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THE HAREM GIRL 1

A GIFT FOR THE PRINCE



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


“COME ALONG GIRL,” ZAMIRA, the harem den-mother, said. “Do keep up, we mustn’t keep your new owner waiting.”

Aeryn redoubled her pace, catching back up to the den-mother. She did not walk exactly beside her, of course, instead remaining a step behind, as was customary. The marble walkways were cool beneath her bare feet, and their twin pairs of soft footfalls were the only sounds in the elegant, ornately decorated hallway. Aeryn had been falling behind because she’d been busy gawking at her new surroundings. 

She’d never speak it aloud, but she’d bristled a bit when Zamira had called her ‘girl.’ I am every bit the woman you are, Aeryn thought huffily, though she certainly knew better than to speak such thoughts aloud to the mistress of her order. Aeryn was only just of age, twenty years old and halfway to her next birthday. Zamira was near to twice her age, though her lovely curvaceous body and youthful looks belied her years. The den-mother’s thick mane of curly auburn hair framed a cherubic, gorgeous face, set with green eyes that glittered when she turned them upon you. She was nearly naked, wearing a bra top that covered only her nipples, a g-string that covered only her lower lips, and a translucent wispy skirt that might as well not have been there. The only thing she wore that might be considered ‘jewelry’ was a thin black choker around her neck, with a small silver ring adorning the front of it. As much as she was admiring the opulent surroundings of Starfell Palace, Aeryn was equally admiring Zamira, her ivory skin, the sway of her plump tits as she walked, the gentle back-and-forth of her gorgeously perfect shapely ass. 

Aeryn herself was a rare beauty, tall, buxom, blue-eyed and blonde, with the kind of lovely hourglass figure men would fight each other over. Just then she wore only a white bra and panties with pink trim, and the panties didn’t cover much more than the pair Zamira was wearing. That was likely the most clothed she’d ever again be in her life. That fact had made her nervous at first, but she was almost surprised at how quickly she had warmed up to the idea. As she’d grown into her womanhood, she quickly began to realize and embrace the power that her looks bestowed upon her. 

When she and Zamira did pass a guard or a courier or a servant going this way or that, the appreciative looks upon her body were obvious and plain. That made her smile. How many loads of semen would be spilled with her in mind, just that night, from just that one walk through the palace? Either from jerking off with her in mind, or even making love to their wives with her in mind? She grinned widely at the thought. 

Zamira caught the expression and smiled too. “I know that look,” she said. “You’re going to make quite the harem girl.”

“I can’t help it,” Aeryn said, still smiling. “I just can’t help thinking about the men. All of those handsome, fit, strong, virile, powerful men around me, day and night...” She gave a little shudder of excitement.

“Oh yes, they’ll love you,” Zamira said. “The women too. And the Prince... the Prince will adore you, my dear.”

Aeryn felt a warm tingle between her legs as Zamira spoke. What a blur her life had been the last several months. She’d been a simple farm girl, a milkmaid (ironically enough, given that she’d grown up to have incredible tits), in a tiny village far from Starfell’s capital, Eclipsara. As she’d grown up, it was certainly noticed by the villagers and her family that she’d become an extraordinary beauty, the sort of person who didn’t spend their life in a quiet dull nowhere village. Sure enough, Prince Bastian’s seekers had come through the village and noticed her immediately, identifying her for recruitment into the Prince’s harem. And so they’d offered her the noble position of harem girl to the Prince, and she’d accepted it eagerly. 

She supposed she ought to be nervous or scared or anxious, a simple farm woman being taken away to the palace and the big city life of the capital. But she was only thrilled. For one thing, it meant her family would live in comfort and perfect security, for the rest of their lives. For another, far from being simple farmers, her family’s descendants would be rich far beyond anything any of her ancestors had dreamed. 

For another, Aeryn was a complete nymphomaniac. 

She had realized it a couple years before, and had kept the secret to herself. But the truth was that Aeryn was a total whore, a horny little sexpot who simply loved having sex. She didn’t care if she was on top or on bottom, giving or receiving, with a man, a woman, a pair of women, or a pair of men, or two or three or more. She didn’t have a preference. All that mattered to her was pleasure, giving and receiving, and if the act of having sex, in any variation or configuration, made her feel good and gave her a great big orgasm, then she would do it.

It had certainly been difficult in the village. The community was simply too small to get much interesting action, but any visitors were certainly carefully scrutinized by Aeryn for potential fuck-buddies. They lived on a crossroads, so that was relatively common for her, thank all the gods. When there weren’t any visitors to speak of, well, there was a whole lot of masturbating in the barn, thinking about those previous encounters and fantasizing about ones she hadn’t had yet. 

Now she’d have them all, and a lot of them. A harem girl to the Crown Prince? This was a once in a lifetime opportunity. She was certain of that.

Prince Bastian was a Sex Wizard. They were few and far between, and over the centuries had become fewer and even farther between. But it was a sacred position and a sacred duty for the people of Starfell. Sex Wizards were responsible for good harvests, good fertility among the people, protection from disease and all manner of misfortune and so much else that Aeryn suspected the people didn’t ever know about. Via their mysterious powers of lust, the Kingdom of Starfell was protected and nourished. By their powers and their actions, the people of Starfell flourished. The Sex Wizards were the most important people of Starfell, and it was considered quite the omen when Prince Bastian had been born as one, perhaps the most powerful in generations. His harem was enormous and diverse, the stuff of legends.

Aeryn had a sense that she would be a favorite. She hoped she would be.

“We’re here,” Zamira announced, and they stepped up to a pair of golden double doors. The door was engraved with images of women in various states of sexual repose. Some were fucking, others were on their knees and sucking cock, some were bent over being fucked from behind, and some were just kissing or rubbing or licking or fingering each other. There was a guard on either side of the door, both burly, muscular, and handsome men, dressed in black leathers, their chests exposed. Both men were clearly erect, Aeryn noticed. She glanced down at their groins and could make out their erections pressing against their leather pants.

“Mmmm,” Aeryn muttered, biting her lip, as she looked the guards up and down.

“Easy,” Zamira said, laughing. “You’ll have plenty of time for that. We have your new owner to meet. The Prince is waiting.”

Zamira pushed open the double doors and they swung inward. The den-mother gestured for her to enter, indicating that she would not follow. Aeryn stepped into the chamber alone, a luxurious and large room, filled with plush couches, chairs, chaises, cushions, and tables filled with various food and drink. It was circular in shape, and on one wall were huge windows overlooking the city of Eclipsara and the countryside beyond. The sun was falling, and the room was illuminated by a few ornate candelabras spaced about the chamber, though they were rapidly becoming unnecessary. As it grew darker outside, the telltale phenomenon that had caused this land to be named Starfell began to show itself in the night sky. The nightly meteor showers had begun. It didn’t look like it would be a terribly busy sky that evening, not even close to the strongest of the meteor showers Aeryn had seen in her years, but it would be enough that the night would go no darker than twilight. 

In the center of the room was a massive bed, and beside that bed was a man.

He was young, no more than twenty-four, maybe twenty-five years old, and he was, to say the least, devastatingly handsome. His brown hair was shaggy and shoulder-length, perhaps a bit unkempt, but in that way that looked like he’d intentionally styled it that way. He had a chiseled, masculine face, a strong jawline, and a perfectly formed nose. His eyes were dark, his skin pale and smooth. His chest was bare and well-muscled, his shoulders broad. And he was tall, by all the gods was he tall. Aeryn guessed he was close to seven feet. It was always noted what a tall woman she was, pushing six feet, and this man stood head and shoulders above her. It was always whispered that the royal family of Starfell had giants’ blood in their veins, and it certainly showed in the incredibly impressive figure of Prince Bastian.

He also had another man’s cock in his mouth. 

Aeryn found that so surprising that it genuinely took her a while for the image to fully register in her mind. She’d known that Prince Bastian enjoyed the company of women and men in equal measure, but still, that was about the last thing she’d expected to see upon their first meeting. 

Bastian’s lover was nearly his size, perhaps just a bit shorter, and equally beautiful in his own way. He was muscular and olive-skinned, either from ethnicity or well-crafted tan, and his body was hairless below his eyebrows, as was Aeryn’s. His luscious black hair was tied into twin braids that fell over his shoulders, shoulders that flexed and moved enticingly as he ruffled Bastian’s hair, and held his head as the prince sucked him off. Bastian was on his knees before his lover, so lost in his lust for his lover’s beautiful cock that he hadn’t seemed to notice Aeryn’s arrival. Aeryn noticed that the Prince’s lover wore a thin black choker around his neck with a silvery ring on the front of it, just as Zamira wore. 

The Prince seemed to be an expert cocksucker, taking him surprisingly deep, nearly deep-throating all ten inches of him, before taking him back out, working him with his hands while he flicked his tongue over and under the tip. As he did so, he gazed up into the man’s eyes, his face an expression of submissive lust. 

Aeryn felt jealous of both of them. Jealous of the man, because he had the Prince’s full attention, even though she, his wonderful new gift, had just arrived. Jealous of the Prince, because my god did that man have a beautiful, juicy, tasty-looking huge cock. Her mouth and her pussy began to water at the sight of it. The Prince was naked except for a red loincloth, that was doing no job at all of containing his own magnificent foot-long erection. Now that she had laid eyes on Bastian’s cock, she couldn’t tear her gaze away from it. The cock of a god, that was.

She was so fixated on the scene, on the Prince’s cock, that she didn’t even notice the two naked, voluptuous beauties who sat nearby. They were naked, that is, except for the thin black choker around their necks with a small silvery ring on the front of it. One was a tall, curvy brunette with large breasts, and the other a petite blonde, short and slim but still possessed of a lovely little figure. They had clearly been watching the pair’s passionate embrace with arousal.

“My Prince,” the blonde said, giggling.

“My Lord Prince,” the brunette said, in a voice of feigned scandal, “you have a guest.”

Only then did Bastian notice Aeryn’s presence. He pulled the man’s cock from his lips and turned his gaze to her. Aeryn saw the lusty desire in his eyes, and his flushed cheeks. He grinned widely at her, and Aeryn felt a thrill run up her spine. She shivered.

“Ah yes,” he said, his voice a baritone growl. “Our new arrival. How nice of you to join us.”

Aeryn had to remind herself to breathe. She couldn’t quite find words to respond to him, not yet. She was a bit starstruck, and a lot horny.

“Sit with Elva and Gwinith for now,” the Prince said, using both hands to stroke the cock still pointed at his face. “I would never dream of stopping Alexios’ pleasure when he is so close. Besides, his cum is extraordinary, and I certainly would not deny myself that pleasure.”

He turned his eyes back to Alexios’ cock and began to suck on him again. He worked the man’s long, thick, juicy cock for a minute or two, and Alexios groaned, clearly enjoying the Prince’s expert oral attentions. Aeryn went and sat between Elva, the tall busty brunette, and Gwinith, the petite blonde. They were both naked, and had been fingering themselves before she interrupted. They leaned against her, their soft skin and the feel of their breasts making her all the hornier. By the time she sat down between them, her pussy was soaking wet. 

“Wanna masturbate with us?” Gwinith, the tiny blonde, asked her. She seemed the younger of the two, enthusiastic and bubbly.

“You should get out of those panties, first,” said Elva. 

Aeryn didn’t need much encouragement. Without getting up, she pulled the pink panties down with one hand, and then unclipped and removed her bra. Gwinith picked up her panties and sniffed them with an enormous in-breath, letting out a joyful sigh of satisfaction as she did so. 

“Mmm, she smells delicious,” Gwinith said to Elva, her tongue darting out and licking the part of the fabric that moments ago had been soaking up Aeryn’s pussy juices. 

“I’m sure,” Elva said, her eyes drinking in the sight of Aeryn’s beautiful body, her eyes lingering on her breasts and the soft ivory skin of her pubic mound. She didn’t seem to need the scent of her underwear to make her want her. The two of them were entirely hairless below the neck, as Aeryn was and as Alexios was. Obviously a preference of Prince Bastian’s, she thought.

The three of them fingered themselves enthusiastically as they watched Bastian suck his lover’s cock. The sounds were incredible, the slurping and the grunting, the way the Prince’s cheeks hollowed as he sucked him in deep. Alexios was very obviously enjoying it, his eyes half-closed, gaze fixed upon his Prince on his knees before him. Bastian’s tongue flicked at the slit of the cockhead, collecting the precum that was leaking out.

“Oh Bastian, you are a dedicated little cocksucker, aren’t you?” Alexios moaned. “You want your reward, don’t you?”

Bastian did not reply, only giving a muffled groan. That groan must have been pleasurable for Alexios, as the man gasped.

“I know how you like your treat,” Alexios said, and Aeryn found her eyes drawn to the Prince’s face again. She was captivated by his expression, the look of pure submission, the total lack of anything except for love and lust and devotion to the cock he was worshipping with his mouth.

Bastian took Alexios’ cock out of his mouth and stared up at him, continuing to stroke him with both hands. “Where do you want to finish?” 

“Your chest,” Alexios said. “Your mouth is wonderful, but there’s no better feeling in the world than spraying my load all over that gorgeous body, my Prince.”

“Oh yes, Master,” Bastian moaned, his cheeks reddening even further. “Cum all over me.”

Aeryn gasped as she heard him say that. Bastian was a Prince, but this man Alexios was his sexual master? That was so incredibly erotic. Aeryn began to rub herself in earnest, her fingers working furiously at her clit, her juices coating her hands and running down her ass.

“You know, I think Aeryn could use some help, couldn’t you?” Gwinith said, grinning mischievously.

“Yes,” Elva said, looking like she’d been lost in her own fantasies. “Aeryn, would you like some help? I’m sure our Prince would approve.”

“Yes,” Aeryn breathed. “Oh gods, yes.”

“Well, I don’t hear any objections from our Prince,” Gwinith said. She slid off the chaise lounge and positioned herself between Aeryn’s legs, placing her hands upon her thighs and pushing her legs open. She lowered her face down towards Aeryn’s crotch and took a deep breath. “Oh yes, you smell heavenly.”

“That is a good sight,” Elva said, kneeling next to Gwinith, her big soft tits grazing against Aeryn’s arm. “You’ve got a lovely pussy, my dear.”

Aeryn felt Gwinith’s breath against her labia, and it made her shiver. And then she felt Gwinith’s tongue. Her body arched in response, her legs opening further. Gwinith’s tongue licked and lapped at her cunt, and Elva’s lips kissed her breasts and her neck.

“Oh fuck,” Aeryn whimpered, and closed her eyes. “Gods, yes...”

A few minutes later, as Gwinith licked her, as Elva nibbled her ear and ran her fingers down her arms, as Bastian sucked the cock of the man he called master, Aeryn came. She screamed as she climaxed, the sound echoing off the walls of the chamber.

Her scream and the sounds of Bastian’s sucking and Alexios’ gasping were the only noises in the chamber for the next minute. Aeryn’s climax peaked and her body thrashed against the couch. As the orgasm ebbed, and she collapsed back onto the chaise, the sounds of the chamber resumed, including the sound of Bastian’s moans.

At last, Alexios’ body tensed and he groaned loudly. Prince Bastian took his cock back out of his mouth and gazed up at his lover obediently, mouth open and tongue out. Alexios jerked his cock with one hand, aiming it directly at Bastian from about a foot away. And Bastian’s face was splattered with the first shot of his lover’s warm, creamy load. The first shot hit him on the chin, and the second landed across his nose and right eye, obscuring it. Bastian opened his mouth wider, trying to catch as much as he could, and the remaining shots hit his cheeks, his tongue, his lips, and most especially his chest, the initial target.

“Fuck,” Bastian moaned, and the sound of it made Aeryn’s cunt quiver again.

Alexios finished with a last shudder and a groan. He stepped back from Bastian and admired the work he’d done. He was breathing hard, and his cock was still mostly erect. He stroked himself a few more times, and Aeryn thought perhaps he would have another go at the Prince’s mouth.

But the Prince stood up, and the two men embraced, sharing a long, loving kiss, tongues dancing enticingly between them. “That was incredible,” Alexios said. “Thank you, my Prince.”

“Trust me, dear friend, the pleasure was mine,” the Prince replied.

“Shall I return the favor this evening? You must be positively aching for a release. Or you could fuck me, another show for the girls...”

“No thank you, my friend,” the Prince replied. “As wonderful as all that sounds. All in due time. And soon.”

They separated, and Alexios departed via a different doorway than the one Aeryn had come in. The Prince turned to the three women, Alexios’ cum still dripping off his body. Gwinith was still lying between Aeryn’s legs, her head resting on the inside of her thigh. Elva was stroking Aeryn’s hair.

“Well, what do we have here?” Bastian asked, smiling at the sight of his new harem girl getting eaten out.

“Just a little fun while we waited,” Gwinith said, standing up and taking a deep breath, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “We thought you’d appreciate it, my Prince.”

“Quite right,” Bastian said, and he approached the chaise. “Elva and Gwinith, come. Clean me up.”

The two harem girls stood and began to lick the Prince’s luscious, muscular body, everywhere Alexios’ cum still dripped from him. Aeryn lay on the couch, watching them, her legs open and her cunt soaking wet. The sight was mesmerizing. The Prince’s cock was rock hard, and Aeryn wanted it desperately. Before long, Bastian’s body was free of his lover’s semen, and the two harem girls each had a mouthful, which they transferred over to Bastian’s mouth via first one kiss, and then another.

The Prince savored their combined flavor, licking his lips when the two girls parted from him.

“That’s a delightful taste,” Bastian said. “Alexios is remarkable in that way. I love cum but there is just something about his...”

“I’d say it’s the source,” Aeryn said, and the three of them looked at her in surprise, as though they’d forgotten her presence. “The source, the body it’s coming from. He is so sexy. You could feed me nothing but his cum for the rest of my life and I’d die happy.”

The Prince chuckled, staring down at Aeryn with some extra significance that she did not in that moment understand. “Elva, Gwinith, you know how I adore you both and am loathe to quit your presence. But I must have a word alone with our new pet. You two should turn in for the night. Who can say what tomorrow shall bring for us?”

“Oh,” Elva said, pouting adorably. “But the fun was just beginning!”

“Come, come,” the Prince said, giving Elva’s ass a smack. “Turn in now, and you may find me there soon enough.”

“Very well,” Gwinith said, taking Elva’s hand. “Let’s go. We’ll have the best dreams, knowing you’re soon to be there beside us.”

The Prince kissed each girl. Each of them leaned in to kiss Aeryn on the lips as well. “So lovely to meet you,” Elva said, biting Aeryn’s bottom lip gently as she pulled away. 

Gwinith leaned in next and, despite her tiny stature, hit her with a passionate kiss of impressive aggression and intensity. Then she broke the kiss and leaned closer, biting Aeryn on the ear—hard enough to cause a little yelp of pain—before she whispered breathily, “I look forward to the next time you can use my face as a seat, gorgeous.”

With that, the two of them departed.

––––––––
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PRINCE BASTIAN MET her next at the highest point of Starfell Palace, the Summit Tower, affording them a breathtaking view of the city of Eclipsara, the glittering sea and the surrounding verdant plains, all lit in the twilight glow of the ever-present nightly meteor showers over their realm. The Summit Tower was opulently furnished but it was clearly something of a museum or historical site, the fashions of its environs decades, indeed sometimes centuries, out of date. 

To Aeryn’s immense sadness, the Prince had dressed while they were apart. He was still absurdly handsome, deliciously sexy, his opulent casual clothes tight-fitting and hiding few details of his incredible body. His regal nature was such that she thought she could pick him out as a future King if he was dressed in a potato sack, but his ruffled, white collared shirt and burgundy breeches, framed by a copper-and-black belt, fit him well and suited him well. She was dressed in another pair of white panties with pink trim, and a bra to match, leading her to believe that was simply the color scheme they had chosen for her. The bra was substantial, to host her frankly very substantial rack, but the panties again covered her lower lips and not much else.

She’d almost certainly never be more clothed than this ever again in her life, and that was just fine with her. She wanted to be naked in front of the Prince. She wanted to serve him in every way possible. She wanted him to do what he wanted with her. 

But this was not the time for that. 

“This is where my ancestor, King Baelor, watched the Great Eye Comet streak across the sky and saw the prophecy written,” the Prince said, his gaze upon the sky and the stars. “He and his advisors, and the wise men and women of his court, spent a year decoding its message, and the messages that preceded it. This is where the Kingdom of Starfell was born. The prophecy that has governed my family since. And the reason why I brought you here.”

“A prophecy?” Aeryn said, looking into the sky.

“A prophecy,” the Prince said, his gaze turning towards her. She saw his eyes take in the sight of her body, and he gave a little smile. But the moment passed. “What do you know of the Sex Wizards?”

Aeryn bristled again, the way she had when Zamira had called her ‘girl’ earlier. “I know they protect the land and its people. They are responsible for our fertility, for our abundance, and so much more.”

“All correct, sweet farm girl Aeryn,” said Prince Bastian, and her hackles raised even further.

“I was a milkmaid, not a farm girl,” Aeryn said, not hiding the irritation in her voice. 

“My apologies,” the Prince said, not sounding in the least bit sorry. “Perhaps my ignorance of the difference between farm girl and milkmaid mirrors your ignorance of Sex Wizardry. For everything you said was correct, simply... incomplete.”

“I beg your pardon, my Prince,” Aeryn said, cursing her impetuousness in one hand but still feeling every bit of it in the other. “But what more could there be to know?”

“Plenty,” the Prince said, looking up at the stars again. “There is more, so much more... I almost don’t know where to begin...”

Aeryn didn’t press him. He seemed to be lost in his thoughts, gazing into the sky. She took a moment to look around the tower, noticing the many paintings and tapestries and books, all focused on the subject of the comets and their meaning.

“Think of it as building blocks,” he said at last. She could tell it was the start of a long train of thoughts that he’d spent the previous several seconds assembling, so she settled in to enjoy the sound of his baritone voice, the melody of his cadence, the careful articulation of his thoughts. She was still annoyed that he’d been so condescending towards her, but she thought she was already falling in love with him. “Every conceivable sex act of every character—within reason obviously, nothing incestuous, nothing with animals, nothing with kids, all that vulgar depravity does great damage to our collective health in complex ways—but outside of those evils, every conceivable sex act of every distinct, unique character provides a different flavor and color of building block. You aren’t a wizard yourself, so I can’t explain this to you in exact terms, and if you were a wizard you wouldn’t need the explanation... but because you aren’t, I’ll use metaphors... Every different aspect of sexual pleasure given or received by a Sex Wizard provides a different sort of building block, be it clay, brick, wood, stone, or mud, be it red, yellow, white, green or black... at the same time, stronger lust and fulfilled pleasure creates its own sort of building block... just as stronger lust combined with unfulfilled pleasure creates its own other unique sort of building block... Every different aspect of sexual behavior, outside of those strict barriers we discussed, provides a different building block to a different spell. Does this all make sense so far?”

Aeryn simply nodded. She was tracking him perfectly, as if he was describing something she’d already inherently known. 

“Good,” said Prince Bastian. “I am glad to see you understanding this all so well. So if I engage in a gay act, or a bisexual act, or a heterosexual act, or a threesome, or an orgy, if I am the giver of pleasure or the receiver, if I am submissive or dominant, if I cum on Alexios’ face or he cums on mine, if we do so with people watching or without an audience, the mood we are both in at the time... all of these variables cause that act of sex to produce a different flavor of building block, that I can later use to construct a magical spell... this is tricky because it’s all about finding blocks that fit together, like a key and a keyhole, it really is more art than science... But my library is becoming vast. Again, it’s not exactly this, I’m just trying to use words you would understand... But every single one of those diverse sexual experiences creates a new block that I can use to build a new... cathedral, of a spell. I can give it more beauty, or more functionality, or more intimidating force... It’s all relevant. And these spells do all of those things that you mentioned, about our realm’s fertility, abundance, growth, peace, happiness, though it’s not a one-to-one thing... like tonight you didn’t help me build a spell that will protect the crops this year, it’s much more complex than that... I know this is a lot. You’re still with me? This all still makes sense?”

“Yes,” Aeryn said, smiling up at him.

“Wonderful,” Bastian said, and he returned her smile.

“I have so many questions, though.”

“Of course,” Bastian replied. “All in due time. Please do save them for now. For now, all I must know is this... how did you feel when you came in and saw me sucking Alexios’ cock?”

“Oh,” Aeryn breathed. “Well... I thought it was sexy, and hot, and erotic... and a little bit surprising...”

“You didn’t think you would find me sucking a man’s cock upon our first meeting?” Bastian said, and he laughed. “But you’re holding back; I can see it in your eyes. How did you really feel? I know you felt those other things you described, but... what was the primary emotion in you, in that moment?”

“Jealousy,” Aeryn admitted, and her cheeks flushed. “I was jealous that he had your attention and not me. I was jealous that you were sucking his cock, and I wasn’t. I was... jealous. I’ve never felt anything more strongly than I felt jealous, in that moment.”

“Excellent,” Bastian said, and she couldn’t help but notice his breeches tightening around his groin, as his erection began to grow. “For that is exactly how I felt when I saw Elsa and Gwinith touching you... I was... enraged. Jealous to a depth and ferocity of which I did not previously realize I was capable. I love them both, as I love all in my harem, and they are encouraged to explore each other sexually, even in my absence... but when it came to you, and them enjoying you... I was jealous beyond all imagining.”

“I’m sorry, my Prince,” Aeryn said, a pang of guilt going through her, as well as a thrill, a sense of satisfaction.

“Oh, my dear, it is I who must apologize,” Bastian said, bowing his head. “It is I who should have asked you to wait until our introduction. I should have given you all the time you needed to get accustomed to your new surroundings, your new life, your new situation, your new owner... As you’ve no doubt realized, our attitude towards sexual pleasure here is libertine and free-wheeling, and I let my enthusiasm for your arrival get the better of me...”

He got to his feet, and stepped over to the windows. He was a remarkably impressive figure, tall, muscular, almost divinely regal in his fine attire, darkly silhouetted against the constant, drizzling rain of light from the evening’s meteor shower. Aeryn found him to be breathtakingly beautiful, not only due to his looks, but because his spirit shown through in his demeanor. She almost couldn’t believe how rapidly and suddenly she’d fallen completely in love with him. 

She had thought herself savvy and worldly, before. Perhaps even to the point of being a bit cynical. And here she was falling head over heels like so many idiot girls she’d seen before. 

“I have so much to tell you,” he said, his lovely baritone voice suddenly weary. “I will try to keep it minimal for now. I don’t want to overburden you. But the next thing you should know is that I am the most powerful Sex Wizard in generations. There are many who believe that my coming was foretold by the Great Eye Comet... I don’t know if I believe that, but I have never met any other Sex Wizard who shares my strength and natural talent. Supposedly in previous ages, there were many... but the point is, today, I stand alone.”

“Wow,” Aeryn whispered.

“Yes,” Bastian agreed. “I don’t like to talk about it, because it sounds so... I don’t know, arrogant. Arrogance is in no short supply all around you when you’re born to royalty, and it’s a trait I find repulsive. Nevertheless, it is the simple truth. Much as I prize humility, we ought not let it cause us to deny reality or adopt some false modesty. In the modern world, as far as anyone knows... I am the greatest Sex Wizard alive.”

He turned back to her and she could see the sadness and fatigue in his face.

“And that brings me to my final, most important point,” he said. “In the last generation, the Sex Wizards’ strength has been waning. Not in all spells, and not in all of us, but... enough. The decline is not obvious, unless you are one of us. This was not known before the decline began, and was not apparent until it was too late. It is like... like... a farmer whose crops are dying. He might have the best crop in his family’s history one year, and then the next, not quite as good, and the next, the worst, and the one after, perhaps a little better, and the next year, a little worse, and so on and so forth, until the crop is gone entirely. It’s not about the moment, so much as the overall trend. This has happened in the world today. Sex Wizards are weaker, and will continue to grow weaker... and unless a change is made, the power of Sex Wizards will eventually wane, and vanish, and never return. If that happens... who can say what will follow? Starfell will enjoy no protection from our divine order. We will be naked and vulnerable before the threat of catastrophe, whether it be caused by nature or our enemies.”
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