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The morning sun crested the battlements of Oakhaven, spilling blood-red light across the cobblestones of the training yard where Prince Aris stood. The air tasted of iron and damp earth, a scent that had defined his entire existence within these grim, fortress walls. He tightened the straps of his gauntlets, the thick leather creaking under the tension, and admired the way the light caught the polished steel of his breastplate. It bore the engraving of his house’s roaring bear, a symbol of brute strength and unyielding dominance—virtues Aris held in higher esteem than breath itself.

He was a specimen of masculine perfection by Oakhaven’s standards: tall, with shoulders broad enough to bear the weight of a dying kingdom, and a face carved from granite, handsome in a cruel, predatory way. His hair, dark as a raven’s wing, was swept back to reveal eyes that held no capacity for mercy, only expectation. Today, he rode for the High Vales, a journey necessitated by the crown’s failing coffers, yet he did not carry himself like a supplicant seeking aid. He stood like a conqueror waiting to claim his due.

His warhorse, a massive black destrier named Titan, stamped its shod hooves against the stone, impatient and brimming with the same aggressive energy as its master. Around them, the royal guard bustled with the frantic efficiency of men who feared their commander’s wrath more than death. Aris ran a hand along the pommel of his longsword, grounded by the familiar texture of the wire-wrapped grip. This weapon had tasted the blood of rebels and bandits alike; soon, he mused, another kind of weapon—the one between his legs—would conquer the so-called rulers of the mountains.

The treaty was clear: a marriage to unite the lands. But Aris knew the reality of the world. Treaties were paper; steel and seed were what truly forged empires. The High Vales were an anomaly, a matriarchal society tucked away in the cloud-wreathed peaks, rumored to be ruled by women who commanded strange magics and martial prowess. Aris scoffed at the concept, a harsh, barking sound that made a nearby squire flinch. In his mind, a woman’s place was prone or kneeling, not sitting upon a throne.

“The saddlebags are secured, my liege,” Captain Roderick announced, approaching with his head bowed low, daring not to meet the Prince’s gaze. “We have provisions for the three-day ride to the border.”

Aris kept his eyes fixed on the distant, jagged silhouette of the mountains. “And the gifts? The silk and jewels my father insists we waste on this mountain bitch?”

“Packed with the rear guard, sire,” Roderick confirmed.

Aris turned then, a sneer curling his lip. “A waste of gold. A woman requires only a firm hand to know her loyalty, not baubles.” He grabbed the reins Titan offered, swinging himself up into the saddle with fluid, practiced grace. The height advantage only swelled his already bloated sense of superiority. He looked down at his men, his voice booming across the courtyard. “They say these women of the High Vales are fierce. They say they do not bow to men.” He laughed, a deep, resonant sound that lacked warmth. “That is simply because they have never met a man of Oakhaven. They lack a true stallion to break them to the bit.”

One of the younger knights, emboldened by the Prince’s bravado, grinned up at him. “You’ll have her eating from your palm before the wedding night is over, my Prince.”

“Before the bedding is through, certainly,” Aris corrected, adjusting his crotch against the saddle. The friction sent a pleasant, anticipatory throb through his groin. He pictured Princess Seris—he had seen no likeness of her, but he imagined her as some delicate, pale thing, perhaps haughty, clearly in need of correction. He fantasized about the moment he would strip away her royal pretensions along with her gowns, forcing her to realize that in the bedchamber, titles meant nothing against superior strength. He would plant his heir in her belly within the month, effectively ending her line’s matriarchal nonsense and securing Oakhaven’s future under his own name. “I intend to show her the difference between a mountain savage and a true King. When I am finished with her, she will understand that her little council of crones answers to me. I will rule her body, and the rest of her kingdom will follow naturally.”

He spurred Titan forward, the beast’s iron shoes striking sparks against the ground. The entourage fell in line behind him, a column of steel and testosterone leaving the safety of the patriarchy to invade the unknown. Aris felt invincible, his mind filled with lewd images of 'taming' his future bride, utterly blind to the reality that awaited him in the mist-shrouded peaks of the High Vales. He believed he was riding to a conquest, unaware he was marching toward a reality that would shatter his narrow worldview as easily as a hammer shatters glass.

The journey upward stripped away the familiar comforts of the lowlands, replacing the lush greenery of Oakhaven with jagged slate and relentless, howling winds that smelled of ozone and snow. By the time the citadel of the High Vales loomed into view, appearing as if it had been hewn directly from the black granite of the peak itself, Aris felt a headache pulsing behind his eyes. He attributed it to the altitude rather than the unsettling grandeur of the architecture, which rose in sweeping, aggressive spires that defied gravity.

Titan snorted, his breath pluming in the frigid air, as they approached the massive ironwood gates. Aris expected a ragged militia or perhaps a ceremonial guard of old men; instead, his party was halted by a phalanx of warriors who stood as immobile as the mountain. They were all women, but they bore no resemblance to the court ladies he ignored back home. These sentinels stood nearly seven feet tall, encased in plate armor that did nothing to hide the terrifying width of their shoulders or the corded muscle of their exposed arms. Their faces were weathered, stoic masks scarred by battle, and they held heavy polearms with a casual ease that suggested lethal proficiency.

Aris scoffed audibly, spurring Titan forward to loom over the captain of the gate, intending to cow her with the sheer mass of his warhorse. She did not flinch, merely tilting her head back to regard him with eyes the color of glacial ice, her expression devoid of the fear he fed upon.

“Prince Aris of Oakhaven,” the captain stated, her voice a rough contralto that vibrated in the Prince’s chest. She did not bow. “The Matriarch awaits.”

The gates groaned open, not by mechanism, but pulled by teams of straining figures—men. Aris blinked, his brow furrowing as he rode into the outer courtyard. The gender inversion assaulted his sensibilities immediately. While the walls were manned by hulking female archers sharpening bodkin arrows, the courtyard bustled with men clad in gossamer silks and translucent linens, their tunics cut low to expose smooth, hairless chests. They hurried about carrying baskets of fruit, pitchers of wine, and bundles of cloth, their movements practiced and submissive. Some giggled behind their hands as the Oakhaven knights rode past; others cast lowering eyes of appreciation at the rugged soldiers. Aris felt bile rise in his throat. It was a carnival of perversion, he decided, a society gone mad for lack of a patriarch’s guiding rod. He gripped his reins tighter, his knuckles whitening, reassuring himself that he would burn this degeneracy out of them once he wore the crown. He would put the men back in the fields and the women on their knees where they belonged.

They were ushered directly to the Great Hall, a cavernous chamber dominated by pillars of obsidian and tapestries depicting scenes of conquest that suspiciously featured only female victors. Captain Roderick and the honor guard flanked Aris, their hands hovering near their sword hilts, unnerved by the heavy, predatory stares of the Vales’ elite warriors lining the hall. Aris strode to the center of the room, his boots ringing loudly against the polished floor, demanding attention.

At the far end, upon a throne carved from the skull of some ancient, colossal beast, lounged Princess Seris. The description 'Princess' felt laughably inadequate. The woman rising to meet him was a titaness, standing a full head taller than Aris, her physique overshadowing even his own carefully cultivated bulk. She wore no gown, but rather a ceremonial breastplate of burnished gold and trousers of tight, black leather that clung to thighs as thick as tree trunks. A heavy fur cloak cascaded from her broad shoulders, giving her the silhouette of a bear reared on its hind legs. Her hair was a mane of wild copper, and her face, angular and fierce, split into a lazy, feral grin as she descended the dais steps.

“So,” Seris drawled, her voice a rich, rolling purr that echoed off the stone walls. She circled him slowly, her heavy boots thudding with a weight that commanded silence from the room. Aris stiffened, inflating his chest, preparing to deliver his rehearsed speech about the honor of his proposal. Before he could speak, Seris reached out, her hand—large, calloused, and immensely strong—clamping around his jaw. She turned his head left, then right, inspecting him with the detached scrutiny one might apply to a prize stallion at auction. “Good teeth. Clear eyes. A bit smaller than the missives claimed, but he has good bone structure.”

Aris knocked her hand away violently, stepping back, his hand flying to the hilt of his sword. The sound of steel rasping against the scabbard hissed through the silence. “I am Prince Aris of House Ironheart!” he roared, his voice cracking slightly under the pressure of his rage. “I am not some beast to be bartered! I am your future King, and you will show me the respect due to my station!”

The court did not gasp. They laughed. It was a low, rippling sound of genuine amusement. Seris threw her head back, her laughter booming above the rest, deep and mocking. She stepped into his personal space again, effectively ignoring his drawn weapon as if it were a toy. She looked down at him, her green eyes dancing with cruel delight. In the proximity, Aris couldn't help but drop his gaze lower, his eyes snagging on the crotch of her tight leather breeches. There, unmistakable and prominent, was a heavy, substantial bulge that strained against the fabric, large enough to make even a seasoned soldier pause. The implication slammed into him, confusing his anger with a sudden, cold spike of bewilderment.

“King?” Seris repeated the word as if tasting something sour. She leaned in, her hot breath ghosting over his ear, smelling of spiced wine and musk. “Here, little prince, you are a Consort. A broodmare. You are here because your father’s mines are dry and my borders need quiet neighbors.” She pulled back, her grin sharp enough to cut glass. “You have fire, though. I like that. It makes breaking you so much more entertaining.” She snapped her fingers, the sound like a cracking whip. “Guards, escort the Oakhaven retinue to the guest barracks. They are dismissed. The Prince will be taken to the Consort’s Wing to be... prepared.”

“My men stay with me!” Aris shouted, but the Vales guards were already moving, a wall of steel and muscle separating him from Roderick. His captain looked to him, panic in his eyes, but Aris saw the sheer disparity in force. To draw steel now would be a massacre.

“Your men,” Seris corrected gently, patting Aris’s cheek with a patronizing force that stung, “are not permitted in the royal harem. You belong to me now, Aris. Go. Wash the smell of the lowlands off you. I will visit you tonight to inspect the rest of the merchandise.” With a dismissive wave of her hand, she turned her back on him, ascending her throne without a second glance. Humiliated, boiling with impotent fury, and inexplicably unnerved by the colossal woman who treated him like a pet, Aris was roughly guided by two silent, smirking female guards out of the hall and deeper into the labyrinthine fortress.

Twilight descended upon the High Vales like a bruised curtain, painting the jagged peaks in shades of violet and charcoal. The wind howled through the open arches of the Temple of the Moon, carrying with it the scent of burning pine and musk, but Prince Aris felt none of the biting cold. Instead, a flush of searing humiliation kept his skin feverishly hot. Gone was his plate armor, the steel shell engraved with the roaring bear of House Ironheart that had always served as his second skin. In its place, he wore a single garment of spun spider-silk, a fabric so obscenely sheer and delicate that it felt less like clothing and more like a mockery. The robe, shimmering with an iridescent, pearlescent white, clung to his muscular frame, outlining the breadth of his chest and the rigid tension in his thighs with humiliating clarity. It was a garment designed for display, cut low to expose his clavicles and falling in loose, billowing folds that threatened to tangle his legs.

He stood at the entrance of the temple, flanked by four of the towering female guards who had stripped him earlier, their calloused hands scrubbing him raw in scented oils until he smelled like a mountain wildflower rather than a man of war. They nudged him forward with the shafts of their spears, and Aris was forced to walk, his bare feet slapping softly against the freezing polished obsidian of the aisle. The court had gathered in a semicircle around the central altar, a sea of faces that watched his approach with hungry, predatory eyes. The inversion of his world was absolute here; the women stood in the front rows, clad in formal leathers and furs, drinking from horn cups and jesting loudly, while the men knelt on cushions behind them, heads bowed in demure silence.

Aris kept his jaw locked so tight his teeth ached, staring straight ahead to avoid the leering gazes that raked over his exposed form. He could hear their whispers, low and appraising, discussing his width, his height, and his potential stamina as if he were a prize heifer brought to market. Every step was a battle against the urge to snatch a weapon from a nearby guard and die fighting, but the memory of Roderick and his men, outnumbered and surrounded, tethered his rage. He had to endure this mummer’s farce. He had to survive the night. At the end of the aisle, illuminated by the flickering light of a hundred iron braziers, waited Seris. If she had looked intimidating in the throne room, here she appeared godlike, a monolithic figure of copper and shadow.

Seris stood with her back to the rising moon, her silhouette dominating the altar. She had discarded the breastplate for the ceremony, wearing instead a long, open coat of heavy velvet the color of dried blood, trimmed with the fur of a white wolf. Beneath it, she wore nothing but a complex arrangement of leather harnesses that accentuated the terrifying perfection of her physique. Her breasts were bound flat by strips of dark leather, giving her a more androgynous, martial profile, but it was the lower half of her attire that drew Aris’s horrified, mesmerized gaze. She wore fitted trousers of soft doeskin that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. The heavy, thick ridge of her cock was clearly outlined against the fabric, resting halfway down her thigh, a dormant serpent that promised violence. As Aris stepped onto the dais, feeling small and fragile in his silk rags, Seris turned to face him fully. Her green eyes burned with a possessive fire, and a smirk played on her lips as she looked him up and down, clearly pleased with how the translucent robe displayed her new property. She did not offer him a hand; she simply stood there, legs spread in a stance of absolute command, waiting for him to come to heel.

The High Priestess, an ancient woman with skin like crumpled parchment and eyes entirely white with cataracts, stepped forward from the shadows. She held a bowl of dark, viscous liquid—wine mixed with the blood of a mountain stag. "We gather under the gaze of the Mothers to bind this male to the line of the Vales," she intoned, her voice surprisingly strong. "Prince Aris of the Lowlands, do you come to offer your strength to the Crown?"

Aris hesitated. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating. He felt Seris’s gaze bore into him, daring him to defy her. He swallowed the bile in his throat. "I do," he rasped, the words tasting like ash. The Priestess dipped a finger into the bowl and drew a wet, red line across Aris’s forehead, then down his chest, staining the white silk over his heart. "Then speak the Vow of the Yielding," she commanded.

Aris’s hands clenched into fists at his sides. He knew the words; they had been drilled into him during the rough preparations. "I pledge my sword to your hand," he said, his voice gaining a hard, resentful edge. "I pledge my breath to your command. I pledge my obedience and my fertility to the stability of the High Vales."

A ripple of approval went through the crowd at the word 'fertility.' Seris stepped closer, her scent—musk, leather, and ozone—enveloping him. She towered over him, her height making him tilt his head back to meet her gaze. "And I," Seris rumbled, her voice vibrating in the hollow of Aris’s chest, "pledge protection over your body and provision for the fruit you will bear me." The phrasing made Aris flinch, the reality of his position crashing down on him. He was not a husband here; he was a vessel.

Seris didn't let him dwell on the thought. She reached out, her large hand wrapping around the back of his neck, her fingers digging into the muscle with bruising force. She pulled him forward, crashing her mouth against his. The kiss was no expression of affection; it was a claim of ownership. Her lips were rough, her tongue invading his mouth with demanding, arrogant thrusts that mimicked the act she intended to perform later. Aris tried to remain stiff, to withhold a response, but she groaned low in her throat and ground her hips against his. Through the thin doeskin and his flimsy silk, he felt the stone-hard reality of her erection press against his belly, hot and unmistakably massive. The shock of it, the sheer undeniable maleness of the sensation coming from a woman, sent a jolt of confused heat straight to his groin.

She broke the kiss, leaving him breathless and reeling, a string of saliva connecting their lips before she wiped it away with her thumb. "Done," Seris declared to the room, turning Aris around to face the cheering court with her arm clamped possessively around his waist. "The pact is sealed in blood and breath. Tonight, we seal it in flesh."

The roar of the warriors was deafening, a cacophony of stomping feet and clashing weapons. Aris felt dizzy, his world spinning out of axis. He was practically dragged from the altar as Seris began the procession out of the temple, her stride long and purposeful. They moved through the corridors of the citadel, leaving the noise of the celebration behind, ascending a spiraling staircase that seemed to lead into the very heart of the mountain. The air grew warmer, scented with exotic spices and aphrodisiacs. Finally, they reached a set of double doors bound in copper and iron. The guards threw them open, revealing a chamber dominated by a bed vast enough to sleep four, covered in furs and silks. Seris shoved Aris inside with enough force that he stumbled, catching himself on a heavy oak table. The doors slammed shut behind them, the heavy thud of the lock engaging sealing his fate. He spun around, heart hammering against his ribs, to find Seris unfastening her coat, her eyes dark with a hunger that promised to devour him whole.

The heavy oak door echoed with the finality of a tomb sealing shut as the tumblers of the lock clicked into place. Aris stood by the table, his chest heaving beneath the sheer, humiliating silk of the ceremonial robe, the fight-or-flight instinct warring violently behind his eyes. The chamber was warm, suffused with the golden glow of hearth fire and the heavy, cloying scent of amber and musk, but Aris felt cold down to his marrow. He watched Seris turn from the door, her movements languid and terrifyingly assured. She approached him like a landslide, inevitable and unhurried. He straightened his spine, summoning every ounce of royal arrogance drilled into him since birth, desperate to reclaim the narrative that had spiraled so wildly out of his control.

"You think this... this performance intimidates me?" Aris spat, his voice trembling with a rage that masked a rapidly blooming terror. "I am a Prince of the blood! You cannot lock me away like a harlot in a tower. Unseal this door, woman, and perhaps I will show you mercy when my armies eventually burn this mountain to ash."

Seris stopped a few paces from him, her copper eyebrows lifting in genuine amusement. The flickering firelight cast deep shadows across the sharp planes of her face, making her eyes gleam with a predatory luminescence. She unclasped the heavy velvet coat, letting the expensive fabric slide from her broad shoulders to pool on the floor with a soft hiss. Beneath it, the complex leather harness hugged her torso, framing the powerful latticework of abdominal muscles that rippled with her every breath. "Mercy?" she asked, the word rolling around her mouth like a sweet wine. "You speak of mercy while standing in my room, wearing my silks, trembling like a virgin bride?" She took another step, invading his personal space, her height forcing him to crane his neck. "Your armies are weeks away, little prince. And even if they were at the gates, they could not help you now. In this room, there is only flesh and will. And yours is failing."

Aris snarled, his pride stinging worse than a slap. He lashed out, a clumsy, desperate strike aimed at her jaw, intended to shatter her smug composure. He moved with the speed of a trained knight, but Seris moved with the fluid grace of something primal. Her hand snapped up, catching his wrist in a grip that felt like an iron manacle. The shock of the impact vibrated up his arm, numbing his fingers. She didn't just block him; she absorbed his force and nullified it effortlessly. With a sharp twist that elicited a gasp of pain from him, she spun him around and shoved him forward. Aris stumbled, his bare feet tangling in the hem of his robe, and he crashed onto the vast bed. The furs were thick and soft, swallowing him, but the sensation offered no comfort. He scrambled to push himself up, to regain some semblance of dignity, but a heavy boot planted itself squarely on his chest, pinning him to the mattress.

He glared up at her, breathless and pinned, as she loomed above him like a conqueror surveying new territory. The boot pressed down, heavy enough to restrict his air but not enough to crush his ribs—a calculated exertion of control. "Stay," she commanded, her voice dropping an octave, resonating with an authority that bypassed his conscious mind and struck a chord of primal submission he instantly hated. "Watch. Learn what you have married."

Slowly, methodically, she began to dismantle the rest of her armor. Her fingers worked the buckles of the leather harness with practiced ease. The thick straps fell away, revealing a torso that defied his understanding of womanhood. Her breasts were there, unbound now, heavy and pale with copper nipples that hardened in the cool air, but they sat upon a chest of granite muscle, flanked by lats that flared like the hood of a cobra. She was a sculpture of martial perfection, scars silvering her ribs, her skin gleaming with a faint sheen of perspiration from the earlier festivities. Aris couldn't look away; the sheer physical presence of her was mesmerizing, a terrifying blend of feminine curvature and masculine power. She kicked the boots off, one by one, the heavy thuds punctuating the silence of the room. Then, her hands went to the waistband of her doeskin trousers.

Aris felt his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. The bulge he had seen earlier, the one he had tried to rationalize as padding or a trick of the light, was right there at eye level. Seris held his gaze, her lips curling into a smirk that was both cruel and knowing. She shoved the trousers down, peeling the fabric over her hips and thighs, kicking them free until she stood completely nude before him. Aris’s breath hitched in his throat. His eyes widened, his mind reeling as it tried to process the anatomy presented to him. Nestled between her powerful, tree-trunk thighs, framed by a thick patch of copper hair, hung a penis. It was not the monstrous, grotesque appendage of a beast, nor some magical construct. It was entirely, undeniably human. Flaccid, it rested against her thigh, average in length and thickness, indistinguishable from that of any man in Aris's own guard, save for its placement on the body of a woman who stood nearly seven feet tall.

"Confused, Aris?" Seris asked softly, stepping closer until her knees pressed against the edge of the mattress. She gestured casually to her groin. "In the Lowlands, you prattle on about bloodlines and male heirs, thinking the rod is the sole designator of power. In the High Vales, the Mothers bless the royal line with the best of both."

Aris stared, his mouth dry as sand. The cognitive dissonance was deafening. He had expected a woman to break, a vessel to fill. Instead, he was staring at the biological proof of his own irrelevance. "What... what kind of sorcery is this?" he whispered, the fight draining out of him, replaced by a cold, creeping realization of his predicament.

"It is nature," she corrected, her hand moving down to stroke herself. "The Seed of Kings. We do not need your men to continue our line, Aris. We only need fresh blood to keep the stock strong." As she touched herself, the flesh responded immediately. Aris watched in horrified fascination as the organ began to swell, filling with blood, lifting and thickening until it stood erect, bobbing slightly with her heartbeat. It was a stark, pink lance of flesh, veined and fully hard, pointing directly at him. While not impossibly large, its reality was overwhelming; it was a functioning, potent symbol of her dominance. She was not just a woman who ruled; she was a woman who could take. She possessed the equipment to claim him in the very way he had planned to claim her.

Seris climbed onto the bed, crawling over him on hands and knees, the mattress dipping under her significant weight. She straddled his hips, settling her weight on his thighs, pinning him beneath her heat. The erection hovered inches from his face, smelling of arousal and clean skin. She reached down, grabbing his chin again, forcing him to look up into her eyes. "You came here to conquer, to plant your seed in a fertile field," she murmured, her voice a low purr that vibrated through his skull. "But you are not the farmer here, little prince. You are the field. And I have a lot of planting to do."

Seris shifted her weight, the mattress groaning in protest as she withdrew from straddling his hips. She did not release him from her orbit, however; instead, she slid backward until her broad back rested against the carved wooden headboard, her long legs falling open in a display of absolute, imperious vulnerability that was actually a trap. Aris scrambled backward, his breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps, his mind a chaotic whirlwind of shame and adrenaline. He pressed his back against one of the bedposts, clutching the sheer silk of his robe around himself as if the flimsy fabric could ward off the reality of the predator watching him.

Seris watched his retreat with a lazy, heavy-lidded expression, her hand idly stroking the thick length of her erection, which twitched and bobbed with a hypnotic rhythm. "Come here," she said, the command soft but edged with steel. When he hesitated, frozen by a paralysis of will, her eyes narrowed. "Do not make me drag you, Aris. If I have to put my hands on you to bring you into position, I will not be gentle. Crawl."

The word hung in the humid, musk-scented air, heavier than any shackle. Aris looked at the door, then back at the Titaness. The futility of resistance sat like a stone in his gut. Swallowing his bile, the Prince of Oakhaven lowered himself onto his hands and knees, the plush fur of the coverlet tickling his skin as he began a slow, humiliating creep toward the waiting Matriarch.

He stopped between her spread thighs, keeping his head bowed, staring at the landscape of her inner legs. Up close, the sheer scale of her musculature was daunting; her thighs were pillars of corded power, the skin dusted with faint freckles and pale copper hair. The scent of her was overwhelming this close—a potent, dizzying mix of aroused female and the sharp, saline tang of male excitement. "Look at it," she ordered, her voice vibrating through the mattress and into his knees.

Aris slowly lifted his head. The organ stood proud and angry from the nest of copper curls, fully engorged and weeping clear beads of fluid from the slit at its heavy, plum-colored head. It was a perfect, throbbing spear of flesh, veins winding around the shaft like blue ivy. It demanded attention, pulsating with a heat that radiated against Aris’s flushed face. "You wish to rule," Seris mocked, reaching down to weave her fingers into his dark hair, her grip tightening until tears pricked his eyes. "Then rule this. Open your mouth."

Aris clamped his jaw shut, a final, desperate act of defiance. The very idea was anathema, a violation of every law of nature and hierarchy he had ever known. Seris tutted, a sound of disappointment, and simply squeezed the back of his neck, her thumb digging into a pressure point at the base of his skull. A jolt of sharp, blinding pain shot through his head, and his mouth flew open in a gasp. In an instant, she guided him forward, not shoving, but pulling him into her with inexorable force. Aris squeezed his eyes shut as his lips brushed against the velvet texture of the glans. He expected it to be repulsive, but the sensory overload washed away disgust with sheer shock. It was hot, impossibly smooth, and pulsing with a life of its own.

"Tongue," she commanded, tugging his hair to tilt his head for better access. "Taste the lineage of the Vales. Worship it."

He tentatively extended his tongue, the muscle trembling, and dragged it along the underside of the shaft. The taste was alien—salty, slightly metallic, and rich with the musk of her arousal. Seris hissed, her hips bucking slightly, a movement that slapped the heavy organ against Aris’s cheek. "Pathetic," she murmured, though her voice lacked true malice now, replaced by the breathy distraction of pleasure. "You kiss like a maiden afraid of breaking porcelain. You are a warrior, Aris. Attack it. Devour it."

She didn't wait for him to find the courage. Her hand at the back of his head tightened, and she thrust her hips forward, driving the head of her cock past his lips. Aris gagged, his throat seizing as the intrusion filled his mouth completely, stretching his jaw. Panic flared, and his teeth grazed the sensitive skin. Seris snarled, abruptly yanking his head back by his hair.

"Teeth!" she barked, the sharp reprimand cutting through the haze. "If you graze me again, I will have them pulled from your skull one by one. Roll your lips back. Make a velvet sheath for me. You are here to serve, not to gnaw."

Aris, eyes watering and heart pounding, nodded frantically, the fight thoroughly crushed out of him by the sheer physical dominance she exerted. He tried again, this time consciously curling his lips over his teeth, forcing his mouth to be nothing but soft, wet heat. He took her in again, deeper this time, the head pressing against the soft palate of his mouth. The sensation of being filled, of being used in such a carnal, submissive way, sent a confusing spike of heat through his groin. His own erection, trapped beneath his belly, throbbed in sympathy, betraying him. Seris sensed his submission, her grin widening as she looked down at the top of his head, watching her manhood disappear into the face of the man who had thought to conquer her.

She began to move then, establishing a rhythm that Aris could only endure. She churned into his mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts, treating his head like a convenient tool for her gratification. Her large hands steered him, twisting his hair to angle his face to her liking, forcing him to bob up and down on the shaft. "That's it," she groaned, her voice dropping into a rough, guttural register that made Aris’s skin prickle. "Take it deep. Swallow my size. A King... on his knees... draining a woman. If your father could see you now."

The mockery burned worse than the friction, but Aris found himself falling into the rhythm, his mind going blank, reduced to the singular task of accommodating the intrusive flesh. The clear pre-cum coated his tongue, slick and briny, lubricating the motion as she began to pick up the pace, her breathing growing ragged and heavy.

Just as the rhythm became frantic, just as Aris felt her hips stutter and tense for release, she abruptly stopped. The absence of motion was jarring. With a wet, popping sound, she pulled completely out of his mouth, leaving him gasping for air, a string of saliva and fluid connecting his bruised lips to her still-throbbing member. Aris coughed, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, looking up at her with dazed, watery eyes. He had expected her to finish, to degrade him with her seed, but instead, she looked down at him with a cool, simmering denial. Her chest heaved, her nipples hard points against the cool air, but her expression was composed, cruel.

"Not yet," Seris whispered, reaching down to wipe the moisture from her glans with her thumb, then smearing it across Aris’s cheek like war paint. "You haven't earned the harvest, little prince. You barely know how to plow the field." She swung her legs off the bed, standing up and leaving him kneeling there, frustrated, confused, and humiliatingly empty. "Rest," she commanded, walking toward the washbasin without looking back. "Tomorrow, the real training begins."

The reprieve Seris had granted him proved cruel and short-lived, a mere pause to let the anticipation of his fate curdle into dread. She returned to the bedside not with a weapon, but with a heavy jar of alabaster, the flickering firelight catching the ruthless determination etched into her features. With a casual flick of her wrist, she signaled for him to lie back. When Aris hesitated, his pride flaring up in one last, pathetic spark, she simply gripped the front of his spider-silk robe and tore it open. The delicate fabric screamed as it parted, leaving him completely naked and exposed against the dark furs. He scrambled backward, but she caught his ankle, dragging him down the length of the mattress until his hips rested near the edge.

She uncorked the jar, releasing a pungent, medicinal scent of wintergreen and clove that stung his nostrils. "The treaty requires a binding of flesh," she stated, her voice devoid of romance, focused solely on the mechanics of the act. She scooped a generous amount of the thick, amber oil onto her fingers, the substance glistening in the dim light. "And since you are unaccustomed to the duties of a wife, I will ensure you do not tear. A damaged vessel is of no use to me."

Aris squeezed his eyes shut as her hand descended, the cold shock of the oil against his nether regions making him flinch. He felt her fingers, large and calloused from wielding a claymore, slicking his inner thighs with efficient, broad strokes. She did not caress him; she basted him like meat for the spit. Then, her touch moved inward, finding the tight, puckered ring of muscle that had never known intrusion. He gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she pressed a thumb against the entrance, massaging the oil into the sensitive skin. "Relax," she commanded, slapping his thigh with her free hand. "Fight me, and it will hurt. Yield, and you might survive with your dignity intact."

Before he could process the instruction, she pushed one finger inside him. It felt immense, a burning invasion that violated his very core. He gritted his teeth, a low groan escaping his throat as she twisted her finger, stretching the tight sphincter. She added a second finger, scissoring them apart inside him to force the muscle to yield. The sensation was alien and overwhelming, a feeling of fullness that bordered on agony, yet she continued her relentless preparation, adding more oil, working him open with the dispassionate focus of a groom checking a horse.

Once she deemed him sufficiently pliable, Seris climbed onto the bed, positioning herself between his spread legs. She towered over him, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his waist. Aris looked up, his breath catching in a terrified rattle. From this angle, she was a terrifying monument of power. Her thighs flexed, muscles jumping beneath the skin, and between them, her erection stood straight and angry, fully revitalized and glistening with a pearl of fluid at the tip. It bobbed with her heartbeat, a heavy, vein-wrapped bludgeon that seemed impossibly large for the space she intended to fill.

She grabbed his knees, forcing his legs wider, bending them back until he felt entirely open, his most vulnerable anatomy displayed for her conquest. "Look at me, Aris," she growled, leaning forward to brace her hands on his chest, her weight pinning him to the bed. "This is how your house falls. Not with swords, but with this."

She lowered her hips, guiding the broad, purple head of her cock to his entrance. The contact sent a jolt of heat through him. She didn't hesitate. With a slow, grinding push, she began to enter him.

Aris cried out, his back arching off the mattress as the head breached the ring of muscle. It felt like being impaled on a hot iron stake. The stretching was immense, a tearing sensation that filled his entire awareness. She was so thick, so unyieldingly hard, and she showed no mercy, sinking her weight down inch by grueling inch. He clawed at her arms, his fingernails scrabbling against her sweat-slicked skin, but she was an immovable object. She grunted, her face twisted in a mask of intense concentration and carnal pleasure as she forced the widest part of the head past his sphincter. With a wet, sucking pop, he swallowed the glans, and she slid deeper, burying the shaft into his tightness. He felt her invade him completely, the intrusion rearranging his insides, filling him until he felt he would burst. She bottomed out with a heavy thud, her pubic bone crashing against his buttocks, the impact jarring the breath from his lungs. For a moment, they lay there, frozen in a tableau of absolute domination, Aris panting and whimpering, filled to the brim with the woman who had conquered him.

Seris began to move. She withdrew almost completely, leaving him feeling hollow and gaping, only to slam back in with a force that drove a ragged sob from his lips. She established a rhythm, heavy and punishing. Her large, heavy breasts swayed with the motion, the copper nipples hard and flushed, brushing against his chest with every downward stroke. Aris tried to focus on the pain, on the humiliation, hoping it would keep his mind sharp, but his body began to betray him. The angle of her thrusts was perfect, unintentional or practiced, he didn't know. Every time she slammed into him, the hard ridge of her shaft ground against the sensitive knot of nerves buried deep within him. A spark of electric pleasure shot through his groin, confusing and terrifying him. It started as a dull ache, then bloomed into a sharp, blinding ecstasy that ran parallel to the pain. His penis, which had been flaccid and ignored, began to twitch and harden, leaking pre-cum onto his belly. He shook his head, trying to deny the sensation. "No... no..." he moaned, but the sound was weak, broken by the wet, rhythmic slapping of her thighs against his.

"You like that?" Seris sneered, seeing his reaction. She adjusted her angle, grinding her hips in a circular motion that targeted his prostate with ruthless precision. "Your mouth says no, but your cock weeps for me." She picked up the pace, her breathing turning into guttural pants. She rode him harder, bouncing on his lap, using his body solely for her gratification. The friction inside him built to a fever pitch. The pleasure from his prostate was overwhelming, a golden fire that spread from his bowels to his extremities, curling his toes. He felt his resistance shattering under the onslaught of pure, physiological stimulation. He wasn't touching himself—his hands were pinned at his sides or uselessly gripping the sheets—but the pressure inside him was bringing him to the edge. He stared up at her, his eyes rolling back, his mouth hanging open in a silent scream of pleasure and shame.

Seris looked down at him, her eyes dark with triumph. She could feel his internal muscles clamping down on her, milking her, and it drove her over the precipice. "Take it!" she roared, her voice cracking. She slammed into him one final time, burying herself to the hilt and holding there, her entire body going rigid. Aris felt the sudden, distinct pulsing of her cock inside him, followed by the hot, powerful jets of her seed flooding his rectum. The sensation of being filled with her spend was the final straw. His prostate spasmed violently under the pressure of her ejaculation, and without a single touch of his own hand, his body gave up. He erupted, shooting thick ropes of semen onto his own stomach and chest, coating himself in the evidence of his total submission. He cried out, a broken, high-pitched sound, as the orgasm racked his body, fueled by the humiliating fullness inside him.

Seris rode out her climax, groaning as she pumped load after load of potent, royal seed into him, ensuring that every drop was deposited deep within her consort. She collapsed on top of him, her weight crushing the air from his lungs, her heavy breathing hot against his neck. Aris lay there, trembling, sticky with sweat, oil, and seed, his mind shattered. He had been taken, broken, and made to enjoy it. The warrior prince was dead; the Queen's bitch had been born.

Consciousness returned to Prince Aris slowly, dragged back by the throbbing ache that radiated from his hips and settled deep in his lower back. The morning light filtered through the high, arched windows of the citadel, piercing his eyelids with a cruel, golden brightness that felt like an intrusion. He tried to shift, to roll away from the glare, but a sharp, stinging pain in his posterior made him gasp and freeze. The memories of the previous night crashed into him with the force of a landslide—the oil, the invasion, the humiliation of his own body betraying him. He lay amidst the tangled ruins of the fur bedding, his naked limbs heavy as lead, his skin tacky with dried sweat and the crusted remnants of the Matriarch’s seed that coated his belly and inner thighs. The scent of the room was heavy, a stifling perfume of sex, musk, and the lingering, metallic tang of copper, a sensory testament to his conquest. He felt raw, hollowed out, and utterly defeated, a stark contrast to the man who had ridden up the mountain believing himself a conqueror. Now, sprawled like a discarded doll on the vast bed, he understood the true nature of his position.

The sound of heavy boots on stone drew his attention to the foot of the bed. Seris stood there, already fully armored, a towering figure of steel and leather that seemed to absorb the room’s light. She had discarded the ceremonial velvet for practical war gear: a breastplate of dull grey steel etched with runes, pauldrons made from the bones of mountain drakes, and heavy greaves that clumped loudly as she shifted her weight. She was adjusting her gauntlets, her face scrubbed clean and set in a mask of professional indifference. She did not look like a woman who had spent the night passionately bedding a husband; she looked like a general preparing for a campaign, with Aris merely a logistical detail she had attended to the night before. She glanced up, her green eyes sweeping over his exposed, miserable form with clinical detachment. "You slept late," she observed, her voice brisk. "Consorts are expected to be bathed and ready to receive the court by the second bell. Today, I grant you leniency due to the... exertion of your binding."

Before Aris could croak out a reply through his parched throat, the heavy oak doors swung open. He instinctively tried to pull the furs over his nakedness, but his limbs were sluggish, and the intrusion was swift. A phalanx of four maids bustled in, carrying copper basins of steaming water, piles of fresh linens, and baskets of herbs. These were not the timid, bowing servants of Oakhaven who kept their eyes averted. These women were stout, efficient, and entirely unimpressed by his royal nudity. They surrounded the bed like vultures descending on carrion. One of them, a matron with greying hair and hands red from scrubbing, stripped the fur covering away from him with a single, practiced motion, leaving him splayed and vulnerable in the chill morning air. Aris flinched, curling his knees to his chest in a futile attempt to hide his shame, but strong hands grabbed his ankles and pulled his legs straight.

"Check the linens," Seris commanded from across the room, ignoring Aris’s muffled protest. The matron leaned in, inspecting the sheets beneath Aris’s hips. She nodded approvingly at the wet, stained patch of dark velvet where the seed had leaked from him during the night. "A fertile deposit, My Lady," the maid announced, as if reporting on grain stocks. "Deep and plentiful." Seris gave a curt nod of satisfaction. "Good. Burn incense to the Mothers for a quick taking. Now, clean him. He smells like a lowland brothel."

The washing that followed was a systematic dismantling of his remaining dignity. Two maids held his limbs down while the others went to work with rough sponges soaked in hot, soapy water. They scrubbed the dried fluids from his chest and stomach with vigorous, unsympathetic strokes, chattering amongst themselves about the weather and the kitchen stocks as they handled him. When they reached his groin, Aris squeezed his eyes shut, turning his head into the pillow. They lifted his sack and penis with professional indifference to clean beneath, then spread his cheeks to attend to the ravaged entrance of his body. The hot water stung the micro-tears and stretched skin, drawing a hiss of pain from him, but the maids merely tutted and applied a soothing, numbing balm from a small clay pot. It was not a caress; it was maintenance. They were grooming a prize mare, ensuring the equipment remained functional for the owner's future use.

Once he was scrubbed pink and raw, they dressed him. There were no breeches or tunics waiting for him. Instead, they slid a loose, sheer gown of emerald silk over his head, cinching it at the waist with a golden cord. The fabric was soft but offered no warmth and little concealment, draping over his frame to accentuate the width of his hips and the smoothness of his chest. He felt ridiculous, a caricature of the women he had once scorned. As the maids gathered the soiled sheets—trophies of his submission—and bustled out, Seris finally approached the bed. She loomed over him, the smell of leather and cold steel replacing the steam of the bath. She reached out, her gauntleted hand cupping his clean-shaven chin, the metal cold against his skin.

"Rest today, Aris," she said, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw. "Eat the meat they bring you. Rebuild your strength. Tomorrow, you enter the training yards."

Aris blinked, confusion piercing his misery. "Training?" he rasped, his voice rough. "To fight?"

Seris laughed, a sharp, barking sound. "To endure. My elite guard will teach you how to bend, how to stretch, and how to take a size that would split a lesser man in two. You are royalty, Aris, but in bed, you are a novice. I will not have my pleasure interrupted by your limits again." She released him with a shove, turning on her heel and marching toward the door, her cape swirling behind her. "Welcome to your new life, Consort. Do try not to break." The heavy door slammed shut, the lock clicking into place, leaving Aris alone in the silence, trapped in silk and stone, realizing with a cold, sinking dread that the mountains did not just defeat men; they remade them.

Steam curled in lazy, suffocating spirals from the surface of the royal springs, a natural basin of turquoise water hewn directly into a shelf of black volcanic rock jutting out from the mountainside. One side of the cavern opened to the biting wind of the high peaks, protected only by a shimmering veil of magical heat that kept the interior balmy and tropical. Prince Aris followed Seris into the misty expanse, his bare feet padding hesitantly against the slick, wet obsidian tiles. He was naked, his silk robe having been discarded at the entryway by Seris’s command, and he felt every bit the exposed, vulnerable prisoner. His body ached with a deep, persistent soreness, a souvenir from the flexibility drills the guards had forced him through that morning—drills designed to open his hips for a rider he still resented with every fiber of his being.

Seris, by contrast, moved through the steam like a predator in her element. She had shed her armor, leaving her massive frame unclothed, her skin flushed rosy by the heat. Her heavy copper hair was pinned up, exposing the long, powerful line of her neck and the terrifying breadth of her trapezius muscles. Between her thighs, her member swung heavily with her stride, flaccid but substantial, a constant, swaying reminder of the anomaly that ruled this kingdom.

She descended the steps into the pool first, the water lapping against her thick thighs, then her waist, until she sat on a submerged stone bench, water reaching her collarbones. She extended a hand, palm up, not looking at him. "Enter," she ordered, her voice echoing softly off the damp stone walls. "The sulfur will draw the stiffness from your limbs. You walk like a cripple, and I cannot abide a Consort who winces every time he sits."

Aris gritted his teeth, humiliation burning hotter than the steam, but he obeyed. He stepped into the scalding water, his skin prickling at the temperature, and waded toward her. The heat was intense, instantly loosening the knots in his lower back, but the proximity to Seris kept his muscles tense with anticipation. He sank down onto the bench opposite her, the water level rising to his chest, effectively hiding his lap from view. He kept his eyes averted, staring at the condensation dripping from the ceiling, refusing to acknowledge the leisurely way she stretched her legs beneath the surface, her foot brushing against his shin.

"Come here," Seris murmured, reaching for a block of milled soap that smelled of sandalwood and mountain sage. She lathered it between her large hands, creating a thick, frothy foam. When Aris didn't move fast enough, she lunged forward, grabbing his arm and hauling him through the water until he was situated between her spread legs, his back pressing against her chest. She wrapped her massive arms around him, effectively trapping him in a cage of muscle and wet skin. "You are tense," she noted, her voice vibrating against his ear as she began to run her soapy hands over his chest. Her palms were rough, calloused from the sword hilt, providing a grating friction against his smooth skin as she scrubbed his pectorals, circling his nipples with a casual intimacy that made him shudder. She washed him with slow, deliberate strokes, cleaning him as one might polish a favored weapon, paying particular attention to the curve of his waist and the flatness of his stomach. Aris tried to remain stoic, to deny her the satisfaction of a reaction, but the combination of the hot water and her masterful, commanding touch was eroding his defenses.

Her hand dipped lower, sliding beneath the water's surface to grasp his scrotum. Aris gasped, his hips bucking instinctively, but she held him firm with her other arm clamped across his chest. She lathered his groin, her fingers heavy and slippery with soap, massaging the testicles with a terrifying lack of hesitation. "So small," she whispered, her tone laced with amused wonder rather than malice. She lifted his penis, which had begun to stir despite his shame, thickening into a semi-erect state under her manipulation. She held it next to her own submerged thigh, where her flaccid cock rested, significantly larger even in its slumber than his was in its waking. "Look at it, Aris. It’s adorable. A little trinket for decoration." She squeezed his shaft, forcing the blood into the head, making it jump. "In the Vales, we breed stallions. Yet here I am, playing with a pony."

The mockery stung, but the sensation of her large hand wrapping completely around his length, engulfing him in warm, slick pressure, sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his brain. She began to stroke him, a slow, languid rhythm that used the soapy water to reduce all friction to a silky glide. "Let's see if this little thing works," she purred, leaning back and pulling him with her, so he was reclining against her shoulder. She began to pump him in earnest now. Her grip was tight, possessing a strength that could easily crush him, yet she wielded it with maddening precision. She focused on the sensitive frenulum, her thumb circling the head while her fist worked the shaft.

Aris threw his head back against her shoulder, a moan tearing itself from his throat. He hated it—hated that his body responded to her insults, hated that her touch felt electric. The water swirled around them, amplifying the sensation, the heat and the rhythmic pressure driving him quickly toward the edge. He was pent up, sexually frustrated from the denial of the previous night, and his body was desperate for release. He thrust his hips forward to meet her hand, abandoning his pride in favor of the impending relief. "That's it," she encouraged, her voice dropping to a growl. "Show me your greed. Beg for it."

He felt the coil tightening in his belly, the familiar pressure building at the base of his spine. His breath came in ragged gasps, his toes curling against the rough stone floor of the pool. He was close, so painfully close. "Please," he whispered, the word tasting like ash but necessary. "Please, Seris..."

He felt the peak approaching, the inevitable crest of the wave. Just as his hips stuttered, preparing to spill his seed into the bathwater, Seris’s hand clamped down hard on the base of his shaft, effectively pinching off the flow. She stopped moving entirely. The pleasure soured instantly into a sharp, throbbing ache of blue balls. Aris cried out, a sound of genuine distress, his body jerking as the orgasm was strangled in its cradle. He slumped forward, panting, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

"Patience," Seris chided softly, resuming a slow, agonizingly gentle stroke that offered no relief, only reminding him of the sensitivity. "A Consort does not cum just because he is touched. A Consort waits."

She let him settle, let his breathing return to a shaky rhythm, before she began again. She ramped up the speed, her large hand working him with renewed vigor, twisting her wrist to wring every drop of sensation from his nerves. Again, she brought him to the very precipice, whispering filthy praises into his ear about how easily he broke, how eager his little cock was to please her. And again, right at the moment of no return, she stopped. She denied him the release, letting him fall back into the abyss of frustration. She did this four times, reducing the proud Prince of Oakhaven to a whimpering mess, begging for permission, begging to be allowed to finish. But Seris was a cruel master of her craft. After the final edge, she simply let go of him, pushing him away so he floated freely in the water, throbbing, leaking clear fluid, and painfully hard.

"Lesson over," she announced, standing up and breaking the surface of the water like a rising leviathan. Her body gleamed in the dim light, water cascading off her muscular frame. She looked down at him, pitiful and aching in the water, and smirked. "You will learn that your pleasure is a gift I give, not a right you take. Keep that hardness for later. If you are good, perhaps I will let you use it on me. If not..." She let the threat hang in the misty air, leaving him alone in the pool to nurse his unsatisfied arousal, the ache in his groin a constant, pulsing reminder of exactly who held the reins.

The great doors of the Throne Room swung open, and Aris was paraded into the public eye once more, though this time stripped of the last vestiges of his autonomy. He walked a step behind Seris, head lowered not out of respect but to hide the burning shame that flushed his cheeks. The court of the High Vales was a sensory assault; the air hung thick with the smoke of narcotic incense and the heavy perfume of unwashed bodies and oiled leather. Hundreds of eyes tracked his movement, hungry and assessing, stripping him bare despite the layers of gossamer silk he wore. His attire was a calculated insult to his former station: a tunic of violet gauze that left his arms and chest largely exposed, belted with a chain of gold that jingled softly with every step, sounding uncomfortably like a leash. He was led not to a seat of equal standing, but to a low, backless stool positioned at the foot of the dais, placed strategically so that Seris’s knee would be at his eye level when she sat.

As the Titaness ascended the steps and threw herself onto the Skull Throne with a negligent, sprawling grace, Aris sank onto his cushion, tucking his legs beneath him in the posture of a favored concubine. He kept his gaze fixed on the polished obsidian floor, his hands resting impotently on his thighs, painfully aware of the phantom weight of the sword that no longer hung at his hip. The proceedings were a dull roar of petitions and judgments, presided over by Seris with a terrifying boredom. She dispensed justice like a god swatting flies—executions ordered with a wave of her hand, territories redistributed with a grunt. Aris tried to make himself small, to vanish into the shadows of the throne, but his presence was the novelty of the season.

During a lull in the hearings, a figure separated from the throng of courtiers and approached the dais. It was Duke Corin, a cousin of Seris’s bloodline, though his gender had relegated him to a decorative role within the citadel. He was a striking man, lithe and tall, with the same copper hair as the Matriarch but softer features, his body clad in tight, revealing leathers that showcased his role as a high-ranking breeder. He bowed low to Seris, his eyes flicking toward Aris with a distinct glint of malice.

"Cousin," Corin purred, his voice dripping with false sweetness as he straightened. He circled the dais, stepping uncomfortably close to Aris’s designated spot. "So this is the prize from the lowlands? The one we traded good iron for?" He tilted his head, inspecting Aris as one might inspect a piece of furniture that didn't quite match the decor. "He seems... dreadfully soft, doesn't he? Look at the skin. Pale and thin as parchment. One winter storm would crack him open."

Aris felt the insult strike him like a physical blow. The term 'soft' clawed at the very foundation of his identity. He was a warrior, a prince who had led charges and broken lines. His head snapped up, his eyes blazing with a sudden, murderous fury. "I have spilled more blood than you have tasted wine, stable-boy," Aris snarled, his voice booming in the quiet hall. Instinct took over; he surged to his feet, his right hand flying to his left hip to draw steel that wasn't there. His fingers grasped only empty air and the flimsy silk of his tunic. The realization crashed into him a second later, freezing him in place—he was unarmed, surrounded by seven-foot amazons in plate armor, standing before a man who held more status in this room simply by virtue of being native.

Corin didn't even flinch. He merely raised a perfectly groomed eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips as he looked Aris up and down. "Feisty," Corin observed dryly. "But a toothless dog barks the loudest."

Aris took a step forward, his fists balling at his sides, ready to strangle the insolent Duke with his bare hands, consequences be damned. The court held its breath. Violence from a consort was punishable by the lash, or worse. But before Aris could cross the distance, a sound cut through the tension—the sharp, distinct grind of a boot heel against stone.

Aris froze. Above him, Seris had leaned forward. She didn't shout. She didn't rage. She simply stared at Corin. The temperature in the room seemed to drop ten degrees. Her green eyes, usually filled with amusement or lust, were now twin pools of absolute, glacial menace. Her hand rested casually on the pommel of the massive greatsword propped against her throne. She said nothing, but the message was deafeningly clear: *Mine.* Aris was her property, her pet, and while she might break him, she would not suffer others to scuff her toys.

The smirk vanished from Corin’s face instantly. The color drained from his cheeks, leaving him as pale as the snow outside. He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing, and took two hasty steps back, bowing so low his forehead nearly touched the floor. "Forgive me, Matriarch," he stammered, his voice trembling. "I meant no disrespect to your... choice. He is... robust. A fine addition." Without waiting for dismissal, Corin scuttled backward into the crowd, disappearing like a roach fleeing torchlight.

Aris stood there, chest heaving, adrenaline souring into nausea. He looked up at Seris, expecting anger, expecting punishment for his outburst. Instead, he found her watching him with a look of heavy-lidded appraisal. She gestured with a single finger for him to sit. The command was absolute. Aris sank back onto his cushion, his legs trembling. The truth settled over him like a suffocating blanket: he was alive only because she willed it. His strength, his martial prowess, his royal blood—none of it mattered here. His only shield against the world was the whim of the monster sitting above him.

Hours later, after the court had been dismissed and the heavy doors sealed, Seris descended the dais. She didn't head for the exit but stopped in front of Aris, who was still seated, staring blankly at the floor. She reached down, her large hand cupping his jaw, forcing him to look up. The menacing glare was gone, replaced by a teasing, feral grin.

"That was dangerous, little prince," she murmured, her thumb brushing over his bottom lip. "Baring your teeth at a Duke. You could have been flogged."

Aris pulled his face away, his pride stinging. "I am not a dog to be kicked," he muttered.

Seris laughed, a deep rumble that vibrated in her chest. She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his ear. "No, you are a wolf cub trying to howl with the pack." She nipped his earlobe, sharp enough to hurt, then soothed the spot with a wet swipe of her tongue. "It was adorable, really. Trying to look so tough in your pretty little dress, reaching for a sword you don't have." She pulled back, her eyes dancing with cruel amusement. "Cute. Keep that fire, Aris. It makes it so much more satisfying when I snuff it out later tonight." She turned and strode toward the private chambers, tossing a command over her shoulder. "Come. I'm hungry, and you have duties to attend to."

The heavy door to the royal chambers clicked shut, severing the connection to the bustling court and plunging the room into a silence that felt heavier than the mountain air outside. Aris stood near the hearth, the firelight catching the shimmer of his ridiculous violet tunic, casting long, dancing shadows against the stone walls. He rubbed his wrists, the ghost of nonexistent shackles still prickling his skin. He expected Seris to strip off her armor immediately, to collapse into the furs as she had the night prior, but the Matriarch remained standing by the heavy oak wardrobe, watching him with an unsettling intensity. She slowly peeled off her gauntlets, dropping them onto a side table with a dull, heavy clatter that made Aris flinch. Her green eyes were dark, not with the lazy lust of the morning, but with a sharp, pedagogical focus that churned Aris's stomach.

She reached into a small, velvet-lined chest atop the dresser and retrieved an object wrapped in black silk. Turning to him, she held it casually, weighing it in her palm like a stone skipped across a lake. "You showed spirit today, Aris," she began, her voice low and deceptively calm as she walked toward him. The leather of her boots creaked with every step, a sound that had rapidly become the soundtrack to his nightmares. "But spirit without discipline is just noise. You tried to bite before you learned how to kneel properly. That must be corrected."

She stopped inches from him, the heat radiating from her large, armored frame enveloping him. With a flick of her wrist, the black silk fell away, revealing the object in her hand. It was a jewel, magnificent and terrifying—a butt plug carved from a single, flawless piece of dark green jade, polished to a glass-like smoothness. The base was flared and encased in gold filigree, but the bulb itself was substantial, thick and shaped like a tear-drop, easily the width of a man's wrist at its widest point. It glittered in the firelight, cold and unyielding.

Aris stared at the object, his breath hitching in his throat. "What... what is that?" he stammered, backing away until his calves hit the edge of the bed.

"A teacher," Seris replied, a cruel smile touching her lips. She held it out to him. "Take it." When he hesitated, she grabbed his hand and slapped the heavy gemstone into his palm, closing his fingers around it. The stone was freezing against his skin, a stark contrast to the flush rising in his cheeks. "You are tight, Aris. Too tight to properly accommodate a Queen. If you wish to be of use to me, you must learn to be open, always ready. Tonight, you will stretch yourself." She pointed to the jar of amber oil on the nightstand. "Coat it. Then put it inside. I want to watch you fill yourself."

Indignation flared in his chest, hot and bright, but it was quickly doused by the memory of her power, the way she had dominated him physically and politically in the span of twenty-four hours. His hand trembled as he walked to the nightstand. He dipped his fingers into the jar, the scent of wintergreen and clove rising to taunt him, and smeared the slick lubricant over the jade. The stone became slippery, dangerous in his grip.
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