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Bound Pegasus

"Brother," came the annoying sound of Princess Cassandra’s voice. "Mother and Father wish to see you."

Lounging on pink, purple, and red cushions imported from the south, Prince Isaac stretched his arms over his head. He flexed his calves and thigh muscles as he rolled onto his stomach. He saw his sister standing there in the doorway, looking both irritated and imperious at the same time. He rolled his eyes right away. "It's fine," he said. "They can wait for me. Besides, I'm sure it's just more boring business." He made sure to inject a note of disdain into that last word.

"The business of the state is your responsibility, Isaac," she said to the prince. "In case you haven't been paying attention, there are serious issues at hand."

He rolled his eyes.

"You need to go speak with them. Important matters are being discussed," she said, her voice cool and determined.

"Or…" Prince Isaac suggested. "I can stay here, enjoy a few more grapes, and maybe call back a few of my favorite dancing girls."

"How much time are you going to waste?"

"Pleasure is never a waste," he replied with the sincere gravitas of a nascent philosopher.

Princess Cassandra kept her arms tight across her chest. Her nostrils flared as she sucked in a slow breath. Her dark hair shined, and her eyes blazed. Even so, Prince Isaac couldn't help himself. Finally, there was something to draw him forth from his pile of imported cushions. He jumped to his feet, and he sauntered across the tiled floor.

As he approached his sister, she refused to budge. Unlike the dancing girls and servants who saw to his every need it, Princess Cassandra didn't care that this young man was going to ascend to the throne. She maintained her stance and continued to glare at him.

"And what would you know of important matters, dear sister?" Prince Isaac demanded. He leaned in. He was well-muscled and confident on his feet, having practiced swordplay with his bodyguard each day for the last fifteen years. Yes, Prince Isaac understood how most people saw him; they believed him to be an indolent aristocrat, the kind of prince who needed to be defended at all times. His sister, however, could see the power radiating off of him in that moment. "You are little more than a bobble, a toy to be sold off to some rich merchant when our father decides he wishes to replenish the treasury."

She bit down. Her lips peeled back.

"You may wish to be a she-wolf, but you will never be more than a little bird in a cage. Pretend to be important all you like, dear sister, but we both know the truth, don't we? Play the role of helper for the King and Queen, but you know the truth." He paused. He stared down at her.

Biting out each word, she demanded, "And what truth is that?"

"No matter how hard you work, no matter what you do, you will always be a princess."

Her hand flew up, and she struck him across the face. The sound echoed against the tiled floors and the terra-cotta walls. With that stinging reverberating along his cheek, Prince Isaac didn't get angry, nor did he snarl at this young woman placed in front of him. On the contrary, he threw his head back and laughed.

That was so much worse.

"The King has summoned you to his chambers. If you refuse, then it shall be you who must deal with his displeasure," Cassandra finally growled before she spun and strode away. She kept her back stiff and her head held high, yet Prince Isaac knew it was nothing more than a veneer.

He dipped his head down and laughed again. As far as he was concerned, brothers and sisters would always torment one another across the infinitude of time.

He stretched his legs and flexed his muscles before he exited and headed back out into the palace's central corridor. In spite of his hangover, it seemed he was going to have to deal with the business of the state...for some reason.

Some functionary was holding onto a scroll and reading off various sets of numbers. Even as he stepped into the throne room, Prince Isaac found himself suppressing a yawn, especially because he kept thinking about how much more fun it would be to head back to his own private apartments, to call on Alexandra, Lucia, Dominica, Rema, Xenia, and Calliope. If he was interested in novelty, perhaps he could summon the servant girls. What kinds of games could he play with them? He thought of chasing them along the palace grounds, a crop in hand. Or maybe he could have them compete for his amusement. They could dance or strip, kiss or fondle one another…

"My son," King Leonis said. "I'm glad you have been willing to grace us with your presence." Standing beside the King, Queen Alandra tensed her lips into a disappointed frown. As far as she was concerned, Prince Isaac hadn't taken his duties as the heir apparent seriously. She had lectured him on countless occasions, reminding him of the importance of his duties. In fact, he felt like he could recite most of her lectures; they usually went something like, "Our land has been rich and prosperous because we have remained focused on our borders, trade, and the protection of our territory. This isn't automatic. If you relax, if you take all of this for granted, then we can fail. There are invaders who covet what we possess. War is a perpetual threat; one you must learn to deal with. If you fail, so many people can suffer. You understand this?" Each time, he nodded or waved his hand and made some placating comment about how he would take his duties seriously.

Despite her apparent disapproval, Queen Alandra understood that, as a woman, she wasn't supposed to criticize either husband or the heir to the throne.

"My apologies, Father. I was indisposed."

"Young men will be young men," said the King. "Come, join us." The old man motioned for Prince Isaac to take the second seat beside his throne.

Prince Isaac strode across the throne room. He could feel the courtiers watching him, including Princess Cassandra. His younger sister glared at him, her black hair pulled back into those elaborate braids, her white tunic shining pristine as it always did at moments like this. Prince Isaac realized there were probably a couple of stains on his own attire, but then he shrugged and decided he didn't really care. He would show the other aristocrats that he was strong enough, confident enough, and powerful enough that his appearance wasn't relevant.

Taking his seat on his own throne, Prince Isaac sat down. "My apologies again, Father. What did I miss?" Despite his best efforts, a note of boredom still crept into his voice.

Dirty and obviously exhausted, the man holding the scroll cleared his throat. After a nod from the king, this messenger did his best to suppress his irritation. Prince Isaac noticed, but he didn't care. As far as he was concerned, these people were all servants of the throne. They existed to maintain the natural order.

"My lords, I bring grave news. While we have been able to hold back the Trividians to the east, we have lost control of five villages and three townships to the west."

"To the west? There's something out that way," Prince Isaac said.

"Actually," said the servant. He swallowed and looked around, as though he expected some other courtier to step forward and help him. No one did. "By the King's command, a detachment of riders was sent to investigate. When they arrived, they found that the men had been enslaved."

"But what of the women and children?"

"Largely left alone."

The King narrowed his eyes as he glared down at the messenger as though he should take responsibility even as he demanded, "Who would dare do such a thing?"

"My King, they identify themselves as the Vandite Amazons."

"What? Amazons?" King Leonis glanced around the chamber, and no one knew exactly how to respond, not until he burst into laughter. "The Amazons are a myth. They’re a tale told to lazy and disobedient boys to remind them of the consequences of their actions."

Seated beside his father, Prince Isaac actually chuckled as well. It was true. When he was much smaller, the nurses and minders who took care of both the Prince and Princess would often tell him about the "dread Amazons". Apparently, they were supposed to inhabit some island off in the middle of the ocean. Powerful riders and dangerous sailors, they could sweep in faster than most men could comprehend. They moved gracefully and fought beautifully, almost like acrobats, rather than true warriors.

"My lord, the soldier was clear."

"Soldier? We sent twenty men to investigate," the King stated flatly.

"Yes, my lord. Of the twenty, only one came back."

King Leonis considered this for several long seconds. He tapped his fingers against the armrest on his throne. He must've been aware of the members of his court, and how they watched him, but he didn't know what to do or say. "Was there anything else?" the king finally demanded.

"Yes, my lord. The Vandite Amazons have demanded an ambassador. Apparently, they have captured your territory and now consider it theirs. In order for there to be peace, you must send a delegation of no more than two. Someone you trust, someone who is valuable. And…"

"What is it? Spit it out, man," ordered King Leonis as his patience fractured and frayed.

"They also demand tribute."

The King dropped both of his palms to the edges of his throne's armrests. He stared forward, his expression, cold and calculating.

"If they demand tribute, they shall have war. Instead," he growled.

"Father?" came another voice, small and feminine, timid and appropriately servile.

"What is it, daughter?"

Princess Cassandra stepped forward as though her father had used a respectful tone, one that indicated he was interested in the points and perspectives she might be able to offer as opposed to the truth…Despite his casual disregard, she touched her fingertips together and kept her eyes downcast appropriately. "My King, may I suggest you distract them? According to your generals, the Trividians are pressing them hard. We cannot spare the troops to go fight on a second front, and so we need time."

"Despite your sex, you speak wisely," the king said indulgently. Unlike some other fathers, he never saw the need to actively oppress his little girl, not when she had always seemed to understand her place. Sure, she took an unusual interest in matters of politics, but she never challenged his authority, so he had always been willing to allow her to speak. In some ways, he was especially progressive. Then again, he knew it wouldn't matter, not once she was married and serving as an obedient wife to another man.

Princess Cassandra acknowledged the "compliment" with a quick curtsy. Other young women might have been content to stop there, but she had a question, "If I may be so bold, who should you send? Your generals are occupied, and your most loyal servants are needed here."

"That is a conundrum," acknowledged Leonis. He looked around the room. Silently, he considered the different individuals and who might be required to make the journey to the western forests.

"If I may be so bold, maybe you should send one of our greatest warriors? Maybe you should send someone who will be able to defend himself even without the protection of a guardian?"

"Who would that be?"

"My brother."

Prince Isaac snapped his head up. For the most part, he had let his concentration drift off. Rather than worry about boring matters of taxation or the strength of the borders, he had started thinking about his favorite dancing girl. He had contemplated the firm contours of her calves, the toned contours of her thighs, and the way her breasts jiggled to the music whatever she climbed up on a table in front of him.

But now, one question dropped from his mouth, "What?" He sat up quickly as he tried to catch up and figure out what they were talking about.

"Brother," Princess Cassandra explained, "We were just discussing your bravery and skill as a warrior. Additionally, I believe your coming would serve you well as a diplomat."

"A diplomat?" Prince Isaac quickly found himself searching among the different faces as he waited for some kind of explanation.

Still standing beside her husband, the Queen cocked her head to one side. She seemed to consider this. "Husband, this may be a wise course of action. It is true that our son is a bold fighter. Without drawing away any of our generals, this might be the best method of investigating what's going on."

"Besides," Princess Cassandra added, "We're talking about Vandite Amazons, are we not? These are women. Prince Isaac, do you believe you could be outmatched by a group of girls?"

Predictably, he snorted, "Of course not. But then, I have important duties here at court."

King Leonis turned back to his son. In so many ways, he could indulge his children, but at that moment he arched his eyebrow and stared at the crowned prince. There was a silent challenge here, and Isaac knew he had to come up with an answer. But what? What could he say?

"This is your opportunity, brother, to serve the kingdom, as well as our father. You are no coward, and I'm sure you will not back down from a challenge, such as this."

Locking his teeth together, Prince Isaac waited for some bolt of brilliant inspiration. He desperately wished a muse would possess his soul in that moment, but those fickle spirits preferred to keep their blessings to themselves. No one, supernatural or otherwise, saved him.

That's why he found himself standing up on his feet. He looked out at the others, then his father. "Ladies and gentlemen, I shall do as you ask. I will meet with these so called Amazon warriors. That said, I will take them no tribute. I will demand the return of our lands, and I will show them who we truly are. If necessary, I will carve my way back with my blade. They may be girls, but if they dare stand against our kingdom, they will be punished."

It was a vivid, noble speech, and the courtiers clapped appropriately.

Patroclus was grateful to be out of the palace. Yes, the training chambers and fighting cages were interesting enough for a few days, but he had been here for more than six months. After taking a slash to his side on the front, General Photon had sent Patroclus back to the palace as a "reward". When Patroclus first heard about this, he had begged the general. He had insisted that he would be ready for another engagement within just a few days. But with the various Trividian armies pushing and prodding against their borders, General Photon had decided to get his best fighters rested. That meant sending them back to the capitol when they were injured.

This war might take years, said the general. They couldn't waste their best men with vainglorious displays of strength or courage. On the contrary, this general intended to win, which meant marshaling their resources and fighting with guile and cunning.

Patroclus had wanted to disagree, but he couldn't so he soon found himself back at the palace. His wound had mostly healed, yet he hadn't received orders to return. Worse, he had been given another assignment: guard the Prince.

According to those who cared about such things, this was a great honor. Patroclus could only vaguely understand this idea. As far as he was concerned, honor and glory could only be won on the battlefield. Protecting a pompous princeling? Not so much.

Even so, Patroclus had obeyed his king. He followed the boy around the palace, stood guard outside the various apartments, and pretended not to notice how Prince Isaac often found himself laughing and running away from some disgruntled woman or her outraged betrothed.

Once or twice, Patroclus had needed to intercede. Each time, he had thrown a punch or a kick, and quickly diffused the situation. Still, his hand yearned for the feel of the hilt of his blade. He wanted to draw that iron edge, to test himself against real opponents, to feel the terror and thrill of combat on an open field.

Although the Prince was mumbling, Patroclus was grateful for the mount beneath him. He kept hoping that maybe this mission would lead to something interesting. Although he knew that a wise man never begged for trouble, he still found himself half-fantasizing about bandits accosting them. Between Prince Isaac and himself, he knew they could take on most reckless groups of criminals.

For good or ill, however, the fates decided to give them an uneventful trip. They rode out of the city, along the roads, then down the paths over the hills that separated the King's valley from his holdings in the western forests.

Prince Isaac surprised him in one way; at least he didn't complain.

Instead, the two men rode in stoic silence. Once or twice, they consulted one another about the roads they needed to take, but Patroclus had expected much, much worse.

Perhaps the Prince was growing up? Perhaps he realized that he would have to take responsibility for his kingdom someday?

Or maybe he was plotting his revenge.

Patroclus shook his head from side to side. This was another reason why he didn't appreciate court life. On the battlefield, everything could be straightforward. He had his brothers, fellow soldiers who would protect him and fight for him just as he did the same for them. Then there were the enemies. It was simple; it could be painful and hard, exhausting and brutal, yet he understood the truth of the situation. At court, a smile might mean an insult, an insult could mean a promise, and it was always impossible to guess what the other person truly thought or desired.

Those thoughts continued to cross his mind as they rode through the first village.

Predictably, Prince Isaac stayed on his horse as they came upon the huts and small, wooden buildings. None of them had been built by the skilled craftsmen from the King's capitol.

At first, Patroclus didn't see anyone. It was early in the morning, and the sun had only risen a short while ago.

As they rode between the different homes, someone finally appeared.

"Well met," she called out.

Immediately, Patroclus dropped his hand to the hilt of his blade. Other warriors would have called this an act of cowardice, but he intended to be ready, especially because this was one of the supposedly conquered townships.

"Where is your mayor?" Prince Isaac called out to her. "I must speak with someone with the authority to address the crown prince."

The woman may have been dressed in a rough tunic, but she placed her hands on her hips, and she smiled up at the mounted aristocrat. Her words may have been respectful, but Patroclus tensed his fingers as he discerned that sarcasm, "My lord, I am Annika, Daughter of Dresella, and I am the mayor of this township."

"Women cannot hold political office," Prince Isaac stated flatly. "I'm not interested in playing games, girl." Yes, he called her a "girl" even though she looked like she was at least three or four years older than him. "Where is your mayor?"

"Would you like to see the former mayor?" Annika asked.

"Yes," he said.

"I'll fetch him for you," she said and turned around, disappearing back into the building from which she had originally emerged.

In the meantime, Patroclus found himself leaning over and whispering to Prince Isaac, "I believe we should be on our guard. There's something wrong about this place."

"I agree," Prince Isaac said, and then they both watched as Annika returned, only now she had something in her hand. At first, it looked like a simple rope, and it led back into the dark of her home. Only now, a man came out as well, but he wasn't walking.

He was crawling.

He was naked, and there was a leather band tight around his neck. The rough rope was connected to that collar, and it stretched all the way to Annika's hand. She was leading him along like a dog on a leash!

"What insult is this?" Prince Isaac demanded.

"This is Argan, the former mayor of our humble township. He, like the other men of our land, have been enslaved. Many were sent back to the Vandite Empire. Many more were left here to be trained and subjugated by their new owners."

"A man cannot be enslaved to a woman," Prince Isaac said. He tried to summon the same finality as before, only there was the slight tremble in his voice, especially as several women started to emerge from the other buildings. They didn't look like fighters, not exactly. They didn't wear armor, nor did they carry blades or shields. Still, there were more than two dozen, he had to guess. Not only that, they carried axes, shovels, and picks. More importantly, they seem to carry themselves with a surprising degree of confidence, as though they had known something like this would happen.

"I have no wish to harm you," Prince Isaac told the "mayor".

"That is good," Annika agreed. "Because we have no wish to harm you, either. In fact, we have been waiting for you. I assume you are the king's representative? And you bring the king's tribute to the Vandite Amazons?"

"I am his representative," Prince Isaac replied. "But I bring no tribute."

"As you say," the woman replied. She even bowed her head slightly, yet there was that amused shine in her eyes, like she understood a joke this boy couldn't yet comprehend. "In any case, the women of the Vandite Empire are waiting for you. They wish to speak with you."

"Where?"

"Venture west through the forests. Follow the path. It will eventually turn into a road. From there, continue toward the setting sun, and you will find their mighty metropolis."

Prince Isaac rolled his eyes. A mighty metropolis? He didn't think so. If anything, a couple of errant women. They probably put together a few ramshackle buildings and decided to indulge their collective delusions of grandeur.

"Are the men here?" Patroclus finally spoke up.

"They are slaves," Annika said. "You'll find them throughout our township caged, leashed, and trained. Perhaps it has only been a short time since we have taken control with the aid of our Vandite sisters, but we can parade them before you if you like. Would you like to see our men naked and stripped of their dignity?" She grinned ferociously. Yes, both Patroclus and Prince Isaac may have been mounted, they may have wielded expensive blades and worn elaborate armor, but none of this impressed these women.

"I will return," Prince Isaac promised. "And when I do, the natural order shall be restored. But for now, I will deal with your so-called sisters." He raised his voice, "In the meantime, I recommend all of you reconsider your positions. Your husbands and brothers shall be restored to their rightful state. And when that happens, there will be consequences for your misdeeds."

If he hoped to intimidate these women, he failed completely. A couple of them growled or snarled. Others tightened their grips on their impromptu weapons.

"Prince Isaac, I think it's time to go," Patroclus whispered carefully to the royal.

They rode for several more days. As they did so, they could see the different villages off in the distance. Suddenly, the world looked like a very different place. Although they didn't actually visit any of these small settlements, both men could see the males who had been leashed. Worse, others followed along, guided by their sisters, wives, and female cousins. From a distance, both men watched, and they could see that the Vandite Amazons had completely reordered the small societies.

"I never thought it would be possible," Prince Isaac said. "Do you think there's something in the water? Have these men been poisoned or tricked with some type of witchcraft?"

"I've been thinking about this," Patroclus confessed. "Part of me wants to believe that you are right, and maybe they have been poisoned or tricked somehow. But there's another possibility, one which concerns me far more."

"And what is that?"

Patroclus wasn't sure exactly how to voice these thoughts. In some ways, he could be quite articulate, but this was a new idea...one with disturbing implications. Unlike other men, he didn't need to be brash or angry. He preferred to demonstrate his worth with his skills and accomplishments. But now, he had to explain himself. "Women, my lord, don't receive very much respect in our land. Perhaps these Amazons have offered them something new, something they could have never achieved under your father's rule."

The prince opened his mouth as though he intended to chastise his bodyguard. But after another moment, he pressed his lips together into a tight frown.

They continued onward, eating from their rations, drinking from their water skins, and camping each night. Day by day, they traveled along the terra incognita of King Leonis's western lands.

Just as they had been promised, the path turned into a cobblestone road.

Somehow, this didn't make Patroclus feel any better. Yes, it was technically a sign of civilization, but what kind of land were they about to discover?

That question was nagging at him. Of course, he was still torn between vigilance and boredom. To the left and right, thick trees made it impossible to see very far in any direction. Occasionally, they saw small streams or open clearings, but those were rare. He didn't like this territory, especially because an ambush would have been so easy.

Worse, both men could be drawn into a false sense of security.

Fortunately, there weren't any bandits or breeders out here. No one confronted them, or accosted them. On the contrary, they even passed a caravan, only Patroclus and Prince Isaac both ignored the women as they walked along with their carriages. The women glanced back at both men like they were some kind of oddity. There were whispers and giggles. A couple of them even pointed. The women were beautiful and exotic with their fine features and blonde or flaming red hair. In fact, Patroclus found it hard not to stare. The urge was there, like it was just beneath the surface of his skin, but he ignored it. Instead, he concentrated on protecting his charge; nothing could be allowed to happen to Prince Isaac. That was his one duty, and he would not be distracted by these nymphs.

Both of the males pretended not to notice.

Hours later, they crested another hill, and that's when they saw the city wall. Surrounded by forests along with the curving barrier, this was a city. It had to be at least two or three, maybe even four or five times larger than their capitol. How many people could fit in a place like that? How many thousands? How many tens of thousands?

As a soldier, Patroclus had explored much of the known world, but he had never seen a city such as this. From the towers to the buildings, the stone walls, the intersecting roads, the aqueducts and so much more. It was incredible. It felt like something out of a storyteller's fantasy.

"My lord, if you decide we should head back, no one will accuse you of cowardice. I will see to it." Patroclus spoke before he could really think about what this might imply. At the same time, he understood the dangers of a city like that. No matter what either man wished to believe about the superiority of the male sex, they would still be outnumbered.

Prince Isaac glanced over his shoulder and back toward the wilderness. After another couple of seconds, however, he bit down and turned toward the fine metropolis spread out before them. Up until now, he had believed that his father's plans were for the most powerful, the most advanced, the best developed…

What did this portend?

Nothing, he decided.

"No. We go forward. I will speak, but they're clean, and I will assert our authority, as well as our supremacy. They may have impressive walls or tall buildings, but I don't care. We have true warriors; we will show these girls that this is still a man's world."

With those bold words hanging on the air, he kicked the side of his horse, and went trotting down the road and toward the gate at the head. Seeing no other choice, Patroclus followed.

"I am Prince Isaac, son of King Leonis and heir to his throne. I have been invited to speak with your empress," he had announced. When Patroclus first saw the soldiers, he hadn't been able to identify their sex. Soon, however, one of the women strode forward and pulled off her helmet, revealing the short, dark red hair beneath.

The woman considered the young aristocrat in front of her, and then she nodded. "We have been expecting you."

An escort of armored soldiers surrounded them. Patroclus wished he could jump down, draw his blade, and attack. Or better yet, maybe they could aim the first blow. He hated waiting like this, only he saw no choice.

As a loyal soldier, he followed the prince, and the two of them continued to ride through the metropolis.

Along the way, he saw many people from many different lands, although the vast majority of them were women. He was enticed by the aromas from the first marketplace they saw. At first, Patroclus had almost snorted, thinking it was significantly smaller than their own. Only then, he realized that there were multiple marketplaces spread throughout grand city.

A little while later, he saw several men on leashes. There were far, far more males who seemed to follow deferentially behind the women they accompanied. These men carried sacks, bags, or pushed carts. A short time later, they saw carriages that were being pulled by teams of naked men, each of whom wore a collar around his neck as though he had been reduced to the status of a beast.

"This is ridiculous," Prince Isaac snarled again and again. Despite his outrage, he still kept his voice down, like he didn't wish to risk provoking their hostesses.

On the next block, they saw one of the slave markets. A large stage had been erected, and there was a woman in a bright green dress striding in front of a crowd. "Just look at this boy. He has strong arms, powerful legs, and a malleable mind. Train him however you see fit. Do you need another strong hand for your fields? Take him. Use him. If you prefer something more exotic, he can be an amazing love slave. He has a quick tongue and eager hands!" After that, Patroclus did his best to block out the rest.

As a soldier, he understood that death was a likely outcome of any defeat. Simultaneously, slavery was a possibility, but he would be shipped back to some rival nation-city. Considering his skills, he would probably still be employed as a soldier or maybe a gladiator. But here, this was different.

Those men were owned so thoroughly.

Patroclus almost hoped he would see one of the males break out. For a second or two, he envisioned this scenario where some captured royal from Trividia or elsewhere might burst free, jump on the back of his steed, and the three of them could escape together. This would bring great honor to both Prince Isaac and Patroclus himself.

Of course, the chance of escaping a city like this, even on horseback, would be essentially nil.

Inevitably, they passed the markets, the temples, and the barracks. Along the way, Patroclus did his best to count the number of soldiers out on the street. There must have been thousands. Maybe even more. How was something like that possible?

Finally, they came to the palace. It was an enormous edifice made of marble and decked out with bronze and gold. When Patroclus saw it, he already knew a space like this would be worth more than he could ever consider or contemplate.

"You have to leave your mounts here," said the woman who had escorted them through the city.

The prince dismounted, and so Patroclus followed. The two men walked up through the central corridor. It soon branched off to other hallways, each of which was decorated with fine statues and youthful paintings.

Although Patroclus was a soldier, he nonetheless recognized the skill of those sculptors' hands. At first, he saw beautiful representations of the different goddesses. Hera, Aphrodite, Athena, and others stood tall, their naked bodies, proud, beautifully muscled, and on display as they looked down at their human followers. Yes, some of the male gods were represented as well, but they were always smaller. More than that, they seemed to frequently be bowing down, their heads inclined or even with one knee bent.

It was about to get worse.

Even if Patroclus didn't know much about art, he couldn't help but take in the obvious symbolism of the next several sculptures. There was one of a former queen, a powerful woman and warrior, Patroclus gathered. She held a shield in one hand, the white stone bright and pristine. In her other hand, she lifted a sword toward the heavens. Beneath her, men were down on their hands and knees, their heads bowed down as they acknowledged her supremacy.

Then there was another, even more elaborate sculpture up ahead. Off to one side, there was a woman standing atop a beautifully carved chariot. If the colors had been different, Patroclus probably would have mistaken it for an actual vehicle. But of course, this woman wasn't guiding horses. She had a spear in one hand and reins in the other. Those reins connected to the bits and bridles locked over the faces of several men, their expressions tight with focus as they ran. Those men, it seemed, understood their place in the world; it was their job to pull her, to follow her lead and to take her where she wished to go. They served her as slaves.

No, they weren't slaves. They pulled the chariot like common beasts of burden.

Finally, they arrived at a pair of double doors. These two doors were massive, standing more than twenty feet tall. Each one was etched with carved images of women and men. Patroclus tried not to be impressed; he didn't want to marvel at the artistry or wealth surrounding him, yet it was impossible to ignore.

What did beauty mean if it represented something twisted and wrong?

Perhaps Patroclus recognized the important contributions women made, especially when it came to hearth and home, but this was wrong. There was this twisted sense of humiliation deep within his stomach as he looked around. Even when he saw the servants, it was obvious that the men were responsible for cooking and cleaning here. Women sauntered around, but they carried themselves with the regal and aristocratic sense of entitlement. They were in control here. Apparently, they had built one of the grandest cities humanity had ever imagined, and they did it while enslaving the male half of their nation.

"This can't be allowed to stand," Prince Isaac whispered, almost like a vow.

Finally, the doors opened. The slow, ponderous movement gave both Prince Isaac and Patroclus several long seconds to peer into the court of the Vandite Empress.

"My Lady, allow me to present the warrior, Patroclus. He brings Prince Isaac, Son of King Leonis and the tribute from his people." Earlier, the guides had asked for their names in order to provide a proper introduction.

Even now, however, Patroclus flinched. He reached down for his blade, still somewhat surprised that they hadn't demanded peace bindings or the removal of the weapon altogether. What if they were assassins? What if they attacked the Empress?

They were confident, he decided. They were confident and perhaps foolish as well.

Then again, Patroclus followed the prince into the throne room. It was at least four times as large as what King Leonis enjoyed. Besides the mosaics along the walls, the mighty statues in the corners, and the beautifully appointed women standing around, it was obvious that this Empress enjoyed power and influence, influence his Lord could only imagine.

Even so, Patroclus continued to study those around him. They had ventured into the she-wolves' den, and it was his job to protect Prince Isaac.

The man strode forward, his back straight, his head held high, and his hands relaxed at his sides. His boots clinked down against the tiled floor beneath them as he strode ahead and finally stopped in front of the throne.

The Empress sat there, relaxed and at ease despite the errant males in front of her.

"Welcome," she said with beneficent grace. "I am the Empress of the Vandite Amazons. You are well met, boys."

Patroclus braced himself for some awkward moment where the Empress would expect both men to bow down or kneel before her. Surprisingly, she seemed intrigued by them, like they were strange beasts.

For his part, Patroclus glanced around again. He saw several naked men, beautiful specimens of masculinity down on their knees. Some of them were collared and leashed. Others seemed to be intent on crawling or remaining close to the women who had brought them here in the first place. A few men were standing, and he quickly decided they were servants. They were tense, ready to rush off and obey any command.

At the same time, Patroclus searched for some sign of rage or defiance on their faces or in their stances. He saw nothing. On the contrary, a couple of the boys were looking up at their owners and guardians with something close to gratitude.

Finally, the Empress inclined her head and asked, "Young prince, tell me of the tribute you bring."

"I bring no tribute," he stated flatly. "I am a representative for my father. I am here to command you to withdraw your forces from the towns and villages you have annexed. Those are our territories. Those are our subjects. Withdraw now or face our wrath."

No one said anything.

The silence stretched on. Yes, the Empress wore this bemused expression, but she didn't respond. This didn't mean anything, Patroclus knew. There were plenty of royals out in the world who could keep their tempers in check even as they hid their feelings behind a mask of polite detachment.

"I disagree," came a voice.

A young woman stepped out from the crowd. She had her blonde hair tied back into a pair of beautiful braids. Although she wore a dress with golden brocade, she didn't carry herself like some fragile doll. On the contrary, she moved with the easy grace of a young woman who had spent a lot of time on a battlefield or perhaps in the practice cages. And now, she locked her eyes on Prince Isaac. "Mother, I think this boy will make an excellent tribute."

"He's filthy and untrained," pointed out the Empress.

"He can be washed and broken to my will," she replied.

The Empress smirked and shook her head from side to side, "Megara, if you really believe you can tame this boy, then I leave him to your tender mercies."

Finally, Prince Isaac interjected, "I’m no tribute. I am here to give my ultimatum. And now I'm leaving." He turned around and started to march off. Eight women, armed and armored, stepped right in front of them, creating a human shield between him and the exit. They locked their shields together, stamped the tips of their spears down, and stood in his path.

"I came here as a diplomat," Prince Isaac called out to the Empress. "Are you to tell me that the Vandite Amazons have so little honor that it they would betray a visit made in good faith?"

"Perhaps you believe you came here as a diplomat," Megara said, her eyes shining with excitement, ", but you aren't a diplomat. You're a boy. Boys are not recognized in this court. The moment you stepped into our lands, you accepted our rules and traditions. In this empire, boys are owned. Boys are property. So that makes you property right here, boy."

Patroclus was waiting for that last moment, but then Megara called out, "Take him. Have him washed, collared, and bound. I will see him in my chambers."

Seeing no other choice, Patroclus drew his weapon.

At that moment, it felt like his wasn't the only blade that emerged from a scabbard. It sounded like 100 weapons were suddenly out and in the open, blades glistening in the afternoon light. Surprisingly, none of the aristocrats ran off. A few may have stepped back, giving the soldiers and guards more room, but they seemed equally intrigued, like they couldn't wait to see how this would play out.

Hoping he might avoid something really, really bad, Patroclus turned back to the Empress. His legs were spread slightly, and he had one arm down. He wished he had a shield, but this was supposed to be a diplomatic mission. "My lady, Empress of the Vandite Empire, I implore you to please let us leave. Yes, this is your land, but we were not aware of your ways. If we had been, we would have communicated differently. I apologize for our error, and our ignorance." As he spoke, his voice remained taut with frustration and something else. It wasn’t fear, not exactly.

Maybe it was simply seeing the young men all around the court. Those boys had been thoroughly subjugated; as far as they were concerned, they needed to be owned because that was the natural order.

Silently, Patroclus promised himself that he wouldn't ever be like them. No matter what these women did, he wouldn't yield, all of which meant his life could very easily end in the next few seconds or minutes. Even so, he didn't loosen his grip on his blade.

"Empress?" called out a new voice.

"Yes, Iliana?"

A woman with red hair tied back into a single braid strode forward. She was obviously a soldier by her breastplate. He saw the gold and bronze accents as she stepped forward, her boots clicking against the floor. She carried herself forward and stopped before assuming the relaxed stance of a fighter who could draw her blade at any moment. "With your permission, I will subdue this boy."

"If you subdue him, you can keep him," the Empress promised.

"Thank you," Iliana said in that moment before she drew her blade. Light played along the sword's keen edge, and the two fighters start to circle one another. At the same time, Patroclus knew he was at a disadvantage, if only because he had watch the rest of the throne room as well. Iliana could feel safe here, confident that none of her compatriots might leap forward, trip her, tackle, her, or even knock her weapon to the ground while Patroclus found himself completely surrounded.

"None of you have any honor," Patroclus growled. Perhaps those words were intended for everyone in the throne room, yet he kept his eyes locked on Iliana. She was gorgeous, with her red hair, her feline features, and her dark green eyes. Even so, he couldn't allow himself to notice any of that. Instead, he concentrated on her stance and the fluidity of her movements. They both wielded short, nimble blades.

This would be a hard fight, he could tell already.

"What makes you say that, boy?" Iliana asked, the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. Even though she was obviously focused on Patroclus and his capabilities, she was still enjoying herself.

"You intend to kidnap us," he said.

"No, no," she replied with a tittering giggle. Her eyes may have remained locked on him, but she looked forward to this clash of iron and steel. "We demanded a tribute, and you have obliged. Your King has sent two able-bodied boys to serve us as slaves."

"I am no one's slave!" Patroclus snarled as he rushed forward.

The tip of his blade leapt out, Iliana dodged to one side, and she slashed down a second later. This time, it was his turn to spin out of the way. A moment later, she tried to chop forward again. He raised his sword, and the weapons banged against one another. Patroclus could feel the force reverberate up through his fingers, into his wrist, and along the contours of his arm.

Determined to win, he raised his foot and kicked out. He caught Iliana in the stomach. Maybe he knocked some of the air from her lungs as she stumbled back.

"You're a fighter," she said.

"Is that an insult?" Patroclus demanded. Again, the two warriors began to circle one another. They were evaluating each other and waiting for the perfect opportunity.

What if Patroclus managed to defeat her? What if he managed to kill her? Would they be able to fight their way free?

Worry about that later, he thought frantically. At the same time, he wondered if maybe he would be able to cause enough of a distraction that the prince might be able to escape during the chaos. It was the best he could do.

"Now," she said. "If anything, it's a compliment, boy. Most of the males here are already thoroughly cowed and domesticated. Taming you and your friend will be so much fun for us. You will provide entertainment even as you serve as trophies."

"I am neither a slave nor a trophy," he growled back.

"Not yet," she answered.

Stepping forward, she jabbed out. No, it was a faint. She came in at the other side. She tried to punch out, to catch him in his shoulder or throat, thereby throwing him off balance. He retreated back at the last second. He almost lost his footing, especially because Iliana came at him hard and fast. Her braided ponytail bounced against her back as she raised her weapon and slashed down once, twice, three times. He parried each time. At the same time, Patroclus could sense the wall coming up behind him as he was forced to withdraw.

If he allowed her to corner him, she would have the advantage.

It was risky, but he wove to the left, pulling his shoulder back. He lifted his blade, blocked another strike, and then he channeled all of his strength. It was only a question of speed, nothing more. He brought his weapon up, and he started to step forward. Maybe her blade would come down and chop into his shoulder guard. If he was lucky, the reinforced leather would be able to hold back the sword's bite. If not, Patroclus knew this might be the end of his service to King Leonis.

This stratagem worked.

At that last instant, she knew she had to fall back. She stumbled away, desperate to avoid his weapon's piercing tip.

Pressing his advantage, Patroclus rushed forward. With a roar, he chopped down, only this time, she didn't retreat. She lifted her sword, blocking his attack. His weapon crashed down, and there was that clanging again. She held his sword upright as the two edges crashed against one another.

Maybe Patroclus was taller by a few inches, but that didn't give him the advantage, not here or now. Her eyes blazed up at his, and then she dropped down. She swept her foot out, she caught both of his legs at the back of his knees, and the world turned into a blur. He crumpled to the ground.

By the time his senses came back into focus, Patroclus found himself on his back with her boot pressed firmly against his sternum. She had her weapon aimed it down at his face. "Yield, slave," she ordered.

The two men were separated.

The Vandite soliders rushed over to Patroclus and grabbed him, picking him up, forcing him to his feet. They yanked his arms behind his back, and then they let the iron shackles encircle his wrists. They pushed down until those bands made it impossible for him to yank his arms to the left or right. A chain connected the shackles, and now Iliana stood in front of him.

She was inspecting her trophy, he could tell.

"You can't do this to me! I am the son of King Leonis!" Isaac shouted out to the Empress, her daughter, the soldiers, the slaves, and the servants. Back in his homeland, perhaps, he commanded respect of everyone he met. But at that moment, he had just lost his title and his crown; in this land, he would be nothing but a new toy for these women to play with.

Seconds later, the prince disappeared down another hallway. The beautiful, golden haired princess followed along with her retinue of guards. Apparently, she was going to have some fun with him in private.

"What was your rank, boy?" Iliana demanded as she stood in front of him and peered into his battle hardened expression.

Patroclus had known that this was always a possibility. Then again, he had always imagined getting captured would mean death, not whatever this young woman had in mind. What did she want from him?

Slavery.

"I will not yield," he said.

"It was a simple question," Iliana taunted him. "Tell me that you boys are not so barbaric and that you don't have any ranks at all? But then, I've seen men fight. A few of you might have learned to use shields, but many more love just rushing forward with a sword in hand. You hack at everything that moves. Tell me, how can you even tell friend from foe or is that irrelevant?"

"I will not yield," he promised again.

She lifted her blade up and pressed the flash of the steel implement against his cheek. She scratched his skin without drawing blood as she drew it down toward his jaw.

"Your rank?"

"Lokhagos," he answered.

"A captain," she replied. "A leader of hoplites?"

He stared straight ahead and refused to answer even as the courtiers and royals chuckled around him. As far as they were concerned, he was nothing more than a wild beast, a captured animal, a fascinating specimen from a faraway land.

"I understand," Iliana said. "You really believe that this act of defiance will mean something. You believe it will change something." She turned and started to walk away. After only one step, she spun back, and her blade cut across the air before slashing the straps on his armor. "Strip him, collar him, and gag him," she commanded.

Her soldiers obeyed, ripping off his armor along with every shred of clothing he had worn beneath those leather plates. Soon, he was naked, his muscles and battle scars all on display. She turned back and faced him again. She watched as her warriors slid a metal collar around his neck.

At first, he refused to cooperate when one of the young women tried to push a leather bit into his mouth as though he were nothing but a horse. When he didn't cooperate, she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his exposed cock. For just a moment, surprise caught him unaware, and his lips parted. She took the opportunity and gagged him as she followed her commander's order.

"Bring him to my chambers," Iliana said right away. Then, after a moment's consideration, she amended her orders, "Actually, take him for a walk around this chamber. Show him off to every woman here. Let those who serve the Empress see what happens to our enemies."

They yanked on his leash, and he was forced forward.

Naked but proud, collared and gagged, humiliated and defeated all at the same time, Patroclus tried not to make eye contact with any of these women. At the same time, he could still hear their whispers back and forth.

"These men really are fascinating creatures."

"My brother once tried to defy my older sister. She spanked him until he was crying and begging for mercy."

"How long do you think it's going to take before Iliana has him on his knees?"

"I wish I could find a wildly like this one."

"I imagine the huntresses are going to get a lot of business after this."

"There are always the wild ones from the conquered territories."

"I understand that the Empress is tired of allowing these male dominions to exist. Maybe she'll conquer all of them."

Patroclus listened to all of it. He bit down into the leather gag in his mouth. He tried to spit it out. He tried to break the shackles. He knew he couldn't escape; he wasn't naïve, and he wouldn't embrace ridiculous fantasies, but perhaps he could for just a few seconds. If he could break free, he could strike back. He could show these women that they had only defeated him because he was outnumbered and surrounded.

At the same time, he wanted to tell them, You don't understand who you anger. King Leonis a powerful warrior, and he will send his armies here. He will crush you and your petty achievements beneath his boots. You women will be tamed and enslaved.

Finally, Iliana stepped in front of him. He had been paraded in front of all of these women. A few of them had reached out to graze their fingertips along his biceps or taken the opportunity to slap his taut rear. Now his conqueror turned back to the Empress, bowed, and asked, "My lady, may I begin his training?"

The Empress agreed with a vindictive smile.

The guards held him by his arms even as Iliana escorted him forward. Every few steps, she tugged on his leash, making it hard for him to maintain his balance. Each time, she glanced over her shoulder for just a moment with this half-hidden smirk on her face. Yes, she was toying with him; yes, she was playing with him. Even so, there was nothing he could do about it.

He had to bide his time, he thought to himself. Inevitably, she would make a mistake, and he would get his opportunity. He didn't know what it would look like but it might happen so he refused to allow despair to consume him.

But even as he walked forward, collared and trapped on a lead like any domesticated animal, Patroclus considered a different problem. He had never been trained to fight women; had never considered it a possibility. Had this been some grand error spread out among every known kingdom? Have women always enjoyed this kind of potential?

No, he told himself. That couldn't be it.

His escorts shoved him into another room and he fell forward. Iliana still held onto his leash, but he dropped to his knees.

At first, he lifted his head and looked around. He saw her bedchamber, a large hearth, and several small statues. These chambers were quite impressive; they may have been even larger than what King Leonis enjoyed in his palace...

"Hold him down," Iliana said as she opened a small dresser. She pulled the drawer open and removed several leaves. She crushed them within the palm of her hand before walking over to him.

Kneeling before her, he glared upward. She held her hand in front of his nostrils, and he breathed in. Right away, there was the strange tingling at the back of his throat. He tried to hold his breath. He attempted to turn his head to the left or the right, but the soldiers held him. Now they forced his face forward. He rubbed his nose against the palm of her hand like some eager mutt, desperate for her affection. At the same time, he inhaled again, and fresh tingling ran through his body. What was it? What was happening to him?

"Remove his shackles."

"Are you sure, my lady?" asked one of her warriors.

"The leaves will do their work," Iliana replied.

Yes, they obeyed their mistress and removed his shackles, but he still had the humiliating, metal band around his neck. When he swallowed, he could feel the tension right there. There was the weight of this mark. This could have been his moment, but Patroclus decided to bide his time, just a little while longer.

Sure enough, she next said precisely what he had hoped to hear, "Leave us. I wish to have some fun with my new toy."

The guards obeyed. They slapped their fists against their shoulders and quickly departed.

The moment the door closed behind them, Patroclus seized his opportunity.

If she honestly believed he had been cowed or broken by one loss, then she had no idea who she was dealing with. These women were out in the Western forests; they didn't encounter true enemies. They couldn't comprehend just how dangerous the world could be. Women were born to be wives and daughters, not leaders or warriors.

That singular thought guided him as he jumped forward and tried to tackle her. If he could get her down on her back, she would be powerless before him. He didn't care about the collar or the gag.

When he jumped up, he pushed her back for just a moment, only then she had him. She moved faster than he could have imagined, grabbing his wrists and pushing them forward. Right away, Patroclus desperately tried to stay up on his feet, but he failed completely. She knocked him down onto the floor. He hit the smooth, cool tiles hard. Then she straddled him, and she pinned him, locking him beneath her with hardly any effort.

"Cute," she said.

He grunted into his gag.

"How? How am I stronger than you? Is that what you're wondering?" She chuckled and looked right down into his eyes. Not only that, she grabbed his wrists and crossed them over his head. He didn't think this could possibly work; there was no way she could hold him down one-handed. But that was exactly what she did! She crossed his wrists and locked them over his head without the help of shackles, chains, or even rope. Somehow, this woman was strong enough to keep him trapped there on the floor beneath her in between her legs.

"Foolish boy," she said. "Do you know why we rule here? You boys are angry, brash, aggressive, and shortsighted. You didn't take a few minutes to figure out what was going on. You didn't ask yourself what those leaves did to you either."

The leaves…The tingling...

"That's right," Iliana explained. "They're going to make you weaker for quite some time. Every few days, I will give you another dose. Every few days, I will make sure that you are weaker than me. This way, I will be both smarter and stronger than you." She grinned down at him even as he tried to jerk his arms away from her.

He was a formidable fighter, he knew. He could throw boulders, run long distances, and swim across mighty lakes. Despite all of this, one young woman kept him locked down there on the floor. He couldn't roll out from beneath her, nor could he tear his limbs from her grip.

"Poor boy. You're getting really frustrated, aren't you? Don't worry. There are other ways for you to be controlled. For example, this can serve as another kind of leash, don't you think?"

As he glared up at her, Patroclus could hardly hear anything she said even as her hand slid down along the length of his body. Within moments, her fingers were gliding along his scrotum and up to the base of his shaft. Then she wrapped her fingers around his cock. Her hands were surprisingly soft. She may have been a skilled fighter, but she knew how to be tender; she knew how to touch him, and how to trigger something deep and primal within his chest.

His cock stiffened. Turgid arousal ran through his body, as his shaft hardened. Eager need gripped him, and he kept kicking out, pulling and twisting, but she had him. With one arm, locking his wrists down, she stroked him and played with his body.

"I'm going to show you just how powerless you are, Patroclus. You know, I'm thinking that maybe I should rename you. What would be an appropriate name for my new slave?" As she spoke, she continued to touch him, gliding her hand up and down along his shaft. Despite all of his best efforts, he couldn't break free. He couldn't stop this girl from stimulating him. While sensations played along his nerves, drilling through his defenses and forcing some part of him to enjoy this. After all, these were natural urges; she toyed with his essential being as a man, which gave her every advantage.

"Look at you, still trying to fight. If I didn't know any better, I would think you were trying to fly. Is that what you're trying to do? You wish you could fly away from this palace and return to your barbaric territory?" She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. But then she seemed to realize something. "From now on, you will be my bound Pegasus. That's your new name, boy. I hope you like it because you're not getting another one."

As she spoke, she continued to rub him, sliding her hand up and down. Now she tightened her grip, and she triggered something powerful and irresistible within him. His shaft started throbbing, and he could feel that orgasm explode through his body. From one desperate heartbeat to the next, pleasure raged through his body. He tried to shake his head, to argue, to show this woman that he wouldn't be controlled or tamed so easily.

Despite every single one of his efforts, he stayed exactly where she wanted him. She kept him down, and now she forced some part of him to enjoy this. He arched his back and growled through his gag.

But then it was done. He felt spent and exhausted.

"Very good," she said.

Energetic and excited by the prospect of taming this man, Iliana jumped up onto her feet, and she left him there. He wasn't shackled, but he closed his eyes. Tentatively, he rolled over and got up onto his hands and knees.

Only seconds later, however, she pushed him down onto his back again. With one hand on his neck, she trapped him. Then she reached over for the pot she had retrieved, and now she drew a damp cloth from it. She wiped him down and cleaned him off.

"Aren't you a lucky pet? You have me as an owner. You have me as an owner, Pegasus."

"That's not my name! I'm a captain in the King's Guard, and I will serve him until my dying breath!" He tried so hard to push those coherent words out onto the air, but the gag made it impossible.

Amused, Iliana looked down at her newly christened Pegasus. "Don't worry," she said. "I'm sure I will learn to ride you." That's when she jumped up onto her feet, and she grabbed his leash. She pulled on those delicate, metal links, and she walked right over to a rounded hook and lock built into the wall. She attached his leash, and then she turned back to him.

"Of course, this isn't enough. I think you're going to need a chastity belt." She turned and strolled away.

A chastity belt?

Of course, Patroclus was familiar with the concept; many of the soldiers didn't trust to their wives or daughters while they were off fighting in the King's wars. As such, clever contraptions built of leather and metal needed to be used to ensure that these women could protect their virtue.

But now he watched as Iliana came back, and he saw the chastity belt. It came with a small container for his cock and balls. There was a tube, different strips of leather, metal bands, and three separate locks.

Immediately, he glanced over at the door. He wished he could simply dart away, yet he still felt the collar and leash. Not only that, the strange botanicals running through his blood would make it impossible for him to overpower her.

"Just relax, Pegasus," she said to him. "This is good for you. It is who you are. This is what you need."

In the next moment, she rushed forward. He tried to track her movements, to block Iliana and shove her away. It didn't work. She looped the belt around his waist, she slid his cock into the tube, and then there was that separate cage for his balls. Within seconds, he heard the locks click into place, one, another, and a third. Just like that, he realized he wouldn't be able to fight back.

She was faster and stronger; she was his superior.

Immediately, Patroclus tried to banish that thought. Maybe she had tricked him, but he would still find an opportunity. He had to believe it.

"You look lovely, my dear boy," she said, reaching up and stroking his cheek with her fingertips. Then she smiled and cocked her head to the side. "For now, I can tell that you are quite upset. You don't want to believe that this is happening, do you?"

His eyes blazed as he glowered at her.

His fingers flexed, and he made a pair of fists, but he already knew what would happen if he attempted to throw a punch. Inevitably, she would grab his wrist and twist his arm behind his back. "Relax here," she said. "Get used to your new accommodations. As my slave, you will learn to serve me in time. But for now, I understand that this is a difficult transition for you. You woke up this morning without knowing who you were always meant to be. Before, you probably saw yourself is a great warrior when you were always destined to be my plaything." She made it sound utterly inevitable, like there couldn't be any other possibility.

"I'll be back later, and I will bring some food with me. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

Obviously, her gagged boy didn't answer, so she spun around and sauntered off.

The moment she left, the captured warrior grabbed onto the chain, and he tried to yank it free from the wall. His muscles strained, but his best attempts had no effect. Eventually, he dropped back down onto his knees again. At the same time, he contemplated what she had accomplished.

With the frustration gnawing at his patience, he wondered if maybe he could remove the gag. At first, he expected to find another lock or something. Instead, his fingers slipped up toward the clasp, and he pulled it free. All at once, the leather bit fell from his mouth.

So what?

If he expected a moment of triumph, it was dashed before it could begin since she had clearly left him here with the expectation that he would be able to speak.

But so what? It didn't change anything.

Within just a few minutes, an odd mixture of fury and boredom started to simmer in his stomach. Maybe he was hungry, but he didn't care about that. Instead, he ached for escape. Two or three more times, he climbed onto his feet, grabbed the leash, and tried to tear it off of the hook. But without a key, he wouldn't be able to get free. That was one inevitable truth that he had to acknowledge despite the anger racing along his arms and legs.

He couldn't move.

Perhaps there were a couple of exercises he could try. He might punch or kick the air, but what would that accomplish?

Nothing.

So instead, he pushed his back against the wall, and he slid back down. Naked, he had to wait like a dog for his owner.

How much time went by? A couple of hours? Maybe more? Maybe less?

Either way, the door finally opened, and a young girl with black hair came into the room. She opened one of the dressers and began gathering up the clothing inside.

"You," Patroclus said as he jumped to his feet. "You have to get this thing off of me."

The girl glanced back at him, and she had these bright blue eyes. She was beautiful, and she probably would have been married off quite quickly back home, but this was a different land.

"Please, if you help me, I can make sure that you are rewarded. I can take you with us."

At first, the girl looked slightly amused. When she heard that second part, she burst out laughing. "Go back to live with the barbarians? If I wanted to be filthy and disgusted it all the time, I would go live with the pigs!" She giggled some more and quickly left the room, closing the door behind her.

His fingers tensed, and he wondered if he should have tried something else.

Although Patroclus tried to come up with a plan, some way to deceive the next woman who came in here, the door opened again, but it wasn't some naïve girl. Instead, it was the warrior who had defeated and captured him. Iliana strode up to him, and she considered him.

"You took out your gag," she said. "That must mean your eager to use your mouth. But first, are you hungry?" That's when he realized she had her hand held behind her back.

She stood just a few feet away, perhaps a couple of inches beyond the reach of his leash. Now she held out her hand, her palm up, and he saw a torn loaf of bread. His stomach grumbled, and he obviously wanted it.

"If you would like me to feed you, you will do some tricks for me, Pegasus."

Immediately, he crossed his arms over his chest. He stared at her and answered with one defiant declaration, "Never."

"Are you sure about that, Pegasus?"

"That's not my name!" the enslaved warrior growled back at her.

"Never is a very long time," she said, continuing her point from before. Besides, aren't you nurturing fantasies of escape? You can't do that unless you keep up your strength. So unless you are willing to starve yourself and become even weaker, you will yield to me." As she finished her point, she tore off a piece of bread and tossed the crispy, golden crust into her mouth. She chewed and swallowed it slowly.

By most a known measures, he seemed completely unaffected. With the stoic detachment one of the philosophers would have been proud to call his own, Patroclus kept his eyes locked on some random point in the middle distance. He pretended not even to notice, yet Iliana had no problem reading him.

"Such a stubborn boy. But you know, I have a question for you. What is your one goal right now? What is most important to you?" When he refused to respond, she answered the question herself. "Obviously, you think it is your freedom. In the end, you will learn there is nothing more important than obedience to your owner, but for now, we can go with your misguided delusion."

His eyes narrowed, and he stared back at her. Again, he tried to pretend that this had no effect on him; she was just a woman. And even if he was chained to the wall, it didn't matter.

"So think about this logically," she continued to taunt him, "If escape is your primary goal, then what you need to do?" As she spoke, she tore off another piece of bread." Iliana cocked her head to one side. "To put it another way, how long will it take before you start to feel weak? Right now, you've already lost so much strength. One of our adolescent recruits could probably wrestle you to the ground right now."

With his lips sealed into a tight line, he still said nothing, yet he couldn't ignore her, either. Worse, Patroclus had to endure that image flashing through his head; he could be out on a training field, but he wouldn't be surrounded by the young, brash boys from his own country. Instead, there would be these girls with their blonde and red hair tied back and braided. He envisioned himself circling with one of them, only she would pounce forward, knocking him down onto his back. She would straddle him, pinning him, trapping him. He would look up at her youthful features, and she would hold down, keeping him trapped and powerless.

"Fine," he snarled.

"Open your mouth," she commanded.

His eyes narrowed again.

He had already taken one step in this direction because she was correct. Although he hated to admit it, he needed to maintain his strength. He had to stay strong; he had to be ready to fight at any moment. That's why he opened his mouth, and she tore off another small piece of bread. She tossed it through the air, and it bounced against his upper lip before hitting the floor.

"Go on. Grab it."

"I'm not eating off of the floor like a dog," he shot back.

"Not yet, you're not," she agreed cheerfully.

Wait, what did that mean?

Patroclus decided not to think about it. Instead, he glanced down at the floor. The tiles were clean; the bread was fine. And yet, was he really going to do this?

Yes. Everything she said before still made sense, so he snatched up that piece of bread, and he quickly pushed it into his mouth. He chewed and swallowed within the span of just three or four seconds. "Very good," she said. "You see, it's easy to cooperate with your owner."

"You're not my owner," he snarled.

"Yes, I am. Before I'm done with you, you will be completely broken. You will be utterly tamed."

"Never," he said.

That's when she tore off another piece of bread and tossed it at him. This time, it hit his right cheek before bouncing against his knee and rolling off to the side.

Although the bread sat right there, he still hesitated until she motioned for him to go grab it. "Go on. You know you want to. You’re hungry boy, and you want to maintain your strength for me, don't you?"

"I'm not doing this for you," he said as his hand shot out. He grabbed that little shred of food, and he pulled it up to his mouth. Again, there was that jagged, scraping sense of humiliation. He hated it, especially because he was supposed to be a noble warrior decked out in his finest tunic, his armor, his boots and bracers. He yearned to slide a helmet over his head and to feel the weight of his blade in his hand.

"You are doing this for me," she said. "But you're a boy, which means you’re too foolish to admit it. But don't worry. Boys can be taught. They can learn so much, especially once the leaves take their effect." His brows creased as he stared at her.

This time, he rose to his feet, and he demanded, "What are you talking about?" Despite the chastity belt around his waist and the collar locked onto his neck, Patroclus glared at her with all of the might and fury he could summon.

And yet, he couldn't intimidate her. He couldn't scare her. She was a fine warrior in her own right, and she knew that he was bound like some trapped animal. Perhaps a wolf, out in the wild, might be intimidating, but this canine had been captured, and now she pointed to the floor. "Get on your knees. This time, you're not allowed to use your hands." She tossed another piece of bread at him. It glanced off of his chest and hit the floor just a few inches away from the tips of his toes.

"No," he stated.

At this point, he crossed his arms over his chest. Perhaps she had a point before; he needed to keep up his strength, but he wasn't going to play her game. Even if she decided to stave him, he knew he would rely on his gods-given strength. "I won't do it," he told her, his tone sharp and strong.

That's when she strode forward. His eyes flashed wider for just a moment, and he hated to admit it, even to himself, but there was this burst of fear deep within his chest. Despite that dread, he braced himself, lifted his fists, and he was ready to throw a punch.

But with those strange, exotic drugs running through his system, he couldn't keep up with her. At his best, he had managed to hold her off for a few seconds, maybe a couple of minutes. But now Iliana grabbed him, and she shoved him up against the wall. Not only that, she grabbed her boy's arms and brought them up to a pair of shackles built into the stone.

He hadn't noticed them before, but now she encircled his wrists with the shining, bronze manacles.

"When you disobey your owner, you get punished. But don't worry. A little bit of pain will help the drugs."

"You're a witch! You’re nothing but a witch!"

"Tell yourself what if you like, sweet Pegasus, but don't forget the truth. Before any of this happened, I defeated you. You weren't drunk. You were simply outmatched by a woman who is your superior."

The worst part? She spoke the truth.

"Remember, I didn't need to shackle you to this wall. I could have just held you in place. I only put these manacles on your wrists to make it easier when I play with you."

"What, what are you talking about?"

She dropped her hand to his backside. She brushed her fingers along the contours of his ass. Then she slid one finger up along his opening. She just barely touched him, yet he felt his cock twitch inside of his chastity cage. "You can call me a witch if you want, but the only magic I wielded here is the truth. Face it. We understand the herbs of the world, the weather, the tactics on the battlefield, and the cleverness necessary to rule. This is why we will conquer each and every one of you. And guess what? You are a lucky boy because you could be one of the first. More importantly, you get to be mine."

"I will never be your slave!" Patroclus roared as he jerked against his bonds. Only then she drew her hand back, and she slapped his posterior. Her hand flew down in a streak of motion right before her palm crashed against his naked, unprotected flesh.

Just as he registered what was happening, he wanted to burst out laughing. A spanking? Really? What? Did she believed him to be some newborn babe, a small child who would fear his parent's wrath? Before those thoughts could finish forming, the pain flashed along his skin. "What? I didn't tell you? Those herbs don't just weaken you; they make you far, far more sensitive."

It was true!

The pain burned through his body, shooting along his nerves and deep into his center. She spanked him again, striking hard and fast. He snarled, pressed his forehead to the cool stones, and he attempted to break free, all while knowing it was completely and utterly futile.

"How many more times, do I have to spank you before you agree to cooperate? Three? Four or five? Six or seven?" She playfully asked. At the same time, she slid her fingertips down along his backside. Again, she was caressing him. The soft, tantalizing strokes of her fingertips along his reddened flesh made him bite down as hard as he could.

Again and again, he promised himself that he would not yield to this woman. He would not surrender to her. Unless some supernatural being appeared right then and there, he told himself he was in control of his destiny. He determined his own fate!

And yet, the sensations wore down his strength. More and more, he could feel himself yearn to yield to her authority. There were those logical bots. She was stronger; she was a better fighter. She had already captured him, and there was that collar around his neck. These were the truths of his situation. Pretending otherwise changed nothing…

She struck his right butt cheek, then his left. She alternated hands. Sometimes, she gave him a few seconds between each slap. At other points, she came hard and fast, bring her palm down again and again.

"I yield!"

His lips were pulled back, his teeth tightened together, and so he could feel the cool air against his tongue and all the way to the back of his neck. His whole body felt inflamed, but now she opened the shackles, and she grabbed him by his leash. She turned him around, and then she pushed him to his knees. "Kiss my boots," she commanded.

He obeyed.

Without thinking, he dropped his head down toward her boots, and he started to nuzzle them. He kissed them, acknowledging her authority.

"Good boy," she said. "But you know, I don't think you're fully fed, not yet." She strolled away, and he was actually tempted to crawl after her.

Crawl?

I need to find some way to fight back. I cannot allow her to break my will, he told himself. At the same time, he thought of his early days on the practice fields when he was surrounded by men who were older and stronger. Back then, before he could even grow a full beard, Patroclus had tried so hard and failed so often. He hadn't memorized the stances yet; he hadn't developed the muscle memory or those instinctive tactics needed to survive a duel. Back then, he had channeled the best of his willpower to continue. Even after seemingly endless defeats, he had persisted.

And now, he had to do the same.

She grabbed her loaf of bread, and then she pulled off another piece. She tossed it down onto the floor. It landed a few inches away from him.

"Get down on all fours and eat it," she said. "This time, you don't get to use your hands." The instructions were clear, and he could technically obey her commands, but he resisted.

"Do I need to push you back up against that wall, boy?"

"No!" Patroclus called out. But why? Why had he spoken so fast? Why couldn't he seem to control himself?

"You can feel it, can't you?" That's when she pointed down to that piece of bread. "You know what you need to do. Obey me, boy. You want to be a good slave. You want to be an obedient trophy and loyal pet."

He peered up at her for several long seconds. At the same time, he waited, desperate and frightened. He tried to bury those emotions underneath his training, and many skills. But whether he liked it or not, he could feel something shift deep within his psyche. It was like this woman had enchanted him.

The herbs…

Did they do more than weaken him?

No.

He didn't want to believe it.

"Do you need another spanking?" Iliana asked. She leaned forward, just a little bit, and now she rested her palms on her knees. At the same time, her eyes crinkled with amusement as she studied him.

His nostrils twitched, and he found himself crawling toward that piece of bread. "That's right," she coaxed. "You want to cooperate. You want to be a good boy. That's right, Pegasus. Show me where you belong. Show me what you can do."

He dipped his head down, and he snatched up that piece of bread between his teeth. He chewed and swallowed, gulping it down.

When she strode up to him, he braced himself. No, he wouldn't try to attack her, but what did she have in mind? Was she going to slap him across the face or drop her hand down to his neck and squeeze, cutting off his air supply?

Instead, she crouched down. She still seemed taller with her knees bent, but she brushed her fingers along the top of his head, down to his neck, and along his shoulders. Her tender contact sent shivers of desire running through his body.

"If you can perform a couple of tricks, maybe I can use you. Would you like that? Would you like to be used? Would you like to pleasure me?" Iliana asked, her voice little more than a husky whisper as she breathed those words into his ear.

"Yes…" Again, he spoke without thinking. That single word was stretched out as it fell from his mouth.

She grabbed her loaf, and now she tore off another piece. "Sit up straight. Hands behind your back. Lift your nose. Look at the ceiling."

He didn't understand what was going on, not at first, yet he assumed that requisite position. As he obeyed her, it felt right. It felt natural and easy.

Why?

Patroclus didn't get the chance to answer that question because she tore off another piece of bread, and she carefully placed it on the tip of his nose once he had assumed the required position. Then, all at once, he understood what was happening. Although he had never owned a dog himself, he remembered some of the girls from his village playing with her puppies. This was one of the tricks they enjoyed as they proved their superiority and skill when it came to training and domesticating these beasts.

He kept his chin raised up, and his nose pointed toward the ceiling. He could feel that piece of bread right there.

"Stay," Iliana commanded.

No! He wasn't going to do it!

Despite those impulses raging through his chest, he couldn't bring himself to defy her. Maybe it had been the spanking. Maybe it was the herbs. Maybe it was something else altogether, but she smiled down at him.

She was beautiful, he thought. There was something about the bright red shine of her hair, the way she smiled, or how she towered over him. She was exquisite, like a goddess, and yet she carried herself with the easy grace of a warrior. And she was a warrior who had defeated him.

"Think about where you are right now. Think about how you are behaving. This is who you are meant to be, Pegasus."

That wasn't his name…

Only this time, that thought wasn't angry, brash, or barbed. On the contrary, he could barely hear that thought as she continued, "You want to obey me. You want to surrender to me. You are just like the other men here. Maybe you will have an outburst from time to time, and that's when you will end up shackled to that wall in my room. I will own you. I will use you. And when I do, you're going to be so grateful for the opportunity to serve me. What are you?"

"I'm a captured soldier."

"Try again," she said as she watched him. He continued to demonstrate his perfect obedience by keeping his head up. That little piece of bread was right there. Even if he wanted it, he didn't dare take it. Instead, he resisted temptation because loyalty to his owner was more important...even if he couldn't admit it.

He didn't know what to make of any of this, not until she said, "Okay. Now open your mouth." She plucked that little piece of bread away from the tip of his nose, and then she held it up in front of his mouth. "You want to eat this because you want to please me."

He did.

He hated how this could be true.

"I want you to understand something," she said. "It wasn't the herbs. It was never the herbs." Then she slid that piece of bread between his lips, he chewed it, and swallowed. Her eyes crinkled with amusement, and then she shoved him down onto his back. It all happened so fast. She lifted up the hem of her skirt, and she straddled his head. He didn't understand what was going on. "Lick me," she commanded. "Service me."

"But, but you could play with me."

"Oh? You want me to ride you. Is that it? Do you want me to claim you?"

Yes!

"Perhaps," she said.

Perhaps?

In a moment, it felt like he could hardly comprehend that word, but now she pushed her crevice down against his lips. Again and again, he searched for the willpower to resist, the strength to defy her. He thought through the ancient stories, those oral traditions about heroes who stood up against unimaginably powerful beasts and the gods themselves. And yet, this woman was something he had never expected or anticipated. She overwhelmed him, and so he yielded. He broke against the power of her authority. He licked, gliding his tongue up and down along her opening. He worshiped her.

At the same time, he couldn't help but think of his fellow soldiers and how they had laughed at this idea. Sure, they expected their wives to service them. Those men chuckled and laughed about how a woman's place was down on her knees. Except now Patroclus found himself on his back, trapped. He wished he could try to push her away, but he licked her instead, servicing her.

He could feel the edges of her tunic against his cheeks. He tasted her excitement, and he knew she savored this. She basked in her triumph because he had been captured.

When he envisioned war, he had always believed himself to be one of the conquerors, a man with a bloody sword and a dented shield who could march victoriously down the central boulevard of some conquered city-state. But no, he was the reward; he was the booty who had been conquered, and now he couldn't get away.

He was supposed to be the prince's guardian. Instead, he had become a gift; he had become tribute…

She has me. She has me, and she is my superior. That's why I'm servicing her. She's only had me for a short time, but I'm collared, performing tricks for her. Will I be here days or weeks? Where will I be in months or years? He would be her trophy, her loyal pet.

"Yes. That's right," she said. "Service me. Use your mouth. This is where you belong, on your back below your superior. I own you, Pegasus. You don't get to fly wild any longer. You get to be ridden by me. You get to be owned by me!" She called out those words, one after another, each syllable tinged with laughter as she savored that pleasure.

Wild ecstasy surged through her body. She tensed, and that's when he felt her orgasm. His cock twitched in the confines of its cage, but he couldn't enjoy an erection or an orgasm. He couldn't even come close…

Finally, she pulled away. She looked down at him, and then she chuckled before patting him on the head. "There is my good boy. There is my obedient Pegasus."

The women dragged him down the hallway; they opened the door and pushed him inside.

Bracing himself, Prince Isaac wished he had a weapon. He wanted to fight back, to run one of these brash, arrogant women through the gut. Maybe that would show the others; maybe that would get them to fall in line. After all, didn't they recognize a royal when they saw one?

When he saw the Princess's suite, he had no idea what to make of it. It wasn't just the view of the city, the forests, or the hills off in the distance. No, he also saw the gold framed paintings, those scrolls and books, the bed and those fine silks. He hated to admit it, yet he knew the truth. This expansive, luxurious space probably cost two or three times more than King Leonis possessed in his entire treasury.

As he stumbled forward, he tried not to be impressed.

Nearly, he failed.

Princess Megara strode into the room after the guards. The other women had released him, but that was only a momentary respite. He didn't get the chance to enjoy his freedom.

"Strip," she said. "I wish to inspect my new plaything." She sounded so haughty, so arrogant and confident, like she understood that he really was nothing but a piece of property.

The soldiers still encircled him; they could pounce on him at any moment, but they were waiting. Their princess would make it clear when she grew impatient.

Leaning forward slightly, he glared at them. "Unless you release the right now, they're going to be severe consequences."

"I'm bored now," Princess Megara said.

The guards understood precisely what that meant. They kicked his feet out from beneath him, dropping him to his knees. From there, they drew their blades, and they stripped him. Even if his fine tunic was dirty from travel, it still cost more than what the average peasant might see in a lifetime. Still, these women shredded it. They stripped him, removing his boots, taking away his bracelets, and leaving him with nothing.

"Would you like him in a chastity belt?"

Princess Megara looked down at the boy. "What do you think? Are you going to be unable to control yourself?" Then she chuckled, "What am I saying? You're a boy. Of course, you won't be able to control yourself. Bathe him, and then lock him in chastity. Oh, don't forget the collar."

That's when they dragged him out of that central room and down another smaller hallway. When he saw the bath in the next space, he didn't know what to think.

The women were holding onto his arms. Another had one hand braced against the back of his neck. He tried to break free and pull away from them, but he was outnumbered. More importantly, these were well trained warriors. Prince Isaac may have practiced a lot with his tutors, but this was completely different. They dragged him forward to the bath and shoved him forward. He felt down, expecting the water to be icy cold.

Instead, it was warm. It almost felt good.

Refusing to appear impressed, he started to stand. The guards waded into the tiled tub, and they grabbed bars of soap. They started to wash him. He felt like an animal. Worse, they positioned him. They cleaned him underneath his arms, between his legs, and down along his limbs. When one of the soldiers washed his cock, his body responded. She wasn't especially gentle, yet it hardly mattered. These were beautiful women with golden blonde hair or vibrant, fiery red tresses. If any of them had been captured as slaves in his homeland, he knew they would have fetched an impressive price.

Every few seconds, he tried to jerk away.

The women hardly noticed.

They washed him. They rinsed him. Then they dragged him back out. With the droplets trickling down his naked body, they forced him to his knees.

"Don't you feel better?" Princess Megara asked her captive. "Now, shackle him to my wall. Before we put him in the cage, I want him to experience true helplessness." She directed her attention to her enslaved prince, "I understand delusions rule in your kingdom, but we embrace the truth here. Males are the weaker sex. They are weaker, but they can be tamed. Would you like to become my boy?"

"I don't know what you think you're doing, but you're never going to get away with this. My father will come with a mighty army!"

"Unless, of course, your father gets captured by our slaves."

"What are you talking about?"

"The Trividians," she said, her eyes twinkling.

"They're your..." he started to say. As his voice drifted off, Prince Isaac tried again. "No. No, that's not possible!"

He intended to say more, only her hand drifted down to his naked cock and balls. She cupped his scrotum in the palm of her hand, and he froze. Then the pad of her thumb reached up, and she started to play with the base of his shaft. His member stiffened instantly.

"Don't worry your pretty little head about politics," she said. "Right now, this is all you need to think about."

Then she took her hand away, and there was this flash of disappointment. Judging by the way, the other women chuckled, it was obvious they could see the truth. They knew what he wanted, especially with his shaft erect. Perhaps he had been able to lie adroitly when it came to matters of politics, but his body betrayed him. His shaft made it clear to Princess Megara and her compatriots exactly what he craved.

Worse, she had provoked those desires within him. She knew how to touch him, how to manipulate and tease him. She could coax those urges to the surface of his psyche. Whether he liked it or not.

The women grabbed him and shoved him against the wall. They spread his legs and encircled metal bands around his ankles. Then they lifted his arms. They did the same for his wrists. Soon, he was chained in place, facing forward, his erection on display, his naked body still damp after getting cleaned.

"Very nice," Princess Megara said as she stepped to his left, then his right. Casually, she reached out, and she brushed her fingers along his naked flank. She touched his right side, then his left. At the same time, Prince Isaac looked down and dropped his chin to his chest. He closed his eyes, and he tried to pretend that he wasn't being watched by all of these women, that there wasn’t this princess and her warriors in front of him.

"You know, you could try to impress me," she said. "Maybe if you can break free from these restraints, you will prove yourself. You have noble blood running to your veins, don't you? Such a feat should be easy for the son of King Leonis."

She was mocking him; with every syllable, it became obvious and undeniable, yet he still snapped his head up. "And what would my reward be?"

"How about this? I will give you your freedom. If you can break free from your shackles."

He turned his head to the left, to the right. He studied the glistening metal now encircling his wrists. Halfheartedly, he had already tried to break free, but now he stared back at her. He had no idea why. He said this; maybe it was just the brazen ego of a spoiled rich boy, but he demanded more, "If I break free, you have to give me my freedom, and I get to bring you back to my land as a slave."

"Oh?" Surprisingly, she sounded intrigued. "And what kind of slave would I be?"

"You would be my sex slave," he snarled.

"Is that what you want, boy?" She shifted closer, and she brushed her fingers down his sides. She brought both of her hands up between his legs. Although he kept his eyes locked on her, he couldn't deny the power of that stimulation as she teased him. With her left hand, she stroked his cock, gliding her fingers up and down his shaft. She toyed with it before squeezing gently at his base. With her other hand, she caressed and massaged that spot just behind his balls. Hot desperation coursed through him. At any moment, he could have lost control, but Prince Isaac understood how that would make him look, so he fought back those urges.

"Would you like to see me on my knees? Would you like me to massage your feet or your back? Maybe you would like to see me naked with just a collar around my neck?" She grinned and glanced over at her compatriots. One of them stepped forward, and she handed the Princess a metal collar with a single hinge.

"I'm not going to let you get away with this," he tried to say again.

"Beg for release," she said. "Or you want to fight? Is that it?"

She still used one hand between his legs. He tried to fight it, but now he opened his eyes, and he channeled that desperation into his arms and legs. He fought so hard to throw himself forward, to break free from the restraints. As he yanked and twisted, he could feel the small indentations against his wrists. He battled with everything he possessed, but he wasn't some ancient hero; he couldn't be a legendary warrior either.

"You can't break free, can you? I guess that means you don’t want me as your sex slave. Does that mean you want to be my sex slave instead?"

He snarled and tried to pull himself forward again, but the restraints held him against the wall. That's when she slipped the collar around his neck. She locked it in place and pulled the key free. Then she held it up right in front of his face. He snarled, and then she said, "I can make you beg, boy."

"Never," he promised.

"It's so cute when they fight," Princess Megara said. As a royal, she must've owned many different males. Of course, none of them had his former rank; that would always make him special.

She grinned wickedly, and then she started touching him again. She moved her hand quickly up and down along the length of his cock.

He was close, so incredibly close.

For a few seconds, perhaps an entire minute, he stopped thinking about his dignity. Honor and glory suddenly became irrelevant to this young man. Instead, he was just a stimulated male. He could have been a boy from any age as she taunted him and tormented him. The pleasure simmered just beneath the surface of his skin. It could explode at any moment!

And yet, she kept touching him. She brought him to the edge of release.

She stopped.

At first, he had his head bowed down. Now he jerked back up, and he stared at her, "Why, why did you stop?"

"Because I intend to hear you beg. I want you to plead for it."

"Never," he promised.

That's when she leaned forward again. This time, she didn't use her hands. Instead, she simply pressed her chest up against his. She rubbed the edge of her skirt against his cock, and he started to grind forward, to push his hips as far as the restraints allowed. At the same time, she kissed his neck, just above his collar and along the curve of his jaw. His heart kicked, his breathing came in one shallow gasp after another, and he pushed his fingers down into his palms as he fought to break free. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't resist her soft, tantalizing touch. She kissed him and teased him. Then she pulled away, and she used both of her hands again. "Go on, boy," she said. "Beg. Tell me how much you want to be my sex slave. Tell me how you are nothing but a helpless male. Yield to me."

"I can't," he said. "I won't!"

"Why not?" Princess Megara asked in that same mocking tone. "Are you terrified that if you yield to me once, it's going to happen again and again? Are you worried that my ladies here will spread word of how you, a supposedly mighty male, broke before me?"

"Yes!"

"Good. You should be," she said. Then she leaned forward. Her lips slid along the contours of his right ear lobe as her hands continued to toy with his cock and balls. She played with him right as her teeth scraped down against his skin. He tried to hate this. There was that brief flash of pain, yet she kept touching him! The arousal pounded through his body, working his thoughts and stripping this royal of his will.

"Please. Please, can't take this," he said.

If he had envisioned getting captured, it included the humiliation of being held hostage. He never thought of a beautiful, golden haired girl like Princess Megara. He never imagined her feline features, the edges of her teeth, or how she could toy with him.

"You're going to break," she said. "You can't take this. You will obey me. You will get down on your knees. You will surrender."

"No. I can't. I won't!"

"Tell me you are a slave."

"I'm a slave!"

"You were a prince before, but now you are my property. You are my toy. You were given to me as tribute."

"Yes. I'm a toy. I was given as tribute!" The words jumped from his mouth, and he didn't have to think about them. Maybe they were true. Maybe not. It didn't matter. She was touching him, and he needed more. He needed so much more.

"Good boy," she said, patting him on the head. She pinched his cheek and turned. She started to walk away. Her compatriots followed.

"What? Wait! Where are you going?"

"Muzzle him," she said. "I don't want my new trophy making noise while I'm gone."

Two of the guards fell back and obeyed. They forced his mouth open and shoved the bit between his teeth. They strapped it on, making sure he wouldn't cause any trouble…

Days went by.

Then weeks.

At first, Patroclus tried to envision scenarios where the king would attack in these women. He wanted to picture this battle hardened group of men who could sweep through the forests, descend on the city, and strike so fast that the women wouldn't even be able to lower their gates. At first, those images came easily enough, especially at night.

Although he would be curled up next to Iliana, he could still think for himself.

But little by little, he found himself surrendering to her.

He didn't know if it was the arousal or those herbs. Maybe it was something else entirely. Perhaps she saw something within the depths of his soul. No, he didn't want to believe it, and yet he couldn't make another attempt.

He tried to escape on three separate occasions. Each time, he had lunged forward, desperate to grab the leash from her hand. During his first attempt, she grabbed him by his throat and shoved him up against the wall. During the second effort, she had knocked him onto his back. For the third, she shoved him against the wall again, only this time he faced the Mosaic. As he looked up at those blue and red tiles, she had brought her hand down, spanking him hard and fast.

By now, he had learned his lesson.

Deep down, perhaps he continued to hold onto some slender sliver of hope.

She had ordered a cage be brought into her that room. When he disobeyed, he could have his hands cuffed behind his back, a muzzle slipped over the bottom half of his face, and he could spend hours or days behind those black bars. Yes, she took him out to feed him and to exercise him, but that could be it. More and more, he was beginning to yield to her. He surrendered to her again and again. During their first encounter, she had defeated him. She had trained him like a dog. Had he really thought he would be able to hold out?

More importantly, there were those moments when he would be allowed to sleep in her bed, and he would have his arms wrapped around her, and he would wake up, but he wouldn't be thinking about escape. Instead, there would be something else. Gratitude.

Occasionally, she still let him spar. He could pick up one of those wooden swords and he could fight as hard as he liked. As some of the female soldiers watched, she would exercise, effectively stretching by defeating him. Each time, he ended up on the ground. He might be on his side, on his back, or face down. Either way, he would feel her boot against his naked skin.

He never defeated her, not once.

At first, he had tried so hard, thinking that maybe he could earn their respect?

Nope.

Maybe, if he had demonstrated some remarkable skill or strength, they would have reevaluated him. But since he always lost to his owner, they viewed him as little more than a pet. He was there, and she could play with him, but that was about it.

His desires didn't help.

If anything, that eagerness corroded whatever strength he might have been able to hold onto.

On some random morning, she awoke, and that's when she grabbed him and pushed him down onto his back. She pinned him, and she started kissing him right away. All at once, his shaft twitched. He could feel his erection strain against the confines of his chastity belt. Yes, he had been released several times, but she hadn't given him the pleasure of another orgasm, not since that first day when she had grabbed him and teased him, forcing him over the edge to prove she could.

"Please, Mistress," he whispered. "Please, how may I please you?"

"Lick," she said that one word, and he quickly scrambled beneath her beautifully appointed sheets and blankets. He slid down between her legs. She spread her inner thighs for him, and soon he was lapping at her pussy like an eager dog. Yes, she made him crawl from time to time. There were moments when she took her "pet" much more literally. And yet, it didn't really matter. Whether he was down on all fours or walking along on his two feet, the women of the palace always saw him as nothing more than a toy. Because of his sex, he had to be owned. He would be trained, perhaps adored too, but always controlled.

And so, at that moment, he slid his tongue along her crevice. He worshiped her slit just as she had trained him.

Again, he experienced that rush of another sensation. No, it wasn't the heat of her body, or the taste of her excitement. Yes, he loved hearing the little moans and mewling noises she made as the ecstasy ran through her, but it was something else. It was that gratitude from before.

He didn't need to be some brave warrior standing in front of his men. He had something else, something better. He could give up his loyalty to the crown. Instead, he had found this woman, and she had claimed him. Not only that, she had chosen him…

He licked faster now, sensing that she wanted to finish soon. Over the last few weeks, he had learned exactly what it took to please Iliana. She was a powerful warrior, and she enjoyed novelty and surprises, yet there was something else.

"Yes. Just like that. Yes. Show me what you can do, boy. Show me what my captured warrior can do."

Warrior. He heard that word again, and he wanted to believe it, only he couldn't. Instead, he realized he could dedicate himself to her. He could worship her and surrender to her. He could follow her commands. He had always been a loyal soldier. So what was he now? A dedicated trophy? An obedient pet? A devoted slave.

Yes, he would be her devoted slave.

He licked faster, just as she desired. He plunged down, sliding the sides of his tongue along the walls of her opening. He licked and lapped until her body tightened and tensed. An orgasm exploded through her frame. Jealousy bit into him, but he understood that she was in charge. She was the warrior. Again and again, he thought of his new title.

He was her devoted slave.

She grabbed him by the back of his collar and pulled him up onto his hands and knees. She gazed up at him, her eyes shining bright with the last traces of her excitement as her body relaxed. "What did you think of that, Pegasus?"

Pegasus.

His new name.

"I'm grateful for the opportunity to serve you, Mistress," he said.

One corner of her mouth rose up into a smile. "Good," she said. He kept his eyes aimed at her, yet he still enjoyed the sight of her bare neck and naked breasts. She looked so amazing, he thought. As a fighter, he had made mistakes, which left his skin marred by scars and old wounds, but Iliana looked utterly pristine. Yes, she fought with the fury of an angry goddess, yet she had never taken any kind of serious wound. She was better than that, better than him…

"I believe you," she said. "And that's why you're going to tell me your name."

His name.

He bowed his head down and breathed out, "Pegasus. I'm your bound Pegasus," he told her.

"Yes," she agreed. "You are." Her eyes sparkled with amusement before she gave him another command, "Spread your arms and legs, boy."

At once, he obeyed. As he shut his eyes, he contemplated that name, that nickname…Pegasus. Her bound Pegasus.

Dread raced through his body, especially because he had no idea what she might to him next.

He was right to worry.

She pulled his arms towards the corners of the bedding and grabbed the gold shackles. She encircled them around his wrists. Then she did the same with his ankles. Now he was naked and spread out with only his collar and chastity belt. She threw the imported blankets and soft sheets onto the floor. Last, she grabbed the key to his belt. He was about to be freed.

"What do you think of these moments? How does it feel when you are out of your chastity belt?"

"I, I don't know," he confessed, only now she was on top of him, and she stroked his cheek. She peered down into his eyes and said, "my boy, my bound Pegasus, you don't have to lie to me." At first, she had both of her hands on his face. Then she drew back, and she touched his belt. Without breaking eye contact, she opened the belt. She pulled it away; his cock sprang up; the desperation gripped him, and he savored that tumescence.

Now she stroked him with her middle two fingers, gliding her fingertips up and down along his length. Each time she touched him, another shiver of desire ran through his body.

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure you don't know?"

Iliana wanted something from him; she wanted to claim him. In order for that to happen, he had to yield once again.

But if he broke here and now, would he ever be able to return to his old life? Maybe, up until now, he had been able to lie to himself. There was something about the contours of her face, the full color of her lips, the shining her eyes and the way she smiled down at him. Yes, she was possessive and condescending, yet she knew how to touch him, how to send fresh spirals of need pulsating out from his core.

"Go on," she said. "What does my trophy want to say? How does he feel about his captivity?"

"Mistress…"

At this point, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. With the pad of her thumb, she stroked and caressed him. He wiggled, squirming. Without thinking, he tried to lift his hips, to rub his member against her soft, tantalizing skin. And yet, she relaxed her grip, pulled her hand away just enough to keep him there on the verge of the release he desperately needed.

"You want it," she told him. "You want it so badly."

As a warrior, Iliana must have strategized frequently. Whether it was solo combat between two individuals, or a battle between armies, this woman needed to think through the tactics. She had to read her opponents and guess their movements.

At that moment, with her boy bound to her bed, she had no trouble. Iliana kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and she took him. With that kiss, she claimed him. Although she continued to touch him, it wasn't about those physical sensations. It was something else, the closeness, the intimacy, the surrender…

"We both know the truth," she said. "We both know who you are, where you belong, and what will or will not happen. It's your fate". She dropped her voice to a whisper, yet Iliana was still smiling, "We both know who you are and what you are. Am I re-sculpting you? Am I remaking you into something better?"

"Mistress…" Patroclus tried to say again.

"That's not good enough," she said. "You know that this is going to be different, don't you? You can feel it. Something special is about to happen." Of course, when she spoke, she knew about their visitor.

"What? What's going to happen?"

"That depends on you," she said. She dropped her head back down, and she whispered to him, "You're my favorite trophy, boy. Right now, I want to hear you say it. How does your captivity feel?"

"Right," he admitted. He sucked in another breath. He forced himself to speak, pushing out one word after another. "It feels correct. It feels like this is who I was meant to be."

"A guardian and a gift," she said before she kissed him again. At the same time, she stroked his cock, teasing him.

Then she shifted back, and she still had her hand on the base of his shaft. Only now, she pressed her pussy down against his manhood. Suddenly, he could feel a different kind of heat, a different kind of moist warmth. Fresh excitement roiled through his body, becoming more and more powerful. Hot desperation gripped him, making it impossible to think. He pulled against his shackles as she touched him and scratched him with her free hand. But now, she had what she wanted. She lowered herself down, she surrounded him, and she enveloped him. She claimed this boy.

With this beautiful woman on top of him, Patroclus knew he couldn't argue or fight back.

"What is your name?"

"Pegasus! I'm your bound Pegasus!"

In that moment, he expected laughter, like he thought she might pull away and return him to his chastity cage. It would have been so easy for her; more importantly, it would have been her right. Besides, she could have still enjoyed something powerful, something undeniable. She could have straddled his face and pushed her sex down against his lips.

Her boy, Pegasus, would have served her. He would have licked eagerly, pressing his tongue against her most sensitive spot and worshiping her with every iota of talent and skills possessed.

But right then, she continued to ride him. She slid up and down; she reveled in the heat and power of his body. She savored the way he felt, rigid and stiff beneath her. She threw her head back, shut her eyes, and lost herself to the sensations for the next few seconds.

Then she looked back down at him. His eyes were closed.

"Look at me," she commanded.

At once, he lifted his eyelids. He looked up at her. She stroked him, touching him, and scratching him. She played with him, pinning him and entrapping him. With every second, she reasserted herself. She marked his mind and soul; he would never be able to forget this, not for the rest of his days. And now she slid forward, down again, and the friction of their bodies against one another triggered something unstoppable. "Please, Mistress. Please, please may I?"

"Not yet," she said. She pushed one finger down against his mouth.

The tension gripped his body, making it impossible for him to think. And yet, he held out. With the dedication of a sworn warrior, he managed to keep his cock from pulsating. He didn't let go; he didn't lose control despite those temptations.

"Now," she said.

She owned his cock; she owned his mind and his soul, his body and even this release. The orgasm exploded through him, flashing from between his legs and down to his thighs, his toes, up to his arms, along his shoulders, all the way to the tips of his fingers. He jerked his hips up, and she savored every moment of his subjugation.

Then she pulled back, and she kissed him again. "Now, are you ready for a visitor? I think your former prince is ready to put on a show."

Pegasus crawled. He moved on his hands and knees with his head bowed down. Of course, he had grown accustomed to passing the palace's many women in this position. Collared and leashed with his chastity belt on, he made his way down the central corridor as he followed his Mistress. They came to those double doors, and Iliana escorted him forward.

Again and again, he wanted to ask what was going to happen. The curiosity scratched at the back of his brain, but he knew better than to ask, especially here. As a boy, he wouldn't be allowed to speak.

Iliana took her place next to several of the other soldiers. The doors opened again, and Pegasus looked up in time to see Princess Megara come in. Isaac was also down on his hands and knees, although he jerked against his leash from time to time.

This was the first time they had seen one another in weeks or months.

Pegasus gulped. There was that sense of betrayal, and yet he looked back up at his Mistress, and he knew the truth. It wasn't just a question of training or subjugation. These women were better. Their empire was superior, and the Empress could lead their world into an age of enlightened prosperity. When he fought, he had done so for honor and glory.

What did that mean, especially compared to the achievements these women had built, crafted, and won?

Prince Isaac apparently didn't feel the same way. At one point, he jumped up onto his feet, only to have Princess Megara grab him, shove him against the wall, and spank him twelve times in quick succession. Yes, Pegasus counted. At the same time, he flinched as the former prince endured the humiliation.

Around them, some of the women were whispering or pointing. Others were giggling or laughing.

Seeing a male get punished could always be entertaining, especially at a time like this.

Of course, Pegasus hadn't been told what was going on. As a boy, he wasn't entitled to know. Besides, no one would be interested in his perspective or opinion. After this, if Iliana had an especially difficult decision, maybe he would be there to touch her and massage her, or service her in order to help her relax, but that would be the totality of his contribution.

After all, he was just a trophy…

Perhaps there was a twinge of his old ego hidden somewhere behind his eyes. If so, he did a remarkable job of quickly snuffing it out.

Somewhere halfway through his spanking, Prince Isaac called out, "No. I, I surrender! I, I will behave!" He held out his promises, but Princess Megara wasn't done with him. Instead, she continued to swat his ass until she was finally satisfied. Then she yanked on his leash and he crawled at her feet.

She brought him right over in front of the Queen, and then Princess Megara took her own throne.

"I hope I’m not too late," Megara said, loud enough for all of the courtiers to hear.

"No, my dear, the Queen's retinue has almost arrived," replied the Empress.

Queen?

Immediately, Pegasus thought of Alandra, yet she had never been out of the city as far as he knew. There was absolutely no way she would come here.

He was right about that.

The doors opened again, and now several women strode into the throne room. Decked out in armor and helmets, they seemed almost familiar, only the soldiers were female. But that wasn't possible; that armor belonged to to…

Just as Pegasus tried to finish the thought, one woman strode forward. Decked out with golden bracelets, gorgeous brooches, and a platinum blade at her side, the daughter of King Leonis strode into the room.

"Sister?" Prince Isaac called out.

Surprisingly, Princess Megara didn't punish him for his outburst.

Despite her travels, Cassandra carried herself with this gorgeously regal bearing. And not only that, she also wore a tiara, one studded with diamonds and rubies. The light played off of those precious jewels and danced along her black mane as she looked around the room.

At first, she didn't seem to notice her naked, leashed brother. Finally, her eyes settled on him, but she didn't acknowledge that enslaved boy. Instead, she looked to the Empress. "I come to swear the fealty of my people. We shall be friends and allies as we conquer the world of men together."

Iliana crouched down and whispered to her boy, "Can you figure it out?"

He summoned his tactical acumen and tried to put the different pieces together. He saw these women in their new armor; he saw this woman, Queen Cassandra, and he had to ask, "It was a trap, wasn't it? The war with the Trividians? The Empress had been behind it. And now, she had lured the king to the front lines. He was captured, and now his daughter is the Queen…"

"My brilliant Pegasus," Iliana said.

"Queen Cassandra," intoned at the Empress, cutting off anything else Iliana may have wished to convey to her trophy slave, "You and your retinue are welcome here. Yes, our alliance will form the foundation of a new confederation, a new alliance. Sworn by the dawn star, we will fight hand in hand to bring the boys low. It will show the men of this world that they were never intended to rule. They are servants, animals, and slaves. It is only by our grace and our approval that they can become anything more."

"No!"

That single word had been shouted. Suddenly, everyone within the throne room became silent. Then their eyes turned to Isaac. They studied that naked boy. He was trembling. Yes, he was on his knees, but his cheeks were red and inflamed. "Cassandra, you cannot betray our family like this!"

Queen Cassandra didn't say anything at first. Only then, she turned to the Empress, a woman who nodded her approval to the young royal. From there, Cassandra held her hands behind her back as she strolled over to that kneeling boy. Yes, he continued to shake as the rage pulsated through his frame, but now there was something else on his face. Pegasus recognized it immediately: fear.

The newly crowned queen reached down and touched the underside of his chin. She forced him to look up at her. "Boy, I betray no one. You said it yourself. I was to be married off like chattel. No. That's not acceptable. I do not accept my fate, and so I forged an alliance with someone smarter and stronger. Our father could have done the same, but he was far too foolish. You men always insist on building your petty little tyrannies and fighting alone. In the end, you destroy so much when we could build a so much more." Her nostrils flared with disgust, "Simply consider what has been destroyed in the name of vanity, pride, glory, and your pathetic notions of honor."

"You're going to pay for this," he spat out.

Princess Megara rose to her feet. Holding onto his leash, she looked back down at Cassandra and said, "You know, I've been going easy on this boy, but I'm thinking a demonstration should be in order. Would you like that, Queen Cassandra?"

"I would like that. I would like that very much," said his sister.

The Vandite soldiers rushed forward; apparently, they had been briefed. They had been waiting for this. His outburst had been obvious and inevitable. Once again, Prince Isaac showed everyone how predictable a boy could be. So they grabbed him, took him by his leash, and forced him forward. A small bench was retrieved and brought to the center of the room. They shoved him down onto the soft cushions, they spread his legs, and they shackled his wrists. Now he was bound to the legs of that bench, and he squirmed, struggling. When he risked tipping the whole thing over, one of the guards gave his posterior a firm slap. Although he continued to squirm, that was enough to show him what would happen if he really risked their ire.

Princess Megara returned.

Isaac turned his head and he saw the elaborate harness with the glass phallus pointing forward. The smooth material would be perfect for him and what she had planned.

"What, what is that?" Isaac demanded. Maybe he and some of his friends had whispered about these possibilities, but this was something he had never imagined he might be forced to experience. Panic burned across his face as he redoubled his efforts. He twisted and pulled, fighting and tugging against the restraints, but one of the guards put her boot on the small of his back, trapping him. Then Princess Megara came right up in front of him, and she grabbed him by his hair. She pulled his head back. His mouth opened, and she shoved the artificial phallus forward, right between his lips.

At once, he had no choice. She commanded, "Suck. Suck like an obedient slave. Show this noble and brilliant queen how you are her inferior, how you are nothing but chattel." Behind him, his sister tittered at the particular phrasing.

One of the guards slapped his ass again.

He started sucking. He wrapped his lips around the glass member. It was smooth, solid, and devoid of any single blemish or impurity. She shoved it forward, drew it back, and demonstrated to every woman and man in that throne room how a boy could be used, how he could be punished.

His eyes watered, and he obviously wished he could speak.

She jerked back, and then she looked down into his eyes. "Say something," Princess Megara ordered. "I dare you."

He tried so hard, yet his voice failed him. For once, this former Royal couldn't speak.

She stepped behind him with the tip of her artificial cock against his opening, and then she shoved forward. As she did so, a couple of women started to applaud. They clapped. They hooted and whistled. Perhaps this didn't match the normal decorum of the Vandite court, yet it pleased the Empress. She clapped along with everyone else.

Princess Megara showed this boy where he belonged. She branded him, thrusting hard, thrusting fast. He grunted and growled.

In those sounds, he revealed something else. Despite the abject humiliation, some part of him enjoyed it. Some part of him experienced this jolt of pleasure. It should have been impossible. He was a man; he wished to be on top. He was supposed to be able to take control. Sex was supposed to remind the female of his innate superiority.

Only right then and there, under the watchful gaze of these powerful women, Isaac lost everything.

She rammed him hard and fast now, pumping into him. She plowed this boy, making him surrender. She grabbed onto his hair. "Acknowledge your Queen," Princess Megara commanded.

Pegasus didn't know if he should watch this; part of him wished he could turn away, close his eyes, and hide from the truth. And yet, there was something compelling about this. At a glance, he could tell the other men felt the same way. They were learning something. This wasn't just for Isaac's benefit. In this moment, Princess Megara reinforced their inferiority and the truth of the natural order.

Women ruled; men obeyed and served. There could be no other way.

"My...my Queen. Queen Cassandra. You—you are the Queen!"

Princess Megara turned back to the others. She had the gall to bow, to dip her head down and to hold one hand in front of her chest as she stretched forward. Another round of applause cut across the air as the women joined in an alliance, one that would first reshape this world.

The End
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