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It was my place while she worked. Chained to the
underside of her desk, naked with arms and legs spread. Sometimes,
when her work was going well, she would fondle me with her feet.
Other times she would flick me with her crop. But usually I was
held there for when she wanted the use of my tongue, for the
exercise of magic always excited her and she needed servicing when
she had finished.

Today’s spell had been especially difficult and I was already
wearing a number of welts by the time she dragged my face into her
dripping cunt. I lapped and sucked until she was on the edge, and
then redoubled my efforts. It earned me half a dozen strokes on my
ass and a slap across my face for having brought her to climax too
early.

‘There will be work for you and your little
crew of fools a week from now, my little pet,’ she
said as she ran a long
fingernail down the side of my face. ‘A slaver is destined to
arrive at the docks bearing a cargo that will turn me a nice
profit.’

She gestured with her hand and my
chains released.

‘I have prepared a spell for you for when
that day comes. It will allow you to find my cargo and
bring it back to
me.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I said, looking down at her feet.

‘Do you know where I want you to keep that
spell?’

‘No Mistress,’ I said, even though I had no
doubt about where she would place it.

‘You lying slut,’ she whispered, then dragged me over the desk
by the hair and spanked my ass until it was red raw.

‘You will keep the spell in that fetid cunt
of yours,’ she said and
shoved her fingers deep into me. A moment later she burst out in
laughter. ‘Why am I not surprised that you’re so wet, Sula my
dear?’

‘Because I’m a slut Mistress.’

‘That you are, my dear, that you are. Would you like me to fill
you with cold steel, my little slut?’

‘Yes Mistress, I beg you. Fuck me with
the Spike. I know I
don’t deserve it, but I want it so much.’

‘You are fortunate I’m in a good mood,’
she said softly in my
ear, and I heard a clasp click shut. A moment later, she grabbed me
by the hair, pulled my head back, and pushed an ice-cold cock deep
into me. She started off slowly, but each thrust was harder and
faster than the one before. Each built on the last until every
thrust slammed me into the desk and her thighs slapped against my
buttocks. She brought me to the edge, and then withdrew her
favor.

‘Out, slut, out,’ she said, and dragged me
off the table. I looked up at her just as she was taking off her
mechanical cock, which she shoved unceremoniously into my mouth.
‘Out,’ she said, and kicked me in the ass. I scuttled out on all
fours like a cockroach, which is how I felt when I was in her
presence.
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I leaned back into the shadows and signaled to Hollis that
there were two guards hidden in alcoves by the door. She nodded
understanding, made a complicated gesture with her hands, and threw
a pinch of glowing dust into the air. Instead of falling back down
to earth, the dust swirled around her head then moved past our
shelter of stacked crates and vanished into the distance. A moment
later, Hollis signaled that the guards were no longer a
problem.

Again I signaled, but this time to the entire crew. All six of us
advanced carefully towards the door, weapons drawn. Art and Tollan
moved around to the right while Rexella and Edric moved to the
left. Hollis and I made preparations to go in through the front
when the others had signaled that they were in position.

The wait was a short one, but any delay was difficult for
me. My Mistress was the cruelest of the cruel and had lodged the
spell firmly between my legs so that it stung and prickled and made
it difficult to concentrate, especially if I stopped moving. But
nothing she did to me could make me love her less, however
humiliating or painful. Nor was it possible for me to love her
more, which is why she could sneer at me and abuse my
love.

To distract myself I looked at the two
sleeping guards. Just a
couple of the local thugs by the look of them. It was almost a
shame that we had to waste good magic against them. Still, they
looked strong and young enough to survive the Duke’s labor camps.
Unlikely, but possible.

When the signals from the others finally came, I let out a quiet
sigh of relief and pushed open the door. No one challenged me, so I
moved further into the corridor with Hollis a step behind, her
staff held ahead of her and shimmering with power. There was a door
midway along the corridor and another at the end. The silence was
complete except for a strange, rhythmic noise coming from behind
the nearer door. I signaled for Hollis to be careful and crept
along the corridor until I was level with the first door, which was
ajar.

The scene inside was not what I had expected. The room was
small and poorly lit, with a small desk at one end over which a
naked man was bent, with his wrists and ankles tied to the legs of
the table. Behind him was a second man who had his pants around his
ankles and his cock deep in the tied man’s ass. The rhythmic noise
was the table protesting at being part of such debauchery. It gave
an indignant squeak with every thrust.

Barely able to suppress a laugh, I
signaled Hollis to wait then sheathed my swords. The shadows provided me with cover
enough to approach the copulating couple, but I needn’t have
bothered. The two men were thoroughly engrossed in their shared
activity and oblivious to the rest of the world. I could have been
beating on a drum as I approached and they would not have
noticed.

When close enough, I pulled
the sleeper cloth from my belt
and put the man doing the fucking in a choke hold with the cloth
over his nose and mouth. He went limp almost instantly, a fact that
the tied man could not help but notice. When he turned to see why
his partner was no longer violating his ass, I thrust the cloth in
his face but was foiled by the crude gag stuffed in his mouth. I
smiled sweetly, squeezed his balls so hard that his eyes popped,
then pulled the gag out of his mouth and smothered him with the
cloth before he could cry out. It was the work of a moment to tie
them both up for collection later. Another two for the labor
camps.

Hollis was waiting at the door
with a grin that stretched from
ear to ear. She had obviously seen what the two had been up to
prior to their arrest. I signaled that we should focus on the task
at hand, but my own foolish grin undermined what was meant to be a
stern command.

Despite the silence, we approached the door at the end of the
corridor with care. Beyond it, very reliable sources suspected that
slavers were selling an illegitimate cargo. There was a silence
spell on the frame, but it was poorly placed and easily spotted.
Although the whole operation had an amateurish feel—the first two
guards had been all but asleep at their posts which let us get
close enough for Hollis to do her work, and the second two had
formed a special bond that made them less than alert—we remained
cautious. Hollis disabled the spell on the frame in case it did
more than deaden sound, and then I swung the door open with
exaggerated care.

The scene beyond was both
repulsive and stirring.
On a raised stage in the middle of a large room were more than a
dozen people dressed in shapeless grey robes. They wore collars
through which ran chains that tethered them to the floor, and all
were shackled hand and foot. Beside them were three men, two of
whom were obviously there for their aptitude for violence and had
swords and whips hanging from their belts, while the third was thin
and dressed in colorful and outlandish clothing. Around the stage,
as many as twenty people looked on.

As we watched, the two bully boys dragged one of the chained
women to the front of the stage, where one of them lifted her robe
over her head. They turned her this way and that so that all could
see her naked body, and then the peacock raised two fingers into
the air. A man on the floor nodded, another lifted a fist, shortly
thereafter a woman on the floor raised three fingers. The peacock
mimicked the actions of each and held his hands high so that all in
the crowd could see the latest bid. No one spoke above a
whisper.

At my signal, Hollis turned her staff on
its side and mumbled a few words. A pale image of a rope wound
itself around her hands as she chanted, and then flew off towards
the stage. None saw it until it had sent tendrils that entangled the legs of all on
the stage. The two bully boys drew their swords and tried to hack
at the ropes that entangles their legs but the blades made no
impression.

Everyone panicked. Those who had not been rooted to the
spot by Hollis’s ethereal ropes ran for the exits. Only the peacock
on stage remained calm. He just smiled and looked directly at us,
then blew a kiss in our direction.

‘Oh shit, a mage,’ Hollis said, and brought
her staff around. I
don’t know how she had seen it, but the staff struck a tiny ball of
light—no bigger than a fly—that was bearing down upon us. The staff
deflected it wide, and it burned a hole in the door the size of a
pumpkin.

The people who had been running in our direction suddenly had
a change of heart and veered either left or right. They were of no
concern. The other four members of my team were covering the exits
to make sure all who deserved a stint in the labor camps got their
come-uppance. Unless they were wealthy enough to pay the fine, of
course.

Mine and Hollis’s job was to secure the cargo and capture the
slavers. We were to avoid killing because corpses are of little
value to the Duke. The slaves he would sell through official
channels, the slavers he would put to work in quarries and mines
owned by the royal family. But there was no profit in a
corpse.

We hadn’t been expecting a mage because
slave running was not something mages generally got involved in.
The risks were too high and the rewards too low. There were far
easier ways to make money as a mage than slave running, and some
were even legal. This fellow obviously wasn’t all that good because
Hollis’s rope held him tight. Still, the flaming fly was a neat
trick. It was time to see if he had any more.

The panicked crowd worked in his favor because it made it
difficult for me to close the gap. Without a word, I began my
charge towards him and Hollis instantly threw a mask down over my
path so I was difficult to see. We had been working together for so
long that we rarely had to announce our next move to one another.
She knew me so well that she sensed that I was about to charge,
even while the thought was still forming in my head. Had it not
been for my Mistress’ interference, we would have been well out of
the Slave Patrols by now and into a more prestigious arm of the
Duke’s military.

Hollis’s spell worked well and I was upon the mage before he was
ready for me. I had planned to use the cloth on him, but he moved
like a snake and evaded my hand, then brought a flaming fist around
and struck me in the back. The entire back of my leather jerkin
disintegrated and the front flopped forward to reveal my beaten and
battered breasts. My Mistress had been savage with me a few nights
ago and the bruises had not had time to heal.

It was fortunate for me that she had mistreatment me so, for
it probably saved my life. The mage had brought his flaming fist
back for another blow—one that my leather jerkin would not have
been able to neutralize—but hesitated when he saw the condition of
my tits. I was under no such glamour and severed his head from his
body with one blade and the flaming fist from his arm with the
other.

I was snarling when I turned to the two bully boys, but they
had dropped their weapons and were crying for mercy. They had seen
how quickly I had drawn my weapons, and how accurate I was with the
blades. If I could behead a mage with one blow, then they would be
all but powerless against me.

Hollis wordlessly offered me a cloak that one of the fleeing
patrons had dropped. She knew of my relationship with my Mistress
and disapproved of it, even had she been the most gentle of lovers.
Hollis considered our arrangement with Dame Lissel a mutually
beneficial business relationship. The obvious affection I had for
her was, in Hollis’s eyes, a source of weakness that a sorcerer as
powerful as the Dame could exploit.

Although it was the city that employed us,
the Duke turned a blind eye to our work for Dame Lissel. Most probably because the
Dame paid us handsomely, which meant he didn’t have to pay us much
at all. But there was also the growing power of the Church of
Purity, which the Duke felt rightly threatened by. They had
pressured the Royal Council into outlawing sex with slaves because
fraternization between classes was a sin according to their holy
books. But when have the laws of the land ever stopped the rich and
powerful? And the Duke is both rich and powerful.

The Dame gave him the opportunity to
indulge in a little rebellion against the Church while allowing the upper reaches of Trelos
society to enjoy all the benefits
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