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The news that came from the war front had been joyous and delightful at first. A few months of nothing but heart lifting and enriching tales of how our brave and bold men had been gallantly battling back the Orc threat. Then months of nothing. Some had said we’d won the war.

I knew better.

So why hadn’t I left?

The watchtowers’ alarms were only meant to be used in case of any even so severe that it would involve nobility—myself included--to drop all current action to answer. Yet they’d rung this morning.

I rose from my seat, dashed down the halls with my heart in my throat. The death of a royal? Perhaps even father, the High King, Sidoni? No, he’d gone out riding and was safe with an extension of his own personal guard. His death under such circumstances would be ludicrous.

Meaning that something grave had occurred. Something unspeakable. I took in a sharp breath at the thought of what it could all mean; bandits? No. Something far worse if it meant the royal guard. Bandits would be dealt with, at best, by mercenary efforts.

Imagine my surprise to find the throne room virtually empty, left with only two guards who wore grave expressions.

“Prince Enra.” One nodded in acknowledgment to me. “You father the king, has already retreated. The army has taken anyone of other importance away, to plan retaliation.”

“The Orcs. They’re already in the castle aren’t they?” I said. They shared a look and nodded.

The other guard’s eyes dart away. I can hear his breath. “Orc King Kragg is on his way. We’ve been stationed here as a…”

Delay.

I stood there, shocked a moment before a wave of frighteningly strong calm washed over me; perhaps it was that it’d been a long time coming. Months of on and off battles that, even with my father, the King, putting on a brave face and always assuring us that we were fine, wore down on the morale and hope of the people. Rumors start. Rumors become more and more confirmed when they are not quelled. And you can’t quell the sheer dominative force of an all-out Orc attack. Impossible.

I take my seat on the throne. Funny, how it raises memories of once having been trained for strange concepts; Kinghood, political sidestepping and wordplay, charisma and speech.

Nothing involving a sword, or any form of defense.

Minutes pass like hours. I suppose I should enjoy them; hardly will I ever get something like this again, presuming I find a way to get out of this one alive.

The doors are kicked open, yanking me free from my thoughts and revealing him and a small army behind him. It’s no small wonder we lost; truly, we were likely felled long before we knew it. Green skin adorned with white ancient runes, skull shoulder pads with an ax that could cleave a room in twain. The moment such a beast turned its eyes towards our kingdom was the moment our fate was sealed. I’m even beginning to doubt that we’d really been fighting a war at all. More delaying the inevitable.

They must’ve been expecting far more resistance, as the other orcs fill the room, eyes darting around for challenge and battle. The Orc King himself doesn’t seem surprised, his march towards the throne doesn’t stop. The guards raise their blades. I take a deep breath.

“I take it you’re here to slay me?”

Kragg pauses. He looks up at me, then chuckles. “You’re not the king.”

“No, I stayed to fight. The king’s retreated. I’m his son, Prince Enra.”

“Pretty boy.”

I’m…sorry? I stutter through a failed sentence. Kragg laughs again, something deep and gripping. He points at me. “You serve me now.”

“And w-why would I do that?” The stutter ruins any threat that may have conjured.

Kragg hums and raises his chin. He points at the remaining guards—the only two soldiers sent to protect me. “You two, stand here and watch.”

The soldiers drop their swords and scamper down the steps past Kragg, taking their place standing side by side on the orange and blue carpet that reflected our conquered banner. With every passing moment, Kragg gains more and more control.

Kragg continues his march, not even paying them a bit of mind. Amazing to watch someone so in their element, so dominant and still so quiet—I expected someone far louder, who would use the threat of violence to control a horde of Orcs.

The stereotypical jeering and cheering, there was none. Not yet. Growling amongst the orcs, even when the guards were defenseless and standing mere feet away, there was none. An entirely silent, brutal army. Ruled by this one.

Kragg fully ascended the steps. My heart leaped in my chest at what may happen next. Would I be cut down and declared unfit to survive? Seems likely; I’d never dedicated myself to training as a warrior, the concept had seemed so foreign to me. If I had, would it have even made a difference?

He clicks his tongue and begins to stalk around me in circles. The hairs on the back of my neck must be raised. With every moment he gets closer and closer. My heartbeat pounds in my chest once more. It’s as if a clock had rounded us back to minutes ago and forced me to relive before he’d kicked down the door; the constant threat of knowing that he was coming, but not knowing where or how.

Worse still is his heat. It’s a warm, pooling thing that gathers around and smothers me. I swear I can feel his heat on the back of my neck. I screw my eyes shut out of sheer fear. At that moment, a hand grabs the back of my shirt and my shoulder and he tears my robe off me. The sudden chill draws a yelp from me.

Kragg walks to the side, tosses the golden and silvery fabric to the floor beside the throne.

There it is, the first round of chuckles from his entourage of beasts. I can feel the wetness prickling at the corners of my eyes.

“Drop your hands.”

I gawk at him. There’s no doubt about it now. If he doesn’t have a princess he can use, he’ll make one of out me. There’d always been a few who’d gladly decide that I was one — not a fighter, doe-eyed, and a frame dubbed ‘athletic’ by those who were too kind to call me scrawny.

Kragg stands in front. I look up at him. There’s power in all of his features, his sharpened fangs and there angered sneer that widens the longer I take to obey.

With a final sigh, I drop my hands. My cock is out in front of all of these bemused creatures, my ass is on full display. Kragg has no intentions of allowing me any dignity.

“To your hands and knees.”

I slowly sink to my knees, one foot first, as if bowing, and then the other. Then I lean forward, onto my hands. I get to watch the Orcs grow more and more interested. Did they have a preference for human women? I would pray so. With how hungry their eyes are, it feels as if it is only the authority that Kragg commands that protects me from being fucked by all of them at once.

A sudden stir goes through my cock and I pray that Kragg doesn’t notice the twitch.

Kragg circles around me once…twice more and then it happens — he spanks me, with his full palm. The noise that comes out of me is a whimpering sob. A louder round of glee from the crowd. My heart leaps to my throat, my cock stirs more and more as Kragg’s hand beats out a rhythm on my ass, blow after blow until I actually moan.

I clamp my hands down over my mouth. The surrounding Orcs have now become just as I’d first believed they would. A rowdy crowd of six-foot tall beasts, all cheering and watching as I’m subjugated to their leaders will. My hands shift to hide my face.

Kragg’s shout is earsplitting. “Drop your hands!” I raise my lower body back up with my hands at once. His hand pulls roughly at my hair until I’m looking at him, my back almost uncomfortably concave. “The only thing your hands are to be used for is to hold yourself up for a dick, or to stroke it. Are we clear?”

“Yes, sir.” I whimper. My cock is hard and full in front of me. Everything I feel is muddled. Between the embarrassment of the orcs surrounding me, watching me, now some of them with their cocks out and stroking themselves heavily to my being conquered, to how much I’m enjoying all of it. Pre-cum is gathering at my head, shivers of thoughts that I’d once deemed forbidden are going through me, and one very pungent one is about to become real. I’m going to be opened up by an Orc’s cock.

A loud, ripping and tearing sound, then I see the tatters of what were Kragg’s pants fluttering to the ground. Without another second to think the hard flesh is pressing against my ass. One of Kragg’s hands finds my neck, then other finds my waist. Both hold me still as the pre-cum laden cock spears into me.

My mouth drops open. I’d never been fucked before, not once. The ideas of doing such had come to me briefly in passing as I was walking past the barracks once, seen the glistening muscles of soldiers hard with their training. I’d never took a move on that, fearing my father’s backward beliefs.

Now I hadn’t been given the chance to be ashamed of it. Now there was an Orc cock pushing itself into me, taking and taking and filling me up and all I could do was let out a half pained groan. I’d expected worse, but the ache was lancing through and up my spine, made me grit my teeth.

“Not used to it, eh?”

I exhaled heavy. The aching of my muscles as the girth of the Orc worked his way inside was overwhelming. I’d intended to merely grit my teeth and deal, I couldn’t. Noises of discomfort leave me the more and more he pushes in. Kragg’s chuckle was evident even through the sound of the orc’s celebrations. He’s relentless.

The pit of my stomach roils, every moment I feel closer and closer to exploding. How big was Kragg? If he was larger than all of the Orcs in the audience—a likely possibility given his position — I may get split in two. That’s what it feels like, and what I’m swearing will happen and then there’s a telltale feeling of hair against me, of the leathery, sweat touched skin of orc thighs.

I exhale, body wanting nothing more than to go limp. I’m alive, it’s in. I made it. The grip on my hair and head grows stronger, and he begins to pull his cock free, then push back in. Over and over in a rhythm that’s slow at first, but mounting more and more. My breath stutters.

With every rough thrust into me, my cock bounces against my stomach and the pool of my spilled seed in front of us grows larger and larger. Something pleasurable beyond what I thought I could feel rose alongside the discomfort of being stretched and used by Orc cock. My head fell between my legs, I went from my hands to my elbows and watched those powerful hips knock into me, over and over. I could see my own breath, see the constant stream of cum—

Kragg’s rough palm hits my ass again. Another yelp leaves me.

“Do you like being a bitch for Orc cock?” He says, my body rocking in front of him.

“Yes, yes—oh, oh god yes, don’t stop—”

Kragg drives hard into me. There’s something so magical about being so filled up with that raw, strong muscle. My voice echoes off the throne room walls. Higher and higher are my cries for more and more cock to stuff me, to fill me up. Kragg is all too happy to oblige.

My skin is prickling with sweat and my limbs feel heavy when I first feel it coming, my release. It’s a mounting thing, like waiting for Kragg in the throne room again, but this time I’m wanting it, chasing after it hungrily.

Kragg’s hips slapping against mine fills the air and my breath is caught in my throat as I grunt through my first orgasm, wild spurts of cum painting the orange and blue carpet. Tingling, heated pleasure races through me, I can’t stop moaning for more and more of him. “I don’t want it to stop, please don’t stop—”

Kragg thrusts all the way in, I can feel his balls slap against me. Tears are dribbling down my face. I can’t help myself. The sensation of orgasm is one thing, but the raw sensitivity after has me pulling my ass back and squirming away. Kragg’s hand slaps my ass. “Still!” He roars. I yell again, squirm more, it hurts to feel so much—another spank.

“Take it, bitch.” He growls and I sink to the floor, my entire upper body pressed to the carpet as he fucks his cock in and out of me at a merciless pace. Tears are rolling down my cheeks, toes are curling against the floor and the sensation of ‘too much’ teases my senses until finally—finally my cock is stiffening again, smacking against my stomach with every thrust.

Then he pulls free and I’m so empty. I sob, turn and reach out to touch him only to have my hand slapped away. Kragg takes a momentary seat on the throne. His cock hangs heavy between his legs, leaking onto the floor. Looking up at him, its hard not to feel so small, so able to be used. I lick my lips.

“Swear fealty to me.”

“I submit to you. I’ll serve you, I’ll worship you, please—”

“Not good enough.” He says, “Get on your back, stretch yourself open, play with yourself. Show me you aren’t the prince anymore, show me you know you’re my cocksleeve.”

Anything. Nothing is off limits if it means I can keep riding this wave of pleasure. Kragg’s smirk melts into something satisfied. I do as he says. My hips ache, I raise my legs into the air anyway. I draw my hands between my legs and up my thighs. I want Kragg to fuck me more, I want to be his little pet. I want to see those golden eyes trace my every move.

“Please fuck me, please use me. Please let me get that thick cock back in my ass. I want to be your little slut slave. I want to be open for you like…” I reach down, tease my abused entrance by drawing the tips of my fingers around the little muscle. “Like this. I want you to use me any time, please, sir, please, my king—”

There’s a level of guilt rising in me, quelled only by how much I enjoy the words coming out of my mouth. I wish, to an extent, that the excuse was that safety and security took priority over pride. Long spurts of white, the dribbling of my cock, all say that there’s more reason than that.

That a life of servitude to Orc cock might be the best possible future for me.

Kragg lazily drags his hand up and down his thick, pulsing shaft. The head is oozing pre-cum. I faintly remember reading somewhere that Orc’s pre-cum is typically just lubricant. The idea sends another strong shiver down my spine; what if Kragg isn’t done yet? What if he fucks me against this floor for hours?

I dip two fingers inside and even then there’s space for more. Kragg’s the only man to have done this to me, and yet more and more I’m finding my body bending to what feels like his will. It isn’t long before Kragg rises from his throne, pleased with my performance.

“Now, I’m going to fill you up.”

Kragg slips right in-between my legs. His strong arms border me on both sides and his cock seems to just find my entrance wanting and ready. He slips right in, just like a cocksleeve, and begins fucking away. His hands squeeze bruises into my thighs. His heated breaths are like heated fumes. I can’t focus or think and it isn’t long until I’m screaming his name, my cum painting his stomach as his hips start to stutter.

Cum, molten and heavy pumps into me, more and more with every thrust. His cum slick rod slips in and out still. I had felt full before, but this was something else, my breath stutters.

Kragg’s hand drops down, rolls through my hair and then down the back of my neck. A sharp nail, something of caution that sends chills tumbling down my spine, drags against my chin and then finds my lips. Pulls at them.

All guilt is dispelled and there is only a deep, hot need to be his, to be filled by him again and again and again.

I flick my tongue out, smiling. Kragg’s head cocks and he pushes his thumb into my mouth. I open and take it, suck on it, show him my appreciation for the load dripping out of my ass, for his exceeding amount of mercy for us not having a princess to do this for him.

Kragg growls and pulls his finger from my mouth. There’s a half second of fear that I have failed to please him, despite being used for his release. But that’s quickly dispelled when he brings an iron collar to my neck and locks it.

I touch the metal and sigh. It’s over. The rest of the Orcs in the room look at me with such greed and lust and need in their eyes. It’s never been clearer; From now on I serve an Orc empire. “Thank you, your highness.” I whisper.
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