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All characters
in this story are 18 or over.


Rhana shivered
slightly as her gown fell to the floor.

 




“Do I really need to be naked?” she complained, “Surely a gown
isn’t too complicated for a troll to get through.”

 


 


“Do
you want the fabric shoved up your cunt because he’s so eager to
fuck you?” The attendant sighed. “The breeding room is warmer than
this one, there’s no need to worry.”

 


 


Rhana just
nodded, and tried to keep warm.

 


 


She was one of
a handful of sturdy human women employed for one purpose only:
breeding with captive trolls. They were infinitely valuable to all
walks of life, and their blood was used by wizards to create
portals to other cities. Trolls were vital to more rapid travel,
the very development of the kingdom, and these women, it was
declared, were providing a vital service.

 




It was rather a luxurious life, Rhana had to admit. She didn’t have
to marry, and she had the income to support a manor house and keep
a number of servants.

 


 


It just
required some discomfort, now and then.

 


 


She was
strapped into a special wooden stock–besides the holes for her head
and hands, there was a spot behind that part that she rested on. It
was a sort of wooden horse that supported her stomach, and kept her
legs spread.

 


 


The last thing
to do, once she was put in, was a special lubricant. The assistant
poured some onto two fingers of his gloved hand, and began to press
against her pussy’s entrance.

 


 


“You
always like this part,” Rhana said, as she squirmed slightly in the
bonds. “I bet you wish it was your cock going inside
me.”

 


 


“Of
course I do, but it’s not worth my job to do it.” The assistant’s
voice was amused. He continued to thrust his fingers into her
pussy, added a little more of the lubricant, and then a third
finger.

 


 


“Oh,
that’s good…”

 


 


The lubricant
was meant to arouse the troll through scent, but also to fill her
with desire, to get her wet, and it always did its job well. That
the assistant had large fingers was also helpful…she clenched her
pussy’s walls around them, hoping to encourage him to go
on.

 


 


But just as she
felt sure orgasm was closing in, his fingers drew back. Rhana was
left feeling needy, and empty. Breathing hard, she glared at the
assistant as he passed. “You ass…why couldn’t you finish
me?”

 


 


“I
think the troll will do that on his own.” The assistant left
through the barred door, and she was alone again.

 


 


She shifted
once more. Her pussy was soaked, and the lubricant potion would
ensure it stayed that way. But gods, how horrible it was to be
stuck here with nothing to fill her, no cock to spread her
pussy…

 


 


Then, behind
her, a sound of stone scraping against stone. The door to the
troll’s enclosure was being opened…and a
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