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Chapter One

The Spellblade Tournament

Had Chroix Spyra, Queen Sorceress of Harta, known she’d finally witness a spark of life within her breast that afternoon, she’d have smiled far more over the course of the day. Had she the precognition to anticipate the sordid heat rising in her like magma within the mouth of a volcano, she’d have kept her eyelids in restraint, rather than letting them creep over her vision as the day dragged long.

Instead, she frowned. Instead, while the rain pattered over her head like an old man’s leaking bladder, rain refusing to fully empty itself in one go, she mired in her misery. Throughout the entire day, frigid, dismal showers had limped from the bulging clouds for upward of thirty minutes, then stopped, then started again an hour later. The sixth such piteous rain shower currently clattered noisily on the tarps above the royal box, rolling off the angled fabric and thudding onto the stands and tournament grounds of the arena, where the cries of men busying themselves with their clanging blades and slippery footing toiled to earn the approving roars of the crowd watching.

Chroix didn’t have so much as a gasp to grant the dull, tired affair. Watching men – especially with her self-absorbed husband among the current pair - clank about in their armor, wailing on one another until one couldn’t lift themselves from the slippery mud was something someone might enjoy for the first hundred bouts or so. She was likely up to nearly two thousand.

“Keep your boredom in check, Chroix, or father will whine like he did last year when you miss his glorious triumph.”

Chroix glanced to her right, at the other royal sharing their box at the center edge of the elongated arena. A woman with lustrous chestnut-colored hair, fair skin, a fully grown bust, and eyes so vividly blue that they seemed capable of leaping from the shadows and stabbing you.

Chroix had still been an apprentice sorceress of sixteen when the king’s first wife gave birth to the now twenty-one-year-old Princess Zela. Four years later, when her skills had promoted her to fame and standing high enough that King Gavian, looking to take a customary second wife, brought her to the palace. They’d wed only a year later. Three after that, on her own merits, she’d proven herself skilled enough to take up the title of Queen Sorceress Chroix, not just Queen Chroix.

“Is it really glorious, Zela?” she asked, plucking a grape from a nearby bowl and popping it into her mouth. She squished it between her teeth. “Even if he might still be the greatest spellblade in Harta, we’ll never see him tested. No one dares put up a real challenge for him.”

Case in point, a roaring gout of flame exploded in the center of the arena. The violent tower of heat sizzled every drop of rain within ten feet into vapors as King Gavain, a Flame Buster, brought down his mighty greatsword in a blow that sent his opponent, a young knight half his age, careening across the arena, bouncing and tumbling over himself within his armor until he finally cleaved through enough mud to stop his momentum. Immediately, a sorcerer hovered into the ring and landed down beside the unmoving knight, and a violet rain fell from the sorcerer’s hands that worked to heal his wounds. With enchanted armor and a sorcerer suitable skilled in the healing arts around, no one ever died in these bouts, even if flame, ice, earth, and more ravaged the arena and its contestants.

“They’re simply thinking about their futures, Chroix,” Zela said. “Earning his ire is liable to make things far more difficult for them. Besides, father never goes all out himself, except when he wants to show off in one final attack.” She extended a manicured hand toward the display, the crimson flames rushing around his mighty sword evaporating any raindrops that touched the steel beneath, which he held aloft in a single gauntleted hand as he accepted the adulation of thousands of his subjects.

“Then what is the point of these lousy tournaments?”

Every year. Every year, spellblades from all around the Kingdom of Harta ventured to Granmore, the nation’s sprawling capital, and participated in the venerated Spellblade Tournament. More than a thousand participants usually showed up, though a string of qualifiers for newcomers whittled things down until about a hundred or so would actually stand within this arena, a chance to earn a name in front of the crowd during the weeklong farce. Make it far enough, and honor and glory – and all that drivel – could be yours!

Chroix sighed. She understood why these spellblades wanted to participate. She would not cast dispersions on those seeking glory, fame, or simply an arena to test their mettle and prowess. She didn’t understand how men who claimed pride, honor, and skill of arms and magic stood as tantamount to their identities could so easily throw a match before the most skilled spellblade the kingdom had ever known.

Zela answered her earlier question. “For everyone to show off, and then lose graciously as Father mops them up in a good show.”

What a waste of time, Chroix thought. Two and a half decades ago, the then Prince Gavain had won his first tournament – and he’d done so due to his overwhelming skill and determination. He’d won each year since then, most of them easily. But not all of them. She remembered his match against Rowan the Brave, a Lightning Chaser who’d pushed him to the brink. The experienced knight, participating in his one and only tournament before he set aside his spear, had forced Gavain to reveal every ounce of his prodigal skill and strength.

She’d been married to him only three years when their legendary clash in the semi-finals took place. Such was their bout that no one even remembered who’d fought opposite of Gavain in the finals that year. Chroix still remembered that battle, the streaming golden locks of her husband, the crimson flames turning azure as he intensified their heat to a temperature he’d never wielded before, the test of mettle, gritted teeth, eyes alight with a rage for victory. She’d rewarded him for his passion with passion unlike any she’d ever granted him on that night.

That’s what this should be about. Passion. Desire. The urge to prove yourself. Not this farce of capitulation and obedience.

“Chroix, you need to clap.”

Zela’s voice shocked Chroix from her thoughts like a pinch on the arm, and she realized her husband had turned to finally accept her praise, arms high, sword still aflame. He’d put on some weight in his middle years, but he still possessed height, muscle, and his good looks, especially his golden locks and pearly smile. The decay of indolence within him hadn’t yet turned its eye upon his outward appearance. Just the intangibles that had once given Chroix a reason to shiver at just the sight of him, be it in battle or bed or even just sitting beside him by a warm fire.

Those were long gone.

Gavain’s triumphant expression waned, impatience for his queen’s adoration flickering across his brow. Chroix stifled a sigh and stood, then began to clap, which set off a second bout of rambunctious cheering within the crowd. The people loved King Gavain, and he loved their love. They’d never quite come around to her in the same way as they had his first wife, though she hadn’t gone out to mingle as often as his first queen, Ismelda, did – who was fortunate enough to be off gallivanting across the countryside during this year’s tournament, the shrewd woman!

Still, every eye turned upon her when she put herself before them. She’d heard enough bawdy tales from the bards to know she dwelled within the fantasies of Harta’s people. Once a gangly mess of a teen, she’d filled out into her womanhood in every right direction for such carnal fantasies. While not as tall as Zela, she possessed a voluptuousness in her breasts and a sway to her hips that went unmatched. Once, the looks Gavain had sent her way fluttered her heart when she revealed the body that only he could possess. In return, she’d sought out fashions that showed her breasts to the point of scandal. Inadvertently, she’d started a fashion that still remained popular to this day. Even though such whimsical, sordid days were long past her, and she’d happily return to high collars and stark colors.

As the crowd continued cheering for him, Gavain’s mood improved. He gave far too many bows, lingered far too long on the arena, which needed cleared and repaired by a sorceress waiting nearby for the next bout. With this win, he moved on to the semi-finals. This following match would determine his next opponent – his next freely given victory.

If it ever gets underway, Chroix thought, sitting back down in her chair. Her fingers trailed through her long hair. A deep crimson, in King Gavain’s words two decades ago she’d luscious tresses. He didn’t like to disrupt it, even during their most passionate bouts of lovemaking – which was years behind them. Which was a shame, as Chroix enjoyed the rougher aspects of sex far more than the dainty dancing about King Gavain had grown fonder of in his middle years – all due to a rumor that he acted the same in bed as he did on the battlefield.

What a vain thing to ruin what little joy of my sex life remained, Chroix thought. She plopped another grape into her mouth as Gavain finally exited the arena.

It didn’t take long – though far too long for Chroix’s liking – before the next two combatants stepped out into the stage. The first marched out in black armor with a cerulean mace emblazoned on his breastplate. She knew him. Sir Horram. A regular in the final eight, looking to do one better this year. The next individual she did not recognize.

He was young, early to mid-twenties at the latest, and undeniably handsome. Tall, even taller than Gavain, his hair was dark, his skin touched by the sun. He piled the lithe muscles of someone who didn’t forget to look after his stamina with swimming or running onto that tall form. He didn’t wear any armor, instead giving his protection over to enchanted bracers that offered a modicum of what fully enchanted armor did, but without its cumbersome weight. A bold choice, or a reckless one. At a guess, a Lightning Chaser or Wind Rusher.

“He’s a newcomer,” Zela said, looking through a sheaf of parchment covering the remaining combatants still in the tournament. “Asher Comran. Not a knight, but a warrior who made it all the way through the qualifiers. From… some village I’ve never even heard of. And now to the quarterfinals. Impressive. A shame Horram will likely make short work of him.”

“Indeed,” Chroix said. Her gaze lingered on the tall, handsome man, who took in the sights of the crowd roaring around him with a tinge of awe. But as his gaze turned to his opponent, it steeled itself. He took up a sideways stance, hand on the longsword still sheathed on his belt. Opposite him, Horram, an Earth Breaker, took a sturdy low stance.

“I think I’ll refresh myself before the semifinals,” Chroix said, standing. “Don’t worry, I’ll be back in time.”

Zela nodded, though she didn’t look her way. Her gaze remained trained upon Asher as the countdown for the battle began. Chroix departed the royal box, heading down a long hallway under the vigil of six royal guardsmen, two of whom trailed after her once she mentioned her desire to visit the washroom.

A presence hardly warranted. If danger arose, she was more likely to protect them than they were her. As a sorceress, she possessed domain over all the elements. While she might not commingle steel and spell into the rousing effects spellblades did, she wasn’t hemmed into a single focus. And by earning the title of Queen Sorceress, she could plant her confidence atop whichever lofty peak she liked.

While in the washroom, she could still hear the rumbling through the stone of the crowd’s roars. It must have been a good match. Chroix took some time for herself, then emerged back into the stone corridor where her two vigilant guardians waited. Sighing, she returned to her box, only to find Zela on her feet, cheering with a boisterousness a touch unwarranted for the crown princess.

“Did I miss something?”

Zela’s head shot around. “It was riveting. Asher obliterated Horram. I’ve never seen a Lightning Chaser so swift, so aggressive. He never relented, not until Horram fell.”

Chroix looked out upon the arena, where numerous spires and broken walls of stone rose out of the earth like an exposed ribcage. The telltale signs of Horram’s attempts at offense and defense. As an Earth Breaker, he ought to have had an advantage against a Lightning Chaser. Defensively oriented, they usually managed to outlive the frenetic, ephemeral assaults a Lightning Chaser poured forth before fatigue set in and shackled them.

Chroix resettled into her seat. “So, where is he?”

Zela shook her head. “After he won, he checked on Horram, gave a single bow, then headed off. He didn’t bask in the glory for even a second.”

“That’s silly of him. It was his chance to drink in the glory and make sure everyone sees him. He’s about to face Gavain, and we know he won’t share the stage.”

“Maybe he’s opting for the other type of fame. Mystery and all that.”

“Perhaps.”

The first semifinal went ahead once magic healed the arena. Sir Lothain and Sir Kael – both Flame Busters – bruised and battered one another as they caked the ground hard and black, charred by the heat of their flames. Fortunately, the magical barrier set in place around the arena prevented such heat from reaching the crowds. Eventually, Lothain extinguished his opponent’s flames, toppling Kael to his knees.

“Aren’t both these men trying to court you?” Chroix whispered after she and Zela gave their proper adulation to the victor.

“Trying is the operative word,” Zela said, sighing. “Lothain’s head is full of sawdust, and Kael is a terrible lover. Selfish to a fault.”

Chroix arched an eyebrow at Zela’s candor. “Your father still doesn’t know your… active, does he?”

Zela rolled her eyes. “Of course not. He’d have a conniption if he realized it.”

“I’m sorry for your struggles,” she said, watching Lothain celebrate and Kael head off the field with his head hung low.

“And yours too, Chroix,” Zela said knowingly.

Chroix didn’t respond. Even if she were bold or scandalous enough to take on a secret lover, it’d only end in ruin. The men worshipped Gavain, set him on a pedestal so high they could barely spot his toes. They looked at her, their lust alight like incandescent flame behind their eyes, but they’d never risk losing the love of their king – and their head – by engaging in something carnal with her.

Is my relationship truly that wilted? she wondered. That the thought of an affair is the only way I can imagine myself satisfied?

Not long after, the cheers signaled Gavain’s arrival. Chroix looked up to spot her husband and king marching out with a triumphant expression already affixed to his face.

He knows. He knows no one will test him. And he doesn’t care.

Something ended there. Something barely hanging on withered and disintegrated into ash carried away by the next gust of wind. At the very least, she’d retained some shred of hope that Gavain remained the Gavain she’d loved. Their unified hunger to be the best they could be, to reach loftier heights – he as a spellblade, she as a sorceress – had drawn them together like moths to a great flame. Only now did she recognize one moth had set itself down for a respite, no longer interested in what it might find within the roaring inferno. Gavain had grown stagnant, unconcerned, dull.

Chroix realized she didn’t care enough any longer to weep over it.

“I hope it’s a good match,” Zela said as Asher again marched into the arena, receiving a lesser but still staunch ovation from the crowd. She didn’t sound confident that it would be.

The two men met in the center of the arena, sharing a firm shake. In the arena, commoner or king stood the same. The false motto everyone draped across the farcical affair. Everyone knew that tomorrow, when the grand finals kicked off, Gavain would face Lothain and emerge triumphantly.

Everyone, it seemed, except Asher Comran.

He took his sideways stance, hand reaching to the hilt of his blade. Gavain drew his greatsword and held it out in a two-handed grip, rocking on the balls of his feet. He grinned, obviously not taking his opponent seriously. In the exact same manner as before, Asher’s gaze morphed into steel.

When Asher drew his blade, long, vibrant arms of blue lightning crackled across the steel. It shifted into him, supercharging every aspect of his body. Speed, reflexes, durability, deftness. Lightning Chargers usually only possessed enough charge in them to last for a few minutes. Because of that, they leaned into only one school of thought during combat.

Attack.

A massive bolt of azure lightning shot across the arena. It reached Gavain in only a heartbeat, a booming crack of thunder trailing after it. His blade moved so quickly Chroix couldn’t track it. It crashed into Gawain’s shoulder. The enchantment on Gawain’s armor burst with sprightly, colorful sparks of magic at the impact, showering the air around him. He staggered back a step, looking over his shoulder with a wide-eyed expression. It was obvious he hadn’t anticipated such a ferocious attack. He hadn’t seen one like it in years.

Asher skidded through the muck and mud a dozen paces behind Gavain before he stopped himself, turning about, sword dropping low as he charged himself for another attack. Chroix finally took in his eyes, and her breath stilted. Perhaps a dark blue before, his magic now charged through him so fiercely that they radiated pure azure light. The darkness curled away from the shining fervor they emitted. And his expression. His expression forced Chroix, sitting in her seat fifty paces away, to shiver.

Determination. Commitment. A ravenous hunger to claim victory.

Do it, Chroix thought instinctively. Win.

A tower of flame erupted skyward within the arena as Gavain modified his stance. His smile remained, but it collapsed into a waned, wounded thing compared to earlier. A wariness set itself within his eyes. He nodded.

In response, the three sorcerers responsible for the safety of the crowd stood and worked a unified spell to bolster the protective barrier around the arena. For several seconds, refractive light bent through the now semi-transparent cylinder rising high into the sky around the arena’s edges. No one made a sound. It’d been at least a decade since he’d called for such an intensification.

The king’s sword fell in a mighty chop. A wave of flame three stories high sheared through the mud and muck as it rushed Asher. The Lightning Chaser lowered his stance. And then the flames crashed into him, after him the barrier, which strained to maintain itself. The nearest sorcerer hurriedly repaired the damage dealt. An entire section of the arena burned, Asher still inside. Gawain dropped his guard, lowering his sword somewhat. It cost him another blow to his armor and his pride.

A blue comet thrust itself forward from the very edge of the inferno, where smoke had hidden his last-second evasion, and Asher’s blade sung again as it struck Gavain, this time in the side. The impact nearly dropped him to a knee as Asher blitzed by, skidding again, preparing this time to attack again before the king was back up. He darted forward, only for a wave of flame to force him back.

Gavain stood, hand on his side. He gave the younger man a nod, then swung his sword with two hands, firing another wave of flame at him. And another toward where Asher skidded. And another. All designed to keep Asher from finding his footing, keep him from blurring into a streak of azure as he delivered another blow Gavain couldn’t defend against.

“He’s fighting a war of attrition,” Chroix said, almost laughing at the irony. So long ago, the last time a Lightning Chaser pushed him, he’d grinned at the challenge and met Rowan head-on, even if it put him at a disadvantage as a Flame Buster.

Asher seemed to realize this, to realize each second that went by drew him closer to the fatigue all Lightning Chaser’s succumbed to in a drawn-out fight. He leapt backward faster than most eyes could track as another wave of flame chased after him, but the soles of his boots didn’t find mud this time. He’d leapt far enough back to throw himself against the wall of the arena.

For barely a second, he hung there, feet planted against the vertical surface. The lashes of lightning firing off his body and sword sucked back into him. His entire form vibrated. His gaze, so determined, so convicted, aimed itself at Gavain.

“Do it,” Chroix whispered, unable to look away.

The arena wall fractured six feet in every direction, thick veins appearing in the stonework, as he blurred and outright vanished from his place. The bolt of lightning he transformed himself into cleaved across the arena. A boom of thunder chased after it, unable to keep up. The clang of steel against steel pealed through the arena.

One half of Gavain’s greatsword hummed as it spun through the air on its way to burying its point in the mud. That one fact, that one mighty length of steel in the way just enough to force Asher to cleave through it before he struck the king’s chest, prevented his first loss. Gavain stumbled back, barely able to keep his feet, his breastplate scattering and spewing sparks of magic as the enchantment protecting it sputtered with not enough magic left to offer any protection. Chroix’s gaze flew from him to the still form ten paces beyond him, where Asher lay on his side.

Is he breathing?

She stood, almost prepared to head out and offer her own magic in healing him, but the sorcerer responsible for such a task arrived by the downed warrior a moment later. He didn’t immediately begin healing him, and Chroix saw the sorcerer’s mouth moving. He nodded a moment later, then withdrew back to his place in the stands.

Asher rolled from his side onto his belly lethargically, the mud and fatigue coating his frame weighing him down. Devoid of any magic left to enhance his capabilities or drive away his weariness, he shakily pushed himself up to his hands and knees, staring down at the ground for a few moments. His sword lay a fair distance away, half-hidden in the mud.

Gavain marched over to him, pausing at the young warrior’s side. Chroix barely breathed. Would he take it that poorly, being contested once again after so long? Asher looked up at him, but Gavain’s back hid his expression from her. Gavain extended a gauntlet that Asher took, and the king helped him to his feet.

The crowd, stunned into stupor by what they’d just witnessed, exploded into revelry. The stamping of their feet alone shuddered Chroix in her seat.

“Wow,” Zela said, a smile half-formed on her face.

Asher gave a deep bow to Gavain, then stepped back. He quickly retrieved his weapon and then left the arena, letting the undefeated king raise up his hands and absorb every ounce of adulation poured upon him. And Gavain loved it, grinning, seemingly already forgetting how close to defeat he’d come.

Chroix barely noticed him, even when she stood to give her royal affection. She wasn’t clapping for him, but for the back of the young man rushing off the field. She might have been the only one to notice him slam his fist against the wall as he jogged away into the tunnel leading out of sight.


Chapter Two

The Lightning Chaser

Granmore Palace hadn’t seen a livelier banquet in years. The boisterous heaving of cheer, song, and alcohol echoed off every stone, into every garden, through every hallway. The king had called for it immediately after his victory, and every servant, cook, and gardener in the palace offered up a prayer to the Goddess for the work ahead of them.

Asher Comran, semifinalist, sat at the king’s own table for the proper amount of time before he finally excused himself. He’d lost. He didn’t see how he could partake in a celebration over his match. He wore the proper graciousness, civility, and decency throughout the affair, but beneath it all, he bubbled with anger toward himself.

If only I’d aimed my blow a touch better.

The lament of all who failed. He tried not to be too dour a guest while he took part in the banquet. Anguish over a defeat was one thing, but being a sore loser, especially when granted a seat at a table of his kingdom’s royalty was another.

The king had praised him mightily throughout the night. Him, a commoner who picked up a sword dreaming of Gavain the Mighty when he was just a boy. To even stand in an official match against him was a privilege very few earned. To push him to a defensive stamina war was something even fewer could proclaim.

Asher didn’t begrudge the king for winning in the manner he had. Lightning Chaser’s possessed an obvious flaw. Taking advantage of that flaw was a practical decision. He wasn’t one of those warriors who discarded their mind the moment steel sang free from its sheath, or who expected their opponent to do the same. A win was a win, regardless of the way it was earned.

Throughout the dinner, he did his best to keep his focus on the king and knights at his table. It allowed him to keep his gawking of the two most veraciously beautiful women he’d ever laid eyes upon to a minimum. Numerous of the knights around Princess Zela spent the better part of the night seeking her attention. Mostly unsuccessfully. Surprisingly, she seemed quite interested in talking with him, asking him about his journey from boat builder’s son to semifinalist in the largest annual tournament in the kingdom. He’d confront himself as a liar if he ever claimed he didn’t enjoy her attention.

On the other hand, Queen Sorceress Chroix went mostly ignored by the men, even her husband. Which struck Asher as ludicrously strange. She possessed the kind of beauty that tolled his heart like a bell with just a glance in her direction. Her lowcut dress revealed such ample breasts that he knew he might never pull his gaze free from them if he stared for more than a moment. And her eyes. A touch gray, a touch silver in the right light, they wielded such depth and luster that the few times he noticed her looking at him, he sucked in a sudden breath, his entire body growing rigid at her attention.

It was a good thing the tablecloth covered that issue at his waist.

As midnight tolled, the banquet continued. Given Gavain and Lothain had their match to see who would become the champion tomorrow, it surprised him they persisted among the partygoers. But his fatigue caught up to him, and he finally excused himself politely.

“Tuckered out already?” King Gavain said. He waved his hand before Asher could answer. “Take one of the rooms in the palace, lad. Have it until the tournament is over, at least. You’ll be there at the match tomorrow.”

It wasn’t a question.

“Of course, Your Majesty. Thank you, Your Majesty.”

Asher departed the banquet hall, stepping into a long hallway adorned with hanging tapestries, landscape portraits, and a single servant – an older man with the bushiest mustache Asher had ever seen. Receiving directions from the servant to where he could quarter himself for the night, he started on a long journey to the palace’s western wing.

As he distanced himself from the party, the laughter and cheer faded to a humble murmuring as he traversed the long hallways toward his room. Once he’d gone a few halls without seeing any servants, he allowed himself to stop and hiss out a disappointed breath. The thoughts still prattled and preyed upon him.

He should have won.

“Something bothering you, Asher?”

He nearly leapt like a frightened cat as the feminine voice, bemused and curious, washed over his back. Turning in a hurry, hand instinctually reaching for his sword’s hilt, he found the most beautiful woman in the kingdom standing just a few paces away. His hand immediately fell away from his weapon, and he flushed deeply.

How didn’t I notice her following me?

A glimmer of mirth hovered in Chroix’s eyes. She stepped closer, just a body’s length of distance between them. Unworried by his momentary foolishness. As one of – if not the – greatest spellcaster in the kingdom, she could probably disable or incinerate him before he’d even started drawing his sword and calling upon his magic.

“Um, no, nothing, Your Highness.”

She stepped even closer, those mirthful eyes leading to a slender throat and shoulders, both completely bare due to her choice in dress. He didn’t dare to let his gaze drop any lower.

“You shouldn’t lie. We can’t discuss what is the matter if you hide it away.” She smiled at him, tilting her head to the side.

Asher swallowed dryly, feeling an engorging sensation strain against his trousers. Fortunately, Chroix held his gaze, rather than exploring lower. He glanced around without so much as moving a muscle in his neck. They were alone, in a long hallway with wide windows cut in the stone that opened into an interior garden on his right. Only the sounds of distant cheer and the bubbling of a small fountain in the garden kept Chroix from hearing the roaring beat of his heart against his chest.

“I’m upset about today. I’m unhappy I lost.”

“Do you think you deserved to win?”

“No,” he said quickly, shaking his head. “I lost because I failed to defeat my opponent. The fault is mine. I’m upset at my mistakes, but I didn’t deserve anything.”

“You were facing a man whose never lost a single bout before,” Chroix pointed out.

She has such long lashes, Asher thought, needing a moment to shake himself free from his stupor before he could answer her.

“I know. King Gavain defeated me, fair and square. I’m grateful to have been given an opportunity to face against him. He’s a legend.”

Strangely, he saw something strained in her expression as he praised her husband. It vanished after a moment, and that same… strange coyness returned. If he didn’t know any better, he’d have called it flirtatious. Inviting, even.

“You did very well for your first tournament. I presume you’ll take part in future ones?”

“I hope to do so.”

He’d earned a substantial purse of gold by making it to the semifinals. Enough to give his family an easy life for a few years. If he could make it as far next year, and a few years more after that, then he could set them for life. And other opportunities would come to a spellblade capable of consistent deep runs in the tournament.

“Think you’ll win the whole thing next year?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “It’s what I’m aiming for, regardless.”

The queen smiled at him, sliding just a few inches closer. Close enough that their chests nearly brushed against one another. Asher’s gaze finally fell, absorbing the sight of the most magnificent set of breasts he’d ever laid eyes on. Chroix took a deep breath, something indelibly erotic about it, and her heavy breasts heaved in front of him.

Asher knew electricity well. It was all he felt in this moment, his head swimming with lust and a rampant set of urges he knew he could never indulge in. Chroix’s gaze had fallen as well, finding his arousal behind his breeches on full display. A soft smile turned up such luscious lips that Asher’s erection almost hurt.

I can’t. She’s my queen. I… can’t.

A sudden wind – an impossible wind – rapt against his back, and he found himself bumping up against the queen suddenly. His hands immediately wrapped around her curvaceous waist, turning her and pushing her against the wall, his erection pressing obviously against her stomach. He felt her breasts press against his chest, hardened nipples protruding through her dress. Chroix looked up at him, eyes alight, their mouths inches from meeting.

“You’re a breath of fresh air, Asher,” she whispered, the heat of her words eliciting a shudder through his body.

Fresh air was one thing he didn’t have, unable to so much as breathe with their bodies mashed together. Without any control over his own body, he felt his fingertips trail lower, pulling the queen tighter against him, away from the wall, allowing his fingers to sink into her butt and explore every inch before this dreamlike state popped like a bubble.

And the queen moaned. The sultriest moan Asher had ever heard. It drove him mad, seeing her part her lips, the sensual voice none but the king would know eking out like faint music. Her fingertips crawled up his chest, over his throat, up to his hair. They grasped and pulled him closer, their lips finally touching.

“I-I can’t,” Asher said, though his groping of her sublime body didn’t cease.

“Why not?” His queen’s voice carried an urgent need, a wanton desire. It walled off any shame she might have felt. One of her hands fell to his crotch, cupping his size with her delicate hand. She turned her mouth and brought it to his earlobe, biting it softly before whispering into his ear. “You’re marvelously large.”

Asher groaned, a deep primal lust bubbling up like a geyser ready to erupt. His hands began hiking up her skirt, and she moaned in pleasure and with approval that he’d decided to go through with it. Infidelity. Shame streaked through Asher, but he couldn’t stop. Wouldn’t stop.

Footsteps and conversation popped the bubble. Both their eyes shot open, fully alert, aware of the danger. They parted in a hurry, hands leaving the other behind due to the urgency of the situation.

“To your room, hurry!” Chroix hissed, nodding down the hall. She swiftly headed into the garden and took one of the stone seats without so much as a look back.

Stuck in place, Asher stared at her back, unable to think. He looked down, finding an erection he’d be unable to hide unless blindness afflicted those on their way toward them. The sounds of whoever approached from the way they’d both come finally shoved him away, one last lingering look upon the queen – and the impossible situation that had just occurred between them.


Chapter Three

Sorceress and Spellblade

The grand finals began in only a few minutes, and Chroix still felt nothing but blinding, incandescent fury. Mere moments away from achieving a carnal bliss she’d not experienced in more than a decade, only to have it snatched away by servants looking for her – because her husband wanted a good luck fuck before his final match tomorrow. For the price of his satisfaction, he’d stolen any chance of her feeling the same. She’d never loathed him, but yesterday, and now carrying over into today, she could have stabbed him if he got within striking distance.

“You look ready to scorch us all in tempestuous flame, Chroix,” Zela said, arriving right before the match began and settling in.

Chroix’s gaze flicked over to the princess. “You’ve got something white still on your breasts, darling.”

Zela’s gaze flicked to the plunging crevice her dress presented of her breasts, and the white splotch she’d missed when reorganizing herself before arriving. Swearing under her breath, she quickly snatched a nearby cloth, turned away, and scoured off the revealing proof of what she’d been up to moments ago.

“A gift for Lothain, I take it?” Chroix asked, keeping her eyes forward.

“Yes,” Zela said, a bit fidgety. But not much. How nice it must be to cavort with impunity, actually experience passion – though from her face, Zela didn’t think much of her most recent tryst with the knight.

“I’d be surprised, seeing as how men come down so much after ejaculating, but I suppose Lothain knows full well his part to play in this farce doesn’t require him fighting at his best.”

“You’re scathing today, Chroix,” Zela said, arching an eyebrow.

“I’ve just realized I’m cursed, is all,” Chroix said. “The Goddess Herself has deigned as much.”

Zela’s gaze flicked across the way, drifting toward Chroix’s stomach. She read the princess’s false – well, at least in this situation – thoughts and held up a hand.

“It’s not… that. Not this time. It’s just a general feeling of… disgruntlement. It’s fine. I’m fine.”

Her swift remarks proved inadequate in soothing Zela’s concerns. That much remained obvious. As the announcer – a sorcerer amplifying his voice with magic – stood out in the middle of the ring and ran through the usual drivel introducing the two finalists of this year’s tournament, Chroix continued to notice stares toward her flat belly.

Yes, it was true. She had hoped for many, many years that Gavain’s seed would quicken within her womb. To become a mother. She’d confided in Zela many times, finding it a touch odd that her closest confidant was the daughter of her husband’s other wife – a woman that she did not get along with. About her waning love for Gavain, about her unmet desires. Still, they’d tried and tried for years. Maybe a child of her own might gift her some semblance of purpose beyond study and development as a sorceress. That one drive had sustained her for decades, but she’d realized around her thirtieth birthday it could not do so forever.

But unfortunately, no matter how great her power, sorcery could play no part in the creation of life. For all its miracles, the Goddess had seemingly put up a taboo against the meddling with life and death. Or so her priestesses proclaimed.

Chroix’s dour mood deepened as Gavain took the stage, living his best life, indulging in every cheer or wave pointed his direction. Left in her box, without love, child, or much hope that she’d get to lay eyes on Asher again but from afar.

She saw him, with the other men and women who’d participated in the tournament. They sat in a premier box on the opposite side of the arena. The other best seat in the entire damned thing. As far from her as any seat could be.

She’d watched him since he’d arrived, and he’d never looked up at her – not once. He kept his gaze focused on the arena floor, unwilling to even look at her one time. She supposed she shouldn’t have expected differently. He’d voiced his reluctance in the hallway last night, even if they’d eventually melted due to her ministrations and whisperings. From what little she’d come to know of him, he seemed one of the honorable types. And cuckolding his sovereign’s wife on the first day he’d met her probably wasn’t something he just shrugged his shoulders over after a night’s rest.

Ruined. It’s ruined. I’ve ruined it.

Once he’d revealed he’d come back next year, she should have started planning for that. For the week of next year’s tournament, rather than pushing for him to fuck her on the penultimate day of this one. But patience had never been her strong suit. When she wanted something, she went after it. In sorcery and apparently in her carnal desires.

It’s ruined, she thought one final time, just as the bout between Gavain and Lothain began. Like all but one involving the king, it was over before it began.

Loath to let yesterday’s affair triumph over the day of his victory, the banquet that night surpassed even the night before. Hundreds of bodies crowded into the banquet hall, bombastic music and drunkenness spreading like a plague throughout the hall. Chroix lasted only two hours before she could stand no more of it. Freeing herself from her seat, she made herself scarce in a hurry, soft but increasingly speedy footfalls carrying her away from it all – from the memories and the truth of her present and future.

She made for her nowhere in particular. Just… away.

“Something the matter, Your Highness?”

She stopped suddenly, ears burning at the same question she’d asked the night before. She turned around slowly, refusing any hopes or expectations bubbling up within her chest.

He stood there, tall, eyes dark due to the shadows, hiding their true thoughts from her. He bowed low.

“I’m not in the mood for teasing,” she said warily, uncertainly. “What… do you want?”

Asher approached, and he didn’t stop until he was nearly as close as they’d been last night, when their lips had melded together and a beginning of something had seemed on the horizon. He looked down at her, and even with the light giving his gaze a radiant sheen, like deep blue starlight cascading upon her brow, his true thoughts remained concealed.

“Last night. I want to talk about last night.”

“I don’t think that’s wise,” she said, the single ember of hope within her doused. Her gaze fell to the floor. “I apologize for my indiscretion. I hope you didn’t lose too much sleep over it.”

“I didn’t sleep at all,” he said, causing her to wince. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you, even after… relieving myself three times.”

Her gaze shot up, found a furious inferno of heat behind his eyes. “What?”

“I need to ask, Your Highness. I don’t know how things are done at Court. Was it just a tryst you were after? Is that… common here?”

“Certainly not with this queen,” she said, cheeks flaring out briefly out of a slightly wounded pride. “I’ve never involved myself in a tryst before.”

Asher nodded. “So, then why me? Why last night?”

Chroix looked him in the eye, so that he saw the truth in every word. “Because you’re driven. Because you hated that you lost to a king that every other fighter willingly conceded to, even if at their best they couldn’t win against him – just to avoid potentially upsetting him. Because you want to win next year. Because you want to prove yourself, chase after and live up to your potential, show-”

He stopped her there with a kiss that saw her through a range of heady sparks she couldn’t remember having ever felt before. Her toes curled within her shoes, and she breathed him in so deeply that a hundred footsteps on approach wouldn’t have caused her to break it off early. When it ended, she shivered as if harassed by a gelid ice cube sliding down her spine.

“I want you, Your Highness,” Asher said, a firm but careful grip on her arms. She realized she’d rocked back so much that she would have fallen if he hadn’t held her in place. “Tonight, tomorrow, each night after.”

“But aren’t you leaving tomorrow?”

A smile appeared. He shook his head. “I asked King Gavain if I could join the royal guard. He laughed so much at the idea of a commoner becoming one that he told me I could start out as a normal guard within the palace, see if I could work my way up. And I will. So, I can be nearer to you each day, even when I can’t have you pressed up against me.” His voice lowered, now barely a whisper. “Let me take you to my room, Your Highness.”

“No.”

A crack of fear appeared across his expression. “No?”

Chroix nodded. “No. I’m going to take you to mine.”

It was all they could do to get inside the royal bedrooms before he tore her clothes off her body. Silk ripped as the ravenous lust charging the air between the two of them thudded palpably against their yearning bodies. Chroix moaned and encouraged the roughness with which he tore away her dress. She could always repair the fabric later with magic, anyhow. Gavain had never torn away her clothes. He’d always liked to sit and watch her disrobe in a slow, sensual manner.

No. Don’t think of him. Think only of now.

She didn’t want a slow, sensual build up to passion. She wanted an incandescent explosion of lust, their bodies coupling together in throes of scorching passion and frenetic lovemaking unlike any she’d ever experienced.

She waited impatiently for him to grab her breasts. He didn’t, gazing ravenously at her full mounds of flesh. To get what she wanted, she stepped up against him, pressing her hardened, pert nipples against his chest, squeezing them from the sides with her hands and rubbing her nipples against his chest.

Need, an ocean of it, pulsated through her body as she increased the fervor of her own ministrations. She wanted him to ravage her, to dominate her, to leave her so sore she’d need an excuse tomorrow as to why she was bed-ridden and unable to walk. She stepped back, showing her nipples, moaning as she took them into her own fingers.

“My hands aren’t enough,” she said, twisting her own nipples, pulling them out so that her tits grew even greater in size.

Relief and ecstasy washed over her as he finally reached out and groped her breasts, finding even his large, calloused hands not enough to fully surround the massive things. Chroix felt the strength in her young lover as he pushed her back toward the luxurious bed behind her. A place she’d not known true passion upon in years. His hands worked over her titillated body, heat exploding throughout her breasts - and lower down.

“Every day,” she said. “Right? Every single day.”

She felt her calves bump against the edge of her bed. She gasped as Asher shoved her onto her back, hair spilling around her face, which she knew must wear the most depraved mask of desire of any woman in the kingdom. Asher stared down at her with the mad ferocity of a man incarcerated with one desire – one burning need.

“Every single day, Your Highness.”

He brought his mouth to her breast, tongue flicking against her nipples while he hid it away within his mouth. She squirmed and moaned again, then sighed in pleasure and anticipation. His hand ran along her throat, and she brought her own hands to lock it in place.

“Squeeze. Control me. Dominate me. No more ‘Your Highness’. I’m Chroix. I’m a depraved woman who needs satisfaction.”

The grip tightened, a dominating strength holding onto the sides of her neck. Asher seemed to know enough to squeeze on the sides of her throat, so not to choke her. She shuddered with delight that he seemed so ready to give her exactly what she hoped for. Not just for today, but for those yet to come. She could finally delve into the secret passions and urges she’d kept to herself for almost two decades.

Even as he attended her breast and throat, her slender fingers reached for his belt. Skilled, swift motions relieved him of it, and he pulled himself up so she could strip him and finally feel the monstrosity she’d discovered the night before. The moment she’d done so, she ran her fingers against his marvelous length, thumb smearing precum over the head of his cock. A cock she’d feel soon, engorged and plunged deep inside her soaked cunt.

“You’re so unbelievably beautiful,” Asher groaned, taking his mouth away from her breast long enough to pierce her with the rippling lust in his gaze.

Chroix’s breasts heaved as her panted breaths returned as a pair of fingers ran up her smooth, creamy thigh. They drifted closer and closer to her slick folds, and then they ran across her clit. She squealed in a breathy pleasure as they kneaded her clit, squirming and writhing as he intensified his attention there. His mouth moved over to her other breast, taking it in, biting softly on her nipple.

Two sudden bursts of electricity, barely a shock but vengefully aimed upon her nipple and clit, sent Chroix to the moon. Her voice rang out as a crushing wave of pleasure buried her beneath her cries of ecstasy. She writhed and shuddered and broke before the furious weight of the orgasm that swept over her. The sheer intensity of it, a usage of his magic she’d not expected, curled her toes until she thought she might pass out.

“Inside. Inside of me. Now.” She panted each word, perspiring and heaving for breath.

He mounted her, pressing his cockhead against her soaked entrance, which still trembled slightly from the aftereffects of her first orgasm. The weight of his body on hers, his hand on her throat, and the first thrust as he guided his long length into her inviting folds nearly lifted her to another wondrous eruption of ecstasy. She savored the long, slow thrust as he pushed into her all the way to his hilt, his contours rubbing against her tight walls in the most blissful manner she’d ever known.

“Fuckkk,” he groaned.

She grinned up at him as his own pleasure scribed itself plainly over his face, then couldn’t do anything but return to tempestuous moans as he started thrusting in and out of her with a slow rhythm that quickly ramped up in speed and intensity. He grabbed at her supple legs, and she wrapped them around his waist willingly. He fucked her hard, raw, so intensely that she rolled her head back and groaned like an animal in heat. Her hands grasped the satin sheets of her bed, speared again and again and again within her soaked tunnel.

It. Felt. So. Gooooood!

“Fuck me!” she wailed with eyes delirious with pleasure. “Don’t stop until I’m yours!”

She felt him expand inside of her, his arms snaking around her waist. He scooped her up as he stood. Impaled on his enormous cock, pushed against his muscular chest, they both worked their hips to keep climbing after higher pleasures. He needed only a single hand to hold her, as if she weighed nothing. The other hand trailed up her buttocks, to her lower back, to her upper back.

Yes!

He rushed his hand through her hair, to her scalp, then gripping tightly he pulled on her hair, forcing her head back, sending his mouth at her throat. He sucked so hard she knew she’d need sorcery to hide the marks on her tender skin, mouth roving greedily over her flesh. She reveled in it. Succumbing to a pleasure like she’d never experienced.

“Breed me,” she moaned, barely able to see the ceiling of her room as he continued fucking her standing. “Pour it inside of me. Breed me deep and good, Asher. Fill meeee!”

She strove to ride her new lover harder, encircling her arms around his neck tightly. She shuddered before the pure unadulterated lust her words birthed in his eyes. It scorched her. He fucked her harder, strong thrusts taking her to the very deepest places within her womb. Engorged, expanding, building up to his orgasm. Deep inside her, without concern for the future. Living in the now, chasing an ecstasy like none she’d ever known she could experience.

“Fuck, Chroix. Fuck. Fuck. Fuckkk!”

She screamed as a hot torrent gushed through her. As his seed rushed in to fertilize her, plowing through every defense on its way to the goal she’d ordered of him. Chroix groaned in the most guttural, raw manner she’d ever heard from herself as wave after wave of her second orgasm cleansed her of everything wrong with the past decade of her life.  It scoured it all away as Asher slammed her down onto her bed again, keeping himself thrust to his deepest within her, flooding her as he sought to breed his queen. Not a single ounce of his virile seed wasted.

They dissolved against one another, engulfed by pleasure as they fully understood that they belonged together. Their bodies melded, and where one’s began and the other’s ended Chroix could tell neither of them knew. Where they connected, their bodies pulsated pleasurably. Neither could catch their breath, and the raunchy sounds of their panting filled the great chamber.

“Another round?” Asher asked, petting her cheek, down to her throat, running a finger all the way down to her nipples, still hard as spires of rock.

Flushed with heat, Chroix realized just how greedy a body she possessed, and that she’d never let another man but the one beside her even attempt to give her such bliss again. Asher grinned at her. He didn’t mind, and neither would she.

“Another,” she agreed.


Chapter Four

The Sleuthing Princess

Zela knew someone other than her father had been fucking Chroix for at least a month. The difference in the demeanor of her father’s second wife today compared to a month ago was so blindingly stark it practically bled through her eyelids. Chroix Spyra didn’t saunter when she walked, but well… she’d arrived somewhere adjacent to it in recent weeks.

Her father didn’t seem to realize the change, but that didn’t surprise Zela. He hadn’t noticed Chroix’s growing apathy toward him – or his own toward her, even - over a decade of it seeping into every look she sent his way, festering and growing until their marriage all but disintegrated into nothingness. A few years back, Zela had approached her father on numerous occasions, mentioning in softer terms the growing divide between him and his second queen, already having given up any hope that her mother, Queen Ismelda, would ever end her perennial vacationing around the kingdom and linger in the palace for more than a few weeks. All her warnings went dismissed; King Gavain never made any attempt to renew the love he and Chroix had once shared, far too busy with his tournaments and other distractions – preferring his raucous banquets with his knights over an intimate evening with his beautiful queen.

So, Zela didn’t much mind that Chroix had taken a lover.

And I’m hardly one to wag a finger over propriety, she thought, glancing over to see Sir Lothain and Sir Kael in conversation at a nearby intersection in the hall. She’d slept with them both, along with another dozen men – and half as many women – currently residing within Granmore Palace’s spacious halls on numerous occasions. Princess Zela was many things, but a hypocrite she was not.

But who the hell is it?

That burning question scorched her mind, presiding there like a flaming pendulum swinging above her head. Surely it wasn’t one of her lovers. If it was, she was certain she’d have heard of it by now. They, especially the men, lost any sense of caution about what pranced off their tongues after a sensual experience with her. Most of them had at least once mentioned how erotic it would be if they could take queen and princess together, but that was as far as Chroix’s mention went. Surely if one of her lovers was also conquering one of her father’s queens, they’d have let something slip.

Whatever their conversation entailed, neither Lothain nor Kael noticed her presence, which suited Zela fine. This early in the morning, she didn’t require the lustful attentions they’d spurt all over her in the hopes of a similar discharge before noon. Their barking, growing heated over whatever topic they disagreed on, echoed off the stones as she escaped their notice.

She headed for the palace’s main entry, intending to take a stroll through the front gardens. It wouldn’t be long until autumn arrived, so she’d only a few opportunities left to stretch her legs before winter demanded she bundle herself up like an overstuffed bale of hay. Sorcery abated the worst of Granmore’s frigid winters, especially around the palace, but most people liked a little snow, a little chill. Most people were absolutely insane as far as Zela was concerned. The worst of it was that Chroix enjoyed the snow because it reminded her of her village far north, and she had the final say on if snow would be permitted to coat the grounds. It usually took a lot of pleading before she’d finally do away with the snow with her magic.

Servants aplenty stood in her way along her long journey. Wearing an emerald and blue dress with a plunging neckline and sheer strips along the lengths of her skirt that put her long legs on display, they gawked when they could, ducked their heads when her field of vision fell upon them, and drank in every memory they could for their later alone time filled with panted breaths and impossible fantasies. Not that she was necessarily against bedding a servant. Highborn or lowborn, it didn’t matter much to her. It just stood that none of them had caught her eye, perennially overshadowed in confidence and opportunities to interact with her by the knights and dames and nobles pursuing her.

Which brought her to him. Zela finally made it to the doors, which a pair of manservants opened in near perfect unison before her approach. Striding out onto a stone patio where two guardsmen immediately straightened themselves, then down a dozen steps, she spotted him at his assigned post in the gardens – as she’d known he would be, having requested as much from the captain of the guard after their most recent rendezvous. The real reason behind her sudden interest in a walk through the gardens so early in the morning. As she strode forward confidently, Asher the Palace Guardsman, no longer Asher the Tournament Semifinalist, noticed her approach.

“Your Highness,” he said, giving a respectful bow, the sky-blue tabard of Granmore Palace’s chosen few guardsmen creasing as he did so.

“Do you know what today is?” she asked, pushing her chin up as she crowded his space, ensuring he saw every scintillating journey of skin she wanted his eyes to rove across.

Taller than most, the young warrior-turned-guardsman got a bit lost in the journey she provided his gaze. Zela’s lips curled as he snapped his gaze up from her breasts, a touch of redness creeping over his cheeks. It contrasted the dark depths of his eyes, which had such blueness about them that it seemed he’d delved to the bottom of the ocean to find their color. The perfect contrast to hers, which shone bright as the purest sky of summer. Just another reason why he ought to have fucked her already.

And his lashes are so damned nice, she thought, only a touch jealous.

He shook his head. “I’m afraid I don’t, Your Highness.”

She batted her own eyelashes, curling softly at their ends, flirtatiously. “It’s my birthday. While birthday number twenty-two might not be treated with as much reverence as number twenty-one, I think it ought to be.”

If only her mother had thought the same. Other than a letter that had arrived a few days ago wishing her well, Zela knew Ismelda wouldn’t make any surprise appearances. She was far too busy indulging in her own pleasures to interrupt them for her only daughter.

“Happy Birthday, Princess Zela,” Asher said, though the traces of unease in his visage betrayed his understanding of what she was about to ask of him. Again.

“And I’ve decided to give you another chance,” she said. “I’ve forgiven you for last week, and you can make it up to me today.”

Asher arched an eyebrow. Zela didn’t blush. She viewed last week’s… interaction as slightly regrettable. On a bit of a pre-birthday high, she’d gotten drunk enough to commit a few acts she didn’t fully remember with Lothain, Kael, and two or three other individuals who were mostly just big blurs in her scattered memories of the night. She remembered afterward, rather disheveled and inebriated, finding Asher on a night shift, and then… more directly propositioning him than her usual coy suggestions and flirtations. She didn’t fully remember how he'd declined, but he’d been avoiding her for the past week.

“Like I said, all is forgiven,” Zela said. “Right?”

Asher exhaled slightly. “Right.”

“Good. Now, you can make it up to me.” She clapped her hands together, grinning at him.

“If all is forgiven, why does anything need made up?”

She scowled at him. “For once, be less difficult than rolling along a square boulder. It’s my birthday. If you play your cards right, you’ll get to come along and see something truly spectacular. You might even get to spend some time with me in the sky. Intimate alone time, maybe.”

“In the sky?”

Wait a second. Wait one fucking second!

She recognized the surprise on his face. The false surprise. She used it all the time, so that she let dull people – like Sir Lothain - feel clever from time to time. She put down an urge to pout at his usage of it on her, and instead focused on what his lack of true surprise meant.

Only two people knew the true extent of her birthday gift. Her father, who had okayed it months ago. And Chroix, who was the one making it all possible. She’d never seen King Gavain and Asher spend any time together, barring the banquet after their match a month ago. Her father preferred the company of knights, nobles, and minstrels, all of whom fawned over him like an undying legend.

Which means, by process of elimination…

Zela’s jaw dropped. “You’re the one who’s fucking her. That’s how you know about my birthday surprise.”

The falseness of his shock evaporated like steam, leaving only its pure, undiluted form, salted with panic, for Zela to appreciate. She hadn’t needed a second confirmation, but she appreciated it all the same. His gaze swiftly scanned around them, looking for anyone near enough to eavesdrop.

“You’re bolder than I gave you credit, Asher,” Zela said, grinning at him. To cause him further anxiety, she didn’t lower her voice. “You didn’t come to Granmore just for my father’s title as champion, but to fuck one of his queens.”

Asher stood there, speechless, but Zela wasn’t so merciful as to allow him any respite. She stepped in closer, taking advantage of his shocked stupor to hook her arm into his.

“You’ll tell me all about it, of course. Every scintillating, scandalous detail.” She climbed onto the tips of her toes, blowing softly into his ear. “How many times so far? What’s the closest you’ve come to being found out? Does she let you cum inside of her?”

Asher’s body tightened like a rope pulled to its tautest, his gaze a thousand miles away. Yet his body responded to her presence and her words, which Zela noticed as she cast her eyes downward. She felt her own heartbeat picking up slightly, her fingers treading across his lower side to his thigh.

“I bet she lets you cum inside,” Zela said, licking her lips, nestling his elbow into her breasts. “I bet she takes it all, until you’ve fucked her silly. Until you’ve made our dear Queen Sorceress into nothing more than a queen of sluts.”

Asher looked at her, a heat in his gaze so scorching that Zela’s pulse skyrocketed. Only for that look to sever like a cord shorn by a knife the moment he noticed something other than her.

Fuck, Zela thought, following the line of his gaze over her own shoulder. A figure with golden locks, green eyes, and no idea his wife bedded another man approached. Zela sighed as the arrival of her father ruined her fun.

No, she corrected. Delayed. Not ruined.

She swiftly corrected her fingertips reaching along his thigh, though she left her arm looped through his. She quickly smothered just how aroused she was, plastering on a relaxed smile as her father joined them by the garden’s edges. Conversely, Asher struggled to keep his expression neutral. Which hopefully her father misread as awkwardness due to being discovered with his only daughter on the arm of one of his guardsmen.

“Hello, Daddy,” she said. “I see we’ve both risen early this morning.”

King Gavain smiled, opening his arms wide. “You know I always like to be the first one to wish you a happy birthday. I hope no one’s stolen that away from me just yet.” His gaze, still bemused, glanced only for a moment at Asher before returning to her.

Sheesh, Daddy, Zela thought, before putting on a smile of her own. “Nope, you can still be the first.” Asher wisely did not correct her.

“Then let me be first to say it,” her father said with a wide grin. “Happy Birthday, Zela.” He winked at her and nodded over toward the distant gate leading into Granmore. “We’re all heading out to the site of your birthday present here in just an hour or so. Ready for it?”

“Of course, Daddy,” Zela said, squeezing Asher’s arm just a touch tighter and turning slightly so that she could press one of her breasts directly against his forearm. He tensed under a very noticeable peak protruding through the thin elements of her dress. “I came out here to pick up my date.”

Gavain laughed, barely even looking Asher’s way. “You’re going to rile all your suitors up if you just take a simple guardsman along. They’re starting to get restless waiting for you to make up your mind.”

“I’m only twenty-two, Daddy. Surely, I don’t have to decide just yet. You’re still hearty and hale; you’ll rule a long time before I become queen. I want to take my time, make sure I end up with someone I truly love. And make sure they love me, of course.”

Asher shifted uncomfortably, but she held him fast. She loved her father, but she knew better than to expect a glimmer of light to spark within his verdant eyes at a mention of love. It was over and done with – both his marriages. She accepted that. She lived in the present. A present where she could make the stud plowing Chroix squirm right in front of her husband.

“Only the best for you, Dear,” Gavain said. “But if you take our lad here along to drive your actual suitors green with envy, it could cause him some problems too. Why not just take Lothain? He’s a fine man, and a finer knight. It could be a reward for his second-place finish in last month’s tournament.”

He already got the reward he asked for, Zela thought wryly. “Lothain’s a bit boring, Daddy. He only talks about swords and tournaments, and while I know you like those sorts of things, it’s not how I’d like my birthday to be spent.”

“Then what about Horram?”

Zela trotted out a small gasp. “Daddy, he’s closer to your age than mine. Shouldn’t I end up with someone my age, rather than someone so much older?”

Asher squirmed again, and Zela needed to bite her own lip to avoid giggling. Glancing down, she found him so erect that it must positively hurt. Fortunately, Gavain’s eyes trailed off when he considered his responses, and he didn’t notice the young guardsman’s serious erection.

I bet you do fill Chroix up, Zela thought, letting her gaze linger.

“There is no shortage of men your age about, if that’s how you feel. Still, the palace is beginning to fill up with suitors. It’d be for the best if you didn’t make them wait until your twenty-third birthday before you finally start snipping away some of the drier petals.”

“Oh, I won’t need nearly that long. I’m so close, I just know it. I just need a little longer, then I can decide.”

“Well… alright. Just don’t make life too difficult for our guardsman here with your games.”

“You know I can’t promise that Daddy,” she said with a laugh.

Gavain finally looked at Asher again. His eyes furrowed a bit, likely due to how tight Asher had made his face to try and force himself calm enough to soothe his lower half. Unsuccessfully, Zela noted, pleased.

“Sorry for her antics, but it is her birthday.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” Asher said. “I’ll… do my best.”

“Good man. Zela, I’ll see you again shortly. Er, both of you, I suppose. We’ll head out to get your birthday present then.” A twinkle in his eye appeared as he looked back at Asher. “Wait until you see what this precocious daughter of mine has planned.”

He laughed as he walked off, heading back for the palace. Leaving Zela grinning at Asher as he finally looked at her again.

“I’ve quite a bit planned, in case you were wondering.”

“Princess… please,” Asher said, clenching his teeth as Zela kept her breast pressed tight against him.

“What, am I not good enough?” She pouted playfully. “I know Chroix’s quite the woman, but you can’t really decide on which of us is best until after you’ve had us both.” She put a finger up to his lips before he could say anything. “Your secret is safe with me, but you must be a good boy today. It is my birthday, after all.”

She stepped away from him, finally releasing his arm, and slipping her dress to the side. She let him stare at her hardened nipple for several long seconds – risking one of the other distant guards or servants noticing her state – before she finally fixed her dress to hide it away again.

“You can tell Chroix I know, by the way. Unlike her, I won’t keep secrets from family.” She winked at him, then headed off, leaving him there with his stunning erection – and no tight, soaking wet outlet for him to release his lust into. That was for later, after all.


Chapter Five

The Royal Carriage

Aconvoy of more than fifty people departed Granmore Palace just a touch over an hour later. The royal carriage, protected on all sides, rolled across the lowered drawbridge over the moat separating Granmore Palace from Granmore itself. Royal guardsmen within their plate mail rode atop horses barded in armor, the steely-eyed men wielding blades, axes, and lances at the ready. Numerous unarmored knights, most of them suitors to Princess Zela given invitation to come along, rode along upon their steeds and gossiped among themselves over the secretive nature of their destination. Two dozen servants, cooks, maids, stableboys, and more, trailed along behind the carriage. And one more who’d not expected to join them traveled along.

Asher had tried not to attract too much attention. Tried being the operative word. When the crowd gathered at the gate before heading out, he’d done his best to avoid Zela’s notice. Within a crowd of her own, swarmed by her suitors, he almost succeeded.

“No, no, this way!” she’d called, spotting him before he could sneak in among the servants. “You’re riding in the carriage, silly.”

Every single set of eyes, even from the guards manning the gates who wouldn’t be accompanying them, had swiveled toward him. Unable to do anything but traipse toward her after that, she’d sent him inside to find his place within the royal carriage. Some of the eyes that had bored into his back could have melted steel.

The royal carriage was unlike any other. On the outside, it appeared no more remarkable than what one might expect of the mode of transportation royalty would wield. Drawn forward by four horses, banners depicting the royal coat of arms, a golden griffon rising into an azure sky, hung on both sides of its frame. Finely designed for its task of carrying forward Horta’s royalty, but no more than that. The only oddity was its lack of windows on the doors.

Yet, inside, Asher did not look upon a comfortable set of cushions on either side of the carriage, enough for maybe six people at the most. In its stead, an entire chamber, with adjoining private ones attached on two walls, welcomed his unexpected presence. Magic saw to many wondrous things, and his relationship with Chroix had shown him a glimpse into a world of endless possibilities. But this one still mystified him, no matter how many times Chroix tried to explain the concept of personalized magical spaces. He was a spellblade, not a sorcerer, for a reason.

Regardless of the how, the guts of the royal carriage housed a luxurious carpeted chamber, replete with a dinner table, a long lounging couch with smaller tables for snacks or writing in front of it, and even a small bookshelf bristling with the spines of large tomes he knew without needing to ask belonged to Chroix. Who, at this very moment, blinked in surprise as he made his presence known to her and King Gavain. A look she shuttered hastily as Gavain waved Asher in.

“Make yourself comfortable,” he said, mirth on his features. “Not every day you get a chance to ride in such a wondrous realm, no?”

“No, Your Majesty,” Asher said, taking another few seconds to look around. Two servants joined the royals within the space currently. One waited to be called upon in the corner furthest from the couch, while the other laid out a light fare of desserts and champagne on the tables in front of the king and queen – with more on a small cart for the other tables. Oddly, after shutting the door behind him, he realized he no longer heard the dull roar of the crowd outside. Not, he imagined, because fifty conversing voices had suddenly taken a vow of silence, but because sorcery prevented any sound from bothering those privileged few allowed inside.

“What’s brought us this… oddity?” Chroix asked Gavain, though her eyes never left Asher.

“Oh, Zela’s using the poor lad to needle Lothain and the others in the side for the day. I tried to talk her out of it, but you know how she gets.”

“I see.” A clear sign of relief passed over the Queen Sorceress’s lovely features.

Hold onto that feeling for as long as you can, Asher thought. It won’t last much longer, once Zela reveals to you that she knows about us.

The door opened behind Asher, and raucous noise flooded in. Sir Lothain, Sir Horram, and Sir Kael all climbed inside, with one scantily clad princess, eyes flashing with nefarious intent, the last to intrude upon this strange space. All three knights narrowed their gazes as he stepped out of their way, though none did more than that in the presence of their royals.

“This all?” King Gavain asked Zela.

“Yes, Daddy. I’ve already given the order for things to get moving.” She shooed the other men forward, then wrapped herself around Asher’s arm again. “Settle in and get comfortable, everyone. It’s a bit of a journey.”

Asher did neither of those things throughout the first leg of the journey. King Gavain had spoken true; the other three men Zela had invited in did not take kindly to his physical closeness to the princess. Guided by Zela to sit on the far end of the couch, she took her spot beside him, followed by a trail of disgruntled knights, then King Gavain, and lastly Queen Chroix. Separated by five bodies from the Queen Sorceress. A plan of Zela’s making, for certain.

Though he’d already known it, Zela had all three knights wrapped around her finger. Her earlier statements about Horram’s age didn’t hold up, as Asher noticed he looked at her body in the same way as the other two. Like someone who knew its curves and secrets. And while not as voluptuous as Chroix, Zela undoubtedly possessed the erotic curvaceousness to demand every eye in the room linger upon her. Plus, the willingness to use her body to get her way.

She stretched her slender arms over her head, almost revealing dark areolae as her dress, barely leaving anything to the imagination thanks to its deep cut, parted slightly from her body. The three knights ate her salacious display up, resituating themselves both for better looks and to hide their growing erections. Unfortunately, Asher’s body showed the same responses. Doubly unfortunate, the princess noticed.

Controlling the conversation for a while, she eventually bounced it over to her father, who unknowingly ruined Asher’s chances of staving off Zela’s assault. For when a king struck into a longwinded tale about his finest hunt, a topic adroitly supplied by his daughter, every knight must listen. Their attention diverted, their bodies in the way of the king noticing, his libidinous daughter took full advantage of the situation. In another life, she’d have made a wonderful general.

“Let’s go spend some time in a private chamber,” she whispered. “I want to show you something.”

“Princess…” Asher glanced nervously at the others, hoping one might help him out, somehow.

“Now, Asher. Or we can play my game out here.”

Grimacing, he stood, accepted her arm dutifully, and walked with her toward one of the adjoining chambers. The eyes of all but her father latched onto them, and he could tell that none were happy to see him wander off with Zela. Unfortunately, with Gavain dominating conversation with his story, no one made any objection as he and Zela retired into one of the conjoining rooms. The stout wooden door opened, then shut. Like it had with the outside world, all semblance of sound from the other room vanished as soon as it shut.

Inside the much tidier chamber, Asher spotted a smaller couch, with a table already decorated with desserts and drink. Though, Asher had little doubt snacks and a chat were on the menu. Led over to the couch, Zela sat them both down, right up next to each other.

Zela leaned back against him, nestling in close. Her eyes, so vivid, stealing the sky’s purity for themselves, looked over her shoulder at him, flirtatious eyelashes batting themselves. From this angle, he could see every ounce of her bared skin, the cut in her dress almost driving to her navel.

“Ready for our first game?” she whispered.

“Princess, please. This is too much. Anyone could open that door, come check on us.” And no matter who did it, even if a servant, the fallout that would follow would prove horrific.

Her eyes flashed with a hint of impatience. “You’ve cuckolded my father, and yet a bit of foreplay between an actually available woman is too much? I don’t mind it if you keep having your way with her, but not today. Today is my day, Asher. And we’ll make sure it’s a wonderful day for the both of us, won’t we? We won’t spoil it with any bad news, right?”

Asher swallowed, unable to determine if she was bluffing. He couldn’t risk it on the chance she wasn’t. Whether or not King Gavain cared about his second wife even one drop at this point, no ruler would sit by idly if he learned one of his guardsmen currently bedded his wife. He’d find his head on a pike before the day ended. What would become of Chroix, he wasn’t sure. Or how the most powerful sorceress in the kingdom might respond to the threat of his execution.

“What is the first game, Princess?”

She smiled, flashing white teeth that on most situations would make a heart swoon. Instead, Asher felt only trepidation.

“I’m a generous lover,” she said, in a manner that led Asher to assume quite the opposite to be true. “Yes, it is my birthday, but I want you to feel good too. So, take your cock out.”

The color drained away from Asher’s face. “P-princess?”

Zela rolled her eyes and one of her hands immediately looped itself to his belt. With swift, deft motions, she undid it the clasp. Clearly not her first attempt at such a feat.

“The game is a simple one. I will only use my hands, a bit of saliva, and my words. If you can avoid cumming for ten minutes, you’ll get something even better here in a little bit. If you can’t, then you can’t be with Chroix for a fortnight.”

Before he could reply, her fingers, warm, soft, sensual, slipped under the hem of his trousers. They found his cock hurriedly swelling up to their touch, and Zela grinned at him. It didn’t take much coaxing for her to guide him to his full size, after which he instinctively helped her free his cock fully from his breeches. Her eyes shone as she took it in.

“So big,” she whispered, licking her lips. “I bet you fill Chroix up all the way with each thrust.”

Asher didn’t answer, staring at the door as if anticipating it would open at any moment. So far, it remained undisturbed. So far. Asher suddenly shuddered as Zela leaned over and spit on his cock, rubbing the wetness over his length with her lithe, skillful fingertips.

“You didn’t answer me. Do you fill Chroix up until her tight, slutty pussy can’t take anymore?”

Her fingers started stroking his cock, playing with it, not fully allowing him the pleasure they both knew she could give him. Asher swallowed dryly, body radiating with a pent-up need she’d placed into him this morning at the gardens. He could buy time if he engaged in conversation, distract her from bringing him to his brink.

“I do. She likes it hard.”

“I bet she does,” Zela said, lust crackling like bolts of lightning within her eyes. “Have you fucked her in her and Father’s bed yet?”

Asher nodded, thighs tightening as Zela stroked him off with long, drawn out motions. She didn’t so much as glance over her shoulder at those who could discover them. She stared only at him, locked in this lustful moment.

“Many times,” Asher said, eyes drawn to her lower lip, where she bit down on it softly. “In your bed too.”

“Without inviting me?” Zela said, pouting softly.

She leaned her head forward again, chestnut hair falling like a curtain over his cock, and spit again. When she leaned back, her hand motions sped up, and Asher immediately gritted his teeth. The lewd squelching sounds were practically deafening to his ears.

“You’re almost never there,” Asher said. “Always… elsewhere.” He gave a nod toward the three men behind her.

“That was then. I’m a year older today. I’m thinking I want something different. Something more.”

“I… hope you… find it.” Asher clenched his hands into fists as Zela upped her skill again, wrist rotating slightly as she pumped his cock between her smooth, slick grasp.

She grinned. “I have. A replacement for these stodgy knights. Maybe a permanent one.”

“I don’t know about… that.”

Zela continued smiling. “Are you planning to impregnate Chroix? Is that why you cum deep inside her naughty, married cunt?”

Asher knew he was close. Close enough that he wouldn’t make the ten-minute time limit. She’d put him on the defensive, controlled the engagement from its outset. She’d claim victory soon. Unless he changed that. She’d only given a single rule. That she’d only use her hands, some saliva, and her words. She hadn’t stipulated any rules for him, other than not to cum.

He pulled apart her dress and bared her breasts to him. She gasped, the first stumble he needed for his counterattack. Her nipples, dark and pert, waited for him. And so, he claimed them.

Zela’s teeth chattered together as she moaned softly when his fingers pinched down on her nipples. Her eyes tightened, a lustful eruption of pleasure in them. Asher yanked on the dark buds, pulling her against him, rolling them between his fingers without mercy. She’d let her guard down, even as far back as this morning when she’d rubbed herself against him. She’d revealed to him then one of her weak points. And like any skilled warrior, he’d take full advantage of it.

“No, that’s not fairrr,” she said, weakly trying to pull free from him.

“What’s not?” he asked, refusing her that wish. “Explain.”

She shuddered again as he yanked, slow but firm, stretching out her breasts until her eyes started fleeing into the back of her head. She’d stopped pumping her hand on his cock, lost to the sudden pleasure he’d lanced through her sensitive nipples.

“I’m supposed to be… you’re… cheating.”

“I can stop if you really want me to.”

“No. Don’t. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare st-”

A knock sounded on the door.

Before the door could open, Asher released Zela’s nipples, which she hastily stowed away back inside her dress. Flushed with heat, body hellishly turned on, he watched her face almost form a snarl. But then she slid a mask on so swiftly that it was like nothing had ever happened, and the princess beckoned for him to open the door. Shoving his erection inside his pants, he approached the door, then opened it so that it, too, would hide him behind it.

One of the servants waited on the other side. He gave a low bow, though it was impossible to tell if he noticed anything about the princess’s state.

“Your Highness, lunch will be served shortly. Queen Chroix wished me to let you know.”

Asher didn’t dare peek his head around the door, lest he spot – and be spotted – by anyone out in the main room. He couldn’t tell if any of them could spot Zela on the couch.

“Of course,” Zela said, smiling. “We’ll be there.”

The servant bowed again and backed away, which signaled to Asher that he ought to shut the door. He almost considered following the servant out, though he imagined the princess would respond unkindly if he fled. The door shut, he looked toward the princess.

“I think it’s been ten minutes,” Asher whispered, even though he knew magic would stifle his voice, even had he shouted.

“Sure. I don’t care. Now, get back over here.” She pointed back to the spot on the couch. “You win. Congratulations. You’ll get your reward later tonight.”

Asher obeyed. Sitting down, it took the princess barely a second to unleash his cock from his breeches a second time.

“Now, see what I can really do,” she said.

“Princess, didn’t you hear the servan-” Asher didn’t finish that sentence.

Zela swept her hair over to one side and bent forward. The long, lustrous tresses fell over Asher’s lap as her tight mouth revealed a tongue that contacted his thick shaft at the base and ran its way all the way to the tip. She repeated the motion, slipping her tongue from side to side all the way up. Twirling her tongue over his tip, she took his hand and guided it to her hair at the back of her head.

Looking at him, Asher saw the most carnal desire he’d ever seen in a woman, save for maybe with Chroix on their first night together. And then she dipped her deliciously pouty lips over the head of his cock, in a path that didn’t stop until she’d reached the base of it.

He swiftly sucked in a tight breath as he felt his cock slide over her tongue and into the tight confines of her throat. Her nostrils flared and her breathing struggled, but she refused to come up for air. Finally beginning to bob her head, tongue swirling around his cock with each rise and fall, she made eye contact, those alluring, lustful eyes speaking volumes.

Asher thrust her head down with his hand atop her head, and she mewled, pleased he’d understood. She fondled his balls and sucked him harder, gobbling his cock up like not even Chroix could manage. He reached the edge of his orgasm far too swiftly for his liking.

You’ll have to practice more with her, his body told him.

His cum surged forward inside his cock, and Zela hummed with pleasure, noticing and anticipating what came next. She kept her mouth vacuum-tight over his length. The silent demand throbbing through his ears.

Head lolling back, Asher detonated, shooting forth a burning white load that should have been too much for anyone to handle.

She took every ounce, throat audibly gulping in the lewdest manner possible. All while she stared up at him, tongue still swirling, lips still sucking, head still bobbing, even without his hand to force her down. A surreal intensity carried him away as she finally parted her mouth from his cock.

“Let me clean that up for you,” she whispered, tongue chasing after his cock to lick it clean.

Thirty minutes later, everyone ate lunch at the larger table, no one seemingly aware – or willing to mention - that Princess Zela had just sucked off a commoner. Chroix wordlessly looked between the two of them, Asher keeping his head down and focusing on his slice of pumpkin cake, Zela tittering on as if nothing had ever happened, save for the slightest hint of extra radiance to her cheery face.

Once his body finally calmed down, Asher realized what he needed to do. He sighed.


Chapter Six

Among the Clouds

Zela stretched her arms high over her head for the benefit of those who hadn’t gotten the chance to ride within the royal carriage as she stepped out of it. They’d finally arrived at their destination, after all. A two-hour journey, and one which Zela knew at least two of them would never forget.

She glanced over her shoulder as the rest of those inside the carriage filed out. Mostly, she watched Asher. He didn’t meet her gaze as he stepped down and joined the crowd. With any uncertainty cleansed by his strong fingers and the feeling of his cock within her tight throat, she wanted him.

But maybe wanted wasn’t the right word. She’d already wanted him after seeing him perform at the tournament. In the same way she wanted a new horse or a new dress, she’d wanted him as a new lover. That was no unusual set of events for her. She’d taken on a new lover practically every fortnight over the past year, with each of them understanding that they joined an expanding menagerie when they accepted her offer. But no one had denied a place in it before.

She understood that his multiple rejections throughout the past month had inflamed her desires. She’d wondered if it might be a tactic for just that purpose originally. Everyone wanted her. She’d wracked her brain over it for far more nights than she was willing to admit, but eventually she’d realized he wasn’t playing any games with her. His resistance was honest, not a façade of playing hard to get. Completely blindsided at first by the answer to why she’d realized this morning, it’d only turned her furnace up hotter.

She would have him. She just needed to figure out the how.

“Ready, Chroix?” she asked as Chroix and her father both joined her.

Chroix’s discerning eyes lingered upon her for long enough that she began worrying that maybe she somehow knew already about her sordid game with Asher on the trip. Zela remained unsure as to the form of reprisal such a revelation might earn her. She knew Chroix, proud, diligent sorceress, who none within the kingdom could match quite well. She knew Chroix, voluptuous, lustful, sensual woman, not well at all. How she might react if she learned Zela had her eyes – and more – on her lover, especially after so many years devoid of passion within her life, she’d no surety about.

Probably not well, Zela’s mind noted.

“Yes, I’m ready,” she said, her look betraying no hidden knowledge of Zela’s intimacy with her lover aboard the carriage.

“And you’ll keep it up for a month, right?” she asked, batting her eyelashes pleadingly.

“A fortnight, and no more,” Chroix said, as adamant here as in the other dozen times Zela had attempted to change her mind.

Zela pouted fruitlessly; the Queen Sorceress’s mind was made up. The crowd, confused by the sight ahead of them, murmured to itself as the three royals carved their way to its front. Zela set her hands on her hips, smiling at how perfect it all was.

An entire villa lounged in front of them. As she’d requested, it possessed all the needed buildings suitable for a princess’s stay. A gargantuan main structure to house a dozen high-priority guests in resplendent suites, with an inner garden hidden at the center of a hollowed-out section at its heart. Smaller buildings connected by white cobblestone paths surrounded it, such as a squat building for the servants, another that would serve the chefs, and a luxurious bathhouse with both heated public and private baths dwelling within.

The design of it had taken months, Zela working with architects until the plans they handed over to her suited her every whim. Once finalized, she’d brought it to Chroix. She’d only needed a few hours.

Sorcery is truly amazing, Zela thought, looking over the finalized creation Chroix had shifted into being from the earth itself not two weeks ago. Servants had filled it over the past two weeks with the needed amenities, food, drink, furniture, and so on. Servants who’d planted strange markers about two hundred feet out from the various buildings, not knowing their purpose.

Everyone would get to find out now.

“Come on, everyone,” she said with a grin, beckoning them closer. The crowd obeyed, stepping past the markers. She guided them about fifty feet closer before stopping. She nodded at Chroix.

The Queen Sorceress stepped away from the crowd, an exasperated sigh trailing off her lips as she readied herself. She looked down at the ground, then closed her eyes. None who witnessed the power she wielded next ever forgot it.

Sorcery produced visible effects often. Used commonly in creating flame, ice, or another phenomenon, powerful sorcerers and sorceresses could accomplish truly ludicrous displays when they put their all into creating a gale of flame or twisting weather patterns to bring about a rainfall. In the rarest of circumstances, just before such a legendary feat of sorcery, the sheer magnitude of raw magic roiling about a single location revealed itself in a pure essence, just moments before the sorcerer or sorceress twisted it into fire or rain.

Such a phenomenon swirled around Chroix now, a vaporous, thick ether swelling in size and intensity around her body. It spiraled around her, writhing and shuddering for a freedom she denied it. Containing it all around her body, she gathered more and more, until she reached the amount needed for the feat she’d perform for Zela’s birthday.

Only Zela dared look away. The sheer power twisting about the Queen Sorceress dwarfed anything most of them had seen before. But Zela wished to check elsewhere, determine something important. So, she looked at her father first. And then she looked at Asher.

Her father watched with a slightly awed expression, joining the rest of the crowd in that. Yet, as Zela delved deeper, she found only that. Impressed by Chroix’s power, but… that was all. Another confirmation for her. A disappointing one, but one that she finally let cut away the baggage dwelling within the back of her mind.

To the contrary, Asher’s eyes lit so brightly with his love for Chroix that he was fortunate no one else looked his way. Wonder, awe, and respect gripped him as a slight smile formed his handsome face. It grew into an ebullient grin as he watched Chroix show off her full power before him and everyone else. Pride for her rolled off him nearly as thick as the magic swirling about the Queen Sorceress.

So that’s what it’s supposed to look like.

Chroix breathed in, then exhaled. The roused magic thrumming around her drove itself into the ground. A great rumble shook beneath all their feet. The crowd yelped, shocked out of their awed stupor.

Chroix lifted her hands up, struggling in the effort as if invisible bindings attached to the ground clung to her wrists. The ground groaned, shuddered again, and then capitulated before the Queen Sorceress’s might.

Massive cracks appeared at all the places where the servants had placed markers. Numerous members of the crowd spun around in time to witness this. The rest of them made it around in time to watch Chroix’s magic lift Zela’s birthday gift, villa and grounds all, into the air.

Zela drank in all their bewildered, overwhelmed expressions and grinned at the taste. Better than any wine.

Higher, higher. Slowly but surely, the villa raised itself. Its guests came along with no say in the matter.

Chroix lifted the hovering villa until it lingered three hundred feet above the crater it’d once called home. She turned her gaze eastward, back toward Granmore, and the floating villa started a slow lurch home. It’d sit above the palace for a fortnight, which Zela still hoped she could convince Chroix to change to a month, before she’d return it to this spot and turn her magical, floating villa back into a more mundane, but still luxurious one.

The Queen Sorceress finally lowered her hands, a small but noticeable sheen of sweet and fatigue upon her brow. She looked at Zela and nodded. Everything had gone as planned.

Zela clapped her hands together, drawing the crowd’s gaze back to her. “Welcome to my lovely new villa, everyone. I hope you enjoy our trip home, and the next two weeks of pleasure and relaxation aboard.” Her eyes looked over the servants. “I believe an evening supper is intended.”

Jostled from their torpor, the dozens of servants – taking a few steps as if fearful the ground might collapse out from under them – carried themselves forth to where they needed to be to ensure she spoke the truth. Everything they needed already dwelled within.

“To everyone else, enjoy looking around. There’s a lot to see, and plenty to do.”

The crowd rumbled into motion. A few braver souls sidled themselves to the edge and looked down, eyes big as plates as they viewed the distance to the ground. The majority headed toward the main structure, following Zela’s advice. She joined them, surrounded by her suitors and the royal guards outside of that. Looking through the wall of testosterone gathering around her, she couldn’t find the two people she actually wanted to spend some time with, Chroix and Asher, anywhere. She swallowed a frown, forced to keep up the niceties of a gracious host all the way up until dinner.

She finally escaped as sunset arrived by proclaiming a desire to freshen up before dinner. Walking through the halls as the recalcitrant sun’s final light hurled vestiges of crimson and orange through the large open windows before it drooped too low to touch anything but the underside of the floating villa, Zela ran a hand through her hair. She reached her room and stepped inside.

Scooping up an unopened bottle of wine on the table in front of her sitting couch, she poured herself a drink into one of the glasses beside it. A long drink later, she resisted the urge to chase two or three more after it. She left bottle and half-emptied glass on the table and instead presented herself before a long-standing mirror near a dresser plush with makeup and other arrangements for making herself up.

Should I change dresses before dinner? An obvious yes. She’d rows and rows of different outfits within a walk-in closet attached to her bedroom. Why have them if she didn’t plan to use them?

A set of knocks at her door stalled such a change. Groaning softly at the prospect of finding Lothain, Kael, or even her father at her door, she trudged over to it and opened it up.

“Oh.”

Zela’s face shifted from a belabored scowl into one of pleasant surprise as she took in Asher’s intense eyes and tall form. The warrior nodded, eyes a touch strangely pensive, then sidled over.

“Oh.”

Her expression hastily warped from one of pleasant surprise to abject trepidation as he stepped out of the way of the woman who’d made her hope for a hovering villa a reality.

“Hello, Zela,” Chroix Spyra said, face flattened of any hint of emotion. “We’d like to come in.”

Zela swallowed audibly and nodded, stepping aside so that the two of them could file in. Asher doublechecked that no one noticed their arrival to the princess’s room, then shut the door behind him, turning the lock. Zela gulped again.

“Would you like some refreshments, Chroix? Asher?”

“No, we are quite fine,” Chroix said for them both, voice cool to the touch. Asher took up a stance flanking Chroix, his past month working as a guardsman suiting him well in appearing stoic and statuesque.

“Is it alright if I do?”

Chroix glanced at the wine. “You can finish the half-full glass, but it’d be better if you were yourself for this conversation.”

I sorely disagree, Zela thought, though she knew better than to argue.

She took up the glass and downed the rest of the crimson liquid in a single long draught. How much did Chroix know? How much had Asher told her? Without knowing, she’d no method of preparing a defense for herself.

Wait, why am I the one who’s worried? She’s the one who’s sleeping with someone other than my father.

Yet, as she set down her drained glass and faced Chroix’s steely-eyed expression, she found her throat immediately parched again. Fighting off a grimace, she took in a deep breath.

“Chroix,” she began, dropping any titles, “I can explai-”

“It’s already been explained,” the Queen Sorceress interrupted. “How you know of my and Asher’s affair. How you still pursued him and conducted yourself, both in the gardens and aboard the carriage. In quite vivid detail, Zela.”

Zela winced. So, he’d explained it all.

“I didn’t force myself on him,” she said, glaring at Asher, wondering how he’d spun the tale to avoid his own culpability. It seemed ridiculous she even needed to explain such a thing. She was the Princess Zela. Men and women alike fantasized about her with the same fervor that the holiest woman of the cloth prayed to the Goddess.

“So, he had a choice? It didn’t seem like it, given you held our secret in your grasp so threateningly.”

“I didn’t make any threats, Chroix,” she protested.

“Implied threats are still threats, Zela,” Chroix said. She lifted her hand in the same manner she would if she planned to wield her magic, and Zela winced preemptively. Chroix dropped her hand and stared at her for a moment.

“See? You know what I’m capable of, so you fear what may come to pass. Even though you know I love you and have only ever treated you well. That part of your mind that panics and writhes over the worst possibilities that may come to pass still causes you to recoil.”

Zela felt her cheeks redden. It wasn’t just enough to punish her, Chroix chose to humiliate her too. Her humiliation doubled due to Asher’s presence, and his unblinking eyes that bored into her.

“I am sorry, Chroix,” she said, grounding her teeth, hands forming fists.

Chroix seemingly ignored her apology. “Why did you do it?”

More heat flooded her face, prickling across her nape until it almost hurt. “I… wanted him too. Since the tournament. He kept rejecting me, and I didn’t get why. It made me want him more each time.”

“Like a child told she can’t climb onto the counter, is that it?”

Zela’s lips tightened into a thin line, eyes flashing angrily. “I’m a woman, not a child. I haven’t been a child in a long time. I have my wants too. My urges. Needs.”

“Which you can seek out from practically anyone in the palace. Which you do seek out from many within the palace. As you yourself have bragged to me on numerous occasions.”

“It’s not the same, Chroix,” she hissed, fighting back a salvo of tears that suddenly glistened in her eyes. She swiped them away with her sleeve, furious at them for baring her emotions so flagrantly. “It’s a different feeling than that. It’s…” She trailed off, unsure of what to say, or how to say it.

“Is it?” Chroix asked, to which Zela gave no answer. “Alright then, Zela. Let’s see.” She waved her hand through the air again, this time not a bluff.

Zela felt her entire body lock up, held in place by invisible tethers. She gasped, instinctively trying to fight against the magical vise, but to no avail.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” she said, panic rushing through her like wildfire poured into her bloodstream.

Chroix ignored her and looked over her shoulder. “You’re up, My Love.”

Asher’s face betrayed a moment’s hesitance. “You’re sure this is the right way to go about this?”

A smile, faint but meaningful, crossed the Queen Sorceress’s face. “I know what’s best for her. Just trust me.”

Asher lingered there a moment, but then he started on a path forward, a path that brought him directly toward Zela. She tried again to escape her magical bindings, and once again she didn’t budge an inch. The tall, muscular warrior stopped in front of her, eyes boring into her with a swathe of conflicting emotions. What was he going to do?

“Please, Chroix,” Zela said, hoping for some semblance of mercy.

“Hush now, Zela. Don’t grow hoarse before you get what it is you need.”

Asher swept around behind Zela, his body heat brushing against her nape her only sign he now stood behind her. Until he put his hands on her. She couldn’t even flinch as she felt his rough, large hands trace over the sides of her throat, and tears immediately sprang up in her eyes. Before she could cry out, in the hopes that someone somewhere would hear her and come to her aid, his hands slid down softly to her shoulders. And then he slipped her dress down over them.

She gasped, eyes widening, only able to see Chroix, who watched the unfolding scene dispassionately. Asher didn’t stop with only baring her chest. His hands worked the dress down over her shapely hips, and he let it pool on the ground around her delicate feet. Without a brassiere to begin with, he needed only remove the smallclothes around her waist to bare her in full.

Stunned into silence, she couldn’t take her eyes off Chroix. Time passed with the tall warrior standing behind her, his thoughts and intentions unknown to her. Each passing heartbeat roared by quicker, more frantic. Yet each second seemed an eternity. Her thoughts jumbled together, fear, confusion, more than a touch of anticipation and hope mingling into one discordant mess.

When the slap came to her ass, she wasn’t prepared. A white-hot pain thrust itself through her butt, then blasted up her spine like a lance of electricity. But not just there. The pain wrapped around her hips, plunging into her womb in a furious bite she’d never experienced before. She gasped but remained immobile. Defenseless against the next strike, which caused a guttural moan to flee her lips.

What?

Zela’s body stung with pain, and her vision blurred from the tears expanding in her eyes. And yet. And yet. And yet.

A third blow claimed another gasped moan from her. Her body lit up like he held torchlight to her backside, the pain too much. But not enough. Agony coursed through her, but it was the pleasure that twisted her.

Why? Why does it feel good?

Another blow, now adding up to two for each cheek, made her bite her lower lip, fighting the need to moan again. It made no sense. How did this pain entrance her body, confuse it into thinking it wanted more? A paradox she couldn’t handle grappling with while in her current state.

Chroix remained motionless and silent, watching her humiliation with nary a thought revealed in her cool eyes. Her presence only intensified the hideous coupling of shame and desire within Zela. Another blow. And another. And another. Some with long breaks between the next, some in quick succession. Varying in force, angle, some ending with a humiliating groping of her ass.

She felt heat against the back of her ear, a hand wrap around her midsection, and she shivered at Asher’s voice.

“Don’t hold back your moans, Zela. Let them all out, like I did inside your tight, hot throat earlier.”

Oh, Goddess, save me.

She moaned like an animal in heat as the next blow, more powerful than any before it, struck her rear. If not for Asher’s steadying grasp, she’d have fallen flat on her face, laid there still paralyzed. She finally bent forward, seemingly released from Chroix’s magic. Bowed over in front of her, hanging over Asher’s arm.

“More?” Asher whispered.

Zela couldn’t take her eyes away from Chroix, and she knew her face was far redder than any part of her, even her butt. “Yes,” she whispered. “More.”

Asher didn’t strike her butt again. Instead, he moved her toward the door, then splayed her hands against it. He pushed her down lower, forcing her butt out toward him. Staring at the wooden barrier, knowing she could potentially unlock it and escape, Zela didn’t move. Her eyes widened as she heard the rustling of clothes, and she glanced over her shoulder just enough to see a magnificently sized cock she’d hoped she might see again. In unison, they both looked at Chroix, frozen in place.

The Queen Sorceress nodded.

Asher brought his cock up to her folds, slick and ready to invite his massive girth deep into her. He rubbed it against her entrance, causing Zela to try and back herself onto him.

A harsh blow to her ass caused her to gasp in shock, pain, and pleasure.

“You don’t get to decide when,” Asher growled, shoving her face against the door, smashing her cheek against the cold wood. “You’re here to give me my pleasure and thank me for using you for it.”

Shame rushed through Zela, but so did a glimmer of pride. “Asher, I am your princess, not some common-”

He struck her again, and her own moan interrupted her retort.

“You’re what I say you are when you’re in my hands, Zela. And you won’t refer to me as Asher again while we’re here, or I’ll stop. Sir or Master. Only those.”

Zela gritted her teeth at the indignation he thrust upon her. How dare he treat and speak to her like this? Before she could respond, she felt his cockhead nestle against her cunt again, and that alone silenced her complaint.

Oh, Goddess, she realized.

“Do you want my cock?” He struck her backside again, groping into her shapely ass so deep that the grateful moan that shuddered from her throat revealed more than a thousand words could have presented.

Oh, no, no, no.

“Yes. Yes. Yes.” Zela resisted every urge to impale her soaked cunt onto his rigid weapon.

“Yes, what?”

“Say it, Zela.” Chroix’s voice washed over her, somehow so cool to the touch, yet so inflaming of these strange desires bubbling up to the surface within her.

“Yes… Sir.”

Zela shrieked in pleasure as the cock she’d dreamed of ever since she’d watched him battle against her father filled her to her deepest depths. A mind-numbing relief exploded through her, accompanied by a long, desperate groan, as it slid easily into her slippery cunt. All the way until his hips slapped against her red ass, his cock buried to its marvelous end within her writhing cunt.

“Pound me, Sir! Master! Whatever you want me to call you! Fuck me!”

He did so. Her taut thighs shivered as he thrust through her with the fervent desire that she’d known he was capable of. She savored every inch of every thrust, let every overwhelming sensation raise her voice until she moaned so loudly that the entire villa might hear her cries of ecstasy. His cock throbbed within her, and she wiggled her hips so that he felt every contour of her pussy. She needed him to feel them, love them, want them again in the future.

“Fuck, fuck, fuckkk!” she groaned, their noisy rutting deafening to her ears.

Asher’s hands suddenly found her breasts, squeezing them in his hands like coconuts he meant to pluck from their tree. His fingers twisted over her nipples, fondling them, reminding Zela he hadn’t forgotten how weak she was there. She invited him to continue, sultry moans flooding out of her lips, rocking her hips on his engorged cock as it impaled her again and again.

Asher grunted with pleasure, and that mere sound thrummed pleasure throughout her tension-filled body. His hold on her breasts tightened, and she mewled and panted and cried out with pleasure.

Her eyes widened suddenly as she felt a sudden swell within his cock. She knew what came next. But licentious as she might be, she’d always demanded her suitors cum outside. A few hadn’t, and she’d punished them with long delays before their next bout of lovemaking, until they finally all learned not to dare risk such folly within her womb.

But here, in this strange, backward relationship where he fucked her raw like a beast in heat, was it up to her? Could she say no? Did she want to?

“S-sir… are you going to cum?” She moaned, biting her lower lip again.

Chroix answered for Asher. “Yes. He is. Wherever he likes.”

Zela shuddered, her orgasm rippling through her womb, hanging there like a drop of dew on the end of a leaf. Just the barest more effort and it would plummet free.

“O… okay.”

Asher’s groaning intensified, his speed picking up so much so that Zela started to lose her grip on the ground with her feet. His arm looped around her waist, holding her there.

He’s going to do it inside. Oh, Goddess. Oh, yessss!

Zela screamed those final words as the orgasm tore her apart. Open, gushing, shuddering, she bit down on her own knuckles as relief and release flooded through her. And then he came, hurling her to an even greater height.

He poured it so hot inside of her that she couldn’t manage another word, just babbling incoherently in the throes of pleasure hooked into her skin at every point. The ravaging torrent pouring deep inside her made its designs to breed her clear, and she welcomed it. Every sticky droplet could remain inside.

“Oh, Goddess,” Zela said once the pleasure started to ebb. “Oh, Goddess.”

“Thank him, Zela,” Chroix said, moving up next to where she still stood pressed against the door. “Show your manners and gratitude.”

She shuddered again, wobbling to stay standing as she felt his cock slip out of her greedy, squeezing cunt. Pressing a hand against the door, she managed to turn around and face him, see the heat in his gaze, a surefire reflection of her own lustful expression.

“Thank you. Thank you, Sir. I hope… I hope I pleased you.”

She felt his pleasure dripping down her inner thighs, coupling with her slippery juices. But she still needed him to say it.

“You did. I can’t wait until next time.”

Next time.

Zela’s heart fluttered, carried into the clouds by just those two words. She looked over at Chroix, desperately hoping she wouldn’t make Asher take back his words.

“You should clean him off,” Chroix said, still keeping up an ironclad defense of her personal thoughts. “Dinner is very soon, and I want him clean for my turn tonight.”

Zela quivered at the thought of it. She fell to her knees and put her tongue to work. And, as she would discover the next morning, she’d be called on for that task again, and more. So much more.


Chapter Seven

The Announcement

At the height of the boisterous party, on the edge of too far in, where everyone would venture to deep into their cups and lose their last threads of awareness, Zela placed her hand on her father’s forearm. King Gavain, rambling on and on about past glories and victories with Sir Horram two chairs over, glanced down at her hand, then lifted his gaze. He was a touch too far into his drinking on the night, voice slightly slurred, verdant eyes less keen than usual – though sharp insights were hardly his specialty.

After almost a year, he still didn’t know realize that his second queen and the daughter of his first queen – who, as usual, was nowhere to be seen within the capital - were fucking the same man.

“Is it finally time?” he asked.

“Yes, Daddy. Time for my big announcement.”

King Gavain nodded, no wiser to her plans than anyone else within the grand hall. When she’d approached him a few weeks ago about a banquet she wished to hold just a month before this year’s Spellblade Tournament, she’d piqued his interest enough to dodge his curiosity about what grand announcement she intended for the night. She’d easily fended his intrigue off. The same could not be said for the woman on his left.

Staving off Chroix Sprya, Queen Sorceress of Harta and her father’s second queen, had proven far trickier a venture. Even now, the gorgeous woman’s discerning eyes, shifting over toward her in a tidal wave of radiant gray, searched for whatever it was Zela had continued hiding for the past three weeks. Zela made sure to avoid eye contact, only in part because of Chroix’s determination to uncover her secret. In a crimson dress of satin matching her lustrous tresses, with so much of her voluptuous breasts on display that Zela could practically make out her areolas, she’d grow far too distracted leering at the woman if she glanced her way. Thankfully, she couldn’t see the two long slits that revealed far too much of Chroix’s smooth, creamy thighs.

She needed focus for her grand reveal. And to avoid the glare she suspected Chroix would soon wear.

Zela lifted a hand into the air, two fingers joined together rising with her desire for silence and attention. The band playing in a loft overlooking the grand hall noticed first, and the end of the tales told by their melodic strings and flutes carried with it enough change that the rest of the hall soon realized they should look toward the royal table at the head of the banquet. The jubilant uproar of a lively banquet dimmed to a tepid murmuring, and then, after elbows nudged those too boisterous and committed to their conversations to notice the change in the room, complete silence. Every eye followed Zela as she stood. Exactly how she liked it.

Regardless of how eternally beautiful Chroix might be, Zela did not accept defeat before the battle was waged. Standing tall in a blue dress that covered her bust with crisscrossing straps of fabric yet grew entirely sheer along her arms and only a few inches into the journey down her long, lithe legs, the dress lacked any back to it until it reached her shapely hips, which she’d allowed the partygoers to trail their eyes down for much of the party, mingling and speaking to many sitting at the four long tables arranged within the grand hall. Even though she’d given up fucking anyone but Asher, when he’d dominated her so thoroughly and pleasurably that she couldn’t imagine another lover ten months ago, she still mightily enjoyed the lustful heat her magnificent body attracted from men and women alike.

She found the man she’d committed herself to, his dark blue eyes slightly furrowed at her call for attention, standing at the primary entrance to the hall. Dressed in his blue tabard, he was neither knight nor noble, but a commoner. He didn’t yet possess the right to sit among them at parties such as these.

Just for a bit longer, Zela thought.

“Greetings, sirs and madams,” Zela said, grinning casually at the crowd. She’d given enough speeches for no one to expect a regal deportment out of her. “I’m so glad you all are here. I have something of an announcement to give, one not even my father here is aware of yet.”

She let them murmur for a bit, let the possibilities flutter across the room like butterflies seeking nectar. A delectable music she wouldn’t deny herself the pleasure of. She gave them a few more seconds before lifting her hand again, stilling their rampant tongues – though not their thoughts.

Many of them must have an inkling of an idea, an expectation of what she might say. Though she expected no one could possibly imagine the full extent of her planned reveal.

Sir Lothain, Sir Horram, Sir Kael, Dame Elise, a dozen more – all past lovers she’d suddenly tossed aside ten months ago, after Asher had ravaged her so thoroughly on her twenty-second birthday. Few of them had taken it well, which was to be expected. One did not simply return from the finest wine in the kingdom to diluted mead without issue.

It also didn’t match with Zela’s personality, this sudden change with no explanation she willingly revealed. The rumors about her sudden sobriety from carnal desire ranged from the ridiculous to the positively ludicrous. A few of them even somehow involved the Goddess Herself, as if their divine maker had changed her lustful nature suddenly.

Very much untrue. If anything, her yearning had only ramped up in the months since she dropped quantity for quality. Since she’d discovered how sexually satisfying it was to obey. To crawl naked with only a collar and leash around her throat through the palace late at night. To find herself tied to her bed, the door left slightly open, for hours and hours, where anyone might find her – and where a certain guardsman would occasionally return to fuck her silly again.

Settle, girl, she told herself, holding back the heat in her belly before it explored the rest of her body and activated the runes Chroix had placed on her a couple months ago. Runes that activated each time she grew aroused outside of the times Asher allotted to her, when Chroix then nulled them for a time. Runes that, when activated, which they commonly did due rampant urges no amount of self-control could curtail, then shocked, chilled, or scalded her nipples, clit, and a variety of other sensual, erotic places. It was a varying array of scintillating torture determined randomly, without mercy for her.

And she loved it.

“I have a bit of an announcement to share, and it involves the tournament next month.”

More murmurings, more thoughts. A few of them by now must have gotten it right, just because of the sheer number of bodies in the room.

Zela knew things couldn’t continue forever as they had the past ten months. As spectacular as they had each been, the risk of being found out only invigorating Zela more, it could still end in calamity. Especially if Asher’s romance with Chroix were ever discovered. They took precautions, of course. And with the most powerful sorceress in the land part of the affair, it seemed unlikely they’d be found out.

Unlikely, but not impossible. And the fact of the matter was, a queen couldn’t spend nearly as much time with a common guardsman as a princess could during normal hours of the day. Chroix might react poorly to Zela’s scheme, but she was doing it for her sake as well. This would allow her more time with her lover, outside of the furtive, scandalous times they could entwine themselves around the other.

Something – someone – needed to provide that change. Since no one else would, Zela self-promoted herself for the role.

“I’ve put a lot of thought into this, for many, many months,” she said, hoping this explanation would overwrite the other theories about her sudden culling of lovers. “I want something special in my life. Someone special.”

From her peripherals, she watched her father and his queen both furrow their brows, though with very different expressions. Throughout the crowd, the murmurs correct in guessing her intentions spread like wildfire. And all the way across the hall, a man tilted his head to the side, seemingly among those with the right idea.

Maybe he’ll punish me later for this.

“Someone special,” she repeated, clearing her throat before she blushed at the thought. “I spent quite a lot of time considering how to find that special someone. Not long ago, it struck me.” She looked over at her father, smiling at him. “I grew up with the father of all fathers. A king, but also a renowned warrior. An undefeated warrior.”

The murmurings morphed into a rumbling. Even the more slow-witted, such as Lothain, seemed to finally understand what came next.

“So, to find this special someone, I have a simple request. Win the Spellblade Tournament, and then marry me.”

The rumbling turned into an uproarious earthquake that even her father joined in on.


Chapter Eight

Punishing the Princess

Arecord number of spellblades would take part in the Sixty-Fourth Spellblade Tournament. Instead of hundreds of participants, the number bordered on two thousand. Two thousand men and women hoping they possessed the might of weapon and skill of magic to call a mischief-making princess their wife – and sit themselves upon the throne someday. From every distant corner of Harta they arrived, tens of thousands more flooding into Granmore as spectators. It called for a serious expansion to the arena, which – at Gavain’s request - Chroix now presided over.

Hardly a worthwhile challenge for one of her talents, or one that captivated her interest. It should have gone to a team of the lesser sorcerers, who’d cluck about like happy chickens for an assignment they’d view with pride well into their twilight years. Instead, it went to a queen who could think of a thousand better things to do with her time than adding more seats or tunnelways within the monstrous arena’s bowels.

Once the architects provided her the schematics for the expansion, she’d taken only three days to reform the arena. For the week following, swapping over from her role of sorceress to queen, she’d overseen the minutiae of the event – which private boxes which to which nobles, ensuring there were servants and guards enough at each quadrant of the gargantuan arena, and so forth. Trite, inconsequential details she’d never enjoyed handling even when she’d first become queen. Yet that was her role as queen, and so she bore the nuisance of it, resolving each problem as hastily as she could.

Currently, she stood within the royal box, giving one final look over at the new arena, having handled all else. She’d doubled the size of the arena, but sorcery wasn’t always so measured as a normal architect’s work. After expanding the stonework, she’d sent them on an errand of measuring and remeasuring every aspect of the changes ten days ago. Looking to complete this endeavor one final time before sundown, dozens of them scurried about the arena like ants with their measuring instruments. Their first check only revealed a few minor issues, which she’d resolved immediately last week. She didn’t expect any further issues, especially after the second measurement days ago reported all was in order, but the perfectionist in her demanded she locate and pound any surviving issues out of existence, even in a task she took no pride in completing.

“Hello, Chroix!” a cheery voice called from behind her. The source of this nuisance.

Chroix sighed. She looked over her shoulder, burying the irritable remark about the hassle Zela had caused her so that the licentious princess could grind against Asher more freely in the daylight when she saw Gavain approaching with her.

“Hello,” she said coolly, turning back around to watch the busy ants counting and measuring.

She’d made significant changes to the royal box – the only benefit of being shouldered with this obnoxious responsibility. Extending the side walls and adding a permanent overhang of stone above them, she’d put in a semi-opaque veil that hung midway down that overhang. Seeing into the royal box would prove difficult, and Chroix welcomed the privacy.

“We hear the arena is ready to go,” Gavain said, stepping past her to the railing and looking out over the arena, head turning from side to side like an owl. His eyes sparked as he looked out at the colossal space, the glimmers of battles he’d already imagined he’d win igniting within them.

“Final adjustments are underway,” Chroix said, barely looking at him. “But yes, functionally it is ready for the tournament next week.”

Gavain nodded, grinning to himself. “These battles will be legendary.” He looked over his shoulder at his sole daughter. “But I’m afraid it’ll be quite some time before you find a husband.”

Zela’s lips curled as she cocked her head to the side. “Whatever do you mean, Daddy?”

Gavain chuckled and returned his gaze to the arena. “I won’t lose, Darling. It’ll be years before age catches up to me and closes the gap between myself and the others. If you truly do want a husband, you may want to reconsider using this tournament again next year for the purpose you applied to it.”

Zela glanced over at Chroix, her brilliant azure eyes sparkling mischievously. The voluptuous, long-legged princess wore a white dress that almost looked like armor today. A corset of fabric in the guise of chainmail wove itself over her stomach, bunched up to push out her full bust even more than usual. The sleeves billowed out and fell long, hiding all but her fingertips, with more of the faux chainmail falling from her shoulders to her elbows.

“Maybe my prize will be the motivation to overcome you, Daddy. You never know.”

The king laughed. “They’ve been trying for years, yet here I still stand.”

An irate muscle pulsed in Chroix’s head. This… imbecile. No. No. He simply can’t believe they’ve been trying to win all this time. He must know, surely.

“Victory for victory’s sake is one thing. A princess as a prize – that’s another.”

“Not to a true warrior,” Gavain said, shaking his head. “Not to dismiss you, My Love, but true warriors seek victory because of an innate flame dwelling within them. A scalding flame we can’t ever truly douse, only cool. Only when we know the thrill of victory in battle.”

Zela pouted. “That’s so unromantic, Daddy. And you’re so unkind. Chroix is right here. And what if Mother heard you say such a thing? You’d get a double-scolding you rightly deserved.”

King Gavain didn’t even turn around. His shoulders bunched up in a vapid shrug. “It’s just how we are, Darling. We can’t change our nature.”

Parched of any love for this man years ago, now truly happy with Asher, his words still pricked Chroix’s ire like a thousand thimbles. Her hackles raised, and she felt a sudden rush of revulsion toward the man, as if magnets physically thrust her away from him. She’d ensured no intimacy took place between them since she’d taken Asher as her lover, not that the king seemed to notice or mind, and now she swore it as an oath.

No more, she decided right then and there. Never again will you touch me. If Queen Ismelda can get away with it, then so can I.

“Well, I think love for a beautiful woman is a far better motivator,” Zela pouted. “When my champion takes you down, I know it’ll be because his love for me aided him to the summit. It’ll be so romantic.”

Chroix set her jaw, staring at Zela, watching her titter on like a songbird in its nest. A dark thought promoted itself ahead of all others. Reluctantly, Chroix smothered it.

“It won’t happen,” Gavain said, shaking his head again. “My streak will stay alive. The bards will need to change their songs into one where a protective father crushes the hopes and dreams of every young man or woman seeking your hand.”

“You’re such a bore, Daddy.”

Her father’s eyes remained lunging toward the arena, likely where he envisioned his predetermined glory waiting for him. “I can’t lose on purpose, Dear.”

But others can, Chroix thought, almost snarling at his backside.

“I know, I know.” Zela’s eyes twinkled. “It’d make you a useless kind of man. But I didn’t mean lose on purpose. I just think maybe this year, someone could win. I mean, you almost lost last year.”

“I dealt with Lothain quite handedly in the finals last year,” he said with an oblivious laugh.

“I didn’t mean Lothain.” Zela smiled.

Gavain frowned. “Then…?”

“The semi-finals. That’s the match I thought looked the closest.”

Chroix watched with interest as memories replayed within the king’s head, of a defeat nearly delivered by a Lightning Chaser making his first appearance in the Spellblade Tournament. And before he even spoke, she watched him smother those memories, revise and reform them into something more to his liking.

Predictable to the end, Gavain.

“It may have seemed that way to an untrained eye, but I dealt with our upstart guardsman quite easily,” he said, such a brazen lie that Chroix fought against an open sneer. “We’ll see if he can make it as deep in this year, now that you’ve stiffened up the competition by offering your hand to the victor.”

“Daddy!” Zela cried with mock affront.

The king tilted his eyebrows. “What?”

“I believe your choice of words is a bit forward, Gavain,” Chroix said.

The king took a moment to consider, then rolled his eyes. He ran his hand through his golden hair, a nervous tic he’d never quite realized he possessed.

“Don’t be crude, Zela.”

“I’m not the one telling his daughter she stiffens the competition with her hand!” She stuck her tongue out at the indolent king.

A slight knock at the door leading out to the hall diverted their attention. A ruddy-faced man stood in the open doorway, properly announcing himself before entering. Harold, no doubt here with another report that everything was proceeding without issue.

“In a moment,” she told the man, who swiftly nodded and retreated into the hall to wait for her. But then, reignited, that darker thought from earlier reimagined itself in her mind. “Harold, why don’t you show His Majesty around his new arena, let him see everything at work. You can bring me news of any problems, as well as hear our liege’s own thoughts, afterward.”

“Of course!” he said obediently.

“That sounds a fantastic idea,” Gavain said.

“Zela, why don’t you linger here with me? I could stand to share a few words with you.”

Zela’s eyes widened, though she quickly shook off her surprise at such an invitation. “I’d be happy to, Chroix.”

“Then I’ll see you all in a while,” Gavain said, already trotting out the door. Harold bowed toward the two female royals, then followed his king. Their voices dimmed as they ventured off.

“So… what did you want to chat about, Chroix?”

“How much trouble you’ve caused me with your little stunt, mostly.”

“Whatever do you mea-”

Zela’s mouth shuddered as her words snapped off like a tree branch struck by lightning. Her hands instinctively flew toward her inner thighs, body bending like a blade of grass, mind a touch slow in its realization. Once it did catch up, understanding dawning, her gaze flew toward Chroix. Mercilessly, Chroix flicked her forefinger again.

The princess’s eyes rolled back as the intensity of the rune vibrating on her clit lurched higher. She remained bowed over, hands over her dress just inches from the ruthless punishment Chroix inflicted upon her. The first fortunate soul to benefit from Chroix’s changes to the royal box, for many of Harold’s underlings might have seen her if this were last year’s box.

“I don’t enjoy my time being wasted, Zela,” Chroix said calmly. She spun her ring finger through the air.

Zela barely muffled her moan with her hand, clamping it over her lips as Chroix activated the runes on her nipples. Harsh, thudding lances of electricity flooded her breasts, ruining her fair cheeks with rampant crimson.

“Do you understand?”

A pool of shame and embarrassment sung within Zela’s eyes, until the depraved princess’s lust clouded over it all. She licked her lips, still struggling to unbend herself, her own hips gyrating as if an invisible cock plunged within her tight cunt. Chriox stared at her, surprised that her own body reacted to the sordid sight.

It was no grand revelation that Zela lusted after her. The looks Ismelda’s daughter veered toward her, especially in the past ten months, bordered on sizzling. And unlike Asher, who knew to hide his desire in front of others in the rare times they interacted in public, Zela practically grabbed a trumpet and called for an assembly on the matter. She’d given up counting the number of times she’d moved in far too close and wrapped herself around Chroix’s waist, found a ridiculous way to bury her face in her bosom, or just leered at her until drool seemed a foregone conclusion on the corners of her mouth.

Which had caused rumors aplenty, rumors Chroix had quickly smothered in their cribs. Even if they currently shared a lover, and even if things occasionally edged on that fine line they shouldn’t cross, Chroix kept the lustful princess at bay.

Though this might be pushing it, a part of Chroix noted. She ignored it.

“I’m… sorry,” Zela panted, never moving her lustful eyes from Chroix’s breasts. “But I… thought it’d be for the… best!”

With each ragged breath, each pause, Zela mouthed the word ‘fuck’. She started playing with her own body, the sorcery stimulating her not enough for her lusty needs. If she could have gotten away with it, Chroix suspected she’d have already started discarding her clothes.

“The best for you, you mean?”

“N-no! For you and Asher…too! This will help us all!” The truth in her voice rung loudly. Annoyingly, even.

“Is that right?” Chroix said. “Explain.”

Zela’s teeth chattered slightly. With her body still wrapped in the throes of ecstasy, Chroix curled in her pinky, and runes spread across her entire body suddenly stole every morsel of heat from her body. Zela hid a gasp with a cough, body arching in every direction to feel the icy touch as it grasped her skin, the other effects bristling even more noticeably in response.

“Because it, unghhh, will let… you be seen with him… whenever you likeee!”

Zela’s shrill voice finally promised she’d reached her climax. She dropped to her knees, indulging in the blasting passion provided to her by the runes.

“So, you’re doing all this out of the goodness of your heart, your care for my relationship with Asher?”

“W-well… not all of it,” Zela said once she’d found her voice, eyes glazed over with lust.

“What if someone else wins?” Chroix asked, allowing the runes to recede in intensity somewhat.

Panting, the princess shook her head. “We both know that won’t happen. Asher’s been training like mad for this year’s tournament. And he is the one who can beat Father.”

“Very well,” Chroix said. “I’ll choose to withhold any further punishment until we all see how this turns out.”

A dark crimson blush spread across the princess’s face. “Well… maybe a little more is deserved?”

Chroix sighed, shook her head, and then reupped the rune’s effect again. The princess quivered with glee and ecstasy for nearly a half-hour longer.


Chapter Nine

King Versus Commoner

The thunderous clamor of eighty thousand people battered the stones with their chants and stomps above the waiting room Asher sat within. He barely noticed it anymore. Sitting on a bench leaned up against the smooth wall, a cloak gathered around his person for a very specific reason, he looked down at his palms sitting in his lap. But he didn’t see them. He didn’t see anything. He simply looked and drifted through an empty void within his mind. He removed himself from everything, preparing for the final fight. His rematch against King Gavain.

He didn’t know if Chroix or Zela had manipulated the bracket so that they ended up on opposite sides, forestalling a rematch outside of the grand finals. He could certainly imagine the latter doing so, ensuring that the spectacle reached a molten temperature when he, a commoner, faced the undefeated warrior king for his daughter’s hand. It seemed more likely than less, honestly.

Regardless, the results would be the same. He would win today. He’d far too many reasons bristling beneath his feet like sharp blades for him to taste defeat a second time. While he’d not known about Zela’s scheme in advance, nor Chroix, he’d taken a different route than the Queen Sorceress. He appreciated the motivation she’d given to her father and the other spellblades. They’d all stepped up this year, fighting far better than the year last. Pitched, focused, determined.

Yet, worried slightly he might seem callous if he said as much, even before her sudden announcement he’d intended to win this tournament. From the moment he’d lost a year ago, he’d redoubled his training. The sting of last year’s defeat remained unhealed. Only one solution would free him of its hold.

A knock on his open door lifted him from his thoughts. He glanced over expecting to find one of the tournament officials waving for him to head out. Instead, he found his opponent and king.

“No need to stand,” Gavain said, letting himself into the room. Fully armored from the neck down, dozens of protective runes hummed faintly with light over it. His repaired greatsword sat in its sheath on his back.

“What can I do for you, Your Majesty?” Asher asked, controlling an instinctual wariness about this strange meeting. Mind games? He hoped not. Even hearing all he had from Chroix, and even Zela, Asher still held onto a hope that King Gavain – if not a decent husband – remained the fearless, proud warrior the stories all claimed.

“More what I can do for you, in fact,” Gavain said, grinning at him. Yet, it didn’t make it to his eyes. His emerald gaze seemed a touch paler than Asher remembered it. “You hear them, yes? The crowd?”

Asher glanced up at the ceiling, which still shivered from the excitement brewing above. “Yes. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever seen or heard.”

“Indeed. Today will go down in history. Or, at least, I’d like to ensure as much.”

Asher stifled a frown. “Your Majesty?”

“I had assumed that Lothain or Horram would clash against me in the finals,” he said, referring to Asher’s opponents in the quarterfinals and semifinals, respectively. “However, I am not displeased you bested them. If anything, your heritage and relative newness to the Spellblade Tournament has only bolstered the gathering legend about this year’s tournament. With my daughter’s announcement a month ago, we’ve quite the special storm gathering around us.”

Asher nodded but said nothing. He could see the king still had more to say.

“It’s important we give the people a final contest they won’t soon forget, greater than any they’ve ever seen. One with the best possible climax, at the right time, with the right conclusion.”

As if latched by chains and tossed into the palace’s moat, Asher’s heart sank. The implication washed over him like ice water. He could not see so far into the king’s mind to know if he truly feared a defeat, or if hubris alone motivated this conversation. Regardless of which, Asher’s respect for the king curled inward, shriveling like a field grass afflicted by a long drought.

“Your Highness… I cannot-”

“There you are, Daddy!”

Both men turned toward the door. Princess Zela’s fingers fluttered as she waved at them both. Today, she dressed herself somewhat conservatively, though the sheer tightness of the black dress around her sublime body easily disputed the possibility of her not appearing indelibly appealing.

“Hello, Darling,” Gavain said, though his smile appeared a touch late.

“I went looking for you so I could wish you good luck, but you weren’t in your room,” Zela said, marching in without asking permission. “You were over here giving your opponent well wishes? How magnanimous of you.”

The king’s smile finally formed as she beamed at him, drawing closer. “Yes, it’s Asher’s first appearance in the finals. It felt wrong of me to leave him fretting in here alone.”

Zela glided over to them, then took a seat beside Asher. Right beside him, their bodies touching in a way that Gavain frowned slightly at. The princess patted Asher’s hand.

“You’re always so good, Daddy. Not like those others these nasty rumors have started spreading about.”

“Others? Rumors?” Gavain frowned

Zela nodded emphatically. “Oh, there’s this spreading scandal that a few of the participants tried to bribe or coerce their opponents into throwing their matches!” She covered her mouth, as if such a thought utterly shocked her.

“Surely, not,” Gavain said, eyes growing a touch dimmer before his daughter’s attention.

“I know, I couldn’t believe it either. Even if it is to win my hand, what kind of pathetic excuse for a warrior would stoop so low? I grew up with a father who was the greatest warrior in the land. Even if you’d lost at some point, I know I could be proud knowing you fought fairly and honorably. I could never imagine even looking at someone who won their victory in any way but the way you always won, Daddy. By being the best!”

Gavain looked almost ill by the time Zela finished speaking. His smile stood as a fallow, waned thing.

You’re terrifying sometimes, Zela, Asher thought.

“That’s… right,” Gavain said, glancing away from his daughter’s piercing gaze. “The winner should win on merit and skill alone. And I’m sure these rumors are but rumors.”

“Oh, I hope so,” Zela said, smiling at him. She stood up, then looped her arm into his. “Let me escort you back to your room, so I can give you my final well wishes for your fight.”

“Alright,” Gavain said, looking no further than his feet.

“Oh!” Zela removed her arm from his. “I should give you some well wishes too, Asher. It seems only fair.”

She strode to him and then, taking advantage of her father’s loss of sight, kissed him hard on the lips. A kiss that carried on for far too many seconds, tongues meeting and coiling, where Asher’s hands instinctively climbed all the way up her long thighs to her rear.

Zela pulled back eventually, eyes of purest sky promising far more to come. “Do your best.”

“I will.”

The princess escorted her father, still caught in the fog of his own shame, out of the room. Their footfalls dampened until Asher could no longer hear them over the booming crowd growing impatient for the match’s beginning. The next visitor to his room, one he’d expected all along, informed him he should head out to the arena.

I will win.

Asher stepped into the eye of a hurricane as his feet traded stone for hardpacked dirt. A sonorous rumble turned into a cyclone of cheers and stamping feet as he revealed himself to the crowd. He heard his own name chanted, a cadence he’d dreamed of one day hearing as a boy. Yet, never in his wildest dreams had he imagined so many voices calling it at once.

He walked to his starting place, so that the sorcerer – voice enhanced louder than even the crowd – could announce him. He’d grown used to that, and he spent his time looking about the arena. Mostly, he focused on the two women difficult to see within the royal box. His introduction ended, and the king stepped out to a fervor of cheers even greater than Asher’s. The sorcerer started his announcement, which included a storied history of his undefeated streak. Based on their meeting within the arena’s basement layer, Asher now wondered if Gavain had told the sorcerer to provide it before every match.

Zela told me of what transpired below, a familiar voice whispered in his mind. Are you alright?

Yes, Asher answered, by this point well-accustomed to hearing Chroix magically project her thoughts to him – and he back to her. She stopped his ploy in time.

Are you going to win?

Asher paused, staring at the king, greatsword aloft for the crowd’s benefit as the sorcerer continued trailing through the two decades of victories he’d accrued. When he finished that, he reminded the crowd of the stakes – a commoner hoping to earn a princess’s hand, a king and father defending his daughter’s hand until one worthy enough bested him. A tinge of impossibility surrounded that last bit, and Asher knew the crowd likely agreed. Plenty, especially sharing his common blood with most of the crowd, might hope he won. He imagined only a few considered it possible. Ironically, the royal box might hold most of his believers.

While he mused on these things, Zela stood up and walked to the front of the royal box, showing herself to the crowd, reminding every soul what stood to be gained, or remain locked away. A cloudy day, but thankfully without rain, magical balls of light aplenty lit up the arena and the stands, four hovered around and illuminated the fair princess. He saw her watching him.

Yes, Asher promised. For you. For Zela. For me.

Good. A tinge of mirth touched Chroix’s next thoughts. Show him the same mercilessness you show me in bed.

Asher nodded, a glimpse of a smile touching his face. He scoured it off as the announcer neared the end of his announcements. Asher tightened his gaze, closed off his mind to the distractions around him. He steeled himself for the single path waiting ahead of him.

The king took up his stance, flames rushing along the lengths of his greatsword. A defensive stance, the same as he’d won with last year.

No evolution. No growth.

Asher stared across the field at the king. The sorcerer floated up into the air, voice counting down from five to one. The beginning of their great battle. The sorcerers responsible for the barrier activated it, not needing a king’s command to enhance it this time.

I will not lose in the same way, Your Majesty.

“Begin!” the sorcerer cried.

Asher unclasped the cloak clinging to his body. It fluttered down to the ground. As the king’s first waves of flame gathered around his mighty sword, moments from hurling themselves at him, Asher’s hand did not reach for his sword.

Instead, they brushed against a hilt attached to a smaller length of steel. A tempest flooded through Asher’s body as he called upon the lightning he controlled. Faster than any eye could track, he drew forth a slender length of steel from his belt. Blue electricity arced from his fingertips into the cold steel as his wrist snapped forward.

An azure comet shattered against Gavain’s armor before he finished his swing. Runic sparks blistered across his torso as he staggered back, his flames sputtering and clinging for life to his blade. Shock took the king as he fought to regain his stance. Asher’s second throwing knife blasted him in the pauldron before he could manage it.

The crowd gasped as the king stumbled to a knee, but Asher knew better than to pause his assault. His fingertips twisted around a third dagger’s hilt, and he poured more lightning into it. It flew, and finally Gavain showed some glimmer of the legendary warrior Asher had grown up worshipping.

“No!” the king bellowed, flames on his sword hissing crimson into a dark blue. He cleaved through Asher’s dagger, a mighty arc of flame exploding into the sky. Asher knew he’d obliterated the dagger. He’d also blocked his own vision.

Asher finally touched his longsword. Tilting his body forward, calling on the limits his body could handle, he felt his teeth chatter as lightning swam through his blood. It arced out of him wildly, frenetically, striking the dirt with such intensity that veiny fulgurites gathered around him. The king’s blade started falling for a reverse sweep, anticipating another dagger, when Asher closed the distance between them.

He took only the barest moment to admire the shock in the king’s expression as he practically teleported into his reach. Asher’s blade clashed with his side, sparks of magic diffusing themselves in the air to keep his opponent safe. Asher’s vambraces sparked themselves, the sheer heat around the king activating the magic protecting him.

And then Asher stood behind the king some twenty paces, sliding to a halt on his momentum. He turned back around, tightening the muscles in his legs for his second strike.

Slowly, like watching molasses creep to a Lightning Chaser as skilled as Asher, the king turned. Disappointingly slow, even. He knew he should always win out in speed, but the king’s reflexes seemed even duller than last year.

The blitz of motion that was Asher shot itself forward. Without hesitation. Without mercy.

Six more times he repeated the process, striking the defenseless king, thrusting him more and more off balance with each blow, wearing down his armor’s runes. From his peripherals, he saw the sorceress responsible for calling the match once she sensed they could take no more punishment narrowing her vision. Shocked as she might be, she wouldn’t allow her king to take a potentially fatal blow.

Just a bit more.

Sliding on the dirt, Asher turned about again, preparing a seventh strike.

The king’s entire body ignited in blue flames. The ground shuddered and the entire crowd gasped as the king vanished beneath a torrent of his own flame. Asher paused.

The devouring flames blistered across the ground, searing and fusing soil into a glassy smooth sheen. From deep within the flames, Asher thought he heard a bellow. The flames expanded, eating more ground, swelling like a bubble around the king. They struck the barrier behind him, and numerous sorcerers and sorceresses hurriedly repaired and sustained it.

He’s going to cook the entire fighting area, Asher realized. Even the heat of the flames thirty feet away activated the runes on his bracers. He couldn’t touch those flames without the magic protecting him immediately fizzling, he realized. Dashing away from the king to the far end of the arena, he bought himself a handful of seconds to strategize.

He’d five more daggers, but they’d never make it halfway to the king. Nails of panic clawed down his spine. How did he win if he couldn’t get close to his opponent? If his ranged weapons might as well be vapors?

No! I won’t lose!

The flames spread outward, sprinting toward him. A writhing, ravenous creature with hungry for more than the single morsel it could feast upon. Expanding outward faster than any normal person’s legs could carry them.

But not upward!

The runes on his bracers started puffing out, their magic expended. There was no more time for thought.

Asher called upon every ounce of magic still within him. His body shuddered as it gathered in his grip, coagulating at his fingertips. Lightning blitzed along his blade, swallowing it entirely. One chance. Only one.

Asher hurled his sword high into the air. It spun over itself as it sailed through the sky, a long blue tether straining from its pommel to his hand. His arm writhed in agony, the connection of lightning he grappled rebounding through his muscles and bones. Lightning Chasers drew forth their magic and released it before it scourged them too. They didn’t hold onto their magic or try and manipulate it after sending its viciousness forth.

His blade reached the place it needed to be.

There!

Asher lashed his blade downward with every ounce of force he could send through the link.

A bolt of lightning bellowed to life, shattering thousands of eardrums, blinding more, and crashed upon the king within his fortress of flame.

Dizziness flooded Asher’s senses. He crumpled to his knees, just barely avoiding tasting dirt by shoving his hands out to save him at the last second. He felt the roaring heat crash against his head, but he couldn’t even look up. Staring at the ground, he saw the last of his bracers’ runes snuff out.

Did I… lose?

A voice answered him, and it could have been the Goddess’s for all he knew.

No.

The heat charging toward him suddenly vanished, a gelid wind stamping it out of existence without mercy. Asher managed to lift his head enough to see the flames smothered throughout the arena. He saw a beautiful, exquisite woman with crimson hair waving a casual hand through the air, sweeping away the flames with her frigid sorcery.

It’s really unfair how strong you are.

Chroix, hovering over the arena, glanced over at him. A slight smile graced her perfect lips.

You’re not so bad yourself. After all, you’ve done something no one else has ever accomplished.

Asher followed the tilt of her head toward a figure lying on his back. A length of melted slag that must have once been his sword buried itself at an angle beside him, and Asher could just make out where it must have impacted and shattered the king’s pauldron.

Is he… alive?

Yes, and about to get all the healing he needs, Chroix answered drolly. Barely a moment later, three sorcerers flew and landed beside the king, immediately casting a suite of spells that caused verdant energy to pour from their hands like rainfall over his body. A pair of them landed beside Asher a moment later, though they didn’t even ask if he needed healing. They stood a few paces back, looking at him as if he were an unreal mirage.

They’re in awe, Chroix teased.

Apparently.

I think a champion should stand up on his own. The crowd needs something to bash them from their stupor.

Asher looked up, realizing just how pregnant a silence lay upon the arena. Tens of thousands of shocked, unmoving, unbreathing bodies stared down at the sight before them. How many of them realized who’d won? He hadn’t, not until Chroix told him.

Asher bunched up his muscles, relying heavily on his left arm, his right still bristling with pain from the feat he’d managed. And then he shoved himself up to a teetering posture. Head or arm, he could only lift one. He chose the latter, letting his chin droop against his chest so he could thrust a fist into the air. A single, collective gasp rolled into the single greatest cheer any warrior had ever heard.


Chapter Ten

A Kingly Reward

Overhead Granmore, a storm crackled. It blistered angrily at all those who dared walk under it, vying for attention of those indoors. To Asher, it could have heralded the end days, yet he’d have not noticed it. No commotion or event could have yanked him away from what he suffered under, currently.

“Don’t forget the parade planned for tomorrow. And a banquet the night after. And a private dinner with the dukes and duchesses the night after. Oh, and Queen Ismelda is finally coming back to Granmore, to give you well wishes. And only well wishes.”

“R-right,” Asher said, trying to keep his toes from curling.

“And your room is being prepared, with certain… additions for ease of access with a couple of others,” Chroix said. “Which only we’ll know of, of course.”

“Which you’ll use nightly,” Zela said, buttery smooth lips popping his engorged cock free so she could grin up at him.

Asher panted as she finally gave him a moment’s relief from her sensual sucking. Sitting on the throne for the past ten minutes, she’d teased and unraveled him with just her mouth. The two sultry women had ambushed him in the halls late at night, grabbing ahold of him without a word and dragging him to the throne room. Pushing him down onto the throne, Zela had swiftly popped his cock free and started torturing him.

“Yes, nightly,” he promised, both women eyeing and waiting for his response.

“Come on now, Queen Chroix,” Zela said, tongue flicking along the side of his cock, sultry eyes looking up at her as she moved her head up and down along his length. “Save the work for later. We’re celebrating tonight.”

Asher’s eyes widened as Chroix pursed her lips, then, after a long pause, fell to her knees beside Zela. Chroix stared at Zela, then looked at Asher.

“This is because I love you,” she said.

Two tongues conspired to ruin him as they met their tips around his cock.

“Goddess!” he groaned, straining to keep his back from arching.

“Goddesses,” Zela corrected with a grin.

“Fair… enough.” Asher continued writhing with pleasure before their sultry onslaught, biting his lip as their eyes sparked at his torturous rapture. It was all he could do to hold on but hold on he did. For dear, dear life. What happened next took his breath away.

Zela encircled her hand around Chroix’s hip, holding her against her as the two gorgeous women traced their tongues around his thick girth. Soaked already by Zela’s hot mouth, it was all Asher could do to control his urge to blast his sticky load all over their seductive faces. One was already too much at times. Staving them both off seemed impossible.

“Get your sexy tits out,” Zela said, ripping at Chroix’s dress, baring her enormous breasts. The princess groped them recklessly, finally allowed the forbidden fruit everyone in the room knew she’d desired for so long.

Seeing something in his eye that annoyed her, Chroix slammed Asher’s cock down her throat to the base, then moaned throatily with it still encased in her clenched throat. As Zela twisted her nipples, her eyes rolled back in her head. Asher balled his hands into fists, unable to breathe as she deepthroated him. Zela greedily brought her mouth to his balls, sucking on them and hurling Asher to his breaking point.

As if intrinsically aware of his state, they backed off him. He groaned angrily at their cruelness, a bestial, needy sound he’d never heard from himself before. The two women smiled at him, liking the tune of his frustration. Empowered by their ability to deny him his release, make him yearn for it even more.

They stood, Zela working Chroix out of her dress, kicking it away so they could show their voluptuous bodies to him. The two naked royals mashed their bodies together, staring at him as their lips finally met. Sordid, lewd noises filled the throne room as their tongues traded blows.

Biting his lower lip, Asher watched Chroix’s fingers sneak their way to Zela’s soaked entrance. The princess gasped in pleasure and surprise as Chroix entered her. A woman who’d known no other means of satisfaction but her own fingers for more than a decade, Zela melted like warm butter as Chroix’s deft fingers rhythmically took control of her body. It was all she could do to stand as she dipped back before Chroix’s onslaught.

Yeah, that’s how it feels sometimes, Asher thought, bemused.

He felt Chroix’s gaze upon him as she subdued the shameless princess, and it drew him to his feet like hooks in his shirt. He stepped up beside them. Zela’s eyes fluttered over to him, but she could barely keep up with kissing Chroix in her current state.

“Your breasts look in need,” Asher said to Chroix.

The Queen Sorceress turned her body, so to present the massive globes to him. She dove in deeper at both places she violated Zela, leaving herself defenseless. Like any good warrior, Asher struck at the right time.

Grasping hold of them, his mouth started at her shoulder, biting softly over her fair skin. Moving down her lower back, then to her upper arm, wrapping a pile of kisses and bites around to her breast, he took it into his mouth with need. He squeezed it with his hand, kneading it, feeling the suppleness of Chroix’s body.

A pair of hands, one from each of his lovers, wrapped themselves around his length. He shivered slightly at the smooth fingers gliding across his rigid length, keeping him ready for his ultimate purpose. They worked him to such a fervor that he finally couldn’t handle it.

“Lay down on top of each other,” he ordered.

The two women finally broke from their kiss, eyes twinkling as they looked at him, answered him in unison.

“Yes, Your Highness.”

Chroix put herself on her back, mewling needily as Zela splayed her body across her. Such gorgeous, lustful women, wanting only one man. One cock. Both their soaked cunts waited for him. He just needed to choose.

He sank into Chroix with an earth-shattering relief, gorging his cock on her tight, carnal walls. She wiggled her hips so she could take in his entire girth. Zela pouted, but he had plenty more for her, as three fingers burrowed into her needy cunt.

The perverse moans of their lovemaking haunted the throne room that night. Thrilling, feverish, throbbing. Satisfying to the deepest level, Asher embedded his cock into the queen’s yearning cunt again and again. It pulsated within her, but he refused to cum until he’d properly savored this new experience.

As he continued attacking her mercilessly, she threw her head back as she moaned lustily, and Zela attacked her bared throat, taking her vengeance for earlier. The two women vied for control, hands streaming across the other’s body, seeking out their weak points. If she’d kept hold of herself, Chroix might have remembered to activate one of the many runes on Zela’s fair skin.

Asher didn’t slow down and give her that chance to regain her senses. He bit down on Zela’s lower back, adding his fourth finger to her soaked tunnel. She shuddered and broke before the wave of her orgasm, howling like a wolf to the moon as he rammed through her – sending her toward a second without ever slowing down.

“Inside,” Chroix pleaded, lips quivering ever so slightly as she started shuddering, barely able to withhold her own spiraling pleasure.

“I’m going to breed you both tonight,” Asher swore, picking up his rhythm, sending it toward a mighty crescendo and a torrent so furious Chriox’s defenses would wilt before its onslaught.

Chroix’s hips lifted ever so slightly, adjusted so that not a droplet went to waste. She gasped and hissed between her teeth as a piston thrummed through her with force unlike any she’d ever experienced, unable and unwilling to stop. Her face contorted amid the intoxicating high his ramming put her through. It was too much for Asher to bare. A final savage thrust carried him to bliss.

“Fuck, yes!” Chroix shrieked.

He released himself, a shared climax that raged through them both, with Zela’s second orgasm chasing after them moments later. He flooded his queen, all three of their bodies convulsing at the release consuming them. He shuddered like a taut bowstring at the furious gush of seed he poured into her. His hand gripped Chroix’s thigh, unwilling to let go until the very last drop exited his engorged cock.

Their breathless panting took more than a minute to resolve itself. Nursing one another while tangled in each other’s arms, kissing, sighing, and giggling with one another, the two women appeared as radiant celestials before Asher’s eyes. In just a year, he’d claimed the two most beautiful women alive. Or maybe, in all honesty, they’d claimed him.

“Another round?” Zela asked, pouting as he stared up at the distant ceiling. “You did promise to impregnate us both tonight.”

Chroix giggled, a vivacious, melodic noise that guaranteed she must be some sort of celestial. “It is true. You made a tall promise. I hope you’ll keep your word.”

Asher sat up, flaring his nostrils. He stood, facing the two women sprawled out on the ground. “Get up here and help me ready myself for the next three rounds.”

The two women shared a look, a sensual kiss, and then crawled forward on their hands and knees to obey. Asher kept his word. That night, the next, and every single one after it.

THE END


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It is immensely helpful!

To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, check out the links below. There is much more to come.

To keep up with new releases and hear what I’m working on in the upcoming days and weeks, you can sign up to my newsletter.

Thanks so much,

Jenna Albright
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