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ONE.


Aurene walked through the door with the confidence
of an experienced woman from the harem. Lona didn’t hate her on
sight, but she experienced a pang of jealousy. No matter how
luxurious and easy her life with Prince Revard was, to a certain
extent she missed life in the harem. The beautiful clothes and
adornments the women got to wear combined with the life of ease
around the bathing pool. Being the prince’s designated concubine
was fine, but it was also a lot of work.

“What’s your name?” Prince Revard
asked as soon as Aurene was ushered into his bedroom.

“Aurene, my prince,” said the
beautiful woman as she curtsied in front of him. She was dressed,
such as it could be described, in a gauzy white gown that hid
little of her body. Golden ribbons were braided through her hair
and a golden metal collar surrounded her neck. Lona doubted it was
real gold, but the effect was obvious.

Revard nodded and a small smile twisted his lips. He
was wearing his customary breeches but his shirt was loose and
open, revealing his muscular chest. “That name seems familiar.
Where have I heard it before?” he mused, pressing a finger to his
lips.

“She was your father’s favorite,”
Lona reminded her lover. She had already removed her dress and was
wearing a corset and pettipants with silk stockings. Revard had
told her what he wanted and it was up to her to make it
happen.

“Yes. That’s right,” Revard
ruminated. “King Restinbaud won’t have much use for you now that he
sits on the throne. But Lona recommended you for my amusement and
there’s no reason father can’t share…especially something that he
has no need for any longer.”

“Of course, my prince,” Aurene
said and glanced uncertainly at Lona who kept her gaze
neutral.

“Take off your robe,” Revard said
as he settled into a chair. Aurene did so without hesitation; she
had no reason to be shy about her body. It was gorgeous, Revard
admitted to himself. His father had excellent taste in bedmates.
Her breasts were high and full, capped with small light brown
nipples. Aurene’s stomach was a smooth curve down to her cunt where
her pubic curls were carefully arranged into a simple shield. Her
body needed no adornments and she stood still for a long, lingering
moment, allowing Revard—and Lona—to admire her.

Revard turned his head. “My dear, you know what to
do.”

Lona put down the glass from which she had been
sipping wine and approached the other woman. Aurene was a few years
older than her, but that didn’t intimidate Lona. Very little
intimidated Lona. The two women kissed, both knowing full well what
the prince wanted, and they slowly moved to the bed, Lona always
the aggressors and in charge of what was to happen. Aurene knew her
role but was still surprised at how eager Lona was in their kisses
and caresses.

“I’ve had my concubine pierced and
branded,” Revard said softly at Lona kissed her way down Aurene’s
neck to her breasts where she teased the other woman’s nipples
between lips and teeth. “She’s healing nicely but I’m denied her
cunt for the time being. She said you’ll do for the
night.”

“Of course, my prince,” Aurene
said as she tried not to gasp. The sensation of Lona’s mouth on her
tits while her hand explored between Aurene’s legs was almost too
much. While Aurene enjoyed sex with both men and women and was
always happy to serve her owner, she hadn’t expected her reaction
to sex with Lona to be so…visceral.

For her part, Lona was pleased at being asked to
have sex with Aurene. The other woman’s cunt was warm and damp, not
soaking wet, not yet. She penetrated Aurene’s cunt with her middle
finger and the brunette groaned at the attention.

“Is she ready?” Revard asked
eagerly.

Lona turned her head and looked at her lover, her
mouth still full of the other woman’s breast. She let the heavy
flesh slip from between her lips. “Not yet, my prince,” she
replied. “Give me a minute with her.”

If Aurene had been able to open her eyes she would
have set them on the prince’s large cock, now outside of his
breeches, as he stroked himself to a rampant red hardness.

Moving down the slave’s body, Lona got between
Aurene’s legs and ran her tongue down the wet slit. Aurene had a
spicy, musky scent and flavor which was not at all unpleasant. The
slave twisted slightly under Lona’s attention, the concubine’s
clever tongue found her clit and made her writhe uncontrollably for
a few seconds before Lona sucked the whole of Aurene’s clit into
her mouth.

The experienced slave didn’t know where the prince’s
new favorite had learned how to pleasure another woman’s body, but
she wasn’t complaining. They both knew what men wanted and what
specifically pleased Revard. He was delighted with the show,
especially with the way Lona’s pettipants pulled into the cleft of
her buttocks, putting her rump on display. It took less than a
minute before Aurene was panting with pleasure and then her limbs
were shaking with orgasm. She hadn’t been given permission to cum,
but nor had she been forbidden.

When the moment was over Aurene groaned out her
satisfaction. Lona moved from between her legs and Aurene forced
her eyes open to see the now naked Prince Revard standing at the
edge of the bed, his cock still in hand, eager to put it to good
use.

“Do you still want to fuck her?”
Lona asked as she gave her prince a kiss on the cheek. “She has
lain with your father.”

“All the more reason to make her
mine,” said Revard as he climbed on top of the slave. By rights and
law, Aurene still belonged to his father, but Revard was the lord
of the manse and he could use the slaves assigned to the manse as
he saw fit. Besides, his father had plenty more slaves to use in
the palace, along with his wife and two concubines.

Lona was no fool. As her lover got into position on
top of Aurene, her hand went between their bodies and grasped
Revard’s cock. He didn’t complain as she guided his cock into
Aurene’s cunt. It was a small gesture, but an important one. It
showed that she cared about the prince’s pleasure. It showed that
she wasn’t a stupid noblewoman worried about who carried the
prince’s seed. It didn’t matter with Aurene. Lona had tasted her
cunt and the unmistakable spice of pennyroyal clung to the slave’s
cunt. Aurene would not be conceiving any time soon so why not let
her lover have his fun?

The prince’s cock easily slid into the slave. Both
of them moaned at the joining of their flesh. Lona stepped back and
watched the two of them as the prince held down the slave and
fucked her. The two options that Lona most would have
enjoyed—jilling off while watching or actually joining the
pair—were both barred to her. The metal ring that recently was put
into her flesh still hung heavily on her clit making sex awkward if
not outright painful barred her from both activities. It was good,
Lona reasoned, for her lover to have other women. It let him know
that she wasn’t insanely jealous. She was there for his pleasure
and not for some nefarious scheme.

If only he knew the truth.

Watching Revard fuck Aurene was frustrating only
because Lona knew she wouldn’t be getting off and couldn’t get
herself off. Other than that, it was amazing to see the two of them
fuck. Revard knew exactly what he was doing and everything Aurene
did was to please her partner of the moment. Revard was keyed up
and excited. Lona wasn’t surprised when he didn’t last very long
before depositing his seed deep into Aurene’s useless womb. He
could sew the ground but she was temporarily barren. There was a
certain pleasure in watching him fuck her, especially the way his
balls and cock contracted with every pulse of pleasure. Lona wanted
to hold them and feel them as he plowed into Aurene, but he hadn’t
given her permission for that, so she stayed her hand. The only way
to improve her position, she knew, was to be patient and take
opportunities when they came, not when she wanted to force them
along.

Eventually his climax passed and Revard rolled off
his slave. His cock decoupled from her cunt; it slapped wetly onto
his stomach and thigh as he landed on the mattress. It was an easy
matter to catch Lona’s eye. “I seem to be in need of attention,” he
said.

“Of course, my prince,” she said
and happily joined them on the bed. Using great care, Lona took his
cock in her small hand and placed it in her mouth, carefully
sucking and licking away the evidence of intercourse. He tasted
salty and strong, as always, but there were definite tones of
Aurene’s cunt on him as well. It was a strange, but wonderful,
mélange of flavors. Lona was careful to remove all traces of semen
and cunt juice from her lover’s cock. Aurene watched the process
with a detached curiosity.

Tangling his fingers into Lona’s thick red hair, he
pulled her face up from his crotch. “My plaything is filthy as
well,” he said with a tilt of his head toward Aurene. “It wouldn’t
do to send her back to the harem that way.”

“Of course, my prince,” she said.
The words were said by rote, but they still caused a flutter of
pleasure in her heart. Lona moved from Revard and resumed her
position between Aurene’s legs. Other, less determined, slaves and
lovers would have refused, but Lona eagerly applied her tongue and
lips to Aurene’s cunt and lapped up Revard’s leavings comingled
with the slave’s scent and juices.

In all it was a rather pleasant treat, a little
different from most of what Lona now ate
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