

Empire Of Lust: Claimed By The Orc Tribe

Amelia Rose

The Arrangement

Nina, my handmaiden, combed through the locks of my long hair as I sat straight as a pin for her.

“Your Father asked to see you,” said Nina, my dark hair slipping through her fingers.

I let out a sigh, “I already told him, I have no interest in his arrangements.”

“The arrangement is not only good for your father, but for all the people of Syroh,” said Nina, working through the knot.

“Ow… please be careful,” I tensed, the comb yanking my head to the side, “And what about what is good for me?” I asked, becoming rather irritated.

“I’m sorry princess, I didn’t mean-”

“It’s fine,” I elegantly waved my hand in the air, exhaling my frustration, “I shouldn’t take it out on you… I will go see him.” I pushed my chair back and stood, “Nina could you draw a bath for me? I have a feeling I am going to need it after speaking with my Father.”

“Yes princess,” Nina bowed, backing away.

I enjoyed Nina’s company, always had since I was a little girl. The two of us grew up together. Back then I never saw the two of us as anything less than friends, but now she was my handmaiden and I was her Princess. And I heard enough about how I should behave from my father. I had thought reaching adulthood would offer me more freedom and yet I find myself with less. Sometimes I find myself envying Nina, I wonder how different my life would be had our roles been reversed. Nina had only to serve me needed, the rest of her time was hers. Free to go about the kingdom of Syroh as she pleased, free to meet and mingle with its citizens, while I had to perform for the court, do my duty as its princess.

I entered my Father’s private chambers. My father, unaware of my presence, looked at his reflection in the mirror, grinning to himself, his puffed with self-pride, bushing nonexistent dust off his purple silk cloak.

“You wanted to see me?” I asked, punctuating my question with a yawn.

My father turned to face me, a stern look of disapproval on his face as he looked me up and down, frowning.

“What is it?” I asked with a sigh, knowing his critique always awaited me.

“It is already noon and you are still in a nightgown, such behavior is very unbecoming,” he said with a swish of his cloak as if to rub my elegance in my face.

“What’s the big deal? I’m in my own home am I not?”

“This is not just your home, the castle is the social and political center of the Kingdom. Why, what if a visiting Lord were to spot you walking down the corridors like that?”

I glanced down at myself, the sheer fabric of my nightgown did not cover much, much of my legs were exposed, and if one were to look closely enough while there happened to be a chill, the unmistakable outline of my nipples pressing against the cloth would be clearly visible.

“I suppose he would find it quite the welcomed sight,” I said, smirking to myself. Lords… whether of high nobility or low are still just men, and when men see a woman, he hardly sees her, but rather sees her already undressed in his mind. They simply pretend, much like my father, that such is not the case.

“You need to take your position more seriously. This is the exact reason why I went ahead and chose a suitor for you. Perhaps marriage will help you become more lady-like,” said my Father.

“You didn’t,” I said in a huff of disbelief, holding back most of my anger. Marriage does not make one more lady-like. I knew that. It confines you to one man, a man who enjoys you most when you are unladylike but grows angry should you behave as such with anyone else.

“I did, Lord Wen will make a fine husband.”

“Lord Wen…” I groaned my disgust at the name, “Could you perhaps picked anyone less pompous, Besides I thought you said it was my choice.”

“Lord Wen is a good man, and the Kingdom Of Loral has the finest military in all of the Southlands.” And just like that, I could read my Father’s true intentions for this arrangement of his. It had nothing to do with what kind of man Wen is, but rather all to do with creating a stronger alliance with his Kingdom.

“Please Father,” I took his soft hand in mine. Touching his hand reminded me how, my Grandfather, if he were still alive would look down on my Father now. A King with soft hands is no King at all, but rather a man who lets others do the real work for him. And now Father wanted to further hide behind another Kingdom’s military. “How about Lord Otto?” I asked, pleading with my eyes. Lord Otto Of Cavanvale isn’t exactly my kind of man either, but he is weak, pliable, at the very least I may still retain some autonomy as a woman with him.

My father shook his head, dropping my hands from his, “You had your chance to decide. The marriage is arranged, you will be wed by the week’s end.”

I clenched my teeth, burning on the inside, the flames of frustration licking at my heart and up into my throat. But I did not speak, there was no point in it. My Father's stubbornness outshines a donkey’s. Another quality my Grandfather would have spat upon, a stiff branch snaps but a flexible one bends unbroken. Wisdom, my Grandfather learned in his travels in the East. Perhaps if my Father ever braved the outside of our Kingdom wall he’d understand.

“Your Highness,” saluted a Guard approaching the doorway, “Lord Wen’s Father has arrived.”

“Ah! Perfect, we have much to discuss,” my Father grabbed his brooch and fixed it to his cloak. He reached the guard in a few regal strides and placed his hand on the guard’s shoulder. “And Hubert…”

“Yes My King,” The Guard peered past my Father, looking at me, his eyes fixed on what he saw, the radiance of my morning beauty as I winked and flitted my fingers in a wave at the man.

“Stop staring at my daughter,” my Father squeezed his shoulder, the guard wincing in slight pain. I watched as he dragged the guard out on his heels, turning to shoot me a look.

I quickly clasped my hands together and turned away, whistling away my obvious flirtation.

The men left and left me alone. More alone than I had felt in a long time. My fate resigned to that of being traded for military backing. A political pawn in the King’s game of chess. The inevitable fleeting of my freedom felt physically in the pit of my stomach, dizzying my head. Now more than ever did I wish Nina and I could trade places. Nina… the only person I could trust, the only friend I’ve truly ever had.

I charged into my room, my nightgown raising high above my thighs as I ran. I pulled at the hem, trying to keep it low, almost hearing my Father’s critiquing voice in my head telling me how unladylike it is to run and flash my thighs.

“Princess, your bath is ready,” said Nina.

“Forget the bath,” I waved my hand, “Fetch me a man-whore, the best my Father’s money can buy.”

“I’m not sure I should continue helping you sneak men into your chambers, considering that-”

I raised a curious eyebrow, shooting Nina a discerning look, “You knew, I can see it on your face.”

Nina cast her eyes down at her feet, toes nervously tapping the floor, “You Father told me not to say anything.”

I took a deep breath in, I know I should have no reason to be mad at her, she was not the one who arranged my imprisonment. “Please, Nina. It is all the more reason for it… just this one last time, my last choice as a free woman. Do this for me, not as my handmaiden, but as my friend.”

Nina nodded, “Alright Ella, I will find you the best,” she said, opting to use my name instead of Princess. It was never my asking that she call me Princess but something she adopted doing on her own.

“Thank you,” I whispered into her ear, embracing her in a hug, her cheeks a warm red as she blushed.

I did not have to wait long for Nina to return. This was not the first time I had Nina seek out an escort for me, by now she knew exactly where to look, exactly who to trust, who can keep their mouths shut and not go bragging about bedding a Princess. And what a fine playmate she brought indeed. A tall man, rugged, broad chest, dark facial hair that framed his rigid face wonderfully. A man who sent a shiver to womanhood at the mere sight of him. A man with looks that I’m sure matched his price, but gold meant little to me, my family had enough to spare yet hoarded greedily. But I would spare no expense when it comes to my personal pleasure.

“Thank you, Nina, you may take your leave,” I said, holding the door to my chambers open.

“Yes Princess,” she gave a slight bow of the head, winking wryly as she departed.

“So tell me...” I turned to face the man now standing alone with me in my private chambers, he stood like a soldier awaiting a command and I wondered if he had once been a fighter, “...what is your name?”

“Miles,” he said, and nothing more. His eyes tracing the length of my curves as I twirled around him, my fingers walking over his shoulders. He inhaled my perfumed scent deeply as my hair brushed past him, my hand taking hold of his.

“Do I excite you, Miles?” I guided him towards the edge of my bed, sitting him down on the edge. The men Nina brings me usually require a little help relaxing, something about position intimidates them.

“Yes Princess,” he answered, gazing at my perky tits. My nipples had already grown aroused, stiffened with wanting. I ran my hands up my body, hips swaying, fingers pinching the pink buds of my breast. His tongue darted out of his mouth, licking his lips before tucking back inside.

“Don’t be shy,” I grabbed his wrists and placed his hands on my chest. His palms engulfing my breasts. “Mmm… yes,” I moaned, tossing my head back. Once they had a feel of me, the men always started to lose themselves to their lust, no longer saw me as a Princess but as a female, the rationale draining from their minds and blood pumping into their cocks.

“Just like that,” I groaned, his hands playing more roughly now, squeezing and groping my young plump breasts. I could see his cock growing hard, hidden beneath his trousers. That simply would not do, I yearned to truly see what Nina had brought me to play with. I unzipped his trousers and yanked them down his legs, tossing them haphazardly to the ground. “Let’s see what we have here,” I said, taking his cock into my soft hand, sliding my fingers over his pretty tip. “What a nice big cock this is,” I brought my lips close to his shaft, gently blowing warm air upon it before kissing the tip.

“Damn…” he shuddered, the bedsheet clenched in his fists.

“Do you like having my lips kiss your cock?” I asked, looking into his brown eyes.

“Yes Princess,” he nodded, biting his lip.

“Then you are going to love this,” I opened my mouth, sliding my tongue from the base of his cock to the tip.

“F- fuck,” he groaned, tensing his thighs.

I inhaled the tip of his cock into my mouth, engulfing his shaft in the wet warmth. Spit drooled over my lips and trickled down him, squishing between my diligently stroking fingers.

“Holy… I didn’t know you would be-”

“Didn’t know what?” I slid my mouth off his cock, spit dangling from my chin, “That your Princess was such a whore?”

I loved watching their eyes light up the moment I had my lips wrapped around their cocks, the men Nina brought me always left satisfied. I did things for these men that not even their wives were willing to do. The sort of things they could only get at a brothel, but I was no common wench, I was their Princess, and that made them all the more excited.

As I sucked the pleasure out of his cock I could feel my flowing juices stick to my thighs. I had nothing underneath my nightgown, only a thin piece of fabric now separated the two of us. I crawled over him, joining him on the bed.

“Come… Taste how wet you make me,” I settled my knees beside his ears, my cunt held over his face. He grabbed my ass, fingers digging in my soft flesh, lowering me down to meet his lips. His warm tongue pressed to my clit, I hunched forward, gripping a handful of his dark hair.

“Gods yes,” I cried out, “Lick your Princess,” I demanded. He sucked my clit in, pleasure singing my womanhood like a burning flame. “More… yes… Mnnn… more,” I grinded my pussy against his face, his tongue lapping up my sweet juices as they filled his mouth, his head tossing and turning between my thighs, tongue flicking.

I reached back and grabbed his sloppy cock, still coated in my spit, jerking the tip of it. He groaned and growled like a beast in heat, his voice muffled by my cunt, the vibrations of his grunting reverberating through me. I could feel that bead of mine swelling, his tongue taking me to the edge, his cock pulsing in my hand. Our cries mixed above the bed.

“Enough,” I whimpered, swinging my legs over him, removing myself from his lips, my hand from his cock. He panted, laying there, his strong chest rising with each breath. “I can not wait any longer. I need your cock inside me.” I tossed myself onto my back, legs spread wide, beckoning for him to come and take it, palm slapping against my dripping cunt.

He lifted himself, with eager eyes over me, heat radiating from his body, palpable lust filling the empty space between us. He grinned with hunger and thirst, my body the only thing capable of giving him his fill.

He took hold of his mighty cock in his right hand, flirting and teasing it between my wet pussy lips. I shivered as his tip pressed upon my sensitive clit, a surge of pleasure tensing my petite frame.

“Stop your teasing,” I growled, hungry for my fill, thirsting to get filled. “Put that rod in me, show me the kind of man you are.”

“With pleasure,” he grunted, shoving his cock into my tight pussy, pressing past my eager lower lips, engulfing his shaft in my warmth. I placed my hands flat on his strong chest, his muscles flexing beneath my touch. He pushed back against me, thrusting his cock up to the hilt, sheathing his mighty weapon inside of me. My pussy clenched, moans echoing, desiring to milk him for all he had to offer.

“Fuck, that’s good,” his hands pinned my shoulders to the mattress, my body sinking lowering, secured beneath him by his strength. Truly he had a warrior's build, made me feel so small as I squirmed beneath him. I loved when they pinned down, forcefully taking me, my body helplessly flailing to the rhythm of their beating cock.

“Then pound me,” I snapped back, arching to my back to give him more room, his cock sliding deeper. “Pound your Princess… she demands it.”

He grunted like a beast, penetrating my tight hole, my pussy stretched open to receive all his cock had to offer. Our sweaty bodies slapped together. Flesh on flesh, bed creaking.

“Is that all you got… harder,” I cried out, shouting louder. I wanted him to fuck these thoughts of arranged marriage from my mind, make me forget who I was, treat me like a common whore all the while knowing it was the King’s daughter who he made me quiver.

He gripped my thighs, tips of his fingers digging in my raw flesh, tossing my legs over he settled them upon his shoulder, leaning into me, plunging from above into my depths.

“Gods yes… that’s it… fuck me… fuck this royal pussy,” my voice raised to a crescendo. I had no need to stifle my pleasure. Nina would keep watch, would make sure no one came within earshot of my chambers. And I had no intention of being silent until finally brought to the edge of eruption.

His hands crossed over my hips, squeezing my ass and spreading my cheeks, my womanhood gushed with each of his thrusts. His weight crashed down on me in torrential waves, a river of juices dripping from my blissful core.

“Holy fuck,” he spoke through clenched teeth, his jaw jutting out, his face contorted in primal lust, forcing my lower half up and down, smacking into me. I reached up and held his face between my hands, pressing my forward to his, beads of sweat rolling down his temples.

“Harder… make me cream,” I bit down on his lower lip, pulling it back and letting it go.

“Fuck, you little slut,” he pushed my face to the side, wiping the pain from his lip but not for a moment slowing down as he drilled his cock in me.

“That’s right… call me a slut… I'm just a dirty whore…”

My pussy tightened around his cock, my core stretched with ecstasy, snapping and releasing all the tension, a rush of bliss spilling out of every pore. His cock throbbed, pulsing with the need to cum. My legs snapped shut, overwhelmed by the release. I shoved his cock out of my pussy. I certainly didn’t need him cumming inside of me, but I still need his cum.

“Give me that cum,” I demanded, stroking his slippery cock over my, “Spray my tits with your load.”

He thrust himself in and out of my grasp, his hands cupping my plump breasts, fingers pinching my stiff nipples. “Yes, Princess… fuck… I’m gonna… Urghh,” he exhaled in a huff, arms around my back. His cock pulsating ropes of warm cum onto my tits and pooling between my cleavage, dripping down my slender tummy, his seed coating my pale flesh.

“Shit…” Miles, drained of every drop, let go of me and splayed out on the mattress, another man succumbed to my beauty.

“That will be all,” I said grabbing a wet cloth, patting down my stomach and tits, cleaning myself of the pretty mess he made. “Please send Nina back in on your way out.” I watched as he gathered his clothing, enjoying one last look at his softening cock as he dressed before leaving my room.

Nina returned with a knowing smile on her face. Neither one of us showed the slightest hint of unease as she watched me finish cleaning myself off.

“I suppose that bath will come in handy after all,” I said, handing her the used cloth.

“Feeling better Princess?” Asked Nina, bundling my nightgown into her arms to be washed.

“A bit. But the problem still remains… for now.”

“Do you have a plan? Your father seems unwavering in this matter,” said Nina.

“Not yet, but now that my head is cleared I’ll think of something. Why don’t you enjoy some time with Miles yourself? Paid for by the royal account of course. I could use some time to think alone.”

“You are most kind Princess,” Nina grabbed the rest of the bed sheets for changing. “Perhaps I will.”

The Captive

“I have good news,” said my Father, feasting on the breakfast laid before him. I took a seat at the dining table next to him. Not so much because I desired to hear this so-called good news, but because I had built up quite the appetite throughout last night.

“I feel we have very different ideas of what constitutes good news,” I said with an obvious hint of snark and sarcasm.

My Father, paying no attention to my words, wiped the crumbs from his beard and continued speaking, “Lord Wen is aiding our troops to the south. After our meal, we shall meet up with them.”

I thanked the servant as he placed a plate filled with eggs and bacon on the table before me. I stabbed the yolk and watched it run.

“You’ve never let me near your soldiers before,” I said, ripping a bite of bacon between my teeth, “Why the sudden change?” I asked before swallowing. The obvious reason why he never let me near the warriors being my penchant for distractions. But I can’t help myself. It is so enjoyable flirting with the men and watching them squirm, red-faced, not knowing how to respond when the Princess fondly squeezes their muscles.

“Perhaps seeing Lord Wen at work will change your mind about him. Perhaps you will see he is just the sort of man you need in your life.”

“I doubt that very much,” I said. There was no man that I needed in my life. Only those that I wanted… desired… for a night. Of course such was not acceptable to my Father.

“Doesn’t matter,” said Father, wiping his mouth with his sleeve, “It’s been decided.”

“Just as everything else in my life,” I quipped. Father shot me a glance but said nothing in return.

Father snapped his fingers after clearing his plate. A servant presenting himself before him, silently waiting for his orders. “My daughter and I are ready to be suited up. We will need armor and horses.”

“Yes your Highness,” the servant bowed.

“But I’m not finished eating,” I interjected, mouth full of food.

“And clear her plate,” Father said to the servant.

“Yes, Your Highness.”

I shot my father a look as the servant snatched my remaining food from under me. A look that had little to no effect. Frustration burned inside of me, as it tends to do when around my Father. I could not stand his control much longer.side-saddle had to be done. I had told Nina I would have a plan, but as of yet, I had none.

I rode with my father on his horse, sitting side saddle behind me though I wore a man’s armor and not a dress, for my protection as my father had put it.

“Do I not at least get a weapon… a sword perhaps?” I asked.

“You have no need for one,” he scoffed, “you only need the armor to keep you safe and…” he craned his neck to look me in the eyes, “to keep you modest around the other soldiers.”

We traveled south through the woods, following the southern path until there was no path to follow. Much of our lands to the south were still being cleared, only recently required, Father’s only claim as King. And Lord Wen was his ticket to holding to that claim. We came upon the encampment. Soldiers bustling about in iron armor, horses tied to posts, our kingdom’s flag flying side by side with the Kingdom Of Loral’s.

Father dismounted, his arms open wide, his large belly protruding from where his armor did not cover, “Lord Wen,” his voice boomed and as a haughty man approached us. Lord Wen kept his helmet tuck under his shoulder, his features smooth, hair perfectly quaffed much like a woman’s. Oh, how I would choose a man like Miles to bed over one like Wen any day. Wen… another man like my father who knew nothing about the battle, by the looks of him he most likely let his men do most of the fighting, men like Miles who muscular and rough bodies were peppered with scars and memories of their prowess.

“Your Highness,” spoke Lord Wen, embracing my father in a hug, his free arm wrapped around father, “You could not have come at a better time. Come let me show you.”

“But first,” said Father, grabbing my wrist and pulling out front, “I want you to meet your intended.”

“Ah! Princess Ella,” he took my hand in his hand and laid a kiss upon it, a gesture which did nothing for me, “Even in armor your beauty shines through.”

“And even in armor you made sure yours did as well,” I said. Lord Wen, dense as he is, did not seem to get the true meaning of my comment but smiled graciously, puffing his chest.

“Come, Princess, see what your future spouse has already accomplished in one night fighting alongside your Father’s banner,” Lord Wen clicked his iron boots and turned for us to follow.

We parted through a crowd of circling soldiers. The sweaty scent of unwashed rugged warriors filled my nostrils, sending a momentary shiver to my womanhood. My natural inclination to grab one of them and have a little fun required a bit of effort not to succumb to it. That last thing I needed was a scolding from Father in front of this Lord Wen.

In the center of the small crowd, bound to hitch post was a brutish sight. Slumped on his knees, a great orc pulled at his chain bindings roaring as a soldier prodded him with the butt end of his spear. The sight of the orc had stolen my attention. The rowdy soldiers paled in comparison. The orc’s biceps rippled, veins coursing with heated blood, gnashing its small tusks. Only a loincloth provided the orc with cover. Broad chest, dark green hide, eyes that burned with rage for his captors. The soldier managed to get one last jab at the orc’s ribs, provoking a bloodthirsty roar from the beast, before Lord Wen shoved the soldier aside. That roar, however, awakened something inside of me, raw and primal, I felt a yearning grow that dissipated as Wen next spoke.

“Captured him last night, one of the Grundale Tribe’s leaders. Trapped him while he went for a piss, only required me and a few of your men,” said Lord Wen to my Father.

“See daughter, barely a day and already Lord Wen proves himself. The orcs will surely think twice before stepping foot in our lands,” said Father.

“Yes Father, they will surely leave the lands you claimed from them at this rate,” I said, and then turned to Lord Wen, “I thought Knights fight with honor, not sneaking about at night like rogues and thieves?”

“In war, yes,” said Wen, placing his hand atop the bound orc’s head, an attempt to show his fearlessness, but truly only showcasing his cowardice, “But orcs are nothing more than beasts, and beasts are hunted and trapped.”

“Of course,” I said with a nod, “Wouldn’t want to give them a sporting chance.”

The soldier with the spear let out a caustic snicker at Lord Wen’s expense. An act that brought him the wrong sort of attention.

“Perhaps a demonstration shall help enlighten the Princess of the situation at hand,” Lord Wen ripped the spear from soldiers' hand. “Men prepare the beast for a bout,” he snapped his fingers. “And you may wish to prepare as well,” he leered at the insolent soldier. “Come on Princess, you shall have a seat next to me at the fight ring.” Lord Wen took my hand in his, a sweaty undesirable hand, but I did my best to hide my disgust.

It took five soldiers to haul the massive orc into the ring, each of them dispersing in a mad frenzy the moment the brute’s bindings were removed. As I watched next to Lord Wen the perimeter of the ring boomed with the jeers and profanities shouted by the onlookers. Wen snapped his fingers, the soldier who defied him with laughter being prodded by another toward the ring.

“Ahem,” Lord Wen cleared his throat. “Remove his armor and take his weapons. So the Princess may see what an honorable fight with such beasts looks like.” The commanded soldier removed the helmet off the ill-fated chuckler. I gasped, raising a hand to my lips.

“Something the matter?” Wen leered at me.

“No, nothing,” I tightened my lips and stoned my gaze. The soldier who laughed, who was now being stripped of his clothing except for his undergarments was Miles. Miles’s eyes met my own, he nodded, resolute on taking our secret to the grave. A secret that if he spilled could perhaps spare him, refocus Wen’s wrath upon me, and give him time to escape in the uproar.

The soldier shoved Miles into the ring. The brutish orc pounded his chest with his fists, rearing his head back and letting a battle cry roar from his lips. Compared to me Miles was a stone wall of man, strong and powerful. But as the Orc charged, raging forward, the color flushed from his face. He was a child standing in the shadow of a giant.

The orc rammed its fist into Mile’s chest. Punching through bone and muscle. I winced, blood dripping down the orc’s forearm.

“Don’t look away,” Wen took hold of my cheek, turning me to look back at the ring. The devilish grin on Wen’s face sent horror sinking into the pit of my stomach. The orc lifted Miles off his feet, slamming his body into the dirt. Miles laid motionless, a cavity the size of the orc’s fist in his chest. The orc its heel, holding it over Miles’ head. Then a roar… then a stomp…

Lord Wen stood, laughing as he looked at the bloody mess in the ring. “Bind the beast,” he shouted and then faced my father. I remained stunned, eyes locked on what was once Miles.

“Your highness, shall we discuss our plans for further riding these lands of this infestation.”

“Yes, quite right,” my father heaved himself out of his seat. Neither one of them sparing me a glance as they strolled off together.

How my father could arrange me to wed a monster such as Lord Wen was beyond. Father had shown he had little care for myself and my personal well-being, only concerned with the reach of his empire, only concerned with helping it grow, even if it costed him is own daughter’s happiness.

As awful as Lord Wen had proved himself to be, he also showed me one other thing. That barbaric display of violence had given me an idea. As I watched the life stomped out of Miles’ limp body I had suddenly been struck with a plan. A plan that most may think would make me as great a monster as Lord Wen. Nevertheless, it was my only hope to retain my freedom and autonomy as the woman I most desired to be.

I waited until nightfall. Until most of the camp was asleep except for a few guards patrolling the perimeter. The guards however would be far too concerned with what possible dangers lurked in the woods to suspect any mischief may be brewing inside the camp itself. I stepped out of my tent, draped in the thin fabric of a nightgown, the cold night air frigid on my soft skin. The howl of direwolves in the distance sent a shiver down my spine.

The orc, bound by ropes to a hitching post, looked hazily at the moon, howling in turn, adding his voice to cries of the wolves in the night. I wondered if perhaps they were communicating if they could really understand one another. I took a step into the moonlight, the ragged orc pulling his gaze from the moon. He let out all low grunt, leering at me with cold burning eyes.

“I see now why my father fears your kind so much,” I said, kneeling level with the orc. “The man you killed was a friend of mine… of sorts.” The orc said nothing, only offering a grunt. I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t blame you for his death. It is Lord Wen who is guilty here. He and my father.” Something flickered in the orc’s eyes, I could not say for sure what, hope perhaps.

I placed a hand on his thick thigh, his muscles tensing beneath my grasp. “I want you to help,” I said, sliding my hand higher up his leg.

“Throk is leader of Orcs. Why help human?” He snarled, through his tusks.

“So you can talk,” I smirked, my fingers digging into his green hide. My heart pounded in my chest, his body radiated heat, his musky odor filling me with a yearning.

“Because we can help each other,” I moved my hand over his loincloth, feeling his manhood beneath it. Watching the orc in the ring had me burning with want for him, if I had such power by my side no man would dare tell me what to do. “I will free you and all I ask is you take care of Lord Wen for me.

I wrapped my fingers around his orc cock, massaging it over the loincloth. I wanted to show him how eager I was for his help. How willing I was to do whatever it takes to have him on my side. The orc groaned well with pleasure. His cock was hardened by my touch. I reached in and pulled his stiff cock out.

“Mnnn,” I bit down on my lip, the tip of his cock pulsing with a rush of blood. So much bigger than any man’s I had ever seen. I lowered my face to his cock, his raw odor stinging my nostrils. I opened my mouth, dragging my tongue from the base of his cock to the tip. Throk exhaled, the warm air of his breath tickling my neck as I leaned over.

“Humans take orc land,” said Throk.

“Then take it back… and take me after as back,” I said, lowering my mouth over his cock, sucking his tip into my warmth. Throk pulled at his bindings, his hands desperate to reach and grab me.

I slid my mouth off his massive rod, spit dangling off my chin, “I am the King’s daughter.” I said. My words awakened something inside of him. If he did not know how much I was worth before, he did now. He thrust his hips as best he could, aching for me to continue pleasing his cock. “I am sure your people would worship the orc who not only reclaimed their land but also claimed for himself a human princess.”

I went back down on him. Sucking his meaty orc cock into my mouth. His shaft throbbing inside of me, my tongue swirling around his rod. The orc thrust his hips once more, he’s large cock hitting the back of my throat. Making me gag and spew spit over him. Drenching his cock in my saliva.

I choked down his cock as best I could. Throk became enraged with lust, completely bestial in his manner. He bucked and pulled at the ropes, hands desperate to grab my face to force me down deeper. I stroked his shaft and played with his balls, feeling them swell, feeling the cum churn inside of them, ready to burst for me.

“Human Princess make good whore,” growled Throk.

“The best,” I agreed, letting him shove his cock in and out of my mouth, bobbing my head back and forth, my wrist twisting, hands sliding around his slippery shaft.

“Give Throk pussy,” he growled, his eyes fixed between my legs.

“Uh uh, not until you’ve reconquered these lands,” I said, sliding my free hand between my legs and over my cunt, my sweet juices sticking to my fingers.

Waves of pleasure rolled through my body, pulsing in my core as I teased my clit and stroked Throk’s might cock. The orc howled his pleasure, his voice carrying through the silent night.

“Quiet,” I whispered into his ear, “Or the guards will hear.” Throk tightened his lips, exhaling through his nostrils. His wet cock pulsating with the desire to cum. I could feel him swelling to the edge of orgasm.

“Does Throck wish to cum?” I asked, jerking his pulsing tip.

“Fuck, human hand so good,” he sighed, through his clenched teeth, doing his best to remain as quiet as possible.

“Then cum for me,” I demanded, stroking him faster and faster, “Cum for this human Princess and I shall release you.”

I dove back down on him, swallowing his thick cock into my mouth. Sucking him with great force. The sweaty taste of his cock almost unbearable and yet so damn good. I choked down his cock, stroking the base harder, tightening my grip. I needed his cum, wanted it so bad. Another act of rebellion against Lord Wen and Father. How I wondered what they would think of me if they saw me sucking this brutes monstrous cock, what words they would use to describe such perverted acts.

Throk raged against his bindings, ready to release himself inside of my mouth. I prepared myself to take his load. I’ve never had cum in my mouth before. Didn’t know what to expect. But knew I had to swallow it all, make sure not to leave a drop of evidence behind. With a final thrust, Throk braced himself, his cock firing streams of warm sticky cum into my wet mouth. I forced down his seed, swallowing as it spilled and filled my little mouth. Gagging a bit as the sheer amount overwhelmed.

I slid my mouth off his dripping cock, his load safely hidden in my churning stomach. I grimaced for a moment, determined to keep it down.

“Mmm, such a mighty warrior’s seed,” I said, licking the last bit of cum off my lips.

“Now free Throk,” said the Orc through heavy breaths. His eyes flashed with promise and hope, burned with revenge for what my people did to his kin. I grabbed an old rusted ax out of the nearby splitting log. Slicing through the rope Throk wrenched himself free from his imprisonment. The mighty orc stood to his feet, stretching himself out, towering over me as I remained on my knees before him.

Throk palmed the top of my head, forcing me to look up at him. His dangling cock level with my face. I bit my lip, still wanting my own satisfaction, but I couldn’t have it, not yet.

“I can take you to their tent,” I said.

Throk shook his head, “No,” he took the rusted ax from my hand, then scooped me up in his arm and tossed me over his shoulder.

“What… what are you doing?” I demanded to know.

“We go back to tribe, return with army,” said Throk.

Throk held securely to me, holding me like I was but a sack of grain. He headed towards the woods.

“Careful, men are guarding the perimeter,” I warned. However, my warning was unnecessary. Throk charged a singular guard, his back towards us. Not missing a beat, Throk raced forward, slamming the axed head between the guard’s shoulder and neck. The guard fell with a muted thud, collapsing in a heap on the ground. Throk wrenched the ax free from the guard’s decimated shoulder and took off deeper into the woods.

Lord Wen was not wrong. These creatures were clearly brutes of the most primal sort. However, he was wrong in thinking that I would not see his true cowardice. I found strength and power so enticing, and all Wen truly did was show me who really had such power. Power worthy of commanding a princess. If I had allowed myself to be given over to Wen, no doubt he would attempt to mate with me and force me to bear his offspring. Offspring that would take after the sniveling Lord Wen. But Throk… how I wondered now as the two of us raced through the woods if I allowed this orc to mate with me, the children I could bear for him… they would truly be warriors.

The silence of the woods was broken by the sounds of animalistic roars and grunts. A bonfire burned in a clearing, surrounded on all sides by animal hide tents. Orcs circled the fire in a ceremony, brandishing weapons and chanting in a tongue unknown to me. As we came upon the orc encampment the sights I saw filled me with primal energy.

Rhythmic drumming beat heavily in a ceaseless cacophony. I watched as Orc men grabbed the nearest orc females. Tearing the clothing from their bodies, rutting the females from behind with their powerful cocks. The women forced down on all fours made to take the pounding of the lust-filled males. Others beat their chest, dancing wildly, lost in a trance.

“What… what is this?” I asked.

“Orc orgy,” said Throk, “Orc always fuck before battle.”

I held closely to Throk, both frightened and intrigued by the debauchery that I saw. As Throk and I entered the camp the orc’s for a moment took no notice of us, far too enthralled by their pleasures.

“Throk!” A grey-skinned orc shouted, shoving the drooling female off his cock. The moment the female orc fell to the ground another orc quickly swooped in. Forcing her legs open and ramming his thick cock inside. The female roared with delight, her fingers digging into the orc’s back as the two of them copulated under the glow of the bonfire.

“Leader has returned,” the gray skin orc bellowed for all to hear. The drums eased into silence, the roars of lust simmered down. The entire tribe froze as they stared in disbelief at their triumphant leader.

“Grun!” Throk greeted the gray orc with a hug, his veiny muscles tensing as the two embraced warmly.

“And you bring toy for fucking,” Grun brought his face to mine, hot air escaping his nostrils as he snarled before me.

“No,” Throk shoved Grun off of me. “Human is for after we kill Throk’s enemies.” Throk stepped in front of the bonfire. The legion of raging orc’s all gathering around him as he prepared to speak. I held tightly to Throk’s arm, myself lost in a sea of brutish beasts, all of them with eyes that burned greedily with lust for my body.

Throk cleared his throat making sure he had the attention of all, “Human whore saved Throk. Tomorrow we kill humans and then we all share in human lady’s pussy,” Throk finished with a roar. The entire tribe joined in, adding their own bloodthirsty howls, howls that awakened even the wolves.

Throk, shoving me aside and went for the nearest orc female. A muscular woman with green skin and torn leather clothing, her breasts swollen and exposed, a woman ripe for pleasure. “Tonight fuck, tomorrow kill,” Throk pushed the female down on all fours. The orc woman lifting her ass, willingly presenting it to the leader of orc’s to claim as his own. Throk tore the leather thong off her, shredding the undergarments with his hands. As Throk plunged himself into the hefty woman, a body built for breeding, the tribe broke out in a frenzied orgy of raging lust.

Heavy grunts and moans hung in the air all around. The glow of the fire shedding light on rough naked bodies. Orc men shared the woman willingly, sometimes multiple males taking a single female. The primal display ate away at my core, watching made me wet, made me ache to join in. To be tossed about just like the other females, to be used to aid the warriors in enraging themselves for the upcoming battle. Pure animal instinct drove me wild, I didn’t care about the deal we struck or any of that. I did not care for another male, even if it was one as powerful as Throk telling me I had to wait until tomorrow.

Arms like iron wrapped around my tiny waist from behind, lifting my feet off the ground. My back pressed against a chest as strong as a stone wall. I struggled against the hold, trying to free myself. The surrounding orc’s all too busy in their perversion to take notice as I found myself being rushed inside of a vacant tent.

I was tossed on the ground. Grun stood heaving over me. He pinned my shoulders to the ground. His forehead pressed to mine, Grun extended his tongue and licked the side of my face.

“Throk said no pussy, but human whore has other use,” said Grun. He pulled at the front of my gown, my tits spilling out. Grun cupped my breasts in his rough hands, squeezing the plump flesh, licking my nipples.

“Mmm, fuck,” I cried out, my pink nipples growing aroused as he pinched and groped my chest. His weight securing me to the earth as he straddled me helplessly beneath him. I could feel his thick cock hard and erect pressed against my thigh.

Grun lifted the hem of my gown above my waist and flipped me over on my stomach. He gripped my hips and lifted my ass into the air. My face shoved into the earth. Snarling into my ear, “Grun going to fuck whore ass. Grun don’t care what Throk say.” Overpowering me, Grun clenched a fistful of my hair, yanking me head back, forcing me to look into his eyes as I saw the beast inside of him flicker with horny rage. “Whore like it in ass,” he bellowed.

“Oh fuck… I’ve never... “ I may have slept with men before, but none of them ever desired to fuck my ass. And I never thought to allow them to. But Grun… his dominance… I didn’t want to say no to him… I couldn’t deny this beast of an orc.

He spread my ass, his warm tongue sliding over my holes. Sucking the juices from my pussy, and then spitting into my ass. He tongued my tight virgin ass, such an unknown and yet blissful sensation. Grun brought his cock to my lips, “Spit,” he demanded, pressing his cock into my mouth. I sucked his throbbing rod in my wet mouth. Slobbering on his large dick, soaking it in my saliva. I knew if he was to take me from behind, I would have to make sure it was sloppy enough to slip in with ease.

Thrun forced his cock into my ass, stretching my tight hole to fit the entire length of his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” I screamed, knees and face pressed to the ground. I shut my eyes, biting my lip, taking all he had to give, pushing deeper into my ass. Grun grabbed my hips, pulling me down the rest of the way.

“Whore must be quiet or Throk hear,” he gave his hips a heavy thrust, his pelvis slapping against my ass, my whole body jutting forward from the impact.

“I- I- I can’t,” I whimpered, unable to stifle my loud moans. Grun reached over my back, placing his hand over my mouth.

Grun lifted himself, plunging into my tight ass from above, rutting me like a toy made for nothing but solely his pleasure. The orc pounded me like an animal in heat, a brute enraged with lust, he commanded my body, used my ass, growling with intensity. The air in the tent grew hot, sweat dripped from my forehead, my hair matted and tangled. I feared what Throk might do should he catch us like this. Would the leader do away with Grun, or worse yet, would he punish me. But for all the worry, Grun’s ceaseless fucking had me drooling for only one thing… more.

Grun plowed once tight asshole until I was nothing more than used up heap of spent human flesh. He pumped his throbbing rod in and out, growling ferociously, without a care to how loud he roar. I reached underneath, grabbing hold of his swelling balls as they slapped against my pussy. Feeling them churn with his mighty orc seed. I begged for him to blow his load, my voice nothing more than a muffled whimper in his palm. He gave a thrust burying his cock down to the base in my ass. My poor hole clamping around his cock as he erupted a flood of warm seed inside of me.

The merciless orc tossed my limo body to the side, cum dripping out of my ass and sticking to my thighs. I plugged my pussy with my fingers, making certain no seed dripped inside. Truly Throk was the only orc who I wanted to breed. And I would have to begrudgingly wait until after the ensuing battle for that pleasure.

Revenge

The orc camp was no less alive in the day than it was at night. Filthy unwashed orc still soaked in last night's depravity scurried to prepare for war. The sound of curved blades clattering against one another in practice filled my ears. And to my surprise, it was not only the males who wielded weapons.

Throk rode up, to my tent, riding on the back of a massive direwolf. The wolves fur black as night, its fangs dripping with the hunger for human flesh.

“We leave now,” said Throk, and I wondered if that meant me as well. Women were always left safely behind the kingdom walls but here as I watched female orc mount violent wolves, I learned that orcs saw this rather differently than us humans.

“Will I get to fight too?” I asked, wishing now that I had brought the armor my father had forced me to wear instead of relying on my torn and dirtied nightgown for protection… but then who amongst my father’s men would even dare lay a hand on me, let alone a blade.

“Everyone in tribe fights,” Throk held out a curved blade followed by his hand, helping me on the back of his mount.

Together the tribe rolled through the woods, a roaring and unstoppable band of brutes with only one thing on their minds. The reclaiming of their lands from the humans who stole it from them. Like bees the orcs swarmed my father’s camp. The scouts blew their horns to warn the soldiers but it was far too late. In a single motion, Grun sliced the head of scout clear off his shoulders, holding the trophy high in the air, bellowing his fury for all to hear. The cries of men I once called my people filled the world around me as the orc’s ravaged inch of the camp.

Throk and I headed straight for father’s tent. Throk remained focused on my directions, unperturbed by the screams of pain that echoed all around. Such senseless slaughter I felt should have horrified and shocked me. But on the contrary, as I watched my new tribe take the lives of all the men who mindlessly took orders from my father, I reveled in our inevitable blood-soaked victory.

On the back of the wolf, Throk and I emerged into my father’s tent. Both he and Lord Wen froze in horror, armor plating clanking to the earth as they had tried to suit up for battle. But they too were too late.

“You disgusting brute, how dare you steal my daughter,” Father shouted. Such foolish bravery to be shouting insults when unarmed, I thought.

“Steal?” I laughed, dismounting. “Nobody stole me, father… You and Wen tried to steal my freedom, but I have reclaimed it. And now I am here to help Throk reclaim what is his.” I looked from my Father to Wen, that wide-eyed horror they both expressed at the sound of my words filled my heart with pride.

“Enough of this,” Lord Wen leaped toward the table in the center of the tent, reaching for an iron dagger.

With a howl Throk sent his pet charging at Wen, knocking the pompous Lord flat on his ass. The wolf's fangs dripping fetid spit onto Wen’s face, it’s paws pinning his shoulders to the ground.

“Throk’s whore will speak and humans will listen,” said Throk, pressing his blade to the soft flesh of Wen’s neck.

“She is my bride, not your whore,” Wen spat in the face of Throk.

Such insolent men, full of foolishness and cowardice. I had half a mind to allow Throk the pleasure as he pulled his arm back readying to peel the blade across the Lord’s neck. But I had a better idea.

“Wait,” I shouted. Throk froze in place, an eyebrow raised with curiosity.

“Does whore betray Throk?” The brute swept his blade around towards me.

“Never,” I said, “Bind his hands and legs so he can’t escape. I want him alive long enough to watch as you fuck me. Let him see for himself who I belong to.”

Throk howled with laughter, “Whore is nastier than orc. Throk Like.” The orc wrestled with Lord Wen, tying his hands and feet. Wen struggled, but only for a moment, as the wolf snapped its jaws in the sniveling man’s face he quieted down rather quickly.

“H- how could you do this,” stammered my father.

“Don’t worry, I won’t make you watch,” I said to him, pressing my blade under his chin. That swelling of control and power I felt building inside of me. I truly felt it for the first time, a sense of freedom that comes when one finds they can live without others telling them what to do. “Now, on your knees,” I commanded my father. And as I expected her stubbornly remained standing, staring me down. Even now, with his life in my hands, he still refused to listen to me. Refused to listen to his own daughter. “Did you not hear me father?” I slashed my weapon across his cheek, scarring his face, a red gash trickling dark red blood. “I said on your knees.”

And just like that for the first time, my father heard me. He crumpled down to the earth, knees pressed into the dirt. A beggar’s look in his eyes as he tilted his head to face me. “I am done being your pawn,” I said, having no pity for the frightened man before me.

“Please,” he cupped his hands together, scurrying on the earth, prostrating himself at my feet. “I will allow you to marry who you wish. I will let you make your own choices… please just don’t do this.”

“Sorry, but I’ve already arranged your fate for you,” before my father even had the chance to glance up I swung the sword across the back of his neck, tearing through muscle and bone. His body went slack, lifeless, and I was freed from his command.

Pounding his chest, Throk beamed with pride. His homeland secured the kingdom of man no longer a threat to his tribe or his rule. Lord Wen shivered on the ground, breathing growing more and more frantic.

“I almost forgot you were there,” I said. Lord Wen’s fixed his gaze on the bloodied weapon clutched in my hand. “I’m not going to kill you,” I dropped the sword. “Throk bring him outside. It is time we sealed our deal just as promised.”

“Throk going to enjoy fucking your bride,” snickered the orc, hoisting Wen over his shoulder with one arm.

Throk’s tribe made quick work of the camp. Not a prisoner was taken. The victorious orc’s circled around a bonfire chanting and howling, the dank scent of burning flesh filling the air.

“What this?” Grun asked, pointing to the bound Lord Wen. “Toss him in fire.”

“No,” Throk shoved Wen into Grun’s arms, “This one wants to watch. Make sure he don’t look away.” Grun forced Wen into a headlock.

“You bastards, I’ll kill you all,” raged Wen.

“Shut up,” Grun backhanded Wen, hopefully knocking the smugness out of his dense skull.

Throk grabbed my waist and yanked me in towards him. The brutish green orc tossed his weapon aside, and as his rough war-torn hands rummaged the clothing off my body the crowding orc’s roared with delight.

“Fuck the slut,” howled a male orc from the crowd.

“Make the bitch beg,” shouted another.

“You watch leader fuck tribe slut,” said a female orc, peeling back Wen’s eyelids, jostling with Grun for who would get to mistreat the man.

The shouts and howls of the tribe filled my quivering body with raw primal energy. With building lust that could only be satisfied by the mightiest amongst them.

Throk shredded the rest of the tattered fabric off my body. Cupping my plump tits and squeezing them roughly.

“Fuck… master use my body,” I begged, as the monstrous orc slammed his chest against mine, his mouth sucking at the soft flesh of my neck. His cock pressed against my thigh, throbbing with the absolute need to penetrate. Death and war enthralled the orcs, nothing felt better after a fight than fucking. Within the great orc’s hold, I felt weak, quivering with lustful urgency. But fighting by his side I felt powerful and unstoppable. But now I wanted Wen to watch… watch as this creature fucked me silly, used me up like a real warrior.

Throk forced me down, my knees digging into the dirt. His large hand palmed the top of my head. “Slut ever do this for you?” Throk asked Wen, who now found himself gagging on Grun’s soiled loincloth, the female orc laughing along at the man’s pity.

“Ha! I’d never touch that man,” I said, pointing mockingly at Lord Wen. “But this…” I took Throk’s mighty cock into my hand, “This I will enjoy touching.” I slid my hand up and down his thick shaft, feeling the blood pulsating in his swelling member. Throk’s cock became increasingly more engorged as I played so lovingly with it. “I only want nice big orc cock, not little human cock,” I said, while I still could speak.

Soon enough Throk had the sides of my head clasped in his hands, forcing my mouth open and pressing the bulbous tip of his cock past my wet lips. “Let’s see puny human’s cock,” shouted Throk as he shoved his own to the back of my throat making me gag on it, spit bubbling over my lips and down that sloppy cock of his.

Grun and the female orc wrestled with Lord Wen, another brutal backhand to the head stopped his struggling as the female orc tore the trousers off him.

“Haha! Look.. pathetic,” squealed the female orc as she pointed at Wen’s flaccid penis. “How do you impregnate with cock so small?” she laughed. Tears of humiliation and embarrassment welled in Lord Wen’s eyes. And I to would have laughed along with her had I not had Throk’s cock stuffing my mouth full make it impossible for me to do so. I gripped Throk’s strong muscular thighs, my fingers digging into his flesh as he fucked my mouth faster. Thrusting his hips, without a care for me, the woman beneath me.

“This is real cock,” said the female orc, removing Grun’s loincloth and basking in the orc’s manhood. She pressed her face to the orc’s cock, taking a deep inhale of his pungent sex. I knew Grun would not be able to resist the female for long. And soon enough the two orcs lost all interest in the sad Lord Wen and instead went after one another. Their sweaty bodies tumbling in the dirt as they fought for dominance. The female trying to get on top to ride Grun… Grun trying to force her down and take her from above. And the poor Lord Wen caught between their rough lovemaking.

Throk pushed me off his cock. I took a deep inhale, finally given a small reprieve to catch my breath, spit dangled from my chin, and Throk’s cock. A trail of orcish precum oozing out of his tip. Throk had me on all fours, my face pressed to the earth. I craned my neck just so, so that I may look upon Lord Wen when my new master claimed my pussy for the very first time. I reached back and grabbed my ass, spreading myself open for Throk. Sucking his cock and watching Grun and the female orc fuck had made my pussy moist with sweet desire for orc cock of my own. Hearing Lord Wen whimper pathetically as the tribe forced him to view their leader penetrate the princess of human’s sweet delicate pussy.

“Fuck me, master,” I begged, waiting impatiently for Throk to let the beast within himself out and ravage my hole. Throk slapped his palm on my ass, spanking me like a disobedient daughter, he grappled with my hips and slid his thick cock between my lower lips, sinking himself deep inside of me as he forced me back.

“Fuck yes,” I bellowed, my fingers curling around the blades of grass, tearing them at the roots as his large cock sank fully inside of my willing pussy. “I’m not your bride anymore am I?” I shouted at Lord Wen, bouncing my ass back, riding Throk as he pumped himself vigorously inside of me.

“Human pussy tighter than female orc,” Throk’s thighs slapped against my ass, his palms soaked in sweat as he wrapped his arms around my soft body, securing me against him. My body was completely overpowered by the orcs. I submitted myself to Throk’s dominance, to the leader of the tribe.

Lord Wen sniveled as he had no choice but to watch the orc fuck the woman who was to be his bride. But I would rather be Throk’s whore and then Wen’s bride any day.

“Pump your mighty seed in my princess pussy,” I whimpered, quivering as Throk slammed into me from behind. His fist now wrapped around my hair, tilting my head back, mounting and fucking me like an animal might.

Overwhelmed by the intense pleasure of Throk’s ruthless fucking I collapsed to the ground, panting and moaning. The great orc was on the edge of eruption, I could feel it. Feel his cum swelling inside that mighty cock of his ready to blow and breed my royal pussy. Throk gave a powerful thrust, his chest dripping in sweat pressed to my back, the two of us a sticky mess. He exhaled, then grunted, then let it all out. A roar, a howl. His warm load of cum filling my tight pussy to the brim, stuffing me with his powerful seed.

I crawled toward Lord Wen, my legs sore and aching from the pounding I received. My heart full of contented joy, and animalistic energy.

“Look at all this orc seed,” I said, staring at Wen and sliding two fingers into my pussy, cum sticking to them. I pulled my fingers out, dripping in cum, and wiped them on Wen’s cheek leaving a white streak on his face. “You think I will have orc babies?” I asked the silent Lord Wen. “To think father wanted me to mate with the likes of you,” I laughed.

As night fell and the post-battle orgy came simmering to an end. The orcs and I enjoyed a great feast. Wild boar roasted on the open fire, fruits gathered from the woods. Something was fulfilling about hunting and gathering my own food with the tribe. Something that sitting in a great hall and having father’s men serve me meals couldn’t quite match. However, there was one person in the kingdom who I did miss.

“Throk?” I called for my master’s attention as I ripped a hunk of boar flesh off the bone with my teeth. Throk grunted with a mouth full of meat. “Have you thought about taking the castle? With the King dead surely the kingdom will fall into disarray, it would be all too easy for your tribe to conquer.”

“Orc don’t need stone walls,” said Throk.

I nodded my agreement, I was growing quite fond of living life in the wild. Of living off the land, raiding and taking, hunting, and fucking.

“It is not the walls I think you would enjoy, but the women.” Throk stopped his eating and looked my way with heightened curiosity. “That’s right. I am quite certain you would find others there like me. Women willing to throw themselves at the chance to submit to a mighty warrior such as yourself.”

Images of Nina flashed in my mind. I hoped she did not worry about me. I wanted her to know that I was safe and happy. But more than that I wanted her to have what I had. True freedom and true pleasure. If anyone deserved to enjoy this new world with me it was my loyal handmaiden.

Throk did not need any more convincing. I had won his trust and saved his life. And perhaps more than that I showed him the sort of pleasure a human female is willing to give. The other orcs were just as easily convinced. Perhaps seeing their leader fuck and breed me made them equally as lust-filled for the opportunity to claim a human for their own. Though I couldn’t speak for most of the women of the kingdom, I had very little doubts that Nina would not join us. Because of her birth, she was bound to being my servant, her life would never be her own for as long as she remained there. But here, amongst the primal tribe of the orcs, she could find freedom and purpose. Here she could be bred, give birth to a new generation of warriors. Here she could help the orc claim more land, night after night enraging the males with her body. And in the morning partake in the battles herself. And surely Nina is not the only female who has grown tired of relying on men to fight for them.

The Handmaiden

The tribe was ready to march on, fueled by the prior day’s victory as well as the night’s debauchery. For this raid, however, I did not find myself alongside Throk but rather Grun. I wanted to be sure that when he flooded the kingdom and arrived to take what we wanted, that Nina would be taken by an orc worthy of her beauty. I could not think of a better one than Grun. His power and virility at times rivaled even Throk’s. Nina, in all her years of service to me finally deserved proper servicing herself. The sort of servicing only a brute like Grun could offer her.

The stampeding of orcs and wolves as I saw the kingdom walls come into view matched with the beating of my own heart. I held tightly to the blade that beheaded my father, the weapon that granted me victory over slavery. The watchmen blew their horns warning the kingdom of the oncoming slaughter. But without my father, there was no one to lead the soldiers. We barreled through the gates and swept through the streets. The frightened cries of citizens and the clashing of metal on metal meant little to me.

Grun steered the wolf toward an approaching group of soldiers on horseback, their faces are hidden by their helmets, men who were once tasked with keeping me safe now only got in my way.

“Leave them. The others will take care of the soldiers, head for the castle, that's where you will find your prize,” I said to Grun. Grun pulled on the reins, cutting through an alley. The guard at the castle gates stood his ground, ready to give his life for a kingdom that would have fallen. We charged, the guard thrust his polearm, spearing right through the underbelly of the wolf.

Our mount collapsed atop the guard, crushing him beneath its weight. Grun hopped to his feet, reeling his blade back and unleashing a killing blow to the guard.

“Follow me,” I pushed through the castle gates, Grun behind me. Our footsteps padded through the silent halls of the castle. It seemed the castle was emptied of guards, most likely having left to help defend the surrounding city now that there was no king inside to keep safe. Nina however would probably remain hidden in her chambers, praying to the gods for their protection. But she did not need the gods nor their protection for she had me and so long as she did no real harm would befall. The only harm she’d have now is the simultaneous mixture of pain and pleasure that comes with Grun stretching her open to receive him.

We padded our way up the winding stone steps when I heard Nina’s whimpering voice coming from not hers but my old chambers. For a moment I feared I had arrived too late, that some other orc made his way here first and Nina in her confusion fought back thinking such to be the end of her life and not the birthing of her future.

Grun rammed his shoulder into the heaven wooden door, the crash startling Nina. She let out a high pitched shriek, clutching the bedsheets to her breasts.

“P- p- please don’t hurt me,” cried Nina shaking behind the sheets.

“Never,” I said stepping out from behind Grun.

“Ella? But how…” Nina looked equally scared and confused.

“I told you I would come up with a plan, didn’t I? The orc has helped me escape my father’s demands once and for all, as well as Lord Wen.” As I spoke I noticed something moving underneath the bed covers, something much too large to be Nina.

Grun must have noticed it too. The orc ripped the sheets from the bed tossing them to the ground. Uncovering a male naked in the bed with Nina. Grun grabbed the man by the back of the neck, lifting him off the bed and slamming into the wall.

“She Grun’s whore now,” spat the orc, his fingers gripping tighter around the man’s throat. The helpless man frantically kicked his legs, hopelessly trying to free himself.

“Who’s this?” I asked Nina, looking from the man struggling to breathe to my naked friend.

“No one… I got lonely while you were away. I needed a little company,” said Nina.

“Then join us. Grun will see to it that you have all the company you could desire.”

“But… the orcs… they’re animals… how-”

I shook my head and sat on the edge of the bed, “No Nina, they are the animals,” I pointed to the man, his face now turning a grotesque shade of purple, gasping for a breath.

“You were always a wild one but… sleeping with orcs? Ella are-”

I placed a hand on her thigh, “Orcs do not sleep with their mates, they fuck them. Nina you don’t have to be a handmaiden anymore. You don’t have to serve anyone. Trust me, Grun knows how a woman likes to be treated.”

I shot Grun a look. The orc dropped the man to the ground. The man scrambled to his feet and ran out of the chambers stark naked, not for a second looking back.

“Pathetic,” I said of the man, “See how he runs for his life, orcs are not like that. They fight and die by each other's side.” Nina however, fixated on Grun, no longer had much interest in my words. She was far too busy soaking in the sight of the hulking mass of toned muscle that moved toward her. We did interrupt her mid copulation, and through the commotion, Nina remained horny, stuck in a state of unsatisfied desire.

I moved my hand from her thigh between her legs, walking my fingers to her toward her aching womanhood. Nina let a soft moan escape her lips as my fingers traced around her clit, her lower lips soaked with juices, just crying for that penetration.

“I can tell you want him,” I said sliding a finger inside of her, curling and tickling that perfect spot.

Nina jolted, her toes curling, “g- g- gods… I don’t believe it.”

“You be Grun’s whore,” said the orc, pushing me out of the way to get closer to his new prize.

“Y- yes,” Nina answered. Grun, of course, was not asking a question but rather stating a fact.

Grun flipped Nina over dragging her to the edge of the bed where he stood. Nina lifted her ass like a bitch in heat, beckoning for the orc to finish what the man had started. Aching to have Grun satisfy her wet pussy.

“Doesn’t she look good?” I asked Grun, caressing Nina’s ass and giving her a spank.

“Fuck,” Nina yelped, biting her lip.

“Just wait until he’s inside you… you’ll really be crying out then.”

“Don’t make her wait,” I said, ripping Grun’s loincloth off, his big orc cock springing out. “Give her that big dick.”

There was no easing it in when it came to orcs. They took what they wanted, how they wanted it. Grun forced his thick cock into Nina’s tight little pussy. Nina grabbed my hand, squeezing it, his head tossed back as she howled.

“Fuck.. that’s- thatoverwhelmeda squeezed my hands tighter, her body rocking back and forth as Grun pounded into her from behind. The orc grunting and groaning his eagerness to fuck a willing human slut.

“Don’t go easy on her Grun… don’t worry she can take it... She can take all the cock you can give.”

“Grun  never go easy,” Grun lifted a leg and planted his foot on top of the bed, giving himself a better angle to plunge fully into Nina’s warm depths.

“Isn’t that orc cock just amazing,” I whispered into Nina’s ear.

“It’s- it’s so… mnnn good,” Nina tossed her head back, body shaking in ecstatic pleasure. Every bit of her overhwlemed by the ruthless fucking only a brute like Grun could give.

“Yes.. fuck yes,” roared Nina her faced buried in the mattress, Grun hand on the back of her head pressing down, his arm wrapped underneath her, groping her bouncing breasts as they shook with each forceful thrust.

“Come on Grun… let her have it, fill that pussy with your seed,” I said sneaking a hand between Grun’s legs giving his cum swelling testicles a good tug and rub.

“Yes please… do it,” Nina begged, her body drenched in sweat, completely submitting to Grun’s will. I could feel Grun’s aching balls were ready to blow as I fondled him with my soft hands.

Grunts, groans, moans, whimpers, all of it combining into one mad cacophony of sexual pleasure and perversion. With Nina completely and fully trapped beneath him, Grun let all of it out, the build-up reaching its final crescendo. The two of them shivered and quaked.

“Mnnn… Fuck,” Nina bellowed one last time before becoming nothing more than a heap of used flesh, panting for a breath, shivering in lingering bliss.

Grun slid his cock free of Nina’s pussy. Sticky white cum filled her cunt, drooling out of her tight hole. Stuffed and filled to the brim with orc seed Nina rolled onto her back staring at the ceiling, her breasts rising and falling in rhythm.

“So how was it?” I smirked cupping Nina’s supple breast in my hand, caressing her fair body. I knew how sore she must be, how badly her body must ache, having experienced Grun’s roughness for myself, she would without a doubt still be feeling it the next day.

“P-p-perfect,” said Nina, huffing out the word.

“And what about you Grun?” I asked the Orc, taking his sloppy cock into my hand, cum still dripping off the tip of it. I opened wide, using my tongue I cleaned the rest of the cum off his thick cock. Swallowing his raw seed.

“Human pussy good,” Grun slid his cock in and out of my willing mouth a few times making sure I cleaned up every last drop.

While the three of us had our fun, the war had waged on within the kingdom. The dirt streets were lined with human corpses, soaked in the blood of guards and soldiers. Fires burned and walls crumbled. Throk had of course been victorious in leading his tribe. The orc took what women they could. Women who were once wives and daughters to uncaring men, women who were forced to marry and obey were now liberated by the orcish brutes. Could now live out their lives as such woman truly desire, lives filled with raw fucking. No longer imprisoned to just one man, one man who they had little choice in choosing. Now they were one of the tribe and all could share in one another freely and fully. As for the men they were either dead or had cowardly fled to safety, to one of the other kingdoms. Kingdoms that in time, I along with Throk, plan to liberate.

As the months passed, living in the woods with the orcs had proven quite good for me. I never felt better, never felt more connected to the world around me. And of course more than that I never felt more satisfied. Getting tossed around by the male orcs, getting filled by the multitudes night after night. Never was there a dull moment. And never again would I have to worry about being sold to a pathetic man like Lord Wen. In all ways except birth, I was indeed an orc. I learned to hunt like an orc, fight like an orc, and fuck like an orc.

And with that, both Nina and I received the most precious gift. I placed my hand on my protruding belly, feeling the child within kick.

“We will be mothers soon,” I said to Nina, the two of us laying next to each other in our shared tent.

“I can hardly believe it myself,” Nina turned on her side, her plump breasts grazing my arm as she did. Already her breasts were ripe with milk, her nipples swollen and so sensitive to the slightest touch. Throk did so love to play with Nina’s breasts, teasing her aroused nipples and milking streams of cream from them, drinking up her essence as he would rut her.

“Don’t worry,” said Nina, catching me staring, undoubtedly knowing exactly what I was thinking, “yours will come in soon enough.”

“I hope so,” I said, draping an arm over his waist, “Throk does seem to enjoy it so much, I only want to produce for him too.”

As I finished speaking both Throk and Grun entered our tent. And there is usually only one reason the two of them come here together.

“It looks like you’re about to get another chance,” said Nina.

“Mhmm,” I agreed, biting my lip, watching as the two brutes towered over us. Nina and I prepared ourselves to be swapped and shared by the two orcs, fucked and filled until they were satisfied. I had grown accustomed to it, I could smell their need to fuck coming off their musky sweat. A scent that made my womanhood yearn for another rutting. And pregnancy had only made me more hungry for what the orcs had to give.

Throk placed a hand on my stomach, a small smile escaping his lips for a moment and then disappearing back into his usual glare. The orcs flipped Nina and me onto our stomachs, lifting our behinds. I took Nina’s hand in mine, looking her in the eyes, biting my lip. Preparing myself not only for this moment but for the future. A future as a broodmare for the orc tribe. A future that would gift me all I could ever hope to desire.
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