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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 bed chamber 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 Jasmine’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 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 the 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 help mine, dark pools of beauty that I would be happy to drown in for the rest of my life. There was a hint of 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 Jasmine 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 her her namesake, but also a long blade in her other hand.

      “My Lord,” Jasmine 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 the 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 out 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!” Jasmine 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 onto Jasmine 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 any one 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 till it was finally free.

      I woke with a start, sitting up and looking around. I couldn’t hold onto the last images from my dreams, the 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,” Jasmine 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 Jasmine 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 Queens perfect nude body. Jasmine had the type of slender, elongated body that most women envy, and high firm breasts that made everything she wore hugged her body elegantly.

      “My servants will be waiting to bath and anoint me,” Jasmine said as she stepped close and pressed herself against me near my wardrobe, “Spent 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.

      “Jasmine,” 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,” Jasmine 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’d 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 Grethcens 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,” Jasmine 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 when Jasmine 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 he hands down her low cut uniform and smoothing it out, “can’t you feel it working its way thought you? Enlivening your powers?”

      “Yes,” Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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 mothers tower. None are to ever 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 Jasmine. 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 tiled 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 here 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 out 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. “Girl’s 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.

      “Its 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, and 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 do 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 breathlessly, 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 Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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?” Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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,” Jasmine 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 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 brining 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 quietly 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,” Jasmine 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 into 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 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 that day has been sung from one corner fo 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 leil 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 the 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 head 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 froth from the center of the heard was neither the tallest nor the strongest. Still, I saw an 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 Jasmine 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 birds-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 mares back, I patted her nose and looked into the milky white of her eyes and saw my own soul reflected back 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.

      “Leaves,” I said, grinning, “you want to be called leaves!”

      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,” Jasmine 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 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 Fanzine’s company of well-ordered soldiers, and of course mother and my new bride.

      The Baron was a fat foot, 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 anyone.

      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 a 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 my 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 Jasmine, 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-Hose 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 to 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 Fanzine 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 Jasmine 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 had 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 hand and intent on my Protector's heart, her vision momentarily obscured. Before the assassins 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 Jasmine’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 princesses servants as well, for they regarded Gretchen with wary respect now, leery of the greatsword, 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 t 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 Jasmine, who were both slower than Gretchen.

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

      “All of 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 Holdfast 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 Jasmine. We spoke of worldly matters, and it was the Baron’s wife who proved the most up to date.

      Jasmine 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 your 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 Holdfast 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 and 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 greatsword 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 service to 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 as one, 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 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, your going to be spoiled by this… no man can ever 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 your souls gave me, opened the way for the magics to slip in.

      “Offer up 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 side, 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 say 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 mothers’ powers. They were also wild with lust.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      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 were unable to 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 Jasmine 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 at some point 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 be looking 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 then 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 Jasmine, 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 drive their point home. Lady Hornsby looked from Jasmine’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 whole 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,” Jasmine said, crossing her arms, “What does this have to do with this creature? She betrayed you, yes? Tried to have you killed? And not 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, gathered 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,” Jasmine 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 a modest one, but over the last generation, it has grown nearly ten-fold in wealth, without any 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 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 Jasmine’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, razing 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 can not 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 your 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. Jasmine 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 morror 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. Jasmine curled up at my side and the gorgeous and loyal Gretchen standing guard at our door.
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