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The Breast of Dawn

​ by
Elliot Silvestri


Chapter One

Dawn stared with disgusted disinterest at the
troll suckling from her engorged breast. After a year of captivity
she had become accustomed to the monster draining her breasts daily
of her milk. It wasn’t a terrible existence. It could be worse. She
was mostly well treated; there were no beatings or torturing, she
was well-fed, she was even allowed to stay in the forest above the
cave during daylight hours. Naturally she was chained by her ankle
to a rock in the cave…but still, Dawn considered it a step up from
her previous placement. The only downside was that her troll owner
nursed from her breasts every day.

His lips were thick and strong, they pulled
unnaturally at her nipples and his huge bulk closed in
oppressively. Gronash was a typical troll as far as Dawn knew. He
was huge, over seven feet tall, bulky, muscular, purplish skin,
bald head, and pointed ears. Nothing remarkable. His thick lips
latched to her breasts every day and drained her milk. She had
become accustomed to it, but couldn’t help cringing every time at
the huge incisors that poked out of his mouth, threatening to slash
her tender flesh. That never happened, even the first time he
nursed from her. Gronash was surprisingly gentle with Dawn, which
surprised her, for she had always been told that trolls were horrid
monsters that were more likely to kill you than to look at
you.

That turned out to be untrue. Trolls were
supposed to be stupid as well, but Gronash was also intelligent,
much more so than most of the humans she had dealt with most of her
life. Perhaps he was so careful with her because he needed her and
had paid a high price for her slavery and maybe it was the nature
of trolls to kill and eat elves, humans, and other trolls on a
regular basis. She didn’t know. What she did know is that every
time Gronash placed his lips upon her flesh she involuntarily
recoiled—he said and did nothing about her autonomic response—and
then she relaxed as her milk started flowing and she began to enjoy
the sensation of being nursed.

That is what Dawn hated the most. The reason
for her slavery was also one of the few pleasures in her life, a
life of slavery.

As he continued to nurse from her, Dawn felt
the tightness of her breast’s skin lessen. She knew that he
intentionally fed her foods laced with herbs designed to make her
lactate more than was natural, but since he was her only supply of
food, she had little choice in the matter. Her breasts were too
large for her thin frame, it seemed every bit of nutrition she took
in immediately went to her breasts and then out to Gornash’s
stomach.

The first breast was drained. He released it
with a smack of his lips and immediately glommed onto the full tit.
Again she had her involuntary reaction of recoil, then her milk
started flowing and her body responded to the stimulation Gronash
supplied. She had been certain upon her capture the big troll would
rape and kill her. That was not the case. He needed her milk. What
she didn’t expect was her growing attachment to the troll. True, he
was her jailer and had only one use for her, but he showed her more
affection and care than her previous owners.

She sighed heavily and rested on of her tiny
hands on top of his smooth head. The other she let trail down to
between her legs. A tiny scrap of material protected her modesty
and innocence. Her fingers slipped under the magic cloth and
caressed her nether lips. They were wet proving her arousal. The
nub of her pleasure button was erect and she teased it with her
fingertips before her hand was slapped away by Gornash’s meaty
palm.

“Not while I feed,” he grunted at
her then latched back on to her tit. She knew better than to argue.
There were punishments that he had devised to keep her in line.
They had largely become unnecessary lately, but there was always
the threat. She nodded though he couldn’t see the motion and
continued to stroke his head—that he didn’t mind. Her body
continued its arousal and she absently rubbed her thighs together,
waiting for him to finish his feed, waiting for him to leave,
waiting for the opportunity to masturbate in peace.

What had surprised her about Gronash more so
than her previous owners was his amount of self-control. He had
never fucked her, had never abused her. Once she was in the
possession of a troll she was certain rape and murder were in her
immediate future. She had been wrong. She knew this was because the
milk of a virgin elf was highly prized for its healing and other
properties. It was why Dawn had been a slave her entire life, it
was why she was still a virgin at the ripe age of nearly a hundred
years.

“Done,” he muttered, letting go of
her empty breast. She looked down and saw her chest was noticeably
deflated. Gronash always insisted she stand while he fed from her.
Because of their considerable height difference—he topped out over
seven feet and she barely reached five—she was forced to stand on a
short series of steps. She automatically assumed the position when
he appeared for his evening feeding arms behind the back, chest
out, back against the wall, eyes averted from his gaze. Once done
with her milk he brought a bowl of her evening meal and left her in
the cell.

She ignored the food and immediately got down
from the steps and laid on her bed, legs splayed and both hands
furiously masturbating her pussy. Now that she was alone and in
relative safety she pulled off her tiny g-string leaving her
wonderfully, gloriously nude. Her body was finely shaped into the
epitome of elven beauty: long blond hair tumbled down her back,
pierced by her highly pointed ears. Her almond shaped eyes were
angled upward following the line of her eyebrows and ears. Her
skill was the purest white and not a hair grew on her body only on
her head. She didn’t understand why human women grew curly hair
between their legs hiding their pretty pussies, maybe when she was
older hers would grow.

It didn’t take her long to cum, it never did.
Once her body was excited by Gornash’s nursing she just had to
finish teasing her clit hidden among the folds of her taut pussy
and a relaxing wave of orgasm overwashed her body. When she was
done she slipped her g-string back on and ate her food. She had to
keep up her strength, her only value in life was in the magical
milk her breasts produced, and once that stopped she was
useless.

Dawn knew that elven breast milk was used the
world over as a general restorative and healing potion, but to keep
an elf slave for that purpose was prohibitively expensive for all
but the richest of lords and kings. Gronash wasn’t terribly rich
though she imagined he must have treasure of some sort. He was a
troll after all. There was a steady trade in elf milk as an
aphrodisiac—vials of such were often bought illicitly and most
often were completely fake. The only way to be sure was to get it
directly from the source. Dawn had been used to feed and heal many
different humans by her first owner, but all of those she could see
some obvious wound or illness, with Gronash there seemed to be no
wound or illness from which he suffered. She doubted he kept her
just as a trophy or because he savored the flavor of her milk—which
she had to admit after tasting it many times herself was sweet and
delicious. A few times Dawn had been used as the finest dessert
table for the king, drinking directly from the source. Her milk had
been highly praised and complimented.

But all that had changed a little over a year
ago when she had gone to sleep one night in her cell and then been
woken up in Gornash’s cave. He never offered an explanation, but
his treatment of her was better than her human master so she did
not press the issue. She was a slave and that was her lot in
life.


Chapter Two

Beventen peered through the brass tube given
to him by the wizard he was certain was a fraud, but it turned out
the old man was the real deal. He could see nearly a mile with the
device, through trees and leaves and anything else. His vision came
to rest on the chained form of the elf. She was beautiful, as all
elves were, and wore only a tiny loincloth protecting her modesty
from prying eyes. Of course, in the forest there were few prying
eyes, but Beventen took his time to study her curving buttocks, her
long hair, her full tits that were too large for her tiny frame,
and he even took the time to study her hidden pudendum. All of that
was perfect. There were two items that disturbed this otherwise
perfect vision of loveliness. The first was the iron manacle around
her ankle and the chair that kept her within easy reach of the
troll’s cave. That could be easily removed. The second problem was
the scars and tattoos on her back. Some were exquisite, most were
ugly. Those would be harder to correct. Still, that was a problem
for the future. The immediate problem was her capture and dealing
with the troll.

Being a treasure hunter and general
hero-for-hire was often a difficult job. Beventen often rewarded
himself with the treasures of the women he freed. That would be
impossible with this particular recovery job. At first he was
certain he would have been able to resist based upon the amount of
gold he was to earn on the job, but seeing the near-naked elf
sunning herself on a rock in the middle of the forest, he lost some
of his resolve. Taking her back to the wizard deflowered would make
her worthless. There would be a tired whore in Cantaville
tonight.

He wound up his tiny crossbow, checked the
quarrel already loaded into small weapon, double checked the rapier
in his scabbard and started the march through the forest. Her rock
was only a mile away, but by the time he arrived there the sun
would be near the horizon, dusk settling, and her troll owner would
be coming to collect his possession. Beventen needed to be there at
the right time.

The little elf was still on the rock catching
the last of the sun’s rays when he arrived. No sign of the troll
yet. That wasn’t good, but Beventen wasn’t worried, he was
prepared. He didn’t bother to conceal his approach and the elf’s
acute hearing picked up on him from a good distance. It was easy to
see the sudden change in her posture when she detected him. He
didn’t hurry or slow, but approached slowly and steadily. Once he
broke into the clearing she regarded him silently.

“This is your lucky day,” he told
her. She looked at him blankly, expecting nothing from him. “I’m
here to rescue you,” he added.

“I don’t need to be
rescued.”

He looked at her in surprise and then wondered
if that was a ruse. Beventen looked around, expecting a sneak
attack from the troll. But nothing was in sight. “You like being a
prisoner?” he asked her, trying to look at her highly angled eyes
and not directly at her oversized breasts.

“I didn’t say that. I said I don’t
need to be rescued.” Her voice was even and a bit sweet, not beaten
down like a person who had been a prisoner her entire life. He
mentally shrugged. What she wanted was no concern of his. He just
needed to complete his job and get paid.

“When does the beast come to get
you? Surely it doesn’t leave his prize outside all
night.”

“Gronash will be here shortly. And
then he’ll most likely kill you.”

“I doubt that.”

“You don’t look like you could
kill a troll,” she replied curtly.

If she wasn’t so valuable he would have
smacked her for her impertinence. But his job was to deliver her
undamaged, even if she did have a smart mouth. “I’m more dangerous
than I look,” he muttered. And it was true. Though he wore some
light leather armor and a brass helmet, carried a sword and a
crossbow, he wasn’t tall or physically imposing. In the past he had
considered intentionally scaring his face or taking up a more
dramatic cloak or tunic to wear, but there was never a need.
Sometimes subtlety was more effective.

Before their conversation could continue the
troll emerged from the cave entrance not far from Dawn’s rock. The
massive purple troll sniffed the air with his oversized nose and
scowled at the unimposing figure cut by Beventen. “Thought I
smelled human,” Gronash muttered. He wore animal hides artfully
stitched into a suit, at his side he carried a heavy spiked mace.
“Leave,” he ordered.

“Sorry, I have to take the elf
girl,” Beventen apologized. “Nothing personal.” The troll was
twenty yards away and he raised his tiny crossbow at the creature.
He sprung the trigger and released the bolt. It struck the troll
dead center on his chest. The troll reached down, plucked the tiny
missile out of his armor, and tossed it away.

“That’s it?” he grumbled and
charged Beventen, swinging his mace. He made it almost all twenty
yards before he tripped over his big feet and went sprawling in the
forest litter, sliding to a stop just in front of
Beventen.

“Yes. Sorry,” he apologized and
put the little crossbow away to draw his rapier. The troll wasn’t
dead, merely stunned, struggling to get to his feet, but he had
lost all control of his body and could merely flop around in the
dirt.

Moving quickly but cautiously, Beventen moved
in with his sword, avoided the giant’s flailing limbs and neatly
sliced him across the neck. Bright red blood spurted and pumped
from the open wound, staining the leaves on the forest floor. Dawn
screamed at the unexpected and casual violence, seeing her captor
and protector in his final horrifying moments before he died was a
shock.

Beventen waited until he was certain the troll
was dead, nodded once the body stopped moving and the blood flow
dropped to a trickle. “Wait here,” he ordered Dawn and slipped into
the troll’s cave.

“Where would I go?” she asked,
mostly to herself. “I’m still chained.”

Inside the cave Beventen was impressed. It
wasn’t an animal’s hole; it was a fairly nice home. There was no
heavy, cloying animal smell. There were lamps lighting the darkness
and furniture filled the rooms. Everything was neat and orderly.
That made it easy to find the books Clotid had requested, along
with additional restraints for Dawn. In a chest he found a shift
and a dress she could wear. Once outside he recovered the key
Gornash kept on his belt and approached Dawn with it.

“I see you didn’t try to escape,”
he said to her.

“You know I couldn’t,” she sneered
at him, her lip pulled back in anger. The key was made of iron as
was the chain that tethered her to the rock. The manacle that went
around her ankle was an alloy of iron, copper, and perhaps brass.
An elf couldn’t tolerate cold iron against her skin, it would burn
her tender flesh. There was just enough iron in the manacle to
protect her flesh but also prevent her from attempting to remove
it.

“True,” he nodded. “Let’s get you
out of that manacle and into this dress.”

“And those bindings?” she
asked.

“Of course. I can’t risk you
escaping.”

“This is your idea of rescue?” she
asked.

“Yes. Well, at least you’ll be
treated humanely by a person instead of a troll,” he pointed
out.

“What makes you think I want to be
treated humanely? I’ve been treated humanely before. Gornash’s
treatment was better.”

“Too bad you don’t have a choice
in the matter.”

After a short struggle he imposed his will
upon her. The dress was over her body, the manacle was gone and
leather bindings were wrapped around her wrists. Her arms were bent
behind her back and a leather leash was attached to her wrists.
Beventen held this and led her out of the forest.

“Where are we going?” she
asked.

“Does it matter?” he replied. “But
not far. I have a boat waiting in the river just a few miles away.
We’ll be safely there before dark.”

Dawn said nothing as her breasts started to
ache.

They traveled along the forest path used by
the now-dead Gronash and other forest creatures. Soon they came to
the boat as Beventen had promised. He loaded her in and they set
into the water, traveling with the current. It didn’t take terribly
long to reach the town of Cantaville. He pulled her out of the boat
and led her through the mostly empty streets. Eventually they
arrived at a crossroads were an inn stood across from a house of
ill repute. Dawn was not surprised to find herself taken to the
whorehouse.

Inside Beventen was greeted with cries of
congratulation and mockery, all of which he accepted good
naturedly. There were several offers to buy Dawn, but he declined
them all. He already had a room waiting upstairs and was led there
by an attractive, but assuredly underage girl. Beventen made no
attempt to hide his leer as he watched the girl’s buttocks sway up
the stair ahead of him.

Upstairs there was a bath waiting for him. But
first he retied Dawn’s restraints, then stripped down in front of
her showing no modesty, and bathed himself while she stared at the
wall. Once he was done bathing, he picked her up. She screamed in
protest, but there was no help coming. He pulled off her dress and
attempted to do the same to her panties, but they refused to come
off.

“Fucking hell,” he complained and
pulled out his dagger from his pile of clothes.

“No, don’t,” Dawn
protested.

“I’m not going to hurt you, girl,”
he said. “I just need to get your panties off. Then a bath to get
that troll stink off you.”

“You’re not going to get them off
with a knife,” she cried.

“Oh?” he asked brandishing the
weapon. “Then why didn’t they come off when I pulled
them?”

“They’re magic panties,” she told
him. “Only I can remove them. They’re impervious to any blade or
attack.”

“Really?” he said, impressed.
“Chastity panties, how nice. A present from the troll?”

“No, from my previous owner. To
protect me.”

“Well, get them off and get in the
bath,” he ordered. He watched the elf as she carefully bathed
herself. She was beautiful, he admitted again. With her panties off
he could take her right there and fuck her brains out. Which would
make her useless and worthless. And probably get the wizard Clotid
would kill him. It wasn’t worth it when for a few brass bits, he
could have any whore in the house.

She washed her breasts very carefully. They
were huge, which was nice, but she was taking too long. “Hurry up,”
he ordered. “Get dressed.” He opened the door, found the hall
attendant and ordered his reserved whore for the night.

Once back inside he looked at his prisoner.
She was wearing her magic panties and nothing else. “You put back
on your dirty panties?” he asked with a snicker.

“They’re magic,” she reminded him.
“They can’t get dirty. Aren’t you going to get dressed?”

“I’m going to fuck a whore in a
minute, there’s no need.” He called out to the hallway. “And get a
fuckin’ servant to wash my clothes.” Then he turned back to Dawn,
grabbed her and quickly put a metal collar around her neck. To this
he attached an iron chain. “Don’t bother to try to escape,” he
warned her.

“Where would I go?” she
asked.

He pulled her from the bathing room to his
rented suite. Inside the sumptuous rooms there was an oversized bed
upon which lounged a pretty whore. Beventen ignored the half-naked
woman and instead led the half-naked elf across the room to where a
series of large metal rings were set into the wall. Picking one at
random he locked the end of the chain to it and only then turned to
the whore.

“Mabel, where have you been?” he
asked her.

“Waiting right here for you, Bev,”
she answered, but her eyes flicked over to the beautiful elf. “I
see you have a prize already.”

“Yeah, but I can’t fuck her, and
I’ve already paid for you.” He walked calmly over to her. The woman
couldn’t have been more different from the elf. Her long brown hair
fell in curls around her shoulders, her breasts were much smaller,
barely bigger than those of a teenage girl which somewhat reduced
her value as a prostitute, but once a man had experienced her
pussy, that quickly changed. She wore a shift that was translucent,
showing her dark brown nipples to the wandering eye and didn’t come
down long enough to hide her sex. A bounty of tangled curls hid her
pudendum from sight.

Beventen approached her, lifted the shift off
her body and pushed her down on the bed. “Ready for a quick fuck?”
she asked him, spreading her legs. He looked at her open sex and
started forward, but then remembered himself.

“Wait a moment,” he said, turned
to his pack on the floor and extracted a silver phallus with a
white crystal affixed to one end.

“Don’t tell me you can’t get it up
any more,” she giggled at him. “But if that’s your kink, I can
indulge.”

“I’m not getting the drips from a
two brass whore,” Beventen muttered. She ignored the insult and
allowed the mercenary to slide the device into her pussy. It didn’t
hurt, there was a tiny bit of pleasure involved in being filled,
and he smiled once the crystal lit up blue. “You’re clean,” he
announced and pulled the magic device from her.

“Of course I am,” she complained.
“Lady Desdem runs a very hygienic establishment.”

“Uh-huh,” he commented absently.
“Let’s get down to business.” He got on the bed and pushed her head
down to his crotch.

She automatically responded, opening her lips
and taking his substantial cock into her mouth. He responded almost
immediately, his cock hardening and growing delightfully huge.
Though too many women became whores out of need, those who worked
in Lady Desdem’s houses actually enjoyed their work. They had to be
beautiful and skilled, of course, but Mabel went beyond that to
truly enjoying every sex act her performed. When Beventen was
sufficiently prepared—hard, erect, and wet with her saliva— she
tossed a leg of his hips and lowered her moist and hot pussy onto
his cock. She sighed, her eyelids fluttering slightly as he filled
her void.

He grunted in approval, bucking his hips a bit
and then allowing her to establish a rhythm with her hips. Mabel
was used to working with all manner of men who had all sorts of
needs. From farmers and simple laborers at the bottom of the rung
who wanted a simple fuck and suck because the wife was pregnant or
there was no wife, all the way up to high class clients like
Beventen who knew the finer things in life and wanted a quality
whore to fuck. Still, that didn’t make him much different from
every other client she had. The mercenary thrusted pleasantly in to
her reached up and caressed her breasts like an affectionate lover.
It didn’t take too many wriggles of her hips to extract a decent
orgasm out of him. He came hard inside her cunt, a nice thick flow
of spunk that filled her pleasantly. She faked a small orgasm for
his benefit and then leaned forward, letting her breasts and skin
connect with him. He embraced her for a minute, basking in his
dénouement. And then he—which did not surprise Mabel the
least—lightly snored. It took him less than two minutes to cum and
fall asleep.

She grinned and shook her head as she threw
one leg over his prone body, releasing his cock from her body. Her
immediate thought was to leave him sleeping there, go down to the
common room and perhaps turn a few more tricks before the night was
over. Beventen had paid for her for the entire night, but what he
didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. Then her thoughts were interrupted
by the voice of the elf-girl. “Before you leave could you get me a
bowl?”

Mabel turned her eyes on the little elf. She
had never fucked in front of an elf before and quite honestly had
forgotten the girl was there. She didn’t mind performing for an
audience, though usually she got paid extra for that. Her eyes
glanced at the elf’s huge tits and for a moment she felt a pang of
jealousy.

“Why would I get you a bowl?” she
asked unkindly.

“I need to express my milk,” the
girl explained. “If I don’t have a bowl…it will go on the floor. I
don’t want to upset anyone by doing that.”

Everything clicked into place for Mabel right
then. The girl was a virgin elf and lactating. Her milk was
incredibly valuable, which was why no doubt that Beventen had been
sent to fetch her. The man had forgotten to empty her breasts,
silly man. There was an opportunity for money to be made. “Wait
here,” she told the elf, then giggled lightly. As if the chained
girl would go anywhere.

She returned a few minutes later carrying a
large ceramic bowl and several glass jars. “Here,” she said. “Empty
them and I’ll take care of the milk.”

Dawn rested the bowl on her lap and took up
her right breast in both hands. Already a few drops of milk had
formed on the impressive nipple. This the elf ignored and firmly
squeezed her generous mammary pushing her hands from her chest to
the nipple, forcing out the rich, creamy milk. It sprayed in
several directions at once. The bowl was well-placed and large
enough to catch all off the liquid. Mabel watched, fascinated, as
the girl repeated the process again and again.

“How long will this take you?” she
asked.

The elf-girl shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s
been a very long time since I had to do it this way. There’s almost
always someone who wants to nurse me.”

“Is it true what they say about
elf milk?” Mabel asked.

“What do they say?”

“That elf milk is the magic elixir
that cures every disease, mends broken bones, and turns men into
horny satyrs because it’s also an aphrodisiac?”

Dawn shrugged. “I don’t know. Humans believe
all that because if they didn’t I wouldn’t have spent my entire
life as a slave.”

The latter comment all but fell on deaf ears,
she had seen too many slaves of all sorts to care. “There’s an open
market for elf milk. We get requests for it all the time here. The
stuff you find is normally fake, but that doesn’t stop
counterfeiters.”

The elf just looked at Mabel and continued to
squeeze her tit.

“We can sell your milk tonight if
you want,” Mabel offered. “Beventen will never know. We can split
the money.”

“And where would I keep the money?
And how would I spend it?”

Mabel immediately understood her argument.
“Seems unfair that you have to empty your breasts and get nothing
for it.”

“I’ve gotten nothing for it for
most of my life.”

The silence that filled the air between them
pushed the two females apart.

“I’m going to sell it anyway,”
Mabel told her.

“Fine.”

She continued to watch Dawn express her milk.
It was a fascinating process. “Can I help?” she asked after long
minutes. The bowl was barely a tenth full.

“I don’t see how,” Dawn answered,
squeezing again. The milk sprayed and decorated the edges of the
bowl with little pearls of liquid that eventually slid down and
joined the growing puddle.

Mable tried to speak, lost her voice, and then
forced out the words. “I could…you know…help you by sucking out the
milk. It must be painful to be so engorged, so full. I’ve seen some
of the mother’s here do it.”

“You want to drink my milk,” Dawn
sighed.

“Well, no. I would save it in the
bowl. So we can sell it.”

“It’ll mix with your saliva and be
ruined.” Dawn released her breast and shifted her position
slightly. “If you want to nurse from me, that’s fine. I don’t
mind.”

Mabel licked her lips nervously. She did want
to do that. She just didn’t want to admit it to the girl. “I don’t
need to do it,” she said slowly. “I’ll just do it to help you
out.”

Dawn slipped her hand under her full breast
and lifted it slightly offering it to the human woman. “Go ahead,”
she said. “I know you want to.”

She started to lean forward, then caught
herself. Mabel couldn’t admit that she needed to nurse from Dawn.
In her heart she knew that she needed to, but couldn’t bring
herself to say it or do it. After a long moment Dawn shrugged and
shifted the bowl back into place and started to squeeze her full
breast.

“No. Wait!” Mabel said, placing a
restraining hand on the elf’s motions. She didn’t know why should
couldn’t voice her need, or even act upon it. On many occasions she
had sex with another whore for the amusement of a client. This
wasn’t even remotely the same thing. Instead of speaking, she
closed her eyes and leaned forward letting her lips rest on the
elf’s big breast. Dawn moved the bowl aside and placed it on the
floor. Mabel said nothing, carefully kissed her way down the soft
flesh until Dawn’s nipple slipped between her lips.

Automatically she began sucking. Dawn leaned
back and enjoyed the sensation of being nursed gently. Her hand
came up and stroked Mabel’s curly hair. Mabel was exhilarated by
the hot milk filling her mouth and then the sensation of swallowing
and having her stomach fill with a pleasant sensation. She sighed
and rested her face against Dawn’s flesh. She knew she shouldn’t be
drinking the elf milk because every swallow was more gold she would
never see, but she couldn’t stop herself. It was delicious and
inviting and the perfect food.

Dawn relaxed in the sensation of being nursed.
She enjoyed sharing her milk this way. As much as she hated being a
slave, she had resigned herself to that role, as long as her milk
was drained every day. Her right leg came up and she rested the
heel on the edge of the soft chair. She slipped her fingers into
her panties and started playing with her clit. It was nice to
masturbate at the same time as when she was nursed. Gronash didn’t
like it but the human whore didn’t seem to mind.

Before she knew it, Mabel had completely
emptied Dawn’s breast leaving them with just the bowl of milk from
the one breast. She was mostly sated, but
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