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Branmere and Chantelais had been at war for years. Too long; it had been ruinous. In the generation of my father and my father’s father, my people had struggled to defend their ancient duchy, steeped in the magic of the ancestors.

But at last, Chantelais was victorious. I, Prince Tristan Thornheart, Mayor of the Palace, Prince and ruler of Branmere, could no longer stand by and watch our people bear the pain of such constant conflict. So many lives ruined, such potential wasted, sacrificed to the altar of old conflicts borne of avarice. It had been Chantelais who had begun the conflict, but it would be Branmere who ended it.

And so, I surrendered to the ruler of Chantelais, Prince Kalen Stormvale.

Our armies had lost; we had no cards left to play on the battlefield. The only card I had left to play belonged to a very different sort of battlefield.

That is to say, the prince was madly in love with me.

It was the only leverage I had left.

So, I made a bargain with him: I would give myself to him as a concubine if he would make peace with us, and he had agreed. And I was not lying. I did want the fighting to end. The prince may have been young and immature and impetuous, but I knew that he was a man of his word. And he had assured me that, under this bargain, the people of Branmere would be left to self-governance, save for a reasonable annual tribute paid to the crown of Chantelais. I could live with that. It was the best deal I could secure for my people.

And so, I had surrendered.

Now, I was walking down the hallways of Chantelais Palace, wearing a yellow silk robe and nothing else, holding a small leather case containing all my worldly possessions, trying not to tremble. In the mirrors that lined the palace halls, I caught sight of myself, my chiseled, athletic build, my tousled dark hair, my sharp jawline, piercing blue eyes, my handsome face. I had preferred the company of women throughout most of my adult life, but I had known that Prince Kalen’s proclivities were elsewhere, from the first moment we’d ever briefly met and negotiated. The hungry gaze in his eyes had not been subtle. I supposed there was a lot there for him to fall in love with, as I gazed at myself in those mirrors.

I supposed it was time to start thinking of myself in those terms. My duty had, until only recently, been to protect and enrich the realm of Branmere. Now it would be to sexually pleasure Prince Kalen Stormvale.

The guard leading me was silent. I was not sure what he thought about the entire affair.

It was a short walk to the doors of the prince’s chambers. My stomach felt like it was full of butterflies. The doors swung open silently.

Inside, Kalen was sitting at his desk, writing something. His chambers were richly decorated, with the red and gold of his house, a large canopied bed against the back wall, a large, roaring fireplace, a chaise, bookshelves, a wine cabinet, a table set for two. He was wearing a crimson velvet robe, and his blond hair was unkempt.

He turned his head toward me, his deep green eyes taking me in.

I swallowed hard, and then gave him a smile.

“Good afternoon, Prince,” I said. “As you requested.”

“Welcome, Tristan,” he replied, a hungry look in his eyes. He had a youthful, almost elfin charm, his features so soft and effeminate he could have passed for a woman if he’d had longer hair. His gaze was more thoughtful than I’d have expected, for I knew him to be a playful, light-hearted sort. His smile was delicate, yet refined, almost boyish. He was much younger than me, he nineteen and I thirty-five, and while I knew he’d had the stomach to continue our fathers’ war, he would be more amenable to an end than his father had been. My sexual concubinage to him was a small price for me to pay, in the grand scheme. “I was so glad to hear that you’d come to your senses.”

“You’re right, and you’ve won, and I’m sorry it took me so long,” I said, and I bowed my head.

“We are no longer enemies, Tristan,” he replied. “Come. Sit. Wine?”

“Thank you, my lord.” I sat on the couch, and placed the case of my belongings next to me. Kalen got up and went to the wine cabinet, pulling out a bottle of red and two glasses, pouring generously. I did not usually partake of such strong drink, but today, I accepted it, and drained half the glass, hoping that the liquid courage would settle my nerves.

He came over and handed me my glass, and then sat down on the couch beside me. His leg brushed against mine, and I tried not to notice.

“There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you, ever since we first met,” he said.

“Oh? What’s that?”

“You’re very, very sexy, Tristan,” he said.

I raised an eyebrow. “Thank you.”

As I’d mentioned briefly above, my tastes before had always been for women. I was unbelievably nervous about becoming the property of Prince Kalen... but I had to admit, now being in his presence... there was something oddly, deliciously alluring about him. He had the ability to make me feel things.

“So,” I said, drinking the wine perhaps faster than I should have. “How... how is this going to work?”

“Well, you are part of my harem now,” Kalen said. “The crown jewel of my harem, in fact. The only former ruler who is now my sexual property, to use at my pleasure.”

I nodded.

“I’m going to have to put you through your paces,” Kalen said. “A concubine of your status... well, I’ll need to know you are the very best you can be.”

I nodded again.

“First, though, I need you to understand that, as long as you are here, your body belongs to me. It is mine to do with as I please. And so, I will have a servant draw you a bath. Then you will bathe and oil yourself, and prepare your body for my pleasure. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Prince,” I said. “Of course.”

“Then, after that, we will have dinner. After dinner, we will retire, and then...” Kalen smiled. “We will have a proper celebration of our newfound friendship.”

I blushed and looked away, finishing the wine.

Kalen’s hand found my thigh, and squeezed.

“I don’t know how good I’ll be,” I admitted. “I’ve only had experience with women.”

“There’s a first time for everything, isn’t there?” Kalen replied.

“Yes,” I agreed. “I suppose so.”

“Don’t worry, Tristan. You’re in safe hands.”

“Thank you, my prince.”

“I can’t wait for tonight.” Kalen leaned forward, and planted a soft kiss on my lips. “I’ve waited too long.”

He called for his servant, who quickly prepared the bath for me.

––––––––
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HAD I FELT SOMETHING when the Prince kissed me?

I would be lying to myself if I said that I hadn’t.

It felt strange to even think the thoughts, let alone speak the words aloud. Perhaps it was simply this new subservient situation in which I found myself, perhaps it was simply the stress of having at last abdicated the throne and used the only bargaining chip left at my disposal... but I had to admit, I loved it when the prince kissed me. I had wanted him to keep doing it. My cock had instantly gone hard when he’d done it.

I had only ever in my life preferred the company of women. Gods, what was happening to me? I, who had commanded legions, who had nations driven before me, subservient to me, was now titillated at the touch of my new lord and master, the impish young Prince of Chantelais. What madness was this?

And yet, it was true. I was.

I did not know how much time had passed. My bath was hot, the oils smelled of roses. I bathed myself, scrubbing every inch of my body, cleaning myself, shaving and oiling, washing and conditioning my hair. When I was done, I toweled myself off, and then I sat at the vanity, examining myself.

The oil had made my skin glisten, smooth and firm. My muscles had been hard earned, and they still were, and they looked good. My face had the rugged, chiseled features of a nobleman. I was a proud warrior. There were scars on my body, and the most notable one, a cut just below my navel, from a duel long ago, was barely visible, a white, faded line.

My eyes traveled down the length of my nude body.

My cock was stiffening, thick and heavy between my legs.

I was a man, a nobleman, a warrior. But now I was a concubine, and soon, a whore. My body belonged to the prince. I had given it to him, and he was going to use me in any way he saw fit.

The servants dressed me in a pair of loose black silken breeches, and nothing else. And then off to dinner with my new owner I went.

Kalen was waiting for me at the table, the food served and steaming.

He was wearing loose black pants and a sheer white silk shirt that showed the contours of his lithe body beneath. His eyes were hungry, and his mouth was smiling. The candles flickered in the light as he beckoned me to sit.

“You set a fine table, my Prince,” I said as I sat, acutely aware that I was naked from the waist up, aware that the pants I was wearing were so thin they were translucent. There was no doubt the prince could see the entirety of me.

“Mmm,” said Kalen as I sat. “I intend our new relationship to be congenial, Tristan, and it will be, as long as you obey the rules. The first is this. You have called me ‘my lord’ and ‘my prince’ since you’ve been here. These addresses were fine when we were equals. But you will now address me as Master. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I said
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