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Prologue

 


The hardest part of living in the children’s
camp wasn’t giving birth, it was being separated from Proval.
Lianna expected that shortly after her daughter was born, she would
be sent back to the centaurs’ camp, but the old women who ran the
children’s camp just told her no. Her centaur wouldn’t want to see
her because she had, disappointingly, given birth to a girl, a
mule, who was useless to the centaurs. Lianna didn’t care. She
still fell in love with little Melandra anyway. They lived together
in the children’s camp waiting for Proval to call her home.

The call never came.

The raiders did. They decimated the camp,
killed the few guards and stole the women, mules, and immature
centaurs.

 



Chapter One

 


Lianna had never cried so hard in her life
and she had had a hard life. She had been the daughter of a poor
farmer, a sex slave, the toy of a centaur, and the wife of a
centaur chief. Now she was a mother and a captive of evil human
raiders. She wasn’t human—she knew that now—she was a centaur’s
wife and resented being separated from her child. She only got to
see Melandra when they brought her child to her. She seemed happy
with the nurses, but Lianna was miserable in the cell where she was
imprisoned. She knew nothing of the other centaur wives who had
been captured.

After the raid they had been marched across
the prairie to a wagon train pulled by donkeys and horses. The
wagon train brought them to the hard, dry steppes where she had
seen the stone fortress before being brought inside. She wasn’t
treated harshly. It was a new life that she would adapt to, Lianna
knew. That was one thing she was good at, adapting. She was given
food and water and allowed to see her child, but no one spoke to
her like they had on the wagon train where they had all been
captives.

Somehow the raiders knew she was Proval’s
wife, the property of a centaur chief and so they kept her apart
from everyone else.

She missed Melandra. She missed her friends
from the camp. She missed her status. But most of all she missed
Proval’s big cock. Even in the middle of misery she found the needs
of her body were impossible to resist and she masturbated in
secret, in shame, but her hand was no substitute for Proval’s cock.
Even at the children’s camp the centaur wives used giant artificial
phalluses which were better than just a hand, but still not the
real thing.

 


The woman who entered her cell was one she
had seen before. She was one of the raiders that had attacked the
children’s camp with their deadly thin swords and piercing arrows.
Lianna had seen her several times since passing by outside the
heavy locked steel door that kept her inside the stone room of her
cell. Now she entered alone. She didn’t carry food or water. Lianna
barely glanced away from the widow where she could see out onto the
steppes. Up here in the fortress it was colder and drier than below
in the prairie. In the camps Lianna had gone all but naked; up here
they had given a warm dress and robe. She was grateful for the
clothing though she hated the feel of it on her skin

The raider was tall and muscular with
reddish-brown hair and a fierce expression on her face. Lianna
feared her, but wouldn’t tell her that. She wore form-fitting
leather and brass armor, but didn’t carry any weapon, which Lianna
found odd. “I am Stellar,” she said in a voice that was
unexpectedly deep. She waited but Lianna didn’t reply.

“It is customary to introduce yourself when
greeted by another person,” Stellar prompted her.

Lianna looked back to the window. The sun was
setting on the edge of the steppes.

“It doesn’t matter. We already know you as
Lianna. Did you like being the property of a centaur? I understand
they have huge cocks.” The way she said it, so casually, struck
Lianna to her core.

To her great embarrassment, Lianna felt
herself getting wet between her legs but she still said nothing to
Stellar.

“Did you enjoy getting fucked by horse cock?
I understand certain slaves start to crave it. I can’t imagine what
it’s like getting fucked by a horse.”

“Proval’s not a horse and it was wonderful,”
Lianna burst out.

Stellar smiled. “We’re taking your
daughter.”

Already on edge Lianna turned to face the
tall warrior and jumped away from the window with her arms
outstretched, reaching for Stellar’s throat. The warrior easily
stepped aside and grabbed Lianna by the wrist and the back of the
neck. A second later she was slammed up against the wall.

“Don’t do that. You don’t want to wind up
dead. You should be thanking me. Your daughter is a mule, good for
nothing to the centaurs. We will take her and make her a
warrior.”

Lianna started crying, not from the pain of
being slammed into the wall, but from the realization of what would
happen to her daughter; her fate was already sealed and she was
still a baby.

“We have a place for you here too,” Stellar
continued. “Everyone here earns their keep one way or another. Did
you like being a slave?”

“No,” Lianna growled into the cold rock.

“Huh.” Stellar was amused. “I thought you
liked getting fucked by horse cock.”

It took Lianna a moment to realize Stellar
was talking about her time as a slave to Duke Nuekome. How could
she know that?

“You’ll be my slave for the time being. I
need a slave. You were given to me by the queen. She favors
me.”

“I’m no one’s slave,” Lianna said with her
face still pressed against the cold stone. Her words didn’t sound
convincing even to herself.

Stellar’s hand went up under Lianna’s dressed
and the blonde woman found her sex first being cupped by the
warrior and then invaded by a single finger. “Silly girl. Of course
you are.” She moved her finger within Lianna just to prove her
point, and then withdrew it but still kept Lianna pinned against
the wall with her other hand.

Lianna didn’t resist when Stellar wrapped a
stiff length of leather around her neck and buckled it into place.
The warrior didn’t use a lock on the collar. Both of them knew that
particular bit of security wasn’t necessary. Though she wanted to,
Lianna couldn’t force herself to cry. That was beyond her now;
Stellar knew her better than she knew herself and the tough warrior
had only known Lianna a few days. She stayed on the wall as Stellar
clipped a metal chain to the collar and gently tugged it; letting
Lianna knew it was time to leave the cell.

“I’d cuff your hands, but we both know that’s
not necessary, isn’t it?”

“Yes ma’am,” Lianna said weakly.

“Good girl.”

The warrior led her out of the cell and into
the dim hallway. It wasn’t completely dark, not yet, but soon. The
guard at the end of the hall came to attention when Stellar walked
by but she barely acknowledged the man. The path through the
fortress was confusing to Lianna; she wasn’t used to being inside
such a large building. They made their way through corridors and
upstairs until they arrived at a door that Stellar unlocked with a
key. Inside was not another cell, but a private bedchamber. For
just a moment she was confused. Lianna thought that she was either
being taken to the block to be sold or to service some of the
soldiers.

And then she understood when Stellar
unclipped the leash from her collar. “Strip,” she ordered as she
hung the leash on a peg next to the door.

That was actually a relief to Lianna. She was
no longer comfortable wearing clothes all the time and the
bedchamber was warm from a fire burning in the hearth. Stellar
looked her over, inspecting her piercings and tattoos. “Turn.”
Lianna rotated in place, facing away from Stellar. “Good. Your body
isn’t terrible. The tattoos and piercings…well, we must make do
with what we have. The stink from the prison…that can be fixed.
Face me.” Lianna turned around again and Stellar pointed to a door.
“There is water to bathe with in there. Clean yourself.”

She had become so used to bathing in the
river next to the camp that the warm water that filled the tub in
the small, humid room felt strange on her skin, but the actual act
of removing the sweat and dirt was a relief.

When she returned to Stellar’s room two
things had changed. Her new owner had removed her armor and was
sitting at a small table drinking wine from a cup. Stellar was
garbed in a white linen blouse and soft tan leather leggings. This
didn’t surprise Lianna. It was the presence of a man in the process
of removing his armor that caused her to freeze.

“This is your latest acquisition?” he asked
Stellar. He snorted. “Why do they always have to be tattooed and
pierced?”

“You know why, Varill,” Stellar replied.
“That’s how the centaurs want them.”

“I don’t appreciate this,” and he waved at
Lianna indicating the complete interwoven flower and vine design
that took up most of the skin on her arms and back, “primitive
artwork.”

“Please, Varill, not now,” she sighed and
pushed back her reddish-brown hair from her face.

“The least you could do is remove those
horrible bits of metal.”

Stellar sipped deeply from her cup. “You do
it,” she told him.

Lianna had remained silent during their
exchange. She was the slave, the prisoner, here and she had no
authority, no standing. It was her duty to wait and serve. She knew
that.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” Varill said as
he reached into the satchel that was on the floor next to the bits
of leather and brass armor he had shed. He produced two tools that
made Lianna unconsciously take a step backwards.

“Don’t damage her,” was all Stellar said,
looking away, bored.

“Of course not.” Varill approached Lianna
with the tools in his hands. Her instinct was to run, but she held
fast in her place on the floor. “Nipples first, I think. Why didn’t
you remove them when you had your child?”

Lianna was surprised that he spoke directly
to her. She was supposed to be an object, not a person who had
control over her body. And right away Lianna cursed herself for
falling so easily back into the role of a slave. “We don’t remove
our jewelry,” she said proudly, trying to summon up some courage so
she didn’t sound so meek.

He manipulated the pliers in his hand, making
the jaws open and shut several times. “Doesn’t it make it hard for
the baby to nurse?”

Lianna shrugged. “If the child cannot survive
with the way we centaur wives live, then the child should not live
either. “Melandra thrives. I nursed her earlier today.” She was
still waiting for her baby to be brought back to her. Lianna’s
breasts were very full of milk at the moment.

“You are a centaur’s wife no longer,” Varill
said. Her reached out and grabbed her left breast. Using the pliers
he opened the metal ring that ran through her nipple and
manipulated it until it opened and he was able to force it out of
the fistula. He wasn’t rough but the process still hurt. The second
nipple was no less painful than the first. “Your daughter will
thank me when she is older.”

Since he had asked no question of her, Lianna
remained silent. He pulled Stellar’s slave over to the bed where he
put her down and removed the small ring that was through the skin
at the top of her navel. That was a purely ornamental ring and
Lianna felt no emotional tug as it was removed.

“Open your legs. I want to see what you are
hiding.” When she did so, Lianna revealed the two silver rings
through her sex lips. “Just the two.”

“Yes.”

“Leave them in, dear heart,” Stellar called
from her chair. “You might want to seal her back up.”

“I prefer women without this sort
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