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            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “He came from the North with an army of she-wolves and witches...” 

      

      

      

      As I sit to write this, the cold stones set a deep ache in my hands. Hands weary from countless wars and decades of working magic. Looking out the window, I can see the blackness of night marred and polluted by the fires of my enemy's legions. In the lordly bed behind me, a half dozen of my wives’ sleep, exhausted from our lovemaking. I do not fear the battle to come on the morrow, but I find myself reminiscing, and the sound of quill on parchment brings me back to simpler times.

      My earliest memories in that cold and forbidding place were in the courtyard before our tower. With wooden and iron blade in hand and the shouted orders of our old weapon master ringing in my ears. Hard memories of endless training and deprivation. Walking up endless mountain paths in odd months with the priestesses of Hecate, learning their ways and mental disciplines. 

      Memories of winters cold enough to crack stone, huddled in tower rooms with Shailendra, that ancient crone. Her fetid breath hot upon my neck as she monitored my laborious spell scribe work, her wand ever-present to zap or slap at any lack of attention on my behalf. She was the cruelest master ever forced upon me, with a mind faster and more devious than any man born, and a body wracked with pain in its end days. I won’t offer her the honor of saying she had more to do with my shaping than my other tutors and masters, but I hold a special place in my heart for that witch to this day. 

      I was born in the forlorn keep of Sorrowmere, our ancestral hold. My mother died during the birth, and my father remarried almost instantly, apparently a court scandal that was quickly overshadowed when my grandfather, the King, married her mother—making her his fourth and final wife. Of my parents and Sorrowmere, I saw little in those early years, but soon that would change, for in my ninth year I learned what actual war looked like.

      Orc hordes poured forth from the mountains to the north, driven out by some nameless terror in the depths or perhaps the ice peaks of the high Cap. They came in my ninth year and waged a devastating war upon our people that lasted three hard years. The entire civilizations of orc tribes poured forth from holes in our northern lands, terrorizing their way across the Three Kingdoms and into the trackless woods of the eastern marches. Our kingdom paid a heavy price, as did the others, as two generations of men and warriors were wiped out by the endless flood of vile creatures.

      It was my mother, a sorceress and priestess of renown, who guided the working of a great ritual. The final spell gathered the orc hordes and pushed them out of the Three Kingdoms and into the depths of Old God Forest. She grew the Vine Wall surrounding the forest, which lashes any Orc that wanders too far west, shielding the Three Kingdoms.

      Fueling those mighty magic’s and giving them added purpose was her grief at the loss of her husband, the Heir, and his father, the King. It had consumed her power and left her in a coma so deep she could not be woken from it. 

      I was named crown prince in the wake of the war and Grandmother, the Dowager Queen, lead us, healing and rebuilding the kingdom under her wise and gentle rule. The shock of loss hung over our lands in those early years, like dark thunderclouds that only time and quiet tears could ease. By ancient law, none but an heir of our line’s lineage could rule, but in those trying times, the nobles were content to let Grandmother, as none could forswear her brilliance.

      Our neighboring kingdom of Endil Vale, already weakened by constant internal strife and politics, was overrun and nearly destroyed. The Peaks, with their high mountain fastnesses, fared the best, but the full extent of their losses was hard to judge. Mysteries surrounded everything about The Peak and her isolated people.

      I spent most of my time with the works of the sages. Sharpening my wits on their wise words. Though I still trained for a couple of hours a day with old Eckton, enfeebled with great age though he was, no other masters existed in our lands. I had always excelled with blade, shield, and spear when I was a boy, to the delight of my father, but it was in the depths of arcane lore and history that I found the most joy. Something in the arcane powers flowing through our world spoke to me, and I devoured knowledge of it like a sponge. Ever in my mind, the teaching of old Shailendra and the disciplines of the Priestesses to guide my logic.

      In those early years following the war, along with my studies, Grandmother trained me to rule. I sat in session with her as she settled disputes and drew up policies and oversaw the execution of small public works, rebuilding after the destruction, and preparing for another. 

      I could have asked for no greater instructor. The Dowager Queen was adept at getting others to see things her way, but her true genius lay in enlivening the markets of our towns, bringing in trade with nations far to the south whose spices and steel we prized and who in turn paid high prices for our furs and the gemstones she traded for from The Peaks. Grandmother took groups of widows with her on these negotiations, training not only me, but a group of new merchants. Weeding out those not fit for the task and finding them other jobs more suited to their skills.

      They were challenging years, but I found a love for the work and a talent for the weight and ceremony of power. Often in those early years, it was the sight of Grandmother and me; her the world-renowned beauty turned benevolent queen and me, youth and promise wrapped in one. We were the only surviving royalty in the nation, straight-backed and proud, our gazes never wavering as we walked the streets of Sorrowmere. That reassured our people of what kept them safe, which was our family lines magics. We owe our success over these last decades to the wise decisions of my grandmother in placing each woman in the proper role for our success. I say woman, for in those early years there were few men of fighting or leadership age alive.

      The day of my eighteenth birthday and coronation dawned bright and clear with church bells ringing throughout the town, announcing to all the coming celebration. I woke feeling refreshed but nervous as I dressed for the morning rituals. 

      The year before, I had to order Gretchen to await outside my rooms in the morning. I had grown uncomfortable with her dressing me. She had been a nursemaid who helped raise me, but soon Grandmother saw her worth and placed her as the head of my household servants.

      One day I had looked down as she belted on my trousers, and the deep shadow of her impressive bosom had caused me to swell to stiffness in response. I had tried to hide my erection, but Gretchen had noticed the sizable bulge, and her eyes widened, her tongue sliding along her bottom lip before she bit it. Our eyes had met then, and I could see she recognized my lust. For one second, we held that gaze. A boy prince, unsure what to do, and a woman well into her third decade, lonely since the loss of her husband.

      I panicked, turning away and telling her that she didn't need to help me dress anymore, that I was too old. If there had been any male servants left in our keep, I would have replaced Gretchen and found her another role, but it wasn't an option while Grandmother ruled. 

      So now I dressed myself.

      The keep was decorated for the celebration in crimson and royal blue, our family colors, and Grandmother waited just outside my rooms. She was well into her fifth decade, her once jet-black hair now turned silver, her eyes emanating the wisdom and strength that had guided our nation through such dark times, and her face and figure still ripe with a swelling hourglass figure.

      Grandmother took a small step back as I emerged from my room, her eyes shining as she took me in from head to toe. The smile deepened as her eyes met mine, and with a firm nod that I took as approval, she turned and offered her arm out for me to take. We walked through the vaulted halls, arm in arm, a small pack of servants trailing in our wake far enough back that they couldn't overhear.

      "Your father would be proud of the man you've grown into, Dainen." A secret little smile formed on her lips, "You are the spitting image of your grandfather. Have I ever told you that?" I shook my head in reply. 

      "Yes, he was about your age when we met for the first time, though he was to be wed to his first wife. He had those same piercing green eyes and coal-black hair. You inherited his broad shoulders and stunning looks too, lucky for you, and not your father's florid face and round frame." I turned to speak, annoyed at this slight to my father, but Grandmother just patted my arm, "Hush, Gods know I loved your father, and he was a good man, but today of all days we must speak truth; he would have made a terrible king. Too fond of strong drink and young girls and not sharp enough by half.” Grandmother walked for a few steps in silence with a small smile on her face, lost in memories of her son.

      “Praise be to Hecate and Bless that man wherever he now rests,” she said quietly after her pause. “You though, my handsome boy, will make a fine King, once we find you a wife that is." I noticed the corners of her mouth turn up at the old jibe. Grandmother had brought almost every eligible young noble girl from our kingdom to court over the years. They had one and all been perfectly bred little ladies, all frivolity and lace, and none with more brains or anything more exciting to say than a teacup.

      "Please, Gran, not today!" I pleaded, but Grandmother just laughed softly, patting my arm and pulling me in closer to her. Shame and nervousness flushed through me when she did this, for I could feel her massive breasts, a pair of teats so great my grandfather had renamed mountains after them, pressing tightly to my side. I forced my thoughts to the ceremony ahead and ignored the sinful desires that threatened to consume my thoughts.

      "Representatives of the Empire shall be arriving later this morning." Grandmother said, all business now.

      "So, they arrive last minute,” I grumbled, “as usual." 

      "That’s early by Empire standards. Those painted prigs expect the world to revolve around them." I raised an eyebrow at that. Grandmother was usually the most prim and proper woman I had ever known. "My spies have informed me the Emperor sent his youngest daughter, Yasmine, the Red Mask, to attend your coronation. You will need to keep your wits sharp when dealing with her. We know next to nothing about that one."

      I recalled what I knew of the Emperor's family. That old spider had bedded hundreds of concubines and pitted the dozens of children against one another. Finally, decades before, when his life was threatened by the flux, he had recognized a half dozen of the brightest and most vicious and placed them in the line of succession. All had been married off to vassals and psion’s of great imperial houses, tying them closer to his throne—all except Yasmine, the Red Veil.

      Stories and myths had already grown around the princess. Why she remained unwed was a mystery, but it was rumored she was a secret sorceress and used her powers as both spy and assassin for the Empire.

      "The Empire does us great honor," I said, voice solemn as my mind raced down tracks of possibilities, thinking what it could all mean for my kingdom.

      "Hmmph!" Grandmother snorted, "A dubious honor. At least if she is traveling here openly, you have nothing to fear from Empire assassins."

      "True," I said. Though I had already dismissed the fear, the Empire wouldn't send a rumored assassin so openly if they wished to threaten my life. No, if they wanted that, the dagger would strike once Yasmine was far away. They played a different game here.

      We arrived at a side chamber to the throne room, where I would wait to enter. I could see a tear forming just at the corner of my grandmother’s eye, threatening to streak the painstakingly applied makeup around her eyes. She turned to the servants and attendants, throwing them one of her famous iron-hard glares, and they scattered like mice before a hawk’s glare, disappearing around a corner.

      When we stood there alone, she turned back to look me over from head to toe once more. Idly, she adjusted one of the brass buttons on my crisp military uniform before pulling me into a quick embrace. We hugged each other tightly, and for one uncomfortable moment, I was aware of her massive breasts pressed firmly against my chest, her still flat stomach pressed upon my crotch and the feel of her smooth back and silky dress beneath my arms. Once more, I felt shame instantly, but my body betrayed me, swelling with arousal.

      Grandmother sighed contentedly as I held her close, almost a purr. Then, all too soon, she broke the hug. Reaching up to hold my face between her hands, her eyes shone with intensity, and an uncomfortable moment grew between us before she broke eye contact and said in a breathless voice, "I wish your mother and father were here to witness this day." Then she pulled my head down and kissed me on the forehead before swaying gracefully down the corridor in the direction the servants had gone. I saw her wipe at her eyes with practiced graceful movements.

      The whole incident had disturbed me, but at the same time, it had lit a warm glow within my chest. And it was with a confident smile and straight back that I stepped out of the antechamber and approached the throne. There was much fanfare, speeches, and ceremonies leading up to that moment, though blessedly, I didn't have to sit through it. It all reached its zenith just as the High Priestess called for me to enter the throne room.

      The large hall was lined with nobility and a few of the wealthier merchant families. Upon one side of the room, a small area had been sectioned off by a cohort of Imperial Guardsmen. At their center stood a tall woman, her body swathed in robes of black silk and her face masked by a curtain of hanging red. Only her eyes, dark and mysterious, were visible. 

      So, the Red Mask had arrived on time, I thought. Just in time, if the sweat beading the guardsmen’s brows was any indication.

      I felt a pang of sorrow and loss as my gaze traveled over the court. So many had been lost. The few men from our kingdom I could see were corpulent merchants or ancient and enfeebled nobles. I would be leading a nation of women and infirm at least until the next generation grew into power.

      I felt every set of eyes upon me as I approached the Granite Throne. The weight of their regard pressed upon me, and I knew then truly what a burden the crown could be. Each footfall upon the marble steps rang out in the deathly silence as I strode up the hall. The weight upon my shoulders grew the closer I drew until it felt as though my legs would give under me. My heart beat a thunderous cacophony in my chest, and the blood surged past my ears. I was so absorbed in forcing each step, shouldering the weight of some massive force pressing against my will that I barely noticed the people on either side of me shook as I passed them, like leaves in a breeze. The air itself began to warp around me, distorting all that I could see.

      Is this some trick of grandmothers? Some illusionist's working? It must be, I thought.

      I decided to ignore it the best I could. Though I nearly stumbled as I took my first step onto the dais. When my foot touched the granite, the clear note rang out loudly, sounding as though it rang from the vaults of heaven itself. 

      Grandmother could have told me she planned all of this! I thought furiously. Glancing towards her, though, I could see the shock and surprise flit across her face before being quashed into queenly nobility. Not planned then… Interesting.

      Each step I took, another bell rang out, each quieter than the last, until I stood just before the throne and knelt. As my knees struck the floor, silence suffocated the room, holding all in thrall. The priestess, eyes wide in shock, stood beside me, frozen in place. I lifted my head and gazed deep into her amber eyes and gave her a small nod, breaking the spell on her, and with a little shake, she reached forward with trembling hands and placed the crown upon my brow. As she did, a small chime rang out quietly in the throne room, echoing away into the ether. 

      That note broke the spell for everyone else, and a collective sigh and cheer rose from all in attendance, all but the Imperial Princess. She leaned heavily against her guardsmen, a hand pressed to her temple as they steered her to a chair.

      "All Hail the King!" Grandmother shouted, and it was echoed back to her from the jubilant crowd.

      I could barely register it all, my body trembled, I felt an unsettling weight curl itself around my soul, and I heard arching out high and faint over the court's noise, a scream from high up in the towers that sent a thrill through the core of me. For some reason, I felt my cock swelling as I sat on the throne, perhaps the power or some after effect of whatever magics had been here—something to research later.

      I sat upon my uncomfortable seat and waited, as the nobles who would swear their allegiance organized themselves before me. Just as High Lady Sorren made to approach, a side door was thrown open, and the healer who spent her days at my unconscious mothers’ side stumbled in, looking as though she had run all the way here from East Tower, where Mother lay. Her wild eyes found mine upon the throne. 

      "Your Majesty!" She shouted, her voice cutting through the babbling crowd, "Your mother..." voice panting as she caught her breath, "Your mother has-.“

      “She has returned!” The voice, rich and vibrant, preceded her as Mother stepped into the throne room. I sat there, stunned, as did the court. I took in the sight of her, my mind working to process what I had convinced myself would never happen. She was in a red gown that billowed on ethereal winds, accentuating a body that drew every man’s eyes. Her slim feet were barefoot and made no sound as she crossed the floor to me. 

      The crowd of gathered kneelers parted in awe, causing a bubble of clear space to form around her as she moved through the room. Her luxurious black hair had a glossy sheen, her eyes a light blue, held my gaze, and, in their depths, I saw a mirror of my own forbidden desires. Something passed between us in that glance, and Mother relaxed noticeably.

      She stopped her approach to the throne at the base of the dais and performed a perfect curtsy. All watched in amazement, whispers springing up around the edges of the room. Then she stood, and suddenly her every move was poetry in motion, a spell of seduction and subtle movements that affected all.

      "My King!” Her husky and enchanting voice rang out as she resumed her approach to the throne, "My Lord! My Son and greatest gift to the world!" She knelt before me, taking up my hand in the supplication of fealty. "I pledge to you my life and body so you might use them in service to your will." 

      It was an old and powerful form of the oath, and she said it in a calm and measured tone of voice. Her eyes conveyed to me a different meaning altogether, one I dared not dwell on. Not when her low-cut and strapless gown fell forward so, glancing at me down to her pendulous perfect breasts. Grandmother seemed to catch her underlying meaning, and her eyes widened as Mother gave her oath. Then I saw jealousy flash across her face, to be replaced by a thoughtful expression as her gaze settled upon me.

      "Mother," I began, my voice surprising even myself in its calm strength. "I accept your oath, and I pledge that your service to the King," she bit her bottom lip at that, eyes widening in an expression I didn't recognize, "Shall be valued and spent for the betterment of our kingdom." 

      Mother leaned forward then and took my hand, placing a kiss upon the ruby in my signet ring. As her thick red lips touched the stone, a shock ran through me, and I felt something deep within my mind released from the prison that had contained it. Logical patterns of thought learned from priestesses at a young age crystalizing with lines of magical power drawn from some source I didn’t know. Confusion ran through me, but it was swept away as I looked down and saw that the ruby of my signet ring glowed with a faint light deep within its depths.

      Mother's eyes widened when she saw the ring, and tears formed in her eyes. "It's true." She whispered, "Thank the goddess… It's true!"

      My confusion returned, but Grandmother was there a moment later. "What a blessing this is!" She whispered fiercely, then remembering our circumstances, she turned to the crowd.

      “You must be exhausted, Belinda. Come, let me take you back to your rooms. There will be plenty of time this evening to visit with his majesty." That iron-hard gaze of hers fixed upon Mother, and something passed between the women before Mother allowed herself to be led away. As they left the throne room, whispering to one another, they both looked back at me upon the throne, the High Lady Sorren now making her oaths. I saw a twin hunger in their eyes. An appetite that terrified me, for it matched my own secret desires that had always caused me great shame.

      I don't know what the High Lady Sorren saw in my eyes at that moment, but whatever it was unsettled her profoundly, and she stumbled through her oaths. She and all the ladies of the court seemed to be affected in some way by my presence. Perhaps it was something to do with the magic that even now slowly faded from the room, or perhaps it was just that people treat Kings differently than princes.

      It took over an hour for every noble to swear and the merchant princes to make their obeisance. Last of all to approach my throne was the Imperial Princess. She moved with unearthly grace, robes flowing around her slender form in a way that was not unpleasing to the eye.

      She did not climb the dais, as was only right for a foreigner, but she knelt, eliciting shocked gasps from the watching nobles. A member of the imperial family bowing to a foreign king? It was an unheard-of breach of imperial pride and protocol, and an honor undeserving for the fledgling king.

      "Your majesty," her voice was high and light, and it pulled at something inside me. That part of my mind so recently unlocked by my mother's touch pressed forward; all want, need, desire, and lust underwritten with currents of strange magics. 

      "I was instructed by my father to convey his regards and hopes that the ancient friendship between our nations will continue." There was an amusing twist to her words as she said 'friendship'. How I wished I could see her face as she spoke.

      Friendship? She knew as well as I that trust between our nations was destroyed when the Empire refused to send aid to combat the Orc invasion. Grandmother was in too tenuous a position to refuse Imperial Envoys that called to our court, but she did retaliate against the empire in trade contracts whenever she could.

      "Rise, your Highness," I said, but the woman remained in her prostrate position. I frowned, anger creeping into my words, causing them to ring with a steel that surprised even me, "I will not trust those who hide their gaze from me, nor will I forgive it, no matter their patrimony." The watching nobles fairly hummed with interest at the spectacle before them.

      Princess Yasmine's head snapped up at that, and I saw anger and strength of will flash through her eyes. The sight caused me to smile in appreciation rather than triumph. And I saw her gaze roaming over my face, finally alighting upon my eyes with the same hunger I had seen earlier in my mother and grandmother.

      "We see now," I said, using the royal ‘we’, my voice carrying easily across the room, "That the Empire sent us a treasure indeed. Please, rise lady." I motioned with my hand, and this time, Yasmine stood. Her every movement a perfect example of grace. "Give my regards to your father; and know that it eases our minds that the Empire lies just over the mountains on our southern border."

      Her eyes twinkled at my words; she knew those mountains were nigh impassable for a sizeable force. The only thing that kept the Empire from conquering us as they had to so many others over the centuries. Princess Yasmine bowed her head at my words, "I shall, my Lord."

      "Please accept our hospitality, rooms shall be set aside for you and your retinue. And I would be grateful if you would dine with me on the morrow." Grandmother would have been proud that I remembered all the protocols.

      "That would please me greatly, your majesty." I could almost hear the smile on her words as she spoke, "Until the morrow then." And with that, the most dangerous assassin in the world gracefully exited the throne room, a few ladies-in-waiting trailing behind.

      The rest of the morning and afternoon was a blur of pomp, ceremony, feasting, and dancing. Though I expected to see them at any moment, my mother and grandmother stayed absent for the rest of the day. Some few commented on it, but the fact that Mother had woken so suddenly from her coma caused more comment. It was a blessing upon my coronation. Yasmine, too, stayed to her rooms. Which was probably for the best. My people are lovely but they, like all peoples, can be given to prejudices and small-mindedness. The foreign princess wasn't missed, though she drew my thoughts.
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        “...wielding Ars Arcnu in right hand and the Emberfire Magics of legend in the left. Yet still, he was no match for the darkness trapped under the ice.”

      

      

      

      By the time the sun set, the castle and town were deep into their celebrations, and I found myself finally freed from the protocol officers. I was supposed to have a prayer meeting with the High Priestess, but she had disappeared just after that weirdness with the bells and strange warping magic of my coronation. No one seemed to miss her or her austere priestesses during the celebrations, though.

      Without that meeting, I was free for the rest of the evening, so I climbed the long flight of stairs up the East Tower to Mother’s rooms, Gretchen trailing unobtrusively behind me. I had made this trek more times than I could count in the years since Mother fell into her coma. I would place fresh flowers in the vase father had brought back from the burning sands. 

      My mind churned as I climbed, exhaustion making the thoughts sluggish. There would be so much to do in the months to come. So much I needed to learn to lead my people well. These thoughts died away, though, as I stood before Mother’s door.

      I froze there, unsure what to do. Candlelight flickered under the door frame, and I could hear the quiet mumble of whispered conversation coming from inside. I turned my head and looked at Gretchen. She had a soft expression on her beautiful oval face; she seemed to understand why it was hard for me to knock, even though I didn't. It was looking deep into her eyes, so full of love and devotion I had always known was there, but had tried desperately to ignore, that I found the strength to raise my hand and knock firmly on the door.

      The conversation inside cut off at my knock, and the door was pulled open by Mother’s nurse Amelia. She dropped a perfect curtsy with a whispered, "Your Majesty," before backing in and making way for me. The room was just as I'd remembered, except now it glowed with the light of a hundred candles. Mother and Grandmother sat in the small alcove before a fire—a pile of ancient tomes and scrolls strewn about their feet.

      Mother's eyes widened in pleasure as she saw me, and she rose to her feet and curtsied, Grandmother following right behind her, unable to meet my eyes and blushing. 'Strange', I thought.

      I went to bow to them both, then laughed at how silly it was and rushed over, grabbing my mother in a tight embrace. "I thought I'd lost you..." I whispered into her hair. She smelled of lilacs and cinnamon, the scent causing me to clutch her tighter.

      "No, my love," Mom whispered back, "I was simply wandering for a time, not lost."

      

      I went to kiss her cheek as I used to as a child, but she pulled back, moving quickly out of my reach. Seeing the confusion and hurt on my face, her face softened. "Some things I don't have the will to resist, and everything must happen in its time. I learned that above everything else, while away." My confusion only deepened, but Mother just motioned me to sit down.

      "Gretchen, are you lurking outside?" Mom called.

      Gretchen came inside, her face downcast but smiling. Mother walked over to her and took the woman's hands in her own.

      “Know that you have my never-ending appreciation and love for all you have done for my dear Dainen over the years. He would not be the man he is today, nor can he become the great man he needs to be without you by his side.”

      "Please, my lady!" Gretchen said, her face bright red, "It has been the singular joy of my life to serve your son."

      "I know." Mother's voice was so confident and mysterious that I was reminded that she was both a sorceress and witch. "And on this night, this night of profound destiny, you shall receive your reward for such faithful service. And my son," Her bright green eyes traveled the length of my form and that hunger I had seen earlier was in them but much stronger now, "My son shall become a man."

      I felt the beginnings of nervous energy starting in my belly, and I opened my mouth to speak, but Grandmother spoke first.

      "I'm still unsure about this, Belinda." She sat back in her large chair, crossing her arms beneath her massive breasts, "It is a sin you propose here. Dreadful sin." It sounded to me like she was trying to convince herself of this.

      "This is no sin in the eyes of our goddess. You know what I said earlier is true. It is only a matter of time before any of us give in to the temptation." Grandmother frowned at that but didn't deny it. "And I did not spend seven years hunting across innumerable worlds for the knowledge that would guide us past the threats we face. You have seen my evidence."

      "Yes... well..." Grandmother grumbled while examining the carpet.

      "And it must happen, or the magic will destroy him. Look at him Lydia," Grandmother slowly raised her head, eyes traveling slowly up my body until they lit upon my face. "Do you truly believe that you could resist the temptation?"

      "No..." Grandmother whispered, her hands clutched at her skirts, and her cheeks flushed red. "No, you are right." Then her mouth twisted with distaste, "Sharing, though?"

      Mother laughed a low throaty laugh, "You'll soon see the wisdom in that too." Turning to regard me, pride in her eyes, she continued in a sing-song tone like she was reciting a poem or prophecy, "And he shall bind the fairest unto himself, from all nations and all creeds. Giving to each a measure of his power and taking from each in love and lust..."

      The last words hung in the air, but I could contain my confusion no more.

      "What in the hells are you talking about?" I exclaimed, looking around at the four women in the room. But I did not see a match for my confusion. Instead, I saw a dawning realization on Gretchen’s face and hope-filled hunger on that of Mother’s healer. I stepped closer to my mom, moving to grab her arm and get some answers, but she pulled back again, her breath coming hard and fast.

      "Stay back, Dainen," she pleaded in a trembling voice, "I have not the strength to resist your touch."

      I raised my hands in frustration. "Then answer my questions! What are you talking about? What is this about your coma and traveling between worlds? What was the poem you just said?" The questions would have kept tumbling out of me, but Mother raised her hand, and Gretchen was at my side, calming me with her presence.

      "I cannot explain it. Instead, you must experience it." With that, Mom walked swiftly over to the large window stretching across one wall. "Macy, latch the door. We won’t be disturbed, but I wouldn't want it to swing open at an inopportune moment.”

      The small red-headed healer leaped to the door, latching it, before sitting back down. She pressed her thighs tightly together, hands clasped between them, eyes upon me strangely intent. Grandmother turned to look at me again, and now I could recognize the lust boiling behind her enchanting eyes.

      "And now," Mother intoned, a hint of fear and more than a little anticipation in her voice. "Our Lord will be revealed and the purpose we’ve been made for; to serve him in all ways, fulfilled." I was just about to ask what the hells that was all supposed to mean when Mother threw open the curtains.

      A strong warm wind blew through the window, extinguishing every candle and bathing us all in darkness for a moment before the moon’s silver beams reached through, parting the night and settling upon me. Dimly, I could feel a new strength, a comforting power reaching down to me from the heavens. I closed my eyes, drawing more and more of it in as it flowed along the carved paths in my mind, trained since birth unbeknownst to me by the priestesses of Hecate and the sorceress Shailendra.

      I felt shaking hands at my chest, undoing the buttons of my coat and shirt, and I found myself to be standing in front of the open window, Gretchen disrobing me. Each second, her hands grew more and more frantic until they were fairly tearing the clothing from my body. For one moment, I felt shame for my nakedness in front of Gretchen, Mother, and Grandmother, but that blew away in the massive rush of the moon's power as it touched my naked flesh.

      I opened my eyes to a new world. One limed in the beauty of the moon’s grace, cast through the focus I had become. Gretchen knelt before me, looking up with worship and awe in her eyes. My mother, too, had fallen to her knees and wept above hands clasped together in prayer. Grandmother stared at my naked body in awe, mouth agape, one hand pressed to her belly. The other still bunched in her skirts. Macy wriggled the hands clasped between her legs and repeated, "Oh my Lord! My Prince!", over and over again under her breath.

      I remained ignorant to so much, but I knew now, knew that the lust that had terrified me with its intensity was not the evil thing I had worried it was. 

      As I relaxed the firm control I'd been exercising for years, my eyes fell down to Gretchen kneeling at my feet, and as our eyes met, my cock swelled to iron hardness between us.

      My hard cock hovered there, and her gaze fell upon it, eyes widening and breath coming in short, deep bursts. Reaching up with a tentative hand, she laid it upon my thigh just above my knee, slowly sliding it up. 

      "I never dared to hope..." She paused, hand on my thigh, inches away from my cock. "My lord," she said, her tone softer than I had ever heard it before, "I have remained pure since the day you were born. I know now that I but awaited this moment."

      Then her hand grasped me, cool fingers sliding along my shaft as I moaned in pleasure. Her breath was warm as she leaned forward and planted a soft kiss right on the tip. A jolt flowed through me with that touch, and I heard my mother's whispered words as Gretchen's tongue reached out to run around the crown.

      "The Guardian, first among his followers. She shall protect against knives in the dark." The words released something in Gretchen, and before I knew it, she leaned forward, mouth opening wide, and I watched mesmerized as my dick disappeared into her heavenly mouth. 

      I sucked in a sharp breath and couldn’t help the moan that escaped my lips. The warmth and wet embrace of her mouth, coupled with the feel of her hands, sent waves of pleasure running through me. I could feel her soft lips sliding up and down my shaft, tongue swirling around inside, touching my most sensitive parts. She looked so beautiful, this woman who had been such a big part of my life. Always so sure and confident, the nanny whose full and womanly figure had inspired so many of my first fantasies. The sight of her lavishing such unrestrained devotion upon my cock was forever burned into my memory. My first sexual experience set the tone for those early years. And I can see now that my mother was wise, indeed.

      Gretchen's mouth moved up and down my cock as her hand pumped my shaft. She looked up at me, and I saw pleasure wash through her as she saw the ecstasy on my face. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked with renewed vigor, caressing her breasts over the frilly green vest. Pleasure blotted out all thought for me, and I felt my orgasm about to crash over me.

      “My love...” The words just slipped out, just as I started orgasming. Gretchen had felt me swell within her mouth, and desperate hunger had filled her eyes. At my words though, I felt and saw her heart fill, and her body respond. An orgasm began deep within her pussy, spreading out in waves as my cum shot into her mouth. Her hands holding onto me.

      My own orgasm, after so much frustration and celibacy, shot out of me in wave after wave of pleasure. Gretchen struggled mightily, despite her own orgasm, to swallow all of my cum, but still, some escaped her lips, dribbling down her chin. One of her hands darted up and pushed the dribble back into her mouth, sucking and licking me clean like it was the most delicious thing in the world. And from the hungry look still on her face, perhaps, to her, it was.

      I took an unsteady step backward, feeling far more drained than any normal orgasm should make a man and sat back on my mother’s bed. 

      That thought reminded me of where I was. With a jolt of panic, I looked around the room. Mothman,er still knelt beneath the window; hands clasped tightly before her. Her knees, though, were spread apart, and her large nipples poked through the white robe she wore. Grandmother sat leaned over, breathing heavily as she pressed her skirts between her legs with both hands, rubbing herself between the legs.

      Macy, on the other hand, sat with legs spread and skirts bunched up. One hand was rubbing her clit in slow circles. Macy had the red hair and freckles of a farm girl, but her frame was slender, stomach paper flat. She was the youngest in the room, being just under 30. I took in the sight of her pussy, wet and begging for me to fill it, and I got hard instantly.

      I knew Gretchen and I weren’t done. She stood then as my eyes fell on her. Her face full of love and lust and began to disrobe. I can’t describe how beautiful those moments were, as the body I had lusted after for so long was slowly revealed to me. As she untied her undergarments, they fell onto the floor on a pile at her feet, and I could finally take it all in. Her breasts were large and heavy sagging way down her body but still holding their round shape, standing proudly from her chest with soft pink nipples, her waist narrowed before flaring out to wide hips. And between her legs was a small patch of golden hair. She never had to doubt what I thought of her naked body, it was written plain as day upon my face.

      She walked over to me slowly, her body swaying deliciously, and stopped just before me. My hands reached out and slid up her thighs lightly, over her hips and up her sides to cup her soft and massive breasts. Then they slid around her back and pulled her close where our lips met. I can’t say how long the kiss lasted, but when it was over, I laid her back on the bed and climbed between her legs.

      I felt the head of my dick brush against her wetness and watched as she reached down, taking hold of my cock and guiding it to her entrance, showing me where I could thrust. Just as I slipped inside her, a small bell chimed off in the distance, and my mother sang in a soft, chanting voice in a language I could not recognize. Magic swirled around us all, but I couldn't pay attention to them, for just then I was inside her. The hot, tight wetness gripped my dick in heaven as the pleasure spread through me. I slid into that heavenly warmth and Gretchen moaned out in pleasure, holding me tight and whispering in my ear.

      “Now, my Lord,” she said a touch breathlessly, “you are made a man.” Then I was sliding in and out of her pussy in slow, testing strokes, marveling at the sensations. Energy coursed through my body.

      I barely had time to register the pleasure of sex when I felt her insides clench down on my dick in shuddering convulsions. Looking up, Gretchen's eyes were squeezed closed, and a look of pure ecstasy was on her face. It took a while for her orgasm to subside, but suddenly, her eyes sprung open, and she leaned forward, kissing me deeply. 

      I rolled us over and put her on top of me, surprise on her face and then delight. “I would like to see my lady's body as I fuck her!” I couldn’t hold back and began thrusting up and into her in long, hard strokes, finding a rhythm between our bodies.

      My hands explored her flesh. Sliding over her ass and hips, up to massage and grip her breasts and neck. I kissed and sucked upon her nipples and felt Gretchen's pussy clenching down on me again, but much harder this time, and she screamed out.

      “MY LORD!!!!! YES!!!”

      Her whole body tensed up again, but my own orgasm was close, and I couldn’t slow down. The feeling of fucking her was too intense. I thrust into her and felt the orgasm build. Gretchen sensed it too in my jerky motions. She looked down at me through her own waves of pleasure, her breasts swinging sexily, and I felt words pouring out of my mouth again.

      “My love for you...”

      Then I was lost in pleasure. Gretchen was frozen for one second by my words, her world spinning on its axis and upside down. Then she was back, and another, more powerful orgasm hit her body. This orgasm was unlike any other though. She could feel it sweeping her up into her, rewriting her very being. After minutes of this, she collapsed beside me, panting and glowing slightly in the unearthly light of the moon.

      “Seven days and seven-night,” my mother chanted. “The Dawn Star shall grow in power and love, and the first wives of the Hectogon, the Hecatontagon-Harem shall be claimed!”

      I felt myself floating on ethereal clouds of bliss and magic as I lay back on the bed. Gretchen climbed down off the mattress and returned with Macy, my mother’s nurse, and they bathed me with warm holy cloth. The liquid felt cool and calming on my skin, and I drifted off into sleep.

      I felt my mind being pulled from my body as sleep stole over me, and I fought to keep myself whole, but the power that took hold of me was relentless. 

      My eyes opened to see the Goddess Hecate herself or what appeared to be the goddess with a face filled with fear as she whispered, “The Wall Falls...”
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      “…one god of death, the other god of order and life… neither could claim the THRONE while the other lived…”

      

      I awoke from a deep and dreamless sleep to be welcomed by a bright, warm sun. The first sounds to greet me were the sweet songs of the nightingales who roosted in the eves of Mother’s tower. I climbed out of bed to find Gretchen waiting for me with my clothes for the day all laid out. A sight I hadn’t seen since I had first started to notice her as a woman. In those early years of adolescence, I had struggled to ignore her buxom beauty as she dressed me in the morning, and I had ordered her to wait outside my rooms while I dressed myself.

      I stepped into the dressing nook, and Gretchen came over, her movements practiced and measured, just as I remembered them. This time, however, she added to the ritual several things that she’d not done when I was younger, but were very welcome.

      She began by wiping my body clean with damp, warm rags. Taking her time to caress all of my sleek and powerful muscles as she bathed me with soft hands. She wore her standard household livery, but I noticed that today the neckline was plunging even farther than usual, revealing a massive expanse of her large pale breasts. My cock began to thicken the moment I noticed, and Gretchen smiled a small smile.

      She still said nothing, though, as she finished bathing my upper torso. Our relationship was an old one, and even with the wild events of the evening before, we still had a rhythm between us that was comfortable and relaxed.

      Gretchen dropped to her knees. Beginning at my feet she bathed me with the damp white rags. As she made her way up my thighs, her eyes met mine, and a warm smile lit her face.

      “Your Majesty, I have waited so long for us to be able to begin our day this way.” And cupping my thick cock in two hands, she pressed it to the side of her face, giving the tip a light kiss.

      “I, too, have dreamed of this day, my lady,” I said while reaching down and cupping her other cheek in my hand. “But I never dared hope that it may come to pass.”

      Gretchen looked up at me with adoration in her beautiful eyes, and then her tongue darted out and licked along the side of my cock, kissing her way slowly back up to the tip, cradling it with her hands like it was some prized object of art. Then she was sucking me deep into her mouth, her tongue licking and flicking along the head and shaft as she sucked me deep.

      One of her hands had reached down and was pulling gently on my ball sack and scratching the flesh lightly, the other stroked my shaft in time with her mouth’s ministrations. I was an experienced boy-king at the mercy of this gorgeous woman. Looking down at her pleased and happy face and the heaving, swaying cleavage beneath it, I felt the orgasm building in my cock, but I fought to stave it off, wanting to experience this great pleasure as much as possible.

      I fucked in and out of Gretchen’s mouth, almost like it was a pussy, and she moaned out loud in pleasure at this. Reaching to cradle the back of her head in one hand, I lowered the other to graze along the outside of her uniform, brushing my fingers against the tits I had fantasized about so many times when I was younger. Then I dragged a finger to the deep valley of her cleavage, sliding it in and out. My hand on the back of her head guided her mouth back and forth as I fucked her face.

      Gretchen was limp and pliant in my arms, the room filled with the smell of her wet pussy and the wet sounds we were making. I could hold back no longer. The pleasure of fucking her beautiful face was too much, and without saying a word, I pulled my cock back until just the tip was in her mouth.

      She must have seen the look on my face or felt the swelling of my cock, because her tight lips turned up at the corners in a smile as I shot rope after rope of cum into her mouth. It filled quickly as she struggled to swallow it down, and several lines of cum dribbled out the sides of her mouth and down her chin.

      “Oh gods, Gretchen,” I said. “Thank you for that.”

      “It was my pleasure, your Majesty.” She replied with a coquettish look. “I shall perform this service for you each morning that your bed is not already occupied.” Then, with a deeper blush to her cheeks, she said, “And even then, if your Majesty wishes it.”

      I was stunned into silence aThen,t the possibilities and felt as though I might tip over. The pleasure had been so great, and my legs now so weak. But Gretchen would never let that happen. She sucked my cock clean, careful to stop before the pleasure had me getting hard again. Then she dressed me in an elegant suit of dark blue cloth and covered that in my robes of office.

      “Now, you look a King, your Majesty.” She said, with no small amount of pride in her voice at her work.

      “I hope the rest of the kingdom and our enemies see the same as you Gretchen.” I said, “There will be difficult times ahead as we continue to rebuild our kingdom.”

      “None better to lead us, if you don’t mind me saying, your Majesty.”

      “No, I don’t mind at all.” I chuckled. “But in the privacy of my own rooms at the very least, please call me Dainen.” The look of horror on her face when I said it was almost too much to take. There was no greater stickler for propriety and courtly manners in the kingdom than Gretchen, except perhaps for Grandmother.

      It was with a chuckle that I stepped into the hall, expecting to see Grandmother or some other attendants, but there was no one to be seen. Off in one direction of the room, I heard a great commotion, and I turned to see what had drawn everyone off. It was then I felt a hard shove from behind and simultaneously a loud thunk of something hitting the wood of the doorframe. 

      Gretchen had pushed me out of the way of the assassin's dagger that now stood in the doorframe. I recognized the blade at once, the golden snake hilt, and cross-guard patterns being unmistakable. There in the shadows, I could just make out the shape as it reached down for its side blades. The assassin's movements seemed slow, as though it were moving through water or trapped in some enchantment. But then out of the corner of my eye, I saw Gretchen moving with similar slowness.

      I turned, and drawing my side knife, I hurled it at the assassin, thinking only to distract it. For that dagger buried in the doorway was a Fang of the Emperor. The prized blades of the famed assassins of the desert. To my surprise and relief, I saw my blade bury itself in the assassin's chest just as its swords were clearing their sheaths.

      I had just begun to relax when I noticed Gretchen, now behind me, burying her dagger into another assassin's neck, which was inches from getting its own blade into mine. With a quick movement, I rolled out of the way as Gretchen crashed into the second assassin, who’d been hidden behind the door, tucked into a tiny shadow. The two of them struggled together, too close for me to intervene. Still to my eyes, and my own reflexes, their movements seemed slow. 

      The assassin was a burly man, short but rippling with muscles. I expected him to overpower Gretchen in moments and prepared myself to attack him at that moment, but the woman held him off. The surprise was evident on Gretchen's face as she held back the man, obviously more substantial than she was. 

      It was then I noticed the swirls of energy flowing through me, almost like fight or flight, but different. Far more powerful and focused, and my mind was clearer. I could sense the power swirling in Gretchen as well. She was noticing it too, and with an almost negligent flex, she popped the assassin's arm out of his socket. 

      The man screamed out in pain, and the reality of our situation hit home. There would be time later to marvel at whatever magics were now affecting Gretchen and me, so I reached over to the doorframe and pulled free the assassin's dagger.

      Turning back, I saw Gretchen reaching up with one delicate hand and clasping it around the man's throat. Then her fingers came together, crushing the man's throat. He fell back, eyes filled with terror, and Gretchen watched in horror as blood poured forth from the man's mouth as he gurgled his final breaths. The man had failed in his task. They both had, and I saw no need to prolong his torment. So, stepping forward, I drove the assassin blade up under the man's chin and into his brain.

      Soon, the hall was filled with guardsmen and servants. I had a healer look after Gretchen, and I had ordered that the bodies be placed in a cell for later inspection. Something didn’t add up about this assassination attempt.

      “Imperial assassins!” cried Lady Hornsby, wife of the late Baron of Beltway and fixture around court. “We must arrest that princess at once! Guards, she must be behind this!”

      Several guards looked at each other and began to move off. Before I halted them with a word.

      “None shall be placed under arrest until I have had a chance to question the captives,'' I told the guards woman in charge.

      “Question?” Lady Hornsby said, “Your Majesty, whatever do you mean?” Her voice was unnaturally high as she said it.

      “My mother has returned,” I replied, thinking furiously. “Between her potions and the priestesses prayers, there are ways to speak with the dead. So long as not too much time has passed.”

      Lady Hornsby swallowed audibly, and a queasy green look stole over her face. “Of course, your Majesty.”  

      Everyone knew that magic and the darker arts existed, however, there were few practitioners, and still, so much superstition and false claims existed about the subjects. Lady Hornsby was one of the oldest and most conservative members of the court. She may be a bit backward in her ideas on magic, but she had one of the sharpest minds for finances in the kingdom.

      “Please keep this to yourself, Lady Hornsby,” I said. “I would hate for there to be a panic, or for someone to do something drastic with the Imperial Princess here. I remain unconvinced of these assassins’ origins.”

      “Of course, I will keep quiet your Majesty.” She said in a humble voice. I knew it was a lie, there were few gossips greater than Lady Hornsby, that served my purpose.

      “What makes you think they aren’t Imperial assassins?” asked Gretchen. “I’ve never heard of another carrying one of those blades.” She said, pointing to the dagger I still held.

      “The dagger is one clue. There’s only one and two assassins. Besides the assassin over there,” I pointed to the one I had ended with a knife through the heart, “threw the dagger at me, a blade not weighted for throwing. Such an unwise and foolish attack is unlike the Imperials. I sensed no magic in them, either. It is all very curious.”

      “Made to look like the Princess was responsible,” Lady Hornsby whispered.

      “Exactly,” I said. “Let’s keep this to ourselves for the time being. Word of the attack will have already spread, but I would like an hour or two to come up with a plan to flush out the true threat.”

      “Of course, your Majesty.” Both women replied in unison.

      With that, Gretchen and I headed to the throne room. The nobles of the court had already gathered, abuzz with news of the assassination attempt. I heard their chattering voices as I approached, and when I was announced and made my entrance, the room became deathly silent as all eyes turned to me. Many cast surreptitious glances at the Imperial Princess, who was in attendance along with her retinue.

      Grandmother's eyes found me the second I entered the hall and traveled the length of me, looking for injuries. Her face softened in relief when she saw none. I noted that Mother was absent, but that was not unusual. Even before her coma, she had rarely attended court.

      The Dowager Queen stood beside the throne, dressed in the most exquisite gown of blue and silver. Her dark and silver hair was pulled up into a cascade of curls that fell over one shoulder, and her dress was low cut, something I had never seen on her before. The sight of her massive pale bosom started my heart to pounding, and visions of the night before swept through my mind.

      I set those thoughts aside. There would be time for all of that later, and marched up to the dragon throne. In my hand, for all to see was a Fang of the Emperor, covered in the blood of my enemies.. I stopped before the throne and turned around, sliding the dagger into my belt in a place I could easily reach, should I be attacked again—the warning plain for those with half a wit. 

      As I took my place upon the throne settling in, I swept my gaze over the court. There were about a hundred nobles in attendance, including some wealthy merchants and tradesfolk. Women nearly one and all with the rare exception of an ancient man or young boy. The tragedy of our terrible invasion from the Orc hordes. The loss of nearly three generations of our men and many of the women in the war.

      I turned and gave Grandmother a small nod so that she could begin.

      “His Majesty calls forward, Lady Rosaline of Duskwood.” Grandmother had a beautiful and clear voice that cut through the court and made everyone, who wasn’t presently, pay close attention. We had worked these plans out between ourselves weeks ago, but I planned to add a slight twist.

      Lady Rosaline was a slight and beautiful woman with dark brown hair, a rosebud mouth, and a heart-shaped face. A widow as most of the court now was, she had proven herself to be adept as court intrigue over the years and had a sharp mind for politics. I could think of no better ambassador for our kingdom.

      “Your highness,” she said with a deep curtsy.

      “My lady, the crown requires your services.” I began, “Our neighbors to the east have been out of our contact for far too long. We wish you to be our ambassador in the elven court.”

      Lady Rosaline had known this request was coming, for Grandmother had sounded her out about her willingness long before. The woman did a masterful job of acting surprised and delighted, however.

      “Your Majesty does me great honor.” She said in a measured but obviously pleased manner. 

      “Please align with the Dowager Queen Lydia for the particulars.”

      “Of course, your Majesty.” Then she withdrew from the hall to begin her preparations. Her mission would be critical, little was known about the elven court in the wake of the war. Little news had emerged, and that had been scattered and troubling. Stories of internal conflicts between the elven houses, a royal house with only one member left, and that a child.

      The trip would also prove whether Rosaline had the capabilities of a good spy mistress. She was promising, and we needed all the eyes and ears we could get.

      “The crown calls for Her Imperial Highness, Princess Yasmine of the Red Empire.” There was a buzz of whispers at that.

      The imperial guardsmen parted as their princess glided forward before the throne and gave a deep curtsy.

      “Your Majesty, how may the Empire be of service?” All I could see of the woman was her dark and enchanting eyes, but the hint I could make out of her body from the heavy black robes she wore was intriguing. Her voice was silken and deep with a huskiness to it that set my blood on fire. Had she woven some subtle magic into her words?

      “The crown would like to thank the Empire once again for honoring us with the presence of their favorite daughter,” I said, my voice and manner entirely formal, but our eyes were locked to one another's, and they spoke different words.

      “My father had high hopes for your Majesty's reign,” Yasmine said. “And all have heard of the great working, performed by your lady mother in service of all peoples.”

      “Have you had a chance to see the Wall up close, your highness?” I asked.

      “No, your Majesty, but I would welcome such an opportunity.” I was confident she would. The secret of that great working was on the Empire was hungry to know.

      “I’m sure we can arrange something in the near future, once the festivities have ended and the pressing matters dealt with.” I had no plans to ever let that happen, but this was a game that had to be played out.

      “That would be a great honor, your Majesty, we look forward to it.” There was a twinkle in the woman's eye when she said the word ‘we’ and I realized instantly that she had just given me a great gift by telling me that she was not the only sorcerer in her party.

      “It would do us a great honor if you would accept a place at the high table this evening.” The offer was standard for friends of the court, but perhaps premature with the imperial envoy. I sensed a kindred spirit in this woman, though. Her smile was evident in her eyes as she replied.

      “Once again, I thank you for the honor, your Majesty.” Then with a small curtsy, “By your leave,” she drew back to her alcove, conferring with her attendants.
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      The rest of the morning business was relatively minor, and we were able to get through it in an hour or so. Then I was whisked off by household staff to a meal in my chambers, where I found Mother waiting.

      The sight of her sitting there at the tea table, draped in a blue gown, and inspecting one long wickedly sharp nail, was still shocking to me. She had spent many years in a coma, only waking the day before at the moment of my coronation. Nothing about our interactions since she had awakened had been normal. Mother hadn’t changed physically; she was still the slight and haunting pale beauty that my father fell in love with. Her eyes shone with a wicked intelligence, and her body was slender and elegant, her every movement was grace incarnate. 

      In her presence, I felt the magic swirl to life in me once again, as it had when I was in danger. Mother's smile broadened, and she beckoned me over with one elegant hand.

      “You do not believe that they were Imperial Assassins.” She said this without preamble and as a statement of fact rather than a question. “It originated from within the court…. Come, my son, we have much to discuss.” Her deep and throaty voice sent a tremor through my body, and I could feel my cock firming up as the magic swirled even harder. They seemed to pull me to Mother, her unearthly powers, a twin to what was growing within me. I felt that pull, but I resisted it. My own stubborn pride refusing to let me be pushed or pulled even by my own desires.

      Turning, I looked at the two servant girls my mother had appointed for herself. Their faces were downcast, so I couldn’t read their eyes or expressions, but they were both young women with lovely, slim bodies. Mother always had a knack for finding loyal and beautiful servants.

      “Explain what happened last night, Mother.” I didn’t bother to hide the tinge of anger in my voice.

      “Last night you fucked sweet Gretchen,” one servant made a small gasp at that, but Mother ignored it, “in the presence of Hecate herself, binding Gretchen to you as Guardian and Shield.”

      “What is this guardian and shield business? It has the stink of prophecy.” Crossing my arms over my chest to keep myself from walking forward. The magics were driving at me now, and my lust was driving me crazy. Mother could sense it too, and she smiled a wicked smile, leaning forward to give me an ample view down the top of her blue dress.

      “Not prophecy, at least not the kind you are thinking of. When I was away, appearing to be in a coma, my astral form was driven from my body by the forces it had channeled through it in creating the Wall. I was lost and wandering for a long time, years perhaps. Then I found myself in a cold place of absolute darkness. At the heart of it resided a being of hate and destruction, something ripped from hell long ago and hiding deep beneath the ice to the north. It dreams of the destruction of all mortal life, and its power is so great that it terrified me. Demon Prince, or unholy creation, I am not sure. I dared not draw close enough to find out. 

      “For a very long time, I was trapped in that place, unable to escape for fear of being noticed by the creature from hell. I learned what I could while I was trapped, and one of those was that this creature only had one fear, a dream that plagued it daily, though it did not sleep.”

      I was spellbound by my mother's tale now, her deep, sonorous voice weaving a spell of its own making. Both of her maids had glanced up to listen, and I could make their faces for the first time. Both must be about the same age as me with familiar-looking faces. Probably daughters of serving women I had known my whole life. 

      One was of elven heritage, evident by the pointed ears and almond-shaped eyes. If not for the ears and eyes, I might have guessed by her golden hair, slender frame, and high firm breasts. They looked nearly inhuman in their perfection. Her companion was of darker complexion with long straight black hair, a button nose, and dark, mischievous eyes. The girl was slender, but I could see the swell of her backside from her kneeling position was impressive. Mother has impeccable taste in maids.

      “That dream was the image of a world burning, cracked and on the brink of destruction. The demon each time so full of elation and joy at its imminent victory and then before him a hard-white light. Pain filling him and he is driven from the dream, but not before glimpsing a figure standing tall and flanked by seven and behind them a legion. I recognized a few of those faces… yours, Dainen, chief amongst them. You are the being that demon fears most.”

      “So, some monster fears me. I still fail to see how this explains last night and the goddess.”

      “Don’t you see Dainen? The seven flanking you could only be a Holy Heptagon. When I finally broke free of that place and strove to find my body, Hecate herself was the one who brought me home. She confirmed some things for me.”

      “What things?” I asked, suspicious of her coyness.

      “Trust me when I say I would tell you if I could, Dainen. Some things must play out as intended.” Leaning back, she sipped her tea. “Tell me, son, are you even able to approach me now? Or do your powerful needs threaten to overwhelm you?” Her eyes gleamed with teasing mirth as she asked. 

      It was true. Ever since I had entered her presence, lust filled me. It was those desires, as well as the pull of the magic that I rebelled against. I had some of the answers I sought or as much of them as she would to tell me. I could have left then and saved the rest for another time; the thought passed my mind, but instead, I asked my final question.

      “What have you and the goddess put within me?” I held up my hands. There was no outward sign, but I could feel the magic and energy swirling within. 

      “Not put, but awoken!” Mother hissed; her eyes alive with zeal. “It was there all along, Dainen!” She got up from her table, moving back into her room, throwing wide the double doors to the bed-chamber—my heart hammering in my chest.

      “Sorcery is elemental power, remember your lessons from Shailendra. What is the root of a sorceress' power?”

      I repeated the old catec. Rememberhism by rote: “If her soul finds resonance with a True Element, from that source, she can draw strength in equal measures.”

      “In your veins resides the blood of kings’. It is the aspect of your soul that touches a True Element. It is one source of your new power, but unformed as yet and bound.”

      “Bound by what?” I asked, but my mind raced farther and farther ahead with her every word imagining the implications, and I asked again, “So if I lose my crown, it would be the same as a sorcerer who lost their touch to a True Element?”

      “Yes, you will most likely lose most of your sorcerous talents, but what binds you now, could become the source of your greatest strength.” Again, my mother's voice took on that zealous edge that I found somewhat troubling. “Serita! Vanla! Lock that outer door and attend me here.” The maids leaped to their feet and scurried to obey her.

      I still stood in the sitting room, fascinated by the conversation, but again not trusting myself to approach the sexy and enchanting woman now standing in the bedroom doorway flanked on either side by the two maids. She raised both arms and draped them on the maid's shoulders, cocking her hip suggestively.

      “Your powers are bound by lust Dainen.” She said. “Last night was evidence of that.”

      “Last night was evidence that Hecate wishes to interfere,” I replied. Mother laughed her throaty laugh at that.

      “You have Hecate's blessing. It is true. But think Dainen; hers is the power of the moon and tides. What are you feeling right now? What did you feel last night?” She still stood between the two maids, her fingers tracing the soft skin of their neck down to the collarbone. Both girls had parted wet lips and breathed in heavy, slow breaths.

      I paused then, genuinely taking a moment to look inward. With the crowning the day before and all that had happened after and this morning, it was true; I hadn’t taken stock internally. I thought back to the night before and everything that I had felt with Gretchen. Remembering the attack this morning, reviewing everything that had happened in my mind; using old mental techniques, the priestesses had schooled me in as a boy. The greatest evidence was what was happening to me now—the lust and desire warring within my body and mind against better judgment and sense.

      “There is only one magic that is tied to lust and love…” I breathed finally, “but that is impossible!”

      I sat there, digesting the import of her words. Pieces falling into place. Mother bent her head and whispered in the ear of first one maid and then the other. The girl's faces blushed at whatever she had told them, but both had eager grins on their faces as they began to disrobe and walk towards me.

      I watched the two young maids, dropping lacy pieces of their uniforms as they approached me, feet sliding forward on the thick carpets. They had expected this, I realized, had been waiting for it.

      “You are a Witch Lord, Dainen! A warlock!” Mother moved back into the sitting room, careful to keep herself as far back from me as possible. “The first in seven hundred years, first since Yozin’Rul the God-King! The witch magics are tied in with your sorcery in a way never seen before.”

      The maids had dragged my robes and jacket off, and one was unlacing my shirt while the other was slipping off my shoes. They began leading me forward into the bedroom as I walked with them, my mind racing with the implications.

      “Both magics are tied together. Both magics will grow together and enhance one another in ways even the gods never dreamed possible!” I stood before the bed, now watching both maids as they crawled onto the high mattress—their lithe young bodies drawing my eyes. I never dreamed that I would see such lovely naked flesh, let alone two girls. 

      The elven girl, Vanla, rolled onto her back and arched herself suggestively for my eyes. High firm breasts standing proud and her narrow, slim waist drawing my eyes down to her nearly hairless little slit. Her companion Serita turned and looked at me over one shoulder as she cuddled up close to Vanla, her round and large ass shaking back and forth with her every motion. My cock was rock hard and standing out straight and thick, an arrow pointed at its prey.

      “Both magics must be unlocked together, Dainen. A witch's magic is tied to her coven, and a warlocks is tied to his harem.” My mother's words floated to me from behind, disembodied and separated from the lusty vision on the bed before me. “The seven from our enemies’ nightmares. You claimed your first, last night: the Bodyguard. You will claim your second this evening: the Counselor.” Then I heard the doors closing behind me. “Bleed off your overflowing lust, my son, on these willing subjects so that your coven bonds will be pure and potent.”

      Then I was on the bed, crawling forward into the waiting embrace of her two young maids. My mind absorbed in the pleasures of their nubile bodies. I was still new to the delights of the flesh, and both women were as well. 

      They babbled to one another and me about their great love for their Prince and King, how they had stolen glimpses of me throughout the years, bonded over their mutual obsession. Dreams they had always been, never to be realized. That was until their lady had come one day, both daughters of servants, but with no substantial connections, they had despaired over ever working in the castle. They had been promised that their dreams would be fulfilled, but neither dared to hope for this.

      I took this all in. I’d known of my effect on the girls and women in town, but had never thought to capitalize on it. Apparently, Mother had.

      They were new toys, happy to please and assume any position I desired of them. They took their time licking and sucking on my cock in between their prattling. Trading it back and forth between themselves. I found it especially sexy when they kissed one another, my cock cradled against their cheeks, wet with their saliva. 

      My needs were pressing though, and in short order, I was pushing Vanla down onto her back and pressing the great head of my cock against her tiny wet slit.

      “This is my first time, my Lord.” She said, in a breathless and shy voice, “please be gentle with me.”

      “Me too, your Majesty,” Serita said, cuddling up close to Vanla’s side, where she spread her legs, touching her wet pussy as she watched my cock rub Vanla’s juices all over her pussy. “Please take my virginity as well!”

      I kissed Vanla deep, sliding my cock into her, in one slow motion, piercing her veil. It was then that I noticed the magics within me strumming with a slightly different tune, and now that I knew what to look for, I could feel the witch magic flowing out of my cock and into Vanla. Her orgasm ripped through her so powerfully that she screamed out in pleasure, my cock sheathing home in her tiny tight pussy.

      The witch magics were love and lust, and they drew these things from Vanla in waves as I fucked her young pussy. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her face twisted almost in pain as waves of pleasure ran through her, altering her mind. My orgasm was already approaching, so I drew out of her and then pulled Serita beneath me.

      She too screamed out in pleasure as my cock drove home into her virgin pussy, but instead of lying there frozen with mind-numbing pleasure, Sarita turned into a wildcat. She grabbed and clawed at me with hungry arms and legs, pulling me deeper and deeper into her with every thrust. One hand had the back of her neck, holding her close as the other pulled that amazing juicy ass into my cock again and again. Then Valna was there, kissing me and stroking my face, and I felt a powerful orgasm roll through me that I couldn’t hold back.

      We lay there and cuddled, kissing and touching for a few minutes. Then their hands wandered down and began to stroke my cock again.

      “Your Majesty,” Serita said with a worshipful look on her face as she crawled down my body, straddling one leg, her pussy rubbing on my shin as she lay down and began to kiss and lick my cock.

      “Your Majesty,” Vanla said as she crawled down to occupy my other leg beside Serita.

      Reaching down, I guided both of their heads to my cock. Loving the sight of their two beautiful young faces licking, kissing, and sucking my hardness in worshipful love. I lay there and let them draw their reward from my cock. When I eventually exploded into their mouths and on their faces, both women kissed and licked my cum off each other, before turning and cleaning my cock with their mouths.

      We bathed together in a tub drawn up in the bathing chamber. They dressed me back in the suit and robes of office, and with one final kiss for each of them and promises that I would let them visit me again, I left and headed to the training grounds.

      I spent two hours with old Eckton training with blade, spear, and shield. My sorcerous talents did not manifest, but I was not worried. Sorcery is one of the most potent paths to magic, but often the most fickle and difficult to learn. I had manifested some latent ability during the assassination attempt, speeding up time for myself. What a wizard might call a haste spell. The magics were still too unformed and weak for me to use them consciously, though I suspected. As my harem and witch magic grew, so too would the sorcery.

      The fact that I was a Warlock was something I had trouble dealing with. The last Warlock had lived seven hundred years before, and he was remembered as a tyrant and one of the vilest creatures of his era. With powers that rivaled a god, and a harem of equally powerful women, they had ruled in the south for decades. The Empire was formed in the chaos that existed after the Warlock’s kingdom collapsed in mystery.
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      We in the North rarely hold to ceremony, but the sharing of salt, bread, and hearth is an ancient tradition. One that I hold dear. For to accept an outsider into your home, behind your walls and defenses, to make yourself vulnerable to them must be marked by some ceremony. A reminder to them and to yourself that the decision comes with responsibilities from both parties.

      So it was that I found myself passing bread and salt back and forth with the Imperial Princess and her retinue. I, Grandmother, and a half dozen of our higher nobility all performing the ritual same as had been done for centuries.

      That evening was the first full dinner meal with King in attendance, and the chefs, bakers, and kitchen help did not disappoint. It was considered the gravest of sin to their god, if one was to touch a female, not one's wife in the Empire, especially an Imperial personage. Wishing to give no offense or test the boundaries of our nation's friendship, I took care when leading the princess over to the High table and pulling out her chair, directly to the left of my own.

      “Your Majesty does me a great honor.” The princess said as she took her seat.

      Seated beside one another, we made for an odd sight; I am sure—the newly crowned king, tall and young, probably glowing with my own arrogance and pride at that point, as any young king would. The Imperial Princess was swathed from head to toe in black cloth. Her servants sitting just below us with my upper nobility. They were enchanted by grandmother and her winsome smile and adroit conversation.

      “They cannot hear us from here, your Highness,” I said, motioning around to the surrounding walls and buttresses. “A trick of a clever engineer. All sound here at our end of the high table is reflected back into the walls behind us.”

      “That works until they have a lip reader.” The princess replied in a quick riposte.

      I held my glass up before me, about to take a sip, “I trust you to know your surroundings well enough for that not to be a problem, Yasmine.” I glanced from her eyes, where I had held my gaze down to the mask that covered her face. To my surprise, Yasmine barked a sharp laugh either at my joke or my familiarity. Either way, I welcomed the show of humanity from her.

      “You are a bold young king.” It was a hard statement of fact devoid of mirth from a moment before, and I once more had to revise my opinion of this woman. There was something to her mannerisms that nagged at the back of my mind.

      “Those are three words that when placed together, history would tell, spell doom for that kingdom.” I leaned back regarding the princess with a keen eye as the fish course was served. A delicate white fish poached in a lightly flavored broth with small, salted meat dumplings. 

      The princess took her time eating, with small delicate bites that she drew back under her veil. When she had her taste of the dish, and it was passed on, the servants once again cleared it away.

      “Yes, that is the lesson of history in all but one instance, Yoshino Red. You are a student?” The princess's eyes took on a gleam of something I couldn’t quite place. Not being able to see the woman's facial expressions was beginning to become tiresome. Well played Emperor. I thought.

      “Of him or her, I have heard nothing, alas.” I took a sip of wine, wondering at our conversation the oddness of the topic and intensity of her gaze.

      “You in the north call him by a different name, Yozin’Rul…” Her eyes caught my start, as for the second time that day, the ancient God-King was mentioned. She pretended to ignore it, however continuing, “A poor translation of a poor translation, or so our scholars have determined.”

      “Of that name, I have heard much,” I said, surprising myself at the calmness of my voice, “as have every lad and lass in the Northern Kingdoms. Your ancestor terrorized the entire continent for more than a century.”

      The servants approached once again in stately form, this time with a dish of the south. Spiced peppers, onions, and grilled lamb were elegantly assembled on small hand-sized flatbreads, all covered with a healthy dollop of a creamy and refreshing white sauce.

      Once more, we took our time with the course, savoring the food and each other’s company but talking not at all. We were making no attempt to hide our conversations, nor our desire for privacy in them. Grandmother was working overtime to distract the imperial delegation and mostly unsuccessful. The princess made no moves to end our conversation, however, and so they remained in their places. Just then, I noticed Vanla approach Grandmother and whisper in her ear. 

      The Dowager Queen made hasty goodbyes, claiming her age, deep red wine, and the late hour had finally done her in. Then she and Vanla exited the hall. I felt the stirrings of my magic within me, calling me to Mother’s tower. I could almost feel the moon’s light about to bathe the bedchamber.

      “You say the great Warlock King terrorized, but, in our view, he liberated,” Yasmine continued when the servants had withdrawn, “He brought culture. Perhaps there is more to learn of Warlocks.” Her hints were obvious as she tried to draw me in.

      “My mind is the empty pages of my own book, waiting to be filled.” It was an old quote Shailendra had drilled into my head.

      The princess turned straight to face me at that, her eyes full of shock. “Where have you heard that saying?” Her voice had lost its earlier playfulness and was deadly serious.

      “My tutor as a boy, she used to mutter it daily. Why?” I asked.

      Yasmine said nothing for several long moments, her breathing coming heavy and ragged as she finally said, “This tutor, was she dark of hair and skin, with a scar tracing a line from one eye down a cheek?”

      “You know Shailendra?” I asked, truly curious. Mother had forced the tutor on me, but the woman's past had always remained a mystery.

      The princess stood abruptly.

      “I must beg leave your Majesty; this news is most concerning to the Empire.” Then she turned and began to leave.

      “Of course, you have my leave to go, but tell me,” my voice taking on the edge of command, “who is Shailendra to the Empire?”

      Yasmine halted in mid-stride and turned to regard me with grave dark eyes. Gods how I wished I could have seen her expression.

      “She was my mother.” and with that, she turned and swept from the hall, her attendants and guards scurrying to catch her.

      I was stunned at this news. Shailendra had been the mother of Red Mask? She must have been a concubine or wife of the emperor. The knowledge that her mother had spent time in our court obviously came as news to Yasmine. There was a story and mystery there. I vowed to have Grandmother and our spies ferret out what clues and information they could.

      I spent a few minutes in contemplation looking over the nobles filling the great hall. One of them might have sent an assassin after me this very morning. I dare not suspect them all, but I had to be wary. There were knives on all sides and precious few people I could trust.

      I knew one place where I would be safe and could trust those present. So, I made my withdraw from the feasting hall and climbed the long staircase to Mother’s tower room. As I drew closer, I could feel the magic in me thrumming in time with my beating heart. My cock began to harden in anticipation, and it was with sweaty palms that I pushed the door in revealing Mothers' candlelit chamber and the women inside.

      The scene before me was far beyond anything I could have imagined in my wildest fantasies. Six women, in various stages of undress, were in the throes of giving one another pleasure: teasing, kissing, and pleasing one another as the pale moonlight bathed them in its grace.

      Vanla and Serita lay curled together on a couch, clothed in only their small clothes, as they kissed each other passionately. Each girl had her hand in within the other girl's panties, moving around in there as they rub their pussies. Their slim youthful bodies writhing against one another in an erotic dance. Mother sat in the same chair as the evening before, wearing her gorgeous blue gown. The gown was pushed up, and Macy, my mother's young and buxom maid, was kissing and licking between her legs. Mother's face was filled with gentle pleasure as her eyes met mine, and I saw a beautiful smile fill her face.

      “Our Lord has come!” That last was almost a guttural groan as an orgasm swept through my mother's body, Macy’s talented tongue continuing to lick and fuck Mother.

      I heard a sound from the bed and took in the sight of the final two nude women. There in the bed in poses of enticement was Gretchen nude and, on her side, her lips wrapped around one of Grandmother’s great pink nipples. My cock hardened to a steel rod when I took in the sight of Lydia, the Dowager Queen’s perfect older woman form in the bed.

      Her breasts were massive pale white mounds of flesh, capped in large light pink nipples that puffed out in gentle slopes. Her waist was trim and her belly smooth with just a slightly rounded swelling. Her thighs were muscled and trim, with legs that tapered down to slim, elegant feet.

      Our eyes met, and I could see the tremendous desire and nervousness she was feeling. I walked into the room and felt the embrace of Hecate as I did so. Her gentle blessing was minor, but welcoming. I found myself stopping and standing in the same place I had the evening before.

      The queen and the nursemaid slid off the bed, their enormous breasts hanging down and drawing my eyes with their hypnotic swaying. The two of them were at my side, both of them peeling back my jacket and shirt. Gretchen stood at my side, kissing my neck and watching with me, as the queen unbuckled my belt and slipped my pants down my hips.

      Her saucer wide eyes took in my massive rock-hard cock, standing proudly before her. Looking up at me, I could see the fear and hesitation in her eyes. Was she indeed prepared to take this step? Would she change their relationship forever?

      Something she saw in my eyes must have convinced her, because her face suddenly took on a serene and contented expression, and she reached up, taking hold of my cock in one delicate hand and bringing her thick lips to the head.

      My cock has been desperate for touch, and I moaned out in pleasure, almost missing Mother's words as she whispered behind me.

      “The Counselor, wisest of women. Trusted to rule when he cannot.” But the words were soon out of my mind as the pleasure of the queen mouth on my cock drove thought before it. Grandmother sucked my cock, worshipping it. Her beautiful face filled with lust and desire as she feasted on the dick she had dreamed about, such taboo and shameful dreams. Dreams no longer.

      Gretchen stood at my side, her hands exploring my ass and balls as Grandmother serviced me. Reaching down, I pulled the queen to her feet, wrapping my arms around the body that had driven me mad with lust for so long. Walking her backward to the bed; then we three were on it, rolling around, all three of us kissing and touching. I fingered Gretchen's pussy to an orgasm as she and Grandmother kissed. Turning the queen over, I spread her legs and looking deeply into her eyes; I began to enter her.

      “Oh, Dainen!” She cried out, her arms wrapping around my back and pulling me in close, where we began to kiss passionately. I was a madman, possessed, between the beauty of the women under me in the bed and the witch magic driving me to consummate this bond. I fucked Grandmother in hard and fast strokes, our grunts and hisses of pleasure filling the room. In minutes my orgasm rolled over me like a wave, shooting cum deep into the queen's pussy. I felt her grab me tightly, and her nails dig into my back as she had her own matching orgasm.

      I rolled off my grandmother, withdrawing my softening cock from her surprisingly tight pussy. Then Gretchen was there, just like this morning. She kissed and licked and sucked my cock clean. I looked out into the room and watched the orgy of female flesh, my cock hardening as I took it in. 

      Mother was still clothed, and she watched me on the bed with an almost manic intensity, only now Serita was between her legs, her hands busy rubbing and fingering Mother’s pussy to another orgasm. Vanla and Macy were both nude and had their heads in each other’s pussy, licking and fingering each other. Vanla lay on the bottom, and she had inserted her finger into Macy's ass, fucking it in and out of the little nurse. Macy moaned out in between tasting Vanla's lovely elven pussy.

      My cock was hard again, and Gretchen mounted me. She and Grandmother held each other as I fucked into Gretchen. The sight of their massive breasts swaying and bouncing above me was unreal. I massaged, licked, and sucked both of their tits. Then they both held me, my face buried in their breasts as they switched back and forth, who had my cock in them.

      We fucked for over an hour, in every position imaginable. As my cock shot its second load for the night across the queen's face, and Gretchen kissed and sucked it off her face, the two of them began to grope one another. 

      My last orgasm came as Gretchen was bent over, her face in Grandmother's pussy, the three of us coming together.

      I passed out then, my magics, and my soul entirely spent. Just as consciousness began to leave me, I felt the burgeoning of power within me. The coven had grown by one, and my magics were more accessible and potent because of it.

      The dreams that haunted me that night were terrible things of a creature trapped in the dark and cold, gilled with a consuming hate, and the image of one face dominated the hateful demon's mind. In my dream, I knew the face to be my own. I felt the creature rage and thrash, feeling its enemy grow in power. Far above on the hard ice, drums began to sound, and I felt icy terror steel down my spine because the demon was smiling.
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        “Three from the family, three from the enemy…” A fragment of burnt parchment, all that remains of the Delector Prophecy.

      

      

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      There is an adage I have heard the old Emperor is often heard to say, grab a tiger by the tail, and you prove yourself the bravest and strongest man, grow weak for one second, and the tiger kills you. At that moment, I wondered how firm my grip was because I had undoubtedly taken the tiger by the tail.
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      I had just finished dressing when Gretchen returned from her errand. Her massive bosom swaying, and her eyes softening in relief when she saw me safe. Her nose sniffed the air, testing, and I saw her eyes narrow as she looked around.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Girls!” she called, and the door opened. Admitting the two young maids, they scurried in, closing the door behind themselves. Neither looked the least bit surprised to see their king with his cock out, standing in the middle of the room, “The King requires your services.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Entering her room, I was surprised to only find three women there: Gretchen, Grandmother, and my mom. The two former women were dressed in loose-fitting white gowns, each kneeling on the side of the room. The bed had been drug to the center of the room and a warding circle inscribed around it. Before the bed, her body hidden by floating diaphanous cloth lay my mother.

      Her black hair shone in the dim light, thick and lustrous. Her face was delicate and held a beauty that stole the breath from men and women when they beheld her, even though there was a hardness within her that kept others away. Grandmother had learned the lesson of her beauty and wore it like a soft glove. Mother despised how others saw her as a face and a body before they saw her magical power and intellect.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      I was laying her back; all conscious thought was gone as she worked her witchy magic on me. My power was at my fingertips. With it, I tore her clothing aside with a gesture and pulled her beneath me, her legs spreading and my rock-hard cock sliding inside her. That quick, I was fucking my mom like a beast possessed. I had no control over my thrusting hips and grunting voice as she cried out in ecstasy beneath me.

      It was animalistic. It was primal. It was glorious.

      Clawing hands rolled me over, and then she was riding me like a wildcat, my thrusting hips meeting her beat for beat. Then that wasn't enough, and I had her back down on her side, one leg bent up over her head and her pussy open for me to hammer down into with powerful long thrusts.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Bring your mouth over here, my Witch Queen. I’m not done with you.” Her concern disappearing into impish delight as Mom slid between my legs and devoured my cock.

      Gretchen's face grew sad for a second until I slid a wet finger into her tight ass, and her expression twisted in surprise and a little fear. Grandmother pulled her into a deep kiss as I worked her ass, loosening the tight hole and working her up into a frenzy with a finger on her clit and teasing her pussy lips.

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

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

      I ravaged the busty woman, slamming her down into the bed until we both came in screaming orgasms, magic and energies distorting the world around us, tying the two of us even tighter together. After we collapsed upon the bed, the four of us cuddling and resting through the rest of the night.
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      The next morning when I awoke, I found the bed empty save for myself. Kneeling nude before the open window, catching the last few moon rays as the sun rose, was Mother. Her black hair and pale skin shone in the pale dawn light. At the sight of her gorgeous body, mine to take whenever I wished, made my cock throb even harder. With a smile, she stood and turned to me, strolling to the bed, the gap between her thighs hinting at the bald treasure at their cleft.

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Where did the dragon go?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      I strode forward, my cock filling with blood as I shoved it into the willing mouth of Serita. Her thick red slips sliding over the head and her throat bulging as the thick cock head slid down deep, stretching out her esophagus. Reaching up, I was able to manipulate the women with the straps hanging down from the ceiling. I took hold of Vanla’s head and smashed it into Serita’s pussy, letting her lick and suck the other woman’s clit.

      My cock grew hard and firm as I ravaged the little dark-skinned woman’s throat. Then I slipped free of her, watching her cough and dribble spit all over Vanla's pussy. I took my cock head and smeared the juices around, coating her pussy and asshole. Then I slid my dick into the elf’s pussy.

      A few hard thrusts and I could feel her tight walls convulsing on my cock, the magical energy swirling out of her and over into the portal. I spun the straps around, and the girls rotated, bringing Vanla's pretty little face to my cock and having her suck off her cum.

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

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

      “My King!” she cried out in surprise.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      

      
        
        -----------

      

      

      

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

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

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

      The investigation into the assassination attempt was ongoing, and the evidence pointed more and more to my original thought; that the assassin came from within my court. Lady Hornsby’s face grew white whenever I caught her eyes, and I could almost read the guilty thoughts in her mind. I kept my suspicions to myself, deciding that the threat was weak and the information could be useful. I still carried the blade, secreted on my person.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      "I would love that, my King."

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

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

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

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

      Gretchen led me out a servant's door and past the guards, giving me a basket of laundry to carry so I could pass by the guardsmen. I was appalled at the lack of security on people leaving the castle and determined to right it the next day. She led me down into the large town that sprawled around the castle and then through to the more impoverished district.

      I felt eyes tracking us as we walked through alleys, eventually coming to the back door of a large establishment. Gretchen shushed me when I tried to ask where we were, then knocked at the door in a specific patter. The pattern was repeated from within, and then the door flew open.

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

      “A brothel, Gretchen?” I asked.

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

      “What is this?” I asked, fearful and stunned. Shadow Corps were known the world over as a detestable group of scum who, if some were to be believed, were the real power in the Empire.

      Not just the Empire, though. Their fingers stretched into every pie. My grandfather had tried in vain to root out the Shadow Corps presence in Sorrowmere and lost seven counselors to the same illness. He had ceased all further attempts at stopping the blackguards from plying their trade. That trade being murder for hire, prostitution, smoke, gambling, and all other manner of vices.

      “How did they get to you?” I asked.

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

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

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

      “That’s a little vague,” I grumbled.

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

      I reached out and opened the door wide to see a sizeable, opulent room. Walking in, it opened up to the right into a vast bedchamber with a low and round bed in the center of the room. Upon the bed were two elven girls, each a mirror image of the other. They sat up as I came in, silken gowns sliding down their slender forms. Each was a slender vision of youthful beauty. Their pale golden hair fanning out around them on the bed, so long it must hang down past their knees.

      Each girl had bright green eyes and long black eyebrows that grew out from the sides of their face—faces of such sweet and lovely innocence that I felt lecherous for taking in their slender, hairless forms. Seeing the tips of their elongated ears, I knew they were adult elven women, just small, thin, and delicate. Gretchen followed me in and closed the door behind herself, locking it.

      “My Lord,” breathed one of the elves.

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

      Their eyes were soft and filled with a gentle lust as they pulled me onto the bed with them and began removing my soiled clothing. Gretchen took her place in a chair near the window, watching and masturbating to the sight before her.

      Each young elf was a virgin, it turned out, and they wasted no time in switching off as each pierced her hymen on my spear. I spent hours teaching and pleasing those young girls, feeling their young bodies climaxing on my cock was amazing.

      Watching each slowly relaxing her throat and taking me down into their supple elven throats as I fucked their faces was heavenly. But feeling their dexterous tongues tickling and teasing my cock together, their innocent faces filled with forbidden lust as they kissed and sucked together, was too much, and I came in buckets over their lovely faces.

      Gretchen helped them to clean me up, and soon, we were all sucking and fucking on the bed. After Gretchen’s insistence, I took each elven girl in the ass, depositing my seed and binding them as well to the harem. The twins came with such intense ferocity as I fucked their butts that soon it was all they wanted. They would suck me together, whispering the dirtiest stuff into each other’s ears, letting me hear their naughty twin fantasies. Then they would take turns sitting on my lap, fitting my cock into each other’s asses as the girl rode me hard, slamming her tiny butt down into my cock, driving it to the hilt deep in their behinds.

      It was Gretchen who took us into the bath in the corner of the room and washed us, wrapping my cock in her enormous tits and letting the girls lick the head as she titty fucked me in agonizing slowness. I came again all over her tits and face, the twin elves licking my cum clean and trading it between themselves.

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

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

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

      My bride awaited.
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        “Grab a tiger by the tail, and all shall acknowledge you as the bravest and strongest of men, grow weak for one second, and the tiger will kill you. Then you’ll be remembered as a fool.” Emperor Shadrak, over the grave of his great-uncle, Emperor Gulxio III, The Unworthy.

      

      

      

      My hand trembled as I reached out and grasped the nob to my mother’s bedchamber and pulled the door open. Within stood my soon-to-be bride, in the center of the room—Gretchen, Mother, and Grandmother kneeling to either side. The three kneeling women formed a triangle. Behind each woman, two young servants knelt along the wall. Each woman was clothed in short white dresses, their faces serene. In their midst, wrapped in a cocoon of magical energy, head thrown back and eyes closed in unconsciousness, was the Imperial Princess.

      My bride awaited.

      The sight of the slender Imperial filled my body with a surge of lust, and I had to force myself to keep from pouncing on her right then and there. If I had done so, Mothers magics would have torn me asunder, for her ritual was gathering power even as I stepped within the room.

      Fae energies swirled at my feet, calling out to me and drawing me into the cocoon of magical energy wrapping the princess. Mother’s eyes flashed open, and she reached a hand out to me, the power that flowed from her sinking into my loins. She muttered an incantation, and I felt my stones swell and throb, my cock aching as it filled with blood, hardening to steel-like rigidity.

      “Goddess, we beseech you, witness your champion and son’s union,” Mother’s sultry voice sent shivers down my spine and caused Yasmine’s eyes to flash open, the magical cocoon around her reaching out to draw me in.

      The flows of power caressed my skin and reached within me to fondle my soul. These energies were all her own, a subconscious manifestation of the ritual Mother had built around her. Someone had already awoken a part of the princess’s power, but the greater part of it lay dormant. Waiting for its missing, greater half, to unlock not only it but the woman as well.

      Stepping forward, I felt my robes of office fall away and the eyes of the Dowager Queen, my Councilor, Gretchen my personal maid since childhood, now my Protector, and Mother, the Witch Queen, now Witch in Truth. Her powers were the most mysterious and deadly of any woman alive, and I could feel the terror in her as I approached a possible rival.

      The only being who cast more fear into the hearts of men all over the known world was the fragile-looking woman who stood before me. None had ever looked upon the face of Red Mask, the most feared assassin in the Empire. Only her almond-shaped eyes gave evidence of the beauty that lay hidden within her veils.

      My eyes now traveled the length of the gorgeous woman. Her body was supple and slender, and yet there was a strength and flexibility to her limbs won from long hours of training in dance and warfare. The currents of her power spoke to me of her true love, and of who she was.

      Her father and mother had groomed a sorceress. Plying the young girl's mind with the early structures that would best facilitate genius in the arts. Feeding her tome after tome of knowledge to groom their little protégé, for the prophecy they believed lay before her. She was wished something else.

      That wanting led to rebellion. To training in secret. To contracts taken without her father or his advisor's knowledge. By the time the legend of a black dagger that could not be blocked had spread through the Empire, it was too late for the Emperor to stop it.

      Her almond-shaped eyes held mine, dark pools of beauty that I would be happy to drown in for the rest of my life. There was a hint of a question in her, wondering what flavor her binding would take, wondering which she truly wanted.

      I had no doubt about what this beautiful woman I was taking as my first bride would become. What she had forged herself into. Ignoring the gasp of jealousy that snatched my mother's breath away, I moved within the ring of her ritual. The deadly energies I passed turned the last of my kingly garments to ash, and I stepped to my empress clad in the light of the setting sun alone.

      “The Blade,” the words shocked my mother, but Yasmine flashed a bright white smile, her fear of being tied to the ‘sorcerer’ title abating, “First among my wives, and fourth in the ring. She shall summon my will to her side.”

      The princess tilted her head curiously, but as I reached my hand out and took hers, her eyes widened. There was a flash of black energy that transferred between our touch, and I felt something separate from my soul and flow into her. With a wondrous gasp, she lifted both hands. She summoned not only the mysterious dagger that had given the namesake, but also a long blade in her other hand.

      “My Lord,” Yasmine said in shock; Mother, Grandmother, and Gretchen pulling back from her, fear of the deadly blades evident on their faces, “You have given me a priceless gift…” she writhed in the air, blades spinning so fast they cut through the air with a crackle before they winked out of existence as quick as thought. “I am unstoppable now, and I feel as though my soul were made complete.”

      “You are not complete yet,” I said, stepping close and slipping my arm around her narrow waist.

      There was more I wished to say, to place the moment in history, but the woman would have none of it. Her desire and needs were a match for my own and then some. Throwing her arms around my neck, her lips found mine, and I lost all sense of myself as my being filled with lust and love.

      Hands reached forth and pulled her thin shift aside, and the mattress gave way as I pressed the princess down and onto her back. Her eyes were open and staring into mine, even as our lips warred with one another, and tongues danced together. The princess was older than I by a few years, and perhaps the most worldly person in my lands, but at that moment she was a fragile little flower in my grasp, and I, the buzzing bee, desperate to drop my seeds.

      As had happened three times before, the powers swirling in the room had a will of their own, and I could no more stop my cock from piercing her virgin pussy as I could pick the castle up with my bare hands. Her wetness drew me in, and I felt the veil of her womanhood parting, her little moan of pain and pleasure only serving to spur me on.

      The sun had set, and the first rays of moonlight touched our bodies, joining in as witness to the consummation of our love. Heaven itself enfolded my cock, as the sweetest pussy I’d felt yet wrapped around my manhood.

      “My King!” Yasmine cried out, her beautiful face twisted in pleasure, her long nails dragging down my back as I thrust deep within her womanhood.

      My being cried out for the completion of the ritual, hungering for the power I would soon be endowed with and confer on Yasmine as well. There was no stopping my cock as it throbbed and spewed forth a massive amount of cum that washed into the princess’s womb.

      Our eyes widened, and I felt her narrow pussy shiver and clamp down on me as a powerful orgasm hit her, but that wasn’t what shocked us. Staring into one anthers eyes, we both sensed my seed take root within her womb, quickening into precious life. The explosion of invisible energies was unexpected, but as they washed through my body, stealing my consciousness with them, I saw a beatific smile on my wife’s face. Her soul completed by me, the magic and the life we’d forged together, binding us even more.

      I drifted on a sea of my own making, my mind’s eye wandering to distant shores as the powers of a Warlock found purchase within me. More than half of my magic had been returned to my soul, and more than half of the harem was completed around me. I could sense now where things were headed, and the thought of that much magic being at my beck and call was terrifying. It was too much power for anyone man to have.

      Troubled dreams found me when sleep finally stole me from that unconscious landscape. I could feel an evil presence pressing on the Wall, far to the north. It almost felt like it was staring straight at me, sharpening its knives and breeding more followers as it counted down the days until it was finally free.

      I woke with a start, sitting up and looking around. I couldn’t hold on to the last images from my dreams. They melted like smoke in my mind, but the feeling of being watched by a terrible evil made my skin crawl. Adding to my disorientation was the fact that there was another body in my bed, something I was not used to.

      Drawing down the down covers, I beheld the almond skinned form of my gorgeous wife. Letting my eyes linger on the narrow strength of her back, the small dimples right above her perfectly formed little ass, I felt my cock shift and throb. The movement must have woken her, for she stretched and rolled, yawning and opening her eyes to look up at me with a sly smile that put me in mind of a cat.

      “Morning, my Lord…” shaking her head, she turned onto her back and stretched her whole body, furthering the catlike image, “Mhmmm, it will take me some time to get used to calling you that. The only man I’ve ever given such honor to was my father.”

      “Call me Dainen,” I said, grinning and drawing her incredible body into mine, “I care little for titles, and I would have you feel like my equal in all things.”

      “That’s sweet, my King,” Yasmine said with a crooked smile, “but you are a Witch-Lord, a Warlock… you could probably tear this whole castle down around us and raise another twice the size in its place. Such powers are for the gods. No, I am not your equal, Dainen,” she slipped her thighs on the outside of mine and reached between her legs to draw my hard cock into her slender sex, “and that is fine with me. My Lord Husband is… ohhh…. The most powerful… mhmm! Man in the… ughhh… world! Yes!”

      I gripped her small ass and hammered into her pussy. The need was in me and her lips on my neck and mouth, whispering fiercely to me. There was no artful lovemaking, no slow and gentle touches. Both Yasmine and I were unable to control ourselves that first morning together, not until we’d slaked the edge of our lusts.

      After an hour of wild and passionate, and then slow, silent and loving sex, we both climbed free of the bed and pulled on robes. The servant's door opened, and Gretchen stepped in, a faint blush to her cheeks when she beheld my new Queen’s perfect nude body. Yasmine had the type of slender, elongated body that most women envy, and high firm breasts that made everything she wore hug her body elegantly.

      “My servants will be waiting to bathe and anoint me,” Yasmine said as she stepped close and pressed herself against me near my wardrobe. “Spend time with your grandmother before we depart. We won’t be seeing her for days if the meeting with Endil Vale goes well.”

      “Yes, wife,” I said with a rueful smile. “anything else before you depart?”

      “You mock me, Husband,” she said with a dangerous gleam in her eyes that faded quickly and was replaced by amusement, “but I forgive you.” Turning to Gretchen, her expression cooled, and her face took on the mask of nobility when dealing with servants. “Guardian, you and I have much to discuss. You will ride beside me in today's procession.”

      “Yes, my Queen,” Gretchen said, and she bowed so quickly and formally that I felt a touch of something uncomfortable inside.

      “Yasmine,” I began, my voice careful but obviously not careful enough, for the gorgeous former imperial princess spun on me with a raised eyebrow.

      “Did you name me Queen, Husband?” Her fierce gaze trapped and held me, and I swallowed hard and nodded, reminded once more that this soft, beautiful young woman was deadly in ways I could only guess at, “And did you name me your Blade? Did you not claim that I shall be by your side until the end of time?”

      “That’s not exactly,” I began, but she went right on, speaking over me.

      “As your Queen, I command your household staff,” that shut me up, for it was true, by tradition in the Kingdom of Sorrowmere, “Not only that, but as your Blade, I command your Guardian. You doubt me? Guardian,” her voice had the whip-crack of command to it that only one born the daughter of an Emperor could achieve, “On your knees. You will swallow my Lord Husband's seed within the next minute, or you shall answer to me.”

      “Yes, My Queen,” Gretchen said breathlessly as she spread my robe and sucked my cock into her hot mouth. In moments my maid was giving me one of the best blowjobs I’d ever experienced.

      “You will like the new paradigm, my Husband,” Yasmine said, smiling fondly down at Gretchen as she ran her fingers through the woman’s hair gently, “Now I must go and compose a letter to my father, and try to explain all of this without him sending a few legions up here to carry me home.”

      “He’s going to send them regardless,” I said, gasping gently as Gretchen swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock and sucked hard, grinning as she looked up at me.

      “Of course, he will,” she said, stepping over to my side and guiding Gretchen’s head as she took me into the back of her throat, the gluk, gluk, gluk sounds filling the room. “But once we invite him and my sisters to the wedding ceremony, he won’t be able to say no. Swallow every drop of your Lord’s cum, now.”

      She held Gretchen in place, her almond eyes bright with pleasure as she stared into the mine. My cock throbbing in the woman’s distended throat as she swallowed hard to keep up with the cum that spewed forth.

      “Good girl,” Yasmine said, drawing Gretchen to her feet and kissing her with a fierce passion that I wasn’t expecting.

      I saw their tongues push my cum back and forth, and then Yasmine stepped back and was running gentle fingers down her throat as she swallowed and then turned dark passion-filled eyes on me.

      “You taste like the god's own nectars,” she said in a soft, wondering voice.

      “It’s an ambrosia all its own,” Gretchen said, running her hands down her low cut uniform and smoothing it out. “can’t you feel it working its way through you? Enlivening your powers?”

      “Yes,” Yasmine said and tilting her head she grinned, and in the wink of an eye both blades, her short knife and the long sword I’d given her, appeared within her hands. Spinning, she hurtled first the dagger and then the blade out the window and with a cry of joy whipped them back into her hands, like magical hammers or axes that had been enchanted to return to their owner.

      “I couldn’t do that earlier,” Yasmine said, turning to look at a nodding and grinning Gretchen and then to me with a crooked grin, “We must experiment further with the blessings your seed offers, my Lord Husband.”

      “Later,” I said, ignoring the pout of disappointment on the gorgeous woman’s face, “we have far to go today if we’re going to make our first stop tonight, and I won’t have us arriving late to our meeting with the Queen of Endil Vale.”

      “Yes, my King,” Yasmine said, and she said with such perfect submissiveness that Gretchen and I both did a double-take, “I will take your maid and discuss a few of my requirements with her. I assume that my own household staff will be placed within yours?”

      “Aye,” I said, nodding, wary of this new attitude of hers, “but none closer than Gretchen. Your father's spies can pass their notes along, but I’ll have the affairs of our bedchamber stay a secret if I can.”

      “If you fear the Emperor will judge my Lord for gathering a harem, or for taking your mother or the Dowager Queen to bed, then fear not. In fact, he might find common cause with you, for my father’s first Queen was his father's widow. He claimed her and her sisters the night of his ascension before the full court in the old ways.” She gave a half-laugh as she pulled her robe about herself. “The Emperors have always played with the mythology of the Witch-Lord. No, my King. Father will respect what you are forging here. That is until the day he learns that you are a Witch-Lord in truth. If he learns there’s a Warlock with an army at his back, he’ll march every legionnaire he has on you.”

      “And when he learns his favorite daughter is one of the Seven?” I asked.

      “Well,” Yasmine said with that crooked grin of hers, “Now I would give just about anything to be in the room when he learns that bit of information.”

      “Gretchen,” I said, not letting my eyes part from my recent bride’s breathtaking face in the final seconds before she settled her veil in place, “escort your new Mistress to her rooms and see that her staff is situated and cared for. They are to have full access to the Keep and her grounds, save Mother’s tower. None are to cross that threshold on pain of death,” I raised an eyebrow at the Queen, “Understood?”

      “Perfectly,” she said, her face hidden and eyes revealing nothing as she bowed shallowly and let Gretchen open the door for her.

      The maid threw me one last troubled glance, but I didn’t fail to notice that she leaped to be of service to Yasmine. The two might take some time to get along, but I had faith that in the end, they would become fast friends. If nothing else, their training bouts would be something to witness.
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      I was digging through my wardrobe and cursing myself when the door to my chambers opened, and I lurched, fearing assassins. The magic was a seething cauldron in my fist, ready to blast a hole through being and wall, but the face that regarded me was Grandmothers, placid and frowning slightly. No other woman could be a heartbeat away from destruction and face it without fear or falter.

      “Your reflexes are good,” the Dowager Queen said in her rich, strong voice, “but you should have known before I even approached your door. Has your mother been teaching you warding’s?”

      “She has,” I said, turning back to the wardrobe, “but I was a little… indisposed last night.”

      “Let this be a lesson then,” she said and stood up straight when her hand rested on my hip, I don’t know how she crossed the room silently and so quickly, but it shocked me, “Your Blade and Guardian are out of your sight… you should never be without wards when they are. Now move aside, you can’t be trusted to protect yourself, let alone dress yourself.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” I said, my tone echoing that of my younger self, and she smiled back at me fondly before bending in the wardrobe.

      The sight of her ample soft behind, so perfectly proportioned as it swept into her narrow waist and the enormous swell of her breasts, caused my cock to give a betraying twitch. She dug around for a minute and came out with a white shirt, blue and gold coat, and matching pants.

      “This will do for the ride to the Baron’s,” she turned and looked me up and down with a critical eye, “but that hair will just not do. Here, have a seat,” patting the stool near the wardrobe, she walked over to grab a comb, “It will be like when you were a boy.”

      I sat and felt knots I hadn’t known were there melt away in my shoulders and neck as the Dowager Queen, most beautiful and wise in all the lands, ran a comb through my long curling locks, and hummed a soft and gentle song. Her hands on my shoulders relaxed me, but her breasts brushing against my back and neck caused my lower body to tense up.

      Grandmother set the comb aside, and, still silent, moved around in front of me. Drawing my head into her mammoth breasts, I inhaled her sweet perfume and felt the last of my worries melt away. Her hands on the side of my face, she tilted it up, my arms around her slim waist, and I felt her thick lips meet mine in a kiss filled with a love, both maternal and wickedly taboo.

      Without a word, she sank to her knees, hands gathering up my enormous hardon, and sucked me into her mouth with a desperate sigh. The pleasure was intense and immediate, but it wasn’t enough. I needed her in my arms, needed to feel her beneath me.

      Pressing her back and down, the former Queen cried out in pleasure. Her skirts shifted to the side as I pressed her onto her side. Her wet slit was open to me, and I ran the head up my cock along her tight lips.

      “Oh yes, my son… oh, my King… take me!”

      Pressing the fat head of my cock into her tightly sucking pussy, I held it there until she whimpered in need.

      “Are you mine?” I asked, the steel in my tone sending a thrill through the both of us.

      “Yes!” she said, reaching up to grip my side in strong fingers, trying to pull me into her depths, “Please Dainen… I need you so bad.”

      “Prove it!” I growled, releasing my grip on her hips.

      With an almost desperate wail, she humped her hips back, swallowing my cock within her tight pussy in one fell swoop. She let out a heavy breath, and I sucked in a hiss of pleasure, causing the gorgeous woman to flash a smile of pride.

      “Claim me,” she hissed as she fucked back on me hard, her frothy white juices coating my cock, “Like you did the servants and my daughter… take me like that before you go… please, my son… please, my Lord!”

      I growled again, unable to form the words as I pressed her down, pulling her hips up and dragging my cock from her sucking pussy. Pressing the head against her tightest hole, I watched her gorgeous face relax into a state of absolute ecstasy as I slid into her ever so slowly.

      “With this,” the words were ripped out of my throat, magics tied to them as before, “You are mine… body… mhmm… and soul.”

      “Yes!” the Dowager Queen’s thick mane of dark hair speckled with white was balled in my hand, her face pressed to the carpets as I drove into her with long thrusts and felt my cock throbbing.

      Then we were cumming together, both trembling and barely able to keep ourselves upright. Slowly we collapsed together, the former Queen damp with sweat as she lay against my chest, breathing heavy. Her smile was a bit disbelieving and a bit elated as she shifted and pulled her skirts down.

      “That’s not how I expected our morning to go,” she said, her voice faint, “not at all.”

      “Oh?” I asked with a crooked grin, “It’s about how I hoped it would.”

      “Good,” she said, shifting up and planting a soft kiss on my cheek, “Now let’s get you cleaned up and dressed.”

      “I need a bath,” I said, frowning down at myself.

      “Nonsense,” the gorgeous older woman said as she shifted up to a sitting position. She gave two loud claps, and the servant's door opened, and her maids, Betta and Yuna, slipped in. “Girls, come and clean his majesty while I brush out his coat and pants.”

      “I can take care of that, Mistress!” Betta said, coming over to grab the coat, but the Dowager Queen stopped her.

      “It’s ok dear, go see to his majesty,” she patted the girl's hand and moved aside with the garments, “It will be some days or weeks before you girls get the opportunity to drink the royal seed again, so take advantage of it.”

      “Yes, Mistress!” Both girls said, as one dropped to either side of me, shucking their dresses and lavishing worship on my scepter with their tongues, lips, and hands.

      Their giggling joy and gentle ministrations soon rewarded them with my cock hardening. Before their Mistress Lydia had the wrinkles brushed from my garments, I was coating their adorable faces in another kingly load.

      It was still early morning when I stood with my Councilor to review the troops that had gathered in answer to my call. They were a ragtag group of house recruits and farmers that Sir Eckton was whipping into shape the best he could. More than half of them were women I was pleased to see, ranging from tough, brutal-looking street urchins to third daughters of minor nobles who saw a chance for glory in the coming wars.

      Queen Lydia trailed a half step behind me as I led the way, reviewing uniforms and stances, pausing now and then to draw a weapon out of its sheath and check for rust and a sharp edge. In truth, it was her stern visage and breathtaking beauty that did more to intimidate than I ever could have without waving a blade of flashing magics.

      I found myself standing taller and presenting a kinglier figure under her approving stare and wished for nothing more than another opportunity to sample her endowments before departing. Alas, duties were not permitting. We finished up with the troops, and I was shaking the captain’s hand and offering her my congratulations on a job well done.

      “They’re a ragged group of pissers,” I said louder than I needed to, and seeing a few grins break out on some of the soldier's faces, “But I reckon we couldn’t ask for finer fighters to take into battle. Thank you for completing an impossible task Captain.”

      “Twern’t nothing, your Majesty,” she said with a snappy salute, “That Sir Eckton put the fear of God in them. Never seen grunts run up a hill so fast nor beat each other half to death for a frown of disapproval.”

      “He has that way about him,” I said with a fond smile. “I’d still move mountains for one of those frowns.” Slapping fist to chest in a return salute, I gave her a firm nod. “Your company will march in the vanguard. My new lady wife and mother will be in your care. Keep your blades ready and eyes sharp.”

      “New wife?!” Came a shrill voice from behind me. Turning, I found Lady Hornsby in full courtly gown and parasol, a look of anger and loss, leaving her face for a plastic smile. “When could this have happened, your Majesty? Surely the court would have been in attendance for such an event. A party, perhaps?”

      “There was no time, I’m afraid,” I said, the easy smile slipping from my face and a frown taking its place. “You’re not dressed for travel, my lady. We leave within the hour. I would get to packing.”

      “Travel?” The Lady said, a touch breathless as she looked around as if for help, “but your Majesty surely you jest… I am a lady of the court; my place must be-.”

      “With your Lord and ruler,” I cut in smoothly, “Your skill in courtly affairs, balls, and the forging of… alliances are well known.”

      “It is?” The pretty older woman said, a touch breathless, her smile turning sickly.

      “And I would love to discuss that assassination attempt in further detail with you,” her skin went from pale to green in an instant, “There have been some developments on that front.”

      “My Prince… I mean, my King,” I held the woman in thrall with my gaze, knowing that the magic, ever-present within me, was swirling through my eyes in a blue storm. She opened her mouth, looking like she wanted to confess, but I held up a finger, stalling her.

      “Time is ticking, Lady Hornsby,” my voice steel, covered with thin silk, “and I shall be wroth with any who delay me.”

      “By your Majesties leave,” the older woman said breathlessly as she withdrew.

      Lady Hornsby staggered in shock when Queen Yasmine swept out of the keep with her attendants and Gretchen in tow. The uncrowned Queen’s face may have been veiled, but her eyes were daggers that cut wherever they landed.

      “Husband, this hovel of stones and ancient magics will not do,” Red Mask seemed to glide across the courtyard as she stepped close to me, her voice was neither angry nor upset, merely stating immutable facts, a princess indeed, “You will have a palace built for our children and us.”

      “Children?” I asked. Over my wife’s shoulder, Lady Hornsby caught my attention as she stared with a slack-jaw at the Imperial Princess, then at me, mouthing: ‘Wife? Her? Children?!’

      “Your mother came to me as I was dressing,” Yasmine said softly, drawing my attention back to her, “She only glanced at me, and she told me I was with child, and they would be twin births, brother and sister. Do you know what this means, Lord Husband?”

      “I do,” I said, nodding. “It means the succession is secure, and your father has an heir upon a northern throne as he’s always wanted. What’s more,” I grinned at her, and she smiled, her eyes crinkling in a way that told me it was as hard as my own, “I am now unshackled and free to wage war how I chose.”

      “There are other ways to bind nations to you than brute force,” Yasmine said, slipping her arm in mine and turning me. “Listen to your Witch’s advice.”

      I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, but in the next breath, the Queen Mother was there, slipping her slender arm in my free arm, her large firm breast pressing into my side. The smell of cinnamon and lilacs hit my nostrils, and despite myself, my loins responded to the woman’s unearthly beauty.

      “The Queen of Endil Vale is a toothsome lass,” Belinda the Witch Queen said, her husky voice enchanting those of weaker minds whom we passed, making a mess of the baggage trains. “She is proud and will require a strong hand to bend her to your will, but bend her you must. For the North must be untied for the coming conflict.”

      “I’m prepared for the Queen,” I said with quiet confidence. “However, I need the both of you to pave the way for our fifth tonight. I’m afraid neither of you is going to like who it is.”

      “Some great northern warrior?” Yasmine asked, clutching my arm in excitement, “Some red-headed beauty with massive pale breasts and a ready tongue, who can cleave a man from balls to bald head with a single hand?”

      “No,” I said with a slow shake of my head, “Is that your desire?”

      “I’ve always wanted my own Valkyrie,” Yasmine said offhandedly, “but I’ll take one of these northern monsters.”

      “I’d be careful what you wish for,” Mother said with a sly smile, “it isn’t the hard-looking northerners you have to look out for.”

      “Aye,” I said chuckling, reciting an old catechism of the north, “Small men and sweet looking women are the worst enemies you can have.”

      “Perhaps there is wisdom in the North after all,” Yasmine said, as Gretchen came riding up on a great black warhorse.

      My Guardian wore her livery, but of a unique design. I could tell it weighed her down somewhat, and there was the rattle of the chain when she shifted. At her side were twin long knives and on her back a great sword of ancient design that I’d never seen before.

      “The servants are bringing your Majesty’s mount around now,” my maid said, and she raised an eyebrow at the new Queen, feeling the weighing gaze of another martial warrior and sitting straighter in the saddle.

      “Excellent,” I said, “then you shall ride with me at the head of my forces.” I gazed out to the far horizon and the rolling plains of Freemount, “There is a queer energy to the day… I feel… something… calling to me.”

      “Take care, my son,” the Queen Mother said, her gaze stern but quiet, as not to make me look weak before the troops, “knives can come from any corner now that we leave walls of safety.”

      “They must pass us first, Mother,” Yasmine said, hauling herself into the sleek black mare her servants brought around for her, “For we shall be ever at his back.”
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      Ignoring the women and their careful probing of one another through veiled comments, I climbed onto the mare my servants brought. She was a good mount and had seen me through my training, but she was not a kingly mount, and the face winds called to me.

      I rode out at the head of four thousand troops. Behind me was the Captain's company, marching with backs straight and heads on a swivel for anything that might dare threaten their believed Lord. In their center, rode Red Mask and the Queen Mother, enough by themselves to put a terror in any who might dare us.

      For my own safety, I gave not a thought. The magic I’d been holding off all morning could be ignored no longer, and I felt them drawing me into their fae embrace as the terrified mare flopped along beneath me.

      The tale of our march has been sung from one corner of the earth to another. Of my black magics that spread across the lands, causing fruit trees to bloom and flowers to blossom, feeding my troops and peasants alike. The terror our passage caused in those not bound to my throne, and the succor it offered those of leal service.

      Of the wild energies whipping around me, I saw little and cared less. None were imbued with evocative powers that would flay or burn. Instead, they were the spirits of earth and rock, of tree and wind. They reached out to me from the world itself and spoke of the story of time. I saw that the land itself had been a swirling sea at one time. A sea of fire and liquid stone that cooled into the shapes we now rode upon.

      Out of the morass of history, a lineage emerged. One that had been unbroken for millennia, a strong and powerful line that hunted only the fastest and most potent to spread its offspring. Freemount had once been a vast plain that stretched from sea to sea, but time, tides, and the shaking earth itself had changed the world. The wild herds had shrunk over time, but only the weak had been culled, breeding a monster on four legs that little resembled its more docile kin and resisted either bridle or breaking.

      Dozens of horse breeders had ridden into Freemount in search of breeding stock, only to be turned away by violent herds or for the unfortunate death at the hooves of beasts that knew no fear.

      That green grassland called to me, and with a final order to the troops to continue on, I rode off, Gretchen on my heels and the shouts of an angry mother and wife ignored. The horizon was a line of black that writhed as we drew near, and to our astonishment, I saw that a vast herd of thousands and thousands of heads had come down from the high plains and hills.

      The horses of Freemount are great beasts no less than fifteen hands and as tall as twenty-five, towering over other mounts. The pure white mare that rode forth from the center of the herd was neither the tallest nor the strongest. Still, I saw unearthly intelligence in her eyes as she peered at me from under heavy lids.

      Sliding off my saddle, I slapped the beast's rump, and it raced off, eager to be gone from the monsters who would happily see their domesticated cousin dead or bred. I might have the power to rip a castle down around my head, but there was no hope of survival if this mammoth herd decided to stampede and trampled me. Not only I, but Gretchen and possibly all my troops, Mother, and Yasmine would perish.

      Approaching the white mare with slow steps, I let the winds of my power pull me forward. The herd parted and edged in behind me. Raising a hand, I forced Gretchen to stillness and felt, rather than saw, her anger and frustration as the beasts crowded in between us.

      All of my attention had to stay on the white mare. She held my gaze, and I saw a question there, one I dared not try to answer until I understood it. Finally, I stopped mere feet from her bared teeth. With one chomp of her powerful jaws, she could tear my face in half, and I could sense the other wild horses around me, urging her to do just that.

      Instead, she leaned forward and drew in a deep breath, nostrils flaring, and gave a snort of surprise. Inhaling deeply again, she neighed, and a shiver passed through the rest of the herd. Rearing high above me, I felt a second of fear, as her silver hooves rose high above my head with the force to crush skulls, and my love let out a wild ululating of joy.

      Reaching up, a wild smile on my lips, I laced my fingers through the liquid silver of her mane, pausing to appreciate the beauty of her again. When she stomped a hoof as if in impatience, I swung up onto her back. My feet hadn’t left the ground when she took off, dragging me up and into place on her back.

      The herd swirled away from us, streaming behind with shrieks and wild neighs of joy and excitement. The world was passing by faster than I thought possible, and looking around, I spotted Gretchen on her warhorse, neck stretched out as it raced along, trying to keep up but hopelessly outmatched.

      Gretchen's mount held its own for long leagues as we raced over rolling hills and through small stands of trees and scrub brush. He was best in the open lanes, but even there, my mount outpaced him. It was dodging and weaving through the trees and leaping creeks and downed branches that she shined.

      The wind itself couldn’t catch us, and before the sun had climbed to the noon hour, I crested the Gyr-Falcon rock and looked out over the Barony of Gelenvor spread below. To the west, my troops marched towards the river and its twin crossings, and on the far side, I had a bird’s-eye view of the fabled Hardfast of Gelenvor.

      I’d spend a spring there as a boy, training with the ancient weapons master before the man had passed and knew her halls as a boy did. That is to say, inside and out, including her secret tunnels and dungeons, where I often got into trouble.

      Slipping off the mare’s back, I patted her nose and looked into the milky white of her eyes and saw my soul reflected at me.

      “What to call you?” I asked softly. “You will carry me to the far corners of this world and into battle, beyond counting. It’s a poor life I offer you, and so the least I could give is a name the histories will remember.”

      She neighed in annoyance and shook her head, turning to look out at the vista just as a strong wind pulled a line of dry leaves across our view. Dipping her head, then turned to stare at me with one liquid white eye.

      “Wind,” I said, “your name is Wind!”

      When Gretchen rode up, she found Wind chasing me around the small top of Gyr-Falcon rock and neighing in annoyance as I laughed until tears streamed down my cheeks. I rode Wind bareback and found it a better seat than most mounts with a saddle.

      The herd strung out along the river, and Gretchen and I met my troops at the bridge, my powers in check, but all eyes on my mount. Even of middling height for a Wild Horse, Wind stood at nine and ten hands, towering over every other mount. Not only was she large, but she was fleet of foot, moving with a speed that seemed unearthly when compared to regular mounts. Her mane, liquid silver, reflected the sunlight and drew the eye.

      “My Lord Husband has found a mount worth of him,” Yasmine intoned as we drew near, earning her a look of annoyance from the Queen Mother, “But pray, do not make a habit of riding off like that.”

      “It was bull goose foolishness,” Mother said with a frown that the captain matched. “you could have gotten yourself killed or worse, captured and for what? An animal?”

      Wind bared her teeth and shook her mane, drawing a sidelong look from Mother, who reached in her pocket and pulled out a fetish. Muttering something, she frowned in surprise and nodded.

      “I guess she isn’t an animal after all,” shaking her head, she walked up to Wind, and when my mount tried to take a bite out of her hand she reached around quick as lightning and snatched its ear, “You have a soul don’t you girl… Mhmm deep in there…”

      There was a flash of purple magic in her right hand, and then she stepped away, just managing to avoid another bite of Wind’s mighty jaws.

      She… is terrifying. Wind shook her mane, driving the point home, and I nearly fell off her back when I realized the thought had come from the horse.

      “You speak?” I asked her, and she shook her head and started trotting to the front of our forces. The other horses being hers now in her mind, I understood.

      Some… rarely, Wind was happier sending me her emotions than actual words, those being hard for her to formulate in a way I might understand. Looking back at my mother, I offered her a grateful smile, and she nodded, flashing me a mischievous wink that let me know I would pay for her benevolence later. Whether I asked for it or not, she would make sure I paid, and in truth, I couldn’t wait. Not when the sight of her massive breasts swaying beneath her thin dress drew my gaze so, or when she would run her pink tongue over thick red lips and make a little ‘o’ that told me exactly what she wished she were doing.

      Wind sent me amusement as she sensed my horniness climbing and trotted a little faster towards the Twin Bridges of Gelenvor. There, a nervous group of the Baron’s men held the bridge for our arrival.
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      “Greetings, your Majesty!” shouted the captain as he pounded a fist to his chest and tried to run out to greet me at the same time.

      I saluted back and nodded to his men, ignoring the man's bluster as Wind carried me across the bridge. They wished to hold some ceremony, having to do with the kings crossing over into barony lands. By ancient tradition, the Barons of Gelenvor maintained a certain degree of autonomy from the crown of Sorrowmere. I had no plans to honor tradition and my riding across the bridge with nothing more than my maid as a guard. The statement was sent ahead of my arrival.

      The Baron, fat and slovenly, was waiting before the Hardfast’s high walls. The town surrounding his walls was a chaotic warren of ramshackle wooden buildings that were likely to go up in flames if they were ever besieged. The common folk hid within their premises, their eyes could be seen peeking out here and there, staring at their young King but mostly at Red Mask, a figure out of legends, and the Queen Mother who’d erected the Vine Wall a generation before and saved three kingdoms and possibly the world with her sacrifice.

      The bulk of my army I left to make camp alongside the river and just past the outer city. With me marched Captain Fazine’s company of well-ordered soldiers, and of course Mother and my new bride.

      The Baron was a fat fool, with a crippled leg and twisted arm that had kept him from the war. He was loyal and too stupid to be a good thief. The man’s loyalties were not in question, nor were that of his faithful vassals, but one can never be too sure, and I had a reputation to burnish. A little pomp never hurt.

      Over my shoulder, I saw a ridiculous figure tipping hitherto and fro on the back of my old mare. Lady Hornsby had made it in time, it appeared, and more than that the eager social climber had worked her way in with the company of soldiers, and gotten admitted into the circle that protected the Queen Mother.

      Wind approached with an unnatural quiet, her head still and white eyes regarding the Baron and his beautiful wife and daughter with placid intelligence that I knew was unsettling. Added to that was their King resplendent in beautiful regalia. Astride the massive white horse, whips of fae power bleeding off my skin in wisps of dark magic.

      If that wasn’t enough, I saw their eyes widen further when over my shoulder, came into view my mother and Red Mask, in her red veil and surrounded by Imperial servants, giving truth to the rumors.

      “Greetings, Baron,” I said when Wind halted without even a twitch of her mane, “have you no welcome for your Lord and Ruler?”

      There was an icy danger lacing my words, and I could smell the fear oozing off the Baron and his round wife. The man made a hasty bow, his vast bulk nearly tipping him over as he dipped lower than he’d ever practiced. His lady wife, meanwhile, went from fearful to bashful in a heartbeat when her eyes fell upon my face and the breadth of my shoulders. Her curtsy, unlike that of her lord husband, was far more graceful and allowed me a pleasant view of her massive endowments.

      Her daughter was more open in her regard, ignoring the daggers thrown her way by Yasmine. The girls fluttered long dark lashes at me and pressed overly ripe young cleavage together. Her nubile form was of my own nineteen years, and it was fetching indeed, but in her vacant stare, I saw a stupidity that terrified me.

      “My Liege!” The Baron said, his fat lips lisping the words, “It is an honor indeed to have one of your magnificence in our humble abode! Your exploits have preceded your benevolence! Come, my King, take bread, salt, and water. Welcome to Hardfast!”

      “A fine welcome Baron,” I said, sliding down off Wind’s back, “but I’m done naught but claim my father's crown. We’ll change that together, though, won't we good man?!” I reached out and wrapped a heavily muscled arm around his neck, drawing him into me with a hard shake that rattled his skull. Releasing him, I waved his guardsmen and courtiers back.

      “Best to make way for Wind,” I hooked a thumb at the massive mare clopping through the Hardfast’s high gate behind me, “She’s nowhere near housebroken yet.”

      “My Liege,” the Baroness asked, “is she a true Wild Horse of the plains?”

      “Indeed,” I said, striding forward with purpose and motioning for the guards to close off all exits, “and this looks as fine a stable for her as any.”

      “This is our great hall your Majesty,” the Baroness said, from the look on her face and sounds of shock, she wasn’t sure at all how to take this, whether to be offended or amused, “Where will she eat and drink?”

      “You have trenchers?” I asked with a quizzical frown, and when she nodded, I grinned, “Perfect. Wind, do you want water or wine? Water?” She gave a hearty neigh, and I smiled at the Baron, “She’ll be cheaper than I feared.”

      “Baron,” the Queen Mother said, drawing all eyes to her as she glided in the room with Red Mask hovering at her shoulder, a silent and deadly shadow, “we will require the use of your hall for a moment if your men will absent themselves.”

      “Umm, yes… well.” The man swallowed hard, licking suddenly dry lips and glancing at his wife, who stared at Belinda with the awe of a girl seeing her storybook hero come to life, which she, in fact, was.

      “At once, your grace!” The woman said, her voice shifting from shrill to mellifluous as she got control of it, “Wallace, your liege requires the great hall for a meeting with his councilors… Wallace.”

      “Yes!” The Baron said, turning to give the order, but the soldiers had already begun to stream from the room, eager to be out from under the imperious stares of the Witch Queen and Red Mask, “Yes, well, perfect!”

      Captain Fazine and a few dozen of her soldiers entered, hustling ahead of them, Lady Hornsby, who attempted to politely extricate from her captors’ clutches. Interestingly, she nearly had herself free, a guard even apologizing for his hold on her wrist as he let her slip-free, but then it was too late as she found herself within the great hall. Turning slowly, a weak smile worked its way onto her face when she saw Mother and Yasmine standing before her.

      The guard holding her other hand was made of firmer stuff and had resisted her charms. The small dark man held her fast, one hand on the blade at his waist and the other clutching her with thumb pressing the nerve of her elbow.

      “My King,” The Lady said, her voice a touch breathless, “what is the meaning of this?”

      “Your King lays charges against you,” Mother began, her voice harsh and the shadows creeping in at the edges of the room. The soldiers shivered with fear, all reaching for their weapons, and the guard holding Lady Hornsby drew his short blade.

      I felt a tug within, and the eddies of fae currents at my feet writhed. Reaching out my hand, I gripped my mother's slender wrist, halting her speech. The shadows receded somewhat as she turned a harsh glare on me.

      “What is it?”

      “Don’t you feel it?” I asked, closing my eyes and feeling the currents of the world. “We come to a flux in the pattern of this world. The currents swirl… a dark power has crept within.”

      “My Liege,” Lady Hornsby began, her voice imploring, “there is no need for any of this, a simple misunderstanding is all.”

      “Gretchen?” I asked and was relieved to see her materialize from the shadows directly behind Lady Hornsby and her guard, the ancient two-hander unsheathed and held easily in one hand.

      “I’m here, my King,” her quiet voice startled Lady Hornsby and especially her guard, who dropped the lady in his shock, and spun.

      At that moment, I acted, moving forward quick as a viper, employing all the skill my body knew and all the power at my beck-and-call, I snatched Lady Hornsby back, just as the guard's weapon came sizzling through the air where her neck had been. The follow-up stab by the wickedly quick man would have killed us both had Gretchen’s massive blade not passed between our bodies, cleaving the man’s hand off at the wrist.

      The assassin spun, stabbing the stump of his hand into Gretchen’s face and filling her vision with blood. I shouted, seeing the black dagger appearing in the man's other hand and intent on my Protector's heart, her vision momentarily obscured. Before the assassin’s blade could land home, a black dagger sizzled through the air, passing my head by inches and buried itself in the man's neck.

      His corpse tumbled to the floor, and the black dagger whipped out of his neck and through the air to land with an audible smack in Yasmine’s hand. Gretchen was dancing back and in a defensive stance, ready for an incoming attack even blind. When her vision cleared of blood, and she saw the dead man before her, she looked to Red Mask and gave her a nod of thanks. The Imperial nodded back, just once and slowly, but that seemed to have added weight with my Protector; with the former princess’s servants as well, for they regarded Gretchen with wary respect now, leery of the great sword. She swung with seeming ease.
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      Striding over to Lady Hornsby, I grabbed her by the front of her gown and lifted her up. The look of shock and fear on her face sealed it for me. There was no guilt there, even though I knew she was a co-conspirator in the first assassination attempt.

      “Who do they have? Or what do they have on you?”

      “My… my son,” the words were ripped out of her lips, a cry of despair that tugged at my heart, “oh goddess, they’re going to kill him now!”

      “Hush woman,” the Witch Queen said. With a flick of her wrist, she plucked a strand of hair out of Lady Hornsby’s head.

      “Ouch! What are you-.”

      “Silence!” Mother waved a hand, and the woman fell silent, a look of horror on her face as she tried to speak, but her jaw wouldn’t move. “Goddess, hear me now!”

      The words had barely left the Queen Mother’s lips when a silver wind rushed through the room. I felt the presence of the goddess amongst us once more, but unlike the first encounter, she did not overawe, and I felt her struggle to part my own fae energies as she passed.

      “Find the boy,” simple words but filled with powerful meaning.

      The spirit filling the great hall rushed out and with it, all the oxygen. Drawing in great gasping breaths, I managed to recover quicker than any, save Mother and Yasmine, who were both slower than Gretchen.

      “Will she be in time?” Yasmine asked, and curiously, there was tension for the first time in her voice as she inquired.

      “Never doubt my mother,” the Witch Queen said with quiet confidence. “She will gather up the boy. Do you care for the spawn of one such as she?”

      “I care not,” Yasmine said, a touch of defensive, “But needless suffering on the part of the innocent breeds bad karma for all associated.”

      “We will know in a moment,” Mother said, drawing an ebony rod out of her satchel and holding it out like a perch. Not a second later, a shadowy raven flew in through the wall, passing through the stone like it was air. It landed on the perch Mother held and whispered a short message in her ear. The Queen Mother let out a relieved sigh and smiled at Lady Hornsby, who sobbed in relief.

      “The boy is safe and well. Lydia has put him under guard and in a safe location.”

      “Thank you,” Lady Hornsby sobbed.

      “What’s the meaning of this?” The Baroness asked, blinking and mollifying her expression and tone when Mother turned her dark blue eyes upon her, “Rather, what I meant to say is, what… what in the hells just happened?”

      “Gretchen,” I said with a wave of my hand as I stepped over to Lady Hornsby and gathered her up into my arms; Yasmine stepping close and the black dagger appearing in her hand. She didn’t trust our captive, no matter that I told her the woman would be broken by this point, “please inform our hosts of the tragic business.”

      “Of course, my King,” my Guardian said, “The morning after our King claimed his crown, an assassin attacked right outside his bedchambers,” from the lack of shock on the Baron and attending nobles faces they’d heard of the attack, “The Assassins carried Fang’s of the Emperor and worked in concert. The Princess had just arrived the day before, and it was made to look like an imperial plot, but only on the surface. Our enemies knew we would see through the subterfuge easily. So, their ultimate goal was to frame a much more believable villain.”

      “Shadow Corps,” Yasmine said with a hard edge to her voice.

      “Indeed.” Gretchen said, “That fell organization had no part in the kidnapping of Lady Hornsby’s nephew, nor in the attempt to end his majesti’s life. But our enemies would have us believe they were to blame.”

      “It wasn’t Shadow Corps?” Lady Hornsby asked in wide-eyed shock.

      “Nay lady,” I said gently, “It was a more deadly villain. A darkness that creeps through the Wall and seeks to stop me before I can unite these lands against it.”

      “Great evil, my King?” The Baroness said, a hand clutching at her massive bosom.

      “It gathers in the North Lady,” Mother said, her voice drawing every eye, and her dark eyes seeming to light from within with a bright blue fire, “An evil we’ve faced before but without our knowledge. An evil I erected a wall to keep out.”

      “Thank the goddess,” the woman and her daughter intone out of habit.

      “The Wall falls Baron,” Mother said, her sharp gaze lingering on the faithful pair and ignoring the gasps of shock her words caused. “My son has come to save our wretched souls, but he can’t fight this war alone. The Wall falls, and on the other side is an army waiting to fall down upon us.”

      “The North will be ours again,” I said, seeing fear fade in the Baron's eyes and be replaced by greed, “We will take back the gold and silver mines of our ancestors and free those souls who have been enslaved or trapped on the other side.”

      “The banners must be gathered,” Mother said, “All of our strength placed in your King’s hands to direct where he sees fit.”

      “Of course, my Lady,” the Baronness said, her eyes taking on a fervor I’d never seen before, and her daughter an equal devotion, “The work will begin at once.”

      “We would seek your counsel in these matters,” the Baron said, a touch wide around the eyes as his mind struggled to keep up with events, “so that we might be guided properly.”

      “Perhaps it would be best,” Mother said tactfully, “if we left the particulars to your good wife and daughter. The details can be trifling matters and best left to a woman’s touch. The King mentioned his interest in the fabled Hardfast walls, perhaps you could take our Lord on a tour, while the ladies and I… discuss how they can be of use.”

      The smile the Queen Mother fixed on the Baroness and her daughter was practically predatory, and both women were blushing and unable to meet the gorgeous former queen's eyes. Each cast surreptitious glances my way, and I suspected that before the evening was over, I would be sampling two of the Baron’s finest vintages.

      Once away from his wife, the Baron was a talker. His boasts and brags didn’t stretch the truth too far, and I found I liked the man. He had a simple and sincere way about him, although his fatness made it challenging to keep a good pace as we toured the Hardfast.

      The last thing I wanted was a large feast to fatten and slow us down, and our guests seemed to sense that. Two hours after sunset, I found myself in a small dining room with the Baron, his wife, Mother, and Yasmine. We spoke of worldly matters, and it was the Baron’s wife who proved the most up to date.

      Yasmine assuredly knew more, but she was reticent around the Baron and Baroness, and Mother, too, I believe, holding her cards close. Her presence terrified the Baron, and throughout the meal, he kept finding excuses to slip out for a minute or ten. His wife was the opposite, the large woman with her mammoth breasts and straw-colored hair was fascinated by the willowy Imperial, peppering her with questions through the night.

      Finally, our meal came to an end, and the Baron stood to excuse himself. The servants cleared the table, cute girls one, and all who worked doubly hard to capture my interest throughout the meal. The Baroness was keen to watch which of her girls I was most captivated by, but I stared at none so hard as the woman herself. Something about her pleasantly plump lips and round doe-like eyes drove me wild, and I wanted nothing more than to see those lips wrapped around my cock.

      “Your Majesty,” the Baron said, “It has been the singular honor of my life to have met you. Truly, you are a remarkable young man, who will lead our small nation to glory. Wife, will you be joining me?”

      “I think I’ll stay awhile,” the Baroness said with a dimpled smile, “and speak with Belinda about a few matters of importance. You head on to bed now, Wallace, and don’t wait up.”

      I walked the Baron out and let him show me to my rooms. I had a whole corner tower to myself, and the second to last floor was an entire room with large windows that looked out over the Hardfast and surrounding lands. My blood was still pumping, and though the servants and their wicked grins were enticing, I wanted to check on Wind.

      The mare was happy as a horse can be. The Baron’s daughter had ordered stable hands to cover the entire corner of the great hall in soft dirt and hay, not that Wind would have minded. Her hooves were solid as stone and stronger than steel. The large trough of water and feed was enough to feed a dozen horses, and Wind was doing her best to eat everything put before her.

      She came over and nuzzled at my shoulder and took an offered sugar cube I’d pilfered from the dessert cart. Gretchen hovered somewhere behind me, my ever-present shadow, armed with daggers and blade here. I spent as long as I dared with my friend, sharing in our mutual regard as I brushed her down, showing her the benefits of my human hands, which she grudgingly admitted had their uses.
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      I left Wind contentedly munching on fresh grasses. There were still several hours until it was time for the ritual, so climbed back up to my tower room, Gretchen a half step behind. My mind worked through the problem of Endil Vale and their Queen. The Harem knew my plan with the woman, but it all rested on my shoulders to execute. I’d never met the woman, although I’d heard tales of her and her great elven beauty since I was a boy.

      My mind was so deep in the problem, it took a moment to register that my room wasn’t unoccupied when I stepped in. With a wink, Gretchen pulled the door close, positioning herself outside with her great sword standing before her. Sitting near the window, looking nervous and shy as they fidgeted and tried hard to ignore the Queen Mother sitting in the shadowed corner like a spider in the center of her web.

      “My King,” Mother said, with a seductive hiss that set my blood boiling, “Your subjects, they have come to worship at the altar of their Lord and god… They have learned of the special powers and abilities you can impart… Let them both drink of your ambrosia.”

      “And who told them of these powers?” I asked, narrowing my gaze at the Witch.

      “The goddess whispered to us,” the younger Gelanvor said, “You will need leaders, my Liege… leaders who are loyal, efficacious, and… bound… to you.”

      “Hectate and her priestesses told us,” the Baroness said, shifting to the front edge of her seat, eyes imploring me, “what we could become… They spoke of… Lord, please let us serve you. Elsbeth and I have come to you together.”

      “Yes, my son,” Mother said, her eyes glowing with a pale blue light, “I could have brought them one at a time, but they insisted… They know how a Witch Lord must be worshipped.”

      “It’s true!” Mother and daughter gasped together, looking from Mother to me. Then, as one, both slipped off their chairs and knelt together before the window and its magnificent view of their domain.

      “You wish to serve?” I asked, my cold voice steel covered with thin satin, the witchy powers drawing closer to me, eddies and swirls of fae power as I delved into the pair's souls, pleasantly surprised by what I found.

      The goddess picks useful tools; I thought to myself.

      “Yes, my King!” the mother said.

      “Yes, my Lord, only to serve you!” The daughter begged; hands clasped beneath her massive bosom.

      “You will work as one in servicing the crown and your Lord,” I said, my words laced with magic that reached into their beings and empowered their greatest skills, sharpening memories, intellect, and wit.

      “Yes, my King.” They whispered over their shoulders. Mother’s eyes glowed a touch brighter, and I felt her witch powers at work guiding and enhancing mine as I plucked and pulled at the women’s minds.

      “Fiorina,” I addressed the mother, “you were born a noble but are, in truth, a clerk. That is where you find joy and where your skills lie. You shall organize and oversee not only my supply lines but, more importantly, you shall work on a body of laws that can govern an empire.”

      The woman’s eyes widened as she got not only her greatest wish in control of organizing the chaos she saw everywhere, but a purpose that exceeded her wildest dreams. Her mind was perfect for law, and her knowledge of the needs of the ordinary people and nobility was second to none.

      All this and more the fae winds guided me to, Mother being far more efficacious than I in the workings of these powers, but my ability to read them outstripping hers. Working in tandem, we were able to do what no single practitioner could.

      “Elsbeth,” I said to the daughter, “You have the love of commoner and noble alike. None can hate your pure and open innocence, and all shall listen when you tell them hard truths they don’t want to hear. You shall seek those of gentle spirit and heart to administer my realm. The clerks, lawyers, and enforcers shall be under your control and forged by your gentle heart.”

      “But… my King!” the girl said, to overcome with shock and joy to speak further. Her mother turned and folded the girl in a giant hug, the girl hugging her back.

      A flash of blue and I glanced up to see Mother grinning, and when I looked back down, the fae energies had gathered at my feet. They reached out, imbued with my words and their meaning, seeking purchase in the women before me. The Baroness saw the shifting magic as well, and her breath quickened. Looking up at me, she bit her bottom lip, and her pupils dilated. Glancing at her daughter, they shared a quick excited grin and then turned as one and reaching out opposite arms drew me into them.

      Their large, soft breasts pressed into my legs, and mother and daughter were giggling in wicked delight as they unlaced my britches and dragged them down. The daughter was the first to gasp, followed by an even louder gasp and a happy sigh from her mother. The Baroness reached out and hefted my large soft cock in her fingers and shivered in pleasure.

      “My King is mighty indeed… oh, dear goddess, thank you,” turning to her daughter, a look of concern flashed across her face when she saw the wonder and excitement on the nineteen-year-old girls face, “Oh dear, you’re going to be spoiled by this… no man will ever be able to compare… Mhmm”

      My cock throbbed in her hand, and with a flash of smile up at me, her fingers flexed around the hardening shaft.

      “No other man shall ever touch me,” Elsbeth said, then grinning at her mom, she hugged her close with one arm and kissed her cheek before whispering, “Can you imagine wanting another man? Ever?”

      Her mother swallowed hard and shook her head, licking her lips as her eyes fell from mine down to the mighty cock now hard as a rock before her. Both women trembled, tension building in the room. Over their shoulder, my mother watched with rapt fascination, a patient spider watching her prey slowly edge into the web.

      Mother and daughter glanced up at me, and I trapped their eyes with mine. The slack-jawed looks of devotion that slowly stole over their faces and the total submission their souls gave me opened the way for the magics to slip in.

      “Offer thanks before your service,” Mother said, her voice a seductive, sibilant hiss.

      “Thank you, my Lord,” both mother and daughter said as one, their hands both encircling my cock, sending a shiver up my spine, “for this opportunity to serve.”

      “Receive your reward,” I said, and felt the smile of domination tug at my lips when the two women practically leaped forward to inhale my cock.

      Their thick lips slid up and down the sides, kissing and sucking, while their pink tongues danced all around. The Baroness took me into her hot mouth first, her skill not inconsiderable, but her enthusiasm was top notch. Her daughter watched and learned, and when it came time for her to slip her thick pink lips over my cock, she employed much of the same techniques, but where her mother spent her focus on licking and sucking the head, the daughter tried taking me as deep as she could.

      The tightness of the girl's throat as she swallowed around the fat head of my cock caused me to groan and my legs to tremble. With an almost feral sound, the mother took me back into her mouth, working my dick to the back of her throat and glancing at her daughter to see if she was doing it right.

      “Now swallow,” the girls said, coaxing her gagging mom on, “you’ll feel him throb along your neck… it’s incredible.”

      The mother worked me hard, her throat relaxing more and more until I felt her chin resting against my balls. The feat was impressive, but the sight of mother and daughter licking and sucking my cock was too hot to let pass by, and soon both were working me over together.

      I’d managed to hold out as long as possible but finally could wait no longer. My dick throbbing and balls pulled up and tight. I stroked my long dick, pressing the top against their open mouths.

      “Don’t miss a drop!” Mother said, her hand working hard between her legs, the other clutching one massive breast.

      Neither was going to. They could sense the power that lay within me, waiting to flood them. When my cock finally began to spew forth its magic seed, first the mother fit her lips to my cock like a seal, sucking my cum down hard until her mouth was full. Then the daughter took me. They passed it back and forth, swallowing down mouthful after mouthful until I was spent.

      Gasping, they both sat back, limbs trembling and bodies shaking as the magic worked its way through them. With twin cries of ecstasy, both fell to their backs and writhed in orgasm. Their bodies slimmed slightly, breasts firming, faces tightening, and the full effects of the mental aspects hit home as well.

      When they finally picked themselves up, the Baroness and her daughter were enhanced women, perfected by mine and mother's powers. They were also wild with lust.
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      What followed was a wild two hours of lovemaking. Neither mother nor daughter was spared from my massive cock, and both begged to feel it again and again. Crawling atop and riding me, while the other pressed her face into Mother’s tiny wet pussy. Or bending over and presenting me with a beautiful round ass as the other pushed my cock within, coaxing me to claim them in their final virgin holes.

      They had both been added to the harem but were not of the Seven and could not keep up for long. The Queen Mother and I left the pair naked and sleeping with twin contented smiles on their faces in my bed. The witching hour was soon approaching, and the ritual about to take place.

      I led the way down servants’ stairs and narrow hallways. Careful to make sure no one noticed us when we slipped into a secret corridor and climbed down the long spiraling stair in a hidden well.

      Magic lit the way, and soon, Mother and I found Yasmine and Gretchen waiting for us with my charge. In the corner of the chamber stood a regal shadow, cast by the unearthly magic swirling around the floor.

      I’d found this chamber, sanctified to Mother Night in the distant past and hidden beneath the bowels of the keep, as a boy exploring hidden passages. There was no better location to bind a woman to our harem without prying eyes peering over my shoulder.

      “My King!” Lady Hornsby said in surprise, her face blanched of color and fingers trembling, “You’ve come to save me? These women stole me from my rooms… my servants will look for me!”

      “No one will find you down here,” Mother said, not bothering to glance at the woman as she drew components from her pouch and scribe a quick glyph in the air, trapping the swirling magics and locking them into a heptagram.

      “Oh, sweet goddess,” the older woman moaned, “my death has come… please make it swift, my Lord, I have not the bravery to endure torture.”

      “Quiet, you,” Hissed Yasmine, reaching up and snatching off her hood and mask and flinging them to the side as she spun on me with a look of derision, “This is the next creature you bind after me? Do you think she is my equal? Do you think she can compare to the goddesses you’ve bound so far?!”

      Holding out her arm, the shadowy ghost image of Grandmother, the frowning visage of Mother, and the coolly curious face of Gretchen all regarded me with eyes that drove their point home. Lady Hornsby looked from Yasmine’s gorgeous and angry face to mine and then back, eyes widening in wonder as she drank in every detail of the princess.

      “You all disapprove,” I said and saw confirmation in their eyes, “and I understand why. But you don’t see her as I do. You don’t see the entire plan. Not yet. Where do we stand?”

      “In a Temple sanctified to Darkness,” the Queen Mother said.

      “Exactly,” I said, “and who does the darkness hide us from?”

      “The gods,” Yasmine said, crossing her arms, “What does it have to do with this creature? She betrayed you, yes? Tried to have you killed? And now you offer her a boon?”

      “She never thought I would be killed,” I said. “Did you, Lady Hornsby?”

      “My King?” The woman asked, looking around quickly, still fearing an axe blow at any moment, “I… I don’t understand what this is.”

      “Speak the truth, Jelli Hornsby,” Mother said, her words laced with potent magics that reached out from her and twined around Lady Hornsby’s heart and throat, “Speak not a single lie, or your heart will explode in your chest…” from the woman’s wide eyes and rapid breathing she trusted the Witch Queen’s words. “Now answer your lord's questions.”

      “Yes,” she said quickly, then with a strangled cry, said, “No! I mean, no, I never meant for you to die!”

      “Tell us what happened,” I said, “that day in the corridor.”

      “It wasn’t an assassination,” the woman said, sagging in place, “or that’s not what I was told. You were to be poisoned in the fight and later when a call went out for a curative…”

      “You would miraculously have one,” I said, nodding, “a pretty and charismatic courtier by my side whom I would trust.”

      “My King, I would never have done it had I known… I would have died first!”

      “Peace Lady,” I said and reaching out, gathering her two hands in mine, feeling her still almost immediately and draw in slow calming breaths, “Do you all see it now?”

      “That may be true,” Yasmine said, and at the raised eyebrow from mother, she nodded, “Is true, I have no doubt. But it doesn’t change the fact that she serves no purpose, brings nothing to your rule that you don’t get from a dozen others with finer skills and pedigree.”

      “My King?” Lady Hornsby asked, glancing around and up at me with a questioning frown, “What is this?”

      “None of you, save perhaps Grandmother, has seen what I have seen in our dear Lady Hornsby,” I said with a warm smile for the woman, causing her to blush prettily. She truly was a beautiful woman, when worry and fret didn’t affect her so, and in her youth had been a beauty of renown, “She wears the mask of frippery well, but beneath the silly exterior is a mind as keen as any. The Hornsby estate is modest, but over the last generation, it has grown nearly tenfold in wealth, with none of its neighbors growing the wiser.”

      Grandmother's shadow nodded in silent confirmation. She’d agreed with my plan after only a small amount of convincing, seeing the wisdom in it straight off. The other women needed more convincing, but I was confident they would come to know the woman’s worth as I had.

      “She knows every noble from here to the southern sea on sight and even better knows who’s a fool, who can be trusted in a deal and who can’t. She can throw a party in a day and the best part… her name is in no prophecy.”

      Mother’s gasp told me she’d put it together, and from the frown on Yasmine’s face, my wife was annoyed she hadn’t worked it out that fast.

      “The Herald,” I announced, raising one hand to indicate Lady Hornsby, “Keeper of my court and Holder of Secrets… All shall fall before her charms.”

      “My King…” Lady Hornsby said breathlessly, raising a hand to her cheek, “Surely you can’t mean… I’m old… and ugly… Nothing like these Queens and Princesses!”

      “The second enemy…” Mother whispered, and I saw acceptance on her face. More than that, I saw intrigue and more than a touch of respect when she looked at me. “The gods cannot see this place and what we do here…” her tone was awed as she settled into place at one of the four pillars, “They will know you exist and are the fifth… but they can’t know your intent. They may learn your title but will never divine all we do here.”

      “I am fate.” I said, capturing all of their attention to me as I pushed my chosen woman into the center of the square. “I’m the wild card. I’m given a choice, and I take it. In both hands. Every time. I name my seven and this woman who stands before me now. This woman who loved her kin and fought through her enslavement and emerged with her honor intact is one I would trust with my life.”

      “Lady Jelli Hornsby,” Mother intoned quietly, “Will you take this place within the Witch-Lord’s Harem?”

      “With every fiber of my being, yes!” the woman cried, and then she was on her knees before me, her mouth wrapped around my raging hardon as she threw herself into the devotion.

      The ritual was unlike the others. I could sense it almost immediately. Unlike with the former women who’d been bound, there was no need to breed Lady Hornsby. Instead, she sucked while the other four looked on, witnessing the woman coaxing the magic out of my balls with her skilled tongue and lips.

      The full effect hit her as she swallowed my cum. Falling to her back and writhing in ecstasy, we watched in wonder as the years melted away from her. Her skin tightened, and breasts firmed. There were no drastic changes to her appearance, but the erasing of two decades did magical things to her.

      The slender minx I took bent over and screaming to be fucked harder and harder, had little resemblance to the Lady Hornsby I remembered from days before and was more like the beauty of my youth. Flooding her womb with my cum furthered the changes, and it was when I took her ass that she was finally claimed as a full member of the Harem.

      The Herald was a title the world had never seen before. One that I’d formed in my mind and shared with no one saved the powers that Lady Hornsby found herself with as we staggered out of the ritual room.

      My beautiful Lady joined my wife and me in our bed chambers that evening. The pair of them could have been sisters, except that their skin and hair color were wildly different. Each was slender and waif-like, but with a depth of character that shone out through their every action.

      Our lovemaking was slow and gentle as we indulged in one another’s bodies. Yasmine and Jelli took their time with one another, each experiencing delightful surprises at the hands and lips of the other. The highlight of the evening was when Mother dragged in the Baroness and her daughter, who’d been hiding just outside the room, hoping to slip in and pounce on me when I left to use the necessary.

      On the morrow, we would journey to Endil Vale and I would meet with their gorgeous but demanding queen. For the moment, all was right with the world as I drifted off to slumber. Yasmine curled up at my side and the gorgeous and loyal Gretchen standing guard at our door.
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        “An army of scribes, lawyers, professors and clerks;

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

        Underestimated is the name history placed on them;

        Their LORD could make the strongest bow down low;

        But the Governess Court did the real work

        Forging the Bureaucracy, that most holy of institutions.”

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

      

      

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      That was it, I thought to myself, burying the thoughts down deep. It’s the bond I share with Grandmother… and all the time we had over the years, she was lost to us. Even the fact that it was Lydia and not Belinda who placed the crown on my head ate at her. It seemed impossible for something so small to hurt one of the most powerful women in the world, but the pain I read in her, the tremor to her currents of magic, though brief, told me everything.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “For not having the imagination or foresight you and your mother do.”

      I stepped to the next woman, the washerwoman’s knuckles whitening as she clutched her hands upon her lap to keep them from reaching out to touch the mighty hero-king who’d been close for but a moment. Addressing the middle-aged woman before me, I locked onto her pale blue eyes, though her massive breasts and wide soft hips called to me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Very well then… Remove your clothes,” I ordered, the words cutting across the room, stilling women and words.

      All eyes fell on the washerwoman, all except Gretchen, who let out a gentle sigh, stepping back and drawing the double doors close behind herself where she stood guard outside. If I called for her, she would come, but after the bonding, she could trust these women at least marginally more than strangers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Master, I was born for this,” she whispered, face taking on an edge of mania I’d never seen in a woman. With the constraints finally removed, she didn’t seem able to control herself, not on the cusp or experiencing something wild. For now, I left her to her worshipful mewling, enjoying the touch and the lesson it set for some of the shier women.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “How did the God-King taste?”

      God-King.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Go!” I growled at the girl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Dainen!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      The Queen looked around and frowned for the thousandth time of what had become of her court. The excess and mania were necessary to keep each faction in line and striving against the others, but the lack of common purpose hurt her deep in a place she could never admit. On the morrow, everything would change, one way or another, and her brilliant mind spun through possibilities. All focused on the Peaks and the mystery wrapped up there and ignoring the young king.
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        “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. Pray forgive this difference in perspective; I found the experience of seeing my younger self through the eyes of allies and enemies 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 guardswomen, 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 guardswomen 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 of 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 Jelli 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 an 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 here on guard. If you have need to send a message, grab one of the servant 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 Elsbeth 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 in 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 marshaled 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 a 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 Lord's 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 struck 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.

      

      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 guardswomen 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 guardswomen 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 guardswomen 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 guardswomen 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, marshaling 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 had dropped twice as many with a gesture, the fires still burning places in the wake of her frightful spell.

      The King’s attackers had triggered 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 tore 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 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.

      Gasps 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 to 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 shone 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 King’s wife, Yasmine, 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 braced on either side of his hips, legs squeezing to hold herself up, the Queen’s gorgeous body rose, her Lord’s 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 in the world had ever seen. Her magical might was second to only 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 hanging down, the Witch Queen’s scream of pleasure and shock as her son and Lord’s 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 was 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 Liege. 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,” Yasmine breathed beside Captain Fazine, the assassin’s dark eyes shining with unshed tears. All the warriors 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 in the former queen’s 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 Yasmine’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 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. 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. Yasmine 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 Yasmine 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.

      

      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 guardswomen flesh 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 her head, she pawed at the ground, and I slowed, approaching with care. Large liquid brown eyes held mine as Wind conveyed her unease and displeasure at my loss of control. Gentle sounds and soft touches reassured her of her master’s return and with a nicker of pleasure, she finally nuzzled her soft nose into the crook of my neck and shoulder, allowing me to stroke her 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 breasts 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 her trail behind me without need of reins to guide her.

      “I am but one of many,” Yasmine 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 Yasmine, 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 guardswomen 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, then 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, “Is 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 blacksmith, 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 Elsbeth, 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 clung 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 could see 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 guardswomen.

      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, “You’re certain none have slipped away? You realize who Red Mask is, don’t you fool?!”

      The Queen drew in a ragged breath, marshaling 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 who's 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 of crossing sword with the young king, but Lysenia 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 Lysenia 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.

      Lysenia 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, 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 at the King’s arrival.

      The Queen sat in stunned silence. A simple phrase 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's 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. Skirts rustling, 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 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, who adopted 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. They 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. Yasmine and Gretchen approached with a noblewoman of Sorrowmere in tow. I recognized the woman as Lady Rosaline and let my eyes linger on her 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 Elsbeth Gellanvor in my entourage and confer with her about the skill and talent you know of 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.

      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 Yasmine draw abreast. Swinging one leg over her back and dropping 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, hands 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 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 halflings 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 my 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.

      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 shone like burnished silver, flowing down her back and over one shoulder in a thick mane. Large chunks of it had been braided around strands 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 artfully 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 schoolboy’s fantasy. Mountainous cleavage that looked as though it would break the back of a human woman swept down to a delicate waist and out to curving hips. Her legs were long and slender, the ankles delicate.

      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 hand gripped my arm, and I felt her stiffen as her eyes fell upon the Elven Queen. Yasmine, sensing mine and Mother’s responses, 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 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’ve come,” 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. 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.

      “Your wife and bride? What nonsense is this? I thought Lydia would have raised you better boy,” her hand slipped within 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 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, Lysenia,” 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 Lysenia, 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 at one another, faces growing troubled.

      “To the north, a faceless evil press, 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, Lysenia… You can deny me, though 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 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 demonstrate 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, Yasmine 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 without weapons or magic 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 me 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 until 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 of 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 many years ago? Spoken to a child who’d lost hope and faith?”

      “How can I submit?” The Queen's 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!” Lysenia 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 they felt the flows of power surround them.

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

      “Not Queen,” I repeated, 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, “by 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 ripped 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 struck mindless. In fact her eyes flew wide and 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 as 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 princess, once dashed when she was told girls couldn’t become soldiers or commanders, were finally fulfilled. Giggling like a girl, the woman threw her arms around my neck, hopping upon me and raining kisses on 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 Yasmine 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 Yasmine’s lips.

      “ONE MORE… AND THE CIRLCE WILL BE COMPLETE,” the Goddess intoned, “TAKE CARE… 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, Elsbeth 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 hurriedly 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 thing aren’t you?”

      “You’ll never guess who the envoy was,” I said, heart beating fast in my chest as I looked from Mother to Yasmine, 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?” Yasmine said in shock, “Mother was here?”

      “She was up until a few minutes ago,” I said, moaning slightly as Lysenia suckled 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 Lysenia 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’re 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… you’re gorgeous and powerful… I will do anything, anything!”

      “Speak less and suck more,” Yasmine 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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      “A single fruit, burning with knowledge… ten thousand years to grow, a moment to consume… an eternity to digest.”

      Witchfire – A Magical Study by Elrig Folly

      

      The tree city of Endil is one of the great wonders of the world.

      Constructed over eons by the long-lived elves, they had cultivated the trees for comfort and beauty. They constructed great walkways and boulevards out of living branches, guided into shape by artisans over hundreds and thousands of years.

      One of the highest rooms was the Queen’s chamber. It had a breathtaking view of the forest surrounding it, and some of the finest furnishings I’d ever seen. After the ceremony with Lysenia, and her formally acknowledging me as her husband and rightful King, Yasmine and I had moved in with her. Making it obvious to any spies that had missed the show in the throne room that this wasn’t a marriage of political expediency.

      I expected the Emperor to become enraged when he learned I’d married another. No matter that, Yasmine had sent him an encoded letter explaining. The man’s temper was legendary, and I regretted not being there to hear him receive the news. Getting a chuckle or two out of the thought whenever it occurred to me.

      Nothing pleases a Northern King more than tweaking the nose of the Emperor.

      One of the room’s double doors opened and two figures slipped in, one clutching a packet of papers, drawing my attention away from the swaying treetops and far-off thoughts.

      “Your Majesty,” Elsbeth Gellanvor said with a deep curtsy.

      As the teen spread her skirts, she presented her cleavage to best effect. The tight dress pressed the large pale orbs up through the square opening, the soft flesh bulging. The young woman beside her could have been Elsbeth’s twin, but those wise, knowing eyes couldn’t have belonged to a teenager, but to the girl’s mother, the Baroness.

      Blessed by my Herald and I into the age of her desire, the woman chose to be the same age as her daughter. The two had been inseparable since and even moved into the same room just down the hall from me, sharing their blankets, or so Mother informed me.

      “Elsbeth,” I said, “what do you have for me today?”

      “Sire, I wanted to discuss the supply lines with you,” the young noblewoman said, tilting her sheaf of notes out from her magnificent bosom and referencing her notes. “As you know, Queen Lysenia, as head of your armies, has replaced a cadre of the logistics officers with some of her people. I’ve approved the transfers, finding her people eminently capable, but some older officers are having issue taking direction from women.”

      “Old Guard?” I asked, assuming who the problem officers were, and the girl nodded in affirmation. “The Dowager Queen, my grandmother, will be here this evening. Have all complaints brought to her… we’ll see how long their grumbling continues after she sets them straight.”

      “Excellent, your grace,” she glanced down again at her list and frowned. “I have several more topics to discuss if you have time.”

      “For you ladies,” I said with a warm smile for the delightful pair, “I have all afternoon.”

      A throat clearing near the door drew my attention and the pair sitting on a padded bench, knitting, glanced at me. I couldn’t be sure which of them had made the sound, but the reminder of my promise to them was clear.

      “However, I have plans for the evening, so perhaps we should speed things along. What’s the next topic?”

      “Give the girls what they came for, your Majesty,” Vel’Mistra, the former washerwoman and now Headmistress of the Governess Court, went back to her knitting, slender fingers working the silver needles.

      “Aye, your Majesty,” said Hel’geth, the farmer beside her, the woman’s newly youthful features appearing right on her tall, slender frame. “The girls have supper all set. Just take a minute to heat it up. You take your time with her Ladyship and the Baroness.”

      It was odd hearing such a comfortable and mature tone coming out of such a sweet voice and pale, innocent face, but there were decades of experience behind her blue eyes. Hel’geth had been a farmer of renown in her barony, overseeing hundreds. On the night I and Lady Hornsby blessed her and the rest of the Governess Court with the youth, Hel’geth had taken the whole measure of my seed, the years melting away as she reclaimed the beauty of her youth.

      Jelli had seen to their attire, and I couldn’t help but let my eyes linger on the fine silks and satins hugging their ripe bodies. Both Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth were endowed with some of the largest and roundest bust I’d ever seen, and the dresses highlighted their charms to great effect. Hel’geth’s smoky gaze lingered on me, and I had to tear my eyes away from her smooth, pale cheeks and bee-stung lips.

      The woman had been handsome, even beautiful when we’d first met, but now, with the charms of her teenage years in full flower, and the wisdom and skills of many decades, I hungered to feel her touch again.

      The pair before me were of vital importance, and keeping Elsbeth and her mother happy would ease a thousand headaches in the days to come.

      “I can’t very well ignore good advice when I hear it,” I said, rising to my feet and letting my eyes linger on the pleasantly plump pair of noblewomen.

      “My Liege?” Elsbeth asked, her voice faint with hope.

      “Your notes will keep, Elsbeth,” I said as I plucked the stack of papers from her hands and dropped them on a side table, reaching one arm around the daughters waist and a second around her mothers, I pulled them both firmly against my side and grinned at their gasps of surprised delight. “I need to spend some time getting reacquainted with a couple of my most devoted followers.”

      “Oh, God King,” Elsbeth whispered in a breath voice, her hand slipping down to join her mother’s as it fumbled my belt free, “we dream about your touch every night.”

      “Do you?” I asked, kissing the blonde girl and turning to her brunette twin, “Tell me.”

      “We stole a codpiece,” Fiorina admitted, her cheeks coloring as her fingers slipped into my pants and she sighed as she went on, my lips kissing her neck encouragingly, “From the players… nearly as long and thick as you my King… oh God… not nearly as big… Elsbeth found an oil…”

      “And what does your daughter do with this oil?”

      “I slide it all over the codpiece,” Elsbeth breathed, as she eased my cock out of my pants, smile growing as it flopped free and she ran her hand along its length as she spoke. “Get it nice and slick so we can practice… prepare.”

      “Show me.”

      The pair grinned at one another and sank to their knees. Their dresses were of the finest quality, but neither paid mind to their knees, stretching and pulling on the material as both pushed in close, pressing their cheeks together and staring up at me with wicked grins.

      My gasp of pleasure was so sharp and loud it drew Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth’s attention. I’ve been blessed to have many double blowjobs in my life and even a few triples, but rarely have a pair ever worked together in tandem as well as Elsbeth and Fiorina.

      Their lips pursed together, the pair ran them all around the head of my cock, smearing their saliva all over. Pausing, they pulled back, both of their tongues flickering along the sensitive spot on the underside of the head and I couldn’t help the shiver that ran down my spine.

      The pair grinned as one, and Fiorina moved down, tongue lapping along my shaft as she moved to suckle my balls, while her girl sucked me deep. So deep I saw the sides of her throat expand and felt the tight ring of her throat stretch and slip over the head. The girl’s eyes widened in triumph and she hummed in pleasure as she drove forward, pressing her nose against my pubis.

      Fiorina giggled and slipped out from between us, unlacing the back of her daughter’s bodice and releasing her dangling melons to my gaze as I began slowly fucking her throat.

      “You’ve… done well… in your training,” I grunted.

      “Thank you, your Majesty,” Elsbeth said as she pulled back off my cock, making way for Fiorina to slide the head past the tight ring of her throat, “but you haven’t seen anything yet.”

      I raised an eyebrow and Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth moved closer, actually stopping their knitting to watch as Fiorina and her girl pressed their lips to either side of my cock, tongues reaching down along the underside as they sucked hard. It was their plump, puffy lips and powerful tongues that sent shivers down my legs and had me hard as steel, balls throbbing in moments.

      Reaching down, I gripped the back of their heads and grunted in pleasure, unable to utter words as the orgasm raced through me, the cum gushing forth across their eager mouths. Staggering back, I fell into the chair, head spinning, but the wicked women had no plans on releasing my cock.

      We would get to the woman’s notes eventually, but not before I took both, bent over the desk and left a deposit of my seed in their wombs. Loving the feel of a firm young ass slapping back into my crotch as I kissed her kinswoman, a hand between the woman’s legs, filling one pussy while the other came on my fingers, was heaven itself.

      Knight-Captain Fazine and Gretchen were standing at attention outside my rooms when I exited. Her eyes swept over Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth by habit, then took in the sight of the groggy pair draped over my desk. The noble women’s eyes were rolled back into their heads, fine clothing strewn across the floor, and my seed smearing their faces as they were lapping it off one another.

      “You plan to accompany me on the test?” I asked the statuesque guardswoman.

      She stood ramrod straight, her armor polished to a mirror smooth shine. The woman’s dark eyes were flat and professional, but I saw a hint of heat deep in them.

      “I know you desire a break from the stress and press of Court,” Captain Fazine said, “but I can’t allow you to go to the peasant’s farm unguarded.”

      “Then you will come alone,” I said, not bothering to remind her that Gretchen would be at my side as always. “I won’t have a half dozen guardswomen advertising my presence. I wish to see how the people live. To pass as unobtrusive as possible.”

      Captain Fazine raised one eyebrow and glanced up and down as if to say, you plan to hide that? But I ignored her, heading to the baths. Lady Hornsby found me on the way and slipped in beside my silent shadow of Gretchen. The two gripped each other’s hands lovingly before the Lady launched into her day’s report on the status of our forces.

      Another couple of tribes had ridden in from the steppes, driving a herd of wild horses before them. There wouldn’t be time to train heavy cavalry, but the tribes were training the short bowmen and women to be harrying forces.

      Her report was a long one, so I brought her and Gretchen into the baths with me, while Captain Fazine stood guard outside. Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth, who’d trailed along behind, sat on a bench nearby chatting quietly and continuing their knitting as I slipped into the steamy chamber.

      “My Lord has an… energetic evening planned for him,” Jelli said as I dropped my robe and slipped into the steaming waters. “From what I heard, the entire village will be there. Gretchen, you’ll be there to make sure our Lord is safe, right?”

      “Yes, my lady,” my maid said, ducking her head as she clasped her hand before her.

      For a woman who could be as deadly and intimidating as any when there was a threat to my life, Gretchen kept her shy reticence around upper nobility.

      “Did you have more to report, Jelli?” I asked, as I began scrubbing my skin with the bar of herbal scented soap, “Or would you two like to join me?”

      “Of course, my Lord!” Lady Hornsby said, eagerly slipping free of her black dress.

      Gretchen and she shared eager grins as they slipped into the pools and joined me. The noble woman’s desire to get in one last bit of play was obvious when she followed me into the steaming chambers. I’d heard often enough from the ladies at court how the steam ruined their artfully coifed hairdos, and Jelli’s looked as though it had taken a dozen hours and maidservants to arrange.

      My Guardian hadn’t been expecting this last dalliance, and she shimmied out over her servant’s liveries even quicker than Lady Hornsby. Soon their hands had taken the soap and scrubber from me, and I was treated to their slick skin rubbing all over me as we lathered up.

      By the time I left the bathing chamber, the pair had sated themselves on my spear and I was feeling refreshed. Gretchen had gone to fetch the rough woolens, and I felt odd wearing the undyed material. It wasn’t the ill-fitting nature, or the rough weave, I’d grown up wearing less and worse more often than not. It was the fact they’d belonged to Vel’Mistra’s dead husband.

      The look of pride in the older woman’s beautiful eyes when she saw me wearing the clothing relieved some of the discomfort, and I tried putting the rest out of my mind as we approached the chamber where Mother had been at work.

      I found Belinda, the Witch Queen, inspecting her carvings, running gentle fingers over the deeply inset wounds she’d rent in the floor of the living room. When I stepped into the room, Mother rose, her long dark lashes fluttering as she gazed up at me. The woman caught my eyes bouncing over her heaving breasts and she smiled to herself as she rose from the curtsey.

      “Behold my King,” she intoned, raising her hands out to her sides, palms upturned, “your Witch has made for you a wonder.”

      “Arrogant as ever, I see,” said the sweet voice of Queen Lysenia as she swept into the room, her attendants waiting outside.

      “Lysenia,” Mother said, her eyes glittering dangerously as she stared at my General, “You’ve come to bear witness? To see the majesty of my creation?”

      “I’ve brought my own sorcerers,” the Elven Queen said, her tone just this side of cold, “If something goes wrong with this fool’s errand, I won’t lose my husband to one of your follies.”

      “He was my son long before you wrapped those gangly legs around him, you cun-.”

      “Ladies!”

      They both snapped their jaw shut but continued to glare at one another. I’d left the two to deal with their problems, but it seemed I’d have to deal with it soon, before something precipitous happened.

      “You will keep a civil tongue with one another in my presence.”

      “Yes, my King.” They spoke the words as one and shot each other dagger glares when they noticed, then snapped their heads forward, avoiding each other’s eyes.

      “If this works,” I said, putting the unpleasantness behind me as I walked around the edge of Mother’s intricate engraving, “It will change the world. Queen Lysenia, you can see the power of it, yes? The reach it could give our armies?”

      “I see it,” the elf said, nodding her head. “But I also know that a weapon we wield today, our enemies will wield tomorrow.”

      “Dainen is the key,” Mother said, still not looking at the elf, “only he can pass through or choose who passes through. Do you not trust the wisdom of your King, Lysenia?”

      Queen Lysenia couldn’t see Mother’s smirk, but she ground her delicate teeth as though she had.

      “And what if this test has a complication? What if there’s an error in your pretty little picture and he loses an arm, or worse?”

      There was genuine fear in the elf’s eyes as she finally turned to Mother, but the Witch Queen was a beacon of confidence. The little woman stood as straight-backed and proud as Captain Fazine, and I felt it for her.

      “My work is perfect,” Queen Belinda said, loud enough for those outside to hear, “King Dainen, my son and love… you may begin when ready.”

      Without hesitation, I nodded and stepped around to the apex of her inscription. Frowning at her and Queen Lysenia, I waved them off the engraving, and both jumped as if goosed and scurried out of the room.

      “No matter what happens, none of you are to interfere,” I ordered, my eyes sweeping over the sorceresses and mages gathered outside. Waiting for each to meet my eyes and nod in understanding, I turned back to the pattern on the floor and awoke my mage-sight.

      I was nearly blinded when I beheld the portal’s inscriptions, so much raw power had been impregnated into each glyph and marking. I couldn’t begin to make sense of how Mother had worked out such a thing, but looking at it all drawn out, I could see how the pieces came together.

      The Witch Queen had been working on this in her head since her imprisonment in the Astral Plane. She got the idea there, a place that exists everywhere and nowhere at the same time. If anyone stepped into the portal and triggered the magics Mother set within it, they would be thrown into the Astral Realm without a fixed location, most likely lost for all time.

      Instead, she’d tied it to my specific brand of magic. Since my powers reached outside of time and space, touching on the Celestial Realm, I wasn’t playing by the same rules and laws as most casters were.

      “Fix a location in your mind,” Mother instructed at my side. Her invisible hand guided the working as I drew in magic. “Now push the power through… bridging the connection… yes… excellent Dainen, excellent!”

      I had a strong sense of déjà vu as I felt the portal opening, and a sound like a thousand pages ripping sounded, causing most who were watching to flinch. Then a purple and black edged dot appeared that grew and expanded in fits and starts, demanding more and more magic to bridge the full connection.

      As the portal widened, the shadowy image within grew clearer and resolved into a simple wheat field, the grains blowing in a light breeze. The sky was overcast in the Barony, but lights were lit in the large farmhouse on the horizon and twin trails of smoke rose from its chimneys.

      “A miracle!” Queen Lysenia hissed, her eyes wide with awe until she realized what she’d said and snapped her jaw closed with a click and was careful not to look at Mother’s satisfied smirk.

      “Husband, with this we can conquer the world!”

      I hadn’t noticed Yasmine join in with the watchers, but I smiled in pleasure and reached out, pulling her slender body close. The Imperial Princess wore her veil, masking all but her gorgeous dark eyes, which sparkled with powerful emotions.

      “Belinda, you’ve outdone yourself this time, truly.”

      “Thank you, Yasmine,” Mother said with a gracious smile and a little nod of her head, “but there are still some efficiencies to be worked out. The process was far slower than I intended and required more power than it should have. I’ll have to experiment with thinner lines and sharper edges to some of the glyphs, as well as those sealants the artisans mentioned.”

      Catching Vel’Mistra’s eager smile, I glanced down at my wife and smiled in apology.

      “I would stay and open a portal so you could visit with your family-.”

      “I would love that, but Father would never allow it.” Yasmine said, resting a hand on my chest as she watched the swirling edges of the portal spin. “I haven’t heard word yet… but I’m sure there is another Emperor’s Fang or two with my name on it.”

      “The Emperor is a hoary old bastard, but he wouldn’t kill you,” I said. “He’s too smart to waste something as perfectly deadly and amazing as you. Now a squad of spies kidnapping and stealing you back… that I could see. Take care how you treat me, or I might tell Gretchen to let them through.”

      “I trained all of his spies,” Yasmine said, and I could hear the eager smile on her lips and nearly winced as her nails dug into my arm for a second. “Let them come and test me. I’ve grown bored lounging around this palace with little to do besides you, Husband.”

      Mother had organized those who were heading through the gateway, back to the Barony, giving them instructions on what they would feel and making each take a sip of a clear potion. The potion helped with nausea and wasn’t even magical in nature, but Hel’geth giggled in glee as she sipped it down. The pair had grown close to Mother over the short time they’d known her, but both blushed as the Witch Queen spoke with them, neither having lost their awe with the legendary woman.

      “In two days, I ride for Grimdark.” I said soft enough for only her to hear. “That will be enough excitement to last a lifetime if the tales are true. I’ll need you sharp and ready for anything.”

      “You finally admit the secret little mission you and Gretchen have been cooking up? I pressed her for details after seeing those old maps in the study. “

      “Keep it secret,” I warned, making sure she saw how serious I was, “If some found out where I plan to slip off to, I might find it difficult to leave my rooms, let alone Endil when I wish to.”

      “You’re planning something dangerous and foolish, aren’t you?”

      “How dangerous can it be if Red Mask is protecting me?” I asked with a wink, releasing my hold on her and readying myself to pass through the portal.

      “Go, husband,” Yasmine said, her dark eyes sparkling with amusement now and a bit of eager excitement if I didn’t miss my guess, “Enjoy your farm girls and peasants. It’s a good thing for a King or Emperor to know his people. But hurry back.”

      The warning in her eyes was clear, and with that, she slipped back into the crowd. The elves and humans of Endil and Sorrowmere had grown fond of the tall princess, and proud she was their queen, but the woman walked with an arm’s length space around herself as those near shied back. The fear she awoke to was a primal thing.

      “Be safe, my son,” my mother said, stepping close and speaking softly. “I won’t tell you again I don’t like this,” but her expression said it clearly, “but take care. Our enemy has spies everywhere.”

      “Thank you, mMm, I love you.”

      Speaking just as softly, I startled her with those simple words. Before she could recover from her momentary shock, I drew her into my arms, kissing her with a passion that set our hearts racing and forcing my arms to release her. Least I give these people even more of a show.

      Mother fell to her feet and staggered a little step, large blue eyes blinking and mouth working soundlessly. Stealing a memory of her looking like that, I leaped through the portal and felt it close on my heels.
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      Gretchen and Captain Fazine were standing just on the other side of the portal. The guard with her hand on her weapons drew nervous looks from the gathered villagers, but my maid, the deadlier of the pair by far, drew not a glance.

      “Welcome King Dainen,” Hel’geth said, sweeping a slender arm wide as I took in the neatly arranged farmstead, “to Twin Brooks Homestead, the breadbasket of Sorrowmere.”

      “Well met,” I said to the small crowd that had gathered around, their shining faces staring at me with awe and expectation, “This is a momentous day and you’ve all been witness to history in the making. I trust you to keep my secrets, at least until I depart.” I smiled, but most missed the joke. “I thank you for hosting us for the portal’s testing. I look forward to getting to know each of you and learning more about the lives of my people. This is Captain Fazine, my Guard and Gretchen, my Maid. Please treat them as you would me, thank you.”

      I hadn’t been prepared to give a speech and was happy to cut it short. Hel’geth looked like a doe-eyed nineteen-year-old, flowering into her womanhood with a body that staggered belief, making it easy to forget she’d run this entire place for dozens of years and done it better than any. It was a strange sensation to be the secondary authority as the homestead folk came to her with questions and issues that had piled up over the past week.

      I trailed along behind and listened in as Hel’geth put out one fire after another. There was something so charming at yet to edifying about hearing the troubles of such common folk. At first, they seemed trivial in comparison to what I’d been dealing with, but when I took a moment to think, there was little difference in the end. We all were trying our best with the problems placed before us.

      Gretchen and Vel’Mistra chatted at my side, while Captain Fazine stared daggers at any of the villagers who strayed too near.

      “Captain,” I said, motioning her near, “I think it would be best if you could do a circuit of the area. Make sure the surrounding lands are free of threat or ambush.”

      “Of course, my King!” The woman snapped a sharp salute, then frowned, “But if one of these peasants…”

      “I should be able to handle it myself,” I said, “and if not, Gretchen can signal you, yes?”

      She got my meaning as I raised my eyebrows at her. It was an open secret at this point, amongst the upper circles of nobility, that Gretchen was a bodyguard, but I figured it was better to keep good habits with these things.

      “Right,” she said with a sharp nod, “I’ll return in an hour at most.”

      “Good work, Captain.”

      The woman swelled under my praise, and I made a mental note to reward her before we returned through the portal.

      “Allow me to show you around our homestead,” Hel’geth said.

      The villagers gave nearly as much fuss over the woman’s newfound youth as they did over their king walking in their midst. They kept their questions and comments to themselves as she lead me towards the buildings, but I could see them whispering and pointing.

      “We have twelve acres of pasture lands in the hills,” Hel’geth said, motioning towards a large pen of sheep, “The kids run them down for sheering and we have a small herd here for milking. Nance over there is our cheese-monger, makes the finest rinds you’ll ever eat, my Liege.”

      “I’m looking forward to sampling it later,” I said, offering a warm smile to the slender young woman who blushed prettily and giggled to her friends as we passed the small resting room. Pausing to glance in, I saw rows upon rows of rounds resting and the air was filled with a nutty aroma that made me salivate.

      “The smithy is in full operation,” Hel’geth went on, leading me around a low wall into the hot, fume filled smithy.

      The pounding of hammers on steel never ceases as our small procession walked through the building, but a few of the wide-shouldered women glanced up, blushing when I met their eyes and nodded in greeting.

      “Bettsy has been able to turn a profit out of it. She’s got her girls working tin, copper and steel from ten leagues around. Repairs and mending account for the bulk of it, but new orders are always coming in.” Hel’geth grinned and shook a gray-haired dwarven woman’s hand. “Bets, how are you?”

      “Not half so well as yer self thar, dearie! Don’t you just look like a teenage peach once more!” The cherubic featured woman turned to me with a wide grin stretching across her dwarven features. “Greetin’s yer Majesty, just o’ sent the last o’ yer arms and armor on the way. Pretty penny Lydia did pay for it, too, thank ye very much.”

      “Thank you for your service,” I said, not really understanding half of what the fast-speaking dwarf had said but letting Hel’geth pull me along through the smithy’s opposite side.

      Stepping out, I found myself in a grass square with a tall pole standing in the center. On one side rose the largest building which housed many of the staff, and opposite stretched the fields of waving grains, and in the distance orchards of fruit trees dotted the low hills in a patchwork.

      Across from the smithy was a small building with an odd half circle entrance and no doorway. Something from within that shaded entrance called to me, the rest of the world fading as I felt pulled across the green lawn.

      Deep within the shadows, I saw something glittering, angled planes that reflected some fae light. One moment dark and the next light, it was impossible to see which it was, even as I drew near.

      I nearly stepped across the threshold, a cooling breeze flowing out of the small building, strangely scentless, but enervating, calling me forward. But when I stepped across the threshold it was as if an illusion suddenly dissolved, the darkness and glittering object fading as if they’d never been. Standing on bare dirt floor I blinked rapidly and looked all around but saw nothing the shack, besides a pyramid shaped stone plinth set into the ground.

      The room was empty save for the stone, the walls mud splattered and barren. I felt and saw no sign of illusion magic and when I looked at the stone, I couldn’t tell if it was black or white in the dim light.

      “Are you well, Sire?” Gretchen asked, voice tense and alert for any danger.

      “I… I think,” turning on Hel’geth, I demanded in a tone rougher than I intended, “What is this building?”

      “The refugees built it a few years ago. It’s a temple to a northern god, or I think it’s a god… It’s hard to tell. They call it the Empty Throne and they begged me to let them build it… I didn’t want to waste the space, but their faith is important to them.”

      “Why haven’t I heard of this cult before?”

      “I don’t know why you wouldn’t have, its common in most of the villages and farming communities that took in refugees after the war. I suppose with your Majesti’s ties to the Goddess Hectate and her priestesses, they might have thought it best to keep worship of foreign gods quiet.

      “There are dozens of minor gods and cults like this. It’s best to pay them no mind, Sire,” the woman began walking off, speaking about the crops they’d planted, but I couldn’t drag my feet off that spot.

      “The Throne Abides, Claimant,” a haunting, lilting voice pulled my head around and I noticed a slight young woman stepping out from behind the hovel. She was young, but there was a wisdom in her gaze that belied her years. “The hour approaches and your enemy gathers his strength for the contest to come. Where is Ars Arcnu…?”

      Her gaze had drifted to my side where no sword hung, and I saw a touch of worry enter her expression. I’d never heard the word before and at my questioning frown, the girl’s expression grew troubled.

      “Without the blade, the Teacher will never come to heel. You must arm thyself, God of Light, or your enemy shall cleave through your skull on the first blow.”

      “I thank you for the advice, child,” I said, more than a little disturbed by the girl’s preternatural knowledge. “But my weapons are the magic at my fingertips. It’s a strength-.”

      “That you will lose once you and the Other stand before the Gates of Heaven. Without the Sliver Outside of Time, you will know defeat, your women and soon to be children will know rape and torture and I will become the arbiter of apocalypse…” Then just as if she hadn’t been prophesying the end of the world in a tone as dark as her words, she gave a great sigh and beamed a smile up at me, “I suppose there are worse fates.”

      “Come, your Majesty,” Hel’geth said, drawing me along, and shooting the girl a frown of annoyance the young woman paid no mind to as she wandered off, following a butterfly. “That one’s a sad story, like many of the refugees. A bit touched in the head. Don’t pay her any mind.”

      I tried to ignore the girl’s words, but coming right after my experience in the ‘temple’, I couldn’t discount it as easily as Hel’geth did. As we wandered out into the fields, I glanced back several times but didn’t catch another glimpse of the girl. What she’d said had been madness, but much of it had felt true, deep down.

      It left me distracted for the next couple hours, and it wasn’t until the sun began to sink below the horizon, and lanterns were lit that I began to forget the odd experience. The peasants relaxed more and more around me, and I almost felt like one of their own by the time the bonfires were lit and meat hung on spits.

      There was a festive atmosphere as the villagers brought out casks of mead, ale, and wine, as well as several sets of drums and stringed instruments. I was shocked at the quality of the music when the first players started up and it only got better as the night wore on.

      There was a young man who was such a virtuoso with the violin. He brought Gretchen and Captain Fazine to tears when he played for us. I made him promise to visit my court and play for all my wives, and he stammered his gratitude in a shaky voice, eyes unsure where to look at his King, or the magnificent pair of teats pressed up in Gretchen’s maid’s uniform.

      The food was the simple fare I’d grown up on, roasted meats and biscuits. The vegetables and fruits were better than I remember tasting anywhere, even in Endil Vale, for it had all been picked that afternoon for the feast from their farm and couldn’t be fresher.

      I found myself seated at a long table that faced the dance floor, the peasant’s version of a high table, with Vel’Mistra seated on one side and Gretchen on the other. Hel’geth moved about the crowd, checking on her people. Her hearty laughter could be heard over the music, making it easy to spot the tall, youthful looking blonde.

      The woman’s daughters, a pair of pale haired beauties that burst into fits of giggles whenever I tried speaking with them, got along well with Gretchen; and as I ate, they pestered her with dozens of questions about the castle and court. I heard them mention Mother several times, and that drew my attention away from the sugary confection I’d been digging into.

      “You both met the Witch Queen?”

      The pair shrank back from my question; their pale, round cheeks turning a bright shade of red, and though one opened her mouth to respond, nothing came out.

      “The girls were just saying your Mother came to visit them at the Mid-wives.”

      “We were babes, your Majesty,” offered one of the twins, her voice breathy and soft, “Your mother claimed there was power in the twin birth.”

      “Did she perform any rituals or cast any spells upon you two?”

      The girl was correct. There was power in twin births, but I didn’t know much about the art. Midwifery is an arcane subject and full of opportunities to capitalize on the raw powers of life's creation. I didn’t know of any spell powerful enough that Mother would waste her time tracking down the components to cast it, instead of having one of her witches or sorceresses do it, but I remembered fragments from my early teaching at the hands of Shailendra.

      “Aye,” the second twin said, gaining the confidence to speak now, “but not on us just with our… sacks and fluids.”

      She blushed even harder, mentioning their amniotic debris.

      “How old are you two? And when is your birthdays?”

      “We’re both of legal age, Sire,” said the first twin, glancing over at Gretchen nervously, but the older woman only nodded encouragingly to her, “It that has you troubled. Momma said tonight was supposed to be a surprise but if you already know-.”

      “Ngh!” Gretchen made a sound of warning, but I was waving them both to silence as I leaned forward, my intensity shaking the pair of girls.

      “Tell me when you were born.”

      I didn’t mean for my voice to take on the tone of command I’d learned from Grandmother, but it worked.

      “We will be nineteen come mid-summer,” babbled one twin quickly.

      “June 27th is the exact date,” offered the other right on top of her sister.

      Both froze mid-sentence when I held up a hand for silence. My mind was spinning, and I barely registered the fear growing in both and wiped the look off my face, trying to reassure them.

      “Thank you, that is very interesting information.” I couldn’t stop the train of thought that barreled ahead and fell into a reverie as the gears in my brain spun.

      “If we’ve displeased your Majesty or…,” started one twin, her face tense with anxiety.

      “If you have an issue with our age.” Finished the second twin, their anxiety triggering them to finish each other’s sentences as they spoke rapidly.

      “Please let us prove that even though we’re not experienced.”

      “We’re eager to learn.”

      Gretchen read the expression on my face and knew I was in no fit state at that moment to deal with the girls. It’s odd now looking back and seeing how young I thought of the twins, when in actuality we were practically the same age.

      “Why don’t we give his Majesty a few minutes alone, girls,” Gretchen said, rising and drawing the twins up with her. “It looks like they’ve broken open the Napta Red. Let’s get a few glasses. I’m sure his Majesty will be most eager to hear all about what it was like growing up from you both.”

      A couple hours after dark fell, when the party was in full swing and I’d consumed enough spirits to make my head fuzzy, a few of the village women got the drummers to start a new beat. The others recognized the new music immediately and laughter and cries of excitement went up from the crowd as they took up the beat, clapping along.

      The three peasant women were the youngest and fairest of the lot, except for Hel’geth and her girls, who sat with me at the high table. They wore thin, undyed wool dresses, cinched around the waists with things of leather, but between the alcohol, the music and the women’s slow seductive steps as they moved into the space before my table, I felt my blood heat and heart pound quicker.

      The young women’s eyes each held a heat I recognized, but their lips teased with slow, seductive smiles. Their slow steps stopped, each with a hand on one thigh, the other hand gathering the hem of her dress as the beat slowed to a crawl. Just as I wondered what was happening, the players struck a quick tempo, and the women swayed into movement, spinning and swirling as one in perfect sync with one another.

      The dance was hypnotic, their arms and legs held at precise angles as they moved, awakening odd emotions within me. Lust and desire they sparked with their first movements, flashing me glimpses of their tight young bodies, and letting my eyes drink in their full figures as the dresses molded against them. It was the thoughtfulness, comfort and familiarity the later stages of the dance brought out that put a warm smile on my face and when they finished in a flurry of spins and kicks, their skirts flashing upwards and giving me a full view of their treasures, I roared in delight and stood, clapping along with the beat.

      Hel’geth and her daughters had me out on the grass after that, and I couldn’t say if it was the alcohol or the good cheer, but I actually had a fun time dancing and forgot both my worries and my station for a short time.
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      It was past the midnight hour when I staggered towards the house, sweaty and tired from a wonderful evening. I glanced up when a golden rectangle of light reached out from the open door, expecting to find Gretchen but blinked in surprise to see Vel’Mistra and a young woman, a few years my senior, who I hadn’t noticed in the village earlier or at the celebration.

      “Vel,” I said with a grin, perhaps a touch crooked from drink, “You missed a wonderful time! Ina and Ella are impossible to keep up with on the dance floor, but I’ve never… hic… tasted better wine… hic… it’s like honeyed water!”

      “I took Hel’geth’s wagon to the crossroads where a few… friends were waiting,” she and the gorgeous young woman beside her stepped aside and I saw Suzanth and her daughter Sally within.

      It took me a moment to register the pair as members of the Governess Court, my thoughts moving sluggishly but finally catching up with the surroundings. I glanced around the candlelit interior of Hel’geth’s great house. The large living room had been emptied of furniture and a big fire built up in the hearth. I noticed with some amusement the peasants had tried to make highborn touches with colored hanging draped from the ceiling, but these were of wool and not silk or satin as I’d found in Queen Lysenia’s bedchambers.

      “What is this?” I asked, glancing from Suzanth to her daughter.

      The two were dressed in their Sunday finest. Suzanth’s had been taken in to her youthful figure and they shifted beside one another, arms laced about each other’s waist. I couldn’t tell if they were excited or nervous, but the young woman standing beside Vel’Mistra, a few years my senior, was someone I’d never seen before.

      “Something to remember Twin Brooks Homestead by,” Hel’geth said, and I turned to find her and her girls slipping into the room and drawing the doors closed behind them. Captain Fazine was posted just outside, and I caught her smirk of approval as the last twin slipped in. I didn’t spy Gretchen, but guessed she’d circled around to make sure the building was secure.

      “Hel’geth and I wanted to give you something as thanks,” Vel’Mistra said, “For the miracle you gave us all the other night.”

      Reaching up to the young woman beside her, she drew off the dark blue shawl wrapped around her. My throat went dry when a stunning breadth of pale bosom appeared. The neckline of the woman’s dress had been hemmed, so its edge just barely covered her large areola.

      The sight was so scandalous my cock was rock hard in a second and aching as it strained against my pants. I’d seen a thousand peasant girls in the same gray and brown top and skirts, but hemmed as they were now, swooping to show off her incredible breasts and slender waist. It filled me with desire in a way the outfit never had before.

      Glancing up, I met the young woman’s dark blue eyes, recognizing why she looked familiar. Vel’Mistra had taken the miracle offered by Lady Hornsby and I and perfected her matronly appeal, but I saw the youthful reflection of that beauty in the woman before me. Blinking, I looked around at the women arrayed before me.

      Suzanth and her daughter lounged near the fire, their fingers still laced together as they whispered to one another. Eyes dancing between me and the others with eager grins. Hel’geth and the twins were on the other side, looking for all the world like three beautiful daisies, with their golden hair, pale skin and short green dresses. They each took seats on a pallet of thick blankets, legs stretching out as they lounged against one another.

      “You both arranged this?” I asked, turning back to Vel’Mistra and the nervous young woman beside her.

      “Yes, your Majesty. Have we… erred?” There was a touch of trepidation in her gaze as it met mind, but she and the young woman relaxed visibly when I shook my head and stepped slowly towards them.

      “And who is this gorgeous flower?” I asked, reaching out and cupping the young woman’s smooth check and feeling the heat of her blush warm my palm.

      The young woman pressed her face into my hand, licking her bottom lip nervously as I stopped a hair’s breadth from her.

      “This is my daughter, Ziv’Mistra,” the older beauty said, stepping around me and pressing herself against my back gently as she pushed me forward, hands on my hips and slipping around, “Does she please, your Majesty?”

      “She pleases me very much,” I breathed, losing myself in Ziv’s dark eyes. “And you Ziv…” raising my other hand, I awoke my powers, fae currents coiling across the ground and awakening between my fingers as I reached and cupped her other cheek, “Are you pleased with your King?”

      “You’re beautiful, Lord,” the girl breathed in a husky voice that sent shivers down my spine, her eyes wide with the same awe I felt as the magic in my fingers reached into her mind, down her spine and into the center of her pleasure. “I can feel… Oh Goddess… I am… How… NGHH… My GODKING CUMMING!!!!”

      Quiet whispers around the room ceased, and all eyes locked on Ziv’Mistra as her knees buckled, face twisting in what looked like agony, but as her hips shivered and she groaned, gasping for air, it was clear she wasn’t in pain. As she gasped in sharp breaths, slipping to her knees weakly, she stared up at me in shocked awe.

      “How…?”

      “With only a touch?” One of the twins whispered to her sister. The sound cutting through the silence and the women shifted as fae magics appeared in my other hand.

      Turning and looking over my shoulder, I caught Vel’Mistra’s eyes as she pressed herself to my back. Her fingers popped the tie on my breeches, releasing my manhood to spring forth, just as I pressed my magic shrouded hand to her forearm. Staring into her eyes I watched her pupils swell to pure black as the magic reached into her, tracing the same path as it had with Ziv, racing from mind, down spine and into the bundle of nerves that awoke her desire, then back to the mind.

      The spell was simple and cheap, and I didn’t know why I’d never thought of employing it that way before. As the matronly beauty fell beside, youthful, I felt a pang of regret that Yasmine, Lysenia and the others weren’t here to experience me test it out, but the pang faded when I imagined their surprise when I next sprung it on them.

      Vel’Mistra took long seconds to recover from her powerful, magically induced orgasm and when she did, found herself kneeling beside Ziv. They gazed up at me with wide eyes, wet lips and heaving breasts. Vel’Mistra’s eyes fell to my throbbing cock, and she grinned at Ziv, who couldn’t seem to tear her own gaze away from its throbbing tip.

      “I will show you how to pleasure our God-King… how to worship him properly.”

      The woman’s words made my cock throb, and both women grinned to see it bounce in eagerness as they shuffled close. As the woman began her slow and gentle instruction, my pleasure heightened by the sight below me, and their wicked touches and looks as I moaned in pleasure.

      Inhibitions were left outside as Ziv’s low-cut bodice was drawn over her slender shoulders and I was given the chance to caress and tease her large, firm tits. Vel cradled the girl’s firm breasts around my cock as they both pulled on my ass, tongues caressing the tip as it thrust out of her cleavage.

      I rewarded them with a massive blast of cum across their lips, cheeks, and necks. Tying flows of fae energy to my seed, so it awoke mind-blanking orgasms in the pair. Every taste and dram of my cum lit aftershocks of pleasure within them and they lay in a sweaty pile, trading my cum back and forth for a long time after, as orgasms blasted their bodies in endless succession.

      Ina and Ella had attracted my interest. The scent of my seed sent the women into a minor frenzy of lust, perhaps the fumes were impregnated with the magic as well as the liquid form and the twins were peeling each other’s clothes off, their innocent, rough checked expressions were gone, replaced with a wicked lust I hadn’t thought to see in such sweet farm girls.

      They needed no guidance from their mother as I guided first one, then the other’s lips, onto my cock. The teens shocked me as my dick slipped down the backs of their throats, noses resting against my pubis as they gagged and choked on my cock.

      The girls shared looks of triumph when both had taken all of my cock to the root, and I pressed both down with powerful hands awash in fae light. As the teens shook, shocked as their first orgasm ever wracked their bodies, I caressed and toyed with their tall, busty, long-legged bodies.

      The girls moved almost as one, legs scissoring together as they drew me between them. Even in the midst of their orgasms, eyes wild and jaws working weakly, they were born sex pots.

      Still shivering in the aftershocks of the magical orgasms I’d triggered in them, neither noticed as I took their maiden heads, one thrust after the other. Their lips found mine and soon we were a pile of twelve limbs entwined with one another in sweaty bliss.

      It was impossible to tell one from another in the madness of our desire, but at one point I gripped wide hips as a narrow pussy rode my cock and another my tongue, both bodies moving in tandem as the same orgasms hit them. Two minutes after, they’d changed places, and I was filling the others womb, triggering another pair of orgasms.

      Magic blooming in my wake, I left three screaming farm girls shuddering in my wake as I bent Ziv over before me. Vel’Mistra and Suzanth were entwined, each working at the other’s sex with slow, gentle touches, and the girls had been making out shyly when I crept up behind them.

      Ziv gasped when she felt me and arched her back, bending up to grin, thick lips finding mine as she reached between her legs and ran soft fingers along the slick shaft of my cock. Pulling my hips back, I felt the girl’s fingers joined by another’s as the head of my cock was slipped into her tightness.

      The girl tensed, hand gripping my wrist as I held her in place. Moving forward with gentle insistence, she relaxed slowly and my cock speared her innocence. Ziv’Mistra gasped but not in pain, in surprised pleasure as Sally’s tongue pressed against her nubbin and I felt it teasing the underside of my cock too as I began to take her with slow strokes.

      Grinning, I drew upon the fae currents around me, licking the young woman’s sex and laughing as she shivered on my cock.

      “My Liege!” Ziv moaned out.

      “Cum for me, you gorgeous woman,” I growled in her ear, loving how she seized up around my cock at the compliment, “Cum on my cock!”

      “I’m cumming…. Cumming… oh god… You’re making me cum soooo hard!!!”

      I had to pull my cock out of her until just the head sat in her; she cinched down on me so tight I worried one of us might get injured. Holding her upright, I let one hand fill with a massive firm breast and my balls throbbed.

      Ziv’s head lolled to the side drunkenly and she could barely hold herself up with two hands on the blankets, but I felt her pussy muscles flex and her wide, firm ass push back against me. I let out a low growl as her tightness ate my cock up and the smile the young woman wore was reminiscent of her mother that fateful evening I’d blessed her.

      We grinned at one another, my cock swelling as her ass met my crotch in louder and louder slaps. The young woman’s strong fingers turned my jaw from our passionate kiss, tongues intertwined, to behold the sight of the twins pressing her mother down, one to her mammoth breast, as the former washerwoman fingered the other young woman’s slits.

      “We aren’t letting you leave until you fill…. Ohh god… every…. Mhphhh…. Womb with your… oh god… cumming… Fill me, your Majesty! Breed Me! Make me your whore! Oh god!”

      Ziv was a few years older than me, but her inexperience made her seem much younger as my seed flooded her womb. I took special delight in watching her eyes roll back, tongue lolling out and juices gushing out of her. After that, things devolved into the chaos of a full-blown orgy.

      An hour later, after each had ridden atop my steed at least once, the girls scampered out and came back with a couple pitchers of wine, as well as a dripping Captain Fazine and Gretchen. The pair needed thanking for coming on this vacation with me, and I made sure they got plenty of thanking.

      The highlight was near the end of the evening, when most had passed out from too many magically and organically induced orgasms. Gretchen had Ziv and Sally, along with Captain Fazine, in the washroom with me. My maid gave the women a masterclass in the art of pleasuring their King with lips and tongue.

      In feather light touches, all four teased me to within an inch of sanity, and I flooded my balls with enough magical bliss to return the favor. When my orgasm hit me, and four tongues lapped at the tip of my cock. I felt a wave of satisfaction atop the bliss as strange squeals and guttural grunts issued from their throats, muscles locking up.

      The next morning, I woke to the scent of biscuits baking and sausage sizzling in a skillet. Hel’geth and her girls wouldn’t let us leave without filling our bellies with a hearty meal.

      I hadn’t eaten the simple peasant fare since I was a boy training with Sir Eckton. The white sausage gravy covered biscuits stuck to my ribs, and I ate a second and third plate even though the first filled me up.

      The farm was up and working; the girls heading out to the fields to work, pausing to offer me thanks for the night of their lives. At Gretchen’s insistence, I gave each a lingering kiss and made them promise to visit my court, where they’d be treated like noble ladies.

      “Really?” Ziv asked, grinning in excitement, “Like with gowns and balls and the rest?”

      “Ziv’Mistra,” her mother warned, “Don’t get ahead of yourself.”

      “She isn’t,” I said to Vel’Mistra, with a wink as I pulled the former washerwoman into my arms and kissed her warmly, “And there’s a place in my court for you as well. Lady Hornsby already offered you a place in her household.”

      “I’m far too simple a woman for the Lady,” Vel’Mistra said with a blush.

      “Momma?” Ziv asked, the hope plain in her features.

      “Oh, ok, I’ll think about it,” Vel’Mistra said with a blushing smile. “So long as we aren’t a bother to his Majesty.”

      “No bother at all,” I said with a wink to Ziv.

      The girl grinned back eagerly, and I found myself hoping her mother did take us up on the offer. The girl was a sex-pot, eager for the breeding and nearly as good with that mouth of hers as Gretchen.

      “If she does come,” Gretchen said as we stepped outside into the golden morning light, “I’d like to take the girl on, if your Majesty has no issue.”

      “Actually, that sounds perfect,” I said. “You could use the help, so you don’t have to deal with cleaning my small clothes and helping me dress every day.”

      “I would never give those tasks up,” Gretchen said, and I smiled at the stiffness in her tone. “But another pair of hands to help with the washing wouldn’t go amiss. Besides… I saw how she pleased you and it would be good to have some fresh, commoner stock around the place.

      “I agree,” I said, motioning over Captain Fazine, who spoke with Suzanth and Sally. When they came over, I gave the mother and daughter pair a hug, thanking them both for making the journey.

      “T’was our pleasure, your Majesty.” Sally beamed.

      “Second best night of my life,” Suzanth purred, her eyes burning as they met mine, “call on us anytime and we’ll come running.”

      As I walked toward the clearing where I planned to open the portal, I felt more at peace than I had in a long time. I felt comfortable in this place and with these people, in a way I rarely did, surrounded by retainers and advisors.

      It was a great feeling, but the farm also crystallized for me that my proper place was seated on a throne. I’d enjoyed the slower pace and more relaxed atmosphere, but I couldn’t live with myself if some fool was in charge of protecting and providing for these wonderful people. The best way to ensure they kept their happy, comfortable lives was if I did my duty.

      Gathering my will, I drew deeply on my powers and focused on the room Mother had carved with glyphs. Theoretically, I could open a portal into that room from any location in the world, so long as I memorized a key series of glyphs.

      Pushing the magic through my mental image of the symbols, I felt the connection to that far off place forged and stared with the same awe at Gretchen and Captain Fazine as the opening widened, revealing the plush interior. The women passed through first, and I stepped through on their heels, frowning at the commotion I heard outside.

      When we stepped out, we didn’t find the gathering I’d expected, but a flurry of activity as household servants scurried around. Stopping one slender elf with an armload of fresh linens, I asked her what was going on.

      “The Queen has arrived, your Majesty,” the woman said, her voice a touch breathless as she addressed me, “They say she and your Army force marched through the night. The Queen’s down greeting her now, we’ve a day’s work to do and not but an hour to get it done!”

      “Off with you then,” I said, motioning her off.

      “Should we go greet your grandmother too?” Gretchen asked.

      “No,” I said with a firm shake of my head, “This is the perfect chance to slip off to Grimdark Vale.”

      “That place is evil,” Captain Fazine said, making the sign to ward off evil as she spoke. “Nothing comes out of there except ghosts and the occasional demon. Some claim it’s the portal to hell itself.”

      “Sire, the Witch Queen with be wroth if she learns you’ve gone to that fell place.”

      “I told you before, Gretchen, I won’t leave a thorn in my side when the Wall falls. During the last war, demons by the thousands poured out of that place and harried my grandfather’s forces for years. I won’t let that happen if I can help it. Fazine, go find Yasmine and tell her I’ve returned, but be discreet.”

      The woman didn’t look thrilled, but she hurried off to carry out my orders. Gretchen hid her own fears, but I could read them plain enough through the fae currents she disturbed. She trailed after me as I headed to the bathing chamber to clean up and when I emerged, found she’d already laid out a set of fine black leathers and dyed blue wool.

      The uniform was martial and commanding and I found it fit and looked excellent as I stood before a stand mirror. Strapping my old sword onto my hip, I wondered for the third time if this gamble would be too much of a mistake. Little was known of Grimdark Vale, except that those who entered it were lost for all time. Nothing living had ever emerged from that darkness, nothing recognizably living anyway.

      By the time Gretchen and I returned to the portal chamber, Yasmine was there in full Red Mask garb. I felt a chill run down my spine when I saw the Emperor’s Fang dagger at her side and the red robes of an Imperial assassin. My tall, elegant wife is so soft and sinful that I forget she’s one of the deadliest people in the world.

      “If we’re doing this, we better leave quick,” the Imperial Princess said, “Belinda and Lysenia sent servants to track you down, Sire. If she learns what you’re planning…”

      “She would try to stop me and fail,” I said with more confidence than I felt.

      “We don’t know what threat we’re riding into,” Gretchen warned for the third time since we’d exited the baths. “Majesty, perhaps it would be best to bring the Witch Queen and some guards.”

      “I understand the risks,” I said, expression growing stern as I took both in, “better than you might imagine. I don’t ride into danger because I’m seeking adventure. I understand my duties and responsibilities better than that.” My eyes narrowing, I debated how much to share with the two, not because I doubted them in any way, but because the walls had ears even in this place. “I have had… dreams… nightmares, really. Of what the world could become if the boil is left to fester… I can’t say what, but something is pulling me in that direction.”

      Gretchen nodded resolutely, and I could see she was still nervous, but her faith in me overcame her fears. Yasmine’s eyes looked just as determined as I felt and with a final nod, I stepped into the portal room and awoke the magic impregnating the floor.
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      Stepping through onto the other side of the portal, I stood on a barren slope. A tall, craggy peak rose behind us and to the left and right were broken hills of scrub brush and loose slopes that looked treacherous to cross.

      Before us was a round bowl-like depression, ringed by barren slopes and filled with a roiling blackness that looked like impenetrable smoke. I could feel a presence down in the Vale, something older and wiser than the mountain rising behind us. The dark mass was part of that presence and yet not of it.

      For the second time in my life, I felt kinship on a cellular level with a being beyond mortal comprehension.

      Yasmine and Gretchen shied back when I stepped forward, their expressions stark with terror. The fear wasn’t natural, but a product of the being in close proximity to that which was down in the Vale. Instead of their fear, I felt welcomed, and as a cooling breeze swept over me, felt the entity welcoming me forward.

      “You two remain here… I’ll return when I’m able.”

      My voice sounded faint and far off and I dimly registered the concern on their faces, but the terror cleaved their tongue to the roofs of their mouths, and they watched in silence as I strode down the dead slope.

      Within a dozen meters, the dark smoke welcomed me into its cold embrace, and I felt a chill run across my exposed skin wherever it touched me. My sense of direction, normally unerring, was lost within ten steps in the impenetrable darkness. The cold smoke or mist masked the entity’s presence from me as well and I found myself wandering, lost for long minutes before a dark, humped-over shape coalesced before me.

      “The Claimant comes!” said a rasping voice that added to the chills down my spine. It sounded like dry leaves crumbling, and spoke in no language I’d ever heard, but understood as if I’d been born to it.

      “Who are-.”

      “Caution to those who question the Gods!” The voice emanated from the center of the small, humped form but I couldn’t make out any details of its features, only a glittering sliver of something at its foot that drew my eyes, “You get only one answer from Death, Claimant. Even with the Gate thrown open and my post left empty, I am bound by ancient precepts.”

      “I’m not dead,” I said, frowning when the dry, raspy voice cackled. The sound raising the hairs on the back of my neck and arms.

      “And yet you stand on the wrong side of Death.”

      Looking around, I could make nothing out of our surroundings beside the dead dirt at my feet.

      “The dying never know when they’ve died.” Death said, and I caught a hint of sadness in the tone, “One moment they are and the next… they are mine. I may not be seated in my Throne, Claimant, but the laws I and my sister Life laid down are immutable. Just as you cannot create life from nothing, I cannot let you pass back into the world of the living.”

      Opening my mouth to ask if this was the reason it called me in dreams, I remembered the gods’ warning about only one question.

      “You show more wisdom than I imagined, Claimant. But, then again, my imagination isn’t what it used to be. Death can be funny like that.”

      The morose tone nearly made me laugh, but I figured the divine being might get offended if I laughed in its face.

      “What is the nature of my enemy?”

      “Ahh, I spoke too soon,” the lump of darkness gave a great sigh, its bulk shifting before it went on, “The nature of your enemy, your true enemy, is Hate and her sister, Ignorance. You ask about the sad creature to the north, tearing down everything it finds in a futile quest for control, but that is not your true enemy. But if you survive the coming conflagration, you’ll meet your true enemy and contest against them for all time.”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked and would have had the words back the moment they left my lips, for the small figure suddenly rose up to towering heights. Its immense blackness darkening all things until I couldn’t even see the nose before my face.

      “DEFY MY LAWS?! YOU DARE?!”

      I felt the icy hand of Death closing about my soul right then and knew the ground I stood on for the threshold of damnation and salvation themselves. The colossal figure before me, outlined in a black blacker than the darkness around it, stretched beyond this place, stretching back into infinity.

      A swelling power mounted, threatening to crush my soul into nothing, but as it did, my kinship with this God grew too and I recognized the magic within him as the magic within myself, or part of it. It seems there is another secret tied up in the powers of a Witch-Lord.

      There was no hope of contesting Death in a quarrel of strength versus strength. The faith and prayers of untold millions enervated the Godling’s already considerable power, dwarfing what I might channel by so much that my brain couldn’t contain the immensity of it.

      Instead, I reacted from a decade of brutal training at Old Barto’s hands. My mind filled with the need for a weapon, and I spotted the glittering object again, only this time recognized it as the silvery hilt of a blade stabbed into the god’s foot.

      Diving forward, my hand closed around the hilt, and it felt like it closed around the tail of a death adder. The blade came alive in my hands as I pulled it from the celestial being and yanked me to the side, just in time to avoid a spray of black blood and a swipe of a colossal hand.

      I managed to use the momentum of the sword pulling me to spin around and once more the blade came alive in my hand, almost as if it read my mind as it swept around and cleaved the tip of the god’s little finger off, black blood spraying from the wound as a chunk of immortal death fell to the dead ground.

      The scream of pain Death released sent a stabbing pain into my brain so strong I felt blood leaking out of my ears, but I remained on my feet, somehow. In my hands, the blade shone with a light so bright I feared it might blind me and I felt the god’s presence warded off.

      “THIS ISN’T OVER MORTAL… DEATH OWES NO FAVORS AND WILL NEVER FORGET THIS DAY.”

      “You aren’t my true enemy,” I managed to say through gritted teach, both hands slick with sweat on the hot handle of the blade I held, “You said so yourself… so get… the… fuck… GONE!”

      The explosion of white light released by the blade blinded me for a moment and when I blinked away the haze in my vision, I saw the darkness had lifted in the round vale, the ground dead and gray no longer.

      Bright green grasses covered the small rolling hills of the round bowl and at its center, not a hundred paces from where I stood, rose a large tree with golden leaves out of childhood fables.

      Allendoraaldera’Lotholinar or, the Tree of Life in the human tongue, was an ancient fable that had been passed down from elves to humans for millennia. It was thought to be a myth.

      A single speck of red clung to its lowest handing branch. As I drew near, the sweet scent of life itself drawing me forward, I couldn’t look away from the round piece of fruit hanging before me.

      Reaching up, I merely grazed a finger across its surface and felt the strange fruit fall into my hand, far too heavy for its size. But then all knowledge is, and as I held the red orb, I felt the powerful knowledge contained within it, terrible knowledge. Truths that would lay bare the bones of this world to me, and in so doing, bar my immortal soul from Paradise.

      I felt Yasmine and Gretchen approaching from my rear. Their steps faint on the lush grasses, and neither speaking as an awed silence hung about them.

      Neither noticed the fruit or me snatching it down as I passed under the branches, nor did they see me devour the Fruit of Knowledge in three quick bites, but as I turned around, my mind reeling from awesome awareness blossoming out of me, both froze, eyes wide as they stared at me.

      “God-King…” Breathed Yasmine, her eyes wide as saucers within the slit of her veil and Gretchen fell to her knees, heavy breasts shaking and mouth working soundlessly as she gazed up at me.

      It was only then I realized I was glowing with an inner light, similar to the Sliver of Eternity in my hands, and I marshalled my will in, gathering my powers in close and feeling the glow dim, not only from me but the weapon too.

      I saw with interest as the painful white light faded to a dim glow. The weapon was in fact a blade, three feet in length and straight, edged on both sides and engraved on its cross guard with a name: Ars Arcnu. A chill ran down my spine when I read the name.

      “I’m not divine,” I said, the grasses flourishing at my feet belied my words, “but… nearing it. You will both keep what you’ve seen today to yourselves. I’m not ready for our enemy to learn what I’ve gained this day.”

      “What have you gained?” Yasmine asked as she stepped close, running a hand across my chest and down the arm that held the sword. “Ars Arcnu? This isn’t a storied blade and yet… its power fills me with fear.”

      “A Sliver of Infinity,” I offered by way of explanation as I raised the blade before my face, “And edge so sharp it can cut through to other worlds, even parting the flesh of Gods. It seems I need to have a long conversation with a certain cultist.”

      “Sire?” Gretchen asked, but I shook my head, moving past it.

      “How long was I gone for?” Suddenly noticing the sun was much closer to the horizon than it had been when I’d entered the Vale.

      “It’s been close to six hours since you disappeared,” Yasmine said, and I caught a hint of emotion in her voice. “It felt like our connection to you was just… gone. Like you’d ceased to exist, and then it was suddenly back and a moment later the darkness faded, revealing you and Allendoraaldera’Lotholinar… I still can’t believe it’s real! My mom used to swear her stories were true, but I never believed…”

      I wasn’t comfortable opening a portal too close to the ancient tree. The surrounding air was pregnant with fae currents of all types, and even the smallest spell could be magnified or distorted within its sphere of influence. Safer to hike up to the rim and open the portal there.

      When the portal spun open, I could practically feel the bristling fury pouring through as Mother stood in the portal room’s entrance, fists on her hips. Once the sight of the Witch Queen wroth with me would have caused apoplexy, but I’d grown into myself over the past few months and withstood her hard stare without reaction.

      Her eyes shifted from mine to the blade still held in one fist and widened, then she spotted what stood in the center of the Vale behind me and her jaw dropped open in shock. I felt my lips curling into a grin and I wished I could have memorized the sight of her, surprised. It happened too rarely.

      “What have you done, my son?” Belinda hissed, her tone not quite angry, but reclaiming some of the emotion she’d lost when sighting Allendoraaldera’Lotholinar.

      “He’s become a king,” said a rich, deep voice from just beside the entrance, as Grandmother stepped up beside the Witch Queen, her wide mouth stretching in a proud smile. “Doing what must be done, accepting the consequences and asking no forgiveness from those he rules… well met Dainen! Well met my King!”

      The Dowager Queen could command a room like few others, and as she swept a perfect curtsey, she made sure to give me a breathtaking view of the shadow between her massive cleavage.

      “Grandmother,” I said, drawing Lydia up to her feet and taking her in from head to toe and ignoring my mother’s dagger stare, “You’re looking as lovely as ever after your forced march.”

      “Thank you, Sire,” the older beauty said, preening under the compliment. “I couldn’t wait to return to your… side.”

      “Dainen, we need to speak of-.”

      “Later, Mother,” I said, softening my voice to take the blowout of the words, “I promise to tell you everything, later.” Then, seeing she wouldn’t drop the matter no matter how much I begged or ordered, I raised Ars Arcnu before me, flipping it around and presenting her with the hilt. “While I… entertain the Dowager Queen, could you have a sheath fashioned for my sword?”

      Asking her to take care of such a small, if not simple task would have sent her into a towering fury except, I knew her better than that. Mother’s curiosity is more powerful than her anger, and the glittering blade in my hand sparked it more than anything recently had. She accepted the weapon with glittering eyes, her objections forgotten as she drew deeply on her magic even before she’d stepped away from me.

      “That was neatly managed,” Lydia said as she slipped an arm in mine and steered me down the hall towards my rooms, “Now if we can only find… perfect!”

      The Elf Queen and her entourage swept around the corner right at that moment, the woman’s eyes brightening when they landed on the two of us.

      “Queen Lydia!”

      I felt, more than saw, Grandmother grow excited as the Elven Queen hurried over. The woman’s gargantuan breasts shook and jiggled from side to side in her elegant dress as she hurried over to us. I couldn’t help being amused instead of feeling slighted, as my new wife gave all of her attention to the silver-haired beauty who’d helped raise me. It made sense, though. The pair had been rulers of neighboring kingdoms for over a decade and were meeting now for the first time.

      “I came to greet you at the Gates, but they told me you and Belinda hurried to the rooms,” her pale lips stretched wide in a welcoming smile as she nodded her head in a bow suiting her station, “I wanted to welcome you personally into Endil Vale and tell you how excited I am that we’re allies now.”

      “The pleasure is all mine, Lysenia,” Grandmother said, reaching out and taking the Elven Queen’s hand in her free one and drawing the woman into her side as if she’d known her all her life, “Come now, we’re more than just allies. I hear you’ve wedded yourself to my Dainen, so we’re practically family, now.”

      “That’s right!” Queen Lysenia said, and I glanced at the ancient elf again, shocked to hear a girlish giggle in her voice.

      “Do you have time for a cup of tea, your Highness?” Grandmother asked the elf, “I wouldn’t want to keep you from important matters, but I thought we could… get to know one another before the festivities begin this evening and everything becomes so formal. Dainen, would you be a dear and see that hors-d’oeurves and white wine are brought to your rooms? And inform the servants you’ll be busy until supper.”

      “That’s five hours from now,” I said, as she released my arm, the flesh suddenly cold where her mammoth breast no longer pressed against it.

      “Yes, dear,” Grandmother said in a warm voice that send shivers down my spine as I noticed the heat in her eyes as they trailed down Lysenia’s mammoth cleavage, “It will take some time for your new wife and I to get… acquainted. Do hurry back so you don’t miss anything.”

      Spinning on my heel, it somehow dropped from my mind that an hour before I’d dueled the God of Death himself and came out victorious, only for my grandmother to send me scurrying to do her bidding with only a raised eyebrow. Such is the power of the Dowager Queen.

      Lady Hornsby found herself with the power of two kingdoms at her fingertips, the exact dream she’d given up when confessing her sins to me. The Lady was in her element, directing the newly arrived forces. Like a general commanding her troops, the Lady, with Elsbeth Gelanvor at her side, facilitated the mingling of two nations with aplomb.

      When I found her, she was directing a handsome pair of elderly noble women and their contingent of household guards to the staging grounds where they could make camp.

      “On the morrow, Queen Lysenia shall begin drilling the troops, make sure you check in with your commanders today to get your orders.”

      “Is that really you, Jelli?” asked one of the elderly noble women, “I recognize the face from near on twenty years ago and the voice… The miracle is true then?”

      “It’s true, Duchess Edith, and for those who swear their souls and bodies to our Lord, the blessings are ever flowing. See that you find me on our march north if you wish to know more.”

      As the two older women hobbled off, their faces were filled with hope as they kept glancing back at the Lady and me. Their guardsmen were green and mostly made up of women, but they’d come armed and armored with what was better than most, and Lysenia had an ambitious plan to drill while we marched.

      “Your Majesty?” Jelli said, raising an eyebrow as she turned to me, “What is this… fire in you?”

      Hissing, I took her by the elbow and steered her into a narrow side passage, wrapping us in a cocoon of silence as tight and powerful as I could before turning to face her.

      “You can sense the Emberfire, my Lady?” I asked, with perhaps a bit more intensity than she was expecting, “How?!”

      “I can… feel it… in you. In your need and desires, your Majesty,” the Lady blushed a faint shade of pink and her eyes cut to the side. “I can… always feel what you want and need… like it lives in my bones. I feel your desire right now… desire to feel your cock pressed between the Dowager Queen and Endil Vale Queens thick lips… To see them kiss and make love beneath you… a symbol of two nations joining and your power over them… I can feel your desire to bend me over right now… To shove your cock in my… my butt,” she flinched at saying the word, but I saw her nipples harden in the elegant dress she wore, and her hips undulate without her awareness.

      “I can also sense your new desires… and tremble at the breadth of them… Sire… to claim-.”

      I silenced the woman with a fierce kiss and gripped the back of her head, forcing her to meet my eyes.

      “Not a word of this to anyone, until the battle is joined, yes?”

      Lady Hornsby nodded sharply, and I saw her face flush with emotion, and it took me a second to register it was because of the trust I was putting in her. Stepping back, I released the cocoon of silence and went to stride back to my rooms.

      “Sire,” the Lady said, stopping me before I could go, “I’ll be washed and ready for you later this evening… All of me is yours for the taking… Any time… Anywhere.”

      She stepped past me and smiled that sultry little grin of hers as she swept away. Cursing myself, I stopped a servant on my way back and ordered her to bring the wine and a few other delectable to the rooms.

      When I stepped into my bedchamber, leaving Gretchen and Captain Fazine posted outside, I found Grandmother and Queen Lysenia seated beside one another before the large window, taking in the view as they sipped the last of the previous evening’s wine.

      “Nice to see the two of you getting along,” I said as I poured myself a glass of wine and downed the contents in one quick quaff.

      “Lysenia and I have been friends for years,” Grandmother said with a fond smile for the gorgeous elf. “This is our first meeting, but it feels like we’ve known each other forever.”

      “I agree,” Lysenia said, reaching over and squeezing Lydia’s hand, “It feels like you could have been a sister.”

      “It’s good you’re both getting along,” I said, stepping over before the pair and reaching down to take either of their hands and draw them to their feet, “Because I have plans for our evening together.”

      “Oh, really?” Grandmother asked, her blue eyes twinkling and lips grinning as she let me guide her towards the bedchamber, “And might these plans involve a back rub for your tired old gran?”

      “It will,” I assured her, then brought the two women together before me, enjoying the slight shift into embarrassment from the pair as they were confronted with each other’s beauty, “But it won’t be me massaging your naked body… but Lysenia.”

      “Oh god,” the Dowager Queen moaned softly.

      The elf’s eyes sparkled as she pulled Grandmother into a fast embrace, her lips meeting with the human’s in intense and sudden passion. As the pair fell back onto the bed, my cock throbbed and I slipped my clothes off, as the women peeled each other’s gowns down.

      Jelli had been correct in my plans for the night, and as I climbed atop the mattress and drew both sets of hungry lips to my cock, I smiled to watch two of the most powerful and gorgeous women in the world worshipping my scepter.

      In a couple days, I would ride forth with the greatest host of humans and elves the North had ever seen. I could feel her waiting for me, the ancient crone who’d taught me as a boy, and pushed down the trepidation. Soon, battle would be joined, but for the moment and this evening, I would forge a union between nations in the most delicious way possible.

      As my first orgasm of the night coated Lydia and Lysenia’s faces, the Queens cried out in shocked orgasms, bodies wracked with pleasure as my secret spell hit them. Smiling, I pulled wide, soft hips over, taking both in turn as their pleasure rolled on, unceasing. As the sun sank towards the horizon, I knew I was exactly where I needed to be.
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      I woke, surrounded by the splendor of the Elven Queen’s royal bedchambers. Hearing the trill of birdsong, I rose from where I lay in a pile of limbs, ignoring the robe an attendant had laid out and stepped up to the windows and gazed out at Endil Vale.

      There was a flurry of activity where the legions were forming up and readying for the day’s march and I could see white robes, attendants scurrying this way and that along the sweeping boulevards that reached between the trees.

      It had been centuries since the Queen’s Court left the confines of Endil Vale, and the servants were in a tizzy, trying to pack everything their mistresses and masters might have need for.

      The door clicking shut behind me alerted me to the presence of a young woman kneeling near beside the bedchamber doors. She was a tiny thing, and wore the brown woolen dress of a clerk, but her hair and features were that of refined nobility. The girl blushed when my eyes met hers and glanced up at the door with a nervous frown.

      “Apologies, Sire. I’m Lady Hornsby’s new assistant, Ida… she tasked us with informing her when your Majesty woke.”

      “We?” I asked with a raised eyebrow and the girl blushed an even deeper shade of red.

      “Adalla is my sister, Sire. She slipped out the moment you stirred.”

      The girl ducked her head, and I took the opportunity to take in her nubile body. She seemed to feel my regard, sitting up straighter and tugging her dress tight around her midriff, highlighting her slenderness. The girl was youthful and had little to regard her in the way of womanly curves. Her bust was slim, and her rear small and pert, but she had adorable features. A cute button nose, soft, round cheeks and large, round eyes. I wondered if there was halfling blood in her when the bedchamber door swung open smoothly.

      I felt no shame as the door opened and a half dozen guardsmen and servants outside were witness to my nakedness. The sharp gasps of shocked pleasure from the women, and red cheeked envy and awe from the men, I took as my due, but refused to let it inflate my ego.

      My eyes locked onto Lady Hornsby as she swept into my bedchambers, and a small smile of pride grew on her lips as I took her in. Jelli Hornsby had been a beauty in her later years, but since our combined magics rolled back the years on her body, the woman looked like an angel. Just past the cusp of womanhood, her body was slender and delicate, but with round, firm breasts and hips that swayed with her every step.

      This morning, my Herald was dressed in a white gown of frilly lace. I could see the dark outline of her underwear beneath the thin material of her dress, and the scandalous sight set my heart pounding. The Lady cast me a coquettish glance as she passed and stepped up to the tall, open window and glanced back over her shoulder at the maid she’d brought in with her.

      “Adalla, Ida, would you come here, please?” Then those brilliant eyes alighted on mine and I saw the heat burning deep within her. “I’ve prepared myself for your Majesty.”

      The servants stepped up, and I noticed they were mirror twins. Jelli crooked a grin when she saw me notice and threw me a wink.

      “Girls, his Majesty isn’t ready, would you see to it?”

      “Yes, Mistress!”

      Lady Hornsby’s eyes twinkled with delight as she saw the pleasure wash over my features. The nubile twins dropped to their knees before me, woolen dresses pressed to their slender bodies as they ran gentle fingers up my thighs. Glancing at one another, the girls gave an eager giggle, and I watched in awe as their pale pink lips pressed to the throbbing head.

      “Elsbeth found them for me,” Jelli purred, stepping forward and guiding Ida’s head forward as the girl’s hot mouth engulfed the head of my cock. “They’re both excellent scribes… and possessed of most wicked tongues.”

      “God’s woman,” I gasped as Adalla’s fiery tongue slithered down to my balls and the girl sucked one into her mouth. Their twin faces gazed up at me with awed adoration, and I let them see the pleasure they were giving me.

      “My King approves?” Lady Hornsby purred, “Then will he help my laces?”

      Turning her back to me, the sounds of the girls sucking and licking filling the Elven Queen’s bedchamber obscenely. But the Lady acted as if we were alone as she glanced shyly back over one shoulder. Reaching out with a trembling hand, I plucked the lacy ties holding her flimsy dress in place and grinned in delight as it pooled at her feet.

      The woman’s pale flesh was offset to perfection by the black lace that hugged her firm cheeks and lifted her round breasts. A swatch of cloth covered her sex, but split as it reached back around her ass, leaving her tight opening exposed.

      “I’m prepared for your Majesty,” Jelli breathed, reaching out to grip the open window’s frame, “Please, Sire… take me!”

      Reaching down, I pried the eager twins off my rampant manhood and watched my Herald tremble as she felt me approach. A part of me wanted nothing more than to throw the nubile twins down and feast upon their delights all morning, but duty called, and my Lady had need of me.

      Jelli’s ass glistened with the oils she’d prepared herself with, and the faintly herbal scent reached my nostrils as I pressed the fat head to her puckered opening. The Lady gasped, a delicate sound, then groaned softly as I invaded her backside.

      “Take me, my King… of heavens above… I am so full… soooo gooood!”

      Gripping the woman’s slender hips, I was treated to the sight of her youthful body highlighted by the suns first rays. The feel of her tightness gripping my cock was incredible, but it was watching Jelli writhe in ecstacy that nearly sent me over the edge.

      Taking firm control of myself, I staved off my orgasm, wanting to take my time with the Lady’s delightful body.

      “Fuck me, Sire… take my ass like a common whore!”

      Lady’s Hornsby’s words came out in a nasty hiss. She always knew the right words to set me off. I could feel her body shaking as an orgasm began deep in the core of her being. Her tiny opening ground along the length of my cock and I had to bite my lip to keep from exploding within her depths.

      Pressing my dick deep within her, I rested there for a second, letting the intense sensations abate as Jelli writhed in my grasp. The slender blonde swayed like a willow, her hands still griping the window frame and mine holding her tiny waist in place.

      “You are every bit as perfect as I dreamed.” I breathed in the woman’s ear and felt her tighten on my dick even more as her orgasm struck.

      Pulling back until just the tip nestled in the winking opening, I drove forward to the hilt and let loose my own seed as the Lady screamed her pleasure for all of Endil Vale to hear.

      As I stepped back, I picked the trembling woman up in my arms. She felt like a child in my powerful grip, her youthful body so slender and small. But there was nothing youthful about the heat in her gaze as her fingers worked into my hair and pulled me into a heated kiss.

      “Take them both, Sire… They’re unbroken and ready for you.”

      “They may have been,” I said with a grin as I turned the Lady so she could behold the Royal bed.

      My Queen’s had stolen the twins. Ida lay back while Lysenia traced light kisses down the girl’s elongated torso, and her sister was twisted into a passionate kiss with Lydia. The sight was enough to put steel back in my manhood, but it did not prepare me for the enthusiasm of Lady Hornsby as she slipped from my arms and hauled me forward with a firm grip on my dick.

      The Elven Queen spread the girls’ slender legs as Lady Hornsby guided me into her cleft. The beautiful girl gave a gentle cry of pleasure as I spread her, then a hiss as my girth stretched her. Easing my way in, I took the chance to steal kisses from her pink lips before Queen Lysenia stole my lips away and pressed a large, inverted nipple into my mouth.

      Grandmother pressed in on one side, and the Herald at the other, as I took the girl with growing urgency. My older brides urged me on, goading me into depositing a healthy load of seed into Ida’s womb, as the girl writhed beneath me in extended orgasm.

      Her sister couldn’t wait her turn and slipped between Ida and I. Pulling my still slick dick free of her twin’s shivering pussy, the girl’s slender arms were surprisingly strong as she pushed me onto my back and clambered on. It was a delightful sight to watch her groan and moan as she sank down onto my staff, and even better when Grandmother and Lysenia pressed their massive breasts to my face, pillowing me in soft flesh.

      Hands wrapped around the girl’s slender stomach, I watched her belly button stretch and elongate as she arched her back, screams of ecstasy ricocheting off the elven royal bedchamber walls, as I flooded her womb, and the six of us collapsed into a pile of sweaty limbs.

      I couldn’t escape the bed without giving Queen Lydia and Queen Lysenia the same as I gave Jelli. The two women seemed to take delight in showing the young servants up with their wild beauty and wicked ways. I was an exhausted young king when I let Sarita and Vanla pull me from the room and down to the steam baths.

      There I found another treat waiting for me.

      “Sire, you march to war. The Queen Mother and your Queen Yasmine have ordered that you be bathed and anointed in the holy oils… We’ve prepared everything, your Majesty… Leave it to us.”

      The slender elven maid flashed me an impish grin, belying the import of her words as I took in the bevy of young beauties filling the small grotto. I recognized Liana and Piala, the girls who’ve been attending Gretchen, and standing up in a pool, her tiny breasts beaded with water was Yuna, and beside her the busty Betta.

      Every servant who attended my harem was there and as the girls pulled me into the warm waters, their gentle hands massaging sore muscles and scrubbing away the evening sweat, I silently thanked my mother for this final blessing before we headed out.

      I spent the morning indulging in the servants. The girls were a wicked bunch, and I soon learned there were relationships brewing between several of the pairs. They took great delight in enticing me with their sapphic displays, and even more when I insisted on breeding the lot before I let Gretchen pull me from the grotto to more pressing duties.

      My Guardian had a small smile on her lips as we walked down a wide corridor. I learned what she was so happy about when we stepped into the throne room, and I found Mother and Yasmine presiding over the gathered nobility of our two countries. Spreading out from the throne room’s opening were the assembled legions, looking resplendent in the arms and armor Elsbeth and her mother acquired.

      “You could have warned me what to expect,” I grumbled under my breath to the woman who’d served me since I was a boy.

      “You always get nervous before speaking to a crowd,” Gretchen said, her pale cheeks blushing a pretty pink. “I apologize if I overstepped myself, Sire, but thought it best to not burden you with it until necessary.”

      “No need to apologize, my love,” I breathed in the woman’s ear, my hand resting on her wide backside and giving it a firm squeeze that caused her to jump a little, doing wonderful things to her soft, jiggling breasts. “Ever.”

      Gretchen’s pale cheeks turned a deep shade of red as she ducked a curtsy and withdrew into the shadowed alcove. The woman’s eyes spoke volumes of how she wished to apologize to me later, and I felt my manhood firming at the thought.

      Striding up to the dais, all eyes fell to me, and the chatter and whispers stilled. Turning to take in the wing of nobility, I tilted my head to the powerful ladies and the few remaining lords of both human and elven descent, showing neither favor. Turning to the other side, I offered a lower dip of my head to the four queens, who looked resplendent.

      The Witch Queen was garbed in black and red gown reminiscent of what she’d wore when interrupting my crowning ceremony. It felt like a lifetime ago, but the sight of my mother’s breathtaking curves, highlighted in the diaphanous material, set my blood thumping. Queen Yasmine was garbed in black robes that covered her from head to toe, the only color, her eponymous red mask that drew nervous looks from several of the less secure nobles.

      Queen Lydia stood arm in arm with Queen Lysenia. The pair wore matching gowns of red silk, but low at the bodice to show their most enchanting virtues to best effect. The pair cast smokey looks at one another and I knew mine wasn’t the only heart that had quickened.

      Stopping in the center of the dais, I reached a hand above my head and drew forth my Witchfire, letting the bright flames lick all around me, burning nothing save what I willed it to. Closing my hand in a fist, the Witchfire rushed out from me, curling around every soldier, noble and peasants gathered, drawing a shocked gasp from all and leaving a deafening silence in its wake.

      “Some of you follow me out of love, some out of fear, and others for reasons even you don’t understand… Know this, I see each and every one of you as my own flesh and blood and you shall not be spent unwisely.”

      The quiet softened, and I saw smiles growing on faces. “I have the bravest, wisest and most able followers in all the world, and soon the terrors to the north will know your worth! Can you feel their hate? I can feel it,” I raised my fist towards the distant wall, hidden behind the forest and hills, but present in everyone’s mind. “I can feel the Dark One’s hate for us, for all life. If it has its way, and we are defeated, the hordes will roll south to lay waste to the soft southerners, but that isn’t why we fight! We fight for one another! Because if we fall, so will our brothers and sisters! March for me people, and I promise we shall sweep the world beneath our blades once this threat is ended!”

      My words had worked them into a fevered pitch until my final promise unleashed something in them. Such a thunderous cheer as I’d never heard rang forth from the gathered masses. Even the soldiers broke ranks, caps and arms waving in their excitement and good cheer.

      I’d planned to walk through the ranks, but it would wait until the following day. A surprise inspection would go better towards maintaining discipline than delaying our march, so I drew my blade and cast a flashy spell that Mother threaded with a blessing each could feel, and they turned and marched forth from Endil Vale singing a cadence as heavy boots beat out a strong rhythm.

      Calling for Wind, I mounted my steed and rode at their head. Yasmine flanked me on one side, and Gretchen on the other, but I eschewed their hovering protection. Pushing out ahead, I dared any assassins to take a try at me with three thousand die-hard legionaries ready to fall upon them.

      The lands north of Endil Vale rose in low rolling hills. Vineyards and orchards gave way to pastureland, and my forces were soon greeted by the baying of thousands of sheep. As we traveled through the day, Queen Lysenia rode up and down the line, making sure she was seen and giving heart to the troops she’d soon be leading. The beautiful elf looked positively giddy with the prospect.

      “Is my husband prepared for his meeting tomorrow?” Yasmine asked me as the afternoon wore on.

      “I haven’t been giving it much thought,” I lied.

      My wife’s dark eyes danced as they met mine and I could see the laughter in her. She knew how nervous I was to see my old tutor again. My memories of Shaelindra were still present in my mind. So many nights and days of long tutelage as she trained my mind. The woman’s voice was still clear in my mind, and the scent of her leaning over me as she scanned my writing or checked upon my notes still awakens confusing emotions within me. But of the woman’s appearance, I couldn’t seem to remember a thing.

      In my mind’s eye was a smear whenever I tried to picture the woman’s face and when I did manage to conjure up an image of her from memory, the caricature of an ancient hook-nosed and stoop shouldered witch would appear. It was clear to me Shaelindra planted a spell in my boyhood brain. I should have been upset at the intrusion, but instead, I found myself intrigued and more than a little excited.

      “Take care with Shaelindra, husband,” Yasmine said, turning back to the road, an edge to her tone. “Your mother has nothing on mine, when it comes to manipulation and secrets.”

      “His Majesty will tame her, as he’s tamed the rest of us,” Gretchen said, her words soft and under her breath.

      “I’ll believe it when I see it,” Yasmine growled, and I glanced back at the tall assassin as she sat her horse.

      The Imperial Princess and I had spent a long evening languishing in bed and opening up about our vastly different childhoods to one another. Yasmine grew up in the Imperial Court. One of dozens of children begat by the Emperor, she and her sisters and brothers were encouraged to compete with one another for his affection, often resulting in bloody confrontations, or an imperial favorite: the frothing mouths and bulging eyes of poison. Yasmine proved far more capable than her siblings, partly because of the harsh tutelage Shaelindra had put her through, starting almost from the moment she was born.

      My childhood in Sorrowmere was similar to what Yasmine had known in the Imperial Court. I didn’t have the trauma of knowing my brothers and sisters would plant a knife in my back the first chance they got, because most of my kin were dead in the Great War, but I faced just as brutal training.
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      “What is it that has you troubled, Husband, if not your coming meeting with Shaelindra?”

      “Something is… calling to me.” I couldn’t be more specific than that, because it had only begun once we started our march. Like the echo of a heart beating in my mind, I could feel it pulling on the strings of my soul, drawing me forward.

      “Could it be something of Shaelindra’s devising, Sire?” Gretchen asked, her expression growing firm as she adjusted the knives hidden in the waistband of her dress.

      “It isn’t Shaelindra,” I said, then shook my head. “But it’s nearby… You will both accompany me when I investigate it.”

      I could see both Gretchen and Yasmine wanted to argue, probably to dissuade me from going personally, but both were wide enough to know argument wouldn’t work.

      “Are those girls riding messages back and forth?” Yasmine asked when a messenger thundered past us on the road, the tiny figure doffing her cap to me before the cloud of dust curled around her.

      “Queen Lysenia and Baroness Fiorina came up with it. The boys who were doing the duty have been assigned to scouts and the outriders.” Gretchen had a look of approval on her face as she watched the girl ride off. “Queen Lysenia shows wisdom.”

      “She’s got your Northern Lords in an uproar,” Yasmine said with a glance back at the gaggle of nobility following. “Like my father, the men seem to have old fashioned ideas about where a woman’s place is.”

      “That will change when the dying starts,” I said, and the women fell silent after that.

      We rode the rest of the day in peace and found a camp laid out for us, prepared by servants who’d gone out ahead. I felt useless as I stood beside Queen Lysenia, but the woman insisted my presence would lend her authority and give the troops good cheer.

      Taking the opportunity, the Queen and I inspected the troops as they passed into their camps. We didn’t care about muddy boots, or missing buttons, but instead double checked that every soldier had weapons, armor, and the gear they’d need for the coming battles.

      A king’s work is never done, and after leaving Queen Lysenia to speak with her captains, I found Baroness Fiorina and her scribes. The woman’s daughter was in the process of conducting interviews when I stepped into their pavilion with Gretchen and Captain Fazine at my side.

      “Sire!” Baroness Fiorina leapt to her feet, making sure her massive and bouncy young breasts caught my eye as she flounced over to me. Since regaining her youthful appearance, the woman had taken to wearing the most outrageous dresses, reveling in her young body without embarrassment or shame. “These ladies just got in from Helveth and had an intriguing idea. Jessup, would you inform his Majesty?”

      The woman in question was a bookish sort. A rumpled and ink-stained dress covered a pear-shaped body that looked like it rarely left a chair. But her eyes were alive with intelligence. Her nerve wasn’t as strong as her mind, however, and it took her three attempts to get the words out, her cheeks coloring a brilliant shade of red as she stumbled over the words.

      “I noticed… Sire… that you have a large group of camp followers and attendants. This might be a good time to share best practices and ideas from the different regions. I know our own shepherds in Helveth have bred the finest dogs around and know much of the practice.”

      “Interesting,” I said, nodding and turning to Fiorina. “The proposal has merits, but it’s too small scope.”

      “Your Majesty?” Fiorina asked, falling in at my side, along with her daughter, who’d left her interview as we toured her scribes at work.

      “If we’re going to start a system of learning, then it should be more formalized. We should use the opportunity to spread as much knowledge as possible amongst our people, we might be surprised what crops up.”

      “My Lord Husband always says knowledge in the hands of peasants is a dangerous thing,” Elsbeth said with a frown.

      “Only for those who rule through fear and fear alone,” I said. “We should give some thought to what we’ll be leaving behind for our children and theirs. Jessup?”

      Turning, I found the dumpy woman scurrying behind Fiorina. She cringed when I trapped her in my gaze, but I saw her shoulders relax as I smiled.

      “What do you say about starting a university? One open to all who wish to attend.”

      “I think that sounds grand, your Majesty,” the woman said with a growing smile, then the smile faltered and she frowned. “But I’d ask what the budget is, and what dictates you would have about curriculum. I will not be party to a brainwashing camp disguised as a school.”

      “Ha!” It had been a long time since anyone other than my harem had spoken to me in such a manner, and I found it refreshing. Not only that, but a deep part of myself told me I needed more of it if I wasn’t going to become a tyrant.

      “Then you’ve got the job, on the condition you add your council to our planning sessions. I have need of wisdom in all its forms.”

      “It would be my pleasure, your Majesty,” Jessup said, her voice more than a little breathless as she curtsies awkwardly.

      “We’ll have to work on her courtly manners,” Fiorina said as I let her steer me away. “But that was very well done, Sire. Elsbeth had the woman pegged for management the moment she met her.”

      “I’m beginning to think you and your daughter run this ship more than I do,” I said with an amused chuckle as we stepped into a small dining room.

      “I spent my youth dreaming and scrambling for power,” Fiorina said with a sigh as she pulled out my chair and motioned for me to sit. “Gods know I did everything I could to acquire every bit of it possible… And it wasn’t until I found more joy in service to my King, thank I did in pursuing power, that it flowed into my hands.”

      She stared down at the tight, smooth skin covering the backs of her hands and I saw dampness gather in the corners of her eyes. Blinking away the tears rapidly, the Baroness gave a firm clap, and a pair of servants swept in with two platters of food. Trail rations, dressed in fresh vegetables and herbs, weren’t a feast, but I’d insisted on eating the same as the soldiers.

      “After dinner you have a meeting with Queen Lysenia and her captains to go over tomorrow’s march,” Fiorina, began reciting my schedule from memory as she puttered around the space, pulling out a cup and filling it with a healthy measure of wine. “And after that the sorceresses had a concern. They wanted to bring to your attention this evening.”

      “I’ll meet with them before Queen Lysenia and the captains. That meeting could go long.”

      “That will be all ladies,” Fiorina said, and the servants left with deep curtseys. “Captain Fazine?”

      The tent’s flap was pulled aside, and I saw Gretchen and the Captain outside. My Guardian threw me a wink, and kept her post, while the tall warrior slipped inside with an eager grin on her lips.

      “Lady Hornsby wanted Elsbeth and I to attend your Majesty during meals while we’re on campaign,” spots of red appeared in the woman’s cheeks, and she carefully didn’t glance at the captain of my guard as Fazine slipped a loop free of her armor and somehow wiggled free of it in moments. “Elsbeth will join in a moment Sire, she’s overseeing the baths. We can’t be too careful even with our most trusted servants.”

      “That’s why I insisted they allow me to attend,” Fazine said with a bright grin, her incredible body drawing my gaze as she stood unabashedly naked before my dining table. “Queen Lysenia’s sorceresses have given us a stone that will heat the waters.”

      The woman looked as eager for the prospect of a hot bath as she did for the other play she so obviously craved, and I had to agree with her sentiments. Fiorina’s frown of annoyance made it clear she’d been hoping she and her daughter would have me all to myself, and that she knew Captain Fazine’s argument was a flimsy excuse. With the prospect of hours more work ahead of me before I could lie down and relax, I looked forward to the prospect of my evening bath with more fondness than I might have guessed the day before.

      “If I eat faster, does that mean more bath time?” I asked with a sly grin, and the answering smiles I got from the two had me wolfing the rest of my meal down in seconds.

      The moment the last of my food was gone, Fiorina clapped again, and the servants returned, whisking away the plates and table. A tub of steaming water and a basin of clean rags were dragged in by a second pair, and Elsbeth joined us.

      Within minutes, I had three sets of hands peeling away my dusty travel garb and washing my flesh with warm clothes. Firm breasts pressed to my back and Captain Fazine knelt between my legs to take my manhood within her mouth. The warrior and noblewomen didn’t get along, but it never came to a head. Instead, they spurred one another into more and more outrageous acts in an attempt to win me over and make the other jealous.

      Captain Fazine took me to the back of her throat, the sound filling the tent with a wicked noise until she could take no more. Not to be outdone, the Baroness did the same, only she didn’t have her daughter’s ungodly talents and could only take half my staff down her tight throat. She was joined by Elsbeth, as the pair delighted me with their licking tongues as they teased me towards a massive orgasm.

      Just as I was about to blow across their lovely faces, Fazine slipped between the pair, but pulled the noble women in close. Three tongues teased the tip of my cock and I was able to coat each of their pursed lips with a heavy load of cum. My seed unlocked the last of their inhibitions and the three fell upon one another, kissing and licking it from each other’s faces and lips.

      I left the three there, with orders for my captain that she wasn’t about to return to my side, until both the Lady and her girl had each received an orgasm from her tongue. The warrior looked put out until I promised she could have my morning erection all to herself. Fiorina’s cries of pleasure followed me out as the eager captain dove into her work.

      The command meeting went smoothly, Queen Lysenia, having the total confidence of the soldiers, didn’t have to deal with grumbling officers and too-wise sergeants second guessing all of her decisions. We didn’t know what to expect the next day when we arrived at the tower, but I wanted to be ready for anything and I agreed.

      “We can’t get the troops keyed up for a fight and not deliver more than once or twice,” Queen Lysenia said as she scanned the maps of the northern hills beyond the Wall. “You’re certain we won’t have to march far north in order to confront the threat?”

      “We won’t have to do far,” I said, letting my gaze drift to the north, pulled by the growing darkness I felt.

      “Then I’ll have scouts out early this and next morning, hunting likely ground for a pitched battle.” The Queen looked worried about what she didn’t know about our enemy, but the woman couldn’t hide the joy and excitement at being able to lead her first battle.

      “Get the sorceresses’ to help with that,” I said, “Their scrying eyes should help with that.”

      “Your Majesty is wise as he is powerful,” Queen Lysenia purred, and slipped a hand into my lap beneath the table.

      Her teasing didn’t progress because a scout ran up with news of the Wall. Apparently, the opaque whiteness had taken on a gray tone and the front edge was roiling like boiling waters.

      “The Dark One’s insidious magic has weakened the structure of my spell.” Turning, I found the Queen Mother standing right behind me, her feet silent as she stepped to my side and rested a warm hand on my shoulder. “The Wall falls my son, the words I spoke so many moons ago are finally coming to pass.”

      There was silence from around the command table and Queen Lysenia gave a subtle nod and the servants and officers slipped out with a mumbled ‘by your leave’. As they left, a cadre of elven and human sorceresses filed into the tent.

      “Since you’re so busy, I figured we’d bring the meeting to you, my son.” Mother’s fingers worked into the curls of my hair, and I gave a little shiver as her long nails dragged against my scalp. Her eyes fell to where Queen Lysenia’s fingers still gripped my thigh and I saw amusement enter her expression. “Your General can stay and listen in, so long as she stays useful to his Majesty.”

      Queen Lysenia actually gave a slight blush when Mother winked at her, but the woman smiled a small, grateful grin as her fingers slipped into the waistband of my pants. Shifting her seat beside mine, I wondered how I was going to focus with the woman’s delicate fingers gliding along the length of my cock with tender touches.

      Mother began the meeting with a discussion of spell components. We were in short supply of a few items, but most were well stocked. When the conversation came around to offensive verse defensive spells for the coming conflict, I had to focus hard to keep from exploding across the Elven Queen’s hand.

      “Offensive magics, such as fireballs and lightning bolts, can be used to soften a charging force. Allowing our forces to break through their shield wall.” Said an older woman with thick spectacles.

      “If they have a shield wall,” said a pretty, plump witch with fetishes hanging from her hair. “If they fight in formations, and if they aren’t immune to magic, that might work. Too many ifs.”

      “Then we hold them back as reserve,” the woman with glasses said again, her jaw set as she pressed on. “And deploy our magics when our forces are hard pressed.”

      “And what of blessings?” Asked a slender young sorceress with big, round eyes. “Might it not be more efficacious to employ our mana in the form of blessings for the troops? We could give them the edge they need, both defensively and offensively.”

      “We will do both,” the Queen Mother said, her soft voice cutting through the chatter.

      All eyes turned to the Witch Queen as she began laying out her plan. She took advice from her sorceresses when they gave it, but most everything had already been worked out. Our meetings fell into a pattern with Mother listening to all opinions and then presenting the plan. It gave all the sorceresses a chance to put forward their ideas, while achieving a decision in rapid time.

      I was still learning from the woman, and from the glitter in her eyes, she knew it too. When the meeting ended, I found myself being drawn along by her, towards my tents. There we found Yasmine readying herself for bed.

      “Your wife wanted to make sure you don’t forget her after tomorrow,” Mother purred in my ear as she loosened the tent’s flaps and drew them closed behind herself.

      “I don’t think that’s possible,” I said, taking in the Imperial Princess’s long, slender body as the black robes fell in a pool about her feet.

      “And what do you remember of Shaelindra?” Yasmine asked as she pulled on a thin robe that did little to hide her high, firm breasts and dark nipples. “Do you remember yellow eyes, or dark red hair?”

      “No,” I said, and my frown deepened when I searched through my memories.

      I could remember a kindly smile and the feel of great age. In my memory she was an old, white-haired woman, but that couldn’t have been the case because I remember her marching up tower steps beside me with a vigor that would shame a twenty-year-old.

      “Shaelindra twists minds with her presence,” Belinda purred in my ear as she steered me into a cushioned chair. “It’s important that you keep your mind strong tomorrow. Don’t let the woman gain an inch more than you want her to, or she’ll take a mile.”

      “Sounds like someone’s jealous,” I said, thinking to make a joke of it but shocked to see the flash of heat in my mother’s pale blue eyes and feel a sharp nail dig into my chest as she gesticulated.

      “You will mount the sorceress and pound her into submission, as you’ve done to the most beautiful and powerful women in the North. But don’t ignore my warnings, Dainen. You have no idea of the subtlety and power of Shaelindra. She doesn’t have my strength, but no one has better control or more knowledge of the powers underlying this world than the Imperial Sorceress.”

      “You will need to take care, husband,” Yasmine purred in my ear. “My mother cares only about one thing: Power. That she would come to teach you as a boy… is most unlike her unless she knew already what was coming… What you would become.”

      “Do you remember anything from those years?” Mother asked, her dexterous fingers plucking my belt free as she knelt before me. Seeing the Witch Queen kneeling was an oddity, but to see her do a simple, menial task like disrobing me was shocking.

      “What’s going on?” I asked, reaching down and gripping one of her wrists. “Why do you seek to know about what Shaelindra and I did as a boy?”

      “Peace, my son,” Mother said, her voice soft and gentle. “We must know if she planted any triggers in your mind, or any traps that might spring open when you two are once again before each other.”

      “What will be will be,” I said with a shrug, not feeling the anxiety and fear both of them so clearly were. Mother frowned in worry, as did Yasmine, but I released the woman’s hand and she went back to disrobing me.

      “I don’t know why you’re so sanguine about this husband,” Yasmine said, her fingers lacing in my hair and turning me up for her to bend down and kiss, none too gently. “You should fear my mother, as we do.”

      “I can’t,” I said with a shrug. “Perhaps that’s the trap she laid, convincing me of her friendship. But I have no fear of Shaelindra, nor what her designs might be.”

      I could see the pair didn’t share my ease, but I silenced Yasmine with a kiss and dragged my rough thumb over my mother’s thick lips. When she shivered and her mouth parted open, I hooked the thumb into her mouth and pulled her forward, her lips joining Yasmine’s as we shared a three-way kiss.

      Mother tried to voice another concern about the morrow, but I refused to let her speak. Reaching down, my fingers found her most delicate bits, and the words turned into gasps of pleasure.
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      Seeing the jealousy and worry buried in my mother’s eyes, I tried to reassure her and Yasmine that night while we made passionate love. No matter what I did, though, the pair harbored worries about how the woman might steal me away from the rest of them. When Gretchen joined our lovemaking, at my insistence, I found my Guardian didn’t harbor the same concerns.

      “I remember Shaelindra,” the older maid said in the dark hours of the night, as we lay naked and slick with sweat in a pile of limbs. “I was a maid of seventeen when she arrived, and I remember thinking I’d never even dreamed such a beautiful and elegant woman could exist.” Gretchen blushed when the Witch Queen gave a growl of annoyance. “My apologies, my Queen.”

      “You’re right,” Yasmine said with a soft sigh, her silky black hair pushed back out of her face as she sat up on one elbow. “Shaelindra is many things, but beyond all those she is the woman who trapped the eye of my father and made him swear off all other women.”

      “Each of you has a place in my heart,” I said, running my fingers gently across their backs. “No more and no less than the others. Why would you think Shaelindra will have more of me than each of you?”

      “Then prove it,” Mother said with a little grin as she rolled into me, her massive breasts pressing against my chest. “Take us with so much passion we never doubt you ag… AIN!”

      The Witch Queen let out a startled shriek when a hand of magic slid down her spine and gripped the cluster of nerves within her sex. Gretchen and Yasmine let out similar shrieks of pleasure as my magic found their erogenous zones and set about driving them wild.

      I heard no more worries about Shaelindra, but I didn’t find sleep until the wee hours of the morning as I reassured Yasmine and Belinda. Gretchen didn’t share their worries, and I employed my buxom maid’s eager tongue in keeping the pair of royals elevated to the heights of pleasure until they fell into unconsciousness.

      Sleep stole me under moments later, and I found myself in dark dreams. Chaos reigned around me, the press of bodies and screams of the dying in one dream, and in another I stood on a mountain’s peak, the wind rushing through my hair as I took in the spreading kingdom before me. I knew my armies would fall upon the dark domain, and we’d be able to free the millions of slaves chained in pens or kept in pleasure houses. The dream faded, and I found myself standing in the cold tundra, a colossal beast before me with a squad of hair-shirted and thick bearded wild men arrayed around it, ready to charge me and my harem as I raised my hands in peace. The last thing I wanted was to slaughter these wild but innocent people. I remember thinking just as the dream faded, and I found myself a sea on a longship.

      Dream after dream flashed through my mind. A lifetime’s worth of experiences and when my eyes broke open in the morning, I felt the weight of what I was riding into settle on my shoulders. A lifetime of possibilities had passed through my head while I slept, but all of it could be gone, along with Mother, Yasmine, Grandmother, and the rest of the women who held a piece of my heart, if I failed against the dark threat on the other side of the Wall.

      Rising from bed, I found the women had already slipped off to ready themselves for the day. I found Vanla and Serita in the adjoining room, readying a bath with buckets of steaming water.

      “The Queen Mother said you should be presentable today, your Majesty,” Vanla said with rosy cheeks and a nervous glance down at her feet. “Please allow us to bathe you.”

      “It would be my pleasure,” I said with a grin, as I sank into the tub someone had drug in from a cart.

      The maid servants were quick and thorough as they scrubbed and washed me. They kept their hands and mouths off my strong morning wood, though both stared at it with fixed desire the entire time. I might have bent the pair over the tub and taken my pleasure from their youthful bodies, but Gretchen stood just inside the tent flap with a suit of clothing.

      The older woman wore an old uniform that took me a second to recognize. When I did, my eyes widened and I saw her cheeks blush a delicate pink. The girls handed the towel to Gretchen when she asked for it, their eyes lingering on the hard muscles of my abs and arms, before they slipped out of the tent with envious glances at the older woman.

      “Your Majesty approves?” Gretchen asked with a curtsey.

      When she dipped low, she gave me an eyeful of the deep shadow between her cleavage. The uniform she wore was identical to the one she’d worn when I was a boy, going through the changes of manhood. The memories of those painful mornings rushed back to me, the shame and embarrassment as I’d lusted after my older maid.

      I’d spent many a night and early morning relieving myself to fantasies of Gretchen. Picturing her in this very same uniform as I sated my young lusts on her body.

      “Wherever did you get it?” There was a tremble in my voice that made me frown, but caused the older woman’s lips to stretch wide in a pleased smile.

      “I can see your Majesty does approve.” Gretchen grinned when she glanced down at the thick bead of precum oozing out of the tip of my cock. “I’ve been thinking lately… about those missed opportunities…” the woman's cheeks went flaming red, but she pushed through her embarrassment and shame. “I know what desires a boy has… I could have been there for you. Oh, gods’ I’d have done anything for you then and now, sire… anything.”

      “Show me,” I said, sensing the desire in her to serve, and rewarded with a beaming grin as she took up the towel and gave me another deep curtsey.

      “You were the most beautiful prince the maids had ever seen,” she said softly as she stepped forward and pressed the soft towel to the beads of water on my chest and shoulders, taking her time as she dried me off. “If you had only known what was passing through my mind at the time…”

      Unable to help herself, Gretchen pressed a kiss to my chest, her long lashes flicking up as our eyes met and I watched her sink to her knees. Eyes still locked on mine, she ran a fiery tongue along the underside of my throbbing dick and gripped the back of my ass. Pursing her lips into a plump ring, she sucked me into her mouth while hauling forward on my ass.

      I watched in awe as my maid drove forward until my dick stretched the back of her throat. I could feel her tonsils pressed against it, and her throat milk the tip. Then she pulled back with a proud grin.

      “Fuck my mouth, use me sire, please!”

      Driving forward, I hissed in pleasure as the older maid’s thick lips locked around my dick. Her mouth sucked hard, and her wet tongue cupped my shaft as it drove in and out of her mouth.

      Reaching down, I gripped the woman’s head. Her hair was in a tight, dark braid, but was loose enough for my fingers to side into the silky locks. Gretchen relaxed under my grip, and I saw the hungry desire in her eyes as I began fucking her tight mouth with long strokes. In my mind flashed an image of the beautiful maid on her knees, pulling up one of my socks before I had to run off to my studies. The memory was so sharp, I could smell the mothballs from the wardrobe and the musty pages of the book I’d been reading when Gretchen arrived. The woman’s eyes had been filled with an emotion I couldn’t name at the time, but I saw it reflected in her eyes again as I drove in and out of her mouth.

      As the orgasm rose within me, I took in the sight of her massive breasts shaking within the confines of her maid’s uniform and with hurried motions she tugged them free. Her whimpers of desire melded into my groans of pleasure, and I reached down to paw at one massive breast as my balls tightened and I felt the seed churning.

      “I want to cover your beautiful face,” I growled, and Gretchen nodded, her eyes bright with excitement as her hands rose to stroke me with quick little motions.

      Tongue teasing the tip, I pulled back, just as the cum shot forth, coating her lips and pale cheeks. Gretchen’s head fell back, and I saw her hips shiver and shake, as line after pearlescent line arced out to coat her face. The woman was panting in pleasure as I stood trembling above her.

      “That was wonderful,” I breathed, reaching down to push a thick glop of cum from beneath her eye. “Thank you.”

      “It was my pleasure, Sire,” Gretchen purred as she rose smoothly and tucked her massive breasts away. “Let’s see you dress. Lady Hornsby had this designed special for you. It’s going to be an exciting day.”

      “I don’t know quite what to think of it,” I said. “I barely remember Shaelindra.”

      “Boys always have a special place in their hearts for teachers,” Gretchen said with a knowing smile as she held the pants out for me to step into. “Especially ones who taught them at such a formative age.”

      I found the captains and Queen Lysenia waiting for me outside the tent when I emerged. The Queen took in my black and silver suit with an approving nod and slipped her arm into mine as she drew me along the ranks of ready troops.

      “Shaelindra isn’t my concern, sire. It’s our proximity to the Wall and lack of knowledge of what lies on the other side.” Her soft breasts pressed firmly against my arm as she reminded me of her delightful charms, but she was all business as she called for maps to be brought forward. “Belinda was kind enough to provide us with maps of the region from before she raised the Wall, but they’re old and incomplete. Unfortunately, these broken hills were never much use to us in Endil Vale and we avoided them when trading north. There were those who knew them well, hunters and trappers, but most were lost in the war.”

      Stopping near a camp table that had been set up for serving meals, she laid out the maps and began marking off terrain.

      “The scouts we do have who remember the region say these are accurate. See these foothills here?” She pointed to a small set of hills north of a river. “This has me worried. If our enemy holds these heights, then they can harry any position we take within twenty leagues of the tower.”

      “What do you advise?” I asked and saw the woman’s gorgeous eyes soften and she would have kissed me had her captains’ not been gathered around. With a grateful grin, she pointed a spot on the bank of the river.

      “This is a shallow ford but looks like rapids. If we position ourselves here, we’ll appear vulnerable to a charge from the heights. If we’re disciplined and quick enough, we can perform an enfolding move, as they seek to tear out our hearts.”

      “Are the soldiers capable of something like that?” I knew the tactic she spoke of. It had been posited by theorists, but to my knowledge never attempted in a pitched battle.

      “They will be.” the Queen glanced to her captains, and I saw concern flit across their features, but each gave a firm nod to their general.

      “Then we force march through the morning and arrive an hour early,” I said, seeing the soldiers’ shoulders sag as they heard my orders. “When we arrive, you’ll begin your drills, General Lysenia. But keep a reserve force ready.” Turning, I stared at the dark stain on the far horizon, just visible in the morning light. “The Wall could fall any hour.”

      There was a grim silence in my wake as I swung up into Wind’s saddle and rode forward. I didn’t go ten feet before Lady Hornsby and Elsbeth appeared with a list of things that needed my attention. Throughout the morning, the woman kept my mind preoccupied with small crises and decisions, and I found myself cresting a small rise an hour before noon with a fast-marching army at my back.

      The first thing to arrest my vision was the Wall. Just on the other side of the river, its once white appearance was now a dark gray and its surface roiled like the boiling water. I could feel my dark twin on the other side of it. Could feel his gaze fall upon the Wall, even as mine did. The white-hot anger at everything that lived and loved wasn’t mindless, but I felt a formlessness to it that filled my head with images of Sorrowmere burning and her women raped or dead in the streets.

      Pushing the thoughts out of my mind, my eyes fell to what had trapped my harem’s gaze. Mother, Queen Lysenia, Grandmother, Lady Hornsby, Yasmine and Gretchen were arrayed around me, sitting on their horses and staring at the solitary creature standing before a dilapidated stone tower.

      “Shaelindra…” the voice was the Queen Mother’s, but I barely recognized the jealousy in it. If there was any woman, I thought, possessed of total confidence, it was Belinda, but from the white knuckles gripping her skirts, her fears were strong.

      The second my eyes fell upon the woman, the world faded. I’m still not sure if it was a trick of her sorcery, or a weakness on my part, but instead of reassuring my harem, as I’d intended, I found myself riding forward.

      All it took was a single look, for the past to come rushing back.

      Shaelindra wore a pure white gown that shone in the afternoon sun. Her dark red hair hung down her shoulders in a glossy curtain of curls, and a small part of my mind noted that it didn’t seem to be affected by the wind as her dress was. The gentle breeze pulled her long skirts to the side and molded the gown to her body, a body that sparked boyhood fantasies and desires as I took in my old teacher.

      Floating up from memory was the first time I’d met Shaelindra. It had been in the keep at Sorrowmere. I was a boy who’d convinced himself he didn’t need to listen to any of his minders. Not a Prince! Then Shaelindra had appeared and within the first hour had me listening with rapt attention as she spoke of the fundamental nature of magic.

      Not only was the woman as brilliant as any, but she possessed a self-assurance that had been lacking from my other tutors. That confidence was my guiding light in those early years, and more than that, I didn’t want to offend the woman who’d joined Grandmother and Gretchen at the center of my boyhood fantasies.

      Taking in Shaelindra now, my fingers trembled, and my mouth went dry when I realized what would happen. Opening my eyes to the magic alive at her feet, I was shocked to see not a single thread of power between us.

      “On the Eve of the world’s turning, we meet again, Dainen Sobel, King of Sorrowmere and Endil Vale. I am not unpleased with the man you’ve become.”

      Shaelindra’s voice caused the hairs to rise on the backs of my arms. Hearing those dulcet tones again, more memories of the months I’d spent sitting at the woman’s side studying resurfaced.

      “Have you no words for me, your Majesty?” There was a glitter of something deep within the sorceresses’ eyes, and the knowing smile tugging at her lips kicked me out of my reverie. “Do I disappoint you so much?”

      The woman twisted her hips as Shaelindra came to a stop, one knee raised slightly and a hand on her hip. The white gown molded itself against her narrow waist and the wide swell of her hips. But it was the deep neckline that my eyes locked on. As large as any breasts I’d seen, they sat so high and stood out so firmly. They didn’t seem entirely natural.

      As my eyes finally lifted to Shaelindra’s face, and I let myself take in her ethereal beauty. That she was Yasmine’s mother was plain, but where my wife was a young bud, Shaelindra was a flower in full bloom. Her eyes were the palest brown, nearly golden, and they looked up at me with the same fixed desire I remembered from Belinda on the day of my coronation. Her lips were full and sensual, shaped so perfectly it hurt to look upon their long-bow shape. With a small, delicate nose and high cheekbones, it was plain to see how the woman had stolen the heart of an emperor and left him broken when she disappeared.

      “You could never disappoint Shaya,” I said, using the old name I’d come up with for her as a boy.

      Shaelindra’s eyes softened when I used the term of endearment, and she bit her bottom lip. Swinging down off Wind’s back, I let the steed walk back to the farriers and her waiting apple. Shaelindra and I stood like nervous school kids before one another with the eyes of thousands upon us.

      “How long have you been waiting for this moment?” I asked with sudden insight.

      “Longer than you can imagine,” Shaelindra said, clasping her hands together before her smooth stomach and doing incredible things to her chest. “If you want to know the whole tale, I will share it, but it’s a long sad story. Come inside, I’ve prepared everything for the bonding-.”

      “No, Shaya,” I said, my voice firm with command.

      Shaelindra’s eyes flashed, and I saw the strength within her, but her smile grew.

      “You’ve become used to commanding, that’s to the good, but take care with me, boy-.”

      “Boy?” I asked, taking a single step forward.

      Shaelindra’s eyes went suddenly round as I loomed over her, and I realized my tone sounded far more dangerous than I’d intended. She’d struck a nerve and I could see her trying to readjust and reassert control. The moment she’d invited me into the tower, I felt old patterns trying to reassert themselves and realized this was the threat Yasmine and Mother spoken of.

      Other than Sir Eckton, this woman had been my greatest teacher and the old patterns of listening and letting her guide me ran deep. There was no magic at play here, but something more basic and insidious.

      “The boy who let you lead him around by the nose is no longer my Lady.” I raised a hand and Gretchen and Captain Fazine rode forth. The sound of clinking shackles caused Shaelindra’s eyes to widen but instead of anger or upset, I saw amusement and even a glint of pride for she saw what was coming. “You are a sorceress of considerable power who’s slipped within my country and stand within the Wall, in violation of edicts laid down for decades. You will be taken as prisoner and held until such time as I return and can figure out what to do with you.”

      “You know what you’ll do with me, Dainen,” the total confidence in Shaelindra’s voice as she held her slender wrists forward for Captain Fazine to not too gently lock up, awoke my desire more fully but I forced it down with an act of will. “It’s what we both want.”

      “Give her to the Queen Mother, Captain… I believe they have a lot of catching up to do.”

      “With pleasure, Sire.”

      For the first time, I saw a lack of certainty on the sorceress’s face as the captain led her off. The woman’s eyes spotted Mother in her black and red dress and let out a quiet hiss from the back of her throat.

      “Shaelindra,” the woman turned, gazing up at me as I swung back into the saddle. “Prepare thyself for this evening. At midnight you become mine, and within minutes… the Wall will fall, and war will be upon us.”

      “How can you know that?”

      “Because I would never allow my mother to be taken from me by another man… and neither will the Dark One.”

      Shaelindra’s eyes went round as saucers and I saw shock, fear and a half dozen other emotions flit across her face in the second before I turned on Wind and let Gretchen fall in beside me. Revealing my knowledge of that truth might have been more impactful at another time, but I didn’t want any darkness between us. And knew the secret had rested heavily on her soul.
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      Mother didn’t know the details, but she’d sniffed out the connection during the last war and kept it to herself for all these years. Only revealing it to me the night before as we lay twined with one another.

      “I always wondered why Shaelindra didn’t join the war effort. The opportunity to impress the world with her might should have been too good to resist. The woman’s an egotist of the first order.”

      It takes one to know one. I thought, but kept the words to myself, not wanting to interrupt her shocking confession.

      Yasmine lay between the Queen Mother and me, her fingers locked with Belinda’s and mine as she listened.

      “The connection was thin, but the ties of blood are deep and can’t be broken easily…”

      “To keep the secret for so long,” Yasmine said in a soft voice. “It must have torn her up inside.”

      “It’s that connection I tied the magics in the Wall to,” Mother said, and as she spoke, describing what she’d done that terrible day, I came to respect the woman even more, if that was possible.

      

      Gretchen and I joined Yasmine as the army streamed down into the valley, Queen Lysenia pointing her baton as she ordered the legion to set up camp beside the river.

      I’d planned to bring only the pair with me, but Gretchen had arranged for a squad of hardened guardswomen to be waiting for us. The six women in heavy place formed up around us with a nod of approval from my Guardian, who ignored my frown.

      “Peace, Husband,” Yasmine chided gently. “Who knows what ambushes may lie in wait near the Wall? Better to be over than under-prepared, yes?”

      I ignored the women’s satisfied smirks at my grumbled reply and focused on what had drawn me past the Tower. For days I’d felt something calling to me and the closer we’d come, the more insistent the call became.

      We found ourselves on a small trail that wound its way up into the hills. The dry grasses and low bushes gave way to stands of elm and oak, and the trail dipped down into a small valley with a fast-moving creek running through the middle of it. The trail took us up one side of the valley where I spotted a small temple.

      The temple was built of stone and had an ancient feel to it. There were no windows, but a single doorway opened into pitch blackness. The temple couldn’t have been larger than a peasant’s hut, but the surrounding air warped and crackled with energy, causing the hairs to rise on the backs of my arms as we pulled to a stop.

      The moment we did, a tall figure in silver robes stepped from the temple and gave me a deep curtsey. My breath caught in my throat when I took in her incredible beauty. She wasn’t as flawlessly stunning as Shaelindra, but not by much. The woman’s eyes were a pale blue and her brows looked to have been plucked into shape. Her limbs were slender and waist narrow, but the most eye-popping features were her massive breasts that swung wildly back and forth within the thin robes.

      “I welcome thee, Great King, to the Temple of the Empty Throne.” The woman said, the words tinged with an odd accent.

      Swinging down off Wind, I gave the woman a nod in greeting as I stepped close. Only as I went to approach the woman, I came up against an invisible barrier that held me back. Frowning, I pressed upon it with my hands and finally my magic, but it gave not an inch.

      “What sorcery keeps me from entering a temple in my own kingdom?” Anger colored my words, but the beauty didn’t flinch.

      “I do not stand in your kingdom, Dainen Sobel, or at least not yet,” there was compassion in the woman’s eyes, and she stepped up to the barrier that kept me out and I found my eyes locked on the lines of her face, unable to stop trying to identify what it was that gave her such haunting beauty. “While two live who carry the potential to claim the Throne, neither will be allowed entry… And we yurn for your entry, Dainen… All of us burn for it.”

      The woman stepped to the side, and the darkness shrouding the temple’s interior lifted. The vision I saw made my knees tremble and drew a strange sound from the back of my throat that I didn’t recognize as coming from me.

      A hundred women lay, sat, or lounged in a room filled with colorful silk hangings and thick pillows. The women wore little if anything, and the sea of naked flesh might have been enough to get that reaction out of me, but it was their beauty that so shocked me. Each woman was as beautiful as the creature who spoke with me. I’m a man privileged to have a harem and has been able to sample the finest beauties in the North, but each woman here was more beautiful than any I’d seen before.

      Behind the women, sitting on a raised pedestal, was a glowing, golden throne. For the women my loins had burned, but once I beheld the seat I was filled with holy purpose.

      “I see you approve of the Gods Reward.” there was a purr of pleasure in the woman’s voice as she watched my eyes bulge as I stared into the temple.

      Tearing my eyes away, a small part of my mind registered that the interior’s architecture and size didn’t match that of the small temple. What sorcery was at play here, indeed? I didn’t know anything that could create such a space.

      “The God’s Reward?” I asked.

      “A virgin from each age,” she said, sweeping a hand across my view. “The most beautiful women, with minds as supple as their bodies will… and every one of them has been waiting centuries to be with the man they love.”

      There was passion in the woman’s eyes as she stared up at me, but it was guarded.

      “If the Dark One defeats me… this is his?” I asked, motioning to the hundred virgins and the waiting throne.

      “The Pantheon is balanced on a knifes edge, Dainen Sobel… Will this world’s future be a bright one? Filled with adventure, struggle and love such as you’ve sought your whole life? Or will it be one of despair, death and conquest, as your counterpart has sought?”

      “I will return to this place,” I said, then turned to take in Yasmine and Gretchen, seeing the worry in their eyes as they stared at the gorgeous creature before me and the 99 more within the bright opening. “But if I’m so fortunate as to survive the morrow, it won’t be for many years… This world needs a firm hand to put it right, and I can’t leave until that’s done.”

      “We are the Women Who Wait,” the woman said in her strange accent as she stepped back to the temple’s opening. “And we shall, until such time as our Lord arrives to receive the Gods Reward.”

      As she said the last words, her robes parted for a single second, and I beheld her naked body. It was so incredible; I tripped forward and hit my head on the magical barrier. When I blinked, awash with embarrassment, the woman was gone and the opening to the temple dark once more.

      Turning and rubbing my forehead, I felt such shame at the way I’d acted that I almost flinched when I looked up at Yasmine on her horse. But instead of being jealous or upset, she was breathing rapidly and staring at me in awe.

      “The Pantheon… the Throne of All… that bitch has known all along!”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked my wife, and she tore her wide eyes away from the temple with difficulty and swallowed hard.

      “The path to immortality, connection with the All-Throne and he who sits in it… These were the first things she taught me when I was a girl. The next best thing to becoming a god herself… It’s all she’s ever wanted.”

      “Let’s head back,” I said, swinging back up into Wind’s saddle. “I have to think.”

      Gretchen and Yasmine were silent as we rode back to the keep. The squad of guardswomen around us looked even more shocked than Yasmine, and I heard whispers of ‘god’ and ‘worship’ from several mouths as we rode.

      I knew a cult had begun to form amongst the ranks. My recent exploits had taken on legendary status amongst them, as had tales of my night with the Harem. But the idea of people worshiping me felt strange and foreign, and I didn’t hunger for the power of godhood.

      We found the army emplaced with palisades and earthen works going up on two sides. Queen Lysenia’s strategy was a gamble, but as I watched the blocky formations drilling, I was amazed at how well they worked together in such a short time. Encouraged to see the General’s idea about the new squad formations working out, I rode straight to the keep.

      Lady Hornsby greeted me at the gate and escorted me to the Lord’s chamber at the top of the tower. There I found Mother and Grandmother seated before the lone window, observing the troops as they stepped through formations.

      “Now you know the end goal, my son,” the Witch Queen said, turning her pale blue eyes on me. “What we’ve been preparing you for your entire life… what you were born for.”

      “And you didn’t think to tell me this before I set out on this path?” I asked, my anger bubbling up. I could feel Yasmine frown at my back, but I couldn’t seem to control the fury that bubbled up in me.

      “It was inevitable, Dainen,” Mother breathed. Rising, she took my hand and drew me forward. “Only one of you can live, and someone good and true must occupy the All-Throne, or the world will fall into darkness.”

      “And so I must give up you?! Give up her?!” I pointed at the Dowager Queen and then to Gretchen and Yasmine. “And them? I must walk away from everything I’ve ever wanted, right when it’s within my grasp?”

      “If you wish it,” Belinda breathed, and I saw the avarice and greed flash across her features. “You can place us at your feet… for all time.”

      “So that has been your goal?” I asked, hating the accusation that entered my voice but unable to wipe it away. “Is that all you care about, Mother? Power and immortality?”

      “Never!” The Witch Queen spoke with such vehemence I took a small step back and she advanced on me. “Do I want the power? Of course. Do I seek to guide this world to a better place and believe I know best? Certainly! But I am not alone, nor is that all that motivates me.”

      Drawing herself up to her full height, she raised one hand and crackling lines of power reached up from the fingers tips and began tracing a complicated weave within the air above her head.

      “You doubt my love, Dainen? You doubt me, son?” I shook my head, my anger from before mostly gone but she pressed on. “Then know me, and those who love you, so you can have no doubts.”

      “Wait!” Yasmine pushed out of the tower room and a few seconds later, pushed a bound and gagged Shaelindra into the room before herself. When the sorceress saw the spell forming above the witch’s head, her eyes went wide and met mine. But if it was fear or excitement animating them, I couldn’t be sure. “Now you may cast it.”

      “Witness, Dainen Sobel, the heart and soul of the women who love thee.”

      With a snap of her fingers, the spell swept out a web that reached around the whole room. The glowing lines of power connected each of us, but I was in the center. It wasn’t a true spell but a curse, and a powerful one. Each woman had to open herself and accept the curse willingly, and it was interesting to see how each came to the decision.

      Once Gretchen felt the curse’s pull directed towards me, she opened herself to it immediately, followed a half second later by Lydia. Two awareness’ blossomed within my mind, each containing the woman’s emotions, thoughts and even her memories. When I focused on the warm dark blue node that was my grandmother, I felt her amazement at the connection, and the flush of her womanhood as she became aware of my eyes on her body and beautiful face.

      Memories flashed through the node, and I had a moment of disorientation as I saw myself shirtless and sparring with old Sir Eckton, and another from the day of my coronation as my eyes had lingered on her bosom. The memory was from her awareness and colored with her thoughts and feelings on that day, and I felt myself stirring when I realized how much she’d wanted me even then.

      Gretchen’s love shone through the node like a beacon. The memories of her caring for me as a boy flashed through her mind, the love as strong then, but the desire only growing when she saw me come of age. I saw the half dozen times she nearly reached out to grasp my young firm manhood as it tented my small clothes in the morning, and in the evenings she sat outside my door, listening to me ease my stiffness as she touched herself.

      Surprisingly, the next woman to open herself to the curse was Jelli Hornsby. In a flash, the woman’s love hit me. As strong and bright as Gretchen and the Dowager Queen, she was colored by the guilt she still bore from the assassination attempt. Her memories of the entire affair flashed through her head, and I found myself grinning as she blushed. It wasn’t the guilt that was strongest in the slender little woman, but when she’d reclaimed her lost youth. That memory stood out bright and clear in her mind, and I was treated to a strange perspective as she relived the pleasure that swept through her body.

      “This will lay bare not just my secrets, but that of the Empire,” Yasmine said, her voice raw with emotion as she struggled with the decision.

      Her eyes flickered to meet Belinda’s, seeking guidance or reassurance, but Mother gave the former princess nothing. The Witch’s face was an expressionless mask, as she held the net in place by sheer force of will. Black eyes met mine and I saw Yasmine breathe out a long, slow breath and accept the curse.

      The awareness blossomed in my mind, and I breathed in a deep breath of relief. Of all the women in my harem, if was the former princess, with her remote beauty and dangerous daggers whose loyalty I had to harbor some suspicions over. The old Emperor was a cagey foe, and I couldn’t put it past the man to slip his best assassin into my bed and more. Possibly to lie in wait for years or decades before she struck.

      I had no doubt of the woman’s love and loyalty as I sensed her emotions. The memories she tried to hold back tantalized me, and I saw glittering secrets poking through. Such as the secret to the Empire’s endless stream of gold… an Alchemist! Not a thing of magic that would fade over time, but true alchemy. They’d developed sciences we couldn’t even dream of in the North, and I burned to dig through her mind and know everything, but didn’t want to invade her like that.

      Before the temptation could lead me down interesting paths, Queen Lysenia blossomed in my mind, and I staggered back as I felt the intense heat of the woman’s desire. Grandmother’s memories hinted at the same desire once upon a time, but for the Elven Queen, her dry spell was still a recent memory, as was the night of her first union in centuries.

      The woman’s desire burned brighter than her love, but that was still a fledgling thing within her. I sensed the Queen’s shyness around Lydia, and the budding feelings between the queens, but for Lysenia, love was an emotion she thought removed from her life and now she wasn’t sure what to do with it.

      It was the coming battle that most occupied the Elven Queen’s mind and the puzzles each action, choice, and opportunity created. Though her mind operated on several tracks at once, she still maintained the serenity of her race.

      “And thou, Belinda?” Shaelindra asked.

      The sorceress’s voice was throaty and caused the hairs to stand up on the back of my neck. The two women were both closed off from me, but the Queen Mother’s lips curved into a wicked smile.

      “You question my devotion to the boy, Shaelindra?” Raising her free hand, Mother flicked a tie on her billowing blue gown in place and the garment fell down her naked body to pool at her feet. “I? Who would stand clad in the light before him? Dainen knows he has all of me… whenever he wants.”
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      When the presence bloomed in my mind, I nearly fell to my knees. Not only was my skull pounding from the addition of six new psyches within it, but when Mother appeared, she made sure I knew it. The node of thought blazed like a beacon in my mind. The love shining through was as bright as every other, but her pride overwhelmed everything.

      Since I was a babe, she’d suspected what I would become. When the first prophecies were found, she’d been convinced, and since then had watched my growth with the expectation of what I would become. When her mind had been trapped outside of time and space, she’d traveled to world and universes I could barely comprehend in search of knowledge.

      There she’d discovered the need for a harem of women around me, to protect and provide for me for all that I might need. It was a bit shocking to find out that one of my mother’s greatest pleasures was when she’d watched me mount the other women. Watching her son claim and tame the most powerful women in the world drove her so crazy with desire that she nearly lost control each time. I could feel my mother’s anticipation as I now turned to Shaelindra.

      “You would ask me to open myself fully? To show thee all thine secrets and shame?” Shaelindra’s glorious eyes glowed with a faint inner light as she raised her arms to the sides.

      “It’s a leap of faith,” I said, my words faint as my eyes traced the curves of the woman’s perfect body.

      “You ask much, young King.” there was something soft in her eyes as she stepped forward, but also something hard and demanding. “You would have all of me before I’ve had the smallest part of you…” her eyes flickered to Mother and Yasmine and I saw the skin tighten with either anger or jealousy as they swept back to meet mine.

      There were words I could have spoken to ease her worries and fears. Arguments I could have made to sway her mind and eventually her heart to our cause, but I threw them all aside.

      I was surrounded by women who were both beautiful and capable. Women whose wicked minds excited, and taboo couplings enervated, but none save perhaps Gretchen had as large an impact on me during my formative years. Stepping forward, I let her see the desire that had been in me since I was a boy, and the love I’d always held for her.

      Shaelindra was a woman with as much confidence in herself as the Queen Mother, but I saw it fault for a brief second as I swept an arm around the small of her back and drew her tightly against me. Her gaze softened, and I saw the thick red lips part as I drew her close.

      The woman trembled in my arms before our lips met. Then all was still and frozen for a long moment. Something leapt within my belly, the same emotion that I’d felt when I first kissed Yasmine, and I pulled back, our lips parting as we stared into each other’s eyes in shock.

      “I wasn’t expecting that…” she breathed, and I grinned, pulling her into an even tighter embrace and feeling her slender arm’s grip me tight as well.

      Hands clawed at me and mine at her. Like two teenagers stealing kisses in a closet, we couldn’t keep our hands off one another. The magic rose up within me, and I knew what needed to be done. Breaking the kiss, I watched Shaelindra’s eyes slowly gain focus as her lower lip trembled.

      “Kneel.” The word was an order, but not harsh with command.

      The sorceress, her hair disheveled and lips red from our kissing, glanced around the circle of women and I saw her eyes meet Yasmine’s. My wife had a glint of eagerness in her eyes, and I could sense through the node in my head that she was enjoying this more than she’d guessed. Watching me dominate and breed the woman who’d towered over her entire life was an added benefit.

      With a last glance at the Queen Mother, Shaelindra dropped to her knees. The woman’s pride still shone through, but there was also desire in her face as she watched my fingers pluck free from the laces of my pants. Her slender fingers gripped the dress she wore, and I saw a pink tongue slip out and caress her lips.

      The laces free, the front of my pants parted, but only the thick base of my hardening manhood showed. The sorceress gave a sharp gasp of surprise when she saw my size and I saw her pupils swell with surprised pleasure.

      “You were my greatest teacher,” I breathed, my words for Shaelindra alone. “And filled my young head with dreams of what was possible… Let me give you everything you once gave me… and more. Take my hand, Shaelindra, and conquer the world with me.”

      I’d hit on the woman’s deepest desire, her most secret wish, and the look of vulnerability she gave me was stripped of all artifice. Reaching up, she took my hand and let me draw her into a tight embrace once more. My hands slipped down her sides to cup her ass, and I grinned into the kiss when she moaned in pleasure.

      Shaelindra’s hands slipped under my shirt, and I felt her long nails drag along the hard muscles of my chest and abs. Her growl of desire grew fierce, and she nipped my bottom lips before sliding back down my body, taking my pants down with her.

      “God’s Dainen… you’ve become a man…” her eyes were round as she took in the massive spear rising from my loins.

      “Kiss it,” I breathed, and Shaelindra shuddered as she took my direction and planted a gentle kiss on the thick head. “Lick it,” moaning, her tongue slid around the head and down the underside, her eyes gazing up at me with an almost desperate desire. “Suck it… deep.”

      “Hmmph!”

      Shaelindra’s thick lips stretched wide, and I nearly exploded in her mouth right there, as the sight of my former teacher taking my cock deep set my nerves afire. The woman was surprisingly inexperienced at the art of lovemaking. Her ministrations on my cock were exuberant but awkward, and I felt her teeth scrap the sensitive flesh several times. But I kept these observations to myself.

      “The magic… I can taste your magic!”

      There were chuckles of amusement from around the harem, but Shaelindra didn’t care or didn’t hear as she sucked me deep. The woman’s throat was tight, and she couldn’t take more than half my cock into her mouth. But her fingers were quick and dexterous. With short little strokes, she soon had my balls tight and the cum aching to explode from my cock.

      “Then drink it all…. Down,” I growled, my toes curling as I stared into her luminescent eyes.

      Shaelindra’s throat worked, and she sucked down my seed as fast as it came, but still a little dribble of pearlescent cum tracked a line down her chin. Gasping, she fell back onto the floor as I swayed above her.

      The magic throbbed between us, powerful and insistent. Woven throughout it was something overarching, something that tied me and all the women together but had nothing to do with the nodes of consciousness in my head. The completion of the ritual, as the seventh and final point in my harem, parted her legs before me.

      I had plans on how I was going to take my teacher. So many fantasies from boyhood about this woman would finally come to fruition, except the magic and my mother had other ideas.

      “Stripped!” The Witch’s sharp whisper was matched with a crackle of power, and Shaelindra’s clothing flashed away into nothing.

      Suddenly seeing Shaelindra’s naked body, the massive breasts and long, slender legs parting, I couldn’t hold back the desire that surged up in me. The sorceress gave a cry of shock or pleasure I couldn’t be sure, but her hands pulled at me, and legs drew me in as I fell upon her.

      There could be no words between us as I sought her entrance. The woman’s slender fingers gipped my cock and then I was within her. Hot tightness enfolded me, and I heard Shaelindra’s sharp gasp of joy as I sank to the hilt. Our hands gripped one another close, sliding all over one another’s body as our lips sought each other’s. Tongues intertwined, I felt myself coming home as the circle knit itself complete.

      “The Sorceress,” Mother intoned, her voice filled with satisfaction, “The heart of his magic and center of his web… Her powers awaken this night!”

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

      The pleasure exploded out of me, my mind disappearing into a white world for a time, before I came back to the sweaty, panting moment of our climax. Shaelindra’s eyes were wide and mouth gawping open. Her nails dug into my back and her whole body was locked up beneath me as the magical seed took root. Then she relaxed with a great sigh, her lips stretching into a big grin, and then she did something with her hips and arms that had me flipped over onto my back.

      “Dainen… dear boy.” There was awe in Shaelindra’s eyes as she held a hand up before her. Feather thin flows of colorful magic grew up from her palm, one forming a fireball, another a tiny crackling lightning bolt and the third became sweeping wind. “Such control…” The world trembled beneath the tower, rocks tumbling down and shouts rising from the army outside.

      “The power.” Shaelindra’s grin was fierce, and her sex tightened on my cock, and I was amused to see her have a minor orgasm, my softening cock gripped by her pussy.

      The woman looked down at me, and I saw the pride and joy fade from her face, to be replaced by something softer. Reaching out with a gentle hand, she caressed my cheek, then opened herself up to the curse. And it was my turn to gasp in shock as the seventh awareness blossomed in my mind.

      I was amazed to feel the Sorceresses love for me, and even more to see how far it stretched back. The woman’s mind was as complicated and full of secrets as the Queen Mother’s, and though she craved power and position, she worked towards the betterment of the world while pursuing them, the same as Belinda.

      Shaelindra turned from me to Yasmine, and I saw her eyes moisten. Something strange was happening with the curse Mother had laid on the women. Now that the bond had been forged with all Seven, the magic was knitting us all closer together in mind and body. As part of that, they could all sense what I did, though faintly.

      The women turned to one another, suddenly aware of each other’s emotions.

      “You don’t hate me,” Shaelindra said.

      Yasmine was feeling a similar influx of emotions as her mother, and threw herself down into the woman’s arms. The pair fell onto me, and my cock slipped from Shaelindra as they held one another, laughing and crying. A flurry of emotions passed back and forth between the pair, quicker than I could follow, but they laughed as it died out.

      “Son.” Turning, I found Mother there, pulling my head into her lap. “You’ve done it… the circle is complete.”

      “We’ve only just begun,” I said, reaching up and drawing her lips down to mind.

      Mother’s gentle moan grew more heated, and I felt her heavy breasts press around my head, cradling me close. It was my turn to moan as I felt two fiery tongues slide up either side of my cock.

      Glancing down, I was treated to the sight of the Dowager and Elven Queens, kneeling astride my legs. Their massive breasts crushed against my thigh, the smooth flesh sending thrills throughout me, as I watched their tongues teasing my cock stiff once more.

      “Breed the daughter next,” Grandma purred, as her eyes left Lysenia’s and flicked up to meet mine. “She’s dripping for you already.”

      The Elven Queen grinned as she angled my dick over towards Yasmine’s hairless sex. My wife clung to Shaelindra and glanced back at me when she felt me pushed between her legs. Moaning in pleasure, her ass pushed back and swallowed my cock. Shaelindra’s hand coming to rest between us. The former princess gave a cry of pleasure as I felt Shaelindra’s hand working at her clit, and then I was hammering away into Yasmine’s tightness as I rolled atop her.

      The experience of making love with my wife was completely new. My awareness of her gave me insight into exactly what she needed and wanted. Driving into her with fast, powerful thrusts, I pulled her back against me and stripped away the black silk robe covering her.

      Long, lean body arched back, the assassin luxuriated in being watched. Always hidden behind her mask and robes, she reveled in women she respected, watched her. Sliding my hands up her slender torso, I felt two bodies press against my sides and turned to kiss The Dowager and Elven Queens.

      Massive breasts pressed in around me, as Yasmine’s screams of pleasure reverberated off the rooms walls. My wife’s tight sex gripped my cock, milking it as her first orgasm hit, and she would have fallen away from me had Shaelindra, not appeared to press herself against the young assassin.

      “Come, my son,” the words reached into my soul, and I felt Mother tugging at the bonds forged between us.

      Yasmine fell into Shaelindra’s arms, her tongue lolling and pussy dripping our combined fluids, and the Queen’s hands slid along my cock. Gretchen was there, crawling between my legs to clean my cock with her eager mouth, and between her thick lips and the Queen’s passionate kisses and soft breasts. I was soon raging hard again.

      The Queen Mother was bent over, her wide, pale ass presented to me as she pulled Lady Hornsby beneath her. I was surprised to see my mother drive her tongue into the lady’s bald pussy, but not nearly as shocked as Jelli, who still harbored fears about the dreaded witch.

      Belinda could now sense those fears, and with gentle motions of her tongue, eased them. The sight was heartwarming, but it faded from my mind as I pressed my cock into her tightness. Gripping her wide hips, I couldn’t help peering down and taking in the sight of her heavy breasts shaking with every thrust.

      My mother’s sex gripped me with almost impossible tightness, as the first of her orgasm struck her, but she never ceased working on my Herald. The sight of Jelli’s youthful features twisted in ecstasy was hot, but when her thighs closed around the Queen Mother’s head, and she shook in orgasm, I nearly exploded.

      Arching her back, I gathered up the massive breasts I’d dreamed of in so many taboo fantasies. I pulled and twisted her nipples. The woman liked it rough, and I took her with so much force her ass shook and rolled with every thrust.

      A fiery tongue slid along my shaft and balls, and I saw Gretchen pressed between our legs. That was the last straw for me. I gripped those soft hips and sank into the hilt as I exploded.

      “So hot!” Belinda gasped, reaching back and gripping my head and pulling my lips to hers. “Oh, gods… you’re filling me up, my son.”

      “Mhpmmm!”

      Gretchen’s whimper caused them both to grin into our kiss and my mother pulled forward, letting my cock slip from her tightened sex. A hot tongue slid across my cock. Then the Queen Mother gasped into our kiss and her grin turned wicked as I felt and heard my Guardian sucking and licking my cum from her pussy.

      “Ohh Gretchen… right there… I’m going to… again!”

      As Belinda came on Gretchen’s face, the former maid ran her tongue all along my cock, cleaning it as I slowly drew it from between them. I’d have stayed to watch the two fall into a sixty-nine embrace, but the sight of Lydia and Lysenia clinging to one another, legs hunched up so both of their pussies pressed to one another, was too good an invitation to pass up.

      Moving up to their wide, round asses, I pressed the slick head of my cock into Grandmother’s sex and was rewarded as she moaned in pleasure into Lysenia’s mouth. The feel of her wet softness wrapping my cock was heavenly, but I pulled out after one hard thrust and drove into the elf’s tightness.

      Passing between the human and elven pussies, I could feel the best of both races. Grandmother’s pussy clutched at my cock, gripping it as she came hard, but the elf was more pliable and able to take a harder pounding. When she did cum, her fluids gushed out and down to coat the Dowager Queen’s tight sex.

      I fucked the pair to a half dozen orgasm before they were too shaky and sensitive to take my cock anymore. Having cum a few times already it took me longer, and the pair were intent on each getting a load from my cock.

      Pressing me back, they crawled between my legs and set their tongues and mouths to work me over. Propping myself up on a pillow, I had a view of Lady Hornsby and my mother embracing, their hands exploring one another’s bodies, and Yasmine and Shaelindra, the dark-skinned pair, held one another and spoke softly. When Yasmine caught me looking over she flashed me a wink and spoke softly to Gretchen. The former maid grinned and slipped onto the bed beside the Dowager Queen.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, as Gretchen’s tongue joined that of Lysenia and Lydia.

      The three of them ran their tongues up and down my cock, their faces and massive breasts crushed together. The sight was enough to have my cock exploding all over their faces. Gretchen pulled back at the last moment and let the Queen’s drink their fill as they clung to one another. As they embraced, licking and sucking my cum from each other’s lips and tongues. My maid crawled up my body, turning me over and pressing her softness to my back as she began giving me a slow, luxurious massage.

      “I want to say thank you, Sire,” Gretchen breathed in my ear. “For joining me to such exalted company, for always thinking of me and for letting me care for you.”

      “Hmmm, you’re my best friend, Gretchen,” I mumbled into the pillow. “I’d do anything for you.”

      I heard her gasp and felt her fingers dig into my shoulders. Turning my head, I glanced up and saw her biting her bottom lip as she considered something. I raised an eyebrow and spun beneath her, my slick cock sliding along her inner thigh and causing her to shiver.

      “I shouldn’t want it… or ask for it…” but she couldn’t hide her thoughts from me anymore and I grinned.

      Flipping my hips, Gretchen gave a squawk of surprise and fell onto her side. Growling, I crawled up behind her and pressed the fat head of my cock to her tight little ass. My former maid’s eyes went wide, and her eyelids fluttered as I saw pleasure sweep over her face.

      “Oh yes, Dainen, take all of me!” Her hiss of desire drew the others’ attention, and my harem drew close, grinning as I held Gretchen down.

      “Take her, baby!” Yasmine purred as she slipped up to my side. Leaning over, she ran her fingers up Gretchen’s dripping pussy and slid them along the length of my cock.

      Mother was at my other side as I pushed my cock deep into my maid’s bowels. Gretchen’s pleasure spiked as I invaded her, and she screamed in orgasm as the head of my cock popped past the tight ring of her ass. Then I was in a world of pleasure as the tightness gripped me.

      Hands slid all over my body, and I fell to my side behind Gretchen. As the former maid cried out with every thrust. The harem pressed in close, Lydia and Lysensia held Gretchen. Their smiles pleased for their friend and eager for their own turn as they kissed her and pushed the sweat matted hair from her face.

      Belinda, Yasmine and Jelli pressed in close around me, hot words and kisses passing back and forth between me and them. The hottest was when Yasmine and my mother kissed, the brief peck turning into a passionate make-out session as Shaelindra’s hand slipped between their thighs. The orgasm hit me like an explosion, passing through my body and leaving me shaky and panting, as my dick flooded Gretchen’s bowels and she clung to Lydia.

      “My turn next,” Mother purred, her eyes grinning wickedly as she pulled my lips to hers.

      A terrible tearing and ripping sound cut through the night, and we all froze. I could feel it in my bones, as the magic tore apart, finally, and the world was once more whole and undivided.

      “The Wall falls!” Mother intoned, her eyes meeting mine, then looking around the group of sweaty, naked women.
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      “Captains!” Lysenia was up from the bed and calling from the tower window without bothering to cover up her nakedness. “Form Ranks! We march to battle!”

      A ragged cheer rose, but I barely heard it over the bustle in the bedchamber. In a matter of seconds, most had cleaned up, dressed, and were heading about their tasks. Gretchen would be by my side until the end, but I was surprised when Mother and Shaelindra each took places at my elbows and seemed intent on sticking by my side, no matter what.

      “Witch, Sorceress and Guardian,” Belinda said when I grumbled about not needing minders. “Those are worthy companions for your coming confrontation… You can feel him, yes? My old foe?”

      I could feel the dark presence to the north. It drew me to the lone window, and I gazed out into the night. The glitter of campfires dotted the riverbanks on our side, but on the other was darkness.

      I could feel the Dark One’s hate, and the throbbing power of him. It was like a lodestone at the center of his forces, and I felt his power gathering, readying for our confrontation. I was about to turn away and join my harem in their preparation when the night lit up as a thick stream of bright fire poured from the heavens.

      The stars were blotted out as the ancient dragon swooped down onto our forces, and only the combined might of Mother and Shaelindra, as they hurriedly threw up wards and curses to drive the beast off, saved us from terrible losses.

      “Foot to the fore and lancers on our right flank! I want that company of sorceresses at the ready, and I don’t give a good gods damn what those elves think they should be doing!”

      The General barked orders as she marched down the stairs. Servants scurried around her and the rest of the harem, dressing them in their armor and robes, as I pulled on my own. Picking up my sword, I drew forth the witch-fire and stepped from the window.

      I could feel the eyes of thousands on me as the red and black flames spread above me in a fan that slowed my descent. Gretchen dropped past me and hit the ground with a heavy thud, a short sword appearing in one hand and a dagger in the other. The pretty, plump maid looked dangerous as she stalked around in a circle.

      Yasmine disappeared into the shadows beneath the window and appeared beside Gretchen with her Emperor’s Fang held low and ready in one hand. My wife wore her red mask, but the robes were gone. Instead, she wore tight black wrappings that gave her freedom of movement, but did nothing to hide her slender figure.

      “Hear me, comrades!”

      My words were carried aloft by flows of magic, enhanced by my Witch and Sorceress, who floated down behind me, framing me with their incredible beauty.

      The two powerful spell casters hadn’t mended the rift between them, as Shaelindra and Yasmine seemed to have. But their mutual respect, as well as love for me, had forced them to recognize one another as equals. The gifts I’d given allowed them to combine their magics and feed off one another, and though I sensed a hint of envy in each, when their eyes alighted on me and saw that my love and respect for both was equal, the bad feelings were mollified.

      “This night we fight under cover of darkness, and evil itself will be our foes, but take heart! You do not fight alone! Beside you stand your brothers, sisters and mothers. We fight for one another, and thought of blood will protect the southerners. They’ll never know or understand the sacrifice we make this night. But your comrades will. I will.” Drawing my sword, I raised it aloft and felt the hilt thrum in my grip. The straight blade glowed with an inner light, illuminating me as I landed before the ranks and my harem as they gathered around me.

      “I am resolved this night to fight with you all. To fight and die beside you if need be. For you are me. My body. My people. My Kingdom. There will be heat, and blood, and tears and this will not be the end of wars… but it will be the end of this enemy! And when we win here, we will bring peace to the world!”

      There was a cheer at that, but it was interrupted by another great roar from the circling dragon above. The ancient beast’s wings blocked out the stars as it swooped down, and a stream of fire poured forth. The sweat was baked off my brow, and the dome my Witch and Sorceress threw up over the troops held, but it crackled ominously when the beast swiped a powerful claw at it. Wind rushing around us, the beast rose aloft, its wings snapping like whip cracks.

      “Arbalest!” General Lysenia shouted, her blonde hair in disarray but her face fixed with determination as she shouted orders. “Keep that thing occupied until the King has a solution. Captains, advance on my order!”

      I guess it’s up to me, I thought, pushing up my sleeves and drawing in my Witch-Fire. Jelli, of all people, placed a hand on my wrist. Frowning down at the dainty Herald, I was about to order her back off the battlefield when she pointed across the river.

      “Neniad, Heart-Render, Dragon-Tamer, King of the Undead… His Coven is complete, and the stage is set… Sire, I can’t stop myself!” My Herald’s voice had the edge of panic in it.

      “Jelli!”

      I reached out to grab the woman, but she slipped from my fingers and no magic would take purchase on her. The Herald rose into the air, and another rose from the enemy’s ranks. My Lady glowed with an inner golden light, and beams shot out from her. The other creature was hard to see in the darkness that wreathed it, but the woman’s ropey hair and stick thin limbs were visible. Black beams stretched from the Dark Herald’s back, a dozen, just like Jelli, and at the end of each, a being grew out of the ether.

      Ringing the battlefield were two dozen gods, hovering a hundred feet off the ground. Twelve glowed with an inner light so bright it was impossible to look directly at them, and their counterparts had a dark menace that terrified whenever an eye happened to look in their direction.

      “THE PANTHEON IS IN ATTENDANCE.” Lady Hornsby intoned.

      “THE STAGE IS SET.” Spoke her dark counterpart.

      “LET THE CONTEST BEGIN.”

      “BY RULES SET LONG PAST.”

      “A WORLD GIVEN CHOICE.”

      “WHICH EMOTION WILL PROVE TRUE?”

      The Heralds grew silent, and there was a deathly stillness about my troops as they stared around them at the waiting and watching gods. I could feel their unease and fear growing by the second.

      “Fight for Love! Fight for Life! Sorrowmere!!!!”

      My voice sounded thin and weak after the thundering voices of the Heralds, but it had its intended effect, breaking the growing spell over the troops. Voices rose in answer to my battle cry, weak and warbling at first but with growing frenzy as the army surged forward. Orders were called and torches lit, signal fires appearing around the rim of our ranks as General Lysenia sent out messengers.

      Wind was suddenly at my side, and I swung up into the saddle. Mother and Shaelindra fell behind, but I could feel their battles were already joined in the sky above as they deflected necrotic attacks and curses from the opposing forces. Gretchen was at one leg, and Yasmine the other as I tapped my heels to Wind’s flanks.

      The horse took off like a rocket, water splashing around her heels as we crossed the shallow ford. A sliver of darkness grew before me, and I finally saw my opponent as he was framed with a dark, menacing light.

      I’d been expecting a dark twin, or something recognizable. The bone white skull and red pits within it that rode forward on a skeletal horse was a horror out of nightmare. Instead of filling me with fear, I felt my heart singing with joy as the Witch-Fire tightened around me like armor.

      Here was an enemy I could face without remorse.
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      I didn’t face a twin raised in horror, one I might feel pity or empathy for. The creature charging for me might have been a man once, but it had given up everything good and worthwhile about itself in the pursuit of power.

      Moments before our steeds and blades met in the center of the river, a sliver of darkness lurched out of the shallows, driving a dagger straight into my face. A hairsbreadth away from taking my eye, Yasmine collided with the assassin and the two went tumbling away.

      Before I could recover, a boulder the size of a house blotted out the stars above and whistled down to crush me and Shaelindra. Gretchen launched herself into the air, a fist raised and punched through the boulder, showering us in dust and chunks of rock as the Dark One and I met.

      A sheet of blue sparks curtained through the night as his black blade met my white. Our horses wheeled around one another, snapping and kicking. I felt Wind shudder as the skeletal horse tore a chunk from her flanks, but she gave as good as she got, buckling a bone leg with a brutal kick of her hooves.

      Emberfire shot out of my hand like a bolt, but my dark counterpart deflected it with his black blade. The stream ignited several undead nearby, and their dry corpses went up like tinder boxes, illuminating a large area around us.

      Seeing my enemy’s horrific visage put a chill in me, but I didn’t let the fear still my limbs or weaken my muscles as I deflected another heavy chop for my neck. The man’s skills with a blade were worse than mine, but his facility with his magic was far more efficacious than mine.

      My raw and unfocused attacks with Emberfire were easily deflected, and invisible attacks struck at me from all sides. Magic crushed my lungs, stealing away my breath and threatening to send me into a blackout, until I broke the lines of force with Emberfire and cut the limping horse out from under him.

      I was about to chop into his exposed back when Gretchen swept me off Shaelindra’s back. Cursing, I was about to throw my Guardian off me when a giant black claw came sweeping through the space I’d just been sitting. The dragon’s wing snapped above, and the rush of wind pressed me against Gretchen.

      “Thanks!” I shouted.

      “I need to get up there,” Gretchen said, her hard eyes tracking the dragon through the night sky.

      “Mother!”

      I couldn’t afford to look around for her, as I deflected the black blade again and danced back from the man’s attack. I felt more than saw the magic awaken behind me and heard the ‘whoosh’ as Gretchen was launched into the air.

      I could feel my Guardian’s thrill as she soared through the night sky.

      I’d have loved to watch her fight against the ancient dragon, but I couldn’t afford to break away from my duel with the Dark One. As we traded blows and attacks of magic, the battle pushed in around us. Humans and elves pushed against demons and undead as they hacked and stabbed at one another.

      My enemy kept backing me up and to the side, angling me towards something but it wasn’t until the red pits in its eyes lit up, and I saw the flash of lustrous black hair beside me I realized we’d back into Shaelindra and the Queen Mother, where they dueled their dark counterparts.

      Mother battled a tall, bone thin woman with hair that looked like seaweed. Her skin looked pallid and splotchy, and there were steel bars stuck through the loose flesh along the backs of her arms and around the ridges of her face. The other caster was a shaggy horror that flung curses with claws.

      I felt Gretchen above, through the node in my head, crawling across the dragon’s back as it soared through the chilly night. Wind plucked at her, but she ignored it as she pushed forward, intent on the spot at the base of the creature’s neck where it joined its torso. The Queen Mother and Shaelindra were hard pressed, their concentration fixed upon their opponents.

      My enemy’s grin turned cruel, and he twisted away from me. At the same moment, the dragon above spun its massive head around, curling in the air, and snatched Gretchen off its back. Crushing my Guardian in its colossal jaws, I felt her pain as the sword-like fangs dug deep into her flesh.

      A scream was ripped from my breast when I felt my maid dying, but I couldn’t afford to let it distract me, as my enemy’s black blade plunged for my mother’s back. The man had been angling for this, deflecting my sword wide and locking up my magic with his. There was only one option, because I couldn’t stand and watch him kill my mother.

      Dropping my weapon, I threw myself between his hacking blade and the Queen Mother. The glittering edge dropped, coming straight for my face, but my clapping hands closed around it, a hair’s breadth before it chopped into my forehead.

      “LOVE WINS.”

      Jelli intoned the words, but they sounded faint and far above the heat and press of battle. I wasn’t sure what she meant, but the creature I fought hissed in fury and tried to rip his sword from my hands. Twisting to the side, I pulled it forward and, using my hip like a fulcrum, broke the sword from the man’s grip.

      The instant I did, the dragon above gave a roar of fury and let out a blast of fire that struck my troops.

      “Dainen, do it now!”

      My general’s voice cut through the dim of battle, and I spun with my sword at shoulder height, and felt the weapon shiver in my hands as it passed through my enemy’s neck. It was as if the world froze for an instant. The red points in his eyes flashed, then dimmed and went out as the skeletal corpse fell to the group.

      “No!” The screams of pain and rage from a half dozen voices and they fought like wildcats until the bitter end.

      I wasn’t focused on the rest of my enemy’s harem as I tracked the dark shape in the sky. The dragon had been bound to my enemy, and part of his harem. As it wheeled in the sky and readied for another swoop down on us, I could feel the heat and pressure and the woman’s single-minded determination to return to my side. And then a scream cut through the night sky.

      Yellow and golden flames burst forth from the dragon’s neck, pouring down its body and dropping to the ground below to start small fires. The colossal beast twisted in the air, its scream of pain cut off suddenly as its wings folded around it and it plummeted to the ground.

      The earth shook when the dragon struck, and my legs were carrying me through the battle as fast as they could, and I was screaming for Mother to come. Witch-Fire cut a path before me, tearing apart the undead and demons that hadn’t broken, and tried to stand against me.

      Hacking my way through the dragon’s corpse, I dug through the heavy scales and found my Guardian. Gretchen had cut her way out of the dragon, carving a path through its guts. But the acid and fire had taken its toll on her, and I could feel the agony through our bond.

      “Mother!”

      “I’m here, Dainen, I’m here.” Turning, I found the Queen Mother at my side. Her face was concerned as she took in my maid’s terrible wounds, but her fingers began weaving spells immediately. “We got to her fast… She’ll recover… what of the battle?”

      Rising, I surveyed the field and saw our forces moving across the ford, hunting down the last of our enemy. General Lysenia sat on her horse and watched us with concern. When she felt Mother’s confidence that Gretchen would be fully healed, I felt her and the rest of the harem give a big sigh of relief.

      “It’s over,” I said, not quite believing it had ended so suddenly.

      “NOT YET MY SON.”

      The words were thunderous, and I turned to find Hecate standing behind me. Mother dropped to her knees before her goddess. But I stayed standing.

      “YOUR THRONE AWAITS… MY SISTERS AND BROTHERS HAVE NEED OF YOU ATOP THE PANTHEON.”

      “I made a promise to my people,” I said, not backing down before the goddess’s glorious stare. “The throne will wait until my work here is complete.”

      “PEACE IS A WORTH GOAL, BUT DON’T DELAY… THIS IS BUT ONE OF THE WORLDS WE SHEPARD.”

      The goddess faded from sight, but not before she lifted a hand and sent a cooling wash of healing magic over Gretchen. The former maid gave a gasp of shock as the pain disappeared and her burned, cracked skin healed without scars. I turned back to thank the goddess, but she was already gone from sight, as were the rest of the Pantheon.

      “Let’s get you back to the Keep, Sire,” Lady Hornsby said, as I stumbled back from the dragon’s corpse. “Those sorceresses are eyeing the body for spell components and ingredients for potions. You don’t want to be here when they start digging. Baroness Fiorina and her daughter had a few questions about how you want to administer the North.”

      I let her steer me from the battlefield and raised my hand in acknowledgment of the ragged cheer that rose. There would be a grand celebration when the sun rose, casks broken open and whole hogs roasted. But under the cover of darkness, most of the army wouldn’t know we’d won until hours later.

      The temple called to me, and I could feel the pull of the Throne on my backside. Not to mention the hundred virgins tempting me more than I liked to admit. Instead, I spent the next day cavorting with my harem and their servants. Fiorina and her daughter Elsbeth joined, along with the women of my bureaucracy who’d accepted my blessings. The celebration wouldn’t last long, because the Empire marched north to take back their Princess, and I would lead my forces south to stop them.
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      The fires of zealotry carried my harem and I around this green and blue world. For a decade we waged war and forged peace on every continent, and I leave behind an empire that cannot last but will be remembered for all time as a shining example.

      Mother says it’s useless to try to preserve a record of our love and adventures. That it will get lost to the annals of time. But she doesn’t know my true intent. It won’t be for this world, but another, where they’ve forgotten their gods and lost their way. To them, I’ll give hope that perhaps they can find the faith they lost.

      My harem passes through the temple with me, their places at my feet assured for all times. But before I take that seat, we will ride forth and crush this last foe. My harem is stirring on the bed, and I can hear Yasmine and Shaelindra calling for me. They're eager to have their morning meal, and I’m eager to see their long tongues gliding up and down my manhood.

      God-King they call me, but all I’ve ever wanted to be is a husband and lover, so I’ll account this a life well lived.

      

      THE END
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