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Wan moonlight filtered in ththroughugh the window grill high above and someone shuffled and grunted in another cell. Valgir scratched his arm where some bug had bitten him the day before. Keys rattled and a door creaked open. He shifted his slouching posture to straighten his back against the wall. It always paid to look alert and undefeated no matter how tired he was after six weeks in jail. 


A man with a crew cut, a brutish face, chainmail tabard and a loose swordbelt appeared at the bars. Rechart, the night guard. He was congenial, despite his flat nose, fight scars and a bullish neck, and trusted Valgir enough to approach him without his helmet or sometimes even his sword. He looked like he could outwrestle three men.

‘Time for your bath Thrennlander,’ the guardsman snorted light-heartedly. ‘You’ll be released tomorrow, so you might as well be clean.’ 

That Valgir got a bath the same night every week seemed to have eluded the guard. He unlocked the barred door and swung it open, looking sharply up at the top hinge when it squeaked in protest, then shrugging.

‘Quiet night?’ Valgir asked, springing to his feet. He was several inches taller but not nearly as bulky, especially after a month in the cells on short rations of dried meat, weak stews, stale bread and soured wine and ale: anything the garrison couldn’t eat was given to the prisoners. That was considered generous in this country, and Valgir supposed it was. He had survived on far less on campaign or in the wilds.

‘Same as usual,’ the guard shrugged gesturing for the rogue to go ahead and not bothering to shackle his wrists as some of the younger, less experienced men did. They’d never realized they had nothing to fear. Valgir had been a model prisoner – so much so they’d even let Arouna visit him every week after he’d bathed and left them alone for an hour. The swordmaiden had never failed to arrive on time.

The guard marched Valgir up the corridor, past Mad Harry, who never took a bath and pressed his wild, bearded face against the bars and leered at anyone who passed by, and through the guardroom toward the bath chamber. Harry never took a bath no matter how many times they’d offered.

‘What was he in for again?’ Valgir asked the hundredth time.

‘Can’t remember,’ Rechart answered as he always did. Apart from having fought in the same battle once, a decade ago and on different sides, Valgir had little in common with the guard: he sometimes shared wine with Valgir and talked late into the night but plenty of men could share a drink and nothing else when there was nothing but boredom and the long summer night. He knew the man was half Rhiennish and had three children, but not much else.

The bath chamber was sparse but also much more than any other jail Valgir had graced could have offered, and he'd patronized a few. There were three vats of varying size, each heated with hot stones underneath, and there was a stack of shelves along one side of the wall. The room was well lit with lamps and rushlights and being on a ground floor corner, had barred windows for air on three sides. A cool evening breeze blew through, reminding Valgir the summer was getting late.


He was not alone. He looked over and saw the reason he was there. Scarlett, the merchant’s daughter. Curvy, flame-haired, nineteen and still unwed. She reclined in the largest bath, hair matted wet at the ends, and her large pale breasts with pink nibbles bobbing in the water. It was her accusation that had got him locked up, despite the fact she’d had him tied to a bed and dripping with candle wax when the watch had arrived.
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‘What are you doing here?’ Valgir grumbled, nonchalantly stripping and leaving his clothes on the floor before padding over to the bath on cool flagstones.

‘I’ve never come to visit,’ Scarlett said as though he’d been expecting her. ‘It’s my fault you’re in here isn’t it?’

‘And now you admit it?' Valgir grimaced as he climbed into the vat and dropped into the steaming water. Despite himself, he was getting hard. A visit traveling from Arouna had not been enough and the cells were empty and bare of women. Here was a voluptuous young redhead naked in the bath on the eve of his release. His cock began pulsing and filling as he sank into the water and sat down on the slick wooden base.


‘You and I both know a lady has her reputation to protect. I had to pay the night guard well for access, and to keep his mouth shut.' Her eyes lingered a moment on his tall frame before it disappeared under the water. He had wild hair, a week's stubble, and looked leaner than before. But he had retained his chiseled looks, broad shoulders and muscular torso.


‘You’re a merchant’s daughter, not highborn,’ Valgir reminded her, as he began soaping himself in the hot water. ‘You’re reputation surely isn’t that pricey.’

‘Maybe one day father will get a title. In any case that’s not why I’m here.’

‘Don’t feel like apologizing then?’

Scarlett slid closer in the water and sidled up to him.

‘I’m not here for that. Your little huntress friend, the one who disappeared, she was there with you in our house that night wasn’t she? Someone got the ledger my father hid in my closet.’ 

Her hand moved to his hardening cock, took the shaft and began to stroke it.

‘What ledger?' Valgir played dumb, enjoying the cock rub. Of course, he had helped steal the account book but after paying so high a price, he was not conceding.


‘Well I have no idea where Tanith has got to but I suppose you and your friends have a plan to look for her,’ Scarlett was pumping his shaft more vigorously now and he was losing his concentration. ‘What I want is the book.’

‘Can’t help you,’ he grunted, feeling an orgasm welling up already.

She stopped jerking him, leaving the sellsword hard, hungry and disappointed. ‘My father's business has been hurt. The competition has taken most of his suppliers. Cloth isn't cheap anymore.'


She was pouting up at him with her large green eyes. He was rock-hard and hungry for her curves. Scarlett was not a small girl, in fact she was borderline chubby: but the curves were all in the right places, if hidden under soapy bathwater, and Valgir was eager to get a proper look at her naked form. He reached around and pulled her closer for a kiss.

‘Not so fast big boy,' She said, placing a soft palm on his toned chest and letting her fingers stroke the thin hairs while her palm pressure kept them apart. She leaned forward and licked his chin before moving her lips toward his ear.


‘You can have me,’ Scarlett purred, wrapping her hand around his cock again under the water. ‘All of me. As much as you want. As much as you think I can take.’ She slowly started massaging his prick once more in long, slow, deliberate tugs. ‘You can do whatever you like to me, whatever you want in me. I’ve never let anyone do that. And it’s all yours if you can get that ledger back for my father.’

Valgir gasped, his hips gyrating involuntarily. ‘I'll just land up back in jail.'


‘You're a smart manunraveled can avoid that.' And she nibbled his ear for effect.  Besides, you won't land up in this jail again. The book is no longer in Belcroft. Word has it they took it to Port Thale. That's where the real merchants' feud is.'


‘Where did you get this information?’ the rogue croaked, feeling his orgasm nearing again.

‘From us,’ came a familiar female voice as her boots clapped into the room.

He looked up with a start to find Arouna standing there, the lithe and athletic Kalpoori swordmaiden: brown-skinned, aquiline nose, firm breasts and thighs and curved saber at her hip. She wore a form-fitting ensemble of a leather fighting jerkin, fine silk chemise and tight riding breeches. Beside her was the minstrel Carlo: handsome youthful, straight-backed and broad-shouldered. He wore an expensively embroidered tunic and leather pants, the cuffs of his boots turned out fashionably, his lute strapped to his back and a sword at his hip. Valgir still thought he looked like a rent boy, but a friend was a friend.


‘Arouna,' Valgir choked, embarrassed to be caught in the bath with another woman. He and the swordmaiden had had their share of tumbles and they were most certainly not a devoted couple, but all the same, it was somewhat unseemly. Scarlett stood nonchalantly and stepped out of the bath, as though oblivious to the fact that the newcomers could see her pale round arse and fiery pubic hair.


‘Don’t worry, she invited us,’ Arouna said, stepping forward and leaning up against the side of the vat.

‘And Carlo, still carrying that fucking guitar everywhere?’

‘I just came off work,’ the Bard protested. ‘I’m playing at the Royal Helmet every evening this week. Good money.’

‘And working for us every night,’ Scarlett added, wrapping herself in a towel from the shelf. ‘He’s become a half-decent pickpocket.’

‘You’re supposed to be out tomorrow, but Akumba the fixer has spies everywhere,’ Arouna explained. ‘The idea is you slip away tonight for Port Thale. The story will be you died in the cells. They’ll throw a sack in a pauper’s grave tomorrow.’

‘The night before release?’ Valgir snorted. ‘It will look suspicious.’

‘And his spies will no doubt spot you in Port Thale as well,' Arouna admitted. ‘But it'll be a week before you get there, hopefully a week before ,...'


‘Or captured,’ Carlo goaded, earning a pair of rolled Thrennish eyes.

‘...And a week before word gets back. Could be three weeks, a month, more if you’re careful.’

‘And what about the bonus from Akumba?’ Valgir asked sourly, ever short of cash. ‘He pays extra for keeping quiet.’

‘He doesn’t pay the dead. I still have your share of the job, but you’ll have to give up the bonus.’

Valgir looked at Scarlett, who was tying a belt around the tunic she wore over a long skirt. It kept her looking like a townswoman but suggested she was ready for action as well. He had to admit she looked appealing that way, but not that appealing. Was he going to forfeit a fat purse of silver just for some juicy ginger-lipped cunny? He didn't want to fuck Scarlett that badly, though a quick stab right now would have been a bonus.


‘My father’s guild will pay you more,’ Scarlett assured him. ‘All of you. And I’m coming along to keep you all in line.’

At least that part of the deal sounded promising.

‘Alright,’ Valgir stood, his cock still hard and standing. Carlo turned away politely and Arouna shook her head reprovingly. Scarlett’s eyes rested hungrily on his member as she handed him a towel.

‘Good,’ said the redhead. ‘We all leave tonight.’
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