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Footsteps sounded from the stone floor of the hallway and Caryth stood to attention as she’d been trained. This past week she had learned a whole new meaning of subservient. She had displeased the brothel owner Akumba and had been moved to one of his other establishments, the Bearded Clam, where the cellars were better arranged for the manner of clientele she was now to service. 

Keys rattled and her cell door creaked open. Aneta stood there, dazzling as always with her perfectly tossed auburn hair and a fine white gown that accentuated her curves. She was flanked by the two armed beauties: the pale blonde wood-elf Nansi and the ca-faced oriental Sooyung. 

‘Come on,’ Aneta smiled almost apologetically. ‘Another special today. This one likes discretion.’

The easterner beside her young Madam gave a wry half-smile as their eyes met, as if thanking her for keeping her silence. The elf led her out gently, minding the step down as always. She looked back at her candle-lit room and the glimpse of the street from the grille that served as a window in the top corner. It was only just getting light outside.


They led her down the corridor and turned left into the washroom, where two large vintner’s vats served as bathtubs. The servants kept them fed with warm water and heated with an underfloor array of hot coals and stones. 

‘Tie your hair,’ Aneta said, handing her a small ribbon, and she dutifully wrapped her honey-blonde locks in a bun. 

‘Undress and get in. We have a change of clothes for you after.’

Caryth loosened the hemp belt and let her thin linen shift fall to the floor. She was a big woman compared to the other three; though Aneta was curvier than the two lithe swordmaidens, she was still no match for a sturdy village taverner’s daughter. Her heavy breasts hung with full pink nipples and her wide hips rippled slightly as she stepped out of the garment. Her strong country thighs looked to be twice the breadth of the elf’s slender legs and her waist, while smaller than her hips, was not built for the tight corsets of city harlots. Aneta also disrobed releasing somewhat smaller breasts and less fulsome curves, but still a healthy pink peach for a city girl. Her thick auburn locks were matched by the triangle between her patch, trimmed as Caryth’s had been for ease of access and presentation, though the country wench’s own honey-blonde thatch was growing back rapidly. Following Caryth into the bath and gently picking up a lump of soap from a tray hooked on the side, she stood behind the tavern wench and began to lather her up.

‘Who is it?’

‘No names for this one. We aren’t even told know. He arrives early and leaves not long after sunrise. He always wears a hood and we’re told not to ask, those are Akumba’s orders.’

Caryth was intrigued and a little apprehensive but put it out of her mind as she allowed the warm water to be sponged over her shoulders and cascade down her back. It felt good on a crisp autumn morning, with the birds singing outside. The mysterious client was a problem for later.

Aneta’s deft hand soaped her up and down, lathering her full breasts and stroking the curved of her hips. She splashed water up and down and the wench and Caryth caught the oriental’s eyes studying her again as she stood watch. Aneta’s warm palm slid up her thigh and rubbed her crotch wet, causing a familiar flush in the tavern girl’s innermost loins. Caryth had to suppress a small whimper. 

‘Yes, we’re going to et you extra clean for this one,’ Aneta soothed, fingers probing the wench’s moistening petals between trimmed hairs. ‘He likes nothing better than a nice sparkling crotch to play with.’

The word ‘play’ worried her somewhat but the anticipation of it and the gentle ministrations of Aneta’s skillful fingers as she cleaned her cunny once again drove the fear from Caryth’s mind. Sparks reached up from the dampened folds beneath her thicket to drive warm shards through her core. She closed her eyes to enjoy the moment and felt her knees begin to buckle. 

‘Oh, you like that don’t you?’ Aneta purred into her ear from behind, sliding a slender finger along her moist crease to find her swollen nub already waiting. Aneta tickled it in little circles, applying pressure as a gasp escaped Caryth’s lips and she bent forward to lean on the rim of the vat. Aneta dipped a finger between the wench’s splayed folds and gently pushed it inside her warm depths, a slight rocking motion causing Caryth to grind her hips back in response. 

She shamefully thought of how pathetic she must look best over in the tub like this, but the feeling was too delicious and in any case, she had done many shameful things lately. She allowed herself a moan as Aneta’s digit pistoned gently in and out of her, preparing the way for the client to come. Caryth could feel the heat welling up within and began to thrust back more forcefully, her wet lips slopping around the young madam’s pumping finger. But almost as soon as she had started to get used the pleasure, the fingers withdrew from her glistening canyon and left her cold and wanting more.

‘Now, now, save it for the client,’ Aneta remonstrated, dipping her fingers in the bathwater to rinse them off.

Caryth straightened herself, red-faced and breathing a little heavily. Nansi took her hand to guide her out of the tub and onto the towel rug between them. Immediately Sooyung was there to help dry her off, while Aneta took care of herself.

‘Now,’ the young madam said, tossing her towel aside and slipping back into her gown before tying the belt. ‘We have a special outfit for this one. Keep thinking dirty thoughts and stay ready for him.’

The eastern woman retrieved a bundle of glistening leather from a shelf. ‘Put this on,’

Caryth gingerly unraveled it, a one-piece leather corset with a gusset to cover the crotch and firm cups to saddle a pair of tits that looked too small for her. It laced up at the back. Comparing its size and hers she looked quizzically and back and forth at the women and was about to protest, but they all smiled coldly to let her know she had little choice. Sighing, she bent and stepped into the first leg hole.

Pulling the garment up around her it was indeed quite small and tight and she noted the crotch has a hole stitched into it to frame her trimmed lips and expose her moist slit. The leather pinched under her arms and her heavy breasts barely squeezed into it. Half her backside seemed to be hanging out till she realized it was so narrow at the rear that practically all of her juicy rump was exposed. Nansi reached for the ribbon and let Caryth’s hair down for her.

‘There, pretty as a peach,’ Aneta spanked her lightly. Now let’s see if that pleases him. They led her back out into the corridor passed the Rack Room the Large Dungeon and the Boiler to the room affectionately referred to as the Small Dungeon.

The room was aptly named. It had a leather covered table in the center with cuffs at all four corners for ankles and wrists. The walls were hung with more chains and a rack of implements for tickling, prodding and whipping. It was lit by candles in glass lamps on brackets and the iron and leather glistened in the flickering light. There was no window for this room.

They lay Caryth face down on the bed and fastened her bonds. She was spread-eagled, arms and legs apart and aware of her exposed crotch in the drafty air. 

‘Don’t speak until spoken to and don’t ask any questions,’ Aneta instructed, and they left her alone in the dim orange glow and closed the door behind them. 

A few moments later fresh footsteps sounded down the corridor.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Forbidden Bonds


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


The door creaked open and a troll walked in. He wore a long black cloak that trailed behind polished black boots – the most impeccably polished boots she’d ever seen. She could see no more from her prone position: face down as she was, Caryth would have had to crane her neck to see him anyway, but as it was caught only glimpses of a hooded cowl that shrouded his face as he circled the table.

‘Keep your eyes down,’ he whispered softly and she did as she was told.

‘You want my cock in your mouth don’t you?’

She was about to protest at the sudden demand but remembered she’d been instructed to remain silent.

‘Answer me.’

‘But...’

‘Answer!’ He snapped, and a hand came down across her bare rump, slapping it hard and leaving her arse red and hot.

‘You want it in your mouth, don’t you whore?’

She felt the heat flush in her loins and was mildly intrigued to find out whether he was as hung as his stern voice implied, but she wasn’t about to tell him that. She was given little notice however: he pulled aside his robe as he stood before her, and all she could see was a powerful, jutting pink erection aimed squarely between her eyes.

Caryth gingerly opened her mouth as the troll’s veined appendage pressed forward. Closing her eyes, she felt the head nudge its way between her parted lips, velvet warm skin on her tongue and her crotch spasmed as he inched his hard length deeper into her mouth. She moaned and gagged, hoping she sounded suitably miserable. If dominance was what this client wanted, then that he shall have. She sucked on him gently at first, then more quickly, eager to be done with it. The customer grunted his approval, tightening his grip in her hair to pull her closer as he thrust a little harder, a little faster.

‘Oh yes, whore,’ he continued to groan. ‘You like a good mouthful of cock, don’t you?’

Caryth thought it was rhetorical until he pulled away from her and tilted her face up. His face was completely hidden in the dark folds of the hood. She recalled a time when a hooded rescuer had saved her from a band of orcs in the broken tower in the woods, but there would be no escape from this dungeon.

It was then she noticed the crop in his hands and he cracked it over her big round backside once more, eliciting a gasp and a wince. She hadn’t expected it and felt the heat flush anew in her loins; a mix of pleasure and pain moistening her hairy folds once more. Before she could recover, though, his hard throbbing tool was back in her mouth where it bumped against her throat. Then he began thrusting into her, filling her cheeks and causing her to gag and gasp for air. He fucked her mouth with
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