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Chapter One

 


Dawn stared with disgusted disinterest at the troll
suckling from her engorged breast. After a year of captivity she
had become accustomed to the monster draining her breasts daily of
her milk. It wasn’t a terrible existence. It could be worse. She
was mostly well treated; there were no beatings or torturing, she
was well-fed, she was even allowed to stay in the forest above the
cave during daylight hours. Naturally she was chained by her ankle
to a rock in the cave…but still, Dawn considered it a step up from
her previous placement. The only downside was that her troll owner
nursed from her breasts every day.

His lips were thick and strong, they pulled
unnaturally at her nipples and his huge bulk closed in
oppressively. Gronash was a typical troll as far as Dawn knew. He
was huge, over seven feet tall, bulky, muscular, purplish skin,
bald head, and pointed ears. Nothing remarkable. His thick lips
latched to her breasts every day and drained her milk. She had
become accustomed to it, but couldn’t help cringing every time at
the huge incisors that poked out of his mouth, threatening to slash
her tender flesh. That never happened, even the first time he
nursed from her. Gronash was surprisingly gentle with Dawn, which
surprised her, for she had always been told that trolls were horrid
monsters that were more likely to kill you than to look at you.

That turned out to be untrue. Trolls were supposed to
be stupid as well, but Gronash was also intelligent, much more so
than most of the humans she had dealt with most of her life.
Perhaps he was so careful with her because he needed her and had
paid a high price for her slavery and maybe it was the nature of
trolls to kill and eat elves, humans, and other trolls on a regular
basis. She didn’t know. What she did know is that every time
Gronash placed his lips upon her flesh she involuntarily
recoiled—he said and did nothing about her autonomic response—and
then she relaxed as her milk started flowing and she began to enjoy
the sensation of being nursed.

That is what Dawn hated the most. The reason for her
slavery was also one of the few pleasures in her life, a life of
slavery.

As he continued to nurse from her, Dawn felt the
tightness of her breast’s skin lessen. She knew that he
intentionally fed her foods laced with herbs designed to make her
lactate more than was natural, but since he was her only supply of
food, she had little choice in the matter. Her breasts were too
large for her thin frame, it seemed every bit of nutrition she took
in immediately went to her breasts and then out to Gornash’s
stomach.

The first breast was drained. He released it with a
smack of his lips and immediately glommed onto the full tit. Again
she had her involuntary reaction of recoil, then her milk started
flowing and her body responded to the stimulation Gronash supplied.
She had been certain upon her capture the big troll would rape and
kill her. That was not the case. He needed her milk. What she
didn’t expect was her growing attachment to the troll. True, he was
her jailer and had only one use for her, but he showed her more
affection and care than her previous owners.

She sighed heavily and rested on of her tiny hands on
top of his smooth head. The other she let trail down to between her
legs. A tiny scrap of material protected her modesty and innocence.
Her fingers slipped under the magic cloth and caressed her nether
lips. They were wet proving her arousal. The nub of her pleasure
button was erect and she teased it with her fingertips before her
hand was slapped away by Gornash’s meaty palm.

“Not while I feed,” he grunted at her then latched
back on to her tit. She knew better than to argue. There were
punishments that he had devised to keep her in line. They had
largely become unnecessary lately, but there was always the threat.
She nodded though he couldn’t see the motion and continued to
stroke his head—that he didn’t mind. Her body continued its arousal
and she absently rubbed her thighs together, waiting for him to
finish his feed, waiting for him to leave, waiting for the
opportunity to masturbate in peace.

What had surprised her about Gronash more so than her
previous owners was his amount of self-control. He had never fucked
her, had never abused her. Once she was in the possession of a
troll she was certain rape and murder were in her immediate future.
She had been wrong. She knew this was because the milk of a virgin
elf was highly prized for its healing and other properties. It was
why Dawn had been a slave her entire life, it was why she was still
a virgin at the ripe age of nearly a hundred years.

“Done,” he muttered, letting go of her empty breast.
She looked down and saw her chest was noticeably deflated. Gronash
always insisted she stand while he fed from her. Because of their
considerable height difference—he topped out over seven feet and
she barely reached five—she was forced to stand on a short series
of steps. She automatically assumed the position when he appeared
for his evening feeding arms behind the back, chest out, back
against the wall, eyes averted from his gaze. Once done with her
milk he brought a bowl of her evening meal and left her in the
cell.

She ignored the food and immediately got down from
the steps and laid on her bed, legs splayed and both hands
furiously masturbating her pussy. Now that she was alone and in
relative safety she pulled off her tiny g-string leaving her
wonderfully, gloriously nude. Her body was finely shaped into the
epitome of elven beauty: long blonde hair tumbled down her back,
pierced by her highly pointed ears. Her almond shaped eyes were
angled upward following the line of her eyebrows and ears. Her
skill was the purest white and not a hair grew on her body only on
her head. She didn’t understand why human women grew curly hair
between their legs hiding their pretty pussies, maybe when she was
older hers would grow.

It didn’t take her long to cum, it never did. Once
her body was excited by Gornash’s nursing she just had to finish
teasing her clit hidden among the folds of her taut pussy and a
relaxing wave of orgasm overwashed her body. When she was done she
slipped her g-string back on and ate her food. She had to keep up
her strength, her only value in life was in the magical milk her
breasts produced, and once that stopped she was useless.

Dawn knew that elven breast milk was used the world
over as a general restorative and healing potion, but to keep an
elf slave for that purpose was prohibitively expensive for all but
the richest of lords and kings. Gronash wasn’t terribly rich though
she imagined he must have treasure of some sort. He was a troll
after all. There was a steady trade in elf milk as an
aphrodisiac—vials of such were often bought illicitly and most
often were completely fake. The only way to be sure was to get it
directly from the source. Dawn had been used to feed and heal many
different humans by her first owner, but all of those she could see
some obvious wound or illness, with Gronash there seemed to be no
wound or illness from which he suffered. She doubted he kept her
just as a trophy or because he savored the flavor of her milk—which
she had to admit after tasting it many times herself was sweet and
delicious. A few times Dawn had been used as the finest dessert
table for the king, drinking directly from the source. Her milk had
been highly praised and complimented.

But all that had changed a little over a year ago
when she had gone to sleep one night in her cell and then been
woken up in Gornash’s cave. He never offered an explanation, but
his treatment of her was better than her human master so she did
not press the issue. She was a slave and that was her lot in
life.


Chapter Two

 


Beventen peered through the brass tube given to him
by the wizard he was certain was a fraud, but it turned out the old
man was the real deal. He could see nearly a mile with the device,
through trees and leaves and anything else. His vision came to rest
on the chained form of the elf. She was beautiful, as all elves
were, and wore only a tiny loincloth protecting her modesty from
prying eyes. Of course, in the forest there were few prying eyes,
but Beventen took his time to study her curving buttocks, her long
hair, her full tits that were too large for her tiny frame, and he
even took the time to study her hidden pudendum. All of that was
perfect. There were two items that disturbed this otherwise perfect
vision of loveliness. The first was the iron manacle around her
ankle and the chair that kept her within easy reach of the troll’s
cave. That could be easily removed. The second problem was the
scars and tattoos on her back. Some were exquisite, most were ugly.
Those would be harder to correct. Still, that was a problem for the
future. The immediate problem was her capture and dealing with the
troll.

Being a treasure hunter and general hero-for-hire was
often a difficult job. Beventen often rewarded himself with the
treasures of the women he freed. That would be impossible with this
particular recovery job. At first he was certain he would
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