Chapter 1: A Game of Shadows

“You truly mean to do this,” Robb said, fighting the urge to scream in frustration.

“It was my brother who promised to destroy me should I not relinquish my crown come
the morning,” Renly Baratheon said lightly while the lady knight Brienne worked at
putting on his armor over his tunic. “I’ve never cared for him, true, but I have no wish to
spill his blood. But if a man calls himself king, he must be prepared to back his claim
with steel. That’s a lesson you would do well to remember.”

Robb did not let the obvious threat rile him. Renly had already made it clear that if Robb
did not pay him homage and acknowledge him as his king, the attention of his massive
army would turn north eventually. He supposed it was still a more conciliatory offer than
that made by Stannis. Renly had said he didn’t care if Robb called himself King in the
North so long as he paid homage. Stannis would accept nothing less than him tossing his
crown aside and pledging his service to the Night’s Watch.

“We should be working together,” Robb said, forcing himself to remain calm. He was a
king, not a child; whining did not suit him. “All of us together would smash the
Lannisters with ease. Instead you and your brother prepare to cross steel with each other
while that prick Joffrey sits the Iron Throne, Tywin and his twenty thousand men hold
Harrenhal, what’s left of the Kingslayer’s army regroups at the Golden Tooth and another
host forms out of Casterly Rock. This is folly.”

“Tywin and his twenty thousand, should they ever show their faces, are no match for my

army,” Renly said, shrugging. “You’ve seen my numbers. Eighty thousand here with me,
ten thousand at Highgarden with my goodfather Mace Tyrell and a formidable garrison at
Storm’s End. No force in Westeros can match mine.”

“Aye,” Robb said reluctantly. Some of the Winterfell men liked to say that one Northman
was worth ten Souhtron swords, but Robb had seen for himself that Northmen bled just as
easily as any other. The Kingslayer hadn’t had any trouble cutting down his share, and if
three men of Robb’s personal guard had not laid down their lives for him Robb’s blood
may well have joined theirs. His victory in the Whispering Wood had not come without a
dose of reality for Robb, and the reality was that the size of his army paled in comparison
to Renly’s. They might be boys playing at war currently, but their sheer numbers were
such that Robb viewed the prospect of eventually having to fight Renly grimly.

Though they did not say it, he could tell that the small group of men (and one woman,
though Dacey Mormont was in no need or protection) he’d brought with him on this
attempt to foster an alliance felt the same way. It was hard not to despair when you
thought about fighting against such a force, especially with the losses their army had
already taken. Renly’s host was unblooded as of yet.



“The Lannisters will have their turn after my brother,” Renly said confidently. “And
though it will bring me no joy, so too will you if you do not bend.” He smirked. “But if
you’re so concerned about Tywin and his twenty thousand, why do you stand before me
here instead of marching on Harrenhal with your army? Would the time to strike not have
been soon after your victory?”

“I bow to your superior tactical knowledge,” Robb said tonelessly. In truth he had
considered the idea; the men had grown restless in Riverrun. The Blackfish suggested a
different strategy than the march on Harrenhal that Lord Tywin was inviting, and Robb
was leaving him to it while he came here. “I believed that joining our strength together
was the most important step to secure victory, which was why I came to treat with you
myself rather than sending my mother or my uncle Brynden as envoy.” For all the good
it did me. Instead of marching on King’s Landing and crushing the Lannisters, these two
fools are going to spill each other’s blood while Cersei laughs.

“You heard my brother,” Renly said. “This fight is of his choosing, not mine. I will not
have men think me afraid of my brother. I will be king, and if he wishes to oppose me I
will strike him down.”

“I did hear him,” Robb said. “I heard what he said about Joffrey’s true parentage. If it’s
true, it changes things.” He had been thinking about this often since Stannis had made the
claim earlier in the day.

“It’s a rather convenient tale, is it not?” Renly said, chuckling. “Do you believe him?”

“I do,” Robb said, nodding. Stannis’ tale answered too many questions for him to ignore.
“The Lannisters tried to kill my younger brother Bran, and I believe this was why. Most
of us went on a hunt, but Jaime Lannister remained in Winterfell the day my brother was
injured. So did his sister.”

“So your brother caught the Kingslayer plowing Cersei, and attempted to kill him for it,”
Renly said, catching on easily. “It’s easy enough to believe. It wouldn’t be the first vow
he’s broken, though I’m surprised he would fail to kill a mere boy.” He pulled a gauntlet
onto his hand. “But what difference does it make, truly? Do you expect me to accept it as
truth and lay down my crown? Do you think the rest of the lords and ladies will accept it
as truth? Do you believe that men will love Stannis or want him as their king just because
he claims the throne should be his?”

“If it’s true, that doesn’t matter,” Robb said. “The throne is his by rights.”

Renly turned towards him, smiling shrewdly. “Then why are you here with me rather
than bending the knee before Stannis? Shouldn’t you be forsaking your crown and
pledging the north to Stannis if you truly believe him the rightful king? Would that not be
what your honorable father would have done in your position?”



Robb frowned. That exact question had not been far from his mind all day. What would
his father have done? Would he have bent the knee and give up the crown his people had
put on his head? In all likelihood Lord Eddard would have refused the crown and
supported Stannis from the beginning. Perhaps that would have been the better choice for
Robb to make. It would certainly make his current situation much easier to navigate. But
Robb had accepted the crown, and now he had to decide what to do?

Would he ignore the will of his people and listen to the red priestess at Stannis’ side, who
had looked at Robb and told him his place was north? Would he give up his crown and
pledge his service to Stannis, even if the man insisted he take it one step further, give up
Winterfell itself and swear a vow to the Night’s Watch? Men would think him mad if he
did so, and yet he didn’t have a hard time imagining his lord father giving up his title and
his life if he believed it was the just thing to do. And he couldn’t get the red woman’s
words out of his head. Your place is north. He knew in his bones that she wasn’t talking
about Winterfell. Though it was mad, part of Robb wondered if recalling the words had
summoned the sudden wind that blew through Renly’s tent.

Renly looked at him expectantly, but before Robb could offer an answer Grey Wind
growled from beside him. Robb started in surprise; his companion had been silent and
still up until now. Brienne’s hand went to her sword hilt, but Grey Wind wasn’t looking
at her or at Renly. He was looking at...a shadow?

“That’s it,” Margaery whispered. “That’s it! Good girl.”

Margaery was frustrated that she couldn’t seem to get Renly to bed her, but that was
purely because kings and queens needed heirs. She had no particular need of him for
actual pleasure; not when she had a handmaiden as sweet and as skilled with her tongue
as Mira Forrester.

This was one task that Margaery never forced upon any of her handmaidens; they must
be willing to please her of their own choosing. She hadn’t expected Mira to be one of
those who made that choice at first, but the northern girl had proven herself to be not just
willing but a very fast learner. It hadn’t taken long for her to figure out exactly how best
to please Margaery and she showed her skill again now. Her tongue moved up and down
along her queen’s outer lips while a finger gently stroked the hood of her clit. That was
often a tricky area, in Margaery’s experience; plenty of girls were too eager to please and
applied too much pressure, while others were too timid to make it feel good. Mira had
found the perfect balance though, and between her tongue and her finger she was giving
Margaery more than enough pleasure to be getting on with.

Perhaps her husband’s cock would feel just as good, once she managed to get him to put
it inside of her. Margaery would find out one day, as was her duty as wife and queen. For
now though, she was quite content to enjoy Mira’s clever tongue.



They stayed quiet, knowing that even if only those she trusted were allowed to guard or
enter her room here in the castle at Bitterbridge, making too much noise would just be
asking for trouble. She did not expect that Renly would care that she had a handmaiden’s
head between her legs. It wasn’t like Mira had a cock with which to plant a bastard in her,
and besides, the queen’s own brother kept Renly’s bedroll warm. For all she knew they
were together at this very moment, sharing each other’s company in their tent as they
dealt with his brother Stannis at Storm’s End. But that didn’t mean that she could afford
to be careless and attract the attention of others. No matter how good it felt, Margaery
must remain quiet.

Mira didn’t make that easy on her, because she did a truly marvelous job. That was to be
expected; she’d chosen the girl to accompany her from Highgarden for a reason. Mira
would occasionally draw the pleasure out back home where they had more time, but she
understood the need for haste in their current surroundings and adjusted accordingly. Her
every lick and rub seemed designed to bring her queen to climax as quickly as possible,
and it was working. It wasn’t long before Margaery’s hands grabbed onto her
handmaiden’s dark hair, pushing her face more firmly against her cunt as the pleasure
took her.

“Yes,” Margaery whispered, closing her eyes and smiling. Even now she kept her voice
down, moaning so quietly that she doubted even her cousin Alla could hear them from
just outside her door, but that didn’t stop her back from arching off of the bed or her
thighs pressing against the sides of Mira’s face as she achieved release. She still needed
to get Renly to bed her eventually, but as far as sexual gratification went both king and
queen were getting what they needed independent of each other.

“My lady!” Alla shouted, sounding panicked and banging on the door to alert her,
thoroughly ruining the moment. “My lady, urgent news!”

Margaery moved quickly, trusting that the normally shy Alla must have something truly
important to tell her if she’d interrupted their play and sounded so shaken. She pushed
Mira’s head back and motioned for her to get up while she hurriedly pulled her
smallclothes and underskirt back on.

“Enter,” she called. Instantly Alla burst into the room, her eyes wide with shock and fear.

“The king has been slain!”

Robb was impressed with how composed Queen Margaery had been upon entering the
small chamber. Obviously she’d been informed of the situation beforehand, but the news
was still very fresh. Still, she’d listened calmly and attentively as Robb recited his version
of events to her and the select handful of Tyrell men at Bitterbridge deemed important
enough to be present. Lady Brienne had fled, but Robb had remained in the tent and
explained what he’d seen to those who entered after the initial two members of Renly’s



guard who fought with Brienne. Fleeing would have put the suspicion firmly on him, but
by remaining he’d been able to show that he had no weapon anywhere on his person that
could have been used to create the grievous wound that had taken Renly’s life. No one,
not even Loras in his blind rage, had been able to seriously entertain the idea that Robb
had been responsible for Renly’s death though he’d been in the tent when it happened.

That didn’t mean they believed his story though. “A shadow?” one of the Tyrell men
scoffed. “Is this another of those northern fables? Did this shadow pass through that giant
wall of ice with the grumkins and the snarks?”

“You may believe me or not, as you like,” Robb said, shrugging. “I have no cause to lie
on behalf of Brienne of Tarth, who I’d never met until I first came here to Bitterbridge. I
am telling you what I saw; nothing more or less. Since it seems you will place the blame
on Brienne no matter what I say, I don’t believe there’s much more for us to discuss. I
came back here because I wanted Queen Margaery to hear what I saw straight from my
own lips. Now I’ve done that, and I really must return to Riverrun. I have my own war to
fight, and Tywin Lannister to deal with.”

“Maybe you were in league with the ugly wench,” another Tyrell man suggested. “King
Renly would have crushed you soon enough. Your cause is helped with him dead.”

Surprisingly it was Margaery who spoke before Robb could. “Lord Robb—pardon me,
King Robb—came to us because he hoped to forge an alliance between his kingdom and
ours. My murdered husband was more likely to make peace with him than Stannis is. We
all know my husband’s brother and alleged killer to be implacable. Did you yourself not
hear Stannis demand that King Robb give up his crown?” The man nodded reluctantly.
“Then how would it benefit him to assassinate King Renly and risk the bulk of his men
defecting to Stannis?”

The more Queen Margaery talked the more Robb reevaluated his opinion of her. When
he’d met her she’d been a perfectly courteous noble lady, welcoming him pleasantly.
She’d looked and behaved as Robb imagined a young queen ought to, but he hadn’t
thought anything more of her than that.

Now he was seeing that this was a carefully maintained public persona, and that
underneath the courteous young lady was a rather shrewd mind. Those men who’d been
allowed into this chamber seemed unsurprised, so they must be familiar with this side of
her. Robb wondered why she was allowing him to see it. He didn’t know where the
Tyrells would go from here with Renly dead, but any who underestimated Margaery
would do so at their own peril.

“Well said, my lady,” Robb said, inclining his head towards her slightly. “My lords, I
believe you all can see that Stannis is the one with the most to gain from slaying Renly
before the battle. Whether you choose to believe Lady Brienne was somehow conspiring
with him or you heed my tale about the shadow, however ridiculous it might sound to
you, I’d say the result is the same. But how you choose to respond is for you to decide.



As for me, I have lingered on this failed attempt at forging an alliance for long enough. I
must return to my own battle.” He looked at Margaery again. “If I have your leave?”

She smiled slightly. “You may leave at any time, Your Grace,” she said pleasantly. “But I
wonder if perhaps our causes might be more closely aligned than you think.”

“I’m afraid I don’t follow, my lady,” Robb said. “I’m not sure what exactly your cause is
now with King Renly killed.”

“My cause is the same as it’s always been,” she said. “All my life, my father has wished
for me to become the queen.” She smiled and shrugged. “If I’'m being honest, I’ve
learned to share in that desire. I don’t believe that my father will give up on his wants
even with Renly gone. He’ll still look to make me queen if it’s possible, and he will use
the might and resources of Highgarden to make it happen.”

It wasn’t difficult for Robb to understand what she meant. A queen could only be queen
if she had a king or an heir, and Margaery currently had neither. Stannis was obviously
not an option; he had a wife and queen already. “You mean that he’ll look to wed you to
Joffrey,” Robb said.

“It’s the obvious conclusion, yes,” Margaery said. “I need a king if I’'m to be queen and
give birth to a future ruler with Tyrell blood in his veins. The Lannisters need our support
and our food to win this war.”

“He’s betrothed to my sister,” Robb pointed out.

“And a septon will undo that obligation for him quickly enough if asked,” she answered.
“It’s easily justifiable to the commonfolk, what with your father’s execution and your
rebellion. Yes, I’'m sure the possibility of marrying me to Joffrey will come to my
father’s mind as soon as he hears of Renly’s death. It will no doubt occur to the
Lannisters just as quickly. Of the two men who either sit the Iron Throne or who hope to
do so, Joffrey is the only one who is not yet wed. I daresay that his betrothal to your sister
would be but a trifling concern, one easily dealt with for the Lannisters to get my

family’s aid and for my father to eventually become grandfather to the king.”

Robb should have felt happy about the idea of sweet Sansa not being forced to marry that
monster who had killed their father, but even in the unlikely event that the Lannisters
simply let her walk away, he could see only the difficulties an alliance between Lannister
and Tyrell would give him and the north. It remained to be seen what the various lords
Renly had gathered would do or who they would side with, but even a small percentage
of them following the Tyrells in aligning with the Lannisters would bode ill for him and
for Stannis as well. Robb had come on this journey hoping to make friends or at the very
least reach an agreement not to war with Renly and the forces he’d gathered, but it
seemed he would leave with new problems and more enemies.



“I see,” Robb muttered. “Do you tell me this as a warning, my lady? A threat of what
awaits me if I don’t bend the knee to that prick who executed my father?”

“Not at all!” Margaery gave him a pleasant smile. “I’m simply being honest about my
family’s aspirations as well as my own. If I'm to be queen, I need a king.” She leaned
forward in her chair and looked at Robb more closely. “And this brings me back to my
earlier remark, about how our causes might be more closely aligned than you believed.
Or how either of us believed, for that matter. I want to be queen, and I find myself in
sudden need of a king. You want to defeat the Lannisters, rescue your sisters and find
justice for your father, and you do so with a crown on your head. A king needs a queen.”

“You want to be my queen?” he said, stunned. “But why?”

“Why not?” she said, smiling. “Everything I’ve heard about Cersei Lannister suggests to
me that she’s gotten quite used to being the most powerful woman in Westeros and won’t
give that power up easily, and everyone knows the Lannisters are notoriously ruthless.

I’1l put up with her if I must, but it seems to me that being queen might be easier if I don’t
have to constantly worry about a knife in my back from my own goodmother. I don’t
know the Northmen as well, but the Starks are notorious for their honor.”

“Until Lord Eddard turned traitor,” one of the men grumbled. Robb scowled, but
Margaery again spoke before he could.

“Lord Eddard is only a traitor if you believe the words of the Lannisters,” she said
smoothly. “Renly didn’t; he believed that King Robert had been slain. So do I.” That
seemed to be the end of that objection, and Robb relaxed in his seat again. “If Cersei was
willing to kill her own husband, she would surely have no problem killing her
gooddaughter as well. It seems to me that we both stand something to gain from this. You
get my family’s full support, and I get a king and a family who hopefully won’t try to
betray me and murder me.”

“I am promised to wed one of Walder Frey’s daughters,” Robb told her. He was loath to
do so, because the arrangement she suggested could have been an incredibly useful one.

“A king married to a Frey?” one of the men whispered, not quietly enough.

“I needed to cross the Twins quickly to defeat the Kingslayer,” Robb said, defending the
reason behind the betrothal his mother had negotiated. It was admittedly a high price to
pay, but without her having made that promise he might very well already be dead at the
hands of the Kingslayer or Tywin’s forces.

“If you marry me and we win this war, I do believe we could assuage Lord Frey’s ego
easily enough,” Margaery said, shrugging. “We can offer him plenty of wealth, and a
marriage to one of my Tyrell cousins. If need be you could always wed this daughter of
his to your younger brother who will be Lord of Winterfell.”



“Lord of Winterfell?”” Robb repeated, frowning. “I’m Lord of Winterfell as well as King
in the North. He can’t marry into either title if I marry you.”

Here Margaery’s smile dipped. “I’m afraid that won’t be good enough for my father,
Your Grace,” she said. “Nor for me. I don’t want to be a queen; I want to be the queen. |
believe I can get Loras to support me in this, and he in turn can convince our father that
you’re a better, safer option than the Lannisters. But if you wish to have my family’s
support, you need to be willing to be king of not just the north but of all Westeros. Your
brother can become Lord of Winterfell and continue your family’s ancient seat; much
like Renly took Storm’s End when Robert became king. But it’s the Iron Throne my
family wants.”

Robb stared down at the table beneath him as if the answers to all of his problems were
written across the wood. What was he to do? Margaery was probably right about Lord
Frey being appeased easily enough between he and the Tyrells, but that was the least of
his problems. What would his father say if he was asked to forsake his promise of
betrothal? Lord Eddard had stepped into marry Robb’s mother after his brother Brandon
was killed in King’s Landing. Robb couldn’t imagine him breaking a vow like that.

But then again, hadn’t his father broken his vows in a different way when he fathered
Robb’s half-brother Jon? And if Robb broke his betrothal to marry a woman who
increased his chances of winning the war, keeping his people and rescuing his sisters,
wouldn’t that be an honorable decision in its own way?

The thought of giving up Winterfell to be the king on the Iron Throne filled him with
unease too. He’d never wanted that throne made of swords. It wasn’t even being King in
the North that he was attached to It was being Lord of Winterfell that he’d prepared
himself for and desired for his whole life. Giving that up and never being able to call
Winterfell his home again wasn’t exactly a happy one, and that he would do so in order to
live in the same pit of schemers where his father had been killed didn’t make him feel
any better about it.

But could he afford to say no? Regardless of how he might feel about King’s Landing,
and despite the ominous words of Stannis’ priestess about him belonging in the north,
this felt like the best chance he would ever have to make an alliance that might mean the
difference in winning this war. Was that not worth the cost?

“This is a large decision you’ve put in front of me,” he finally said, breaking the silence.

“I know it is,” she said, not unkindly. “And I understand that you might want some time
to consider it. But I'm sure I don’t need to tell you that time is one thing we’re all in short
supply of. Everyone will start to move as soon as they hear what’s happened to Renly.
They’ll all try to figure out what this means for them and how they might use it to their
advantage, and if we aren’t making our own preparations we will fall behind. I need to go
find Loras and hope he’s gotten through enough of his grief and his rage for us to prepare
our own move, whatever it might be. But first I need to know where you stand, my king,



and whether we’ll be pushing father to accept a betrothal and a quick wedding with you,
or if we need to wait for the Lannisters to come to us as they almost surely will if they
have any sense.”

“You’re surprisingly direct, you know,” Robb said, partially to give himself at least a
moment more to think before giving his answer.

Margaery laughed. “Not many outside my own family would say so. I likely wouldn’t
have been so blunt and open with you if Northerners weren’t known for their
straightforwardness. And even then, I likely would have spent more time studying you
before I approached you so openly. But as I’ve said, I don’t have time.”

“No, I suppose you don’t,” Robb said. “And neither do I. You’re right. The war will go
on, even with King Renly dead. And we have to go on with it.”

Robb had come here in person hoping to negotiate a peace that would help him crush the
Lannisters and win this war, but nothing had gone according to plan. There were many
options to consider, and all of them would change the course of the war for him, his
kingdom and his family. He wished he could spend more time considering every option,
and perhaps consult his advisors.

There wasn’t time for that though. He either needed to refuse, pursue a different course of
action and resign himself to the likelihood that the Tyrells would join the Lannisters, or
he needed to wed Renly’s widow and shift his goal to not just freeing his sisters and
assuring northern independence but claiming the Iron Throne.

Whatever he did, he needed to do it now.



Chapter 2: Wedded and Bedded

Robb had departed Riverrun for Bitterbridge hoping to come to terms for an alliance at
best with Renly Baratheon. But much like when he’d set forth from Winterfell and called
the banners in an effort to rescue his father and sisters and wound up being crowned King
in the North by his men instead, his journey south had led him somewhere altogether
different than he’d expected.

“I’ve often thought about what it would be like once my children would begin to marry
and have children of their own,” his mother said, looking down at her hands folded in her
lap. “I can’t say that any of it is turning out the way that I expected.” No others had come
south for Robb’s wedding; his Northern army remained under the command of the
Blackfish as he engaged with Tywin Lannister. But Robb’s mother had hurried to his side
when he sent word of his arrangement with the Tyrells and his rapidly-approaching
marriage to Riverrun. He was glad to have at least one member of his family here for it.

“Nor 1,” Robb acknowledged. “But this is the best hope for any of us.” When faced with
the choice of going along with Margaery’s idea, breaking his word to Walder Frey and
giving up any hope of returning home to Winterfell when the fighting was done or
allowing the Lannisters to swoop in and claim the support of the Tyrells instead, what
choice had there really been? Marrying Margaery might be the decision that allowed him
to win this war. That it changed the consequences for winning and meant that he would
have to spend his life in King’s Landing when the fighting was done rather than
Winterfell was just something he would have to accept.

“I can’t argue with that,” she said, shaking her head. “That won’t change my worrying,
even if you wind up winning the war. King’s Landing is a foul place, filled with schemers
and backstabbers. I pray that their knives don’t cut you as they cut your father.”

“Hopefully my queen will help me there,” Robb said. “She has a good head on her
shoulders. But in truth I'm more focused on the war still being fought than on what
dangers might still wait for me once it is over."

"As you should be," Catelyn said, nodding. "Just please remember that the Lannisters still
hold your sisters in King's Landing."

"I have not forgotten," he said tightly. His mother had implored him to accept Tyrion
Lannister's offer and exchange the Kingslayer for his sisters, but however much he loved
his sisters and wanted to free them, making that trade would have lost him the respect of
his men. Lord Karstark in particular would have been enraged, and rightly so. Two of his
three sons had lost their lives at the Kingslayer's hand in the Whispering Wood, and
repaying that sacrifice by freeing one of the most feared swordsmen in the realm for the
sake of his sisters would not have gone well for him. That was an instance where the
brother had to step aside so the lord and king could do what he must.



"I know that you have not," she said, "but whether by you or by Stannis, King's Landing
will be assaulted soon. They are going to be in great danger."

"They will be in great danger until I've won this war," Robb replied, "as will we all. I
have not forgotten them, mother, but the best way I can help them is by focusing on
defeating our enemies."

That was what he had been focusing on since Mace had agreed to support his daughter's
idea. The Tyrells were committed to him as their king and their men, food and resources
were his to rely on, or at least they were going to be as soon as he and Margaery were
wed. Mace had insisted on a marriage immediately before any action was taken, but the
war would not wait on them. While hasty wedding preparations were made, Robb
planned and discussed what to do with his considerably larger army once Margaery was
his queen officially.

Stannis hadn’t succeeded in bringing the whole of Renly’s former host to his side, as
most of the lords of the Reach had followed Mace Tyrell in refusing to declare for
Stannis after Renly’s murder. But nearly all of the storm lords had gone over to Stannis
once word of Renly’s death began to spread, and with the size of his force now he
seemed poised to attack the capital. Robb didn’t see how Joffrey would be able to keep
him from taking King’s Landing unless someone else intervened.

Robb knew that Loras Tyrell was fully in favor of doing so, but he wasn’t sure that the
Knight of Flowers was thinking rationally in his pushing for them to attack Stannis. It
seemed to be vengeance that motivated the youngest of Mace’s three sons, who had taken
Renly's death harder than anyone.

Margaery had put Renly's death behind her quickly and immediately started looking
towards the future, as seen by how she'd smoothly adapted when she'd been brought the
news of her widowhood and put together the plan to unite her house with his and take
him as her king rather than wait for her father to assuredly be approached by the
Lannisters. Her focus was on the future, but Loras seemed more concerned with
punishing Stannis, regardless of what he might say about their best chance of victory
being attacking Stannis now while his attention was elsewhere and then dealing with the
Lannisters afterwards.

His older brother was of a different mindset. Garlan, the second of Mace's three sons, had
joined them at the head of a sizeable host from Highgarden. Robb hadn't heard much
about Garlan compared to his younger brother, but he'd been impressed with the man. He
was an incredibly talented swordsman in his own right, as Robb had seen for himself as
he took on four opponents at the same time in training and handled himself well.

Garlan believed that the best thing for them to do currently was not get in Stannis' way
and allow him to march on King's Landing. Let their enemies weaken each other, Garlan
reasoned, and it would be all the easier for them to deal with whoever was still left



standing afterwards. It made sense to Robb, though he couldn't help the uneasy feeling
about what might happen to his sisters if it was Stannis who marched on the capital.

And of course there was still Tywin Lannister to worry about. Perhaps it would be best to
set out with the Tyrell forces after the wedding, join up with the Blackfish and the rest of
his Northmen and attempt to crush Tywin utterly before returning his attention to King's
Landing and dealing with whoever was left.

"Enough of that for now," his mother said, clearing her throat and forcing a smile to her
face. He knew how much all of this was weighing on her, from his father's death to the
girls' captivity to leaving Bran and Rickon behind in Winterfell, and even her concerns
for him as he fought this war. But she did her best to force it all back for the time being,
likely for his benefit. "You will be back at war soon enough. You have a wedding to
prepare for."

Afterwards, Robb remembered very little of the actual wedding itself. He'd married
Margaery in the sept and followed the customs of the Faith of the Seven, which hadn't
been what he'd expected to do prior to agreeing to marry Margaery. As a man of the
North who followed the old gods, he'd always assumed he would marry his bride in the
Winterfell godswood. Here in the south it was the Seven who most said their prayers to,
so Robb followed the traditions of the Seven as he said his vows, just as his father had
done when he married his mother.

He didn't remember much of the wedding, aside from Margaery's dazzling smile and
bright voice as she said her vows and he replaced her maiden's cloak with a Stark cloak.
For a moment he wondered if she'd smiled as brightly when she said those same words
with Renly and he cloaked her with the Baratheon stag, but he shed that thought quickly.
What may or may not have happened between her and Renly no longer mattered now.
According to her they'd never even consummated their marriage, though she told him
she'd lost her maidenhead on horseback so he shouldn't expect any blood on the sheets
when they were done. Robb didn't know if it was true or not, and frankly it made little
difference to him. He wasn't marrying her for her maidenhead; he was marrying her to
unite their houses in the middle of a war between him and two other would-be kings.

The wedding might have passed quickly and faded from his mind just as quickly, but the
same could not be said about the bedding. He got glimpses of Margaery's body as the
men stripped her, and an attractive body it was. There wasn't much opportunity for him to
stop and stare though, because the women were similarly eager to take his clothes off.
There was plenty of giggling and stroking of his body. A woman he was pretty sure was a
Tyrell cousin got in a good grope of his arse once they'd gotten him naked and started
escorting him to the bedchamber, and there were others who touched his body to 'escort'
him to his bedchamber despite him walking perfectly fine on his own.



The boldest woman of them all turned out to be Dacey Mormont though. This fierce
woman from Bear Island who had walked into battle at Robb's side and served as one of
his personal guards during the battle against the Kingslayer in the Whispering Wood now
grabbed her king's cock.

"Ooh, that little queen's going to have a very fun wedding night with you, Your Grace,"
she said, seeming as amused as she was impressed. It was the first time any hand but his
own had touched his cock like this, but Robb made sure not to give too strong a reaction
to it. He might be a virgin but he was still a king, and kings didn't whimper when women
grabbed their cocks for the first time. At least he was pretty sure they didn't.

From Dacey's little smile though, he had a feeling she might be able to tell what her firm
grip on his cock did to him. He knew how strong she was, but thankfully she seemed to
know how to hold back and keep her strokes pleasant rather than painful. Her hand wasn't
as dainty or as delicate as any of these other ladies who probably hadn't ever even held a
sword in their hand, much less wielded one in battle. But he wouldn't be surprised if none
of them could have stroked his cock as confidently as she did either.

"There we go; you're all ready to claim your queen now!" Dacey said into his ear as she
led him up to the door by his cock. "Be careful not to crush the poor rose though. She
might not be ready to handle being fucked by a wolf!" The women pushed him through
the door, giggling all the while as they closed it behind him.

"I was going to offer to help you get ready, but it seems those thoughtful ladies have
taken care of that for me already," Margaery said, smiling at him. Her smile got a little
wider as she stared at his cock, which was indeed hard thanks in no small part to Dacey's
hand.

"It wouldn't have taken long either way," he admitted while staring at Margaery's naked
body. He'd caught glimpses of her while the other women were stripping him, but this
was his first chance to really get a good look at her. She somehow looked even better
than the glimpses had promised. Margaery seemed perfectly aware of and confident in
her beauty, standing there in the bedchamber nude without a hint of nervousness. But he
supposed there was no reason for her to be nervous. Maybe she was telling the truth and
Renly really hadn't ever consummated their marriage. But if she was telling the truth, it
certainly didn't have anything to do with her physical attractiveness. She was flawless.

"Aren’t you sweet?" she said, smirking at him. She walked slowly across the room
towards him, and Robb was utterly fascinated by the way her firm breasts moved with
her. When she reached him she was smiling even wider; it seemed certain that she'd
noticed his staring. He was taller than her and so she had to look up at him, but it still felt
like she was the one in control of this situation.

Margaery put her arms around his neck and pulled his head down into a kiss, pressing her
soft lips against his. Robb reacted instantly, putting his arms around her body and kissing



her back eagerly. Unlike what would come after it, this was something he did have at
least some experience in.

He'd practiced kissing with some of the girls in Winterfell back before his father was
charged with treason and his life was turned on its head, but this was very different.
Those had been stolen kisses that had never amounted to anything more than some
groping over the clothes. That wasn't because he hadn't had the option, of course. Most if
not all of those girls would have happily dropped their clothes for him if he but asked, but
that wasn't how his father had raised him. Unlike Theon, who would stick his dick in just
about any woman who would let him, Robb had been waiting for marriage.

There was no need to wait any longer though, because this gorgeous woman who was
moaning into his mouth was his wife. The breasts squished against his chest belonged to
his queen, and he was not only permitted to fuck her, he was expected to do so. It was his
duty to take Margaery Tyrell, or make that Margaery Stark now he supposed, to bed and
fuck her until he filled her with his seed. Not every responsibility that he'd faced since
becoming first a lord and then king was a pleasant one, but this was one duty Robb would
perform without complaint.

Margaery's pupils were dilated when she pulled her lips back from his, and there was a
pleasant flush to her cheeks as she looked at him. "Would you like some time to relax
first, or shall we go straight to the bed?" she asked him.

"Bed," he said without hesitation. He had waited quite long enough for this in his
opinion.

There were shouts and jests from outside the door, but Margaery ignored them, took
Robb by the hand and led him over to the bed. She let go of his hand to climb onto the
bed and crawl until she was on all fours in the middle of it. Robb groaned as he stared at
his wife's lovely arse pointing straight at him, and she looked back over her shoulder at
him and gave him a knowing smirk.

"Come and claim your queen," she said. "I imagine this is how wolves fuck, is it not?"
Robb climbed onto the bed behind her, but he didn't mount her and pound away like a
beast might have. He would admit to being sorely tempted, and perhaps that was
something they could try later. But somehow that didn't feel like the right way for them to
do it for their first time as man and wife.

Rather than sliding into her, he wrapped his arms around her body and rolled her over so
she was flat on her back. Margaery let out a surprised gasp as he flipped her over so she
was underneath him, but she didn't seem upset as she stared up at him.

"Lovely as your arse is, for our first time I would just as soon see your face," he said.

"Have it your way then," she said, smiling and putting her arms around his neck.



Permission given, Robb started kissing at her neck while he groped at her breasts. His
wife giggled, but it turned into a moan when his thumbs brushed across her nipples. They
hardened under his touch, and he'd done enough kissing and groping to know that she
was enjoying what he was doing. And that wasn't the only indication of Margaery's
enjoyment. He pulled his right hand off of her breast, stroked down her belly and felt
between her legs, both to explore her body some more and to make sure that she was
ready for him. He felt her wetness on his fingers, and he knew that she was as ready for
this as he was, or close enough as to make no difference.

Robb adjusted his body so he could take his cock in hand and guide it into position, and
after a moment's pause he looked back into Margaery's face. He saw no fears, doubts or
reluctance there; only eagerness. He pushed his hips forward and slid his cock inside of
her, keeping his eyes on her as he did so. This was why he'd chosen this position, or one
of the reasons at least. He wanted to see her face as he took her, and he wanted her to see
his too. Whatever their reasons for agreeing to this arrangement might have been, they
were husband and wife now, and he wanted to see how she reacted to taking his cock
inside of her.

She did not disappoint him. Her mouth opened wide in a deep exhale, and she stared up
at him with bright, excited eyes as his cock slowly penetrated her. "Ohh," she moaned,
holding onto his neck tighter. "Finally!" It was possible she was putting on an act for his
benefit, but somehow he didn't think so. From this close he felt like he would have been
able to see something that gave her away if her excitement was feigned, but he saw
nothing. Margaery appeared to be quite genuine in her pleasure.

He was glad, because it would be a shame if the pleasure was his alone. Being inside of
Margaery Tyrell--no, Margaery Stark--was somehow even better than he'd imagined it
was going to be. He found her claim of never having consummated her first marriage to
be far more credible now, because her cunt felt incredibly tight around him as he slowly
pushed into her . As much as he'd told himself that it didn't matter or not she'd been
telling the truth, he suddenly found that the thought of being the one and only man who
had ever or would ever know the feeling of Queen Margaery's cunt squeezing tight
around his cock to be a very exciting one.

"Move, Robb," she said, bringing him out of his distracted appreciation for being inside
of her. "Take me, my king."

Robb shook off his distraction and began to move back and forth for real. He rested his
hands on her hips and started sliding his hips back and forth, enjoying being inside of his
fist woman. For all that Theon had teased him for not going and visiting the Winter town
brothel as he so often did, or taking up any of the many young women in Winterfell itself
who would have happily spread their legs for him, Robb was convinced he had made the
right decision after all now. Maybe fucking one of the whores would have brought some
temporary satisfaction, but now he could say that Margaery was the first woman he'd ever
been inside. She was worth the wait, because moving his cock back and forth inside of



her felt even better than she looked. His wife was a wonderfully tight fit for his cock, and
it would have been so easy for him to lose control and fuck her wildly.

It was possible that Margaery would have even encouraged him to do so, knowing that
him planting his seed inside of her was the only thing that truly mattered tonight, but that
wasn't enough for Robb. He was going to enjoy himself either way, but he wanted to do
all that he could to make sure that Margaery got as much out of this as she could too. She
wasn't some whore that was letting him stick it inside of her in exchange for gold. She
was his wife, and he wanted theirs to be a mutually satisfying marriage.

That was why he did not rut against her mindlessly and worry only about putting his seed
in her as quickly as he could. Robb tried to watch her face and listen to the sounds she
made as he moved, testing out different angles and speeds to figure out what felt best for
her. It all felt pretty fucking great for him, so as soon as he found something that brought
the desired reactions from her they were going to be set.

She seemed to like it well enough when he thrust deep into her, but together they
discovered that she really liked it when he scooted forward on his knees a bit and gave
her shallower pushes that offered more friction and an angle that felt better for her. And
when she started to grind against his pelvic bone as well, her excitement was even
clearer. She went from little gasps and sighs of pleasure to deep moans, and they were
loud enough to make it through the door and bring cheers and lewd comments from those
wedding guests who remained outside to listen in.

Robb paid them little mind though. They were welcome to shout their suggestions and
have their fun; he imagined that those who had been through Renly's death probably
welcomed this chance to move past the shock and grief. As for him, it was Margaery who
he was concerned with. He'd ignored his own pleasure until he could make sure that she
joined him, and now he had succeeded. All that remained was to keep it up.

He kept a consistent rhythm going, sticking to that same angle and depth of penetration
that seemed to work so well for her, and she continued to rock and grind against him.
He'd thought of it as his responsibility to see to her pleasure, but as he thrust and she
rocked he realized that the truth was that the two of them working together were capable
of so much more. Her ever-louder moans were proof enough of how well their combined
movements were pleasing her, and Robb could say the same about himself.

He would have felt great no matter how he pushed his cock into Margaery's cunt, but
seeing the pleasure on her face and listening to her moans as they moved together
brought Robb a greater thrill than he could ever imagine feeling if he was concerned only
with himself. He didn't just want to selfishly rut her and leave her unsatisfied, and Robb
didn't climb into this bed for duty alone. He wanted Margaery to enjoy herself at least
close to as much as he did, and with every rock of his hips and every slide of his cock
inside of her he had that thought in mind.



"Ohh, Robb!" She groaned loudly, and her eyes squeezed shut as their combined effort
paid off and the pleasure overwhelmed her body. The cheers from their audience on the
other side of the door were louder than ever, but it was only Margaery's pleasure that
Robb cared about.

He knew that her reaction was genuine; it was all over her face and in her moans as well,
and also in how her fingers held onto the back of his head and tugged at his auburn hair.
But beyond that, what told Robb he had succeeded was how her cunt squeezed around his
cock. She'd chosen him as her king, and apparently he was the first king to consummate
with her even if he was not the first to place his cloak over her shoulders. Now he was the
first to make her moan and squeeze him as she came on his cock as well, and seeing and
feeling Margaery in the throes of pleasure was enough to push him into doing the one
duty still left to him.

Robb grunted from deep in his chest as he began to release inside of Margaery. It was not
the first orgasm he had reached, of course, but it was the first time he'd ever filled a
woman with his seed. While he still believed it had been worth it to wait, he now better
understood why Theon always felt like bragging every time he came back from the
brothel or finished fucking a serving girl in the castle. Spilling in his hand was a poor
substitute for firing his seed inside of a woman's tight cunt.

Then again, not every woman was Margaery. He got to share his first time with a woman
who was in all honesty the most beautiful he'd ever seen, and he got to empty his balls
inside of her without fear. She was his wife now, his queen, and she stared up at him and
bit her lower lip as he gave her everything that he had. He knew that she was thinking the
same thing he was.

A king needed a queen, and kings and queens needed princes and princesses. They'd just
sealed their marriage and the alliance between their houses, and him planting every last
drop of his seed inside of her was the culmination of that union. Now the next step was
for him to put a babe inside of her.

Margaery kept her arms around him and also moved her legs to hook together behind his
back, apparently wanting him to remain inside of her for awhile longer even as he
finished pumping her full of seed. They couldn't afford to waste a drop, after all.

"Wedded and bedded," she said, smiling up at him. "The Tyrells are all yours now, Your
Grace. As am I." The way she said it, as well as the way her smile became more playful,
made Robb groan. This woman was going to be the death of him. Or she was going to
keep him aroused until he fucked an heir into her. One or the other.

"You're mine, and I'm yours, my queen," he replied, and that made her smile widen.
"If you're mine, I'm going to claim you first thing in the morning," she said. She finally

let go of him, allowing him to pull his cock out of her. She rolled onto her side and Robb
pulled her to him, wrapping his arms around her chest and pressing his cock against her



arse cheek. It was still going to need some time to recover, but he was sure that rubbing it
against his lovely wife's equally lovely arse was only going to help there.

"You'll have me again inside the hour," he vowed. "If your body can handle it, that is."

"I'm sure I'll manage somehow," she said. "We might as well make the most of our time
here together before you head back out to fight your war and claim our kingdom."

"Aye," Robb agreed. The reminder of what awaited him didn't lessen his desire. He hadn't
asked for war or for a crown, but he'd gotten both anyway. Now, with Margaery and the
Tyrells supporting him, he thought he just might be able to win the former and hold onto
the latter.

More immediately, though, he had a wife to try and breed.



Chapter 3: Lions Fall

“I doubt many kings would allow their queens such control over them,” Margaery said,
giving Robb a smile. “But I'm glad you aren’t proving to be such a king.”

Robb didn’t know how any other king would have felt about it, but as for himself, he saw
no reason whatsoever to complain about allowing Margaery to have some control over
him in the bedchamber. It wasn’t even like this was always how it had gone. Their first
time together he’d been on top of her, thrusting into her while looking at her beautiful
face. When he’d taken her again that night it had been in the position she’d initially
assumed; with her down on her hands and knees and him taking her from behind.

She’d said she imagined it was how wolves mated, and he truly had felt a bit like a wolf
as he rutted her, slamming his cock deep inside of her and fucking her hard enough for

one of her handmaidens to later comment on being able to hear the repeated slapping of
the king’s hips meeting the queen’s arse from outside the door. No one who’d heard that
could ever think that Robb was some meek man whose wife led him around by the nose.

Given how readily she’d allowed him to use her body then, it didn’t seem like such a
great burden now for him to get down on his back and let her have some time on top
before he left Bitterbridge and got back to fighting the war. And with every roll of her
hips, every wiggle, every time she leaned forward or leaned back, he became more
convinced that it had not been a mistake to let Margaery climb on top of him this time.

Margaery had moved slowly at first; his was the first cock she’d ever had inside of her, so
of course that also made this the first time she’d been on top. She’d felt out the new
position for a bit, trying out different movements and angles to see what she preferred.
Personally Robb found all of them enjoyable, but it seemed like any position, any angle
or any speed would bring him pleasure so long as his cock was inside of his beautiful
queen’s cunt.

What a beauty she was too. It wasn’t that Robb hadn’t already been well aware of just
how gorgeous his wife was, but he was able to focus more on that beauty now than he
had been in either of their previous positions. Looking down at her as he bedded her for
the first time and claimed her as his queen had helped him appreciate the beauty of the
woman he’d taken to wife, and watching her arse shake and seeing her body rock forward
every time he thrust into her while she was on all fours had been deeply satisfying in the
way of a beast admiring its bitch as he mated her.

Like this, however, with him not needing to put any energy into fucking her while she did
all of the work, he could relax, enjoy the feeling of being inside her cunt and fully
appreciate the beauty of the woman moving atop him. He got to watch her breasts move
along with her body as she first swung her hips around in circles, then bounced up and
down on him, and finally settled for leaning her body backwards and resting her hands on
his ankles behind her while she rocked back and forth on him. No matter what she did, he



was able to sit back and admire how his gorgeous queen’s body looked as she rode his
cock. He was the only man who had ever or would ever be able to see her like this.

“Any king who would complain about being beneath a queen as beautiful as you isn’t
smart enough to rule over cats and dogs, let alone a kingdom,” Robb said. “My queen can
sit on my cock any time she pleases.”

Margaery laughed. “Mayhaps I will sit on you like this again once we’ve taken King’s
Landing. While you sit on the Iron Throne, I could take your cock as my throne.”

Robb had never seen the Iron Throne himself, but from what he understood of it, he could
not say that it sounded like a comfortable place to sit. He’d even heard stories of the Mad
King’s skin frequently being cut by the throne while he descended deeper into his
madness. Sitting naked on that throne of swords felt like it would invite all sorts of
potential issues. And yet, as he stared up at Margaery’s body rocking back and forth on
top of his, he could imagine only the pleasure. Surely the risk of getting nicked by the
sword would be worth the excitement that came along with it.

Margaery seemed like she might find the idea similarly exciting, because her grinding got
a bit more forceful after that. Her hips rocked against him harder than before, and she
quickly started to moan. Her pleasure was growing steadily, and Robb could say the
same. He’d already been enjoying every minute of having his wife ride him, but the
deeper she got into it, the more Robb felt the need to plant his seed inside of her grow.
That was welcome, of course. As fun as their time in the bedchamber was, they weren’t
fucking solely to enjoy themselves. Their time together would be limited before he led
the Tyrell host out of Bitterbridge and into their next battle, and they needed to make the
most of what time they had together. The sooner he planted a child inside of Margaery,
the better.

Still, even if the point of this was for him to try and impregnate her, Robb didn’t like to
rush to give her his seed until he’d made sure that Margaery had found her pleasure first.
There was more of a passive nature in it this time since she was the one doing the
fucking, but Robb still had to fight back his rising pleasure while he waited for her to join
him.

He didn’t have to wait long, because Margaery soon moaned loudly as she came. As
beautiful as she looked at all times, Robb didn’t think anything beat the pleasure written
all over her face when her moment of pleasure took over. He made sure to keep his eyes
open and focused on her as her mouth hung open and her eyes went wide. With that look
of bliss there for him to admire, Robb’s hands held onto Margaery’s hips while he filled
her with his seed. It was going to be his final chance to do so before he left, and no one
knew how long it would be before they were together again.

If they parted with her still not being with child, it wouldn’t be due to lack of seed. He
gave his queen everything he had, and not for the first time.



“Before I leave for Highgarden, we should talk about where you might stick your cock
while we’re apart,” Margaery said matter-of-factly. Robb might have been surprised by
her bluntness if they hadn’t spent so much time together in their brief stay in Bitterbridge,
but he barely batted an eye at it now. Margaery would never have spoken like this
publicly, but here with them alone she did not hold her tongue.

“I won’t be sticking it anywhere until we’re together again,” he said. “You’re my lady
wife.” Margaery gave him a little smirk.

“I’m not going to demand that of you,” she said while shaking her head, much to his
surprise. “The Seven only know how long we’ll be apart, and I hear that fighting and
battling stirs a man’s desires for certain other things as well. If you feel that need while
fighting our war, you needn’t deny yourself of it.”

“Are you actually encouraging me to fuck other women?” he asked, dumbfounded. It felt
completely at odds with what he knew of marriage. He knew that his father returning to
Winterfell with Jon had been a difficult thing for his mother to deal with.

“Not exactly,” she said, shrugging. “If you truly don’t feel the urge to do so, that’s not a
problem, of course. But I know that after what we’ve shared, I shall greatly look forward
to our next meeting so we can do it some more. And a man leading a war—well, I'll just
say that if you feel the need to find some relief and comfort in the arms of another while
we’re apart, I truly won’t be bothered by it. I’d much rather you head into battle with a
clear mind, and if having another woman share your bed while you’re out there helps
with that, do so.”

“This was not how I expected this conversation to go,” Robb admitted. Perhaps this was
an example of differences between the North and the South?

“I could say the same,” Margaery said, still smiling. “I’m sure you’d hardly be the only
married man in the army to distract yourself in the arms of a woman, and you’re the king
besides. Normal rules don’t exactly apply to you.” She hesitated, and her smile was
replaced by a more serious expression. “That’s actually why I brought this up in the first
place. I have no problem with you seeking comfort wherever you can find it out there. I
only ask that you exercise caution in where you finish. Whether you’ve already planted a
prince or princess inside of me or not, I'd like to avoid any chance of a royal bastard
complicating the issue.”

“I understand,” Robb said, nodding. He still wasn’t sure that he would actually take her
up on the permission she’d just given while he was out fighting, but in the event that he
did, he would be careful. After growing up with Jon and seeing how he was treated, he

probably would have been careful regardless of her warning.



“Good,” she said, smiling again. “Now we can part for the present without any
uncertainty.”

“Right,” Robb nodded, but something on his face must have given away that he didn’t
entirely agree. This conversation had put a different thought in his head, one which
hadn’t even occurred to him before now.

“What is it, Robb?” she asked. “We may not see each other for quite some time after
today. If there’s something on your mind, don’t hesitate.”

“Right,” he said again, more surely this time. “You’ve given me your leave to take a
woman into my bed while we’re apart, but are you planning to do the same?” Maybe it
wasn’t fair considering the freedom she’d just offered him, but he didn’t like the idea of
any man but him in her bed.

“Why yes, of course,” she said. Her smile was back, and he couldn’t help but frown. She
laughed, reached out and took his hands into hers. “No man but you will be in my bed, I
promise.” Here Margaery’s smile turned into a playful smirk. “As for other women
sharing my bed, I can make no such promises.”

Songs would be sung about this day, Robb knew.

They wouldn’t be entirely accurate, of course. No songs were. War was not the pretty
thing that those songs his sister Sansa loved so much presented it as. It was not filled with
gallant heroes engaging in fierce yet honorable solo duels with masterful swordsmanship.
The Knight of Flowers may have looked like one of those heroes from the songs when he
competed in tourneys, but here on the battlefield he was a killer like the rest of them.

He was more a killer than most of them, actually. Robb had caught glimpses of Lord
Mace’s youngest son cutting down one Lannister man after another, taking some of his
near-constant anger over his previous king Renly’s death out on whatever enemy was
unfortunate enough to be in his range, and it had made Robb grateful that the rage of the
Knight of Flowers was aimed at his enemies rather than at his allies. If he’d refused
Margaery’s offer, Loras and all the rest of the Tyrell men would more than likely have
been fighting under Tywin’s command rather than working to destroy him. It was a
strange thing to think about, and Robb tried not to dwell too much on how none of this
would have been possible if he hadn’t happened to come to treat with Renly himself, or if
Margaery hadn’t moved quickly enough to make her proposal to him before he left and
returned to his Northern army.

Loras was on his side, as was the might of the Tyrells and the Reach, and that was all that
mattered when he and Randyll carried out their plan and sprang their trap on Tywin. War
was chaos. It was fear, it was blood and shit and survival. And that was Robb’s view of it
as a king riding into the battle. Not a man on the battlefield was better protected in this



fight than him, between the several highly skilled men (plus Dacey) who made up his
battle guard and the direwolf who rode at his side, ready to tear the throat out of any
Lannister who got too close to him.

Robb would never know how it felt to be one of the men at the forefront, battling
desperately without any of the protectors that he had as king. He knew from the outset of
this battle that some of those men would lose their lives on this day. It was possible that
thousands of men from his army would die today, fighting to win Robb his crown.

And yet it all progressed more or less exactly as he and his war council had planned.
Death and loss was inevitable in war, but from the battle’s outset it was clear that Tywin
Lannister’s host would lose far more. Indeed, they were going to lose it all.

The strategy had worked flawlessly. Randyll Tarly, who both Margaery and Garlan
recommended to him as an ideal second commander, had taken over half of the large
Tyrell host with him into the Westerlands to pillage and raid along the heart of Tywin
Lannister’s territory. Tywin had not been able to ignore an army of such size striking at
his territory, and had made to relieve the assault on his bannermen,

The lion had played right into Robb’s hands, and in his attempt to clear out Randyll from
the Westerlands, he had sealed his own fate. While Randyll drew his attention with the
majority of the Tyrell host, Robb took a significant chunk of the remainder with him to
bolster the army of Northmen and Riverlanders who had made up the entirety of his army
when he’d still been just the King in the North. Randyll set the trap, and Robb sprang the
ambush. This ambush would have given Robb the upper hand even if he’d only had his
original army. With the addition of the Tyrell force, it was closer to a massacre than a
true battle.

That wasn’t to say that their battle was without loss. Tywin’s host still numbered some
twenty thousand strong, and those men were fighting for their lives. They fought as best
they could; those that didn’t throw down their arms and merely surrender, that is.
Naturally they made his army bleed as they fought back. But it was ultimately futile.
Robb’s army had the superior numbers in addition to the strategic advantage of launching
their riverside ambush at the opportune moment; the outcome of the battle was clear
before it had even started. About the only chance the Lannisters had would be if they
somehow managed to fell him, the king and thus the most important person in his army.
If King Robb could be slain, perhaps they could still claim victory.

A few brave sorts seemed to come to this conclusion, attempting to cut their way to him
much like Jaime Lannister had tried to do in the Whispering Wood. But none of these
men had the skill or strength of the Kingslayer, and they also didn’t have his noble blood
which had afforded Tywin’s son certain privileges when his charge failed. These men
didn’t manage to slay several members of his battle guard like Jaime had, and rather than
being captured as he was, they simply got cut down.



Eventually there were no Lannisters left standing to offer any resistance to Robb or his
battle guard. Those that were still conscious had either thrown down their arms and
pleaded for mercy when they recognized the battle was lost, or they were breathing their
last breaths as they succumbed to their wounds. Either way, the battle was won for the
King in the North who now fought to claim the Iron Throne as well. The only thing left
was to learn what had become of Tywin Lannister.

Robb and his battle guard rode on until they found him, or what was left of him at least.
Tywin was on his back, his legs pinned beneath his horse, and his head twisted at an
unnatural angle. Several of Robb’s men were boasting about felling the old lion, and even
arguing over which of them had been the one to actually kill him. Robb couldn’t say
whether it was their weapons or the broken neck that had done Lord Tywin in, and it
didn’t much matter. The songs would surely insist that the Young Wolf had slain the
long-feared Lord of Casterly Rock in single combat, perhaps whilst riding on the back of
a giant direwolf. The truth, whatever it was, was far less glorious, but all that truly
mattered was that the Lannister host had been smashed, Lord Tywin was dead and the
victory was Robb’s.

Had it been like this for Robb’s namesake, King Robert, when he defeated Rhaegar
Targaryen on the Trident? The stories held that the battle was decided when Robert and
Rhaegar met on horseback in single combat, culminating in Rhaegar’s chest being
crushed with a mighty blow from Robert’s warhammer. It sounded so heroic; so much
more heroic than Robb’s own victory over one of the most feared men in the realm.

This was the man who had rebuilt the reputation of the Lannisters, albeit through fear
rather than loyalty. This was the man who had served as the Mad King’s hand for years,
who had subsequently infamously sacked King’s Landing. This was the man who had
wiped out the Reynes and inspired ‘The Rains of Castamere.” And yet he’d died
s0...easily, in the end. In a way, Robb had beaten this feared man not on the battlefield
but in the bedchamber, as it was marrying Margaery and bringing the Tyrells onto his
side that had given him the men he needed to carry this plan out so successfully.
Somehow Robb doubted that the songs composed about his victory over Lord Tywin
would include any mention of Margaery groaning his name as he bedded her to seal their
alliance.

Theon rode up beside Robb, grinning down at the fallen Lord Tywin. Even immediately
after a battle, and even with sweat dripping down his face and blood (not his own) on his
breastplate, Robb’s friend still managed to smirk. He even began to sing.

“Yes, now the rains weep o’er his hall
And not a soul to hear.”

Ser Davos Seaworth wanted to feel empathy when the body of young Prince Tommen
was lifted off of his equally lifeless mother and dropped less than gently on the ground by



one of the men at the side of King Stannis. A boy that young could not have done
anything to deserve such a fate, regardless of what family he belonged to. Davos would
like to think that he would have been able to muster more sympathy for the boy had
things been different, but Davos himself had too little of it to spare after watching the
ships containing his four eldest sons get consumed by wildfire out on the Blackwater. If
anything, Prince Tommen had met a kinder end than Dale, Allard, Matthos and Maric
had. Poison had to be a much gentler death than wildfire, or whatever manner he might
have died in if he’d still been alive when Stannis’ army reached him. A public death for a
fallen monarch would hardly be pleasant.

Davos had a feeling that the grief of his loss would have left him unable to stand here in
the throne room if it had been given more time to sink in, but the battle was still so
freshly concluded that he hadn’t had time to stop and think about any of it. He was still
numb, and his lord wanted him here at his side as he claimed his throne, so Davos obeyed
as always.

“A pity that the false queen ended herself and her son before we could reach them,”
Melisandre said. She didn’t seem the least bit perturbed by the death of the former royals,
or any of the other deaths that had preceded their taking of the capital. “Even a false
prince’s blood might have had some value to us.” Davos looked down to hide his
grimace. It had been wise indeed for Queen Cersei to poison herself and her son before
they arrived. Davos wished that Stannis would not have brought the Red Woman along
for the battle, but news of the alliance between Stark and Tyrell had seemed to make him
decide that he needed to use every advantage and resource that he had in this battle for
the capital. King’s Landing was theirs, and at great cost. But the war was far from over.

“We still have Joffrey,” Stannis pointed out as he slowly approached the throne. Cersei
was unceremoniously removed and dropped near her son while the new king approached
the throne he’d fought for, the throne that was his by rights. “If a false prince’s blood
would have had value, a false king’s should do just fine.”

“More burnings?” Davos said, frowning. “Haven’t enough men been consumed by flame
as it is, Your Grace?’

“Our enemies are not yet defeated, Ser Davos,” Melisandre said, smiling at him, though
the smile brought him no comfort. “There will be no peace in Westeros. Not until the
Great Other has been defeated.”

“At the moment I’m more concerned about Robb Stark,” Davos said. “With the Tyrells
on his side, he’s now got the largest army in Westeros. And that was before today.”
They’d made it through the wildfire and the Lannisters to take the city, but their losses
had not been insignificant.

“Robb Stark has no more claim to this throne than Joffrey did, or Renly before him,”
King Stannis said. He slowly sat down on the Iron Throne, leaning back into it and
planting his hands on the sides. It looked to be a far from comfortable fit, but Davos



knew that he would not give it up easily. King Stannis would fight to hold onto what was
his. “The throne is mine by rights, and all who would attempt to take it from me will not
be suffered to live. He can cast aside his crown and pay me homage, or he can burn.”



Chapter 4: Anal Celebration

Defeating Lord Tywin Lannister really should have felt more glorious than this, in
Robb’s opinion. Somehow he’d imagined spending the aftermath doing something a bit
different than this.

“The next step must be King’s Landing,” Loras said, looking like he wanted to attack the
table they were sitting around. “Stannis cannot be allowed to sit on that throne. He has no
right.” Robb had a feeling that it was Renly rather than him that was the cause of Loras’
anger at the idea of Stannis sitting on the Iron Throne, but it didn’t bother him.
Vengeance could be a powerful motivator, and now that Robb had married his sister,
their enemies were one and the same.

“We don’t know for certain that Stannis has taken the capital yet,” Loras’ older brother
Garlan said. He was technically correct, but there wasn’t a man among them who doubted
that Stannis’ victory was inevitable. Robb and his army had made the goal of taking the
capital much easier for Stannis, because without Tywin or his army there to relieve the
forces trying to defend Joffrey, there really wasn’t any reaso