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Fertile For The Orcs

Sullen, I followed behind the Orc raiders as they led a group of us out of our village. Glancing over my shoulder I could see the flames of what was once our home flickering in the night, the last look I took at what once stood as my home, what now no longer stands but has crumbled into a pile of ash.

Ten Orcs riding on the back of direwolves was all it took to turn our village into nothing but a pile of burning rubble. Those who could fight, did. But what chance do farmers have against brutish and bloodthirsty orc warriors? The answer… no chance, not the slightest. They slashed throats and ripped hearts out of chests. Among the men I was the only one taken captive, the rest slain where they stood.

I was not the only captive. They took what women they could. The reason is obvious, women taken captive in any raid or war are done so for one primary purpose. But Why did they keep me alive? For labor? Something more sinister? One hears of the sacrificial rituals performed by their shamans, but surely those are just stories, tales we tell our children to keep them from misbehaving.

“Keep it moving, bitch,” growled the green skinned orc shoving me from behind. I stumbled forward, knocking into Lily. Lily, a sweet woman, who lived next door to me. As she looked at me her face no longer had the once familiar glow of her being but the fear and sadness of the unknown.

“Please,” Lily pulled me to her side, keeping her voice down. “You have to do something, get us out of here,” she pleaded with her eyes as they glistened with the swelling of the tears she tried to fight back.

I swallowed the pain of looking upon her hurt, “What can I do?” I whispered back. “I have no weapon. We’re surrounded by orcs and wolves, the slightest movement out of line and they’ll kill us.” And that isn’t even to mention that we’ve been walking for miles and miles through the rough forest terrain with no food and just enough water to keep us moving along. I hadn’t the strength even in my prime to take on a single orc, let alone ten in my current condition.

“Maybe death is better than what is to come,” she said.

“Don’t speak like that, you know the gods do not keep in kindness those who willingly toss their lives into the dirt.”

“The gods?” Lily spat on the ground, “Look around, why should I want their kindness?”

A flash of desperation filled those tear filled eyes of Lily’s. A flash that unsettled me greatly. A feeling that made my heart churn and sink into the pit of my stomach.

“Lily… don’t-” My words never reached her. She turned from me and lunged at the orc behind us.

Lily grappled with the orc beast. She grabbed his wrist, foolishly attempting to wrench the blade free from his grip. In one swift movement the orc elbowed Lily to the ground. She laid there helplessly on her back. The orc lifted the blade over his head and sliced across her throat.

Stunned, I remained motionless, watching as life left Lily behind in the dirt. Her killer stepped over her body and gave me another shove, “I said keep moving.” I knew better than to do anything other than obey. I had no desire to meet the same fate. Life means something, it means the possibility of change. The only way out of this was to just keep going. Even if I couldn’t see a real reason as to why.

Seven of us in total were taken captive. After days of trekking through the woods, five of us made it to the orc’s encampment. The raiders’ return was met with grand revelry. The blaring of a horn welcomed them, the sound of their success and our demise. The smell of roasting meat over an open fire filled the air and made my stomach churn with wanting. We haven’t been given so much as a single morsel of food. 

As the raiders rushed the welcoming camp they seemed to forget us. Supposed it didn’t matter. We didn’t have the energy to run or attempt an escape. So I made no attempt to do so. Instead, I watched the scene unfold before me. A strange and otherworldly scene. Orc women tossed themselves at the raiders in a show of primal lustful desire. Privacy, shame, none of that existed amongst the tribe. They acted off desire and want and had no qualms over doing so.

Two orc females tossed themselves to the ground on their knees before one of the raiders. Their hands fighting for access. They tore the raider’s loincloth off and greedily ran their hands over his massive cock. With an insatiable hunger in their eyes, they ran their hands over the length of the orc’s cock, stroking and tugging until it stiffened for them. The females pushed and shoved one another, jostling to be the first to have his cock inside their mouth.

The winner was rewarded with the male orc stuffing his cock deep into her throat. He pulled at her braids and thrusted his hips, ramming his cock into her mouth. The female gagged and choked upon it. Spewing saliva that drenched and coated the length of the male’s cock. The second female brought her face underneath them, sucking the orc’s dangling balls, licking and lusting upon them. Growls of pleasure mixed with the blaring horns.

With his cock dripping in orc spit the raider shoved the women off, forcing them onto their knees. The females lifted their hips and presented their asses for him. Gripping the plump green flesh of the female’s the raider stuffed his throbbing cock into her pussy. Taking her from behind, the raider pounding his massive cock in, fucking her wildly. Her face pressed into the dirt as her cries of pleasure begged for more. The other female waited impatiently for her turn. Her hand slipping between her legs and rubbing her pussy, the wetness of it audible.

The whole display of raw perversion lasted until the raider fucked, finished, and filled each of the females. And when the sex ended they feasted on the roasting meat. My stomach grumbled, as did my fellow captives’.

An orc approached us. His skin is more grey than green, his face worn by his years living in this world. His build was also less impressive than the raiders, leaner, not as muscular.

“You must be hungry,” he said more so to the group of us than to anyone in particular. None of us dared to respond, though he did appear sincere. “Follow,” he said with a wave of his hand. He led us into a tent away from the rest of the tribe, left us there, and when he returned he did so with what our empty stomach could only describe as a feast.

“Eat,” the orc instructed. And we did. The five of us tore into whatever meat this was. Ripping chunks off the bone and stuffing our face, washing down each bite with water from a clay jug. The orc sat before us saying nothing until our bellies were filled. “Good. Undress,” the orc commanded next.

The four women all shot me a fearful glance as if there was anything I could do to prevent this.

“Don’t worry. I will not do anything. Only check for disease. Part of my role is to keep both the tribe’s bodily and spiritual health in order. Now undress,” said the orc. So he was a medicine man or rather an orc… a shaman.

Still, none of us wanted to disobey. Even if he wasn’t some heartless raider, doing as told was the only way to keep ourselves safe. The five of us stood up and removed our clothing until we all stood naked before him. Orcs may not feel shame or guilt over nudity, but we’re civilized and certainly did. It felt horrible to watch my fellow villagers expose themselves in this way. The women standing naked, breasts and all the rest exposed for this creature’s inspection. I saw more of them than I should have ever been allowed to see.

The shaman went down the line of women. Looking over each one carefully. He lifted and squeezed their breasts, I can’t say I had any idea what he was looking for, what this had to do with diseases. But he went about it with the look of a scholar studying a tome, not as a man desiring a woman’s body. He had them spread their legs and did the same treatment down there with the same studiousness. The women were uncomfortable, to say the least, but imagined the ordeal could have gone much worse considering how I saw the raiders treat their females upon return.

The shaman stopped in front of me, something caught him off guard. With a look of shock he spoke, “You’re no women!” He paused, his glance moving from between my legs to my face, and waited for me to explain myself.

“I- I- No, of course not,” I said.

He looked over each one of the women, “All of you, out… now,” he barked. The women shuddered in shock and headed for the exit. “Wait,” he called out, “Clothes,” he pointed at the dress strewn about upon the earth. The women scurried for their clothes, got dressed, and exited. I wiped my brow. I’d hate to imagine what may have occurred had they not dressed before leaving.

“This… this is no good,” said the shaman tapping a crooked finger on his chin, a grave look etched upon his face and brow. “They’d kill you if they knew.”

“They’ve already killed everyone I know,” I said, my expression stiff as stone.

“I can only convince them of so much. The women they will allow to live, I’m sure you know why. But a human male, that is worthless to them.”

“I will be killed.” I suppose I could come to accept my fate. I’ve done all I could to preserve my life, the gods could not falter me for that.

The shaman shook his head, the beads in his beard clattering against each other, “Only if you choose to not remain stubborn.”

“I’m not-”

“We shall see…”

The shaman lit a fire beneath a cauldron in the center of the tent, bringing the water to a boil. He moved about collecting various dried herbs hanging around the tent and tossing them into the cauldron. Then he grabbed a waterskin which was definitely not filled with water. He squirted into the mix a thick creamy liquid much like milk but with the scent of musky sweat. Using a large wooden stick he mixed the concoction.

I peered into the cauldron at the unappetizing thick white liquid seeing my reflection and asked, “What are you doing?”

“Giving you a chance to change the outcome,” he said, lifting the stick out, globs of creamy white liquid sloping back into the mix.

“And how is… tea… supposed to do that.”

“Tea…” His laughter unsettled me, “Not tea. This will change you, forever. Death will find you quickly if you remain as you are but with this…” he scooped the brew into a clay cup and presented it to me, “You will become a woman, you will at the least survive.” He shoved the cup into my hand.

“That’s not possible,” I said, the horrid scent of the brew assaulting my senses, the heat of the cup warming my hands.

“See. Stubborn thinking.”

“Even if it was, why would I want-”

“Stubborn perceiving.”

I sighed in frustration, it was all I could do.

“Male. Female. You are always you regardless. Drink, and at least you will go on.”

I pinched my nose and brought the cup to my lips. What choice did I have? If drinking this was my only way of preserving this life given to me by the gods then it must be done. And if this was some trick, a poison. Then I may still die in good standing, with the right intention. And it sure beats dying at the hands of one of those raiders, strung up and disemboweled in front of an audience of monstrous brutes or any other horrible tortures their kind delights in.

I took the first swig and choked down the vile brew. I gagged then forced down another disgusting mouthful.

“Keep drinking, you must finish the cup,” said the shaman.

I wiped my lips clean and shook my head.

“You must.”

I took a deep breath, best to get it over with quickly. I drained the rest of the contents into my mouth and swallowed it down. Gagging and choking as the thick liquid dripped down the back of my throat I managed to finish it.

“Good,” the shaman took the cup from my hand.

I placed a hand on my head and clutched a fistful of hair, “I need… I need to lie down.”

“Yes yes,” he helped lay me down on the earth. Looking up, the world swirled and spun around me in the most dizzying manner. I closed my eyes.

Sinking deeper into myself, out of the blackness of behind my eyelids a world emerged. My village stood before me as it was before the raiders arrived. Then the screams. The death. Then Lily. I tried to speak to her but the words would not come out. I reached out and touched her. She moved in closer to me, pressing her forehead to mine. A flash of light encompassed my entire vision.

I blinked awake, unmoved from where I had been lying within the tent. The shaman standing over me, a smile on his face. Did it work? I wondered… it must have, he reached a hand out and helped me to my feet.

“Come take a look,” he said.

Staring down into the calm liquid of the cauldron, what I saw staring back at me was not my reflection. I raised a hand and touched my face… and yet it was. My features are smooth and round. My skin is soft, pure, and new. I poked my cheeks in disbelief that this was real. This face… it was mine, but it wasn’t… it was… Lily’s… Her eyes. Her lips. And looking down… her breasts, her hips and… I stopped before moving any farther down.

“Tell no one,” said the shaman, stern as stone, “No one,” he repeated. “Now, I must see to the other women. Take your time, these changes will take some getting used to.” And with that, he left the tent. The other women, I was like them now. Female, fully and completely.

In the general sense, I felt off, displaced with this new body as if I did not yet fit properly within it. I continued to stare at the reflection in the cauldron, touching my face. Doing so helped reorient me. The more I touched, the more here I felt. And so I touched. Touched my face, my long blonde hair, my shoulders, and neck. This was me, all this was me now.

The touching did not stop there. I slid my hands from my shoulders to my breasts, full plump breasts. As I squeezed them from over my shirt shame burned in my cheeks. Was this wrong? Then my fingers traced over my nipples and a tingle of pleasure unlike what I have experienced before surged within me. And no longer did I care if this was right or wrong. I simply wanted to experience it.

I slipped my hands under my shirt and over the soft supple flesh of my full breasts. My nipples stiffened at the touch of my nimble fingers. Pinching my cute little pink nipples felt all the better. I couldn’t stop. I pinched, and tugged, and teased. Enthralled by the pleasure a simple touch could provide me.

My breathing deepened. Chest heaving. A yearning for more centered itself between my legs. That one spot that had earlier given me pause now burned with such a growing desire that to ignore it became impossible. And looking honestly at myself I saw I did not want to ignore it. I wanted to explore it, to know it, to feel and live it. Was it simple lust that drove me toward it or was it something more? The answer to such I did not have. What I had was this body and my fingers walking down my slender tummy and sneaking under my waistband.

I spread my legs and widened my stance. My hand slipping over my pussy, fingers rolling over the slippery juices that coated it. Wet, so wet already. A shiver ran up my spine and I wanted more of that. I rubbed faster, biting my lip, heavy breaths exhaled from my nostrils. Soft moans escaping me. Shuddering, quivering, faster and faster. The mounting pleasure building my ecstasy with each swift motion closer and closer and then… I stopped. I could not bring myself any further.

My worries, my fears, and confusion, all of it gone in those moments leading up to now. With all that had happened in the past couple of days, should I really be feeling this good? I found myself frustrated. Frustrated in starting. Frustrated in stopping. Yet the feeling inside me required satisfaction. And if I could not bring that satisfaction to myself, then perhaps I must find someone who can do it for me. Someone who will not hold back, who will not stop at the first hint of uncertainty welling inside my mind. Then suddenly, in a flash, it made sense. The raiders return, the females tossing themselves fully at them, giving themselves up to be taken. Allowing themselves to be driven by nothing but their primal urges. I understood it. I wanted it. Was there something these savages knew that I did not?

The shaman didn’t return, and I could not stay in this tent like this. It would drive me mad. I rushed out of the tent. The revelry of the raiders’ return still ongoing, still crescendoing. The shaman circled the bonfire, beating on an animal skin drum. Circling and beating the drum, voicing a low continuous hum. And the center of that circle was not just the bonfire but an orc, a massive burly orc with muscles out of the realm of human possibility. Beneath that orc, laying on her back was Catherine, one of the women from my village.

Catherine had her legs spread high in the air, the orc grunting as he pounded his cock inside of her. She tossed her head back, her face contorted with pleasure when she spotted me.

“L- Lily, is that you… I thought they…” Her words breaking off periodically as the orc thrusted inside of her.

The words of the shaman rang inside of me, tell no one, “I’m fine,” I said. Catherine did not seem to question it. By the looks of her, she was far too enthralled within her passions to bother questioning the reality before her.

“Mmm… fuck… that’s… good,” Catherine whimpered while on her back, her tits bouncing to the rhythm of the orc rough pounding. “Lily… you’ve got to… they fuck so good.”

I couldn’t believe it. These savages destroyed our home and yet the women… all of them, they didn’t have an ounce of care. They moaned and whined and begged for more. I had never seen them enjoy anything like this before. Was I missing something?

As I continued to watch I couldn’t help fight these strange new emotions swelling inside me. I liked what I saw. I loved what I saw. I wanted what I saw. That yearning between my legs flared into a burning flame once more. In a flash I imagined myself in Catherine's position, laying on my back in the dirt, the weight of the massive orc pressing down on me as he presses into me. This change of mine… it didn’t just change my body, but my desires. Those desires pumping increasingly harder through my veins.

Unable to resist or stop myself I moved into the circle. The shaman glanced my way and nodded. An orc shouted in the distance, “There’s another,” his voice deep and guttural filled with an eagerness. My heart pounded in my chest as he approached.

“Thought you could keep one to yourself,” the orc said to the shaman.

“She’s all yours,” the shaman replied.

Yes, all his… all seven feet of him. The orc grabbed my hips, his hands large and strong, dominating even.

“Let him,” said Catherine, her hair a tangled mess, muddied by the earth. “They’re not like the men of the village, they know how a woman wants to get fucked.”

And that was what I wanted. That want came from some deep and natural part of myself. I wanted the same as Catherine, the same as all the captured women, the enjoyment and bliss of hard orc cock.

“Good hips,” said the orc as he squeezed, “Good for mating.”

“Lily was always the prettiest,” Catherine added. The orc grinned, hungering to claim his prize.

Lily… the prettiest… she certainly was. A curvy body, full tits, a plump ass. And that was me now. All her beauty, all the sexuality left unsatisfied by her husband, that was mine. I could not let it go unsatisfied any longer. Yet I didn’t know how to satisfy it… or did I. Remembering my arrival, how the orc women tossed themselves at the raider, how they hungrily gobbled his cock. Maybe I did know something.

I dropped to my knees before the imposing orc. I ripped at his loincloth thirsting to see what hid underneath it. His massive cock sprang up over my face, hard and erect. Thick and massive. Did they all have such big cocks? As a man, I would have never been able to compete with what they had. But now as a woman, I did not have to compete, I got to enjoy.

I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft, tugging his cock closer to my lips. My tongue darting out and licking at the tip. That first taste of orc cock… so good.

“Looks like I got me a natural whore,” the orc barked in my face.

“Mm.. she’s been needing a good fuck for a long time… her husband had nothing like…” Catherine let out a yelp as her orc lover slapped her breasts, “Fuck yes… slap me again,” she begged.

The orc looked down at me, “Tiny dick humans can’t please like orcs.” He shoved the tip of his cock into my wet mouth, sliding it across my tongue. I choked on the tip, spewing saliva down his shaft. His rough hands gripped my face. He pumped his hips back and forth, shoving his cock deeper down my throat each time, making me gag. I gagged, I spat, I sloshed my fingers over his messy slippery dick. Forcing me to choke down his mighty cock made that yearning between my legs feel like nothing before. I pulled back to catch my breath. Saliva dripped down his cock and dangled off my chin, dripping down and soaking my shirt as it uncomfortably stuck to my chest.

“Oh gods, your cock is so good,” I bellowed, the words coming out all on their own. I pulled my shirt off. Ever since I had these big tits it didn’t fit right anyway, my breasts needed to be let out. The orc liked that. His hand shot after my breasts, squeezing them.

“Mnn… fuck…” I could feel why Catherine liked it so much when her orc handled hers.

The orc pinched my nipples, tugging at them until they stiffened, his cock bouncing in my face. While he tugged and pulled, I grabbed for his cock and brought my mouth back down on it. So many new sensations, so much all at once. Then another one, something as a man I could never experience. As his hands worked my tits, drops of milk seeped out of my nipples, rolling down my breasts and his hands.

The orc hunched over, his tongue licked up my tits. He sucked my sensitive nipples into his mouth. Sucking and filling his mouth with all the creamy milk they produced. With milk dripping down his chin he spoke, “A human ripe for breeding.”

Breeding? So that’s what we were here for. To breed with these savages. To have their offspring. Offspring that would be more powerful than a human. And I am now a part of that.

“Mmm… yes, breed me with this big cock,” I slapped his cock against my cheek, sucked the tip, and popped my lips off.

The orc turned me around and brought me down to all fours. Using brute strength the orc ripped my pants at the seam to get at my juicy goods underneath. He slipped his hand between my legs, slapped my wet cunt, and growled deeply. He spread my ass and slipped his cock over the wet juices of my pussy and then shoved himself inside.

“Oh gods… that’s big,” I cried out, clutching the grass between my fingers and ripping it from the earth. His thick cock stretched my tight pussy open, fitting himself deep inside.

“Give it to her good,” said Catherine to the orc inside me.

The orc raised his hand back and spanked my fat ass. My flesh stung in the best way. My body lurching forward, “Fuck yes… spank me again.” Another slap and another, giving me such a good spanking. A spanking that I deserved for being such a naughty whore, a slut for a savage’s breeding.

Claiming me from behind the orc rammed his cock repeatedly into my tight cunt, forcing me to take more of it each time.

“Mnn… fuck me harder,” I moaned, “Fill my pussy with that orc cock.”

Growling, grunting, he secured me down to the earth, drilling into me from above, plunging his cock in. My pussy contracted, tightening around his shaft, greedily keeping it where it belonged.

Heavier, harder, my ass slapping back against him as it bounced. “Give me that orc cum… fill this pussy, impregnate your whore.”

With one hand on my hip and the other on my shoulder, he forced me back and shoved forward, sinking cock up to the base. The orc let out a deep roar, releasing himself. Warm orc cum erupted from his cock, filling my pussy, dripping between the two of us.

Having used me up the orc slipped his messy cock out of my cunt, cum dripping down the tip. Yet getting used by him, his cum stuffed inside my pussy, I never felt better. I had what I wanted, I found satisfaction in it. In being used and claimed by such a powerful savage. He stepped over me, hunger still burning in his eyes. From there he went for the next female find, looking to spread his orc seed inside as many of the females of that camp as possible.

The orc on top of Catherine had also had his fill with her and filled her with his nasty load of cum. He left Catherine there in the dirt, her body soaking up the heat of the bonfire as she felt the waves of immense satisfaction after taking her orc’s thick load deep in her pretty pussy. And what he left her for was me.

“Looks like it’s my turn with you,” he said, squeezing my fat ass as it remained presented in the air for him.

“Another one… come and get it then,” I spanked my ass.

The orc wasted no time in taking my pussy all for himself. Shoving his cock through the mess of juices and the previous orc’s load of cum. He reached over my back and grabbed a fistful of my, pulling my head back as he thrusted himself up and in.

“You better hurry up,” said a third orc now joining the circle, “I want this one too.” He stroked his massive orc cock as his brethren pumped his own harder and deeper in me, forcing moans of ecstasy to come spilling out over my lips.

“Fuck,” the orc growled, burying his cock deep, “Her cunt’s so tight… you won’t have to wait long.”

“W- why… don’t you let me suck on yours while you wait,” I said, reaching out of the impatient orc. I tugged his cock over to my lips. He forced me to throat his cock. Caught between the two of them, bouncing off the cock of one and sucking down the others. Getting dominated by two at once certainly excited me all the more. Catherine was right, these savages sure know how to fuck a woman. Never would I have guessed what raw sexual bliss two massive cock’s could give a person, yet here I was receiving all I could want. Receiving another thick load of cum inside my cunt alongside the first. The orcs took no chances, they would not stop until each one of their new female toys had enough cum stuffed inside sure pregnancy.

When one finished, another took his place. At some point, I simply lost count of the number of orcs who used me for their own selfish desires. But with each one, I had received what I wanted, another load, another chance, and having them impregnate this fertile womb of mine. It would only be a matter of time before my belly grew big with their offspring. Another moment that I could not wait for. Another experience that in my previous life I would have had no hopes of having. The shaman not only offered me another chance at life but a chance at a life worth living. A life of meaning, meaning found while on all fours or on my back, or in any other position that delighted my new dominant masters. I would worship them, their powerful bodies, their mighty cock, all of it deserving of such grand worship. And there was no better way to offer such worship up than by allowing them complete control of my slutty wet holes.

When all their savage debauchery simmered to its end another feast was to commence, We human women did not eat solely amongst ourselves, hidden away in a tent. We ate with the tribe, with the orc men and the orc women. Here nothing is hidden, nothing is private, all is shared; men, women, food. It connected us in some primal and natural way. Perhaps they were not as savage as I had been led to believe. Perhaps they understood something about this life that the walls we humans have constructed had for so long kept from us. I had no intention of leaving. The very idea of running or escaping or going back to another human village held no place in my mind anymore. I had to wonder, did they really capture us, or had they in some way liberated us. Given us a chance at a life that would have otherwise been impossible to live.

Perhaps I did not yet know the answer to these questions, but I had every intention of sticking around to find out. And of course to stick around for the hopeful birth of the life that would soon begin to grow inside of me, my way of offering back to this tribe that may have very well given me all I had wanted.
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