necklace pulsing with frantic light. The women fanned out behind Ayrin, weapons raised, their faces determined.

Gareth flung a spear of shadow at Ayrin, but the magic passed harmlessly through him, scattering against the far wall. Ayrin swung his sword in a wide arc, forcing Gareth back toward the throne. “It ends now,” Ayrin said, his voice firm.

Baylee’s firebomb exploded against the arm of the throne, sending splinters and smoke into the air. Elara skirted to the left, bow trained on Gareth’s heart, while Kayla and Nara pressed forward, ready to protect Ayrin’s flank.

With his allies rallying behind him, Ayrin advanced, sword raised, ready for the final reckoning.

Gareth met Ayrin’s charge with a snarl, his cloak swirling as he drew a wicked, rune-etched blade from his belt. The usurper’s eyes burned with hatred, the pulsing necklace at his throat casting ghostly light over his pale skin. He slashed at Ayrin in a blur, the blade trailing a haze of shadow. Ayrin blocked the strike with his sword, steel clanging against enchanted iron, sparks and wisps of dark magic flaring with each impact.

“Your father begged for mercy,” Gareth spat, swinging low. “Will you?”

Ayrin twisted aside, the shadow blade passing harmlessly through his thigh. Gareth’s eyes widened for a split second before he recovered, swinging again, faster and harder. Ayrin parried, feeling the force vibrate up his arms, and countered with a quick thrust at Gareth’s ribs. The usurper barely dodged, cloak tearing as Ayrin’s blade grazed his side.

All around them, the throne room was chaos—Baylee’s fireballs exploded against the walls, Elara’s arrows whistled past, and Nara’s shield shimmered at the edge of Ayrin’s vision. But in the center, everything narrowed to Gareth’s sneer and the deadly dance of their blades.

Gareth lunged, blade arcing for Ayrin’s throat. Ayrin ducked, feeling the cold magic brush his hair, then slammed his shoulder into Gareth’s chest. The impact drove Gareth back against the throne, knocking loose a chunk of marble. Gareth bared his teeth, shadows snaking from his free hand. He hurled a bolt of darkness point-blank—Ayrin felt the cold pass through his chest, the magic harmless to him.

“You can’t touch me,” Ayrin said, driving Gareth back with a series of rapid strikes. Each blow forced Gareth to retreat, his shadow magic faltering. Ayrin pressed his advantage, sword flashing in the ghostly light.

Gareth roared in frustration, swinging wildly. Ayrin sidestepped, letting the blade whistle past, and brought his sword down on Gareth’s arm. The usurper howled as blood spattered the marble, his grip faltering. Ayrin didn’t hesitate—he kicked Gareth’s leg out from under him, sending him sprawling.

Gareth struggled to rise, necklace pulsing with frantic energy. “I am king!” he shouted, voice ragged.

Ayrin leveled his sword at Gareth’s throat, breathing hard. “Not anymore.” He glanced at his allies—Kayla’s dagger ready, Elara’s bow drawn, Baylee’s hands blazing, Nara’s runes glowing. He faced Gareth again, sword poised for the final blow.

Gareth’s hand flew to the pulsing necklace at his throat, shadows writhing from the blood-red gem. He spat blood, scrambling to his knees, blade raised in trembling defiance. Ayrin pressed forward, sword glinting in the cold, flickering light. “It’s over, Gareth,” he said, voice flat and sure.

Gareth’s eyes darted to the women closing in behind Ayrin—Kayla’s dagger ready, Elara’s bow drawn, Baylee’s hands wreathed in fire, Nara’s runes glowing brighter with every word of her chant. Gareth snarled, clutching the necklace as if it could shield him. “You know nothing of power, boy!” he hissed, thrusting his hand out. A wave of shadow magic burst from his palm, lashing toward Ayrin.

Ayrin didn’t flinch. The darkness passed through him, cold and empty, leaving him untouched. He stepped in, sword raised. “Your ghosts can’t touch me. You never could.” He slammed the blade down, aiming for Gareth’s neck, but Gareth twisted aside, the sword biting deep into his shoulder instead. Gareth screamed, blood pouring down his arm, but the necklace remained whole, its glow frantic.

Baylee shouted, “The necklace! It’s the source!” Elara loosed an arrow, striking Gareth’s wrist and forcing him to drop his sword. Kayla advanced, eyes locked on Gareth, her presence unwavering at Ayrin’s side. Nara’s shield flared, pushing back the last of the ghostly chains writhing through the throne room.

Gareth staggered, clutching the necklace, lips drawn back in a snarl. “I will not fall to you!” he shrieked, shadows swirling around his feet. He lunged, knife flashing, but Ayrin sidestepped and drove his fist into Gareth’s jaw, sending him reeling. The necklace swung free, chain glinting in the torchlight.

Ayrin seized the moment. He raised his sword and brought it down in a single, brutal arc. The blade struck the gemstone dead center. For an instant, nothing happened—then the gem cracked, a jagged line splitting its surface. Light exploded from the break, a blinding flash that filled the throne room.

The ghosts screamed, their forms flickering and unraveling in the light. All around them, spectral knights and twisted shades dissolved, their weapons dropping to the marble with a rain of phantom steel. The chains binding the room shattered, vanishing in an instant. The echo of Gareth’s magic faded, leaving only the harsh sound of breathing and the thud of Ayrin’s heart.

Gareth crumpled to the floor, the ruined necklace sparking at his throat. The shadows bled away from his body, leaving him pale and broken. He looked up at Ayrin, hatred and disbelief mingling in his eyes. “You… can’t…” he rasped, then collapsed, motionless on the cold stone.

Ayrin lowered his sword, chest heaving. The throne room was silent except for the crackle of dying magic.

Kayla was the first to reach him, flinging her arms around his neck and burying her face in his shoulder. “You did it,” she whispered, voice shaking.

Elara pressed close, her hand gripping his arm. “It’s over. He’s gone.”

Baylee strode to Ayrin’s side, eyes blazing with triumph. “That bastard’s magic is broken. The ghosts—look!” She pointed to the shattered remains of the spectral army, nothing left but fading echoes.

Nara hurried to Ayrin, her small hands glowing with gentle light as she touched his wrist. “Are you hurt?” Her violet eyes searched his face, worry giving way to relief as she saw him standing strong.

Ayrin sheathed his sword, gathering the women close. He looked at each of them in turn—Kayla’s tear-bright eyes, Elara’s fierce smile, Baylee’s wild grin, Nara’s trembling hands. “We’re together. We won.”

The throne room, once haunted and bloodstained, now belonged to them.


Chapter 5

Ayrin stepped out onto the stone balcony, boots scraping over debris and faded blood. The first light of dawn illuminated the ruined city, casting a golden hue over the towers and battered streets. Below, the silence had lifted. No more ghostly patrols drifted through the alleys, and no spectral banners hung from the ramparts. Instead, Gareth’s tattered flags drooped from broken poles, their colors soaked and torn.

He gripped the railing, feeling the cold wind on his face. From this height, he could see the city stirring. Doors opened, cautious faces peered out, and the first brave souls crept into the streets. A group of children chased each other past the shattered fountain, their laughter echoing. Old men gathered in the square, staring up at the castle as if waking from a nightmare.

Ayrin’s sword hung at his side, the blade still streaked with the remnants of battle. He exhaled slowly. The castle behind him was quiet—no more screams, no more magic, only the distant voices of his companions. The sun rose higher, burning away the last traces of fog and shadow. For the first time in months, the city belonged to its people again.

Ayrin turned from the balcony and walked back through the ruined throne room. The heavy doors stood open behind him, sunlight spilling across the cracked tiles. He found the women waiting—Kayla in her torn, elegant gown, Elara leaning on her spear, Baylee crouched atop the dais, and Nara standing quietly near the shattered throne, her hands folded at her waist.

He met their eyes one by one. “Come here,” he said, his voice steady.

Kayla stepped forward first, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders. She looked up at him, searching his face for any sign of doubt.

Elara joined her, fierce and unyielding, her leather skirt streaked with ash from the battle. Baylee slid off the dais, her movements sharp and deliberate, and Nara drifted closer, her violet eyes wide and uncertain.

Ayrin faced them as a group. “It’s done. Gareth is gone. The city is free.” He let the words settle. “But I don’t want to rule alone. I want each of you at my side—not just as companions, but as queens. This kingdom is ours to rebuild. I need your strength, your wisdom, your loyalty. Will you stay with me, not as subjects, but as equals?”

Kayla’s lips parted, her breath catching. She glanced at the others, then back to Ayrin. “You mean it? Not just as your consort, but as your equal?”

He nodded. “You’ve stood with me through everything. I trust you—each of you. I want this to be your home as much as mine.”

Elara’s eyes narrowed, weighing his words. “You’re offering us more than a place at your table. You want us to help rule?”

“Yes,” Ayrin said. “You’ve all earned it. I can’t do this without you.”

Baylee folded her arms, a hint of a grin on her lips. “So we get to be queens, not just lovers? That’s quite a promotion.”

Ayrin smiled. “You deserve it.”

Nara’s voice was soft. “I never belonged anywhere before. Are you sure?”

He stepped closer to her, his tone gentle. “I’m sure. You’re part of this. All of you are.”

The women exchanged glances. The weight of the decision was clear in their eyes—relief, hope, and the enormity of what came next. Kayla reached for Ayrin’s hand, her fingers trembling. Elara’s mouth curled into a small, genuine smile. Baylee’s eyes glinted with excitement, and Nara let out a shaky breath, her shoulders relaxing.

Ayrin stood at the center of them, the ruined throne room quiet around their gathering, as each woman began to consider the future he offered.

Baylee knelt before Ayrin, her red hair falling over one shoulder. As she shifted, her miniskirt rode up, revealing the smooth curve of her bare ass and the tight muscles of her thighs. She looked up at him, her eyes focused intently.

Kayla spoke first, her voice steady but filled with emotion. “I’ve never wanted anything more than this. I was raised to serve a kingdom, but I choose you. I choose us—all of us.” She squeezed Ayrin’s hand, her blue eyes reflecting certainty. “I’ll stay. I want to help rebuild, to rule at your side. I love you, Ayrin.”

He squeezed back, feeling the warmth of her grip.

Elara stepped forward, resting her spear against the broken throne. She looked from Ayrin to the other women, then back again. “I was always fighting for my tribe, for survival. But you gave me something more—a reason to fight for a future. I’m not leaving. This place, these people, you… I’ll stand with you, as your equal, for as long as you’ll have me.” Her lips formed a rare, honest smile.

Baylee rose from her kneeling position, brushing her hands over her thighs. “I spent my life hunting ghosts, living in shadows, never trusting anyone for long. But you changed that.” She glanced at Kayla and Elara, then at Nara. “All of you did. I want to see what we can build together. I’m in—completely. I want to be queen, but more than that, I want to be yours.” Her voice was fierce, but her eyes softened as she met Ayrin’s gaze.

Nara lingered at the edge of the group, her small hands twisting in the fabric of her sheer dress. She looked down, then up at Ayrin, her violet eyes wide and vulnerable. “I never belonged anywhere. I was always running, always hiding. But you found me. You made me feel safe, made me feel wanted.” She stepped closer, her voice trembling but clear. “I want to stay. I want to help, to learn, to be with you—all of you. If you’ll have me.”

Ayrin looked at each of them, his chest tight with gratitude and pride. “I would have none of this without you. I need you all. Together, we can make this kingdom something new—something better.”

Kayla leaned against his side, Elara’s hand settled on his shoulder, Baylee pressed close with a crooked grin, and Nara slipped her fingers between his. Their trust and love surrounded him, solid and real.

He drew them into an embrace, holding them close, the understanding of their future unspoken but clear.

Ayrin led the women through the ruined corridors, up the marble stairs, and into the royal bedchamber. The room was vast and high-ceilinged, faded tapestries hanging from the walls, a broad window looking out over the city. Evening light glowed on the sheets, mingling with the warm flicker of scattered candles. The bed was enormous, draped in velvet and silk, waiting.

Kayla pressed close first, her hands sliding over Ayrin’s chest as she kissed him deeply, her blonde hair tumbling forward. She took her gown off in one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her full, soft breasts and the gentle curve of her hips. She straddled Ayrin, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of him. He reached up, cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples until they were stiff under his touch. She gasped, guiding his cock to her entrance and sinking down, taking him inside her with a sigh.

Kayla rocked her hips, riding him slowly at first, her blue eyes meeting his as she braced her hands on his chest. The candlelight gilded the pale skin of her breasts as they bounced with each movement. Ayrin thrust up into her, gripping her waist, feeling her tighten around him. She leaned forward, her hair brushing his face, her lips finding his ear. “I want you,” she whispered, her breath hot.

Elara moved behind Kayla, her leather top and skirt already discarded, revealing her tanned, toned body. She knelt behind Ayrin’s head, her thighs straddling his face, her pussy bare and glistening above him. Ayrin grabbed her hips and pulled her down, his tongue tracing her folds, tasting her arousal as Elara moaned and ground against his mouth. Her fingers tangled in his hair, her muscles flexing as she rode his tongue, her breath coming fast.

Baylee crawled onto the bed, her tight crop top and miniskirt gone, exposing her small, pert breasts and the pale skin of her thighs. She slid onto Ayrin’s lap, facing away from him, her ass pressing against his stomach as she reached back to guide his cock from Kayla’s dripping pussy into her own. She lowered herself slowly, her red hair falling over her shoulder, her body arching as she took him deep. She bounced on his lap, her hands gripping his knees, her ass cheeks parting with each thrust.

Nara knelt beside Ayrin, her sheer dress slipping off her shoulders, baring her petite frame and the runes painted along her thighs. She watched, violet eyes wide with hunger, her small hand sliding between her legs as she touched herself. When Kayla leaned down to kiss her, Nara whimpered, her lips parting as Kayla’s tongue teased her mouth. Ayrin reached out, stroking Nara’s back, feeling her shiver under his touch.

Baylee rode Ayrin harder, her breath ragged, her pussy squeezing his cock as she leaned forward, bracing herself on Kayla’s thigh. Elara ground against Ayrin’s mouth, her juices slick on his tongue, her thighs trembling as she came with a cry. Kayla kissed Nara again, then slid down to suck one of Nara’s nipples, her hand slipping between Nara’s legs to stroke her clit.

Ayrin groaned, feeling Kayla’s lips on his chest, Baylee’s heat gripping him, Elara’s taste on his tongue, and Nara’s delicate fingers twining with his. He pulled Nara closer, guiding her onto his cock as Baylee slid aside. Nara gasped as he filled her, her pussy tight and slick, her body trembling as she rode him, her hands clutching his shoulders.

Elara lay down beside Ayrin, kissing his neck and biting his ear, her hand stroking Baylee’s hip. Kayla pressed her breasts to Ayrin’s mouth, her nipples hard as he sucked and licked her, her moans joining the chorus of pleasure.

The four women moved around him, taking turns, their bodies entwined with his. Kayla rode him again, facing the window, her golden hair shining in the candlelight as she bounced on his cock, her ass slapping against his thighs. Elara straddled Ayrin’s face once more, her cries echoing off the stone walls. Baylee pressed her lips to Nara’s, their tongues tangling as their hands roamed over each other’s bodies.

Ayrin thrust up into Kayla, feeling her tighten and shudder as she came, her cries muffled by Elara’s mouth on hers. Nara whimpered as she came around Ayrin’s cock, her body shaking. Baylee slid onto him last, riding him reverse-cowgirl, her ass grinding against his hips as she milked him for every last drop.

He came hard, spilling deep inside Baylee as she cried out, her body arching. The women collapsed around him, tangled together on the bed, sweat-slick and breathless, their bodies pressed close in the candlelit dark.

Kayla’s head rested on Ayrin’s chest, her golden hair spilling across his skin. Elara lay at his side, one arm draped over his stomach, her breathing calm and steady. Baylee curled against his hip, legs tangled with his, a faint smile lingering on her lips. Nara nestled in the crook of his other arm, her small body pressed close, violet eyes half-closed in contentment.

The candlelight had burned low, leaving the royal bedchamber in a soft, golden gloom. Beyond the tall windows, dawn crept over the city. Ayrin could see the rooftops and streets below, the haunted shadows finally gone. Gareth’s banners—black and tattered—hung limply from the towers, no longer symbols of fear. The city was quiet, but not lifeless; he could make out figures moving in the squares, the first signs of hope returning.

Ayrin drew a slow breath, letting the weight of the moment settle. The kingdom was his again—not just the stone and banners, but the people, the future. He looked down at the women gathered around him. Each had chosen to stay, to fight, to share in both danger and triumph.

Kayla shifted, lifting her head to meet his eyes. She smiled softly, her hand tracing idle circles on his chest. Elara’s fingers brushed his side, grounding him in the present. Baylee pressed a kiss to his shoulder, her red hair tickling his skin. Nara’s hand found his, their fingers entwining, delicate and sure.

He spoke quietly, his voice steady. “We did it. This is only the beginning.”

Kayla squeezed his hand, her blue eyes shining with pride. Elara nodded, her lips curving in a satisfied grin. Baylee’s gaze was fierce, unwavering. Nara’s smile was shy, but certain.

Ayrin looked out at the city once more. He felt no fear, only resolve. He would rebuild, not as the king his father had been, but as the man these women believed in. Their strength, their love, their loyalty—these would shape the new kingdom as much as any law or sword.

He drew them closer, feeling their warmth, their trust. The throne was his, but so was this: the future made together, shaped by courage, wisdom, and pleasure. In that quiet dawn, Ayrin knew he had truly won.


Afterword

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed.




If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series. Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well. 
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