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Valgir shuffled down the stone corridor, his bare feet leaving wet smears on the flagstones with each step, and his hair still dripping from the bath. His hands were bound and cuffed before him, and his feel chain at the ankles so he could only walk slowly, but he was otherwise well fed, had just been washed and now made sure to walk with his back straight and his chin up. 

But he was still nervous and had good reason to be. 

‘This is your first meeting with Natasha, otherwise known as Mistress Tash,’ the gruff chainmail-clad guard behind him instructed. ‘You will keep your mouth shut, follow her instructions and finish every sentence with Mistress when you address her, understood?’

Algas was young and foolish and full of a would-be warrior’s bluster. He only snorted in response.

‘Have it your way,’ the watchman sighed tiredly. ‘You’ll learn. They all do.’

He passed barred cell doors in the torch lit hallway and the only sound apart from the jingling of chains was the footfalls of the guard's boots on the cold stone floor. At the far end, they came to a single oaken door with a small barred grill before them, with a flickering orange light emanating from within. 


The keep stood on a high hill on the coast. Its tower was lit with a constant bonfire lit the top as a beacon to distant ships and it looked down over the city of Cliffwatch, to which it had given its name. It was battered by the winds day and night and lashed by rain at intervals. Candles and lamps flickered in the draughty halls and voices of despair echoed from the cells down the corridor, even as hushed whispers spoke of hope and conspiracy.

‘The bath was alright though,’ Valgir mumbled.

‘As opposed to what?' the guard asked. He had been stern but gentle and was not given to beating prisoners.


Valgir looked around at the stone walls and ceiling. The barred cell door to his left was open and it was empty of anyone. The grilled window in the far wall let in a cold northern gale.

‘It’s got a kind of cold beauty to it,’ the guard conceded. ‘But then I get to go home after my shift.’

He put a firm hand on the Thrennish youth’s shoulder to stop him and stepped forward to open the door. 

The bath house had been warm from steam and well arranged with deep, hot tiled baths and bucket showers. He had even been able to catch a glimpse of the women’s bath, past the thin curtain that separated the two sexes, but though he’d heard Susie’s voice muttering in hushed tones, the only flesh he’d seen had belonged to a scrawny ginger-haired whore. He was curious nonetheless, having never dipped his cock in a redhead before.

But this room was more than he could have imagined. It was a circular stone chamber lit by torches at intervals around the walls; the windows were former arrow slits guarded by latticed window panes lashed by rain and wind and there were several large coal braziers that added warmth to the room, but he would have preferred a return to the bath chamber. Yet it was the furniture that set this room apart from anything he had seen in his life.

In the center, there were two chairs, one table and a frame rack. One of the chairs was a simple wooden stool such as he would have expected to see in a tavern. The other was a grand wooden contraption with cuffs, stirrups, screws and braces, designed to hold its occupant in place. The table looked similar. It was adjustable, with a cogwheel and lever, and above it hung chains and ropes from the ceiling. There were cuffs near each corner and midway down the length. It looked like it was designed to hold someone prone and in place, on their back or stomach. The rack in the middle contained a pillory: a set of socks, where someone could be bent prone and held with their hands and head through the holes. The walls were adorned with more chains and cuffs, anchored into the stones with heft iron pegs and there were several cages just big enough for a person to sit in arrayed around the circular chamber.


Valgir had heard of such rooms, in the dungeons of kings or the pleasure chambers of twisted noble hedonists, but had never imagined he’d ever see one.

‘This way,' the armored watchman told him and he was goaded over toward one of the cages. The guard opened the door and Valgir obediently ducked inside. He crouched down on the floor rushes and looked around. The smiling watchman bent to lock the door then stood and looked down at Valgir with what seemed like a mixture of pity and longing. 


‘They’ll be along in a minute,’ he said and turned and marched out of the room.

Valgir waited, looking around at the strange collection of apparatuses and wondering what this Mistress Tash had in store for him. When the door opened again it was not some mysterious woman, but Susie escorted by another guard, this one a woman.

Susie was tall and slender with a straight nose and deep brown gipsy eyes, that defied her pale Thalene skin. She had been bathed as well and her hair, usually a silky brown cascade that swept halfway down her back, was tied up in a hasty bun, wayward strands brushing her pale forehead and cheek. She was dressed as Valgir was, in a simple coarse linen slip, belted at the waist with a worn rope that amply exposed her long supple thighs. She gave him a cheeky wink as their eyes met and obeyed silently as the guardswoman let her into the next cage. 

Valgir also took in the watchwoman, buxom and strong-boned; round-faced and pretty. She wore the same mail coat and tabard as the guardsman who'd brought him in but no helmet. Her thick auburn hair was also tied up in a bun.


‘And what's your name beautiful?' he taunted from behind the bars and noticed when Susie shot him a look of warning.


The guardswoman stopped and looked him over. Her eyes were big, green and pretty, as seemed to be those of many girls in this part of the country. Her curves vaguely reminded him of Wendie, the barmaid at the Rampant Badger who’d shared his bed, but her face was more refined and she was taller: big boned, but not as chubby.

‘You’ll hold your tongue when the Mistress comes,’ she said coldly and turned toward the door.

‘Her name’s Sera,’ Susie said quietly as the door shut behind the guardswoman.

‘Looks like she can take a pounding,’ he quipped.

‘I doubt you’d be able to give her a proper one,’ Susie responded drily.

She had been a member of their party only a couple of weeks earlier. Led by the dark swordswoman Sedine and backed up by two burly warriors the group had been escorting goods wagons to Cliffwatch and dabbling in some petty highway robbery on the side when Susie and one of the guardsmen had stolen a wagon and sneaked away.

‘So how did you end up in here?’ he asked before he dug himself in any further.

‘Same as you. That idiot Calwyn sold his love potion to Gerrick’s wife and he ran off with a whore from the Winking Burrow.’

‘He left you both?’ he smirked.

‘Yes, she said,' sounding mildly offended. ‘But his wife didn't see it that way and she called the guard on me for "bewitching" him. Magic spells are not allowed within the city walls.


‘And did you?’

Now it was Susie’s turn to roll her eyes, or rather for her dark eyes to burn into him. 

‘I don’t need any tricks or potions to get what I what from a man,’ she corrected him. ‘I can do just fine on my own.’

Valgir had to concede. She was an attractive woman and he for one would love a chance to feel those lithe thighs wrapped around him. But for the time being, they were about to meet their jailer. The door swung open and the sound of heeled boots rang across the stone floor.


Mistress Natasha was flanked by several guards: two men and the woman from earlier. She was a striking figure, to say the least. She stood taller than most women, slender and athletic with long blonde hair, lightly curled and pale smooth skin. Her lips were a full red, her eyes, deep and blue; she had a prominent nose, angular jaw and long, long legs. 


She was dressed in a near-parody of cured and shined leather armor: a bodice tightly-laced against firm breasts and tight leather pants that ran down the length of those slender thighs before disappearing into matching leather knee-high boots with stiletto heels. Her pale shoulders were bare, collarbone diving into the cleavage of her tightly-packed breasts and in her slender pale hands, she fondled a riding crop.
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‘So you’re the new piece of meat are you?’ She looked Valgir up and down as the guards took their places around the walls. Her accent betrayed some level of education and breeding. He guessed a minor noble with perhaps some foreign upbringing.

‘Nice to meet you,’ Valgir quipped cheekily and she lashed his knuckles where they held the bars with the crop.

‘You will not speak!’ Tash snapped as the rogue recoiled from the stinging blow. He wisely held his tongue. ‘And you will call me Mistress, nothing else.’

‘Susie here has been broken in,’ Tash paced the flagstone, heels clicking coldly, sending shivers up the rogue’s spine despite the braziers that warmed the room. ‘You will need to learn your place.’

‘Sera,’ she nodded at the guardswoman. Sera stepped forward and unlatched Valgir’s cage. She gestured for him to exit and he shuffled out and stood to his full height.

‘Tall man,’ Tash noted, stepping up to him. ‘I’m part Thrennish myself. Are you a big boy too?’

Valgir looked hesitantly from Sera to Susie and was interrupted by the crop whipping across his thigh. He flinched with a startled yelp.

‘Answer the Mistress,’ Sera reminded him quietly.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he said.

‘Well that’s something we’ll have to see for ourselves,’ she said and nodded toward the guardswoman.
Sera led him by the wrists to the chair near the middle of the room and sat him down. She unlocked his handcuffs and
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