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I stepped into the orc encampment with false confidence, the silk of my diplomatic robe clinging to my skin like a desperate lover. My heart thrashed against my ribs, wild and frantic. The stench hit me first—sweat, leather, and something primal that made my stomach clench. I told myself it was revulsion. I lied.

The guards at the perimeter had barely glanced at my papers before waving me through. Their eyes had been too busy crawling over the curves beneath my robe, undressing me with each flick of their yellow irises. I'd felt naked already, and I hadn't even reached the heart of their territory.

Mud sucked at my slippers as I navigated between crude tents of stretched hide. Fires dotted the encampment, belching smoke that hung in the air like trapped ghosts. Orcs paused in their activities—sharpening blades, tanning hides, tearing meat from bone with their tusked mouths—to watch me pass. Their gazes felt physical, like fingers pressing into my flesh.

"I'm a diplomat, not a whore," I whispered to myself, the words a talisman against the heat blooming traitorously between my thighs. "I'm here to negotiate terms of peace."

But my body knew differently. My nipples had hardened to aching points beneath the thin silk. Between my legs, a shameful wetness gathered. I walked with my thighs pressed together, as if I could hide my reaction from myself.

A particularly large orc, his face a canvas of ritual scars, stepped into my path. His nostrils flared as he inhaled, and a slow, knowing smile stretched his lips, revealing yellowed tusks that protruded from his lower jaw.

"Female smells ready," he grunted, loud enough for others to hear.

Laughter erupted around me, guttural and cruel. My cheeks burned, but worse was the throb that pulsed in my cunt at his words. I raised my chin, summoning the dignity of my position.

"I am Elara, emissary of the Southern Kingdoms. I'm here to speak with your warlord."

The orc's laugh was like stones grinding together. "Gorak will enjoy you."

I remembered the council meeting where I'd been selected for this mission. The oldest advisor had avoided my eyes when he'd suggested sending a female diplomat might "soften" the orc warlord's stance. Now I understood the sickening subtext of his words, the knowledge in the men's eyes as they'd nodded their agreement.

They'd sent me here to be used. They knew exactly what would happen.

My throat tightened. I could turn around, flee back to the border, but what then? The orcs would continue their raids, burning villages, taking slaves. My kingdom would respond with violence, and more would die. My body was the price of peace—a sacrifice on the altar of diplomacy.

The scarred orc grabbed my elbow, his fingers like iron bands around my flesh. He steered me toward the center of the camp, where a massive tent stood. Its entrance was decorated with bones and feathers that clicked together in the breeze like macabre wind chimes.

Orcs gathered to watch my passage, their eyes gleaming with hunger and amusement. Some called out in their harsh language, words I didn't understand but whose meaning was unmistakable in their crude gestures. One reached out to touch my hair, and I flinched away, only to bump against another's chest, broad and hot as a furnace.

"Please," I said, unsure what I was asking for—mercy, perhaps, or just space to breathe.

My escort shoved me forward with a laugh. "Begging already? Save it for Gorak."

We stopped before the great tent. Its entrance flaps were pulled back, and the darkness within seemed to pulse with malevolent intent. I swallowed, tasting fear like copper on my tongue.

"Warlord," the scarred orc called. "The human female is here."

Silence descended, thick and suffocating. Even the wind seemed to hold its breath. And then, from the shadows within, movement—a shifting of mass, the creak of leather, the clink of metal on metal.

He emerged like a nightmare taking form.

Gorak filled the tent entrance, his massive frame blocking out the light. He stood at least seven feet tall, his green skin stretched over muscles that bulged and rippled with each movement. His chest was bare save for crossed leather straps that supported shoulder pauldrons made from some great beast's skull. His face was a brutal architecture of angles and planes, with deep-set eyes that glowed like embers in the falling dark.

But it was lower that my gaze was drawn, helpless as a bird before a serpent. His loincloth, made of some coarse material, strained against what it contained. The outline of his cock was obscene, thick as my wrist and half-hard already. I couldn't look away, even as shame burned through me like wildfire.

"So," he said, his voice a rumble that I felt in my bones, "the humans send a female to beg for peace."

He descended the three wooden steps that led from his tent to the ground. Each footfall was deliberate, predatory. He circled me, and I stood frozen, prey before the hunter. When he was behind me, I felt his breath on my neck, hot and moist.

"You think to tempt me with your soft skin and your fertile scent?" His hand reached around, fingers splaying over my abdomen. "You think I will forget the blood your kind has spilled because you offer your cunt?"

My knees weakened. I hated him. I hated myself more for the liquid heat pooling between my legs, for the way my body arched slightly, treacherously, into his touch.

"I come to negotiate," I managed, my voice thin and reedy to my own ears. "To find terms that will end the bloodshed."

Gorak laughed, the sound vibrating through me where his chest pressed against my back. "There are no terms. There is only surrender." His hand moved upward, cupping my breast through the silk. My nipple hardened against his palm, and he growled with satisfaction. "Your body already knows this truth."

I shook my head, tears pricking at my eyes. "No."

But when he spun me to face him, his hand tangling in my hair to force me to look up at him, I couldn't hide the flush that had spread across my skin, or the way my lips parted, hungry for air that wouldn't come.

"Yes," he contradicted, and then his mouth was on mine, brutal and demanding.

I should have bitten him. I should have fought. Instead, I moaned, the sound torn from deep in my chest as his tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of meat and ale and male. His free hand found my ass, squeezing hard enough to bruise, lifting me slightly so that his cloth-covered erection ground against my core.

When he broke the kiss, I was panting, my mind screaming in disgust even as my body sang with need.

"Please," I whispered again, but I no longer knew what I was begging for.

Gorak's smile was cruel. "The negotiation begins now, human." He turned to address the assembled orcs. "None are to disturb us. When I emerge, I will have the female's answer—and her submission."

A cheer went up from the crowd, crude and triumphant. Gorak's hand closed around my wrist, and he pulled me toward the tent entrance. I followed, my feet moving of their own accord, drawn by some dark gravity I couldn't resist.

The flap fell closed behind us, and in the sudden dimness, lit only by a small fire pit in the center, Gorak's eyes glowed like twin embers. He released my wrist, and I stood trembling, knowing I should run, knowing I wouldn't.

"Now, diplomat," he said, his hands going to the fastening of his loincloth, "let us see how persuasive you can be."

My disgust mingled with anticipation, a toxic cocktail that made me dizzy. I was a diplomat, not a whore. Not a toy for this beast's pleasure. And yet, as the cloth fell away, revealing the massive length of him, thick and veined and already weeping from the tip, I felt myself grow wetter still.

I was many things at that moment—afraid, revolted, aroused beyond reason. But most of all, I was lost. Lost to the shame that burned through me, to the craving I couldn't deny, to the knowledge that whatever happened in this tent would change me forever.

And as Gorak advanced on me, his intent clear in every line of his powerful body, I knew with sickening certainty that I would let it happen. Worse—I would welcome it.

***
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I stood in the dim tent, the air thick with the scent of him—musk and leather and something primal. My diplomatic training had taught me to control my breathing, to maintain eye contact, to speak with measured authority. None of it had prepared me for this: my body betraying me while my mind screamed in protest, my cunt weeping for a monster while my soul recoiled in horror.

"The Southern Kingdoms propose a cessation of raids in exchange for seasonal trading rights," I said, my voice thin and reedy in the confined space. "Your people would have access to our markets, our grain—"

Gorak circled me like a wolf, his massive frame casting shifting shadows in the firelight. The silk of my robe—once a symbol of my authority—now felt like nothing more than gift wrapping he was eager to tear away.

"Markets," he echoed, his voice a low rumble that I felt in my belly. "Grain." He spat the word as if it tasted foul. "You think we want your scraps?"

I swallowed hard, struggling to remember the carefully rehearsed treaty points. "Not scraps. Fair trade. Iron. Medicine." My back straightened as I tried to recover some semblance of control. "There's no need for more bloodshed. We can—"

His hand shot out, fingers wrapping around my throat. Not squeezing, just... holding. A reminder of how easily he could end me. His thumb traced my pulse point, which betrayed me by quickening.

"Your kingdoms took our lands," he said. "Drove us into these barren hills. And now you come with promises of grain? Of trinkets?" His laugh was a dry, terrible sound. "No. We take what is owed. We take until there is balance."

The warmth of his palm against my neck sent unwanted currents of pleasure down my spine. I closed my eyes, fighting the sensation. When I opened them again, his face was closer, those burning eyes studying me with unsettling intensity.

"You're afraid," he said, not a question but an observation. His nostrils flared as he inhaled. "But there's more than fear in your scent."

Shame bloomed hot across my skin. The Academy of Diplomacy had prepared me for many things—for threats, for refusals, for cultural misunderstandings. Not for this base, animal attraction that undermined everything I stood for.

"I'm not afraid," I lied, my voice steadier than I expected. "And I'm not here for... that. I'm an emissary of peace."

His other hand came up to toy with the tie of my robe. "Peace," he repeated, as if tasting the word. "What would you give for peace, little diplomat? How far would you go to save your precious kingdoms?"

Before I could answer, he tugged the tie loose. The robe didn't open—not yet—but the threat was there in the sudden slackness of the silk.

"Stop," I said, but even to my own ears, it lacked conviction.

He leaned in, his breath hot against my ear. "Make me."

I placed my hands on his chest, intending to push him away. The feel of his skin—hot and hard as sun-baked stone—sent a shock through me. My push became a touch, fingers splaying against the ridges of muscle.

"This is wrong," I whispered.

"Yes," he agreed, his hand sliding up my neck to cup my jaw. "And you want it anyway."

In a movement too swift for me to counter, he seized both my wrists in one massive hand and pinned them above my head. I gasped, the sound embarrassingly close to a moan. With his free hand, he tore my robe down the middle, the fine silk parting with a sound like a distant scream.

Cool air kissed my exposed skin—breasts, belly, the junction of my thighs—followed by the heat of his gaze. I squirmed in his grip, but there was nowhere to hide. The torn halves of my robe hung from my captured wrists and my shoulders, framing rather than concealing.

"Look at you," Gorak growled, his eyes traveling down my body like physical touches. "So proud, so proper. A diplomat." The word dripped with mockery. "Yet your nipples harden for me. Your thighs glisten."

I turned my face away, unable to bear the truth in his words. My breasts heaved with each panicked breath, nipples pebbled and aching. Between my legs, I was mortifyingly wet, my arousal visible in the firelight.

"This isn't me," I said, as much to myself as to him. "This isn't what I want."

"No?" His free hand hovered over my breast, not touching, just close enough that I could feel its heat. "Then why does your heart race? Why do you tremble?"

"Fear," I insisted.

"Lies." His hand descended, cupping my breast. His thumb circled my nipple, rough skin creating a friction that sent sparks shooting down to my core. "Your body knows the truth, even if your mind denies it."

I bit my lip to keep from moaning, tasting blood. This is wrong, I thought. I can't want this. But my body arched into his touch, seeking more.

His hand traveled lower, trailing fire across my ribs, my belly, pausing to circle my navel. I tried to close my legs, but his knee was already there, forcing them apart. And then his fingers were there, sliding through the slick evidence of my arousal.

"So wet," he murmured, almost wonderingly. "Your cunt weeps for me."

I whimpered, the sound torn from my throat against my will. His fingers explored me with brutal precision, spreading my folds, circling my entrance. When he pushed one thick digit inside me, I cried out, hips bucking involuntarily.

"This wet cunt is mine," Gorak said, his voice dropping to a register that seemed to vibrate through my bones. "Mine to take. Mine to claim." He added a second finger, stretching me, the intrusion both uncomfortable and desperately needed. "Say it."

"No," I gasped, even as my inner walls clenched around his fingers, greedy for more.

He curled his fingers inside me, finding a spot that made my vision blur. His thumb found my clit, pressing and circling the swollen bud. Pleasure spiked through me, sharp and devastating.

"Say it," he demanded again.

I shook my head, tears pricking at my eyes. Shame burned hotter than the pleasure between my legs. What was wrong with me? How could I respond this way to a creature I should fear and despise?

"I am an emissary," I tried again, the words punctuated by gasps as his fingers continued their relentless assault on my senses. "I am here to negotiate—"

"You are here to submit," Gorak corrected. He released my wrists suddenly, and I nearly fell, my legs weak. Before I could recover, he seized me by the waist and lifted me as if I weighed nothing, carrying me the few steps to a low table covered in furs.

He set me down on my back, the furs soft beneath me, and stood between my splayed legs, looking down at me with those burning eyes. My robe was still caught at my elbows, effectively binding my arms behind me. I should have struggled. I should have fought. Instead, I lay there, exposed and wanting, my body a traitor to my mind.

"Look at yourself," he commanded. "See how your body begs for what your mouth denies."

I glanced down at myself—breasts heaving, nipples hard, thighs trembling, cunt glistening with arousal. A sob caught in my throat. I didn't recognize myself. This wanton creature, spread out for an orc's pleasure, couldn't be Elara, top graduate of the Academy, pride of the diplomatic corps.

And yet, it was.

Gorak knelt between my legs, his massive frame seeming to block out all else. His cock stood rigid, a fearsome length of dark green flesh veined with purple, the head glistening with pre-cum. It should have terrified me. Instead, my cunt clenched at the sight, another rush of wetness betraying my desire.

"I'm disgusting," I whispered, tears sliding from the corners of my eyes into my hair.

"You're honest," Gorak countered. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading them wider. "Your mouth lies. Your cunt speaks truth." His thumbs traced the crease where thigh met labia, sending shivers through me. "And the truth is, you want this. You want me to take you, to claim you, to split you open on my cock."

He leaned down, his face level with my sex. I could feel his breath, hot and moist, against my most intimate parts. Panic and anticipation warred within me.

"Wait," I breathed. "I can't—"

"You can," he said, his eyes meeting mine over the landscape of my body. "You will."

And then his mouth was on me, his tongue plunging into my folds, and coherent thought fled. His tusks scraped against my thighs, the slight pain only heightening the pleasure. His tongue was rough, textured in a way no human's could be, and it dragged across my clit with devastating effect.

I cried out, my back arching off the furs. My hands, still caught in the remnants of my robe, clutched desperately at nothing. I should have been fighting, should have been pushing him away. Instead, my hips rose to meet his mouth, seeking more of the torturous pleasure.

Gorak growled against my flesh, the vibration traveling through my core. His hands slid beneath my ass, lifting me, angling me for deeper access. His tongue delved inside me, then withdrew to circle my clit, then plunged in again, establishing a rhythm that had me panting and whimpering.

"Please," I heard myself say, the word a broken sob.

He lifted his head slightly, his chin glistening with my juices. "Please what, diplomat? Please stop? Please more? Be specific."

I couldn't answer. Both options were unthinkable—to ask him to stop when my body screamed for completion, or to beg for more from this creature I should hate.

He made a sound of amusement, then lowered his head again, this time focusing entirely on my clit, sucking it between his lips while his fingers—two, then three—pushed inside me, stretching me in preparation for what was to come.

The pleasure built, a tightening coil in my belly. I was close, so close, teetering on the edge of an orgasm that I knew would shatter me. And still, a part of me held back, unwilling to surrender completely.

Gorak sensed it. He raised his head again, his fingers still working inside me, curling to hit that spot that made me see stars. "Let go," he commanded. "Give in. Your body knows what it wants. Stop fighting."

"I can't," I sobbed, even as my hips rocked against his hand. "I shouldn't want this. I shouldn't want you."

"But you do." It wasn't a question. His thumb found my clit, pressing hard. "You want this beast between your legs. You want my cock stretching your tight little cunt. You want me to fill you with my seed until it drips down your thighs."

Each filthy word sent another wave of heat through me. I was lost, drowning in sensation, in shame, in desperate need.

"Yes," I finally admitted, the word torn from some deep, hidden part of me. "Yes, I want it. I want you."

A triumphant growl rumbled from his chest. His fingers fucked into me harder, faster, his thumb merciless on my clit. "Then come for me, diplomat. Come on my fingers before I give you my cock."

And I did. The orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, washing away thought, dignity, resistance. I screamed, my back arching, my thighs clamping around his wrist, my cunt pulsing around his fingers. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me, each one seeming to strip away another layer of who I thought I was, leaving only raw, animal need in its wake.

When it finally subsided, I lay limp and gasping, tears streaming down my face—tears of pleasure, of shame, of release. Gorak withdrew his fingers slowly, making me whimper at the loss. He raised them to his mouth and licked them clean, his eyes never leaving mine.

"Sweet," he pronounced. "Like fear and surrender."

He rose to his full height, his cock jutting proudly before him. It seemed even larger now, impossibly thick, the head flared and dripping. He gripped it in one hand, the other moving to position me, turning me over onto my stomach, then pulling my hips up so that my ass was raised, my face pressed into the furs.

I felt the hot, blunt pressure of his cock against my entrance. Despite my orgasm, despite how wet I was, I tensed. He was too big. It wouldn't fit. It would tear me apart.

But as the head pushed into me, stretching me to the point of pain, all I could think was: Yes. Break me. Ruin me. Make me yours.

And I hated myself for wanting it.
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He lifted me as though I weighed nothing, my limbs loose and trembling in the aftermath of pleasure. The world tilted and spun, and then I was falling backward onto something hard yet yielding—his throne, I realized with a fresh wave of shame. The seat of his power, where he commanded his horde, now defiled by my naked, wanting body. My legs splayed open of their own accord, displaying my glistening sex to his hungry gaze. I tried to close them, to recover some shred of dignity, but my muscles refused to obey.

The throne itself was a monstrous thing—a massive chair carved from a single piece of dark wood, its arms and legs fashioned into the shapes of writhing bodies, faces frozen in expressions of agony or ecstasy, I couldn't tell which. Pelts of unidentifiable beasts cushioned the seat, now damp with my arousal. Skulls—some human, some not—adorned the high back, empty eye sockets seeming to watch my debasement with hollow judgment.

"Look at you," Gorak growled, standing at the foot of the throne, his massive cock jutting proudly before him. "Spread out on my war-seat like an offering."

I turned my face away, unable to bear the sight of my own surrender. The remnants of my diplomatic robe hung in tatters around my waist, a mockery of the authority I'd thought I possessed. My breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath, nipples hard and aching in the cool air of the tent.

"Please," I whispered, but I didn't know what I was asking for—mercy or completion.

"Please what, diplomat?" Gorak's voice was rough with lust. "Please stop? Please more?" He placed one heavy hand on my inner thigh, the heat of his palm searing my skin. "Your mouth says one thing, but your cunt says another."

As if to prove his point, he traced a finger through my folds, gathering the evidence of my arousal. He held it up, the digit glistening in the firelight, then brought it to his lips and sucked it clean with deliberate slowness. The sight sent another pulse of unwanted heat to my core.

"Sweet," he pronounced. "Like fear and surrender."

He knelt between my legs, his broad shoulders forcing them wider still. The position should have made him seem supplicant, but there was nothing submissive in his posture. This was a predator preparing to feast.

I propped myself up on my elbows, a last desperate attempt to maintain some control. "What are you doing?"

His laugh was dark and knowing. "Tasting my prize."

Before I could protest, he lowered his head and dragged his tongue through my sex in one long, slow lick. The sensation—his rough tongue against my sensitive flesh—tore a cry from my throat. My head fell back, my elbows giving way, leaving me flat on the throne.

"I'm disgusting for wanting this beast," I thought, the words echoing in my mind as his tongue circled my entrance, then plunged inside. Tears pricked at my eyes, hot and shameful. What had happened to Elara, the pride of the diplomatic corps? The woman who had graduated first in her class, who had negotiated treaties with the mountain clans, who had refused the advances of princes and generals alike?

She was gone, dissolved in a pool of her own arousal, replaced by this wanton creature who moaned as an orc's tusks scraped the tender skin of her inner thighs.

Gorak growled against my flesh, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure through my core. His tongue withdrew, only to focus on my clit, circling the sensitive bud with maddening precision. My hips bucked against my will, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of the devastating pleasure he offered.

"Please," I gasped again, the word torn from some primal part of me.

He lifted his head, his chin wet with my juices, his eyes glowing with triumph. "Tell me what you want, diplomat. Say the words."

I bit my lip, tasting blood. I couldn't say it. Couldn't admit that I wanted this monster's mouth on me, his tongue inside me, his cock stretching me open. To say it would be to accept this new, debased version of myself.

"I... I can't," I whispered.

"Then I'll stop." He began to rise.

"No!" The word burst from me before I could think. My hand shot out, tangling in his coarse black hair, pulling him back toward my aching sex. "Don't stop. Please."

His smile was cruel and satisfied. "Tell me."

"I want your mouth," I admitted, each word burning like acid on my tongue. "I want you to... to lick me."

"Where?" he pressed, one finger teasing at my entrance.

"My..." I swallowed hard. In the Academy, we had been taught the formal terms for anatomy. In the courts, euphemisms were preferred. But Gorak would accept neither. He wanted the crude truth. "My cunt. I want your tongue in my cunt."

"Good girl," he praised, and the words shouldn't have sent another rush of heat through me, but they did. "And after? What do you want then?"

I shook my head, unable to voice the rest of my shameful desires. He shrugged, as if it didn't matter, and returned his attention to my sex. This time, there was nothing gentle in his approach. He devoured me, his tongue thrusting deep, then withdrawing to flick rapidly at my clit, his rhythm unpredictable and all the more devastating for it.

I remembered my first diplomatic mission, a simple trade agreement with a neighboring kingdom. How proud I had been in my formal robes, how confident in my abilities. The king had been impressed with my poise, my knowledge, my unwavering commitment to my homeland's interests.

What would he think if he could see me now, writhing on an orc warlord's throne, my legs spread wide as he feasted on my cunt? What would any of them think—my mentors, my colleagues, my parents who had sacrificed so much to send me to the Academy?

The thought should have dampened my arousal. Instead, perversely, it heightened it. The taboo, the shame, the utter wrongness of it all fed into the pleasure building low in my belly.

Gorak seemed to sense the change in me. His hands slid beneath my ass, lifting me, angling me for deeper access. And then I felt it—one thick finger pressing against my entrance, pushing inside with deliberate slowness. The stretch was both uncomfortable and intensely pleasurable, my body accepting the intrusion with embarrassing eagerness.

"So tight," he murmured against my flesh. "So wet for me."

He added a second finger, the burn of the stretch making me gasp. He curled them inside me, finding a spot that made my vision blur, stars exploding behind my eyelids. At the same time, his tongue continued its assault on my clit, circling and flicking with brutal precision.

The dual sensations were too much. The pleasure built, a tightening coil in my belly, my thighs beginning to tremble. I was close, so close, teetering on the edge of an orgasm that I knew would destroy whatever was left of my self-respect.

"I can't," I sobbed, even as my hips rocked against his face, seeking more. "I shouldn't—"

Gorak lifted his head slightly, his fingers still working inside me. "You fight yourself more than you fight me, diplomat. Let go. Give in."

"I can't," I repeated, tears streaming down my face. "What I am—what I was—"

"Is gone," he finished for me. His fingers spread inside me, stretching me wider, preparing me for what was to come. "There is only now. Only this." He lowered his head again, sucking my clit between his lips, the pressure nearly unbearable.

I remembered the council meeting where this mission had been assigned. The oldest advisor, a man I had respected, had looked at me with something like regret. "The orc warlord has a... preference for human females," he had said. "Your youth, your beauty—these may serve the kingdom where our weapons have failed."

I had been insulted, had almost refused the mission. But duty had won out, as it always did. Duty to my kingdom, to the innocent villagers who would die if the orc raids continued, to the ideals of peace I had sworn to uphold.

But was this peace? This surrender of body and will? This pleasure that consumed me like fire, burning away everything I had believed about myself?

Gorak's fingers thrust deeper, stretching me, the wet sound of my arousal filling the tent. His tongue worked my clit with merciless determination. A third finger joined the others, the burn of the stretch transmuting into a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

"I'll fuck you 'til you break," he growled against my flesh, the words vibrating through me. "Fill you with my seed. Make you mine."

The words should have horrified me. Instead, they pushed me over the edge. The orgasm crashed through me like a wave breaking on rocks, violent and all-consuming. I screamed, my back arching off the throne, my thighs clamping around his head, my cunt pulsing rhythmically around his fingers. Pleasure radiated outward from my core, washing away thought, dignity, identity, leaving only sensation in its wake.

Wave after wave rolled through me, each one seeming to strip away another layer of who I thought I was. Elara the diplomat, Elara the scholar, Elara the dutiful servant of the kingdom—all gone, dissolved in the acid bath of pleasure this monster had forced upon me.

No, not forced. Given. Shown. Revealed.

And that was the most terrifying truth of all—that this had been inside me all along, this capacity for debasement, for surrender, for taking pleasure in my own degradation.

When the spasms finally subsided, I lay limp and gasping on the throne, tears streaming down my face—tears of pleasure, of shame, of a strange, terrible liberation. Gorak rose to his full height, wiping his chin with the back of his hand, his eyes gleaming with triumph.

"You taste of surrender," he said, his voice rough with desire. "Sweet and complete."

I couldn't speak, couldn't move. My body felt both leaden and weightless, as if I might float away if not for the gravity of what had just happened anchoring me to this moment, this place, this new reality.

Gorak reached down, seizing my wrists, pulling me into a sitting position on the edge of the throne. My legs dangled uselessly, still trembling from the force of my orgasm. He guided my hands to his cock, wrapping my fingers around the thick shaft. It pulsed in my grasp, hot and hard and intimidating.

"Look at what you do to me," he commanded.

I forced myself to look down at where my pale hands barely met around his girth. The contrast was obscene—my delicate fingers against his massive, veined member, the head flared and glistening with pre-cum.

"It will tear me apart," I whispered, a last feeble protest.

"It will remake you," he corrected. He released my wrists, but I didn't let go of his cock. Couldn't. Something in me needed to feel it, to measure the instrument of my undoing. "And you will beg for more."

He was right, and I hated him for it. Hated myself more for the liquid heat pooling between my legs again, for the way my mouth watered at the thought of taking him inside me, of being stretched and filled and claimed.

"Tell me what you want, diplomat," Gorak said again, his hand caressing my tear-stained cheek with unexpected gentleness. "No more games. No more lies. Tell me the truth that your body already knows."

And in that moment, stripped of pretense, of dignity, of the identity I had constructed so carefully over years of study and service, I could only surrender to the truth.

"I want you to fuck me," I said, the words falling from my lips like stones, heavy with the weight of admission. "I want you inside me. I want... I want to be yours."

His smile was predatory, satisfied, victorious. He took my chin in his hand, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. "And so you shall be."

He pushed me back onto the throne, arranging me so that I was on my knees, facing the carved back, my hands gripping the skulls that adorned it. I could feel him positioning himself behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, slick with my arousal but still too large, too much.

"This will hurt," he warned, his hands gripping my hips. "But you'll learn to love the pain. To crave it."

And as he began to push into me, stretching me beyond what I thought possible, I knew with sickening certainty that he was right. I would crave this—the fullness, the surrender, the loss of self in sensation. I would become whatever he made of me, and I would thank him for it.

I was lost, and somehow, impossibly, found.
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I watched him, my body still humming with aftershocks of pleasure, as he stripped away the last pieces of his armor. Each piece that fell revealed more of his monstrous physique—the broad expanse of his chest, the ridged muscles of his abdomen, the powerful thighs that could crush me without effort. His cock stood proud between his legs, massive and intimidating, veins pulsing along its length. Fear and desire twisted together in my belly, indistinguishable from one another. I had come here as a diplomat. Now I knelt before him as supplicant, as prey, as willing sacrifice.

The firelight played across his green skin, highlighting the network of scars that told stories of battles won and lost. A jagged line across his ribs. A starburst pattern on his left shoulder. Ritual markings carved into his chest and arms, their meaning unknown to me. He was beautiful in his savagery, terrible in his power.

He knew I was watching. Relished it. His movements were deliberate, performative, as he removed each leather strap, each metal plate. The last piece—a bracer adorned with human teeth—he placed carefully atop the pile, as if completing a ritual.

"See what you've awakened, diplomat?" His hand wrapped around his cock, stroking it once, twice. A drop of pre-cum formed at the tip, glistening in the dim light. "This is what your pretty words and soft body have earned you."

I should have been disgusted. Should have been terrified. Instead, I licked my lips, my mouth suddenly dry with wanting. "I didn't come here for this."

"No." His smile was knowing, cruel. "But it's why you'll stay."

Before I could form a response, he was on me, his massive hands seizing my waist, flipping me onto my stomach with effortless strength. I gasped, my face pressing into the furs that covered his throne, my naked body completely at his mercy.

"On your knees," he commanded, one hand between my shoulder blades holding me down, the other lifting my hips.

I complied, my body responding to his authority even as my mind reeled with the implications. I was on all fours before him, ass raised, my sex exposed and vulnerable. The position was animal, primal. Fitting, perhaps, for what I had become.

His hand stroked down my spine, almost tender, a mockery of affection. "So fragile," he mused. "So soft." His palm cupped my ass, squeezing hard enough to bruise. "I could break you with a thought."

"Then why don't you?" I challenged, surprised by my own boldness.

His laugh was a dark rumble. "Breaking is easy. Owning is better."

I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, hot and insistent. Despite my recent orgasms, despite how wet I was, I tensed. He was too big. It wouldn't fit. It would tear me apart.

"Relax," he growled, his hand stroking my lower back. "Or this will hurt more than it has to."

I tried, forcing my muscles to loosen, focusing on my breathing. The head of his cock pushed against me, stretching me wider than I'd thought possible. The burn was immediate, a sharp pain that made me cry out.

"Wait," I gasped. "I can't—it's too much—"

"You can," he insisted, his hand tightening on my hip. "You will."

He pushed forward, inexorable as the tide, and I felt myself opening for him, my body surrendering where my mind still resisted. The head breached me, the stretch sending shocks of pain-pleasure up my spine. I whimpered, my fingers clutching desperately at the furs beneath me.

"So tight," Gorak groaned behind me. "So perfect."

He withdrew slightly, then pushed in again, deeper this time. Each thrust gained him another inch, stretching me wider, filling me more completely than I'd ever been filled. The pain began to transmute, becoming something else—not quite pleasure, not yet, but a fullness that my body craved even as it struggled to accommodate him.

"I'm nothing but his slut now," I thought, the words echoing in my mind as he bottomed out inside me, his hips flush against my ass, his cock so deep I could swear I felt it in my womb. Shame and humiliation flooded me, but they were distant, muted by the overwhelming sensation of being utterly, completely claimed.

Gorak held still for a moment, allowing me to adjust to his size. His hands roamed my body, possessive and exploring, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples, stroking down my sides. Each touch sent sparks skittering across my skin, heightening my awareness of how completely he possessed me.

"Mine," he growled, as if reading my thoughts. "My conquest. My trophy." He withdrew almost completely, then slammed back in with a force that drove the breath from my lungs. "My whore."

The word should have offended me. Instead, it sent a pulse of heat through my core, my inner walls clenching around him, drawing him deeper. I moaned, the sound surrendered rather than given.

He began to move in earnest then, establishing a rhythm that was just shy of brutal. Each thrust pushed me forward, only for his hands on my hips to pull me back, impaling me again and again on his massive length. The sounds were obscene—the wet slide of his cock in my drenched sex, the slap of his hips against my ass, my own broken moans and his guttural grunts.

"Look at you," he said, his voice strained with pleasure and exertion. "Taking my cock like you were made for it. Like this is what you were born for."

I wanted to deny it, to cling to the identity I'd constructed so carefully over years of study and service. But that Elara seemed increasingly distant, a stranger whose concerns and values held no relevance to the creature I had become—this wanton thing that pushed back against each thrust, that begged with wordless sounds for more, harder, deeper.

The angle changed as Gorak leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back, his breath hot on my neck. One hand snaked around to find my clit, circling the sensitive bud with rough fingers. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, sending jolts of pleasure through me that made my arms weaken, my face pressing into the furs as my ass remained raised, offered to him.

"That's it," he encouraged, his thrusts never faltering. "Give in. Let me hear you."

I couldn't have held back if I'd tried. Moans spilled from my lips, punctuated by gasps and broken pleas. "Please," I heard myself saying, "please, please, please," though what I was begging for, I couldn't have said.

More? Release? An end to this exquisite torture? Or for it to never stop?

My mind flashed to the council chamber where I'd received this mission. The solemn faces of the advisors as they'd explained the importance of peace with the orcs. The unspoken understanding that I might have to use... unconventional means. Had they known it would come to this? Had they sent me here fully aware that I would end up on my knees, being fucked by an orc warlord?

The thought should have filled me with outrage. Instead, perversely, it sent another wave of pleasure through me. I had been sacrificed, offered up like a virgin to a dragon, and I had succumbed completely.

"You're close," Gorak observed, his fingers speeding up on my clit. "I can feel you tightening around me."

He was right. The pleasure was building, a tightening coil in my belly that threatened to snap at any moment. Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge, each circle of his fingers around my clit winding the tension tighter. I was panting, my body slick with sweat, every muscle taut with impending release.

"Not yet," he commanded, slowing his pace torturously. "Not until I say."

I whimpered, desperate for the climax that hovered just out of reach. "Please," I begged, the word raw and broken. "I need—"

"I know what you need," he interrupted, his hand leaving my clit to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back so that my back arched sharply. "But first, you'll tell me who you belong to."

"You," I gasped without hesitation, the last threads of my pride dissolving in the heat of my need. "I belong to you."

"And what are you?"

"Your whore," I admitted, the words burning on my tongue even as they sent a fresh pulse of arousal through me. "Your slut. Your—your property."

"Good girl," he praised, and the words shouldn't have sent another rush of heat through me, but they did. His hand returned to my clit, his rhythm increasing, both there and in his thrusts. "Now you may come."

As if my body had been waiting for permission, the orgasm crashed over me with devastating force. I screamed, my inner walls clamping down on his cock, my entire being consumed by wave after wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Each pulse seemed to strip away another layer of who I had been, leaving only this new creature, this wanton thing that existed solely for pleasure—his and mine.

Gorak roared behind me, his thrusts becoming erratic, powerful. "Take my seed, you filthy whore," he growled, and then I felt it—the hot, thick pulse of his release flooding me, filling me to overflowing. The sensation triggered another climax, this one rolling seamlessly from the first, extending the pleasure until I thought I might break from the intensity of it.

He continued to thrust through his orgasm, each movement pushing more of his seed into me, some of it leaking out to run down my thighs. The sounds were obscene, wet and primal, the scent of our coupling filling the tent—musk and sweat and sex.

When the last tremors subsided, he remained inside me, his weight heavy on my back, his breath harsh against my neck. I was limp beneath him, utterly spent, my mind a blank slate scrubbed clean by pleasure.

Slowly, almost gently, he withdrew from me. The loss of his cock left me feeling empty, bereft. His seed flowed from me, a hot trickle down my thighs that should have disgusted me but instead felt like a marking, a claiming more profound than any treaty or oath.

Gorak turned me over, arranging me on my back on his throne. I lay there, legs splayed, unable to summon the energy or will to cover myself. His eyes roamed over me, taking in my flushed skin, my heaving breasts, the mess of fluids between my thighs. His expression was satisfied, triumphant.

"Now," he said, his voice rough with recent pleasure, "we can begin our... negotiations."

I stared up at him, understanding dawning slowly through the haze of my pleasure-addled mind. This had always been the plan—to break me, to remake me, to ensure that whatever terms were agreed upon would be favorable to him. And I had played my part perfectly, surrendering not just my body but my very sense of self.

"What do you want?" I asked, my voice a hoarse whisper.

His smile was predatory. "Everything. Your kingdoms will open their borders to us. You will deliver tribute—gold, food, weapons. And you..." His hand traced the curve of my breast, sending aftershocks of pleasure through my oversensitive flesh. "You will remain here, as my personal... diplomat."

I should have been outraged. Should have refused. Should have remembered my duty to my people, my oaths, my training. Instead, I felt a perverse relief. The decision had been taken from me. My fate decided.

"Yes," I agreed, the word falling from my lips like a stone into still water, creating ripples that would reshape the world. "Yes to all of it."

His laugh was dark and satisfied. "I knew you would see reason, diplomat."

But reason had nothing to do with it. Logic, duty, honor—these concepts seemed to belong to another lifetime, to a person I barely remembered being. In their place was only sensation, need, and the terrible freedom of complete surrender.

As Gorak gathered me in his arms, carrying me toward the pile of furs that served as his bed, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a polished metal shield that hung on the tent wall. I barely recognized myself—hair wild, lips swollen, eyes dark with a knowledge I could never unlearn.

I had come to this tent as Elara, emissary of the Southern Kingdoms, servant of peace and order. I would leave it—if I ever left it—as something else entirely. Something new and terrible and free.

And as Gorak laid me on his bed, his body covering mine once more, his cock already hardening for another round, I found I didn't care. The woman I had been was gone, dissolved in a pool of pleasure and surrender. In her place was only this—this moment, this sensation, this complete and utter capitulation to desires I had never known I possessed.

"Mine," Gorak growled against my neck, his teeth grazing my skin.

"Yours," I agreed, spreading my legs to welcome him again, my body already responding to his touch despite the soreness, the exhaustion.

And in that moment of perfect clarity, I understood a truth both terrible and liberating: I had come here to broker peace, but I had found something else instead—a war within myself that had ended in my own defeat, and a victory more complete than any treaty could.
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	      Orcish Smut

          
        
          
	          A+ in Breeding with The Orc Teacher

          
        
          
	          Cheerleader to The Orc Breeding Squad

          
        
          
	          Ruined by My Orc Accountant

          
        
          
	          Stretching to Take My Orc Daddy

          
        
          
	          Taming Orcs Through Good Breeding

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Paranormales Deutschland

          
        
          
	          Interstellare Fortpflanzung mit der Alien-Königin

          
        
          
	          Von den Pilzen in meiner Unterhose gezüchtet

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Paranormal Free Use

          
        
          
	          The Orc's Free Use Maid

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Rear Entry: Paranormal Backdoor Encounters

          
        
          
	          Possessed Through My Backdoor

          
        
          
	          Stuffed by the Sasquatch’s Shaft

          
        
          
	          The Familiar’s Knot, the Mage’s Moan

          
        
          
	          The Sigil Inside Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Succubus University Lessons

          
        
          
	          Succubus University: Overstimulation and Advanced Cum Production

          
        
          
	          Succubus University: The Headmistress's Milk and Meetings

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Forest's Claim

          
        
          
	          Bred by the BDSM Bearman

          
        
          
	          Claimed by the Wolf God

          
        
          
	          The Stagman's Seed

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Yeti Smut

          
        
          
	          Claimed in the Cold: A Monster Breeding Winter Bundle

          
        
          
	          Cum Dump for the Yeti's Seed

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Knotted by my Shifter Professor

          
        
          
	          Bred Beneath the Bone Warden: A Monster Breeding Short

          
        
          
	          Knotted by the Frosthorn

          
        
          
	          Taken by the Forest Stag

          
        
          
	          Bitten by my Alpha Professors

          
        
          
	          Bred by the Briarhold Bulls

          
        
          
	          Breed Me Like the Easter Bunny

          
        
          
	          My Toy Came Alive and Now She Wants Me

          
        
          
	          Purified on His Power Blade

          
        
          
	          The Soap Slime Wants Me Pregnant

          
        
          
	          Stuffed by The Slime King

          
        
          
	          The Cowherd's Rut

          
        
          
	          Omega Captive in the Orc Horde’s Camp

          
        
          
	          Claimed & Bred: A Monster Erotica Collection of Primal Desires

          
        
          
	          Bred by the Yeti Gang

          
        
          
	          Succubus-Universität: Überstimulation und fortgeschrittene Spermaproduktion

          
        
          
	          Seeded by the Orc Warlord

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mare for the Orc Warriors

          
        
          
	          Free Use For My Orc Bull

          
        
          
	          Stowed Away With Horny Orc Pirates

          
        
          
	          The Orcs Paid Their Tab By Breeding Me

          
        
          
	          Orc Trainer's Free Use Gym Slut: Bred Hard After Every Set

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Sara Goodhead’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





