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Chapter One

 


The throne room of the palace was beautiful:
stained glass windows with scenes from epic poems, tiled marble
floors, soaring columns, a wide open space for all the commoners,
and a high dais for the king’s elaborate throne. Right next to the
ornate oak throne covered with velvet cushions was a smaller seat
for the king’s companion. Over the years the second chair had been
occupied by queens, princesses, consorts, and mistresses. Today the
throne wasn’t occupied by the king; currently it seated the king’s
son, the crown prince. The king was too old and feeble to rule the
kingdom. The prince ruled in every aspect but name. The companion’s
throne currently held the prince’s consort.

The perfect beauty of the throne room was
marred only by the cage made of iron bars. It was a prisoner’s cage
and it was intentionally placed in the corner of the throne room to
disfigure the beauty. How else could those in attendance know they
were within the most beautiful room in the kingdom if there wasn’t
an object to contract with that beauty?

The cage was a little more than six feet tall
and barely wide enough to hold a muscular man. It was a humiliation
cage where a prisoner particularly offensive to the king would be
held until the king grew bored of the prisoner’s suffering and had
him executed. A lucky few prisoners were just sent to the dungeons
to be tortured and forgotten. Today the cage wasn’t occupied by a
traitor to the throne or an old enemy brought to heel. Today the
cage was occupied by a woman whose hands were bound and a collar
around her neck held her in place.

She might once have been beautiful. Instead of
luxuriating with the nobility she had seen too much time on the
battlefields of the north. Her body was scarred, her nose had been
broken at one point and healed crooked. Her arms and legs were too
muscular to be considered shapely or womanly. Her blond hair,
instead of being long and flowing, was cut short and practical; for
a man it might have been acceptable, but for a woman it was plain
ugly. Still, even all of that could have been overlooked if not for
the purposeful defacing of her body. A tattoo on one cheek branded
her a traitor the tattoo on the other labeled her a slave. On her
back was her announcement of ownership. Currently it was the crown
prince. She hadn’t been bathed for too many days and a certain
stink rose from her body. None of this bothered her.

Not being dirty.

Not being tattooed.

Not having her hands bound.

Not being naked for the amusement of the
prince and the faux-gasps of the nobility.

What did bother her was the ring forced
through the septum of her nose, like a common animal. The moment
she was freed she had vowed to remove it. That was impossible for
the moment, not because she wasn’t willing to rip the metal ring
from her flesh, but because it was impossible since her hands were
bound.

When the announcement of court ending for the
day was made, the prisoner growled her agreement. She preferred her
cell in the dungeon to the petty concerns of the nobility. The
moment the room was cleared of all but a few guards, the prince,
and his consort, the prince turned to his current favorite pastime:
humiliation of the prisoner.

“How long have you been my
prisoner, Tanja?” he asked the woman.

She grunted and turned her back to him as best
she could. The confines of the cage restricted her movements more
than she liked.

“Nine months,” he answered for
her. “It would have been just over a year, but you decided to kill
one of your guards and make an escape. I should have had you killed
for that, not just recaptured.

Tanja said nothing.

“I’ve agreed to let you go,” he
said to her.

That piqued her interest but she wasn’t going
to let the prince know that.

“Just one more year of
imprisonment. If you survive that you can have the freedom of the
north.”

She continued to ignore him.

“It’s quite a bargain for a woman
captured on the battlefield—that’s a great loss of honor and
respect for your people, isn’t it? I wouldn’t have agreed, but
after the tattoos and the ring, well, there is the tradition of
three marks to a prisoner’s body and then freedom. That’s why most
of my prisoners in the dungeon have only two marks.”

Still, she said nothing to her warden and
owner.

The crown prince glanced at his consort. She
smiled at him and tried not to titter in amusement.

“Want to leave early?” he asked
her.

Now the consort tittered. It wasn’t a full
giggle, but it was close.

“No,” she finally said. She would
happily stay in the king’s dungeon for another year rather than
give in to her captor.

“You might not have an option.
I’ve decided on your third mark. I have to let you go after your
third marking.”

She grunted. “You taunt. You promise. You
lie.”

“I’d never lie to you, my beauty.”
He glanced at the woman who shared his bed and she giggled for him.
“But you need to say yes. Tell me yes, you want to leave now, and
I’ll give you my third mark and you’ll be free to leave for the
north. I won’t even extract an agreement for you not to fight my
armies any longer.”

“Huh,” was all Tanja would
say.

“Tell me yes and I’ll free you the
moment you have endured the marking.”

Tanja was more tempted than she let on. She
was a wild, free barbarian used to living in simple tents and cave,
running under the sky, doing as she pleased with her tribe. She
desired to hunt again. She was the best archer in her tribe and in
all of the Nine Tribes. It was her arrow that felled the horse
under the crown prince nearly killing him. Of course he didn’t know
that and she wouldn’t tell him either.

“Fine,” she barked at him. “I
agree to your final marking. You lie, of course, you’ll mark me and
send me to the dungeon to die or be forgotten.”

The prince clucked his tongue. “Tut tut, young
lady. Your level of distrust is distressing. But, you’ve agreed,
so…” he clapped his hands and the guards sprang into
action.

One released the lock on the cage; Tanja tried
to kick at the next guard to approach her, but they were wise to
her tricks. In a moment she was wrestled to the floor and held fast
as fetters were attached to each ankle and wrist. She looked up at
the prince and spat at him.

“She’s a fighter, my liege,” their
sergeant said to the prince.

“That’s why I like watching her.
Bring her to the chamber. We shall join you in a
minute.”

Chains were attached to Tanja’s collar and
fetters. She was dragged out of the throne room. She was ready to
endure whatever the prince had in store for her.

The consort turned to her lover. “What do you
have planned for the barbarian?” Her eyes were too eager for a
demure young lady from one of the better families in the
kingdom.

“That would be giving away the
secret,” he laughed at her. “But I can tell you this, you are
overdressed for the occasion.”

“Oh really, my love?” she purred
at him.

He nodded. She called out for her maid. The
maid was barely of age and had seen too much for her few years.
“Help me out of my gown,” the consort said.

The girl nodded and quickly set to the task.
Laces were loosened and fasteners were released. In short order the
consort was no longer in the formal gown worn during court
sessions. She wore only her stockings, bustier and tiny silk
panties. The outfit was much more appropriate for a whore in the
red light district. That was why the prince liked his lover to wear
it.

The maid said nothing. She knew she would be
seeing worse in short order. Or she might be lucky and not have to
witness another evening of debauchery.

Taking his consort by the hand the prince led
her through the private corridors to what was considered the royal
family’s sanctum. The family apartments had been changed and
converted over the years. The largest room the crown prince had
changed to an obscene parody of the throne room. There was a pair
of chairs for the royal couple to sit and watch the festivities.
There were lewd and lascivious murals painted on the walls. A large
bed occupied one corner but most of the floor space was filled with
strange devices and furniture, most of it intended to hold victims
in place so they could be tortured or displayed for sexual
games.

Today Tanja wasn’t bound to any of the
furniture; she was held in place on all fours on the floor. Each
ankle and wrist was chained to heavy iron rings set in the stone
floor. The iron collar around her neck was chained to another ring.
The fetters were loose enough to afford her some freedom of
movement, but she was held well in place.

The consort was disappointed as her
husband-to-be led her to her seat where she delicately perched her
fine bottom. She pouted. “You’re just going to have one of your men
fuck her, aren’t you?”

The prince was offended and laid a hand on his
chest. “You wound me, my love. I would never do something so crude
or boring.” His lips curled into a sneering smile. “I hope you have
a strong stomach.”

Before she could answer there was a bellowing
from the corridor. “What was that?”

The prince could hardly contain his
excitement. “The entertainment.”

The room’s double door burst open and six
guards dragged in a massive hair covered figure that fought them
all the way. Like Tanja he was bound hand and foot with a chain
around his neck. Like her, his body was covered with scars, past
evidence of abuse, but now seemed perfectly healthy. He stood
nearly seven feet tall and had not an ounce of fat on him. His arms
and legs were ridiculously muscled, but the guards had him under
control—for the moment.

If it had just been some enraged prisoner
Tanja would have been disappointed. It wasn’t just some prisoner.
It was a minotaur. The beast’s shaggy head was bovine and sprouted
a pair of horns curving upward to the sky. Hair covered his arms
and legs, but was thickest on the chest, tapering down to a flat
belly, then widening to a nest of wiry brown hair that surrounded
his cock.

It was a massive weapon, easily twice the
length and girth of any cock Tanja had ever seen in her life. She
grunted in resignation.

The consort clapped her hands in excitement.
“Look at his manhood,” she squealed. “Do I call it his manhood?”
she asked. “He’s not really a man.”

“Just call it a cock,
dear.”

To match his bull-like visage at some point a
daring guard had done the impossible and placed a heavy ring
through the monster’s nose. It was bright brass and immediately the
consort saw that it matched the one through Tanja’s nose. She
clapped her hands again. “Look, they match. Like wedding
bands.”

The prince smiled. “I thought you might like
that little touch.”

“How will you get him to mount
her?”

“Just
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