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This 10,800-word story is part four of an ongoing series. It is a pansexual coming-of-age fantasy tale, featuring couplings and multiples with light cuckold elements. All characters are over the age of eighteen, none are related by marriage or by birth, and all characters engage in all acts entirely consensually. All stories will be available as singles, and also as five-part anthologies upon completion. We hope you enjoy!

Episode One: A farm girl named Aeryn is taken into the Sacred Harem of the Lord Prince Bastian, ruler of a realm called Starfell, upon which every night comes a constant meteor shower. Bastian is a Sex Wizard, most likely the most powerful alive. Every unique aspect of sex strengthens the power of the sex wizards, and Bastian desires Aeryn like he has never desired anyone. 

Episode Two: Aeryn bathes in her quarters, and she is brought an amount of cum in a fine glass that is equal to the amount that was spilled the previous day with her in mind—whether that person masturbated or thought of her while making love to another. This strengthens the magic of the Sex Wizards. While bathing, she has sex with her two female attendants, Ophelia and Cleo, and a male servant, Stelios. Aeryn realizes that Bastian was using magic to spy on them having sex. Later she watches Prince Bastian make love to two other male concubines, Thorin and Darian, while she has sex with Zamira. At the moment of the men’s climax, Zamira denies Aeryn her orgasm, leaving her frustrated and angry, forcing her to finish herself. She confronts the prince about this, and he locks her in a chastity belt, which he says will stay on until she learns to be a proper giver of pleasure. The episode ends with the two of them orally pleasuring Bastian’s favored concubine Alexios, silently competing as to who is the better cocksucker. 

Episode Three: Aeryn is bathed by her two attendants, who are unable to pleasure her that morning due to the chastity belt. Stelios brings in her daily cum offering, and she pleasures him without selfishly focusing on her own pleasure. She can tell that Bastian is pleased by this, as he magically spies on her. After this, she is taken into the Royal Gardens by Zamira, where she meets Nikos, who makes sex toys for the Lord Prince. She and Zamira pleasure him, causing a spontaneous orgy to break out in the garden. Then they meet Stavros, Bastian’s top military general, and they pleasure him as well. Throughout this, Aeryn learns that one’s pleasure is not to be experienced selfishly, but rather is a gift given to one’s partner. Later in the day, she meets with Bastian, who is satisfied that she has matured and learned her lesson, and unlocks her from her chastity belt. Aeryn learns also that Bastian’s parents, the King and Queen of Starfell, have been kidnapped. 
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AERYN STOOD ALONE ON one of the highest towers of Starfell Palace, watching the city of Eclipsara begin to stir. It was nearing dawn, the night sky beginning to fade, the last of the meteor showers still streaking across the firmament, executing their nightly traversal from horizon to horizon. As she stood there, watching the city arise from its slumber and come to life, she idly picked out the constellations she knew, which tended to be the ones that represented the faces of the gods. From where she stood, she could see the faces of three fertility goddesses of the realm, Ixchel, Inanna, and Freya. A great many of the meteors did indeed seem to spring from the clusters of stars that represented their eyes. She honestly did not know if that was supposed to just be a story, or if it was supposed to be the literal truth of things. She had never thought to ask. 

She was naked, standing there on the tower beside the parapet. The air was frigid that night, and especially so in the heights of that great tower, but some unseen magic in the Palace kept her from getting too cold. The city was extraordinary from where she stood, even more so than usual. Starfell’s capital city was Eclipsara, and she stood presently nearly at its center at nearly its highest point, in one of the highest towers of Starfell Palace. The Palace was at the summit of a hill and the city had been constructed around it on that hill and then it had sprawled out onto the plains that surrounded it. She gazed around at the city, a forest of towers and magnificent structures, nearly all of them built of the same milky green marble. Walkways and bridges and great concourses connected towers at different heights all throughout the city, giving the impression that it was one interconnected structure. From where she stood, Aeryn could pick out a hundred mysterious and enticing locales, temples and public buildings and strange halls of magic. Nobody could possibly comprehend the mysteries of all of them. She doubted that even Bastian could. 

Bastian. The love of her life. The great frustration of her life. He was complex, mysterious, annoying, aggravating... beautiful, wise, charming, perfect. In many ways he reflected his capital city, in its beauty, its complexity, its hidden mystery and secret dangers. Only weeks ago, she had been Aeryn the simple farm girl, happily fucking her way through every handsome and beautiful traveler through her little village. But then Bastian’s retinue had come through and the prince had fallen instantly in love with her, and, increasingly, she with him. In the few short weeks since she’d come to the Palace, he’d managed to completely demolish her stubborn nature and her arrogance, reorganizing her thoughts and entire attitude towards sex and pleasure and love. He’d taught her a lesson with that chastity belt, a lesson she had certainly learned well. 

Well, he hadn’t completely demolished her arrogance and stubbornness. That would never happen. 

It felt bizarre to even think the thought. She wondered if it would ever feel real. The realm’s most powerful Sex Wizard had fallen deeply and madly in love with her, a simple farm girl, irrevocably altering the course of both their lives. 

But they couldn’t touch each other. Bastian’s sex magic forbade it, at least for now. 

The same magic by which he kept his realm safe and prosperous required that he not touch her, in order to produce a powerful vein of jealousy magic, that he was using to a purpose that he had yet to disclose to her. She suspected it had to do with his parents, the King and Queen of Starfell, who Aeryn had learned the previous night had been kidnapped and held by some foreign power. Who, or what, she had no idea. 

Perhaps it was because she had learned that the king and queen had been abducted, but Aeryn had awoken early that morning, unable to get back to sleep. She’d been having that same dream, of Bastian standing, cloaked and cowled, before a terrible black tooth of a mountain, jutting alone from a broken, burnt landscape. She had awoken with the image of it seared into her mind’s eye, as if she’d been staring at a bright light and closed her eyes only to see the image still behind her eyelid. She couldn’t shake it. She couldn’t shake the sense that something terrible was coming, and soon. It felt as if a great dark cloud was hanging just over the horizon, just out of view. Hiding dangers and secrets that would put anything in the Palace to shame. 

It’s only a dream, she thought, knowing it was a lie even as she thought it to herself. She and the prince had a magical connection, in which communication worked both ways. She didn’t know if the dream was a premonition, or a possible future, or perhaps a threat. The only thing of which she was absolutely certain was that it was not simply a dream. 
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