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CENTAUR LOVER





Chapter One

 


The centaur was led up a ramp to the stage. She was
beautiful with dark brown hair running from the crown of her head
down her back to the intersection of her human torso with her horse
body. Other than the customary vest most centaurs wore on their
torsos, she was naked but for a complicated collection of leather
straps, horse tack for the most part that crisscrossed her human
and horse bodies. Her horse body was fawn-yellow and the color of
her tail matched what was on her head. She held up head up proudly,
defiantly, even though she was a prisoner.

The barker on the edge of the stage addressed the
crowd. “For your viewing pleasure we have Leighla, a vicious
centaur warrior from the Cumberland plains, captured in battle and
still defiant. Note her hobbled legs and fettered wrists!” A small
cheer went up from the crowd. They didn’t know exactly what they
were getting, but they were pleased with the introduction.

As the barker had promised, Leighla’s hands were
bound behind her back with heavy chains and manacles which were
hooked to the leather straps on her body. The hobbles on her feet
were not serious impediments but were enough to keep her under
control. There were chains around three of her legs, each attached
to a heavy weight she had to drag with each step. The metal cuff
around her fourth leg circled her pastern which made her leg draw
up close to her body and was linked to the leather straps so
whenever she needed to use the left rear leg she couldn’t walk
properly and had to make an ungainly hop. It was more for the
purposes of humiliation than real restraint, but it worked well
enough for the circus’s needs. It kept her under control.

“Warrior Leighla was abandoned by her tribe when she
was defeated in battle with the armies of King Nephatron. Centaurs
do not honor the weak. Centaurs do not like those who fail,” the
barker announced. The crowd laughed. If rotten fruit had been
available, they would have thrown it, but the circus didn’t allow
such behavior in its shows. The circus had more refined tastes in
entertaining its crowds.

“A slave centaur is a useless centaur to its tribe.
To the centaurs of Cumberland, she is gone and forgotten.” The
barker stroked his beard in a greasy gesture. “But that doesn’t
mean she’s useless to us.”

Another cheer went up from the crowd. The two
escorts handling Leighla moved her into position. They were burly
men wearing black leather pants and boots and nothing else. Their
hairless bodies were shiny with oil. It was all part of the show.
Also part of the show was when the first groom grabbed the front of
Leighla’s vest and pulled it away from her body. To the crowd it
looked like he was tearing it in half. Those in the know saw it
easily broke away along with distressed seams.

Her tits weren’t huge, due to her muscular arms and
torso, but they were still impressive, especially since the nipples
were pierced with black iron rings that were connected by a heavy
iron chain that dragged her flesh downward.

The exposure of the centaur’s tits caused the crowd
to cheer again, party at the creature’s humiliation and partly at
the exposure of a female’s breasts.

Leighla spat a curse at the crowd in her language.
The anonymous members of the mob just jeered back, not
understanding a word she said. Under the direction of the barker
the grooms worked quickly now. Over the stage was some rigging
carefully fixed in place. They took down a heavy chain with a hook
on the end and connected it to the manacles on Leighla’s wrists. A
winch was cranked and Leighla’s bound arms were pulled back and
upward, forcing her human torso to bend forward, letting her tits
dangle down. The weight of the chain on her nipples stretched out
the pliant flesh and a few members of the crowd at the edge of the
stage reached up to yank the chain, but the grooms were alert for
this and moved Leighla back far enough that she was safe from the
lusty and maddened crowd.

The proud warrior seemed truly humbled on the stage
in front of a mostly human crowd. A few dwarves were mixed in with
the mass of humanoids; they were always eager to see weaker races
tortured for amusement. The dwarves, with their long beards and
stocky shoulders, lined the edge of the viewing area, sitting along
top the fence. In addition to the dwarves were a handful of
half-orcs, the unfortunate results of orc soldiers raping human
women, though it sometimes went the other way as well, human
soldiers raping female orcs. Their gray skin and pointed ears of
the half-breeds along with their formidable height made them stand
out from the crowd. Though they were hard to pick out because of
their natural inclination to blend in, a few elves joined the
raucous gathering, these elves being ones who sought the more
unusual excitement that could only be found with less refined
races.

Leighla’s head was hanging low as she was turned for
the entire crowd to view. One of the grooms attached a hook to her
nipple chain and then attached the hook to a bold in the floor of
the wooden stage. This helped immobilize her, but was just another
step in humiliation and torture. It wouldn’t truly hold a
determined centaur.

The barker stepped to the center of the stage,
lightly patting Leighla’s impressive rump as he passed her,
touching her like he would a common, dumb horse and not an
intelligent and sentient being. It was a practiced gesture. “I know
why you’ve all come here tonight,” he called out to them. A few
whistles and cheers briefly interrupted the barker’s patter. “You
didn’t come to see the Celestial Sisters dance naked with a satyr.”
A couple members of the mob called out that indeed they had, but
the barker ignored the comments. “You didn’t come to watch Princess
Daisy give head to the most well-endowed man in the Northern
Territories, Atlatus!” Another cheer confirmed that most of the
crowd had enjoyed the show of a beautiful young girl who was
probably not a princess suck off a man with a huge cock that
produced copious amounts of semen when her climaxed, though a few
were certain they had seen bigger cocks than what Atlatus sported
between his legs. “You didn’t come to see Vicious Sid whip the
clothes off a virtuous girl and then fuck her while she begged him
for more.” Ellenie was neither a girl nor virtuous. She was half
elf and half human and she had been fucking Sid for as long as any
member of the circus could remember.

“You came here to have the chance to fuck a centaur,
did you not?!” The crowd screamed in response to the barker’s
question. It was the climax of the show. Every ticket was the
chance to win the opportunity to have sex with Leighla whether she
wanted it to happen or not.

Ticket stubs were brandished in the hands of the
crowd that pressed close to the stage, all eager to win a very
brief encounter with a centaur. Or at least eager enough to win the
lottery and then sell off the prize of Leighla’s centaur cunt. A
box was brought out on stage by a scantily clad elf-girl. Scantily
clad was actually an overstatement. She wore only a scrap of
material over her pussy, hiding it from view so the circus would
not be in direct violation of the duke’s ban on public nudity, even
during a circus sex show. But her tits and ass were on display for
the pleasure of the crowd. She looked young, almost too young for
this sort of job, for this sort of crowd, but no one was objecting
to the presence of the lithe elf-girl.

The barker plunged his hand into the box and pulled
out a piece of paper. There was no name on it, just a sigil which
held up to the crowd. A few seconds later a whoop when up from a
man who had all the looks of a Goblin War veteran. The sigil on the
paper he held matched the one in the barker’s hand. “Come up, come
up, friend!” called the barker. “In a minute we’ll have you balls
deep in horse cunt, you filthy pervert!”

The crowd screamed with delight and the eager
pervert pushed his way through the hot, sweaty bodies to climb onto
the stage. His long black hair was held back with a leather thong
and his beard and moustache drooped down his face, obscuring most
of his features except for his hawk-like nose. He grinned and
raised his fists into the air in triumph. The crowd laughed and
cheered some more.

“Tell me your name, friend,” the barker said.

“Sturdy Cockripe!” The crowd jeered at the obviously
fictitious name, but it didn’t change the mood.

“Tell me, Sturdy Cockripe, do you have what it takes
to fuck a horse?”

The question was a signal and a second later the
box-carrying girl had grabbed Sturdy’s manhood through his pants.
She squealed in excitement as Sturdy laughed nervously.

The barker played along. “Is he ready, Cherie?”

Cherie the nearly naked box-girl giggled and didn’t
remove her hand from Sturdy’s crotch. “If he isn’t, I’ll make sure
he it,” she exclaimed and went down on her knees to more easily
open up the veteran’s pants. She seemed more than eager to get
access to his manhood.

He didn’t resist as she worked her way to his stiff
flesh. The crowd howled its approval. The barker continued to talk
to Sturdy like he was interviewing a prospective hire for a
security job at a whorehouse.

“Ever fuck a centaur, Sturdy?”

Sturdy laughed. “Uh…no.”

The crowd was amused.

“Ever fuck a woman, Sturdy?” the barker asked with a
leer.

“Fuck yes!”

The crowd laughed at Sturdy. They had all but
forgotten the centaur in the background.

“Excellent. I wouldn’t want you losing your
virginity to a horse.”

More laughter from the crowd and Sturdy.

“Thanks.” He looked down in surprise and saw
Cherie’s lips locked around his large, but not huge, cock. The
barker brought the crowd’s attention back to the action.

“I see that Cherie is more than eager to suck you
off tonight. Wouldn’t you rather have her, a nice girl brought up
in the fleshpots of Arkport who learned all the skills of
lovemaking before she knew her own name, than to have to fuck horse
cunt?”

“Hell no!” Sturdy declared. “I can fuck an elf girl
anytime I have a gold coin. How many chances am I going to get to
fuck a centaur?”

The crowd was pleased with his answer and even as
Cherie continued to suck his cock, crawling with him, her lips
locked around his manhood, the barker brought Sturdy to the rear
end of Leighla who seemed helpless with her hobbled legs and
tied-down tits. The barker physically pushed Cherie off Sturdy’s
cock, much to the crowd’s delight, and gave him a warning. “Make
sure you use the right hole, Sturdy. You don’t want to be the first
man to fuck a centaur up the wrong hole. You might literally make
an ass of yourself.” He waggled his eyebrows for the crowd’s
approval.

They laughed and jeered at him even as Sturdy took
his hard cock in one hand and lifted up Leighla’s tail with the
other. Centaur cunt wasn’t all that different from human cunt upon
close examination. It wasn’t difficult to figure out when a cock
should go.

Sturdy knew how to play to the crowd. He turned his
hips and waggled his hard cock at the crowd, letting them get a
good look at his rampant flesh. Some howled approval, others mocked
his size. He didn’t care. He turned back and slipped the glans
between Leighla’s slick cunt lips. She turned her head around
enough to look at him. It was an attempt to get a look at what he
was doing to her. Sturdy didn’t notice her glance. With his cock
about to split open her pussy, he grabbed her hindquarters with
both hands and shoved his cock as deeply as possible into her
sex.

Leighla cried out in a way that spoke of both pain
and passion. She was all but held perfectly in place by her hobbles
and the chain connected to her nipple rings. The circus purposely
kept her ungagged because the customers loved hearing her scream in
pain. And the mob’s love for her screams doubled when the cries
became that of passion.

Sturdy’s pants slipped down over his ass, exposing
his white flesh to the crowd. They barely noticed; they were more
interested in watching a man fuck a centaur. It was something this
worldly mob had never seen before and they prided themselves on
knowing the most depraved behaviors of every sentient race in the
world.

For all his attitude and swagger, Sturdy didn’t last
very long in front of the crowd. His face quickly flushed and he
pumped Leighla’s sex as hard and fast as he could.

“Don’t give us a show like a boy dipping his wick
for the first time in a whorehouse,” the barker taunted him. Sturdy
glanced at the leering man and gave him a wink. He slapped Leighla
hard twice on her right buttock and that made her start howling in
passion. The sounds she made were exactly like that of any whore
who was putting on a show for a customer. The crowd didn’t notice
the act because they were disappointed that her reaction was
so…human. Or at least humanoid.

Despite her restraints and tortures, Leighla the
centaur was eventually forced into an unwanted orgasm by Sturdy’s
thick cock. The crowd shouted its approval. Unexpectedly Sturdy
pulled his cock free of the centaur’s strange sex and pumped it in
his fist a few times before unleashing thick ropes of white cum all
over her hindquarters. Once more the crowd cheered. Some,
undoubtedly, would have been thrilled to see the remains of his cum
inside the centaur, but that wasn’t part of the show. Not
tonight.

After hearty congratulations from the barker and
claps of approval on his back from various members of the circus
crew, Sturdy was escorted off the edge of the stage as he pulled
his pants back into place.

The barker stood just far enough from the edge of
the stage to be safe from grasping hands from the audience and
addressed them. “Thank you for coming tonight!” He paused and
smiled at his mild joke. “For those of you with extra coin in your
purses, private shows with Leighla the centaur are also available.”
And with that the curtain—a rough canvas really—came down ending
the show. Burly bouncers appeared and suggested that the crowd
begin exiting.

 



Chapter Two

 


“I hate it when he cums all over my ass,” Leighla
complained. She was twisting her body around trying to wipe the
last of Sturdy’s cum from her hindquarters. One of the
disadvantages of being a centaur was the inability to easily reach
the rump.

“Let me help,” said Cherie. She and Leighla were
backstage, or what passed for the backstage at the traveling
circus. Really they were just in a tent large enough to accommodate
Leighla’s size and the equipment that went with the back. Cherie
was already in the process of taking off the leather straps that
crisscrossed the centaur’s body, it was part of her job. The chains
and hobbles around her legs had been removed along with the chain
between her nipple rings. The rings were still in, they were
permanent, and she hadn’t yet put her vest back on. Circus folk
weren’t exactly shy about nudity which was why Cherie was still in
her tiny G-string and had no intention of putting more clothes on
in the warm spring night. If nothing else she was a proud elf,
proud of her body and the effect it had on human men and women…and
orcs, but not dwarves who were somehow immune to her nubile
charms.

Leighla handed the damp towel to Cherie and let the
elf-girl clean her rump. “You shouldn’t have to do this for me,”
she said. Leighla always adopted a maternal attitude toward Cherie
even though she was fairly certain the elf-girl was twice her age.
That was the problem of dealing with the long-lived elves; they had
such different realities compared to most sentient.

“It’s my job,” Cherie said lightly and easily. No
one questioned why a young elf was in the circus; the circus folk
didn’t question why anyone joined as long as they had a useful
skill. “Let me do my job.”

“An elf shouldn’t be wiping human cum off a
centaur’s ass,” Leighla groused. In her mind Cherie was a princess
who ran away from the fairy kingdom so she wouldn’t have to marry a
dull prince. It was far from the truth but it made Leighla happy to
pretend.

“Should she be wiping it off your cunt?” asked the
barker as he swept into the tent. Letch was the majority owner of
the circus and though he pretended to be crude and vile, he had a
soft heart. “Did your horse pussy get a load it wasn’t supposed
to?”

“No, Letch, it didn’t,” Leighla sighed. “Though I’m
sure you could have sold extra tickets to have some marks look at
my pussy dripping cum. Is that the type of act you’re promoting
now?” Her words were sharper than she intended. She was tired after
several performances in this small city and she was ready to
leave.

“Of course not,” Letch replied, faux offended. “I
run an honest sex circus, not a whorehouse.”

“That didn’t stop you from offering the marks to
fuck Leighla,” Cherie pointed out as she set aside the cum-stained
towel and continued removing the leather straps from Leighla.

“And not one took me up on the offer,” Letch
grumbled. “We could have made a mint!”

“What, you don’t think selling my girlfriend’s ass
on stage twice a night is good enough money?” asked Sturdy Cockripe
as he entered the tent. He had removed his costume of veteran’s
jacket and glued-on beard and moustache. Leighla thought he looked
much more handsome when he was clean-shaven. She held out her arms
to her paramour and then briefly and embraced and kissed. Neither
Cherie nor Letch commented on the affectionate reunion. “How did we
do at the box office tonight?” he asked Letch.

“Well enough to keep us supplied until we get to
Skovrun where we can make serious coin of those rich marks.”

“We leave in the morning?” asked Leighla.

“We leave in the morning,” Letch confirmed as he
slipped out of the tent.

“Sturdy Cockripe?” Leighla asked her boyfriend.
Cherie smiled in amusement.

“I’m running out of aliases and costumes,” said
Stev. “It’s a good thing we are leaving in the morning.”

Later, when all of Leighla’s costume was put away,
her vest was back on, and she and Stev were heading back to their
shared wagon, she said to him, “You could have cum in me, you
know.”

“I know,” Stev answered.

“I wouldn’t have minded at all. I would have liked
it.”

“I know. But the audience…” He didn’t finish the
sentence.

“They need a good show,” Leighla agreed.

They arrived at their enclosed wagon and Stev let
the centaur go in first. She was only a few inches taller than him,
she wasn’t one of the giant, wild, animalistic centaurs of the far
south; she was a refined warrior centaur of the north, human
sized…for the most part. He admired her rump as she went up the few
short steps to the large wagon.

“Quit staring at my ass,” she told him as she went
inside.

“How could you know I’m looking at your ass?” he
protested.

“You’re always staring at my ass,” she pointed
out.

Stev bobbed his head to the side. “True.” He
followed her in and immediately pulled off his white cotton tunic
leaving him in just loose pants. Except for his muscular chest he
looked just like any other human laborer that was part of the
circus. That was part of Stev’s act, he could easily disguise
himself as someone in the crowd night after night and no one ever
suspected anything.

Leighla lit an oil lamp inside the wagon and briefly
admired Stev’s human muscles. In that respect he was a big, if not
bigger, than any centaur. When he dropped his pants she admired his
cock, even though it was flaccid. Since she was intimately familiar
with that piece of flesh she knew how big he could grow and though
he was nice and thick, he still lacked in that fashion when
compared to a male centaur and they both knew it though neither
would ever discuss it.

He caught her staring and smiled. “Want a quick fuck
before we go to bed?” he asked. His cock was already in his hand
and he was stroking it, bringing it back to life. Leighla allowed
her eyes to travel around his body, taking the tattoos that told
his history, but always letting her eyes come back and rest on his
handsome cock.

“You just fucked me an hour ago,” she pointed out as
she took off her vest to show him her tits with the iron rings set
in her nipples.

“I know, but I’m ready to go again.” It was true.
His manhood had risen up and was ready for her when she wanted it.
Unconsciously Leighla licked her lips. It didn’t take much
imagination to picture him balls deep in her cunt, fucking her to a
pleasant climax…but then the aftermath brought her down.

“There’s no point to it, you and I both know it,”
she said sourly, turning away.

Though the wagon was large, it was still confined
because of Leighla’s large body, but that didn’t stop Stev from
slipping around in front of her and sliding his arms around her
body. One of his fingers rested on her withers where her human skin
melded into soft horsehair. It tickled slightly but it also turned
her on and Stev knew that.

“Doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy the moment,” he told
her, lifting up her chin and kissing her lightly on the lips.

She kissed back but turned her head. “Sure. Enjoy
the moment. But in the end…you’ll never get me pregnant.” That was
the point of contention between them. Yes, they had met at the
circus and began an affair that was supposed to be about passion
and lust and carnality. And at first it was, but then then they
both foolishly fell in love. It wasn’t as if anyone in the circus
disapproved; they were all misfits and perverts of one stripe or
another. But the sad fact of the matter was that Stev would never
be able to father a child on Leighla and everyone knew she
desperately wanted to be a mother.

“It’s not impossible,” Stev began.

“If you believe ancient stories grandmothers tell
their daughters’ children,” she interrupted him.

“There are wizards willing to experiment,” Stev
tried again. It was an old argument and it would end the same
way.

“Dangerous wizards who want a lot of money that we
don’t have.”

But this time Stev tried a different tack. “We could
adopt. You and I could get married and we could adopt a child!”

She snorted angrily. “Adopt what? A monkey and a
horse. What fucking kind of freak show family do you want to
have?”

His temper was on the edge, but he gritted his teeth
and tried again. “We could find someone to breed you,” he said.
“Maybe you’d like a nice centaur cock and that would make you
happy? Is that what you want?”

Leighla opened her mouth to answer, but found she
had nothing to say. The idea of fucking actual centaur cock was
entirely tempting. Stev’s cock was big enough for most human women,
but as a centaur Leighla found it lacking. Before leaving her tribe
she had fucked her fair share of centaurs and the memories of their
cocks in her pussy were pleasant and perfect. Stev was offering her
something she was sorely tempted to say yes to, even if it would
cut him out of the process.

“I want to have a child with you and I don’t know if
that’s ever going to happen,” she finally said as she wiped tears
from her cheeks.

Stev found that the argument weighed heavily on him
as well. “We can make it happen. We just have to be
open-minded.”

Ever since they had started their act to great
acclaim from the circus folk and great coin from the audiences,
neither Stev nor Leighla had fucked anyone else. Letch would have
been happy to actually auction off Leighla’s pussy every night but
she refused because she was not a whore, she was a performer. Stev
backed her up and was more than happy to turn away the female
performers who propositioned him, along with the various audience
members, male and female and otherwise, who were intrigued by his
muscles and tattoos.

“How open-minded do you want to be?” she asked
him.

Stev put on a brave face, partly because he had to
but mostly because he wanted his lover to be happy. “I’ll be as
open-minded as need be. I’d be happy to have you bred by anyone who
can give you a child.”

At first Leighla didn’t know if she was thrilled to
hear his words, or frightened at how easily she was going to give
in to them. The temptation was too strong. She knew she was going
to say yes, so she broke it to him as easily as possible.

Leighla folded her four legs beneath her body which
brought her down to the level of Stev’s waist. She opened her mouth
and took his semi-hard cock between her lips. The flavor of her
pussy was still on his flesh and as she started sucking she could
taste the dribble of his precum. He watched her fellate him for a
minute before she swept her hair out of the way. She locked eyes
with the only being in the world she truly loved before taking his
now rigid cock out of her mouth to ask, “You’ll let me fuck a
centaur?”

His smile was deep and warm and honest. “If that’s
what you need and what you want.”

It was exactly what Leighla needed and wanted. To
show her appreciation to her boyfriend, she scrabbled around,
turning her hindquarters to him and lifting up her tail to expose
her wet and swollen pussy. “Fuck me,” she panted at him.

He got down on his knees with his cock in hand. Once
more he plunged his cock into her pussy but this time he didn’t
pull out, even if it wouldn’t get her pregnant.

 



Chapter Three

 


The slave market of Skovrun was an ugly thing. Stev
wasn’t a fan of slavery because so many members of his family had
been sold into it by other family members, but today it served him
as a useful resource. What he was looking for was rare and
expensive, but the circus’s performances at the Skovrun Theatre had
been very lucrative. He tried not to think about how liked it was
that the lords and ladies that appreciated a good show of a man
fucking a centaur were also the ones who bought and sold slaves for
profit or amusement.

He hated the fact that he was now participating in
the trade that he despised, but he pushed that from his mind at the
moment, telling himself he was actually doing good in the long run
for everyone combined.

Stopping just inside the slave market he consulted a
servant who directed him to the exotics section. Most slaves were
human or elf. There were also plenty of orcs and a few goblins for
sale, but they were only good for hard manual labor. Dwarves were
rare because they were notoriously stubborn slaves who would rather
be whipped to death rather than work for free. The exotics section
overlapped the pet and animal market. Stev didn’t think about that
as he considered the one creature in the world that would make his
lover happy.

“How much?” Stev asked the proprietor of the stall
holding the slave he wanted.

Without knowing it, Stev had violated the
conventions of slave trading. Asking bluntly for a price was
frowned on if not considered a direct insult. Seeing he was dealing
with an out of town visitor, one not familiar with the polite
niceties of the slave economy, the propriety smiled thinly and
named an outrageous price.

Haggling was familiar to Stev and they went through
the routine until they arrived at a figure they both agreed upon.
Stev thought the price was astronomical and the trader believed he
could get much more for the slave, but since he had been unable to
sell the creature to anyone else, selling now would cut his
losses.

Coins were exchanged and Stev was handed the keys to
the slave’s collar and manacles. He wordlessly brought the centaur
out of the slave pen and led him down the boulevard in the
direction of where the circus wagons were camped.

“Thank you for buying me,” the centaur huffed at
Stev as they paraded down the street. They made an odd pair and
most of the people quickly stepped aside to let them pass. Stev was
uncomfortable holding the chain that went to the collar around the
centaur’s neck, but to remove it now would bring up too many
questions and problems.

Stev just grunted at the centaur’s thanks. He had
been hoping to buy a strapping specimen of the centaur race, but
this slave was young and thin and sickly. Hardly what Leighla
wanted, but Stev hoped there was potential.

“Why did you buy me?” the centaur asked. Stev had
hoped to avoid any conversation with the slave at all. He had been
told that those who languished too long in the slave pens often
wound up being sullen and silent, waiting for death. That was not
the case with this one apparently.

“I need a centaur for a…special project,” Stev
replied.

“I’m not a slave,” the centaur said abruptly. He dug
his hooves into the seams between the cobblestone street and forced
Stev to stop. “I’m not going to do humiliating work for you. I’m
not going to pull wagons or plow fields. I am a warrior and I’d
rather die than be humiliated.”

Stev turned around and glared at the young centaur.
He seriously doubted the centaur was truly a warrior. He was too
young. It was nearly impossible to gauge the age of a centaur in
comparison to a human, but this one was barely an adult. An adult
for sure, but only barely. If he had been a warrior he had been
captured in his first battle and that was why he was in the slave
pens. Stev wasn’t up for an argument. “I have one job for you to
do. It’s not humiliating. You might even like it. And then I’ll let
you go back to your tribe or whatever. I’m not interested in owning
slaves.”

The centaur was puzzled. “Then why did you buy me?”
His thick eyebrows knitted together.

“Because you’re the only centaur in this city,” Stev
answered and then corrected himself. “You’re the only second
centaur in this city that I know of.”

That information perked up the young centaur.
“There’s another of my kind here?”

“Yes,” Stev said curtly. “Let’s go meet her.” He
tugged on the centaur’s chain and they continued down the
street.

 


“You bought a slave?!” Leighla was enraged at him.
“You bought a centaur slave?! What is wrong with you?!” If she had
been a different sort of person she would have thrown objects at
Stev or hit him.

“For you,” Stev replied. “Because you want a
child.”

In frustration Leighla hit the side of the wagon.
“You think you can just bring another centaur here and I’ll fuck
him just because I want a child?”

“Yes?” Stev was not used to anger from his
girlfriend. His answer told his confusion.

“I’m not some whore who just has sex with whoever
asks!”

Stev pressed his lips together so he wouldn’t so
something stupid. “Would you at least meet him and talk with him?
And I’m not keeping him as a slave. I’m freeing him. I’m not a
slaver.”

She rolled her eyes at him and stamped her small
hoof on the dusty ground. “Fine. I’ll meet him and prove you’re an
idiot and we’ll be done with this stupid episode.”

Stev thought it was best he not tell her that he had
spent most of his saved money, almost everything he had saved over
the past year. “Great. Shall we go meet him?”

“What’s his name?” Leighla asked.

He didn’t know the answer to that question. “Let’s
go find out, shall we?”

Stev had removed the slave collar and chains from
the centaur before he went looking for Leighla, leaving his recent
purchase waiting in the large rough circle formed by the wagons.
Though he elicited a few stares, not one member of the circus said
a word to the centaur; they were used to unusual things happening
and appearing.

He stood nervously at the edge of the circle,
waiting for Stev’s return, as he was told. He perked up when he
caught sight of Stev and the beautiful female centaur accompanying
him. “What’s your name?” Stev demanded when he stopped in front of
his purchase.

“My…my name is Vardin.”

An amused smile spread across Leighla’s face as she
took in the sight of the centaur and inhaled deeply. Vardin was
young, very young, but he was still a handsome centaur, if a little
thin and much less muscular in the torso than Stev. It would have
been extremely rude of her to duck her head and inspect his cock,
but she was sorely tempted to. But it wasn’t just good manners that
kept her from inspecting Vardin’s goods.

“I’m Leighla. What tribe do you come from?”

The former slave centaur was probably befuddled by
the questions being fired his way without so much as a greeting,
but he replied easily enough. “Vinchen tribe. We were at war with
the Apulso tribe for many years. We live in the far southwest.”

Leighla nodded. “Do you know why Stev brought you
here?” Her eyes were sparkling. Stev took that as a good sign; from
his perspective his lover was infatuated enough to consider fucking
Vardin.

“He said…he said he had a special project, a certain
job that only a centaur like me could fulfill,” Vardin answered
with confidence. “And when I was done, he’d release me to return to
my tribe. He said it wouldn’t be humiliating because there are
certain tasks I will not do. I’d rather die first.”

The smile didn’t fade from Leighla’s face. Like most
centaurs he was stubborn and confident. “I’m sure Stev doesn’t
think it is a humiliating task…and indeed it’s not, but it might
not be one you’re willing to do.”

“What are you talking about?” Stev asked his
lover.

She ignored him and continued to address Vardin. “He
wants you to breed me.”

The look of shock on Vardin’s face caused Leighla to
burst into a fit of giggles which only confused Stev. Yes, he knew
the centaur wasn’t ideal, but he would certainly fit the bill. He
was young and fit enough to do the task.

“You can’t be serious,” Vardin said with
disdain.

“Very much so,” Leighla trying to keep a straight
face through her chortles.

“What’s so funny?” Stev demanded.

“I can’t do that,” Vardin gasped.

“I know,” Leighla continued to snicker and
laugh.

“Why not?” demanded an angry Stev. “Is there
something wrong with her?”

Seeing he was upsetting the man who was, legally
speaking, his owner and master, Vardin adopted an obsequious
attitude. “Oh, no. Of course not. She’s perfect, master. The
problem is…me.”

Stev’s already angry face grew darker. “What’s wrong
with you? Does your cock not work?”

Before Vardin could answer Leighla blurted out, “The
young thing’s gay.”

That information brought Stev up short. “Gay? How
could you possibly know that? He’s not gay.”

“But I am,” Vardin
insisted.

“And I could smell his scent. Centaurs are a lusty
lot, you know that, Stev. If we can’t tell who wants to partner
with us, we wouldn’t get as much fucking in as we want.”

“And you kept this from me?” Stev was truly angry
now at both Vardin and Leighla.

“I thought everyone knew about the superior nasal
abilities of centaurs,” said Leighla. “And I didn’t keep it from
you. I could always smell your lust for me and always responded
appropriately.”

Stev tried to address that and found he couldn’t.
Instead he turned to Vardin. “Why didn’t you tell me you were gay?”
he demanded. “It could have saved me a lot of money and
problems.”

The young centaur was taken aback. “I—I—how could I
have possibly known it was important to you? You never told me what
this job you wanted done was!”

“I’m still out a handful of gold and my mate doesn’t
have the child she deserves!” Stev raged.

“Maybe you shouldn’t have done this without asking
her first!” Vardin snapped back.

Leighla admired Vardin’s fighting spirit. He might
have been an enslaved centaur who was captured in battle, but he
wouldn’t easily back down from conflict.

“Boys, boys,” she said calmly. “I don’t think this
is as big a problem as it might be,” she continued.

“I don’t see how it could get worse,” Stev
groused.

Leighla ignored him. “Vardin, does everything you
have work?” she asked, indicating the underside of his
hindquarters. She would have made the universal sign for
cock-in-cunt, but thought that a little crude for the occasion.

“Uh…yes.”

“You don’t say that with much confidence.”

“I’ve only had two lovers,” he admitted. “Both were
male. I don’t know if I could actually do what you want done.”

“Well, I’m glad to hear you’re not a virgin,”
giggled Leighla. “But I think we can make this work.”

Both Vardin and Stev goggled at her. “You do?”

 


The amount of privacy the three needed wasn’t that
great. It wasn’t like their fellow circus members wanted to pry
into their private lives, not that Stev and Leighla had many
secrets from their coworkers. But inside the city of Skovrun a
large enough venue for what Leighla had planned was difficult to
come by. There was really only one place for them.

The main tent of the circus was rarely fully erected
because they preferred to perform under the open skies, but inside
the city it was needed because otherwise the circus would be giving
away the show free to too many curious—and cheap—spectators. Since
the main tent was in use during the evening for the show, they had
to use it during the early morning. No one questioned Leighla’s
request for a private practice time inside the big tent. If anyone
knew what they were up to, they didn’t care. If they didn’t know,
it was none of anyone else’s business.

“Is this where you put on your…show?” asked Vardin
as the other two led the way into the tent. The main stage was up
and ready for the night’s performance. It was as familiar to Stev
and Leighla as was the inside of their shared wagon.

“Yes,” Leighla answered easily as she headed to the
stage, her hooves raising small puffs of dust in the dirty. The
place the city had given them for the tent was nothing more than a
field, but it served its purpose. “It’s where all the performers
display all the dirty sex that the commoners are so eager to see on
stage.”

Her words didn’t exactly shock Vardin, but it seemed
like a strange choice of profession to him, for anyone. He
understood the lure of sex, but wanting to watch the lurid and
sometime perverse couplings the circus put on was beyond him. Who
would want to see a half-elf whipped and then fucked? Vardin had
yet to come to grips with his own sexuality and confronting others’
perversities boggled his mind.

“Weird,” was his comment.

“I’m not sure about this,” Stev said. “Is it really
going to work?”

She fixed her lover with her lusty stare. “That all
depends on you, doesn’t it?” she said.

Though she didn’t admit it to Stev, Leighla did find
Vardin an attractive enough centaur, at least to her eyes. His
scent was off because of his preference for males, but that was
circumvented easily enough. She paused on her way up the steps to
look at the two males in the tent with her. Stev was a perfect
specimen of human masculinity with his large muscles and bold
tattoos that made him stand out in any crowd. On the other hand she
had Vardin who was a slightly effeminate centaur who had blossomed
in the past few days with kind treatment and good food. She had
even gotten a peek or two at his usually hidden horse cock and knew
that once he was excited, she would be pleased by what was slung
between his legs.

The trick was going to be getting him properly
excited and ready for her.

“How can you have sex in front of so many people?”
asked Vardin as he looked around the benches in the tent. It could
hold over two hundred people. More if Letch oversold the back
seat.

Leighla gave a nonchalant shrug. “You get used to
it. The money is good. It’s fun. Sometimes having sex alone is less
fun that in front of a crowd. You get used to the cheers and
applause of the crowd.” She smiled at him, happy to make him
squirm. “You’ve only had sex with two people in your life. Do you
want to keep it to that number? I don’t think so. You’re going to
double your total right now.”

She could see Vardin swallow his nervousness. “I’ve
never had sex with a female before,” he said. “I don’t think I can.
My lovers…they were centaurs, centaur men, that used me for
sex.”

“Did you like getting used?” she asked him as she
beckoned him on stage. Leighla was always alluring, even to a gay
centaur. He climbed the steps to the stage.

“Yes. I mean, I know they were taking advantage of
me, but I liked it.”

“We’re going to take advantage of you right now,”
she told him as she shrugged out of her vest. “But we’re not using
your for your cock. We’re using you for your balls.” The two
centaurs faced each other and Leighla took Vardin’s hands in hers.
He was nervous so to make him even more nervous, she brought his
hands up to her tits and let him feel the iron rings through her
nipples.

“Gods,” he breathed. She could smell his confused
arousal. Maybe he wasn’t as fully gay as he claimed.

“Why don’t you help Vardin out, Stev,” Leighla
prompted her lover.

It was his initiative that had brought about this
moment and Stev refused to back away from what he had started. This
was hardly the strangest thing he had done to quench his lust but
it might have been the strangest thing he had done to please his
lover. Stepping up beside Vardin he reached down under the
centaur’s back legs and felt around a moment, searching and
eventually finding the centaur’s balls.

They were warm and heavy and covered in a fine
velvety hair making them a pleasure to handle. Vardin jumped
slightly at the unexpected touch.

“They’re big,” Stev grunted. “Bigger than mine.”

“Of course they are,” Leighla said with a little too
much delight. “They’d have to be for a centaur. How’s his cock?”
she asked eagerly. “Will it satisfy me?”

“My cock doesn’t?” Stev asked.

“It gets the job done,” admitted Leighla, “but
sometimes a girl wants a nice, thick, hard cock.” She tilted her
head coquettishly. “What do you like about your lovers’ cocks,
Vardin? Thick or long or both?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I’ve never really been
in a position to say.” His eyes went wide as Stev’s hands found his
thick cock and started manipulating it. The advantage of a young
lover was how easily their bodies responded. Vardin quickly got
hard from Stev’s attention.

“Have you ever sucked another centaur’s cock?” she
asked him. “I have. And I love sucking Stev’s cock. I love the way
it fills my mouth and when he cums, the way it shoots all over my
face and tits and I want to swallow and savor it.” She closed her
eyes and shuddered at the memory. Vardin could smell her arousal
but wasn’t turned on by her feminine scent.

“I’ve never had anyone’s cock in my mouth,” Vardin
admitted. “I’ve just been fucked by others. It was good, of course,
but…”

Leighla’s eyes saddened. “You haven’t used your
wonderful cock on someone else?” she asked.

“No.”

“No one has ever sucked your cock either?”

“No.”

“Stev, you have to give him head,” she told her
lover. “He deserves that at the very least.”

Stev grimaced. He didn’t like being told what he had
to do. Still, he was always willing to do what his girlfriend
asked.

Ducking his head Stev got under Vardin’s body and
examined the centaur’s cock. It was large, much larger than his
own, but not so big that he couldn’t fit it into his mouth. Vardin
jumped slightly when Stev wrapped his lips around the large cock.
It wasn’t the first time Stev had sucked cock, though it was the
first time he had done it with a centaur. When he had been in the
king’s army Stev had plenty of sex with other soldiers and he knew
what to do to please another male.

He was somewhat surprised that Vardin’s cock was
already fairly erect when he first took it in his mouth. A minute
of enthusiastic sucking and head bobbing quickly got the gay
centaur’s tool completely rigid and drooling precum. While Stev was
familiar with the copious amount of fluid that Leighla’s cunt made
when she was ready to fuck, it still amazed him how much precum
Vardin managed to make. Stev wasn’t certain if it was because
centaurs in general made a lot of precum, or if Vardin made a lot
of precum, or because he was young and eager, the precum just
flowed from the young centaur’s cock.

It didn’t matter. When he judged the moment was
right, he backed off the centaur’s big cock and announced, “He’s
ready for you, Leighla.”

The two centaurs had been facing each other on the
stage with Vardin’s hands gently massaging Leighla’s tits. He was
amazed at the conflict of iron and flesh, soft and hard at the same
time. This sort of body modification was not practiced by his tribe
but he could understand why some centaurs would want to do it. He
knew he was gay and had no interest in fucking a female
centaur—even though that was what exactly he was brought to the
circus to do—but he still found Leighla’s body fascinating.

Gently, Leighla pushed Vardin’s hands away from her
chest and turned around, showing him her flanks and rump, lifting
up her tail and exposing her wet and swollen cunt. If asked, Stev
would have said the one perfect thing about his lover was her
ability to be ready for sex at any moment. Once her tail went up,
she was ready to be penetrated and fucked until she came.

Upon seeing her sex, Vardin froze up and didn’t know
what to do. He had been fucked by other centaurs before—males—but
he had never been the one to do the penetrating, and now a female
wanted him to do exactly that. To him it felt…wrong.

Leighla looked over her bare shoulder at him. “Mount
me,” she encouraged him, stamping her tiny hooves and wriggling her
buttocks in an instinctive effort to get him to mount. It always
worked with Stev so she was certain it would work on Vardin
regardless of his professed preference for men.

“Come on,” said Stev. He had crawled out from
underneath Vardin and was pulling the centaur forward by the cock
and balls. Even though Vardin was physically bigger, Stev was
stronger. The young centaur was helpless to resist. Stev guided
Vardin’s cock into Leighla’s pussy. He didn’t hesitate in making
the centaur fuck his lover; Stev knew Leighla wanted this as much
as he did. He wanted to make her happy and if getting fucked by a
centaur was what needed to happen, he’d do anything necessary to
make it happen.

Vardin’s big cock split and opened up Leighla’s
swollen pink pussy. Stev felt a pang of jealousy, not that someone
else was fucking his lover, but that Vardin was packing a piece of
meat that put his own to shame. Leighla had never complained about
the size of Stev’s cock, but watching a centaur fuck her made him
have serious doubts about her previous satisfaction.

Once Vardin was firmly seated in Leighla’s cunt,
instinct took over. It was somewhat strange to see one horse on the
top of another. To Stev’s eyes it looked an ungainly effort with
too many limbs and uncertain positions, but neither Leighla or
Vardin complained. The young male centaur quickly thrusted his back
hips into Leighla who easily took the pounding from the large
creature. Stev stood to the side, uncertain as to what to do. He
knelt down, checking to make sure that Vardin’s cock was in
Leighla’s cunt; after all this effort he had gone through Stev
wasn’t going to have it all wasted because the young centaur didn’t
know how to properly fuck a member of his own race.

Because of Vardin’s inexperience, the copulation
lasted an incredibly short amount of time. He grunted in surprise
at the warmth of Leighla’s cunt and found he had no control over
his body. When Stev inspected Vardin’s heavy balls with his hand,
it was enough to push Vardin over the edge. He came heavily making
noises of surprise and filling up Leighla’s cunt with so much cum
that it almost immediately started leaking out of her.

Stev stared in fascination. Vardin was at the end of
his endurance and immediately after cumming he slid off Leighla’s
back, his cock slipping out of her cunt. She grunted once in
dissatisfaction. Stev knew his lover well enough to recognize that
she hadn’t been satisfied by Vardin’s big cock. He might have
filled her, but he hadn’t made her cum.

“Stev?” she asked plaintively. She was looking at
him with desperation. Without needing to give it a moment’s
thought, Stev stepped out of his pants and grabbed his cock. He was
already hard; watching his lover get fucked by a real centaur had
applied a mind-fuck on him and he was erect and ready for her
without any effort at all. He only had to softly push Vardin out of
the way to get behind Leighla. Her tail was still raised in lust
and it was easy for him to shove his cock deep into her.

Leighla grunted happily at being entered once more.
She welcomed the return of Stev’s familiar cock. He only thrusted
in her twice before realizing she was tighter, hotter, and wetter
than he had ever had her before.

“Fuck me, Stev,” she panted. “Fuck me like only you
do!”

His big, meaty hands gripped her rounded buttocks.
Leighla opened up her stance a little more, letting him have easy
access to her hot pussy. Knowing what she wanted he reached down
and found her swollen clit and started rubbing. He only did that
during private sex, never on stage. They were on the stage now, but
without an audience other than Vardin, so it was okay.

In just a few seconds Leighla was pawing at the
floorboards and shivering uncontrollably. Stev was well familiar
with her responses and gripped her thighs firmly as she came with a
muted cry. It sounded like she was in pain and that alarmed Vardin
who reared up in surprise, while backing away from the couple.

Her scream of pleasure after all the buildup to the
great event was enough to put Stev over the edge and he came,
adding his spunk to Vardin’s, overfilling Leighla’s pussy. Although
he saved the moment, sensations, and emotions that filled him as he
came, Stev couldn’t help but think that he might be spoiling the
spunk that Vardin had pumped into Leighla. He wasn’t even sure if
that could happen, but he wanted her to get pregnant more than
anything else in the world and he didn’t want his lusty actions to
stop that.

As both of their orgasms ebbed away, Stev pulled out
and sighed. “I should have cum on your ass,” he told her.

“Why?”

“My cum will fuck up Vardin’s.”

She snorted and laughed at him. “Don’t be stupid. He
fucked me first and he’s shooting centaur spunk. You couldn’t upset
that if you tried.”

“If you say so.” He looked over at Vardin who had
wide eyes and stood stock still on the stage board. “What’s the
matter, Vardin? Never see a man fuck a centaur before?”

It was a crude question and the answer was obvious,
but it wasn’t seeing the couple copulate that had shocked Vardin.
It was everything that had happened up to that moment. He wasn’t
able to put into words exactly what he was thinking and feeling. As
chance would have it, he didn’t have to.

The silence of Vardin’s inability to answer was
broken by the applause of a single man. Letch walked toward the
stage while clapping his hands. “Wonderful! Wonderful! Would the
three of you like to do that on stage for the rubes? I’ll more than
triple our profits!”

“How long have you been watching, Letch?” Leighla
asked him with some exasperation. She wasn’t upset about him
watching them fuck, she was used to that, she was more upset with
the invasion of privacy which was always at a premium in the
circus. Everyone knew what the three were up to in the big tent,
but only Letch had the bad manners to show up and watch them.

“Long enough,” the barker and majority owner of the
circus answered. “Having you fucked by a member of the audience was
an excellent ploy to separate the rubes from their coins, but a
three-way with two centaurs and a human man? That’s like having
five bodies on stage for the price of three. And the queer stuff,
that sells better than anything. Sapphic sisterhood is all well and
good, but cocks on display getting sucked by men, that’s what
brings in the gold!”

“Private time, Letch,” Stev informed him as he
stepped back into his pants. He wasn’t shy about nudity but being
naked in front of the fully dressed barker made him feel inferior
and he wasn’t going to let that stand when it was easily prevented.
“Vardin is here for only one thing and it’s not for the audience to
watch him fuck Leighla.”

“You’re passing up a fortune here!” Letch
complained.

“Not interested, Letch,” Leighla said firmly as she
put her vest on over her bare tits.

The barker was not easily deterred when he had an
idea he wanted to put into motion. Letch turned to Vardin. “How
about you, young man? You look young and strapping and know how to
handle your cock.” He paused when he realized that was an outright
lie. “Or at least you like to have your cock handled. Want to make
a life in the circus putting on a sex show that’ll wow ‘em back
home in the tribe lands?”

“He’s my slave, Letch,” Stev said quickly. “You
can’t have him.”

“You said you’d free me,” Vardin whined.

Everyone ignored him.

“I’d be happy to buy him off you, Stev,” said Letch
in the mode of a trader. “I wouldn’t think of cheating you.”

“He’s not for sale. I’m not a slaver.”

“But you’ll force the poor boy to fuck your
girlfriend for your amusement?” Letch had an ugly side to his
personality when he didn’t get his way. “Circus folk talk amongst
themselves,” Letch reminded him. “A gay centaur is a hidden
diamond, though how you got him to fuck Leighla is beyond me.”

“I sucked his cock,” Stev informed Letch. “Or did
you miss that part of the show.” He shrugged into his shirt and
gestured to Leighla. “Come one, dear. Let’s go back to the wagon.
Vardin…I expect you to keep your word. Once Leighla is carrying,
you’re free to do as you wish. Until then, you need to stay with
the circus or give me back the sack of coins I traded for you.
Understand?”

Vardin just nodded once at Stev, intimidated by the
muscular man.

Stev nodded back in acknowledgement and left the
tent hand in hand with Leighla, leaving the barker and gay centaur
behind.

Letch didn’t give Vardin a chance to think. “So you
like the cock, do you?” He smiled knowingly at the centaur.

“I prefer sex with males, yes,” Vardin answered, not
knowing what else to do or say.

“Ever fuck a human?”

Vardin shook his head. “No. I mean, Stev just sucked
my cock but that’s it.”

It took all his self-control for Letch not to run
his fingers over his beard and moustache. “If you’re willing to do
it in front of an audience, I can guarantee you a sack of gold
coins in earnings. You won’t have to fuck that centaur cunt one
more time.”

“What?”

“A centaur having gay sex in front of an audience
with a man? That’s money in the purse, my good centaur? What do you
say to a life in show business? Better than losing your life on the
field of battle.” This time Letch waggled his eyebrows at the young
centaur. He was handsome enough and a bit of training would grow
his muscles. Letch was always looking to expand his business in
new, interesting directions.

“But…I’m a warrior,” said Vardin.

He didn’t look like a warrior to Letch’s eyes.
“You’re not a warrior. You’re a lover. Getting your cock sucked by
a beautiful man is a hell of a life compared to fighting for some
scrap of land. And I know just the man who’ll be happy to suck that
big beautiful cock of yours.”

“You do?” Vardin felt himself being sucked into
Letch’s fantasy.

“I certainly do. What do you say, kid?”

Leighla smiled. “I’ll insist he bring you.”







THE KISS OF IRON





Part One

Chapter One

An Offer of Pussy

 


Ambassador Lysandre Mayben sat across the stone
table from King Dakron Skander. In her eyes he wasn’t much of a
king, but that was fine with Dakron because he didn’t consider her
much of a woman, let alone an ambassador.

As was the custom of the Kingdom of the Isles,
Lysandre wore the severe black dress of her station. The top of it
circled her neck with a lace frill, the sleeves when all the way
down her arms to her wrists. Over her hands she wore silk white
gloves. Her skirt went down to her ankles which covered up her
ankle boots. In the summer, even the lightest of the black dresses
were stifling, but now it was winter and she was up in the
mountains of free clans and she was grateful for every inch of
cloth that kept her warm.

Unfortunately they were in the king’s mead hall with
roaring fires. King Dakron was wearing nothing more than his
leather boots, leather breeches and a leather belt that cross his
bare chest from shoulder to waist. Usually it held a scabbard on
his back that held his sword, but tonight it was purely decorative
and Lysandre had trouble keeping her eyes off his muscular chest.
Luckily there were many distractions in the mead hall for her eyes
to wander to: the other half-naked men dressed in the same manner
as their king, the roaring fire, the food, the flagons of strong
drink, the musicians playing their rowdy tunes, and of course the
completely naked serving slaves all of whom were attractive young
women.

“You’re the first woman ambassador your kingdom has
ever sent up here,” Dakron said as he took pieces of meat off the
plate in front of him and chewed it. “Isn’t your king worried about
you losing your virginity?” He laughed at his vulgar joke.

Lysandre smiled thinly. She had prepared herself for
the rough manners of the clans; she was an ambassador after all. “I
can assure you, King Dakron, neither my husband nor King Lyleton
Mayben is worried about my virginity. I am a married woman.” She
glanced at the man sitting next to her, Remmer Davi, her husband
who was at the moment distracted by the alcohol in his cup and the
slave girls parading by giving him enticing looks.

In her haste for a quick, sharp reply, Lysandre had
given away more than she meant to. “You are related to your king?”
he asked, his eyes glinting sharply.

Realizing her mistake, Lysandre tried to recover.
She realized, too late, that she had been much more distracted by
the sights and sounds set up by Dakron than she had initially
thought. Still, she didn’t lie. As an ambassador a lie would only
set up problems in the future. “Yes, the king draws from his family
to fill important posts within the government.”

“How, exactly, Ambassador Lysandre Mayben, are you
related to your king?”

She answered directly and honestly. “He is my
father.”

In any other setting that information would have
stopped the surrounding conversation. That didn’t happen in King
Dakron’s mead hall. His men were too busy celebrating, the music
was too loud, and the only one sitting at the table with the king,
besides Lysandre and Remmer, was a naked slave girl with a metal
collar around her neck to which was hook a chain that was attached
to Dakron’s belt. The girl took no interest in the conversation.
“So you will one day take his throne?” Dakron asked.

“Possibly. I have three other siblings, all of whom
have equal claim to the throne. The Isles don’t follow strict
patrilineal orders of succession.” Her smile was tight and
constrained.

“And so your child might someday hold the throne if
you do, or even if you do not if there is no other claimant or the
current king declares a line of succession down to your
descendants.” The short speech from Dakron revealed more about
him.

“Where were you educated, King Dakron?” Lysandre
asked sharply.

“The Monks of Minster maintain a monastery not far
from here. My father hid me there for many years to keep me safe
during our clans internecine warring. I learned much from the
monks.”

“I see. It seems we both have secrets.” Lysandre
took a sip from her flagon and tried not to wince at the strong
liquid
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