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Chapter 1




“Asingle fruit, burning with knowledge… ten thousand years to grow, a moment to consume… an eternity to digest.”

Witchfire – A Magical Study by Elrig Folly

The tree city of Endil is one of the great wonders of the world.

Constructed over eons by the long-lived elves, they had cultivated the trees for comfort and beauty. They constructed great walkways and boulevards out of living branches, guided into shape by artisans over hundreds and thousands of years.

One of the highest rooms was the Queens chamber. It had a breathtaking view of the forest surrounding it, and some of the finest furnishings I’d ever seen. After the ceremony with Lysenia, and her formally acknowledging me as her husband and rightful King, Jasmine and I had moved in with her. Making it obvious to any spies that had missed the show in the throne room, that this wasn’t a marriage of political expediency.

I expected the Emperor to become enraged when he learned I’d married another. No matter that Jasmine had sent him an encoded letter explaining, the man’s temper was legendary, and I regretted not being there to hear him receive the news. Getting a chuckle or two out of the thought whenever it occurred to me.

Nothing pleases a Northern King more than tweaking the nose of the Emperor.

One of the room’s double doors opened and two figured slipped in, one clutching a packet of papers, drawing my attention away from the swaying treetops and far -off thoughts.

“Your Majesty,” Ellseth Gellanvor, said with a deep curtsy.

As the teen spread her skirts, she presented her cleavage to best effect. The tight dress pressed the large pale orbs up through the square opening, the soft flesh bulging. The young woman beside her could have been Ellseth’s twin, but those wise, knowing eyes didn’t have belonged to a teenager, but to the girl’s mother, the Baroness.

Blessed by my Herald and I into the age of her desire, the woman chose to be the same age as her daughter. The two had been inseparable since and even moved into the same room just down the hall from me, sharing their blankets, or so mother informed me.

“Ellseth,” I said, “what do you have for me today?”

“Sire, I wanted to discuss the supply lines with you,” the young noblewoman said, tilting her sheaf of notes out from her magnificent bosom and referencing her notes. “As you know, Queen Lysenia as head of your armies has replaced a cadre of the logistics officers with some of her people. I’ve approved the transfers, finding her people eminently capable, but some older officers are having issue taking direction from women.”

“Old Guard?” I asked, assuming who the problem officers were, and the girl nodded in affirmation. “The Dowager Queen, my grandmother will be here this evening. Have all complaints brought to her… we’ll see how long their grumbling continues after she sets them straight.”

“Excellent, your grace,” she glanced down again at her list and frowned. “I have several more topics to discuss if you have time.”

“For you ladies,” I said with a warm smile for the delightful pair, “I have all afternoon.”

A throat clearing near the door drew my attention and the pair sitting on a padded bench, knitting, glanced at me. I couldn’t be sure which of them had made the sound, but the reminder of my promise to them was clear.

“However, I have plans for the evening, so perhaps we should speed things along. What’s the next topic?”

“Give the girls what they came for, your majesty,” Vel’Mistra, the former washerwoman and now Headmistress of the Governess Court went back to her knitting, slender fingers working the silver needles.

“Aye, your Majesty,” said Hel’geth, the farmer beside her, the woman’s newly youthful features appearing right on her tall, slender frame. “The girls have supper all set, just take a minute to heat it up. You take your time with her ladyship and the baroness.”

It was odd hearing such a comfortable and mature tone coming out of such a sweet voice and pale, innocent face, but there were decades of experience behind her blue eyes. Hel’geth had been a farmer of renown in her Barony, overseeing hundreds. On the night I and Lady Hornsby blessed her and the rest of the Governess Court with the youth, Hel’geth had taken the whole measure of my seed, the years melting away as she reclaimed the beauty of her youth.

Jelli had seen to their attire and I couldn’t help but let my eyes linger on the fine silks and satins hugging their ripe bodies. Both Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth were endowed with some of the largest and roundest bust I’d ever seen, and the dresses highlighted their charms to great effect. Hel’geth’s smoky gaze lingered on me and I had to tear my eyes away from her smooth, pale cheeks and bee-stung lips.

The woman had been handsome, even beautiful when we’d first met, but now, with the charms of her teenage years in full flower, and the wisdom and skills of many decades, I hungered to feel her touch again.

The pair before me were of vital important and keeping Ellseth and her mother happy would easy a thousand headaches in the days to come.

“I can’t very well ignore good advice when I hear it,” I said, rising to my feet and letting my eyes linger on the pleasantly plump pair of noblewomen.

“My liege?” Ellseth asked, her voice faint with hope.

“Your notes will keep, Ellseth,” I said as I plucked the stack of papers from her hands and dropped them on a side table, reaching one arm around the daughters waist and a second around her mothers, I pulled them both firmly against my side and grinned at their gasps of surprised delight. “I need to spend some time getting reacquainted with a couple of my most devoted followers.”

“Oh, God King,” Ellseth whispered in a breath voice, her hand slipping down to join her mother’s as it fumbled my belt free, “we dream about your touch every night.”

“Do you?” I asked, kissing the blonde girl and turning to her brunette twin, “Tell me.”

“We stole a codpiece,” Fiorina admitted, her checks coloring as her fingers slipped into my pants and she sighed as she went on, my lips kissing her neck encouragingly, “From the players… nearly as long and thick as you my King… oh God… now nearly as big… Ellseth found an oil…”

“And what does your daughter do with this oil?”

“I slide it all over the codpiece,” Ellseth breathed, as she eased my cock out of my pants, smile growing as it flopped free and she ran her hand along its length as she spoke. “Get it nice and slick so we can practice… prepare.”

“Show me.”

The pair grinned at one another and sank to their knees. Their dresses were of the finest quality but neither paid mind to their knees, stretching and pulling on the material as both pushed in close, pressing their cheeks together and staring up at me with wicked grins.

My gasp of pleasure was so sharp and loud it drew Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth’s attention. I’ve been blessed to have many double blowjobs in my life and even a few triples, but rarely have a pair ever worked together in tandem as well as Ellseth and Fiorina.

Their lips pursed together the pair ran them all around the head of my cock, smearing their saliva all over. Pausing they pulled back, both of their tongues flickering along the sensitive spot on the underside of the head and I couldn’t help the shiver that ran down my spine.

The pair grinned as one, and Fiorina moved down, tongue lapping along my shaft as she moved to suckle my balls, while her girl sucked me deep. So deep I saw the sides of her throat expand and felt the tight ring of her throat stretch and slip over the head. The girl’s eyes widened in triumph and she hummed in pleasure as she drove forward, pressing her nose against my pubis.

Fiorina giggled and slipped out from between us, unlacing the back of her daughter’s bodice and releasing her dangling melons to my gaze as I began slowly fucking her throat.

“You’ve… done well… in your training,” I grunted.

“Thank you, your Majesty,” Ellseth said as she pulled back off my cock, making way for Fiorina to slide the head past the tight ring of her throat, “but you haven’t seen anything yet.”

I raised an eyebrow and Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth moved closer, actually stopping their knitting to watch as Fiorina and her girl pressed their lips to either side of my cock, tongues reaching down along the underside as they sucked hard. It was their plump, puffy lips and powerful tongues that sent shivers down my legs and had me hard as steel, balls throbbing in moments.

Reaching down, I gripped the back of their heads and grunted in pleasure, unable to utter words as the orgasm raced through me, the cum gushing forth across their eager mouths. Staggering back, I fell into the chair, head spinning, but the wicked women had no plans on releasing my cock.

We would get to the woman’s notes eventually, but not before I took both bent over the desk and left a deposit of my seed in their wombs. Loving the feel of a firm young ass slapping back into my crotch as I kissed her kin, a hand between the woman’s legs. Filling one pussy while the other came on my fingers was heaven itself.


Chapter 2




Knight-Captain Fazine and Gretchen were standing at attention outside my rooms when I exited. Her eyes swept over Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth by habit, then took in the sight of the groggy pair draped over my desk. The noble women’s eyes were rolled back into their heads, fine clothing strewn across the floor, and my seed smearing their faces as the lapping it off one another.

“You plan to accompany me on the test?” I asked the statuesque guards woman.

She stood ramrod straight, her armor polished to a mirror smooth shine. The woman’s dark eyes were flat and professional, but I saw a hint of heat deep in them.

“I know you desire a break from the stress and press of Court,” Captain Fazine said, “but I can’t allow you to go to the peasant’s farm unguarded.”

“Then you will come alone,” I said, not bothering to remind her that Gretchen would be at my side as always. “I won’t have a half dozen guard women advertising my presence. I wish to see how the people live. To pass as unobtrusive as possible.”

Captain Fazine raised one eyebrow and glanced up and down as if to say, you plan to hide that? But I ignored her, heading to the baths. Lady Hornsby found me on the way and slipped in beside my silent shadow of Gretchen. The two gripped each other’s hands lovingly before the Lady launched into her day’s report on the status of our forces.

Another couple tribes had ridden in from the steppes, driving a herd of wild horses before them. There wouldn’t be time to train heavy cavalry, but the tribes were training the short bowmen and women to be harrying forces.

Her report was a long one, so I brought her and Gretchen into the baths with me, while Captain Fazine stood guard outside. Vel’Mistra and Hel’geth, who’d trailed along behind, sat on a bench nearby chatting quietly and continuing their knitting as I slipped into the steamy chamber.

“My Lord has an… energetic evening planned for him,” Jelli said as I dropped my robe and slipped into the steaming waters. “From what I heard, the entire village will be there. Gretchen, you’ll be there to make sure our Lord is safe, right?”

“Yes, my lady,” my maid said, ducking her head as she clasped her hand before her.

For a woman who could be as deadly and intimidating as any when there was a threat to my life, Gretchen kept her shy reticence around upper nobility.

“Did you have more to report, Jelli?” I asked, as I began scrubbing my skin with the bar of herbal scented soap, “Or would you two like to join me?”

“Of course, my Lord!” Lady Hornsby said, eagerly slipping free of her black dress.

Gretchen and her shared eager grins as they slipped into the pools and joined me. The noble woman’s desire to get in one last bit of play was obvious when she followed me into the steaming chambers. I’d heard often enough from the ladies at court how the steam ruined their artfully coifed hairdos, and Jelli’s looked as though it had taken a dozen hours and maidservants to arrange.

My Guardian hadn’t been expecting this last dalliance, and she shimmied out over her servant’s liveries even quicker than Lady Hornsby. Soon their hands had taken the soap and scrubber from me and I was treated to their slick skin, rubbing all over me as we lathered up.

By the time I left the bathing chamber, the pair had sated themselves on my spear and I was feeling refreshed. Gretchen had gone to fetch the rough woolens, and I felt odd wearing the undyed material. It wasn’t the ill-fitting nature, or the rough weave, I’d grown up wearing less and worse more often than not. It was the fact they’d belonged to Vel’Mistra’s dead husband.

The look of pride in the older woman’s beautiful eyes when she saw me wearing the clothing relieved some of the discomfort, and I tried putting the rest out of my mind as we approached the chamber where Mother had been at work.

I found Belinda, the Witch Queen, inspecting her carvings, running gentle fingers over the deeply inset wounds she’d rent in the floor of the living room. When I stepped into the room, mother rose, her long dark lashes fluttering as she gazed up at me. The woman caught my eyes bouncing over her heaving breasts and she smiled to herself as she rose from the cutesy.

“Behold my King,” she intoned, raising her hands out to her sides, palms upturned, “your Witch has made for you a wonder.”

“Arrogant as ever, I see,” said the sweet voice of Queen Lysenia as she swept into the room, her attendants waiting outside.

“Lysenia,” Mother said, her eyes glittering dangerously as she stared at my General, “You’ve come to bear witness? To see the majesty of my creation?”

“I’ve brought my own sorcerers,” the Elven queen said, her tone just this side of cold, “If something goes wrong with this fool’s errand, I won’t lose my husband to one of your follies.”

“He was my son long before you wrapped those gangly legs around him, you cun-.”

“Ladies!”

They both snapped their jaw shut but continued to glare at one another. I’d left the two to deal with their problems, but it seemed I’d have to deal with it soon, before something precipitous happened.

“You will keep a civil tongue with one another in my presence.”

“Yes, my King.” They spoke the words as one and shot each other dagger glares when they noticed, then snapped their heads forward, avoiding each other’s eyes.

“If this works,” I said, putting the unpleasantness behind me as I walked around the edge of mother’s intricate engraving, “It will change the world. Queen Lysenia, you can see the power of it, yes? The reach it could give our armies?”

“I see it,” the elf said, nodding her head. “But I also know that a weapon we wield today, our enemies will wield tomorrow.”

“Dainen is the key,” Mother said, still not looking at the elf, “only he can pass through or chose who passes through. Do you not trust the wisdom of your King, Lysenia?”

Queen Lysenia couldn’t see mother’s smirk, but she ground her delicate teeth as though she had.

“And what if this test has a complication? What if there’s an error in your pretty little picture and he loses an arm, or worse?”

There was genuine fear in the elf’s eyes as she finally turned to mother but the Witch Queen was a beacon of confidence. The little woman stood as straight-backed and proud as Captain Fazine, and I felt it for her.

“My work is perfect,” Queen Belinda said, loud enough for those outside to hear, “King Dainen, my son and love… you may begin when ready.”

Without hesitation, I nodded and stepped around to the apex of her inscription. Frowning at her and Queen Lysenia, I waved them off the engraving, and both jumped as if goosed and scurried out of the room.

“No matter what happens, none of you are to interfere,” I ordered, my eyes sweeping over the sorceresses and mages gathered outside. Waiting for each to meet my eyes and nod in understanding, I turned back to the pattern on the floor and awoke my mage-sight.

I was nearly blinded when I beheld the portal’s inscriptions, so much raw power had been impregnated into each glyph and marking. I couldn’t begin to make sense of how mother had worked out such a thing, but looking at it all drawn out, I could see how the pieces came together.

The Witch Queen had been working on this in her head since her imprisonment in the Astral Plane. She got the idea there, a place that exists everywhere and nowhere at the same time. If anyone stepped into the portal and triggered the magics mother set within it, they would be thrown into the Astral Realm without a fix location, most likely lost for all time.

Instead, she’d tied it to my specific brand of magic. Since my powers reached outside of time and space, touching on the Celestial Realm, I wasn’t playing by the same rules and laws most casters were.

“Fix a location in your mind,” Mother instructed at my side, her invisible hand guided the working as I drew in magic. “Now push the power through… bridging the connection… yes… excellent Dainen, excellent!”

I had a strong sense of déjà vu as I felt the portal opening, and a sound like a thousand pages ripping sounded, causing most who were watching to flinch. Then a purple and black edged dot appeared that grew and expanded in fits and starts, demanding more and more magic to bridge the full connection.

As the portal widened, the shadowy image within grew clearer and resolved into a simple wheat field, the grains blowing in a light breeze. The sky was overcast in the Barony, but lights were lit in the large farmhouse on the horizon and twin trails of smoke rose from its chimneys.

“A miracle!” Queen Lysenia hissed, her eyes wide with awe until she realized what she’d said and snapped her jaw closed with a click and was careful not to look at mother’s satisfied smirk.

“Husband, with this we can conquer the world!”

I hadn’t noticed Jasmine join in with the watchers, but I smiled in pleasure and reached out, pulling her slender body close. The Imperial Princess wore her veil, masking all but her gorgeous dark eyes, which sparkled with powerful emotions.

“Belinda, you’ve outdone yourself this time, truly.”

“Thank you, Jasmine,” mother said with a gracious smile and a little nod of her head, “but there are still some efficiencies to be worked out. The process was far slower than I intended and required more power than it should have. I’ll have to experiment with thinner lines and sharper edges to some of the glyphs, as well as those sealants the artisans mentioned.”

Catching Vel’Mistra’s eager smile, I glanced down at my wife and smiled in apology.

“I would stay and open a portal so you could visit with your family-.”

“I would love that, but Father would never allow it.” Jasmine said, resting a hand on my chest as she watched the swirling edges of the portal spin. “I haven’t heard word yet… but I’m sure there is another Emperor’s Fang or two with my name on it.”

“The Emperor is a hoary old bastard, but he wouldn’t kill you,” I said. “He’s too smart to waste something as perfectly deadly and amazing as you. Now a squad of spies kidnapping and stealing you back… that I could see. Take care how you treat me, or I might tell Gretchen to let them through.”

“I trained all of his spies,” Jasmine said, and I could hear the eager smile on her lips and nearly winced as her nails dug into my arm for a second, “Let them come and test me. I’ve grown bored lounging around this palace with little to do besides you, husband.”

Mother had organized those who were heading through the gateway, back to the barony, giving them instructions on what they would feel and making each take a sip of a clear potion. The potion helped with nausea and wasn’t even magical in nature, but Hel’geth giggled in glee as she sipped it down. The pair had grown close to mother over the short time they’d known her, but both blushed as the Witch Queen spoke with them, neither having lost their awe with the legendary woman.

“In two days, I ride for Grimdark.” I said soft enough for only her to hear. “That will be enough excitement to last a lifetime if the tales are true. I’ll need you sharp and ready for anything.”

“You finally admit the secret little mission you and Gretchen have been cooking up? I pressed her for details after seeing those old maps in the study. “

“Keep it secret,” I warned, making sure she saw how serious I was, “If some found out where I plan to slip off to, I might find it difficult to leave my rooms let alone Endil when I wish to.”

“You’re planning something dangerous and foolish, aren’t you?”

“How dangerous can it be if Red Mask is protecting me?” I asked with a wink, releasing my hold on her and readying myself to pass through the Portal.

“Go, husband,” Jasmine said, her dark eyes sparkling with amusement now and a bit of eager excitement if I didn’t miss my guess, “Enjoy your farm girls and peasants. It’s a good thing for a King or Emperor to know his people. But hurry back.”

The warning in her eyes was clear, and with that she slipped back into the crowd. The elves and humans of Endil and Sorrowmere had grown fond of the tall princess, and proud she was their queen, but the woman walked with an arm’s length space around herself as those near shied back. The fear she awoke was a primal thing.

“Be safe, my son,” my mother said, stepping close and speaking softly. “I won’t tell you again I don’t like this,” but her expression said it clearly, “but take care. Our enemy has spies everywhere.”

“Thank you, mom, I love you.”

Speaking just as softly, I startled her with those simple words. Before she could recover from her momentary shock, I drew her into my arms, kissing her with a passion that set our hearts racing and forcing my arms to release her, least I give these people even more of a show.

Mother fell to her feet and staggered a little step, large blue eyes blinking and mouth working soundlessly. Stealing a memory of her looking like that, I leaped through the Portal and felt it close on my heels.


Chapter 3




Gretchen and Captain Fazine were standing just on the other side of the Portal. The guard with her hand on her weapons drew nervous looks from the gathered villagers, but my maid, the deadlier of the pair by far, drew not a glance.

“Welcome King Dainen,” Hel’geth said, sweeping a slender arm wide as I took in the neatly arranged farmstead, “to Twin Brooks Homestead, the breadbasket of Sorrowmere.”

“Well met,” I said to the small crowd that had gathered around, their shining faces staring at me with awe and expectation, “This is a momentous day and you’ve all been witness to history in the making. I trust you to keep my secrets, at least until I depart.” I smiled, but most missed the joke, “I thank you for hosting us for the Portal’s testing. I look forward to getting to know each of you and learning more about the lives of my people. This is Captain Fazine, my guard and Gretchen, my maid. Please treat them as you would me, thank you.”

I hadn’t been prepared to give a speech and was happy to cut it short. Hel’geth looked like a doe-eyed nineteen-year-old, flowering into her womanhood with a body that staggered belief, making it easy to forget she’d run this entire place for dozens of years and done it better than any. It was a strange sensation to immediately be the secondary authority as the homestead folk came to her with questions and issues that had piled up over the past week.

I trailed along behind and listened in, as Hel’geth put out one fire after another. There was something so charming at yet to edifying about hearing the troubles of such common folk. At first, they seemed trivial in comparison to what I’d been dealing with, but when I took a moment to think, there was little difference in the end. We all were trying our best with the problems placed before us.

Gretchen and Vel’Mistra chatted at my side, while Captain Fazine stared daggers at any of the villagers who strayed too near.

“Captain,” I said, motioning her near, “I think it would be best if you could do a circuit of the area. Make sure the surrounding lands are free of threat or ambush.”

“Of course, my King!” The woman snapped a sharp salute then frowned, “But if one of these peasants…”

“I should be able to handle it myself,” I said, “and if not, Gretchen can signal you, yes?”

She got my meaning as I raised my eyebrows at her. It was an open secret at this point, amongst the upper circles of nobility, that Gretchen was a bodyguard, but I figured it was better to keep good habits with these things.

“Right,” she said with a sharp nod, “I’ll return in an hour at most.”

“Good work, Captain.”

The woman swelled under my praise and I made a mental note to reward her before we returned through the Portal.

“Allow me to show you around our homestead,” Hel’geth said.

The villagers gave nearly as much fuss over the woman’s newfound youth as they did over their king walking in their midst. They kept their questions and comments to themselves as she lead me towards the buildings, but I could see them whispering and pointing.

“We have twelve acres of pasture lands in the hills,” Hel’geth said, motioning towards a large pen of sheep, “The kids run them down for sheering and we have a small herd here for milking. Nance over there is our cheese-monger, makes the finest rinds you’ll ever eat, my liege.”

“I’m looking forward to sampling it later,” I said, offering a warm smile to the slender young woman who blushed prettily and giggled to her friends as we passed the small resting room. Pausing to glance in, I saw rows upon rows of rounds resting and the air was filled with a nutty aroma that made me salivate.

“The smithy is in full operation,” Hel’geth went on, leading me around a low wall into the hot, fume filled smithy.

The pounding of hammers on steel never ceases as our small procession walked through the building, but a few of the wide-shouldered women glanced up, blushing when I met their eyes and nodded in greeting.

“Bettsy has been able to turn a profit out of it, she’s got her girls working tin, copper and steel from ten leagues around. Repairs and mending account for the bulk of it, but new orders are always coming in,” Hel’geth grinned and shook a gray haired dwarven woman’s hand, “Bets, how are you?”

“Not, half so well as yer self thar dearie! Don’t you just look like a teenage peach once more!” The cherubic featured woman turned to me with a wide grin stretching across her dwarven features, “Greetin’s yer majesty, just o’ sent the last o’ yer arms and armor on the way. Pretty penny Lydia did pay for it, too, thank ye very much.”

“Thank you for your service,” I said, not really understanding half of what the fast-speaking dwarf had said but letting Hel’geth pull me along through the smithy’s opposite side.

Stepping out, I found myself in a grass square with a tall pole standing in the center. On one side rose the largest building which housed many of the staff, and opposite stretched the fields of waving grains, and in the distance orchards of fruit trees dotted the low hills in a patchwork.

Across from the smithy was a small building with an odd half circle entrance and no doorway. Something from within that shaded entrance called to me, the rest of the world fading as I felt pulled across the green lawn.

Deep within the shadows I saw something glittering, angled planes that reflected some fae light. One moment dark and the next light, it was impossible to see which it was, even as I drew near.

I nearly stepped across the threshold, a cooling breeze flowing out of the small building, strangely scentless, but enervating, calling me forward. But when I stepped across the threshold it was as if an illusion suddenly dissolved, the darkness and glittering object fading as if they’d never been. Standing on bare dirt floor I blinked rapidly and looked all around but saw nothing the shack, besides a pyramid shaped stone plinth set into the ground.

The room was empty save for the stone, the walls mud splattered and barren. I felt and saw no sign of illusion magic and when I looked at the stone, I couldn’t tell if it was black or white in the dim light.

“Are you well, sire?” Gretchen asked, voice tense and alert for any danger.

“I… I think,” turning on Hel’geth I demanded in a tone rougher than I intended, “What is this building?”

“The refugees built it a few years ago, it’s a temple to a northern god, or I think it’s a god… It’s hard to tell. They call it the Empty Throne and they begged me to let them build it… I didn’t want to waste the space, but their faith is important to them.”

“Why haven’t I heard of this cult before?”

“I don’t know why you wouldn’t have, its common in most of the villages and farming communities that took in refugees after the war. I suppose with your Majesties ties to the Goddess Hectate and her priestesses, they might have thought it best to keep worship of foreign gods quiet.

“There are dozens of minor gods and cults like this. It’s best to pay them no mind, sire,” the woman began walking off, speaking about the crops they’d planted, but I couldn’t drag my feet off that spot.

“The Throne Abides, Claimant,” a haunting lilting voice pulled my head around and I noticed a slight young woman stepping out from behind the hovel. She was young, but there was a wisdom in her gaze that belied her years. “The hour approaches and your enemy gather his strength for the contest to come. Where is Ars Arcnu…?”

Her gaze had drifted to my side where no sword hung, and I saw a touch of worry enter her expression. I’d never heard the word before and at my questioning frown the girl’s expression grew troubled.

“Without the blade, the Teacher will never come to heel. You must arm thyself, God of Light, or your enemy shall cleave through your skull on the first blow.”

“I thank you for the advice, child,” I said, more than a little disturbed by the girl’s preternatural knowledge. “But my weapons are the magic at my fingertips. It’s a strength-.”

“That you will lose once you and the Other stand before the Gates of Heaven. Without the Sliver Outside of Time, you will know defeat, your women and soon to be children will know rape and torture and I will become the arbiter of apocalypse…” Then just as if she hadn’t been prophesying the end of the world in a tone as dark as her words, she gave a great sigh and beamed a smile up at me, “I suppose there are worse fates.”

“Come your Majesty,” Hel’geth said, drawing me along, and shooting the girl a frown of annoyance the young woman paid no mind to as she wandered off, following a butterfly. “That one’s a sad story, like many of the refugees. A bit touched in the head. Don’t pay her any mind.”


Chapter 4




Itried to ignore the girl’s words but coming right after my experience in the ‘temple’, I couldn’t discount it as easily as Hel’geth did. As we wandered out into the fields, I glanced back several times but didn’t catch another glimpse of the girl. What she’d said had been madness, but much of it had felt true, deep down.

It left me distracted for the next couple hours, and it wasn’t until the sun began to sink below the horizon, and lanterns were lit that I began to forget the odd experience. The peasants relaxed more and more around me, and I almost felt like one of their own by the time the bonfires were lit and meat hung on spits.

There was a festive atmosphere as the villagers brought out casks of mead, ale and wine, as well as several sets of drums and stringed instruments. I was shocked at the quality of the music when the first players started up and it only got better as the night wore on.

There was a young man who was such a virtuoso with the violin. He brought Gretchen and Captain Fazine to tears when he played for us. I made him promise to visit my court and play for all my wife’s, and he stammered his gratitude in a shaky voice, eyes unsure where to look, at his King, or the magnificent pair of teats pressed up in Gretchen’s maid’s uniform.

The food was the simple fare I’d grown up on, roasted meats and biscuits. The vegetables and fruits were better than I remember tasting anywhere, even in Endil Vale, for it had all been picked that afternoon for the feast from their farm and couldn’t be fresher.

I found myself seated at a long table that faced the dance floor, the peasant’s version of a high table, with Vel’Mistra seated on one side and Gretchen on the other. Hel’geth moved about the crowd, checking on her people. Her hearty laughter could be heard over the music, making it easy to spot the tall youthful looking blonde.

The woman’s daughters, a pair of pale haired beauties that burst into fits of giggles whenever I tried speaking with them, got along well with Gretchen; and as I ate, they pestered her with dozens of questions about the castle and court. I heard them mention mother several times, and that drew my attention away from the sugary confection I’d been digging into.

“You both met the Witch Queen?”

The pair shrank back from my question, their pale, round cheeks turning a bright shade of red, and though one opened her mouth to respond, nothing came out.

“The girls were just saying your Mother came to visit them at the Mid-wives.”

“We were babes, your Majesty,” offered one of the twins, her voice breathy and soft, “Your mother claimed there was power in the twin birth.”

“Did she perform any rituals or cast any spells upon you two?”

The girl was correct, there was power in twin births, but I didn’t know much about the art. Midwifery is an arcane subject and full of opportunities to capitalize on the raw powers of life creation. I didn’t know of any spell powerful enough that Mother would waste her time tracking down the components to cast it, instead of having one of her Witches or Sorceresses do it, but I remembered fragments from my early teaching at the hands of Shailendra.

“Aye,” the second twin said, gaining the confidence to speak now, “but not on us just with our… sacks and fluids.”

She blushed even harder, mentioning their amniotic debris.

“How old are you two? And when is your birthdays?”

“We’re both of legal age, Sire,” said the first twin, glancing over at Gretchen nervously but the older woman only nodded encouragingly to her, “It that has you troubled. Momma said tonight was supposed to be a surprise but if you already know-.”

“Ngh!” Gretchen made a sound of warning, but I was waving them both to silence as I leaned forward, my intensity shaking the pair of girls.

“Tell me when you were born.”

I didn’t mean for my voice to take on the tone of command I’d learned from grandmother, but it worked.

“We will be nineteen come Mid-summer,” babbled one twin quickly.

“June 27th is the exact date,” offered the other right on top of her sister.

Both froze mid-sentence when I held up a hand for silence. My mind was spinning, and I barely registered the fear growing in both and wiped the look off my face, trying to reassure them.

“Thank you, that is very interesting information,” I couldn’t stop the train of thought that barreled ahead and fell into a reverie as the gears in my brain spun.

“If we’ve displeased your Majesty or,” started one twin, her face tense with anxiety.

“If you have an issue with our age.” Finished the second twin, their anxiety triggering them to finish each other’s sentences as they spoke rapidly.

“Please let us prove that even though we’re not experienced.”

“We’re eager to learn.”

Gretchen read the expression on my face and knew I was in no fit state at that moment to deal with the girls. It’s odd now looking back and seeing how young I thought of the twins, when in actuality we were practically the same age.

“Why don’t we give his Majesty a few minutes alone, girls,” Gretchen said, rising and drawing the twins up with her. “It looks like they’ve broken open the Napta Red, let’s get a few glasses. I’m sure his Majesty will be most eager to hear all about what it was like growing up from you both.”

I didn’t even see the three walk off, or the dancers who twirled on the lawn before me in a peasant dance I’d never seen. My eyes were locked on the far horizon as I contemplated the day my mother had tracked down a set of pale haired twin babes and cast a spell.

I couldn’t only remember fragments of what Shaelindra taught me about twin-born magics. Most of it was tied up in soul mates and love spells, but there were deeper mysteries. Try though I might, I could only rack my brain for so much. Making a mental note to have scrolls on the subject brought to my study, I dug myself out of the deep thoughts.

Gretchen returned with a full glass of wine for me and herself wearing a look of concern, but I offered her a warm smile, unable to get into it there. The origins of my birth, how and where Mother had gotten me, I’d never known, and I wasn’t about to open up about the subject while several dozen peasants stared.

The twins were nervous, but Gretchen insisted they sit and I made a point of relaxing and engaging with the pair. The wine was some of the finest I’d ever sampled and in no time it had me relaxed and loose, able to put the knowledge to the back of my mind as I charmed the delightful twins.

Ina and Ella are a true mirror birth. From their long thick hair, down to their freckles and the small black beauty mark on each’s left cheek. Their bodies were strong, used to the labor of the farm, but their limbs were still slender and well-formed and the labor had done delightful things to their derrieres. They could have almost been triplets when Hel’geth stood near. Their figures were nearly identical. The twins had smaller busts and were an inch or two shorter than their mother, and their faces bore a more innocent beauty, but the fire in their eyes as the night wore on matched that of Hel’geth and Vel’Mistra.

A couple hours after dark fell, when the party was in full swing and I’d consumed enough spirits to make my head fuzzy, a few of the village women got the drummers to start a new beat. The others recognized the new music immediately and laughter and cries of excitement went up from the crowd, as they took up the beat, clapping along.

The three peasant women were the youngest and fairest of the lot, except for Hel’geth and her girls, who sat with me at the high table. They wore thin, undyed wool dresses, cinched around the waists with things of leather, but between the alcohol, the music and the women’s slow seductive steps as they moved into the space before my table, I felt my blood heat and heart pound quicker.

The young women’s eyes each held a heat I recognized, but their lips teased with slow, seductive smiles. Their slow steps stopped, each with a hand on one thigh, the other hand gathering the hem of her dress as the beat slowed to a crawl. Just as I wondered what was happening, the players struck a quick tempo, and the women swayed into movement, spinning and swirling as one in perfect sync with one another.

The dance was hypnotic, their arms and legs held at precise angles as they moved, awakening odd emotions within me. Lust and desire they sparked with their first movements, flashing me glimpses of their tight young bodies, and letting my eyes drink in their full figures as the dresses molded against them. It was the thoughtfulness, comfort and familiarity the later stages of the dance brought out that put a warm smile on my face and when they finished in a flurry of spins and kicks, their skirts flashing upwards and giving me full view of their treasures, I roared in delight and stood, clapping along with the beat.

Hel’geth and her daughters had me out on the grass after that, and I couldn’t say if it was the alcohol or the good cheer, but I actually had a good time dancing and forgot both my worries and my station for a short time.


Chapter 5




It was past the midnight hour when I staggered towards the house sweaty and tired from a wonderful evening. I glanced up when a golden rectangle of light reached out from the open door, expecting to find Gretchen but blinked in surprise to see Vel’Mistra and a young woman, a few years my senior, who I hadn’t noticed in the village earlier or at the celebration.

“Vel,” I said with a grin, perhaps a touch crooked from drink, “You missed a wonderful time! Ina and Ella are impossible to keep up with on the dance floor but I’ve never… hic… tasted better wine… hic… it’s like honeyed water!”

“I took Hel’geth’s wagon to the crossroads where a few… friends were waiting,” she and the gorgeous young woman beside her stepped aside and I saw Suzanth and her daughter Sally within.

It took me a moment to register the pair, my thoughts moving sluggishly but finally catching up with the surroundings I glanced around the candlelit interior of Hel’geth’s great house. The large living room had been emptied of furniture and a big fire built up in the hearth. I noticed with some amusement the peasants had tried to make highborn touches with colored hanging, draped from the ceiling, but these were of wool and not silk or satin as I’d found in Queen Lysenia’s bedchambers.

“What is this?” I asked, glancing from Suzanth to her daughter.

The two were dressed in their Sunday finest, Suzanth’s had been taken in to her youthful figure and they shifted beside one another, arms laced about each other’s waist. I couldn’t tell if they were excited or nervous but the young woman standing beside Vel’Mistra, a few years my senior, was someone I’d never seen before.

“Something to remember Twin Brooks Homestead by,” Hel’geth said, and I turned to find her and her girls slipping into the room and drawing the door’s closed behind them. Captain Fazine was posted just outside, and I caught her smirk of approval as the last twin slipped in. I didn’t spy Gretchen, but guessed she’d circled around to make sure the building was secure.

“Hel’geth and I wanted to give you something as thanks,” Vel’Mistra said, “For the miracle you gave us all the other night.”

Reaching up to the young woman beside her, she drew off the dark blue shawl wrapped around her. My throat went dry when a stunning breadth of pale bosom appeared. The neckline of the woman’s dress had been hemmed so its edge just barely covered her large areola.

The sight was so scandalous my cock was rock hard in a second and aching as it strained against my pants. I’d seen a thousand peasant girls in the same gray and brown top and skirts, but hemmed as they were now, swooping to show off her incredible breasts and slender waist. It filled me with desire in a way the outfit never had before.

Glancing up, I met the young woman’s dark blue eyes, recognizing why she looked familiar. Vel’Mistra had taken the miracle offered by Lady Hornsby and I and perfect her matronly appeal, but I saw the youthful reflection of that beauty in the woman before me. Blinking, I looked around at the women arrayed before me.

Suzanth and her daughter lounged near the fire, their fingers still laced together as they whispered to one another. Eyes dancing between me and the others with eager grins. Hel’geth and the twins were on the other side, looking for all the world like three beautiful daisies, with their golden hair, pale skin and short green dresses. They each took seats on a pallet of thick blankets, legs stretching out as they lounged against one another.

“You both arranged this?” I asked, turning back to Vel’Mistra and the nervous young woman beside her.

“Yes, your majesty. Have we… erred?” There was a touch of trepidation in her gaze as it met mind, but she and the young woman relaxed visibly when I shook my head and stepped slowly towards them.

“And who is this, gorgeous flower?” I asked, reaching out and cupping the young woman’s smooth check and feeling the heat of her blush warm my palm.

The young woman pressed her face into my hand, licking her bottom lip nervously as I stopped a hair’s breadth from her.

“This is my daughter, Ziv’Mistra,” the older beauty said, stepping around me and pressing herself against my back gently as she pushed me forward, hands on my hips and slipping around, “Does she please, your majesty?”

“She pleases me very much,” I breathed, losing myself in Ziv’s dark eyes. “And you Ziv…” raising my other hand, I awoke my powers, fae currents coiling across the ground and awakening between my fingers as I reached and cupped her other cheek, “Are you pleased with your King?”

“You’re beautiful, Lord,” the girls breathed in a husky voice that sent shivers down my spine, her eyes wide with the same awe I felt as the magic in my fingers reached into her mind, down her spine and into the center of her pleasure. “I can feel… Oh Goddess… I am… How… NGHH… My GODKING CUMMING!!!!”

Quiet whispers around the room ceased, and all eyes locked on Ziv’Mistra as her knees buckled, face twisting in what looked like agony, but as her hips shivered and she groaned, gasping for air, it was clear she wasn’t in pain. As she gasped in sharp breaths, slipping to her knees weakly, she stared up at me in shocked awe.

“How…?”

“With only a touch?” One of the twins whispered to her sister. The sound cutting through the silence and the women shifted as fae magics appeared in my other hand.

Turning and looking over my shoulder, I caught Vel’Mistra’s eyes as she pressed herself to my back. Her fingers popped the tie on my breeches, releasing my manhood to spring forth, just as I pressed my magic shrouded hand to her forearm. Staring into her eyes I watched her pupils swell to pure black as the magic reached into her, tracing the same path as it had with Ziv, racing from mind, down spine and into the bundle of nerves that awoke her desire, then back to the mind.

The spell was simple and cheap, and I didn’t know why I’d never thought of employing it that way before. As the matronly beauty fell beside youthful, I felt a pang of regret that Jasmine, Lysenia and the others weren’t here to experience me test it out, but the pang faded when I imagined their surprise when I next sprung it on them.

Vel’Mistra took long seconds to recover from her powerful, magically induced orgasm and when she did, found herself kneeling beside Ziv. They gazed up at me with wide eyes, wet lips and heaving breasts. Vel’Mistra’s eyes fell to my throbbing cock, and she grinned at Ziv, who couldn’t seem to tear her own gaze away from its throbbing tip.

“I will show you how to pleasure our God-King… how to worship him properly.”

The woman’s words made my cock throb, and both women grinned to see it bounce in eagerness as they shuffled close. As the woman began her slow and gentle instruction, my pleasure heightened by the sight below me, and their wicked touches and looks as I moaned in pleasure.

Inhibitions were left outside as Ziv’s low-cut bodice was drawn over her slender shoulders and I was given the chance to caress and tease her large firm tits. Vel cradled the girl’s firm breasts around my cock, as they both pulled on my ass, tongued caressing the tip as it thrust out of her cleavage.

I rewarded them with a massive blast of cum across their lips, cheeks and necks. Tying flows of fae energy to my seed so it awoke mind-blanking orgasms in the pair. Every taste and dram of my cum lit aftershocks of pleasure within them and they lay in a sweaty pile trading my cum back and forth for a long time after as orgasm’s blasted their bodies in endless succession.

Ina and Ella had attracted my interest. The scent of my seed sent the women into a minor frenzy of lust, perhaps the fumes were impregnated with the magic as well as the liquid form and the twins were peeling each other’s clothes off, their innocent, rough checked expressions were gone, replaced with a wicked lust I hadn’t thought to see in such sweet farm girls.

They needed to guidance from their mother as I guided first one, then the other’s lips onto my cock. The teens shocked me as my dick slipped down the backs of their throats, noses resting against my pubis as they gagged and choked on my cock.

The girls shared looks of triumph when both had taken all of my cock to the root, and I pressed both down with powerful hands awash in fae light. As the teens shook, shocked as their first orgasm ever wracked their bodies, I caressed and toyed with their tall, busty, long-legged bodies.

The girls moved almost as one, legs scissoring together as they drew me between them. Even in the midst of their orgasms, eyes wild and jaws working weakly, they were born sex pots.

Still shivering in the aftershocks of the magical orgasms I’d triggered in them, neither noticed as I took their maiden heads, one thrust after the other. Their lips found mine and soon we were a pile of twelve limbs entwined with one another in sweaty bliss.

It was impossible to tell one from another in the madness of our desire, but at one point I gripped wide hips as a narrow pussy rode my cock and another my tongue, both bodies moving in tandem as the same orgasms hit them. Two minutes alter they’d changed places, and I was filling the others womb, triggering another pair of orgasms.

Magic blooming in my wake, I left three screaming farm girls shuddering in my wake as I bent Ziv over before me. Vel’Mistra and Suzanth were entwined, each working at the other’s sex with slow, gentle touches, and the girls had been making out shyly when I crept up behind them.

Ziv gasped when she felt me and arched her back, bending up to grin, thick lips finding mine as she reached between her legs and ran soft fingers along the slick shaft of my cock. Pulling my hips back, I felt the girl’s fingers joined by another’s as the head of my cock was slipped into her tightness.

The girl tensed, hand gripping my wrist as I held her in place. Moving forward with gentle insistence, she relaxed slowly and my cock speared her innocence. Ziv’Mistra gasped but not in pain, in surprised pleasure as Sally’s tongue pressed against her nubbin and I felt it teasing the underside of my cock too as I began to take her with slow strokes.

Grinning, I drew upon the fae currents around me, licking the young woman’s sex and laughing as she shivered on my cock.

“My liege!” Ziv moaned out.

“Cum for me, you gorgeous woman,” I growled in her ear, loving how she seized up around my cock at the compliment, “Cum on my cock!”

“I’m cumming…. Cumming… oh God… You’re making me cum soooo hard!!!”

I had to pull my cock out of her until just the head sat in her; she cinched down on me so tight I worried one of us might get injured. Holding her upright, I let one hand fill with a massive firm breast and my balls throbbed.

Ziv’ head lolled to the side drunkenly and she could barely hold herself up with two hands on the blankets, but I felt her pussy muscles flex and her wide, firm ass push back against me. I let out a low growl as her tightness ate my cock up and the smile the young woman wore was reminiscent of her mother that fateful evening I’d blessed her.

We grinned at one another, my cock swelling as her ass met my crotch in louder and louder slaps. The young woman’s strong fingers turned my jaw from our passionate kiss, tongues intertwined, to behold the sight of the twins pressing her mother down, one to her mammoth breast, as the former washer woman fingered the other young woman’s slits.

“We aren’t letting you leave until you fill…. Ohh god… every…. Mhphhh…. Womb with your… oh god… cumming… Fill me, your Majesty! Breed Me! Make me your whore! Oh god!”

Ziv was a few years older than me, but her in experience made her seem much younger as my seed flooded her womb. I took special delight in watching her eyes roll back, tongue lolling out and juices gushing out of her. After that, things devolved into the chaos of a full-blown orgy.

An hour later, after each had ridden atop my steed at least once, the girls scampered out and came back with a couple pitchers of wine, as well as a dripping Captain Fazine and Gretchen. The pair needed thanking for coming on this vacation with me, and I made sure they got plenty of thanking.

The highlight was near the end of the evening, when most had passed out from too many magically and organically induced orgasms. Gretchen had Ziv and Sally, along with Captain Fazine, in the washroom with me. My maid gave the women a masterclass in the art of pleasuring their King with lips and tongue.

In feather light touches, all four teased me to within an inch of sanity and I flooded my balls with enough magical bliss to return the favor. When my orgasm hit me, and four tongues lapped at the tip of my cock. I felt a wave of satisfaction atop the bliss as strange squeals and guttural grunts issued from their throats, muscles locking up.


Chapter 6




The next morning, I woke to the scent of biscuits baking and sausage sizzling in a skillet. Hel’geth and her girls wouldn’t let us leave without filling our bellies with a hearty meal.

I hadn’t eaten the simple peasant fare since I was a boy training with Old Barto. The white sausage gravy, covered biscuits stuck to my ribs, and I ate a second and third plate even though the first filled me up.

The farm was up and working; the girls heading out to the fields to work, pausing to offer me thanks for the night of their lives. At Gretchen’s insistence, I gave each a lingering kiss and made them promise to visit my court, where they’d be treated like noble ladies.

“Really?” Ziv asked, grinning in excitement, “Like with gowns and balls and the rest?”

“Ziv’Mistra,” her mother warned, “Don’t get ahead of yourself.”

“She isn’t,” I said to Vel’Mistra with a wink as I pulled the former washer woman into my arms and kissed her warmly, “And there’s a place in my court for you as well. Lady Hornsby already offered you a place in her household.”

“I’m far too simple a woman for the Lady,” Vel’Mistra said with a blush.

“Momma?” Ziv asked, the hope plain in her features.

“Oh, ok, I’ll think about it,” Vel’Mistra said with a blushing smile. “So long as we aren’t a bother to his Majesty.”

“No bother at all,” I said with a wink to Ziv.

The girl grinned back eagerly, and I found myself hoping her mother did take us up on the offer. The girl was a sex-pot, eager for the breeding and nearly as good with that mouth of hers as Gretchen.

“If she does come,” Gretchen said as we stepped outside into the golden morning light, “I’d like to take the girl on, if your Majesty has no issue.”

“Actually, that sounds perfect,” I said, “you could use the help so you don’t have to deal with cleaning my small clothes and helping me dress every day.”

“I would never give those tasks up,” Gretchen said, and I smiled at the stiffness in her tone, “But another pair of hands to help with the washing wouldn’t go amiss. Besides… I saw how she pleased you and it would be good to have some fresh, commoner stock around the place.

“I agree,” I said, motioning over Captain Fazine, who spoke with Suzanth and Sally. When they came over, I gave the mother and daughter pair a hug, thanking them both for making the journey.

“T’was our pleasure, your majesty.” Sally beamed.

“Second best night of my life,” Suzanth purred, her eyes burning as they met mine, “call on us anytime and we’ll come running.”

As I walked toward the clearing where I planned to open the portal, I felt more at peace than I had in a long time. I felt comfortable in this place and with these people, in a way I rarely did, surrounded by retainers and advisors.

It was a great feeling, but the farm also crystallized for me that my proper place was seated on a throne. I’d enjoyed the slower pace and more relaxed atmosphere, but I couldn’t live with myself if some fool was in charge of protecting and providing for these wonderful people. The best way to ensure they kept their happy, comfortable lives was if I did my duty.

Gathering my will, I drew deeply on my powers and focused on the room mother had carved with glyphs. Theoretically I could open a portal into that room from any location in the world, so long as I memorized a key series of glyphs.

Pushing the magic through my mental image of the symbols, I felt the connection to that far off place forged and stared with the same awe as Gretchen and Captain Fazine as the opening widened, revealing the plush interior. The women passed through first, and I stepped through on their heels, frowning at the commotion I heard outside.

When we stepped out, we didn’t find the gathering I’d expected, but a flurry of activity as household servants scurried around. Stopping one slender elf with an armload of fresh linens, I asked her what was going on.

“The Queen has arrived, your Majesty,” the woman said, her voice a touch breathless as she addressed me, “They say she and your Army force marched through the night. The Queen’s down greeting her now, we’ve a day’s work to do and not but an hour to get it done!”

“Off with you then,” I said, motioning her off.

“Should we go greet your grandmother too?” Gretchen asked.

“No,” I said with a firm shake of my head, “This is the perfect chance to slip off to Grimdark Vale.”

“That place is evil,” Captain Fazine said, making the sign to ward off evil as she spoke, “Nothing comes out of there except ghosts and the occasional demon. Some claim it’s the portal to hell itself.”

“Sire, the Witch Queen with be wroth if she learns you’ve gone to that fell place.”

“I told you before Gretchen, I won’t leave a thorn in my side when the wall falls. During the last war, demons by the thousands poured out of that place and harried my grandfather’s forces for years. I won’t let that happen if I can help it. Fazine, go find Jasmine and tell her I’ve returned, but be discreet.”

The woman didn’t look thrilled, but she hurried off to carry out my orders. Gretchen hid her own fears, but I could read them plain enough through the fae currents she disturbed. She trailed after me as I headed to the bathing chamber to clean up and when I emerged, found she’d already laid out a set of fine black leathers and dyed blue wool.

The uniform was martial and commanding and I found it fit and looked excellent as I stood before a stand mirror. Strapping my old sword onto my hip, I wondered for the third time if this gamble would be too much of a mistake. Little was known of Grimdark Vale, except that those who entered it were lost for all time. Nothing living had ever emerged from that darkness, nothing recognizably living anyway.

By the time Gretchen and I returned to the Portal chamber, Jasmine was there in full Red Mask garb. I felt a chill run down my spine when I saw the Emperor’s Fang dagger at her side and the red robes of an imperial assassin. My tall, elegant wife is so soft and sinful that I forget she’s one of the deadliest people in the world.

“If we’re doing this, we better leave quick,” the imperial princess said, “Belinda and Lysenia sent servants to track you down, Sire. If she learns what you’re planning…”

“She would try to stop me and fail,” I said with more confidence than I felt.

“We don’t know what threat we’re riding into,” Gretchen warned for the third time since we’d exited the baths. “Majesty, perhaps it would be best to bring the Witch Queen and some guards.”

“I understand the risks,” I said, expression growing stern as I took both in, “better than you might imagine. I don’t ride into danger because I’m seeking adventure. I understand my duties and responsibilities better than that.” My eyes narrowing, I debated how much to share with the two, not because I doubted them in any way, but because the walls had ears even in this place. “I have had… dreams… nightmares, really. Of what the world could become if the boil is left to fester… I can’t say what, but something is pulling me in that direction.”

Gretchen nodded resolutely, and I could see she was still nervous, but her faith in me overcame her fears. Jasmine’s eyes looked just as determined as I felt and with a final nod I stepped into the Portal room and awoke the magic impregnating the floor.


Chapter 7




Stepping through onto the other side of the Portal I stood on a barren slope. A tall, craggy peak rose behind us and to the left and right were broken hills of scrub brush and loose slopes that looked treacherous to cross.

Before us was a round bowl-like depression, ringed by barren slopes and filled with a roiling blackness that looked like impenetrable smoke. I could feel a presence down in the Vale, something older and wiser than the mountain rising behind us. The dark mass was part of that presence and yet not of it and yet separate.

For the second time in my life, I felt kinship on a cellular level with a being beyond mortal comprehension.

Jasmine and Gretchen shied back when I stepped forward, their expressions stark with terror. The fear wasn’t natural, but a product of the being in close proximity to that which was down in the Vale. Instead of their fear I felt welcomed, and as a cooling breeze swept over me felt the entity welcoming me forward.

“You two remain here… I’ll return when I’m able.”

My voice sounded faint and far off and I dimly registered the concern on their faces, but the terror cleaved their tongue to the roofs of their mouths, and they watched in silence as I strode down the dead slope.

Within a dozen meters, the dark smoke welcomed me into its cold embrace, and I felt a chill run across my exposed skin wherever it touched me. My sense of direction, normally unerring, was lost within ten steps in the impenetrable darkness. The cold smoke or mist masked the entity’s presence from me as well and I found myself wandering, lost for long minutes before a dark, humped-over shape coalesced before me.

“The Claimant comes!” Said a rasping voice that added to the chills down my spine. It sounded like dry leaves crumbling, and spoke in no language I’d ever heard, but understood as if I’d been born to it.

“Who are-.”

“Caution to those who question the Gods!” The voice emanated from the center of the small humped form but I couldn’t make out any details of its features, only a glittering sliver of something at its foot that drew my eyes, “You get only one answer from Death, Claimant. Even with the Gate thrown open and my post left empty, I am bound by ancient precepts.”

“I’m not dead,” I said, frowning when the dry, raspy voice cackled. The sound raising the hairs on the back of my neck and arms.

“And yet you stand on the wrong side of Death.”

Looking around, I could make nothing out of our surroundings beside the dead dirt at my feet.

“The dying never know when they’ve died.” Death said, and I caught a hint of sadness in the tone, “One moment they are and the next… they are mine. I may not be seated in my Throne, Claimant, but the laws I and my sister Life laid down are immutable. Just as you cannot create life from nothing, I cannot let you pass back into the world of the living.”

Opening my mouth to ask if this was the reason it called me in dreams, I remembered the gods’ warning about only one question.

“You show more wisdom than I imagined, Claimant. But, then again, my imagination isn’t what it used to be. Death can be funny like that.”

The morose tone nearly made me laugh, but I figured the divine being might get offended if I laughed in its face.

“What is the nature of my enemy?”

“Ahh, I spoke too soon,” the lump of darkness gave a great sigh, its bulk shifting before it went on. “The nature of your enemy, your true enemy, is Hate and her sister, Ignorance. You ask about the sad creature to the north, tearing down everything it finds in a futile quest for control, but that is not your true enemy. But if you survive the coming conflagration, you’ll meet your true enemy and contest against them for all time.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked and would have had the words back the moment they left my lips, for the small figure suddenly rose up to towering heights. Its immense blackness darkening all things until I couldn’t even see the nose before my face.

“DEFY MY LAWS?! YOU DARE?!”

I felt the icy hand of death closing about my soul right then and knew the ground I stood on for the threshold of damnation and salvation themselves. The colossal figure before me, outlined in a black blacker than the darkness around it stretched beyond this place, stretching back into infinity.

A swelling power mounted, threatening to crush my soul into nothing, but as it did, my kinship with this God grew too and I recognized the magic within him as the magic within myself, or part of it. It seems there is another secret tied up in the powers of a Witch-Lord.

There was no hope of contesting Death in a quarrel of strength versus strength. The faith and prayers of untold millions enervated the Godling’s already considerable power, dwarfing what I might channel by so much that my brain couldn’t contain the immensity of it.

Instead, I reacted from a decade of brutal training at Old Barto’s hands. My mind filled with the need for a weapon and I spotted the glittering object again, only this time recognized it as the silvery hilt of a blade, stabbed into the god’s foot.

Diving forward, my hand closed around the hilt and it felt like it closed around the tail of a death adder. The blade came alive in my hands as I pulled it from the celestial being and yanked me to the side, just in time to avoid a spray of black blood and a swipe of a colossal hand.

I managed to use the momentum of the sword pulling me to spin around and once more the blade came alive in my hand, almost as if it read my mind as it swept around and cleaved the tip of the god’s little finger off, black blood spraying from the wound as a chunk of immortal death fell to the dead ground.

The scream of pain Death released sent a stabbing pain into my brain so strong I felt blood leaking out of my ears, but I remained on my feet, somehow. In my hands, the blade shone with a light so bright I feared it might blind me and I felt the god’s presence warded off.

“THIS ISN’T OVER MORTAL… DEATH OWES NO FAVORS AND WILL NEVER FORGET THIS DAY.”

“You aren’t my true enemy,” I managed to say through gritted teach, both hands slick with sweat on the hot handle of the blade I held, “You said so yourself… so get… the… fuck… GONE!”

The explosion of white light released by the blade blinded me for a moment and when I blinked away the haze in my vision, I saw the darkness had lifted in the round vale, the ground dead and gray no longer.

Bright green grasses covered the small rolling hills of the round bowl and at its center, not a hundred paces from where I stood, rose a large tree with golden leaves out of childhood fables.

Allendoraaldera’Lotholinar or, the Tree of Life in the human tongue, was an ancient fable that had been passed down from elves to humans for millennia. It was thought to be a myth.

A single speck of red clung to its lowest handing branch. As I drew near, the sweet scent of life itself drawing me forward, I couldn’t look away from the round piece of fruit hanging before me.

Reaching up, I merely grazed a finger across its surface and felt the strange fruit fall into my hand, far too heavy for its size. But then all knowledge is, and as I held the red orb, I felt the powerful knowledge contained within it, terrible knowledge. Truths that would lay bare the bones of this world to me, and in so doing, bar my immortal soul from Paradise.

I felt Jasmine and Gretchen approaching from my rear. Their steps faint on the lush grasses, and neither speaking as an awed silence hung about them.

Neither noticed the fruit or me snatching it down as I passed under the branches, nor did they see me devour the Fruit of Knowledge in three quick bites but as I turned around, my mind reeling from awesome awareness blossoming out of me, both froze, eyes wide as they stared at me.

“God-King…” Breathed Jasmine, her eyes wide as saucers within the slit of her veil and Gretchen fell to her knees, heavy breasts shaking and mouth working soundlessly as she gazed up at me.

It was only then; I realized I was glowing with an inner light, similar to the Sliver of Eternity in my hands, and I marshalled my will in, gathering my powers in close and feeling the glow dim, not only from me but the weapon too.

I saw with interest as the painful white light faded to a dim glow. The weapon was in fact a blade, three feet in length and straight, edged on both sides and engraved on its cross guard with a name: Ars Arcnu. A chill ran down my spine when I read the name.

“I am not divine,” I said, the grasses flourishing at my feet belied my words, “but… nearing it. You will both keep what you’ve seen today to yourselves. I’m not ready for our enemy to learn what I’ve gained this day.”

“What have you gained?” Jasmine asked as she stepped close, running a hand across my chest and down the arm that held the sword, “Ars Arcnu? This isn’t a storied blade and yet… its power fills me with fear.”

“A Sliver of Infinity,” I offered by way of explanation as I raised the blade before my face, “And edge so sharp it can cut through to other worlds, even part the flesh of Gods. It seems I need to have a long conversation with a certain cultist.”

“Sire?” Gretchen asked, but I shook my head moving past it.

“How long was I gone for?” Suddenly noticing the sun was much closer to the horizon than it had been when I’d entered the Vale.

“It’s been close to six hours since you disappeared,” Jasmine said, and I caught a hint of emotion in her voice. “It felt like our connection to you was just… gone. Like you’d ceased to exist, and then it was suddenly back and a moment later the darkness faded, revealing you and Allendoraaldera’Lotholinar… I still can’t believe it’s real! My mom used swear her stories were true, but I never believed…”


Chapter 8




Iwasn’t comfortable opening a portal too close to the ancient tree. The surrounding air was pregnant with fae currents of all types, and even the smallest spell could be magnified or distorted within its sphere of influence. Safer to hike up to the rim and open the Portal there.

When the portal spun open, I could practically feel the bristling fury pouring through as Mother stood in the portal room’s entrance, fists on her hips. Once the sight of the Witch Queen wroth with me would have caused apoplexy, but I’d grown into myself over the past few months and withstood her hard stare without reaction.

Her eyes shifted from mine to the blade still held in one fist and widened, then she spotted what stood in the center of the Vale behind me and her jaw dropped open in shock. I felt my lips curling into a grin and I wished I could have memorized the sight of her surprised. It happened to rarely.

“What have you done, my son?” Belinda hissed, her tone not quite angry, but reclaiming some of the emotion she’d lost when sighting Allendoraaldera’Lotholinar.

“He’s become a king,” said a rich, deep voice from just beside the entrance, as Grandmother stepped up beside the Witch Queen, her wide mouth stretching in a proud smile. “Doing what must be done, accepting the consequences and asking no forgiveness from those he rules… well met Dainen! Well met my King!”

The Dowager Queen could command a room like few others, and as she swept a perfect curtsey, she made sure to give me a breathtaking view of the shadow between her massive cleavage.

“Grandmother,” I said, drawing Lydia up to her feet and taking her in from head to toe and ignoring my mother’s dagger stare, “You’re looking as lovely as ever after your forced march.”

“Thank you, Sire,” the older beauty said, preening under the compliment. “I couldn’t wait to return to your… side.”

“Dainen we need to speak of-.”

“Later, mother,” I said, softening my voice to take the blowout of the words, “I promise to tell you everything, later.” Then seeing she wouldn’t drop the matter no matter how much I begged or ordered I raised Ars Arcnu before me, flipping it around and presenting her with the hilt. “While I… entertain the Dowager Queen. Could you have a sheath fashioned for my sword?”

Asking her to take care of such a small, if not simple task would have sent her into a towering fury except, I knew her better than that. Mother’s curiosity is more powerful than her anger, and the glittering blade in my hand sparked it more than anything recently had. She accepted the weapon with glittering eyes, her objections forgotten as she drew deeply on her magic even before she’d stepped away from me.

“That was neatly managed,” Lydia said as she slipped an arm in mine and steered me down the hall towards my rooms, “Now if we can only find… perfect!”

The elf queen and her entourage swept around the corner right at that moment, the woman’s eyes brightening when they landed on the two of us.

“Queen Lydia!”

I felt more than saw Grandmother grow excited as the Elven Queen hurried over. The woman’s gargantuan breasts shook and jiggled side to side in her elegant dress as she hurried over to us. I couldn’t help being amused instead of feeling slighted, as my new wife gave all of her attention to the silver-haired beauty who’d helped raise me. It made sense, though. The pair had been rulers of neighboring kingdoms for over a decade and were meeting now for the first time.

“I came to greet you at the Gate’s but they told me you and Belinda hurried to the rooms,” her pale lips stretched wide in a welcoming smile as she nodded her head in a bow suiting her station, “I wanted to welcome you personally into Endil Vale and tell you how excited I am that we’re allies now.”

“The pleasure is all mine, Lysenia,” grandmother said, reaching out and taking the Elven queen’s hand in her free one and drawing the woman into her side as if she’d known her all her life, “Come now, we’re more than just allies. I hear you’ve wedded yourself to my, Dainen, so we’re practically family, now.”

“That’s right!” Queen Lysenia said, and I glanced at the ancient elf again, shocked to hear a girlish giggle in her voice.

“Do you have time for a cup of tea, Your Highness?” Grandmother asked the elf, “I wouldn’t want to keep you from important matters, but I thought we could… get to know one another before the festivities begin this evening and everything becomes so formal. Dainen, would you be a dear and see that hor-dourves and white wine are brought to your rooms? And inform the servants you’ll be busy until supper.”

“That’s five hours from now,” I said as she released my arm, the flesh suddenly cold where her mammoth breast no longer pressed against it.

“Yes, dear,” Grandmother said in a warm voice that send shivers down my spine as I noticed the heat in her eyes as they trailed down Lysenia’s mammoth cleavage, “It will take some time for your new wife and I to get… acquainted. Do hurry back so you don’t miss anything.”

Spinning on my heel, it somehow dropped from my mind that an hour before I’d dueled the God of Death himself and come out victorious, only for my grandmother to send me scurrying to do her bidding with only a raised eyebrow. Such is the power of the Dowager Queen.

Lady Hornsby found herself with the power of two kingdoms at her fingertips, the exact dream she’d given up when confessing her sins to me. The Lady was in her element, directing the newly arrived forces. Like a general commanding her troops, the Lady, with Ellseth Gelanvor at her side, facilitated the mingling of two nations with aplomb.

When I found her, she was directing a handsome pair of elderly noble women and their contingent of household guards to the staging grounds where they could make camp.

“On the morrow Queen Lysenia shall begin drilling the troops, make sure you check in with your commanders today to get your orders.”

“Is that really you, Jelli?” Asked one of the elderly noble women, “I recognize the face from near on twenty years ago and the voice… The miracle is true then?”

“It’s true, Duchess Edith, and for those who swear their souls and bodies to our Lord, the blessings are ever flowing. See that you find me on our march north if you wish to know more.”

As the two older women hobbled off, their faces were filled with hope as they kept glancing back at the Lady and me. Their guardsmen were green and mostly made up of women, but they’d come armed and armored with what was better than most, and Lysenia had an ambitious plan to drill while we marched.

“Your Majesty?” Jelli said, raising an eyebrow as she turned to me, “What is this… fire in you?”

Hissing, I took her by the elbow and steered her into a narrow side passage, wrapping us in a cocoon of silence as tight and powerful as I could before turning to face her.

“You can sense the Emberfire, my Lady?” I asked, with perhaps a bit more intense than she was expecting, “How?!”

“I can… feel it… in you. In your need and desires, your Majesty,” the Lady blushed a faint shade of pink and her eyes cut to the side. “I can… always feel what you want and need… like it lives in my bones. I feel your desire right now… desire to feel your cock pressed between the Dowager Queen and Endil Vale Queens thick lips… To see them kiss and make love beneath you… a symbol of two nations joining and your power over them… I can feel your desire to bend me over right now… To shove your cock in my… my butt,” she flinched at saying the word, but I saw her nipples harden in the elegant dress she wore, and her hips undulate without her awareness.

“I can also sense your new desires… and tremble at the breadth of them… Sire… to claim-.”

I silenced the woman with a fierce kiss and gripped the back of her head forcing her to meet my eyes.

“Not a word of this to anyone, until the battle is joined, yes?”

Lady Hornsby nodded sharply, and I saw her face flush with emotion, and it took me a second to register it was because of the trust I was putting in her. Stepping back, I released the cocoon of silence and went to stride back to my rooms.

“Sire,” the Lady said, stopping me before I could go, “I’ll be washed and ready for you later this evening… All of me is yours for the taking… Any time… Anywhere.”

She stepped past me and smiled that sultry little grin of hers as she swept away. Cursing myself, I stopped a servant on my way back and ordered her to bring the wine and a few other delectable to the rooms.

When I stepped in my bedchamber, leaving Gretchen and Captain Fazine posted outside, I found Grandmother and Queen Lysenia seated beside one another before the large window, taking in the view as they sipped the last of the previous evenings wine.

“Nice to see the two of you getting along,” I said as I poured myself a glass of wine and downed the contents in one quick quaff.

“Lysenia and I have been friends for years,” Grandmother said with a fond smile for the gorgeous elf. “This is our first meeting, but it feels like we’ve known each other for years.”

“I agree,” Lysenia said, reaching over and squeezing Lydia’s hand, “It feels like you could have been a sister.”

“It’s good you’re both getting along,” I said, stepping over before the pair and reaching down to take either of their hands and draw them to their feet, “Because I have plans for our evening together.”

“Oh, really?” Grandmother asked, her blue eyes twinkling and lips grinning as she let me guide her towards the bedchamber, “And might these plans involve a back rub for your tired old gran?”

“It will,” I assured her, then brought the two women together before me, enjoying the slight shift into embarrassment from the pair as they were confronted with each other’s beauty, “But it won’t be me massaging your naked body… but Lysenia.”

“Oh god,” the Dowager Queen moaned softly.

The elf’s eyes sparkled as she pulled grandmother into a fast embrace, her lips meeting with the human’s in intense and sudden passion. As the pair fell back onto the bed, my cock throbbed and I slipped my clothes off, as the women peeled each other’s gowns down.

Jelli had been correct in my plans for the night, and as I climbed atop the mattress and drew both sets of hungry lips to my cock, I smiled to watch two of the most powerful and gorgeous women in the world worshipping my scepter.

In a couple days, I would ride forth with the greatest host of humans and elves the North had ever seen. I could feel her waiting for me, the ancient crone who’d taught me as a boy, and pushed down the trepidation. Soon battle would be joined, but for the moment and this evening, I would forge a union between nations in the most delicious way possible.

As my first orgasm of the night coated Lydia and Lysenia’s faces, the Queens cried out in shocked orgasms, bodies wracked with pleasure as my secret spell hit them. Smiling, I pulled wide, soft hips over, taking both in turn as their pleasure rolled on, unceasing. As the sun sank towards the horizon, I knew I was exactly where I needed to be.

To Be Continued…
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