

    
        
          The Hundredth Concubine of the Moon Emperor

        

        
        
          Fantasy Concubines, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Hera Persepolis

        

        
          Published by Persepolis Publishing, 2026.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Epigraph

THE HUNDREDTH CONCUBINE OF THE MOON EMPEROR

Sign up for Hera Persepolis's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Harem Girl: The First Anthology (Episodes 1-5)

Also By Hera Persepolis

About the Author



  	
        
            
            Thank you for reading The Hundredth Concubine of the Moon Emperor! We would be eternally grateful if you would leave an honest star rating and review on the digital platform of your choosing. 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE HUNDREDTH CONCUBINE OF THE MOON EMPEROR




[image: ]


I, Amira, simple herbalist by trade, stand in a place of gods. 

Before me stretches the Hundred Bride Procession, a rolling tide of silk gowns and silver jewelry and eager, lust-filled hearts, each footfall as measured and heavy as the millennia of memories that weighs upon the stones. I walk last, of course—Amira of the garden, the weed-plucker, the root-countess—though no one calls me that here. I am the final link in a chain that began when the world was young, my footsteps swallowed by the silent, watchful eyes of those who survived induction and those who merely imagined they might. 

The emperor’s Moon Palace blazes above us, every dome of moonstone lit from within by a ghostly white radiance, each spire seemingly a frozen beam of pale fire. The ancient architects, whose names have been forgotten, designed it so that the full orb of night always hangs in direct view through the open vault of the Throne Chamber. Anticipation crackles in the air. Beneath the perfumed layers and the subtle sweetness of moon-blossom incense, I sense something more primitive, the lust of a caged beast kept away from its mate. 

I do not belong here. I have spent all of my twenty-eight years since I could walk with dirt under my nails, learning the hidden hungers of herbs and the infidelities of rootstock, coaxing miracles from the sullen ground. Now I am the hundredth and final bride, though it seems madness to think so. So odd to call us brides, anyway, when what we are is concubines. Servants of physical pleasure. But brides is the word they use, perhaps translated from some ancient forgotten text from a word which does not precisely map onto our own. 

As is nearly everyone in my tribe and village, I am tiny compared to the Imperials, barely past four-foot-ten, my hips and breasts only a rumor of curves under the ceremonial bands of goldleaf holding my ceremonial gown in place. My black hair, most of my life cut roughly to the shoulders, is as clean and styled as it has ever been in my life. I am led by the handmaidens of the ninety-ninth bride, who rumor says controls the emperor’s nights by halting time itself, freezing his dreams to linger in the sweet milk of her thighs. 

Never will I forget the protestations of the elders in my village, when the Imperial Delegation came for me. Not her, they said. Not one of us. It could not be. I was not offended that they’d thought it couldn’t be me. I agreed with them. But the Imperials were implacable. It was me, and they knew it for a fact. The emperor had selected me by name. 

I have not yet seen the emperor in person. I would guess that nobody in my village ever has. It’s probable that a fair number of the Imperials assembled in the gallery to view the ceremony have never seen him either. 

When the horns sound, the crowd’s collective gaze becomes a single force, a torrent of attention that pushes us forward onto the ceremonial causeway. Every woman before me is a legend, lived far longer than her years due to her position in the Imperial Harem. The first, a warlord’s daughter, carved her name in steel and became the mother of a continent; the forty-second could kill a man by kissing him, and did so, often, until the emperor tamed her; the eight-first was an island witch, her skin a wild mosaic of inked prophecy. I am so plain by comparison that I am still wondering if this is an elaborate prank, and only at the final hour will they spring the trap and have their great laugh at my expense, setting me free to run home, humiliated. 

But the procession does not pause. I climb the stone stairs into the moon palace, feeling every eye linger upon me. 

The Throne Chamber is vast enough to fit a city block. The floor is a seamless plate of opaline glass, haunted with the spectral reflections of the hundreds now filling the galleries. Those galleries are filled with noble Imperials, tall and beautiful and scantily-dressed, every last one of them, man and woman. Because of how they age, they all appear to be in their twenties or thirties, though they could be hundreds of years old for all any of us knew. 

Here the emperor’s servants line us up, not necessarily according to our order of joining the emperor’s harem, though I am still the terminus, the period at the end of the thousand-year sentence. The ceiling is open to the stars, and some magic here makes the entire open air above us into a great telescope, increasing the number and diversity of stars above us by a thousandfold. I try to see if it is indeed open sky above us or if the glass is simply so clear as to appear invisible, and look as I might, I cannot tell. In the center of it all stands the emperor’s seat, a dais of silver and shadow, more myth than architecture. 

The emperor waits for us in that chair, and the moment I see him, I finally believe every story told about Lucian Tiberon Aurelian. He is not merely beautiful. He is so perfectly calibrated that for an instant my mind goes haywire and I cannot remember if I am supposed to kneel, speak, or simply die where I stand. 

He is tall enough that my head would barely reach his sternum, and while I know he is ancient, his face is young, sculpted, almost innocent. His hair is a white so pure that it glows like comet-tail, and his eyes, when they land on me, are blue-black and vaster than the open night. His body is draped in a translucent silvery robe, the muscles beneath it cut with immortal geometry, his hands resting on the throne as if he had always been there and would always be. 

As the assembly hushes, the ninety-ninth bride, her lips stained with the purple of forbidden poppy, stands and intones the forbidden litany. She announces the final concubine, the Seal of Completion, the Keeper of the Path Beyond the Sky. The titles sound ridiculous to my ear, especially given that they are being applied to me. When she speaks my name, the syllables fall like stones into a frozen pond. “Amira, of no line and no province, the last daughter of the Gardeners’ Commune... let her be weighed.”

My knees nearly buckle but I walk the length of the glass towards the dais, the sound of my bare feet echoing up into the surrounding domes and towers. The emperor’s gaze does not leave me. When I reach the foot of the throne, I see that the glass is inlaid with lines of starmetal that form, from above, a map of our world’s rivers. They lead, always, to the seat of the empire. To him. 

He silently extends a hand to me and I feel an intimate pull from him, like a silk thread woven through my bellybutton, tugging me forward. I had wondered if I’d feel it when he used his magic on me. I don’t think even the phrase ‘use magic’ was appropriate in reference to him; he was simply magical a being that he used magic by breathing, by being. He rises and the difference between us is almost comical. He is an artist’s statue, every line of his body promising either shelter or obliteration, and I am a doll beside him. 

The emperor cups my face in his hands. His fingers are cold, but I can smell the sun on his skin. “You do not fear me,” he says, and the words do not come from his mouth. They reverberate inside my mind, a pressure behind my eyes that is neither voice nor thought but the memory of both. 

“I do,” I say, out loud, and the assembly laughs, low and rippling.

“Perhaps you fear your fate,” he corrects. “But I do not believe you fear me.”

His thumb brushes my lips, and I taste the future there: bitter, numinous, edged with honey. I want to speak, to tell him he’s wrong, but my tongue has gone numb.

“Undress her,” he commands, and a team of angelic handmaidens glides forward, their movements so rehearsed that it feels choreographed by the heavens themselves. They peel away the goldleaf, unfasten the rings, unwrap the ceremonial silk that binds my small perky breasts. I am not the least bit ashamed of my body, but I have never been seen like this by anyone, least of all by a throng of noble Imperials and an immortal harem and the ruler of the living world. 

The emperor strips himself wordlessly and stands before me in his full, terrifying glory. Well-endowed is not accurate only because it is a wild understatement. His cock, even half-hard, is the sort of thing you would only hear about in myth. The gasp from the gallery is not feigned. For a moment I am certain that I will not survive the next hour, much less the thousand-year dynasty that is expected to begin tonight. 

He lifts me as if I weight nothing, sets me on the edge of the throne—the edge of his seat, and now I feel as if I am certainly dreaming—and he parts my thighs with surprisingly gentle hands. The first touch of his tongue makes me gasp; his lips are as cold as his hands but his breath is scalding, a paradox that muddles my ability to think. He licks a circle around my clit and then sucks it between his teeth, hard enough that I moan loudly, that sound echoing up into the chamber’s heights. I get the sense that I am being judged by every eye in the chamber, Imperial and fellow concubine alike, but I have never cared less about anything in my life. 

The emperor laps at my cunt until I am soaked, and then slides a finger inside, curling it in search of something that only he understands. “You taste of wildflower honey, earth-wife,” he says in my mind. “Anise and moss and growing things. You will make a wonderful vessel.”

And then he stands and positions himself, his cock brushing the inside of my thigh, enormous and intimidating
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