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Tanith pushed open the shutters and let the daylight stream in. She had slept from dawn until midday and now looked out over a bustling city. Handcarts and wagons grated through dusty streets over broken cobblestones, dogs barked, vendors called and people haggled, exchanged japes and children laughed and they ran through the streets. Tanith loved the city. It was all she’d dreamed. The only problem was the work. It had been another night and another job. She’d stolen real money this time, a lot of it, and jewels. Akumba had snorted gleefully and handed over her share when she’d presented it. 

She’d become quite a talented thief, but though the fixer had offered to pay her well to stay and do a few more burglaries, she had committed herself to a trip to the capital this week with Arouna and the merchant caravan. Tanith had enjoyed precious little time with the Kalpoori Swordmaiden of late. She was Tanith’s mentor, protector and lover in the absence of a man’s touch. She had found Tanith this lucrative nighttime work and guided her and shared her bed. Or rather, Tanith had shared Arouna’s because the swordmaiden had rented the room above The Duke’s Bells since before Tanith had arrived. The Kalpoori beauty had been good to her and had earned her loyalty. Tanith would follow her on the road this week.

But right now Arouna was away at work, guarding the jeweler’s store, and Tanith had awoken from her rest after skulking around and thieving all night. She hoped this spat between the merchants would continue, for then she’d keep milking this cow indefinitely. The pleasures of the city were many – wine and food and minstrels and nice clothes, not to mention Arouna’s delicate fingers and probing tongue. But most of these things cost money and she suspected even Arouna’s affections required her to keep working nights, so she needed some coin in her purse to enjoy this sprawling castle town. And for that she needed to keep using her delicate fingers to steal records, plant incriminating letters, threaten fixers and pawnbrokers in their beds at night or simply watch, listen and report what she had seen.

The huntress fell back on the large bed, letting the light fill and warm the room. She had been raised by her relatives, a woodsman and his wife, and was accustomed to being up at dawn. That was when she went to sleep these days, waking at noon or later to enjoy the city and shop for nice clothes and baubles and drink and eat in the taverns until her work began after dark. Thieves were despised in her home village. Here, they seemed to have the run of the place. She felt like she was finally on the right track. 


The shift she wore was white silk: a soft, smooth fabric from the east that she had only ever touched for the first time a few days ago. Her coarse woodcraft clothes – wool, hide, hemp and linen – were folded at the foot of the bed, to be worn at night under the dark cowl she donned after dark for Akumba’s jobs. Tanith enjoyed the soft fabric, the comfort of the smooth cotton sheets of the bed in their well-appointed room. She remembered Valgir, the rogue and sellsword who’d gotten her into this business and the urgency of his lovemaking; the violent passion of his touch whenever he'd taken her in the woods on their journey from Fallbrook to the city of Belcroft. How he'd lain between her legs, filling her with his length and flooding her with his seed. He was in the town jail now, the first casualty of her new career, but she longed for the comfort of his arms again too. 

Tanith now realized how much she desired to be touched by anyone, how she needed touch someone’s flesh in turn. She felt a stirring in her loins and could not stop her hands moving down her body to caress her flesh through the cloth. Her body was tingling, her bald crotch becoming moist, just from the thought of it, tossing and turning, and her nipples rubbing against the lace trim of her soft silk shift only made Tanith all the more aware of those thoughts and desires.

Without thinking, she started rubbing her breasts. She was lost in the moment, fingertips lightly moving across her nipples through the thin fabric, sending chills through her body. As she massaged and played with her large peasant mounds, her mind replayed her last tryst with Valgir. She imagined his voice; it was a deep powerful rumble as it whispered filthy promises in her ear while he’d thrust deep inside her, tensing and flooding her with his warmth.

Tanith moved the straps of her silken shift from her shoulders and freed her breasts to the cool night air. Lying on her back, staring at the wooden ceiling, her hands were now upon her bare flesh, soft and warm on her cool skin. Tanith massaged her full breasts in her small hands. She delighted in the pleasure her skin was experiencing. She thought back to her first lover, a farm boy who’d had no idea, but how he would pinch and roll her nipples to near torture. She tried to mimic his actions with her hands, but her gentle fingers could not produce the same sensation as his rough calloused digits had. Her mind was playing indecent tricks and her nipples had hardened into little peaks that ached with longing. 

As she drew her shift slowly upward, a chill ran up Tanith's spine and she inched her fingertips between her breasts, down to the top of her belly stopping at the soft vector of shaved flesh between her legs. Tanith could not stop herself; she had no control over her actions. Her hand slid inside her bare folds, the soft stubble tickling her fingers as she moved her hand slowly through her moist heat. She closed her eyes, a finger grazing across her clit, eliciting a soft moan. Tanith's finger slid down into the opening between her folds and rubbed the juices all over her smooth skin and up the soft pink hood covering her clit. She was behaving like a girl first discovering her needs. She felt naughty and loved it.


The huntress could now smell the aroma of her own hungry juices, the moistness spreading a heady musk. She loved the smell and taste of Arouna. Did her lovers feel the same about her? She concluded they must for it seemed no man could resist lapping at her hairless crotch the first chance he got. The huntress moved her hand back and forth enjoying the feel of her own body and the aroma of her own need. Her fingers teased at her clit and her increasing wetness between the moist folds of skin. She had ignored her feelings of self-gratification far too long. Taking long, slow strokes Tanith ran her middle finger back and forth through her gash, juices making her very slick. Her middle finger eased up inside and Tanith stopped for a moment to savor the feeling of having something inside her again. Her warm flesh enveloped her finger tightly and she dreamed of a deeper penetration from another hand, or something more.


Tanith lifted her head and pushed a pillow under her neck, taking a moment to look down at herself. She was turned on even more by the idea of watching, as she had been when Valgir had been tied up by the merchant’s daughter, little hussy that she’d been. Her long dark hair hung just above her breast, exposing her own erect nipples and spread thighs to let her see her body in a new and exciting way. 

Tanith glanced over at the bedside table and saw the vial of oil that Arouna used to remove her eye makeup sitting next to her finely-carved ivory hairbrush. Apparently, it came from the fat of some giant beast with tusks as long as a man that roamed the distant winterless lands Arouna had come from. She reached for the bottle and poured a few drops onto her fingers. Tanith spread her knees apart exposing her glistening slit to the sunlight that seeped into the room. She spread the oil all over between her legs and felt the warmth from outside mingle with the heat within. 

Her fingers slid easily back and forth. She imagined someone standing over her, watching her. Tanith felt her face flush, but it was quickly replaced by overwhelming arousal. Dripping a few more drops onto her fingers, she then raised her hips and eased her pelvis forward over her fingers.

Grinding her hips back and forth on her hand, she imagined Arouna’s touch now – how deft her fingers had been, how unlike the rogue’s frenzied thrusts. Tanith looked down her torso, her breasts were bouncing gently to the rhythm of her body grinding onto her hand. With her free hand, she massaged each breast and pinched her erect nipples. She let out a soft moan, delighting in the sensation of touching herself. Tanith slid her other hand down to massage her clit. She must have spent many nights trying different combinations of pressure and speed over the years and she suspected the lesson would never end.

Her body started to shudder involuntarily; her climax starting to build. She leaned back and rubbed her hardened clit. Tanith reached over and grabbed Arouna’s fine ivory hairbrush, shamelessly plunging it between her legs and guiding it to her splayed and slickened lips. The hard, smooth handle end glided easily into her slippery canal, the length of the shaft penetrating further than her fingers could have. The cool ivory felt divine against her heated walls, as she eased it in and out of her passage. Her pace quickened, her hand now ramming the brush as hard and as deep as she could. Her climax did not take long to reach; her body was ready to explode. 

Tanith's body bucked and tossed as she spiraled into release. Her juices soaked her hand, still gripping the brush, as shocks convulsed her body. Uncontrollable moans escaped her lips as she thrust back at the makeshift phallus and she shuddered on, reducing her speed until she collapsed in a satisfied heap on the sheets. She slowly removed the hairbrush, tossing it aside. Then she rubbed her juices over her heated loins. Tanith felt exhausted, her heart pounded and her clit throbbed. The smell of sweet satisfaction filled her nostrils. She took one last look at herself and smiled, feeling very satisfied. 

Tanith sat up, spied her clothes on the floor and decided to leave them there. As she pulled the bedsheets over her, her body felt hot and the cool cotton sheets were soothing. She could spare another couple of hours’ sleep before returning to the pleasures of the city. Tanith made herself comfortable, sliding a pillow next to her body to snuggle with, imagining it was Arouna or Valgir or anyone with strong arms. Just as her eyes had closed and her head had begun to buzz with sleepiness and the sounds outside disappeared, there was a knock at the heavy wooden door. She roused herself dully, padded nude across the floor to unlatch the bolt and then flopped lazily back into bed, half covered with the sheets.
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