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Heidy passed through the rear of the inn and out into the cool evening air, leaving the sounds of drunken revelry behind her. She picked up the pail outside the door and headed up the winding dirt track toward the well. It was only a few yards from the back of the tavern, nestled in a copse between the backs of several houses and away from the street. The walk would be short, but a pleasant evening stroll nonetheless. It reminded her of her hometown of Cheydwick. It was a nice place but she’d left at the first opportunity, escaping the rumors and accusations of local folk, who’d talked in whispers about her indiscretions with the merchant’s son, and her supposed ravishing at the hands of the gypsies.

Madame Callia had been her savior on this occasion: a well-dressed city woman in her middle years who had seen a use for the slim, comely blonde in her own household in Port Thale. The work involved general handmaid's duties as well as sucking the cocks of various business acquaintances, for which she was paid handsomely: six weeks in the city and she had learned that it was more fun and paid better than the boring countryside. 


But in the meantime, she needed her space and so had sneaked out, as she often did, with another of the working girls to enjoy a little drink and song with the locals at a commoners' tavern. After an hour of hard drinking and mild flirtation and petting, what she' really needed right now was a piss, so she'd squatted in the bushes, relieved herself and then had come to fetch a pail of water from the well.


She found the Thrennish sellsword at the well, leaning casually on the stone rim and watching her approach. Valgir, the groping, leering sellsword from the tavern who she’d never admit actually excited her with his roguish confidence and wandering paws. He was handsome enough, in a scraggly, stubbly sort of way. His jaw was square and his shoulders broad, his brown hair wild about his shoulders. He was taller than most men and she had briefly touched his bulge under the table. She could only imagine how large he might be if that weapon were ever released.

‘Why are you here?’

‘I was waiting for you, girl.’ The sellsword answered.

‘I don’t know what the tavern girls in Threnn behave like,’ she said, brushing him aside as she leaned over to open the grate, ‘but it takes more than a few sweet words to...’

She was cut off as the warrior grabbed her shoulders and spun her around. He planted a wet kiss on her full lips and she began to respond, but quickly pulled herself away. He grinned stupidly and grabbed at her rear. Heidy slapped the presumptuous northerner roundly on the cheek.

‘I’m not so easily seduced!’ She snapped and turned again to reach for the well grating.

Instead, he grabbed her around the waist from behind and pulled her close, hot breath on her pale neck. He kissed her shoulder, her ear, and a hand strayed up her torso to fondle a hard nipple through the fabric of her blouse.


‘Valgir,’ she breathed, dropping the bucket. She could feel her loins flush with heat and dampness. Did she really want him to stop?

Wordlessly the warrior pushed the girl forward and she fell bent over the rim of the well, her face pressed against the circular grill covering. Heidy tried to push herself back up but a large firm hand between her shoulder blades held her in place. She could feel the rogue’s other hand running up her thigh, lifting her dress and petticoat. It made her even wetter with anticipation. Anyone might come across them at any time, though it was getting late. But the idea of being taken roughly by this stranger in an alley was exciting in a way she hadn’t experienced since she’d camped with the outlaw gypsies.

Valgir was quick, frantic and hungry: holding Heidy down with one hand he lifted her skirts over her hips with the other as she squirmed and giggled. She had a nice round arse, tight and pale, with flimsy white undergarments accentuating the curve of her behind, the full lips of her thick little cunny. The warrior spanked her small round arse and she squealed again. He grinned hungrily as her tender flesh wobbled.

‘The guards will hear us!’ The girl hissed defiantly. The guards didn’t worry him - two old men and a handful of gormless tradesmen’s sons, they were probably all drunk by now. The rogue loosened his pantstrings and let his hard, thick penis spring into the night air. It slapped hotly against Heidy’s buttocks and she squealed sharply at the threat of intrusion.

‘God’s that’s big,’ she remarked looking back at him as he slid his hard roped shaft against her tender flesh. The crisp elocution she used in the city was gone, replaced by her native upland brogue. ‘I hope you’re not planning on stuffing that thing in me.’

With a deft hand, Valgir tore Heidy’s undercloth away, revealing soft lips covered with downy blond hair and the puckered golden brown button of her anus. The warrior spat a glob of saliva on his fingers and aimed them at her crack as the girl wriggled her arse to and fro. Thick fingers found her opening and massaged her cunny into a welcoming wetness as she ground back at his digits with slow gyrations and moaned in response.

Still holding the girl bent over the well, Valgir took his weapon in hand and pressed the tip against her petals. ‘Be careful tonight,’ Heidy pleaded in warning, as his thick head parted her folds and she began to feel the pressure of his large member stretching her opening.

The warrior’s cock was on fire - he had to feel her wetness surround him, release this unyielding pressure. He thrust forward and the girl gasped as she felt his thickness invade the opening to her passage. Grabbing Heidy’s hips with both hands, Valgir pulled the blonde’s arse towards him, penetrating her fully. Heidy’s gates yielded before his battering ram and Valgir found himself swimming in her warm, wet cunny. He began to pump, slowly at first then increasing in tempo as the girl’s half-pained moans increased. He thrust eagerly in and out of the lass, her sex engulfing his tool as he plunged over and over into her juicy hot passage.

Heidy clutched the grating as the warrior thrust, lifting her face up so it would not be scratched on the coarse iron. She could feel his whole length driving deeply into her loins, the head of his tool bumping against the top of her passage, the thickness stretching her lips open. The sellsword was grunting and huffing, drawing her hips backward with an iron grip as he pushed himself into her in long, deep strokes, as her own pleasure built above the discomfort of his size and length. 

Valgir felt the warm wet massage of Heidy’s tight young cunny running up and down the length of his rod. His thrusts began to gain momentum and his tempo increased. This was the easiest way the warrior had his women, save when he could afford a decent whore. The girl had been no trouble at all. He’d just finished pissing against the wall in the alley behind the aptly-named Rutting Stag and had spied her on her way to the well. He had an ache in his loins, a sheathed weapon that needed to taste battle.

Now, thrusting deep inside the handmaid, the Thrennlander was using his sword alright. For hours had he dreamed of watching his thick cock plunge between her tight pink cheeks and now he was doing just that, her small round arse even prettier than he’d imagined. Heidy was tight, her warm moist membrane washing over his cock like a great tide drawing him out, then pulling him in again. He slapped her arse once more, eliciting a sharp squeal of encouragement masked as protest. She made no attempt to resist, instead just flopped over the well and let him take her.

And take her the warrior did, pounding into the lass from behind with increasingly frantic strokes. He marveled at how the flesh of her buttocks rippled every time he slammed forward into her, the sight of her taut arsehole winking up at him. He didn’t know if Heidy had had many men before him but he was sure she wasn’t a virgin. She seemed to be taking his length well, even responding slightly, drawing her hips back toward him to meet his thrusts as faint moans escaped her delicious pink lips.

Or perhaps that was just his imagination. Valgir was hammering into Heidy by now, gripping her flesh tightly as her moans increased with the pounding. He glanced around the copse, the backs of the houses and back toward the inn but there seemed to be no alarm. Turning again to the plundering at hand, he concentrated on pushing his cock ever deeper into the girl as she moaned beneath him.

Heidy groaned and panted as she lay bent over the well, her hands on the grate, her face raised slightly off it, the sellsword’s thick penis thrusting roughly into her wet cunny from the rear. She’d never told anyone of the visiting merchant’s son who stole into her room at the inn and had his way with her, nor of the gypsy ruffians that had taken her in the woods. She could take this large brute’s cock and she’d tell nobody about this either. But if she could not stifle her cries of pleasure, the whole neighborhood might soon find them both at it.


She was also determined that they should finish quickly. Heidy aided the warrior with backward strokes of her hips; her soft, warm walls squeezing gently on the warrior’s cock. Before long she felt his pace quicken, his breathing more frantic and his cock swelling even more inside her. ‘Oh be careful,’ she warned again as he hammered into the girl, her own climax approaching in a building wave of grinding convulsions. Valgir grunted almost angrily as he slammed away at the girl, her arse slapping wetly against his pelvis in the cool autumn air. His eyes were fixed on the sight of his thick cock plunging in and out between those small white creamy buttocks as her firm flesh wobbled and gyrated around it, his orgasm about to erupt.

Now at fever pitch, pounding away, Valgir could feel a flood of passion welling up from the base of his cock. He hammered away at the wench frantically, pulling her hips back toward him with each stroke as his cock shaft expanded with the torrent rushing up it. At that moment the wench’s own excitement overtook her and oblivious to the world, she clawed at the grate and clenched her teeth as she tensed, shuddered and shook into a fit of orgasmic release. 

Now beyond control, the Thrennlander groaned loudly as his fluid burst forth, exploding from the tip of his manhood and flooding Heidy’s passage in long, thick spurts. He continued to thrust as he ejaculated, sending shot after shot deep into the wench filling, her with his villainous seed until he was utterly spent. Heidy grimaced at the power of the warrior’s climatic thrusts, flooded by the hot sticky fluid that he’d deposited in her; it swished around his shaft inside her and spilled over her thinly-haired lips; running over her pelvis, drenching her pubic hair and pooling in the folds of her petticoat.

Winding down, Valgir collapsed atop the wench, his weight pushing
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