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Valgir moved his hips as the girl's tongue worked his shaft expertly, head bobbing wetly over him, taking his length all the way into her mouth then slowly sucking it out again. The rogue groaned and ran his fingers through the girl's hair. She expertly manoeuvred her tongue around his head, and down his shaft, licking his scrotum before taking the full length in her mouth and pumping it with her hand.

The Thrennlander was tired of the city. He had drunk himself into a stupor in every tavern and gambled away half of the coin he'd saved from last season's campaign. He'd seduced a noblewoman, a lapsed Sister of Compassion and a taverner’s wife, and taken one comely lass in the alley behind the Dancing Stag in the dead of night when the watch had already passed on their rounds. Oh but for the whores! Now drinking at the Stag again he had no longer the patience for seduction so he had paid one of the young whores who worked there, Nichanne, to lay with him a night. 

Nichanne was a petite girl of perhaps twenty summers. She had full pink lips set into a round, lightly freckled face; shoulder-cropped chestnut hair and a pert nose with a bridge so shallow that some swore she had to be part wood-elf. Her eyes were large and hazel, her breasts small and firm. She had rather wide hips and a large round arse for a girl her size; her legs quite short and thighs thick, but she had a charming smile and something about that big behind just made men want to take her. One wiggle of the hips had been enough to loosen Valgir’s purse.

The sellsword of course, was happy to take his time. He'd paid for her company for the night and there was no rush. He sat naked on the edge of the bed while Nichanne, also naked, kneeled between his legs. The bath they had just exited sat steaming beside them as she closed her full lips over his manhood and drove her head down toward his pelvis. 

Valgir grabbed the sides of her head and thrust his cock upward into her mouth. He revolved his hips as the wench pumped her head downward over his shaft, taking the full length in and out of her wet warm mouth. It had been some time since the rogue had been so expertly caressed. He became frantic, thrusting upwards as the girl sucked down on him with every wet stroke. He released her head and clutched the bedsheets, a familiar pressure welling up from the base of his manhood. 

‘I'm coming.’ He warned her; she chuckled and continued to suck. 

Whores were professionals and somehow he'd always had respect for them. It was only decent to warn the girl. He clutched the bed harder now and thrust powerfully upward. Surprisingly, she could take his whole generous length in her mouth and continue to please him with a flicking tongue and moist jowls. ‘I'm coming...’ he warned again and the girl wrapped her arms around his hips, clutching him closer as she sucked his cock. Recognising the girl's cue the rogue tensed as his orgasm came, a thick white torrent of spunk gushing out into her mouth. Nichanne continued to suck, coaxing every last drop of his seed out of his sack as she swallowed it all down in expertly timed gulps. 

Sighing, the rogue collapsed back on the bed as his orgasm subsided, weakened and spent.

Giggling, she came up for air. ‘My turn, Milord.’

Valgir sat up and gently lay her down on the edge of the bed in his place. Now kneeling between the girl's spread thighs the candlelight offered an excellent view of her small, wispy-haired cunny. Her patch was fluffy, slightly curled and the colour of her chestnut head. He kissed down her thick thighs as her chest rose and fell deeply and her soft stomach quivered in anticipation. Approaching her sex, Valgir could make out a small, swollen clitoris perched over full lips that closed just above the taut brown button of her anus. The whore was wide open and waiting for him, her musk getting stronger and her pubic hair beginning to glisten. The sellsword hungrily engulfed the Nichanne's vagina in his mouth and began wetly nuzzling the girl to her moans of pleasure.

Nichanne moaned and rolled her hips, clutching the rogue's brown cropped hair tightly to her crotch as his tongue roamed wetly over her lips and lapped on her juices. She had a sweet young cunny, fresh to taste and eagerly moistened. She ran her fingers through his hair as he licked and sucked on her, nibbling her clitoris and running his tongue over her arsehole. She giggled as his tongue tickled her anus and groaned as he slipped a finger gently into her vagina. Valgir hooked his digit upward to find the rough lump of skin on the roof of her passage and began to rub it gently while he vigorously sucked on her clit.

Valgir knew how to please a woman and satisfying a whore meant good repeat business. But while he'd left plenty a village lass in the fields and for all he knew with child, he reflected on how much easier it was to go whoring. Seduction was all well and good but yielded mixed results and took much effort. Only with the tavern wenches of the cities and towns he knew, could he truly take comfort in a woman - only with these open and willing girls who'd do almost anything for his coin.

Nichanne was thrusting her pelvis against the rogue's face now, shuddering and nearing her climax. Knowing a little of how to tease he withdrew his tongue and finger and, grabbing the lass by her ample hips, he swung her around so that she lay bent over the edge of the bed with his face in her rear end. Nichanne lay prone and panting, expecting to be penetrated from behind but instead she felt the rogue's lips close over her wet lips once again and closed her eyes as a moan escaped her lips. Valgir lapped away on her juices, slobbering over vulva and clitoris as her hips thrust gently up and down. He slid his thumb underneath her belly and began to rub on her clitoris, while he moved his tongue up to tickle her anus.

The whore thrust her crotch backward at his face, filling his nostrils with the scent of her musk; his tongue slick with her sweet juices. He ran his tongue over her anus, licking the tight button in little flicks as he rubbed her clit vigorously with his thumb. She ground her pelvis into him as her whimpering pitched higher and higher and her hips began to shake and shudder. He slapped her large buttocks and she giggled playfully but soon lapsed into gasping and moaning as her climax drew near. Freezing momentarily, Nichanne released herself, shuddering into a long, groaning orgasm, vagina tensing and relaxing as the rogue continued to lap on her juices. As the sensation subsided she drew her pelvis away and allowed the sellsword to come up for air, complementing him on his skill at love play. That was another thing that girls he took in woods and alleyways never did, but he probably wouldn't stop in this lifetime.

Now kneeling up behind the girl on the low bed, Valgir took his hard tool in hand and guided it between her spread cheeks towards her inviting cunny. She responded heartily as he pressed his manhood up against her opening, drawing her hips backward to engulf his powerful tool in a single, wet thrust, moaning in delight as his thickness penetrated her warm, hungry passage. The rogue began to thrust, slapping wetly in and out of the whore's love hole. Nichanne clutched the sheets and rammed back at him, soaking up the pleasure mixed with mild pain, panting and moaning as he took her from behind.

Gripping the lass by her meaty hips again, the rogue slammed into her, filling her passage with his long, thick manhood, causing her to groan with each convulsive thrust. She rotated her hips and pushed back to meet his strokes, her cunny sucking warmly on his weapon, gripping it with taut, experienced young muscles. He ran a finger over her crack, tickling her anus as he pounded powerfully into her. The girl was tight, warm and wet. He dipped the tip of his finger into her back passage and she responded with an ecstatic, youthful moan. A dirty whore was the best sort. 

Pounding back at him now, her holes closing over his finger and his cock she giggled and groaned, and reached back between her legs to stroke his heavy balls. Valgir pumped harder and faster, ramming the girl and pushing her cheek against the bed as she moaned and huffed beneath him. But she could take it, take all of the mercenary's club-like tool and his thick finger and probably more. She squeezed on his sack and stroked the base of his shaft. 

She only had one request - a common professional consideration, ‘Don't come inside me.’

Of course the rogue wouldn't. This wasn't some village girl he was ravishing after plundering her farm. With these paid professionals, he had to observe protocol and show some courtesy. Satisfy her desires and her requirements, and Valgir of Threnn could have the lovely Nichanne every time he visited Port Thale "Of course not," he panted, ploughing deeply into the girl from behind. 

‘Slap my arse,’ Nichanne implored and the rogue spanked her heartily. She was nasty - he liked that. The whore ground backward against his cock, thrusting frantically and squeezing his rod with her tight sheath. He spanked her backside hard and she giggled and pouted has his pumping pushed her face into the mattress. He could feel his climax approaching, a deep torrent welling up from the base of his cock and threatening to spew forth into her welcoming loins. Nichanne cried out as she exploded into her second orgasm, pounding a fist on the mattress as she bucked and twisted beneath him. Valgir clutched her hips and pounded against her meaty flesh until she collapsed whimpering on the bed. Frantically the rogue pulled himself out and taking his member in hand, pumped a long hot spurt of slick sticky come over her arse and back. It splashed over her milky flesh and the sheets, errant streaks running down the left side of her hip and into the crack of her buttocks as she lay panting and spent.

Valgir collapsed beside the girl, as spent as she was. He sucked in air in big gulps as Nichanne leaned over him, taking his penis in her mouth. Gingerly, she licked and sucked the remaining come off his head as his cock still twitched in slow, relaxed post coital glow. Coming up, she giggled cheekily, wiping her lips.

They were startled by a heavy knock on the door, and the girl dashed for her clothes as the sellsword bolted upright and drew the sheets across his pelvis.

"Town watch!" an angry voice cried, "Open up in the name of the Duke!"
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