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Centaur’s Slave

​Chapter One

 


“She looks beaten down. Are you sure she’ll
breed?” The buyer was an oily, overweight man who was despised by
everyone in the manor house. However, he was an expert at buying
slave flesh and was respected for his abilities.

“She’s the seventh daughter of ten sibs,”
the slaver replied. He was a bard man accustomed to hard deeds. His
once black hair was fading to gray. “She’ll breed.”

“Captured her in a raid, I suppose,” the
buyer sniffed. “Raiding the outlands again?” His disdain for the
slaver applied only to his techniques, not his profession.

“Not at all, Dorval,” the slaver replied.
“I’ve gone respectable. She’s a fine piece of flesh. I bought her
outright from her parents.”

Dorval scratched at his ample belly and
arched an eyebrow. “She’s a little old for that, don’t you think?
You expect me to believe you?”

The slaver kissed his three right
fingers—the pinky having been severed in a sword fight years
ago—and raised them to the sky. “My lips to the five gods’ ears.
It’s the truth. She’s a miller’s daughter. He couldn’t afford her
any longer.”

A loud barking laugh issued from the fat
man’s wet lips. “I don’t believe you or your appeals to the gods.”
He half turned to one of the slaver’s assistants. “Strip her.”

That was a good sign. The slaver hid his
smile under his hand as he rubbed her chin that sprouted a scraggly
beard. The buyer wouldn’t want to see the slave’s skin if he wasn’t
interested.

The girl—young woman, really—barely reacted
when the assistant pulled the loose tunic from her body, exposing
her to the men’s eyes. The slaver had seen many and more just like
her. His eyes barely slid over the woman’s flesh. The buyer took
his time, taking in every inch of her body, not for some lascivious
purpose, but because he knew how to do his job.

The girl was tall, not extremely so, but it
was notable. She was much more muscular than any city girl. She
might very well have been a miller’s daughter and accustomed to
hard work; that was good. The duke would appreciate a slave of good
constitution. Her hair was blond, typical of those from the
northern hinterlands, and her hips were wide—she certainly would
breed if the slaver wasn’t lying about her lineage. She was
however, filthy, and in desperate need of a bath. It was her
breasts that attracted Dorval’s attention. They were young and ripe
and topped with slightly up-tipped nipples of a perfect pink shade
that complimented her pale skin.

Dorval reached out and grasped one of her
tits. Lianna shied away from his hand, but the slaver pulled
sharply on the chain attached to the collar around her neck,
keeping her in place. She should have been used to such treatment
by now, but the roughness still surprised her every time.

“Careful, Hork, don’t damage the goods,”
Dorval cautioned. That encouraged the slaver. Dorval wouldn’t care
about bruises if he wasn’t interested.

“She’s a little dirty from travel,” Hork
said, going into a sales pitch, “but she’ll clean up nicely.”

Dorval massaged the girl’s breast, finding
it full and supple, then let go. Lianna let out a breath when he
did so. “You should have washed her before showing up on my door,”
he complained.

“I didn’t want anyone else to get a look at
her by parading her through the city to the baths. Even with the
road dust, you can tell she’s a beauty. I only bring my best to
you, Dorval, you know that. I’m giving you first crack at her.
Maybe I’ll lose a few coppers in the deal, but between friends,
what is a few coppers?”

Dorval squinted his eyes at the slaver.
“We’re not friends, Hork. You are a slaver, I am a buyer. Let’s
leave it at that.” He sniffed again. “You say she’ll breed, you say
she’s the seventh daughter of a miller. How do I know you’re
telling the truth? Where’s my assurance? How do I know she’s not
with child right now? How many times did you rape her on the
road?”

“Dorval, you wound me. I would never sully
the goods.” He pretended to be offended, but Hork for once in his
life was telling the truth. He had protected the blonde slave while
he and his crew traveled from the northlands. He had paid a lot of
money for her and wasn’t going to risk losing that investment.
“There are plenty of whores on the road, you know that. I guarantee
that she’ll breed by the end of the year. If she doesn’t, I’ll give
you half her price back.”

“We haven’t settled on a price yet.”

“When we do, then.”

“How do I know she’s not already knocked up
by the stable boy from her village?”

“You’ve felt her tits. You know her belly’s
empty.”

Despite their strained relationship, Dorval
was inclined to believe Hork. The man was despicable, but loved
money more than a piece of ass. Beautiful women were easier to find
than a heavy purse of gold. “Is she a virgin?”

Hork shrugged. “Her father said she was, but
what do fathers know, right?” He laughed bitterly. “I didn’t test
her. You can right now if you like?”

Dorval shook his head one, his jowls
wobbling with the motion. Instead, he grabbed the girl’s chin in
his hand and forced her to look him in the eye. “How many of the
village boys did you fuck, girlie?”

Her knees went weak. She knew she wasn’t
going to be harmed, but she still wasn’t used to this sort of
treatment. “None,” she barely manage to whisper.

“It’s true,” she sobbed. “My mother prayed
to the mother goddess every day. She made us follow the good
mother’s way.”

Hork snorted. Dorval shot him a look to
silence the grizzled slaver. “Did the boys in the village make you
suck their cocks, hmm? Earn a little extra money to please your
mother?”

“No!”

“Liar.” He was tempted to slap her across
the face, but didn’t want to damage the goods.

“No!” she insisted again. “My mother, my
mother,” Lianna sobbed, “my mother made us follow the good mother’s
teachings. I did none of those things.”

“And yet your father sold you as a slave?”
Dorval questioned her.

The blonde slave’s eyes went to the dirt on
which she stood, her feet filthy with dust. “My mother died in the
spring, he needed the money for me.”

“Maybe if you had sucked a few boys’ cocks,”
guffawed Hork. He expected Dorval to cut his laughter short, but
the fat, bald man did not. Instead, Dorval agreed with the
slaver.

“Your owner is right. A slave skilled in the
art of pleasuring a man is worth more than an innocent virgin,” he
said. Right away Hork knew he had lost a few gold coins by such a
stupid joke. “But you’ll do. The duke appreciates beauty. The duke
appreciates a woman that can be bred. The duke also appreciates a
virgin. Perhaps one of his concubines can teach you the arts of
love before you meet the duke.”

“You going to buy her then, Dorval?” Hork
wanted to know.

“Like you said,” the more refined man
answered. “You knew I was going to. Now we are just haggling over
price.”

What followed was a long negotiation over
Lianna’s worth and expected return. She knew enough to keep her
mouth shut, but she couldn’t believe the amount of money that was
being talked about. The final price was more, much more, than Hork
had paid for her in the first place. It was more money than Lianna
imagined her father’s mill was worth and this stunned her. There
was no way in all the years of her miserable existence did she
imagine she was worth more than the source of her father’s income.
It gave her a certain pride to see Dorval open up the coffer on his
desk in the corner of the service cellar where the transaction took
place and hand over a small sack of gold coins. All her life Lianna
had been told she was worthless and now she saw she had real
tangible value. Enough for men to argue over and exchange hard
metal.

The moment the sack was in Hork’s hand, he
turned and left followed by his retinue, his business done. Dorval
barely glanced at her when he handed the slave porter Lianna’s
chain and told the porter to take her to the harem to have her
cleaned up.

With a quick jerk on her chain Lianna was
pulled from the service cellar up into the manor house, leaving
behind her dirty tunic. She entered the manor wearing nothing but
her chain.

No one noticed her.


Chapter Two

 


“Another one?” said the woman whom the
porter presented Lianna to. “What does Dorval think he’s doing down
there, buying every slave that passes by our doors?”

To this question the porter just grunted and
attempted to hand Lianna’s chain over to the woman who seemed to be
in charge of the harem. From the entrance Lianna could see it was a
pretty place, clean and full of light and growing flowers. It was a
large and open courtyard with couches scattered about most of which
were unoccupied. In the center of the courtyard was a tall stone
fountain from which burbled a small jet of water that shot into the
air and fell back down to splash happily in the pool around the
fountain. Lianna had never seen such a thing and just stared at it,
entranced.

The woman with the bright red lips and
jet-black hair that fell to her waist looked disdainfully at the
chain and refused to take it. “Get a groom or pageboy to unlock
her,” she snapped at the stupid porter. “We don’t use chains here,
you know that. I’d insist you wash her as well, but what’s the
point? You’d do it wrong or damage her.” She sighed. “Call for a
cleaning girl as well. Once we get the collar off we’ll have to
bathe and dress her as well.”

Lianna wondered what she meant exactly by
dressing. The woman wore a tunic so gossamer that Lianna could
plainly see her skin. Beyond the tunic the woman wore a silken
loincloth that barely covered her nether region. When she turned
around Lianna saw that in the back the loincloth was nothing more
than a string parting the woman’s buttocks. She marveled at such a
useless piece of clothing.

The porter shuffled off and the woman turned
her back to Lianna, pretending she wasn’t there. Lianna, not
knowing what else to do, stood quietly, meekly, until the porter
returned with another man. The moment he walked in the woman in
charge sighed deeply and snapped at the porter. “The farrier? She’s
not a horse!”

“He can cut the metal collar,” the porter
mumbled.

The woman saw the logic in that and watched
as the farrier warned Lianna to stand still as he set a short metal
blade to the iron bolt holding the collar in place around her neck.
When the bolt was cut the porter and farrier removed it from
Lianna’s neck. The red-lipped woman clucked her tongue in
disapproval. “They left it on too long,” she commented. “Look at
the scratches and abrasions. Disgusting.” She shook her head again.
“Don’t worry, dear. Once we clean you up we’ll have you fitted it a
nice leather collar, none of this damn metal.”

Lianna startled with surprise. She had
assumed that since the woman wasn’t wearing a collar or restraints
of any sort, then she wouldn’t either. “Why do I have to wear a
collar?” she asked. “You aren’t wearing one.”

The woman laughed. “As if I’m a slave. Or
worse, a breeding slave like you. Silly girl.” She rang a bell that
was sitting on the marble table in front of her. “You’re a slave,
not really human, hmm?”

A pair of women dressed similarly to the
madam appeared and gently led Lianna away. The slave girl noted
that they were wearing leather collars around their necks. She
quickly understood that she knew nothing.

When she tried to talk to the slaves they
either ignored her or just shook their heads. Since she had nowhere
else to go and did not know what to do, Lianna went with them. The
journey wasn’t far; she was brought to a large room, tiled in
marble, that was filled with steam rising from a large tub of hot
water. The slaves, both with long straight black hair and red lips
like the madam, removed their translucent tunics and brought Lianna
into the water where they proceeded to bath and scrub the dirt and
filth from her skin.

Getting bathed wasn’t so bad. The slaves
assumed either because she was new or because she was from the
north, that she wasn’t smart enough to bathe herself. The soap
filled the air was a pleasant scent and the hot water soothed her
skin and muscles. It was perfectly relaxing until one of the slaves
told her, “It’s a shame you’re so beautiful. The duke treats beauty
so harshly here.”

“What?” asked a startled Lianna.

“He’s going to breed you. You won’t like
that.”

“Isn’t carrying the duke’s child a
privilege?” asked Lianna. Was everything she had been taught about
the city and the duke wrong.

Both slaves laughed at her. “You won’t be
carrying the duke’s child.”

Before she could ask what they mean by that,
she was led away by another slave, this one with brown hair hanging
in braids to her waist and tiny breasts.

“Where am I going?”

“To the salon,” the slave replied.

Lianna wasn’t sure what was meant by that.
It was just another room with another slave. In this room her hair
was cut and braided. That wasn’t so bad except she was forced to
sit on a wooden stool why her hair was combed, pulled, braided and
abused. When she was made to stand the slave working on her hair
knelt down to look at her cunt that was lightly covered with golden
hair.

“I should remove your cunt curls,” the slave
said. “But the duke likes exotics.”

Her skin was rubbed with lotion and she was
sent on her way to the dressing rooms where Lianna was sure she
would finally be given one of the diaphanous tunics to wear, much
to her relief.

She was disappointed when the slave in the
dressing room first fitted a white leather collar around her neck
and secured it with a pin that became impossible to remove after it
was put in place. The slave was careful about the fit, but Lianna
still chafed at having to wear a collar. The slave then placed
leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles, all in white to match
her collar, each with the non-removable pin and a thick black ring
stitched into the leather. She didn’t have to ask what the rings
were for. She wasn’t a fool.

“Where’s my tunic,” Lianna demanded when she
was about to be led away again.

The dressing slave shook her head sadly at
the foolish girl. “Exotics don’t need clothing.”

It had been a long, grueling day and being
denied clothing only made her angry, but there was little she could
do. Lianna was led away again to one last room that was well-lit
with sunlight streaming through a window, but stifling hot from a
small fire in the corner.

“Beautification is my art,” said the
effeminate man waiting for her. She had known only a few men like
him back in her village and had been told there were many more like
him in the city. He wasn’t a slave like the women and he wasn’t a
porter or groom like the other men she had seen in the harem. He
was…different.

Lianna lifted her chin when she was left to
confront him but said nothing.

“Defiant, I like
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