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ONE.


Lona found the harem to be terribly boring. The
other women and girls were tremendously vapid and, as far as she
could tell, they had no redeeming qualities beyond their beauty.
She hated listening to them prattle on about nothing. It was
mindless, boring conversation about nothing that interested
Lona.

Still, the harem was better than the scullery. She
had lived happily in the scullery for most of her life. There were
certain advantages to living as a slave in the scullery. Food was
largely plentiful and it was warm in the winter; other slaves in
their jobs had it much worse, but she had been taken when she was
young and had been placed in the scullery when she lost her
freedom. There she grew up and there was where she would have
remained if she were as stupid and vacuous as the other girls.

Except for the stupid conversations and pointless
existence of the other women, life in the harem was not bad or
difficult. It was certainly prettier than the scullery or the
kitchens; the walls were painted pure white and decorated with
artwork. Statues were scattered about. There was more than enough
food, though the guards made sure the girls didn’t eat too much and
get fat. Even the bed she had been given was much more comfortable
than in the scullery.

She had been given her own small room that opened
onto the common area where there was a warm pool for bathing. Lona
found she liked bathing in the warm pool where the water was
constantly flowing. She didn’t like the other girls’ obsession with
the silly clothes they wore. She didn’t like their constant
gossiping about the other girls and who was the most handsome guard
and who got to fuck the prince next.

The prince. She had been laboring for him for years,
for most of her life, and she had never met him, or even set eyes
on him. Few in the manse had. It didn’t matter. She had a life and
she had a plan.

The other girls were stupid but she was not.

 


Aurene was the prettiest slave in the harem. She
arrived back from her night with the prince at the midday meal. A
confident, self-satisfied smile was on her face and the other girls
shot jealous looks her way. The young woman looked slightly
disheveled and had dark circles around her eyes. Obviously she
hadn’t slept a wink during the night.

As she strode through the common area, conversation
slowly died out. Unselfconsciously she unbelted her loose fitting
dress, let it drop from her body, and she walked into the warm
bathing pool. Lona watched Aurene. There were red marks on her body
and small bruises on her thighs. Lona was positive the bruise
starting to blossom on her breast bore the shape of human teeth. It
was easy for Lona to tell that Aurene loved the attention the other
girls bore her.

Lona cast an admiring gaze at Aurene. The slave had
long, thick honey-brown hair she normally kept in a braid, but was
now loose around her shoulders. Her skin was smooth and free of any
blemishes save the marks given by her lover the night before. Her
breasts were large but not obscenely so, and her buttocks rolled
enticingly as she walked through the harem.

She slipped into the water, let her head fall back
on the padded edge of the pool, and looked around at all the
envious glares. “The prince exhausted me last night,” she said in
her calm, even voice.

“Close your legs,” sniped Irien from the other side
of the pool. The cold-hearted slave’s attitude was mirrored by her
fair skin, her blonde hair, and her light sapphire eyes. “You’re
polluting the pool.”

“With the prince’s cum,” Aurene said as she lifted
up her knees. Her cunt was obscured under the water’s moving
surface, but her meaning was well-taken. “He’s already filled my
belly and I’ll be bearing his child next spring.”

There were sighs and giggles from around the pool.
Lona didn’t join in the sharp talk. She just watched.

Later, the women of the harem were playing a game of
stones. It wasn’t a difficult game to learn. It was all strategy
and planning. Colored stones were placed on the board and moved and
removed as the players tried to control as many spaces as possible.
Irien was one of the best players and Lona watched her closely as
she defeated each new girl who came up to challenge her.

It wasn’t long before Irien noticed Lona watching
her. “You there. New girl. You don’t get to watch. You have to
play.”

Lona stood back warily. She had only been in the
harem for a week and hadn’t been called on to do anything yet. She
knew that it was only a matter of time before she would have to
serve. She wasn’t afraid; she was just curious at this point.

“I have to play?” Lona asked with trepidation.

“I’m bored with these other girls,” Irien said
dismissively, sweeping the colored stones off the board and quickly
resetting them. “I need a new challenge. Do you know how to play?”
She beckoned Lona forward.

Slowly the new slave stepped forward and sat down on
the wooden bench across the stone table from Irien. “I’ve seen
others play,” she said carefully.

“Maybe you can be taught then,” Irien replied and
set her first stone. Lona followed suit and the game commenced. The
other girls watched and the match seemed to go on forever. Aurene
walked by then. She had finally exited the bathing pool and instead
of drying off, she had wrapped her body in a loose, gauzy gown. Her
nipples were plainly visible through the thin material which clung
wetly to her skin. Lona didn’t allow herself to be distracted by
the first concubine’s beauty.

Glancing at the board, Aurene commented, “She’s
better than you, Irien. You’re going to lose.”

Irien had only been paying half attention to the
game. She was distracted by the mug of wine she had been drinking
and had been thinking about how she could somehow get into the bed
of the prince. Her game had been going poorly.

She laughed out loud. “You’re smarter than you look,
girl. What’s your name?”

“Lona.”

“Did they buy you from the slavers or were you
caught in the northern hills? The king has been making war with the
pagans this past year.”

“I…I don’t understand your question.” Lona was
lying, but she was planning as well.

Irien regarded her evenly. She was only a few years
older than Lona, but thought she had a world’s more wisdom. Women
didn’t last long in the harem. Beauty faded. “Why are you here with
us? If you weren’t bought from the slavers or captured, how did you
get here?”

Lona considered the stones in front of her. “I used
to be in the scullery.”

“Scullery slave?”

“Yes.”

“For how long?”

“Ten years…until I became a woman.”

Irien blinked. “I don’t believe you.” She reached
out and tossed back Lona’s long red hair that had fallen over her
shoulders. “Pretty red hair like yours? The harem scouts would have
found you long ago.”

“I colored it,” she said, self-consciously pulling
her hair back and trying to hide it. “And I was a girl. And I knew
how to hide.”

Irien scoffed. “Maybe. But you’re here now. And soon
the prince will have you. Once he knows there’s a pretty redhead
waiting for his cock, he’ll have you.”

Aurene grimaced and interjected herself into the
conversation. “She’s right, Lona. It’ll be soon enough that you’ll
have your turn on the prince’s cock.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Irien said. “I’ve had my
share of lovers, including the prince. You’ll enjoy it.” She
smiled. “I always did.”

The crude talk of the slaves didn’t upset Lona. She
set one of her stones on the board and picked up four of Irien’s.
“Do you think that I came out of the scullery a virgin?”

Irien chuckled. “She gave it up for free to a cook’s
helper.” She frowned at the board and placed another stone.

Lona didn’t hesitate and placed another stone which
allowed her to pick up six of Irien’s. “Is the prince married?” she
asked.

“Not yet,” Irien’s brow furrowed at the losing
position on the board. “But there’s some girl of noble birth he’ll
wind up marrying soon enough. I doubt that’ll stop his taste for
concubines and slaves.” She placed another stone but didn’t pick up
any of Lona’s.

Before Lona could take her turn, Aurene grabbed the
stone out of her hand and placed it, allowing Lona to pick up a
handful of Irien’s which ended the game. “Some of those noblewomen
have a taste for the unusual,” she warned.

 


It wasn’t more than a sevenday later when Lona was
summoned. She was taken from the harem by a guard. She didn’t know
exactly what to expect, but she didn’t expect to be taken to a
rather plain dressing room where a pair of gray-haired women were
waiting for her.

“Get your dress off, we’ve got work to do,” the
first of the ladies said to Lona the moment the guard brought her
into the room.

Lona hesitated for just a second before unbolting
the plain white dress all the slaves wore in the harem. Underneath
she was nude and immediately the two women started clucking their
tongue and shaking their heads.

“Fair northern barbarians will be the death of me,”
the first woman said. “Skin too pale, too many freckles, hair so
thick,” and she tugged on Lona’s long tresses causing her to yelp
in pain, “that we can’t do anything with it.”

“Hil, don’t be so pessimistic,” the other woman
said. “Think of it as a challenge. After all, the prince has a
taste for the exotic.”

“And look at her tits, Sen,” Hil complained. She
reached out and tweaked both of Lona’s nipples that capped her
small breasts. “Too tiny to please




























cover.jpg
The Slave Queen |
Part 1: Maiden

.J i W

Persephone Moore

| al Do






