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Chapter 1: The Warrior in the Woods – First Full-Body Inspection

I pushed open the heavy wooden door of Orianne’s cozy hut, the scent of smoked herbs, pine resin, and something wilder immediately flooding my senses. The forest of Lustopia hummed outside—birds calling, leaves rustling—but inside it was warm, dim, and intimate. A small fire crackled in the stone hearth, casting flickering golden light across the furs, wooden shelves lined with weapons and potions, and the massive bed of piled pelts in the corner. My heart hammered in my chest. As Dickard Brieder, 25-year-old monster researcher, I had studied dozens of species, but nothing had prepared me for this.
 
Orianne stood in the center of the single room, arms crossed under her massive breasts, watching me with a fierce, amused glint in her golden eyes. She was a vision of raw, untamed power and overwhelming femininity.
 
“Researcher,” she rumbled, her voice deep and smoky, like distant thunder wrapped in velvet. “You wanted to study an orcress up close. Here I am. Look your fill… but be thorough. I don’t do things halfway.”
 
She was tall—easily seven feet of pure, sculpted muscle and delicious curves. Her skin was a rich, vibrant green that seemed to glow in the firelight, smooth yet tough as seasoned leather. Broad shoulders tapered into a powerful back, but her waist narrowed dramatically before flaring out into wide, child-bearing hips that promised brutal strength and sinful pleasure. Her thighs were absolute monsters—thick, dense, corded with muscle yet soft enough that I could already imagine my fingers sinking deep into them. Between those pillars sat the object of my immediate obsession: a thick, wild bush of jet-black pubic hair covering a plump, meaty pussy that already looked puffy and slick with arousal. A single glistening strand of her nectar trailed slowly down the inside of one thigh.
 
Her abs were a work of art—eight deep, rippling ridges that flexed with every breath, glistening with a light sheen of sweat from what must have been a recent hunt or training. Above them rose her enormous breasts, heavy, full, and perfectly teardrop-shaped, each one larger than my head. Dark green nipples the size of thumbs capped them, already stiff and begging for attention. Her arms were thickly muscled, biceps and forearms carved like a warrior’s, yet her face… fuck, her face was beautiful. Strong jaw, full lips, high cheekbones, and those predatory golden eyes framed by wild black hair that cascaded down past her shoulders.
 
My cock was already rock-hard and throbbing painfully against my trousers before I’d taken three steps inside.
 
“Strip,” I said, my voice hoarse with lust. “For science. I need to examine every inch.”
 
Orianne smirked, tusks glinting, and without hesitation she shrugged off her simple leather straps and loincloth. They hit the floor with a soft thud. She stood completely naked, proud and unashamed, legs slightly parted, hands on her hips as she let me drink her in.
 
I circled her slowly, my breath coming faster. I started with her back—broad, powerful, scarred faintly from battles. I ran my palms up the ridges of muscle, feeling the incredible heat radiating from her skin. She smelled incredible: earthy musk, fresh sweat, pine, and the unmistakable heady tang of aroused female. My mouth watered.
 
I moved in front of her again and reached up, cupping the underside of her left breast with both hands. It was so heavy, so warm, the green flesh overflowing my fingers. I squeezed firmly, feeling the dense weight and the way it yielded so perfectly. A low growl escaped her throat as I lifted and kneaded, thumbs brushing across her thick nipple until it hardened even more.
 
“Gods… these are magnificent,” I murmured, voice thick. I leaned in and pressed my face between them, inhaling the warm, slightly salty valley of her cleavage. Her heartbeat thumped steadily against my cheek. I turned my head and latched onto her right nipple, sucking hard, swirling my tongue around the stiff bud. Orianne’s hand came down to cradle the back of my head, not forcing, but encouraging.
 
I spent long minutes worshipping her tits—squeezing, licking, sucking, even gently biting until she let out a pleased rumble that vibrated through her chest. My cock leaked steadily into my underclothes.
 
Lower now. I traced the deep lines of her abs with my fingertips, feeling each ridge flex and harden under my touch. They were slick with a faint sheen of sweat. I dropped to my knees in front of her like a man praying, pressing my lips and tongue against that carved green stomach, tasting the clean salt of her skin while my hands explored the dramatic flare of her hips.
 
“Spread your legs, warrior,” I commanded breathlessly.
 
Orianne chuckled darkly and planted her feet wider apart. Her thick thighs parted, revealing the full glory of her sex. That wild black bush was gloriously untamed—thick, curly hair matted slightly with her juices. I used both hands to gently part her outer lips, revealing the glistening pinkish-green inner folds that looked swollen and dripping. Her clit was prominent, peeking out from its hood like a fat little pearl, already throbbing. The scent was overwhelming—rich, musky, feminine, with a wild feral edge that made my head spin and my balls ache.
 
I spread her wider, staring hungrily at the tight, clenching entrance of her cunt. Even relaxed it looked narrow, promising an iron grip. Lower still, her dark green asshole winked between the powerful globes of her ass—tight, puckered, and perfectly hairless compared to her bush.
 
“Fucking perfect,” I groaned, my voice cracking. I ran two fingers along her slit, collecting her thick, clear nectar. It was hot to the touch, slippery, and smelled so strongly of aroused orcress that I brought my fingers to my nose and inhaled deeply before licking them clean. The taste was tangy, slightly sweet, with a potent musk that made my eyes roll back.
 
I spent what felt like an eternity on my knees, exploring her pussy with my hands—spreading, stroking, tracing every fold, weighing her heavy outer lips, tugging gently on her bush to watch how her clit twitched. I made her turn around and bend forward, hands on her knees, so I could examine her ass properly. I spread her thick green cheeks wide, staring at that tight little hole and the dripping cunt just above it. I even leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly from her clit all the way up to her asshole, savoring the full, filthy flavor of her.
 
Orianne moaned, low and throaty, pushing back against my face just a little.
 
I stood again, running my hands possessively over every curve—squeezing her massive thighs until my fingers sank deep into the dense muscle and soft flesh, slapping her ass lightly to watch it jiggle, tracing the deep groove of her spine, lifting and bouncing her heavy tits again and again.
 
She was a masterpiece. Power and sex fused into one seven-foot green goddess. My cock was so hard it hurt, pulsing with every heartbeat, the front of my pants soaked with pre-cum. Drool actually ran down my chin as I stepped back to take one final, long look at her standing there—naked, glistening, legs spread, chest heaving, that wild bushy cunt visibly dripping down her inner thighs.
 
“This…” I panted, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, “is going to be the greatest research assignment of my entire life.”
 
Orianne grinned, tusks flashing, golden eyes burning with hunger and pride as she watched me tremble with barely-contained lust.
 
“Then keep inspecting, little researcher,” she purred. “I’m all yours to study… for now.”




Chapter 2: Hungry Kisses and Tight Holes – First Finger-Fucking

The moment I finished speaking, Orianne’s golden eyes flashed with raw hunger. Before I could even draw another breath, her massive green hand shot out, fisting the front of my shirt and yanking me hard against her towering, naked body. Our mouths crashed together in a brutal, starving kiss.
 
Her lips were full, hot, and demanding. The slight protrusion of her lower tusks pressed into my skin as her thick, powerful tongue shoved past my lips like it owned me. It was bigger than a human woman’s, rougher, and aggressively exploratory—coiling around my tongue, licking my teeth, thrusting deep into my mouth until I was moaning into her. She tasted wild: smoky herbs, sweet berries from whatever she’d eaten earlier, and that deep, musky orc flavor that made my head spin. Our saliva mixed messily, dripping down my chin as we devoured each other like animals in heat.
 
I groaned loudly into her mouth, my hands roaming frantically over her body. One hand sank into the heavy, yielding flesh of her left breast, squeezing hard enough that my fingers disappeared into the warm green mound. The other hand slid down her rippling abs, feeling them flex and tighten under my palm, before diving straight between her thick, powerful thighs.
 
My fingers found her bushy cunt instantly soaked. The wild black hair was already drenched, matted with her thick, slippery arousal. I rubbed two fingers up and down her plump, hairy slit, coating them thoroughly before I pushed them inside her.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I gasped against her lips.
 
Her cunt was scalding hot—literally burning around my fingers like a furnace—and so impossibly tight I could barely get two knuckles deep at first. Her inner walls clamped down like a living vice, rippling and pulsing greedily as if trying to suck my fingers even deeper. Hot, silky nectar gushed out around them, coating my hand instantly and dripping down my wrist in sticky strands. The wet, obscene squelching sounds filled the hut as I forced my fingers deeper, curling them upward to stroke along the ridged, sensitive front wall of her pussy.
 
Orianne snarled into my mouth, the vibration traveling straight down my spine to my throbbing cock. She rocked her wide hips forward, grinding that dripping, hairy cunt against my hand with shameless need. Her thick thighs flexed powerfully on either side of my arm, muscles like steel cables wrapped in warm, soft flesh.
 
I added a third finger, stretching her cunt wider. She took it with a deep, throaty growl of pleasure, her walls fluttering and squeezing so hard it almost hurt. Juices poured out in heavy, slick waves, soaking my entire hand and the front of my trousers. The scent was overwhelming—thick, musky, tangy orc pussy filling the air around us like the most potent aphrodisiac.
 
While my fingers pistoned steadily in and out of her burning cunt, I slid my other hand behind her. I groped one massive, firm ass cheek, spreading it wide, then pressed a single thick finger against her dark green asshole. It winked and fluttered under my touch, already slick from the juices that had run down from her pussy.
 
I pushed.
 
Her ass was even tighter.
 
The ring of muscle resisted for a heartbeat before popping open, swallowing my finger in a scorching, velvet grip that made my eyes roll back. Orianne’s entire body shuddered violently. She broke the kiss just long enough to throw her head back and roar, the sound raw and primal, before slamming her mouth back onto mine even harder. Her thick tongue fucked my mouth in time with my fingers fucking both her holes.
 
I worked her relentlessly—two fingers buried to the knuckle in her spasming cunt, one finger twisting and thrusting deep in her impossibly tight asshole. Both holes pulsed and clenched around me in perfect rhythm, hot, wet, and greedy. Her nectar ran down my forearm in rivulets. Every time I curled my fingers inside her pussy, I could feel her swollen G-spot swell even more, gushing fresh floods of slick.
 
She rode my hand like a beast in rut. Her powerful hips rolled and bucked, thick thighs trembling as she fucked herself on my fingers. Her massive tits bounced heavily against my chest with every thrust, hard nipples dragging across my shirt. The wet, filthy sounds of my fingers plunging into her cunt and ass echoed through the hut—loud, sloppy, obscene squelches mixed with her deep growls and my desperate moans.
 
I was drooling openly now, saliva running down my chin as we kissed messily. My cock was painfully hard, trapped in my soaked pants, throbbing so violently I thought I might cum untouched just from the feeling of her holes and the taste of her mouth. Every fantasy I’d had about orcress tightness was being destroyed—she was tighter than anything I’d ever imagined. Scorching. Pulsing. Greedy. Perfect.
 
I broke the kiss for air, strings of spit connecting our tongues, and stared into her golden eyes.
 
“Gods, Orianne… your cunt and ass are going to ruin me,” I panted, voice hoarse and shaking with lust. “So fucking tight… I’m drooling just thinking about shoving my cock inside you. Both holes. I want to feel these walls milk every drop out of me.”
 
She grinned ferally, tusks gleaming, and slammed her hips down harder, taking my fingers even deeper. Her cunt clenched so violently around my digits that I groaned like I was in pain.
 
“Then keep stretching me, researcher,” she growled, voice thick with arousal. “Feel how tight this warrior cunt is… how it’s going to crush that human cock when you finally feed it to me.”
 
I kissed her again, hungrier than before, fingers plunging faster, deeper, twisting inside both her scalding holes while she ground her bushy, dripping pussy against my palm, smearing her thick musk all over my skin. We were lost in it—devouring each other’s mouths, my hands buried in her most intimate places, the hut filled with the wet sounds of fingering, heavy breathing, and raw orcish growls of pleasure.
 
My mind was already breaking at the thought of what my cock would feel like buried inside her.




Chapter 3: Worshipping the Orc Body – Teasing Tongues and Throbbing Need

I pulled my fingers from her still-clenching holes with a wet, filthy pop, strings of her thick nectar stretching between my hand and her dripping cunt. My mind was hazy with lust. Without a word, I dropped to my knees in front of the towering green goddess, my face now level with her powerful abs and that gloriously wild, bushy pussy.
 
Orianne looked down at me with a predatory smirk, one thick eyebrow raised. “Good boy,” she rumbled, voice husky. “Worship your orcress properly.”
 
I started at her massive breasts. I cupped the heavy, pendulous left tit with both hands, lifting it as I wrapped my lips around the fat, dark-green nipple. It was thick, stiff, and perfectly suckable. I sucked hard, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud while my other hand kneaded the soft, heavy flesh. Orianne snarled in pleasure, the deep sound vibrating through her chest as I nursed like a starving man. I switched to the right nipple, biting down gently with my teeth before soothing it with long, wet licks. Her milkless tits were so full and warm, the skin velvety under my tongue. I pressed my face between them again, motorboating the deep, musky cleavage, inhaling her rich scent until I was dizzy.
 
Lower. I dragged my tongue slowly down the center of her incredible eight-pack abs. The ridges were deep, hard, and slick with a thin layer of clean, salty sweat from our earlier exertions. I licked every groove, tracing each muscle with the flat of my tongue, savoring the earthy, slightly tangy flavor of her warrior body. Her abs flexed and rippled under my mouth as she breathed heavily, one massive hand coming down to rest on the back of my head, guiding but not forcing.
 
“Fuck… you taste so good,” I moaned against her stomach, kissing and licking every inch of those sculpted muscles.
 
She chuckled darkly. “Lower, researcher. Taste the best part.”
 
I obeyed instantly.
 
I buried my face between her massive, powerful thighs. Those thick green pillars of muscle and soft flesh completely surrounded my head, trapping me in humid, musky heaven. The heat radiating from her hairy cunt was incredible. I pressed my nose right into the thick black bush and inhaled deeply — the scent was intoxicating: rich, wild, tangy orc pussy mixed with sweat and pure feminine arousal. It made my cock throb so hard it hurt.
 
I dragged my tongue slowly up the entire length of her hairy slit.
 
Her outer lips were plump and meaty, covered in that wild curls. Her inner folds were slick, swollen, and glistening with thick, clear nectar that coated my tongue in heavy layers. The taste was divine — tangy, slightly sweet, deeply musky, with that wild feral edge that only an orcress could have. I groaned loudly into her cunt and licked again, longer and slower, parting her bush with my tongue to lap at every fold.
 
Orianne growled and tightened her thighs around my head, strong enough that stars danced at the edges of my vision. She gripped my hair with her strong fingers and pulled my face harder against her pussy.
 
“Suck my clit,” she ordered.
 
I found the swollen, throbbing pearl peeking from its hood and sealed my lips around it. I sucked hard, flicking my tongue rapidly over the sensitive nub while two fingers spread her lips wide open for me. Orianne roared, her hips bucking forward as she ground her hairy cunt against my face. Her thick bush tickled my nose and cheeks while her slick smeared all over my mouth, chin, and cheeks. I sucked and licked her clit like it was the most delicious thing in Lustopia, alternating between gentle suction and aggressive tongue-lashing.
 
Then I drove my tongue deep into her cunt.
 
Her walls were still blazing hot and incredibly tight from earlier. They rippled and squeezed around my invading tongue as I fucked her with it — long, deep thrusts, curling upward to scoop out more of her delicious nectar. The wet, obscene sounds of me tongue-fucking her hairy orc pussy filled the hut: loud, sloppy, squelching noises mixed with her deep, throaty moans and my muffled whimpers of pure bliss.
 
I was in heaven. My face was completely buried in her, drowning in orc cunt.
 
After several long minutes of devouring her pussy, Orianne suddenly turned around, presenting her massive, muscular green ass to me. She bent forward slightly, reached back with both hands, and spread her thick cheeks wide.
 
“Rim me,” she growled. “Taste my asshole too.”
 
I didn’t hesitate for a second.
 
I pressed my face between those powerful globes and dragged my tongue straight across her tight, dark-green pucker. It was clean, musky, and incredibly hot. The flavor was deeper, earthier, filthier — pure orc ass mixed with the juices that had dripped down from her cunt. I moaned like a whore and licked eagerly, circling the tight ring before stiffening my tongue and trying to push inside. Her asshole fluttered and winked against my tongue, slowly relaxing just enough to let the tip slip in.
 
Orianne let out a long, guttural moan of pleasure and pushed her ass back against my face, smothering me completely between her thick cheeks. I happily rimmed her, tongue-fucking her tight hole while my nose pressed against the dripping wetness of her cunt from below. I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit with my fingers as I ate her ass with shameless hunger.
 
Back and forth I went — long licks from her clit all the way up to her asshole, sucking her clit, tongue-fucking her cunt, then burying my face deep between her cheeks to worship her musky pucker again and again. My entire face was glazed with her juices. My beard and chin were soaked. I could barely breathe, but I didn’t care. I wanted to drown in her.
 
My poor cock was in agony.
 
It throbbed painfully inside my trousers, harder than steel, leaking a constant stream of pre-cum that had soaked through the fabric and was now dripping onto the wooden floor of the hut. Every throb sent fresh waves of desperate need through my body. I wanted nothing more than to stand up, pull my cock out, and slam it into one of her holes, but Orianne kept me right where she wanted me — on my knees, worshipping, teasing, building the fire higher and higher without letting me find release.
 
We were both panting like animals now. Her thick thighs trembled around my head. Her growls had turned into needy snarls. My own moans were constant and broken as I licked, sucked, and rimmed her perfect holes with total devotion.
 
Orianne finally pulled my face back by my hair, looking down at my glazed, pussy-drunk expression with burning golden eyes. Her chest heaved, massive tits rising and falling, nipples rock hard. Her bushy cunt and tight asshole glistened with my saliva and her own slick.
 
We were both desperate, aching, covered in sweat and juices, the air thick with the smell of raw sex.
 
And still… she wouldn’t let me fuck her yet.
 
The tension was unbearable. My cock screamed for relief. Her cunt and ass clenched visibly with need. We were right on the edge of exploding, trembling with pent-up lust, the heat between us growing into an inferno that threatened to consume us both.




Chapter 4: Sixty-Nine Heaven – Blowjob, Face-Sitting, Piss, and Mutual Feasting

Orianne’s patience finally snapped. With a feral growl that sent shivers down my spine, she grabbed me by the shoulders and shoved me hard onto my back on the pile of thick furs. I landed with a grunt, my rock-hard cock slapping wetly against my stomach, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum.
 
Before I could even catch my breath, the towering orcress dropped to her knees, straddled my chest, and dove down. In one hungry, greedy motion she swallowed my entire throbbing cock straight into her hot mouth and down her throat.
 
“Fuuuuck!” I cried out, my hips jerking violently.
 
Her blowjob was pure heaven and brutal savagery at the same time. Her thick lips sealed tight around the base of my shaft, her throat muscles rippling and milking me in powerful, rhythmic waves. She gagged wetly, the obscene sound echoing through the hut, but she didn’t pull back. Thick ropes of orc saliva poured from the corners of her mouth, dripping down my balls in heavy, warm strands. Her tongue was wide and strong, pressing and swirling along the underside of my cock while her throat squeezed like a velvet fist.
 
I grabbed her wild black hair with both hands, groaning like a dying man as she bobbed her head with fierce hunger, sucking me off with noisy, sloppy enthusiasm.
 
Not wanting to be outdone, I reached up, grabbed her wide hips, and yanked her backward toward my face.
 
“Come here,” I gasped. “Sit on my fucking face.”
 
Orianne shifted eagerly, swinging one massive thigh over my head until she was fully planted in a perfect sixty-nine position. Her heavy, dripping cunt and tight asshole descended directly onto my mouth and nose, smothering me completely in hot, musky orc flesh.
 
I moaned loudly into her pussy as I buried my tongue deep inside her again. Her hairy slit was absolutely drenched, thick black curls soaked and matted. I licked and sucked ravenously, lapping up her tangy, delicious nectar while my nose pressed against her swollen clit. At the same time, I reached up and spread her powerful green ass cheeks wide, exposing her dark, puckered asshole. I dragged my tongue from her cunt all the way up and circled her tight ring before pushing inside, rimming her with filthy, eager strokes.
 
Orianne roared around my cock and slammed her hips down harder, face-sitting me with dominant force. Her thick, muscular thighs clamped around my head like a vice, completely trapping me. The weight of her powerful body pressed her hairy cunt and ass firmly against my face, smothering me in wet heat and overwhelming musk. I could barely breathe, but every desperate gasp I took was filled with the rich, heady scent of her aroused pussy and ass.
 
She sucked me even harder, throat convulsing, drooling messily all over my balls while she took me to the hilt again and again. The wet gagging and slurping sounds were obscene and perfect.
 
Then she shifted slightly, lifting just enough to position her cunt directly over my open mouth.
 
“Drink,” she growled, voice thick with lust.
 
A hot, powerful stream of piss suddenly erupted from her, splashing straight onto my face and into my mouth.
 
The taste was intense — strong, musky, slightly salty, and deeply earthy with that unmistakable wild orc flavor. It was scalding hot and poured out in a heavy, golden torrent. I moaned like a whore and drank it blissfully, swallowing gulp after gulp of her warm piss while she continued pissing all over my face, hair, and chest. It ran down my neck in rivers, soaking the furs beneath us. The filthy, delicious act made my cock throb violently in her throat.
 
I kept licking frantically through it all — sucking her clit hard while her piss flooded my mouth, then sliding my tongue back to rim her twitching asshole as the last powerful spurts splashed over my tongue. The mixture of her hot piss and thick pussy juice created the most delicious, filthy flavor I had ever tasted. I was in pure ecstasy.
 
Orianne groaned loudly around my cock and suddenly shoved two of her thick, strong fingers straight into my asshole without warning. The stretch burned beautifully. She found my prostate instantly and began rubbing firm, relentless circles against it while she deepthroated me with savage hunger.
 
The pleasure was overwhelming.
 
My entire body convulsed. I cried out into her cunt, the sound muffled by her flesh and the last drops of her piss. I sucked her swollen clit desperately, tongue-fucking her cunt and rimming her asshole in a frenzy while she milked my prostate with expert strokes and sucked my cock like she wanted to drain my soul.
 
I couldn’t hold back any longer.
 
With a strangled, muffled scream into her pussy, I exploded. Thick, powerful ropes of cum blasted straight down Orianne’s throat as I came harder than I ever had in my life. She swallowed every drop greedily, throat working around my pulsing shaft, milking me for more.
 
At the same moment, she ground her cunt hard against my face and squirted violently. A hot, gushing flood of her girl-cum sprayed all over my face, mixing with the remnants of her piss. Her thighs shook powerfully around my head as she roared around my cock, her asshole clenching against my tongue while her pussy spasmed and squirted again and again.
 
She kept fingering my prostate through my orgasm, forcing me to keep cumming until my balls felt completely drained and my vision exploded with white stars. I drank and licked everything she gave me — piss, squirt, and thick pussy juice — in a delirious, pussy-drunk haze.
 
We stayed locked together like that for a long, trembling minute, both of us shuddering and moaning through the aftershocks. Her throat continued to gently milk my spent cock while my tongue lazily licked her dripping, twitching holes. The entire hut smelled like raw sex, piss, and orc musk. My face, hair, and chest were completely soaked with her fluids.
 
Orianne finally lifted her hips just enough for me to gasp for air, strings of her squirt and piss connecting her cunt to my drenched face. She looked back at me over her shoulder, golden eyes glowing with satisfaction and fresh hunger, my cum still glistening on her lips.




Chapter 5: Claiming Her Cunt – Wet, Warm, Vaginal Breeding Fuck

I couldn’t take it anymore.
 
After that mind-shattering sixty-nine, with my face still dripping with her piss, squirt, and thick pussy juice, I pushed Orianne onto her back on the massive pile of furs. She landed with a heavy thud, her powerful green body sprawled out, legs spread wide in open invitation. Her bushy cunt was a soaked, swollen mess — puffy outer lips glistening, inner folds visibly throbbing, thick strands of her nectar stretching between her thighs.
 
I knelt between her monstrous thighs, gripped my painfully hard cock, and lined up the swollen head against her dripping entrance.
 
“This is it,” I growled, voice hoarse and feral. “I’m claiming this orc cunt.”
 
Orianne’s golden eyes burned with challenge and lust. She reached down, grabbed my ass with both strong hands, and yanked me forward.
 
I slammed into her in one brutal thrust.
 
“FUUUUCK!” I roared.
 
Her cunt was beyond anything I could have prepared for. Scorching hot, like molten velvet, and so impossibly tight that the first few inches felt like her walls were trying to crush my cock. Wet didn’t even begin to describe it — she was absolutely drenched, hot slick gushing out around my shaft as I forced myself deeper. Her rippling inner muscles clamped down greedily, pulsing and milking me with powerful, rhythmic squeezes that made my eyes roll back in my head.
 
I bottomed out with a wet slap, my balls pressed against her ass, every inch of my cock buried in burning, sucking orc pussy. The heat, the pressure, the slick velvet grip — it was pure breeding bliss.
 
I lost control immediately.
 
Grabbing her wide hips with both hands, I pulled back and slammed into her again, harder. Then again. And again. The wet, filthy sounds of my cock pounding her sopping cunt filled the entire hut — loud, obscene squelching and slapping noises as her thick juices splattered everywhere with every thrust.
 
Orianne snarled like a wild beast, bucking her powerful hips up to meet me. Her massive green tits bounced heavily with every savage impact, dark nipples hard as stone. I leaned down and latched onto one, sucking and biting while I fucked her like a madman, hips pistoning relentlessly.
 
Her cunt was alive. The walls rippled and squeezed around my cock in waves, trying to wring my soul out through my balls. Every thrust made her gush more slick, coating my shaft, dripping down to soak my balls and the furs beneath us. The heat inside her was unreal — like fucking a tight, wet furnace designed to milk men dry.
 
I lasted less than two minutes before the first orgasm hit me like a warhammer.
 
“Shit— I’m cumming!” I groaned, burying myself to the hilt.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her womb. I kept thrusting through it, grinding deep as I pumped load after load into her scorching depths. Orianne growled in pleasure, her cunt clamping down even harder, milking every drop greedily.
 
But I didn’t stop.
 
I kept pounding her through my own orgasm, using my cum as extra lube. Her pussy made wet, creamy sounds now, frothy white ring forming around the base of my cock as I stirred my load inside her.
 
The second orgasm came even faster.
 
I flipped her onto all fours, grabbed her thick waist, and railed her from behind like an animal. Her massive ass rippled with every brutal impact, the sound of my hips slapping against her green cheeks echoing loudly. Her huge tits swung heavily beneath her as she pushed back, meeting every thrust with equal ferocity.
 
I came again, roaring as I flooded her cunt with a second massive load, pumping her full until excess cum squirted out around my cock with every thrust.
 
Still, Orianne was far from done.
 
She was strong. So fucking strong. She snarled, growled, and fucked me back just as hard, her muscular body glistening with sweat. We changed positions constantly — her riding me reverse cowgirl, thick thighs flexing as she slammed down on my cock, massive ass bouncing; me folding her in half in a mating press, pounding straight down into her womb while her legs rested on my shoulders; her on her side with one thick thigh lifted high so I could watch my cum-covered cock disappear into her hairy, stretched cunt again and again.
 
Hours passed in a sweaty, bestial haze.
 
Sweat poured off both our bodies. The hut smelled like raw sex — heavy musk, cum, pussy juice, and orc sweat. Her killer abs flexed with every thrust. Her huge tits were red from my sucking and slapping. Her golden eyes were half-lidded in pleasure but still burning with challenge.
 
I fucked her relentlessly. Long, deep strokes. Short, brutal jackhammering. Grinding deep while rotating my hips to stir her insides. I came inside her a third time while she rode me, her powerful cunt squeezing me like a fist as I pumped another load straight into her womb.
 
Only then did she finally start to break.
 
Her snarls turned into desperate, whimpering moans. Her thighs began to tremble violently. Her abs clenched hard as her massive orgasm built.
 
I put her back in the mating press, folding her powerful body in half, and fucked her with everything I had left — fast, rough, bestial strokes that made her huge tits bounce wildly and her eyes roll back.
 
Orianne screamed.
 
It was a raw, primal, ear-splitting roar of pure ecstasy as her cunt suddenly clamped down like a steel trap around my cock. Her walls spasmed violently, rippling and milking me in powerful waves as she squirted hard around my shaft, soaking my stomach and chest. Her entire body convulsed, thick thighs shaking, toes curling, abs locking tight.
 
She passed out mid-orgasm.
 
Her golden eyes rolled completely back, her mouth hanging open with her tongue lolling out, body still twitching and her cunt rhythmically squeezing my cock even while unconscious.
 
I didn’t stop.
 
I kept fucking her limp, orgasming body through her climax, then came a fourth time, flooding her already overflowing womb with even more cum. I pulled out, watched her gaping, cum-drooling cunt for a moment, then slammed back in and fucked her to a fifth creampie, pumping her so full that thick white orc-human cum bubbled and squirted out with every thrust.
 
By the end of the night I had filled her six times total.
 
Orianne lay beneath me in a sweaty, cum-drenched heap — legs still spread wide, her once-tight pussy now a swollen, creamy, gaping mess constantly leaking my seed. Her chest rose and fell slowly, still unconscious from the overwhelming pleasure, her powerful body finally conquered for the moment.
 
I collapsed beside her, cock still twitching, covered in sweat and our combined juices, staring at the beautiful, bred orcress with pure possessive satisfaction.
 
Her womb was marked. Thoroughly. Deeply.
 
And this was only the beginning of our research.




Chapter 6: Anal Conquest – Tighter, Filthier, Pleasure Overload

Orianne was still twitching and leaking my cum from her thoroughly bred cunt when her golden eyes fluttered open again. Even after passing out from the brutal vaginal fucking, the orcress warrior was already hungry for more. She rolled over onto her stomach, lifted her thick, muscular ass high in the air, and looked back at me with a savage, challenging grin.
 
“My turn to break you, researcher,” she growled, voice low and dripping with lust. “Take my ass. Claim it.”
 
My cock, still slick with her pussy juices and my own cum, surged back to full hardness instantly. I moved behind her like a man possessed, spreading her massive green ass cheeks wide with both hands. Her tight, dark-green asshole winked at me — still slightly glistening from earlier rimming and the juices that had run down from her cunt.
 
I pressed the swollen, cum-smeared head of my cock against that virgin-tight ring and pushed.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned through gritted teeth.
 
Even after all the fingering and the obscene amount of slick we’d produced, her asshole was almost impossibly tight. The ring of muscle resisted fiercely for a long moment before it finally popped open, swallowing the fat head of my cock in a scorching, velvet-hot grip that made my toes curl. The heat inside her ass was even more intense than her cunt — a burning, silky furnace that clamped down like a living fist around me.
 
Orianne roared, claws digging deep into the furs as inch after thick inch disappeared into her ass. Her powerful back arched, killer abs flexing hard beneath her as she took me. The sight of her tight green ring stretched obscenely around my shaft was pure filth. Every tiny movement made her ass ripple and squeeze, milking me with greedy, rhythmic pulses.
 
I bottomed out with a deep, wet slap, my balls pressed against her dripping pussy lips. The bliss was insane. Her asshole felt tighter, hotter, and more possessive than anything I’d ever experienced. Every ridge and ripple inside her gripped and stroked my cock perfectly.
 
I couldn’t hold back.
 
I grabbed her wide hips and started fucking her ass with long, powerful strokes — pulling out until just the head remained trapped in her ring, then slamming back in to the hilt. The wet, filthy sounds of my cock reaming her tight orc asshole filled the hut: loud, lewd squelching mixed with the heavy slap of my hips against her muscular ass cheeks.
 
Orianne snarled and roared with every thrust, pushing back against me like a wild beast. Her claws tore into the furs, shredding them as pleasure ripped through her powerful body. I reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her wild black hair, and yanked her head back, using it as leverage to fuck her ass even harder.
 
We were animals now — pure bestial fucking.
 
I pounded her prone-bone style for long minutes, watching her thick green ass cheeks jiggle and ripple with every brutal impact. Her asshole never loosened. It stayed viciously tight, sucking and squeezing my cock like it never wanted to let me go.
 
I flipped her onto her back, lifted her massive legs high, and folded her in half. The new angle let me drive even deeper. I stared down between us, mesmerized by the sight of my cock disappearing into her stretched asshole again and again while her bushy, cum-leaking cunt winked above it.
 
Orianne’s roars turned into guttural, pleasure-drunk growls. Her huge tits bounced wildly as I railed her ass without mercy.
 
Then she took control.
 
With a sudden surge of strength, Orianne pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. She turned around into reverse cowgirl, giving me the perfect view of her incredible ass. She reached back, spread one thick cheek with her hand, and slowly lowered herself onto my cock.
 
I watched in delirious awe as her tight green asshole stretched wide and swallowed every single inch of me again. The sight was hypnotic — her muscular ass descending, taking me to the hilt until her heavy cheeks rested against my hips. She began to ride.
 
Hard.
 
Orianne bounced on my cock with powerful, athletic strokes, her thick ass slamming down again and again. The wet slap of her cheeks hitting my thighs was deafening. I could see everything: her tight ring gripping and sliding up and down my glistening shaft, the way her asshole clung to me on every upstroke, and how her bushy cunt dripped fresh nectar and leftover cum onto my balls.
 
“Fuck… look at that greedy orc ass,” I groaned, voice shaking. “So fucking tight… so perfect…”
 
She rode me faster, harder, her massive thighs flexing as she impaled herself repeatedly. I reached up and slapped her ass hard, watching the green flesh ripple beautifully. Orianne roared in pleasure and slammed down even more violently, her asshole milking my cock in powerful, rippling waves.
 
The pleasure was overwhelming. I came for the first time inside her ass with a broken shout, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her bowels. She didn’t slow down. She kept riding through my orgasm, squeezing and milking me mercilessly, forcing me to stay hard inside her filthy heat.
 
I lost count of how many times I came.
 
Second load. Third. Fourth. Each one more intense than the last. My cum was frothing and leaking out of her stretched asshole, coating my shaft and balls in a creamy white mess as she continued to bounce and grind on me like a woman possessed.
 
The overstimulation was driving me insane. Every nerve in my body was on fire. My vision started to blur at the edges. My balls ached, yet her impossibly tight, scorching-hot asshole kept pulling more pleasure out of me.
 
Orianne leaned back, bracing her hands on my chest, and rode me with short, brutal, grinding strokes that kept my cock buried to the root inside her. Her asshole clenched and rippled constantly, massaging every inch of my over-sensitive shaft.
 
I came again — a dry, agonizing, mind-melting orgasm that felt like it was ripping my soul out through my cock. My entire body convulsed beneath her.
 
That was the last thing I remembered.
 
The pleasure became too much. My vision whited out completely. A final, overwhelming wave of ecstasy crashed through me and dragged me under.
 
I fainted with my cock still buried balls-deep in her conquered, cum-filled orc ass.
 
Even unconscious, I could feel her asshole still gently pulsing and milking me, refusing to release its prize. Orianne’s deep, satisfied growl was the last sound I heard as darkness took me, my body completely drained and broken by the raw, bestial pleasure of claiming her perfect asshole.




Chapter 7: Breeding Mission – Hot Springs Creampie Marathon

The next few days blurred into a nonstop, filthy breeding frenzy.
 
After I woke up from fainting with my cock still buried in Orianne’s cum-stuffed ass, we barely left the furs. We fucked like two animals in heat, stopping only to drink water, eat a little meat and fruit, then fall right back into each other. Her cunt and ass were always ready, always dripping, always hungry for more of my seed.
 
I took her again and again — sometimes slow and deep, grinding my cock into her womb while we stared into each other’s eyes, sometimes rough and bestial, slamming into her like I wanted to break her. Orianne was in full heat now. Her golden eyes glowed with primal need, her thick nipples stayed permanently hard, and her pussy constantly leaked clear, sticky nectar down her thighs. Every time I filled her, she would clench and milk me for more, growling happily as my cum flooded her womb.
 
On the third day, after I’d pumped yet another thick load into her freshly-fucked cunt, Orianne rose from the furs with a satisfied rumble. Her powerful green body glistened with sweat and dried cum. Thick rivulets of my seed still leaked from both her holes as she stood.
 
“Come, researcher,” she said, voice husky and warm. “I want you to breed me under the moon. The hot springs will make it even better.”
 
She took my hand in her large, strong grip and led me out of the hut into the cool night air of the Lustopia forest. I followed naked, my cock already half-hard again just from watching her thick ass sway and the way my cum dripped down her inner thighs with every step.
 
The natural hot springs were only a short walk away — a beautiful, secluded series of steaming pools surrounded by smooth mossy rocks and glowing moon-flowers. Steam rose in lazy curls from the crystal-clear water, carrying the faint scent of minerals and wild herbs. The moon hung full and bright above us, bathing everything in silver light.
 
Orianne stepped into the largest pool first, the warm water coming up to her waist. She turned to me, massive breasts glistening with droplets, nipples dark and stiff, and gave me a wicked, loving smile.
 
“Fill me here. Breed your orcress properly.”
 
I stepped in after her, the hot water feeling incredible against my skin. I grabbed her by the hips and bent her forward over a large, smooth moss-covered rock at the edge of the pool. Her huge green tits pressed against the cool moss while her ass and dripping cunt stayed above the waterline, presented perfectly for me.
 
I didn’t tease. I slammed my cock straight into her sopping cunt in one powerful thrust.
 
The contrast was heavenly — her burning-hot pussy around my shaft and the steaming water lapping at our joined bodies. I fucked her hard, hips slapping loudly against her thick ass, driving deep into her womb with every stroke. Orianne roared at the moon, the primal sound echoing through the forest as I bred her.
 
“Yes! Deeper! Flood me!” she snarled, pushing back against me.
 
I pounded her relentlessly, the water splashing wildly around us. Her cunt felt even wetter and hotter in the springs, the slick sounds obscene and perfect. I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit while I railed her, making her roar even louder. When I came, I buried myself to the hilt and unloaded — thick, heavy ropes of cum pumping straight into her fertile womb. I kept thrusting through it, pushing my seed deeper.
 
But I wasn’t satisfied with just her pussy tonight.
 
I pulled out, aimed higher, and pushed into her still-tight asshole. The hot water made everything slicker, filthier. I reamed her ass with long, powerful strokes, watching her muscular green cheeks ripple every time I bottomed out. Orianne’s roars turned into deep, guttural moans of pleasure as I claimed both her holes in the steaming spring.
 
We stayed like that for hours.
 
I bent her over different rocks, fucked her standing up with her back against my chest while I mauled her heavy tits, then had her ride me in the water, her powerful thighs flexing as she slammed down on my cock. Every load I gave her was thicker and more desperate than the last. My balls ached, but her heat kept me hard, kept me pumping more cum into her greedy body.
 
At one point I had her sitting on the edge of a rock with her legs spread obscenely wide. I stood in the water between her thighs and fucked her cunt with slow, deep, breeding strokes while we kissed hungrily. Her tongue tangled with mine as I ground against her cervix, filling her again until cum overflowed and bubbled out around my shaft, mixing with the spring water.
 
“You’re going to put a strong hybrid in me,” she growled between kisses, her voice sweet and rough at the same time. “Keep filling me… I want every drop.”
 
I lost track of how many times I came. Ten? Twelve? Every creampie was deliciously filthy and happy. Her belly even started to look slightly swollen from the sheer volume of cum I’d pumped into her. Strings of white seed constantly leaked from both her well-used holes, floating in the warm water around us.
 
We fucked under the moonlight until the sky began to lighten. Orianne was glowing — her green skin flushed darker, her abs flexing, her massive tits bouncing as she rode me one final time in the shallows. I held her close, arms wrapped around her powerful body as I thrust up into her cunt and came again, groaning into her neck while she milked me with loving, rhythmic squeezes.
 
We stayed locked together afterwards, my cock still buried inside her as we floated in the steaming water. I kissed her broad shoulders, her neck, the side of her face. She purred — a deep, contented orcish rumble — and leaned back against me, completely relaxed.
 
I was utterly lost in her.
 
Her strength, her warmth, her raw sexuality, and the surprising sweetness beneath the warrior exterior had completely claimed me. Every creampie felt like a vow. Every roar and every tender kiss made the breeding mission feel less like research and more like destiny.
 
The hot springs continued to steam around us as the first birds began to sing. Orianne’s cunt and ass still gently pulsed around my spent cock, greedy for even more of my seed.
 
And I was more than happy to keep giving it to her.




Chapter 8: Paradise Days and Nights – Face-Riding, Piss Breakfast, Food Play, and Barbecue Bliss

The following weeks melted into the most perfect, filthy, blissful paradise I had ever known.
 
Every single morning in Orianne’s cozy forest hut began the same delicious way.
 
I would wake to the feeling of her massive, powerful body moving over me. The warm, heavy weight of her thunder thighs settled on either side of my head as she straddled my face, facing forward, her perfect wide hips and thick, muscular ass lowering directly onto my mouth. Her wild black bush already brushed against my nose, soaked with overnight arousal and the faint, musky scent of her bladder.
 
“Good morning, my little researcher,” she purred in that deep, smoky voice, golden eyes gleaming down at me between her heavy breasts. “Time for breakfast.”
 
Without another word, she ground her hairy cunt firmly against my lips and tongue. I moaned eagerly and drove my tongue deep inside her, tasting the thick, tangy flavor of her morning pussy. She was always so wet, so ready. Her strong hips began to roll, riding my face with slow, dominant strokes, smothering me in hot, slick orc flesh while her thick thighs pinned my arms to the furs.
 
I worshipped her completely — licking long stripes up her slit, sucking her swollen clit, and plunging my tongue as deep as it would go. Her juices coated my entire face within seconds.
 
Then came the best part.
 
Orianne let out a low, contented sigh and relaxed. A hot, powerful stream of her morning piss flooded straight into my open mouth.
 
It was musky, warm, slightly salty, and utterly delicious — that rich, wild orc flavor I had become completely addicted to. I drank greedily, swallowing gulp after gulp of her golden nectar as it poured down my throat in a steady, scalding flow. Some of it overflowed, running down my cheeks and neck, soaking the furs beneath us. The taste, the filthy intimacy, the complete submission to her body made my cock throb painfully hard against my stomach.
 
I kept licking and sucking her clit even while drinking her piss, making her growl and grind harder. When the strong stream finally slowed to a trickle, I licked her clean, savoring every last drop like the thirsty devotee I was.
 
“Such a good piss-drinker,” she praised, stroking my hair affectionately while still sitting on my face. “You never waste a single drop of your orcress.”
 
After she’d emptied her bladder, the real morning fun began.
 
Orianne reached over to the small wooden bowl beside the bed and picked up several ripe, juicy forest fruits — sweet red berries, plump purple plums, and a few soft peaches. She also grabbed a few peeled, hard-boiled eggs she had prepared the night before. With a wicked, loving grin, she slowly pushed them one by one into her dripping cunt and tight asshole.
 
I watched in aroused fascination as her puffy, hairy pussy swallowed the fruits and eggs, her strong inner muscles pulling them deep inside. She stuffed her ass too, filling both holes until they looked deliciously full and slightly bulging.
 
Then she rode my face again.
 
One by one, she pushed them out. First a plump, warm, pussy-soaked plum popped from her cunt straight onto my tongue. I moaned loudly and ate it eagerly, the sweet juice mixing perfectly with her thick, tangy nectar. The flavor was obscene and heavenly — sweet fruit drenched in warm orc pussy juice. Next came a berry, then an egg, warm and slick, sliding out of her stretched cunt for me to devour directly from her hole. She fed me from her ass too, pushing out eggs and fruit coated in her deeper, muskier anal flavor.
 
I ate everything she gave me with shameless hunger, licking and sucking each treat straight from her cunt and asshole, my tongue exploring deep to make sure I got every drop of her delicious essence. Orianne laughed softly, a sweet, throaty sound, as she watched me feast on her filthy delicacies while she gently face-rode me.
 
By the time breakfast was finished, my face was a glazed, sticky mess of fruit juice, egg, pussy nectar, and piss. I was in heaven.
 
Our days were lazy and sweet in between the filth. We hunted together, bathed in the hot springs, and she taught me orcish songs and stories. But the real bliss always returned at night.
 
Every evening, Orianne would go out for a short hunt and return with fresh game. She was an incredible hunter. Soon the air around the hut filled with the mouth-watering smell of roasting meat over an open fire. She prepared thick cuts of venison and wild boar, seasoned with forest herbs, alongside fresh vegetables and strong, sweet fermented berry wine she brewed herself.
 
We ate barbecue under the stars, sitting naked on furs outside the hut. She fed me choice pieces from her fingers. We drank deeply from wooden mugs, laughing and talking as the fire crackled. Her golden eyes were soft and warm in the firelight, and I realized I was falling completely in love with this powerful, beautiful orcress.
 
After dinner, the real night-time worship began.
 
Orianne would pull me back inside, push me down onto the furs, and once again straddle my face. This time it was slower, lazier, more sensual. She rode my tongue for a long time, grinding her thick, perfect hips in lazy circles while I licked and sucked her cunt and ass with deep devotion. She pissed again — slower this time, letting me savor the warm, musky flow as it filled my mouth and I drank every drop like fine wine.
 
Then came the slow, lazy fucking.
 
She would slide down my body and take my cock into her cunt or ass, riding me with long, deep strokes. There was no frantic pounding tonight — just slow, sensual, loving sex. Her massive tits swayed above me as she moved, and I reached up to caress them, pinching her nipples gently. We kissed deeply between moans, tongues tangling as her tight, wet heat milked my cock.
 
I came inside her many times that way — flooding her womb or bowels with thick, happy loads while she purred and clenched around me. She would cum too, slow and rolling, her powerful body shuddering beautifully above me as her cunt or ass squeezed me rhythmically.
 
Eventually we would collapse together, tangled in a sweaty, cum-soaked, piss-scented embrace. Her thick thighs wrapped around one of my legs, one massive breast pressed against my chest, her strong arm holding me possessively as we drifted off to sleep. The last thing I always felt was her soft breathing against my neck and the gentle, satisfied pulsing of her well-fucked holes against my skin.
 
This was paradise.
 
Waking up to her thunder thighs and warm piss every morning. Eating the most delicious, filthy treats straight from her body. Sharing barbecue and wine under the stars. Ending every night with her riding my face and cock until we were both spent and blissfully exhausted.
 
I had never been happier in my entire life. Orianne had become far more than just a research subject.
 
She was my orcress. My paradise. My everything.




Chapter 9: Pregnant Orcress – Swollen Belly, Insatiable Horniness, Endless Piss

It happened exactly as we both hoped.
 
After weeks of relentless breeding in the hut, the hot springs, and under the open sky, I finally knocked Orianne up. The proud orcress warrior was carrying my child.
 
Her belly swelled fast — orc pregnancies were notoriously quick and powerful. Within just a few short weeks her once-chiseled abs had rounded into a firm, smooth, beautifully swollen green dome that grew bigger every day. Her skin glowed with a richer, deeper emerald hue, almost luminous in the firelight. Her massive breasts had become even larger, heavy and swollen with milk, the dark green nipples constantly leaking thin, sweet droplets that ran down the curves of her tits.
 
And her horniness… gods, it had reached a whole new level.
 
Pregnant Orianne was insatiable.
 
She woke me up one morning the same way she always did, but this time her swollen belly rested heavily on my chest as she straddled my face. Her thunder thighs were even thicker now, more powerful, and they pinned me down with ease.
 
“Drink, husband,” she growled lovingly, her voice thicker and needier than ever. “Your pregnant orcress needs relief.”
 
She lowered her hairy, dripping cunt onto my mouth. I moaned eagerly and opened wide, sealing my lips around her puffy slit. A moment later, a hot, powerful gush of piss flooded straight into my mouth. Her bladder had become so weak during pregnancy that she was constantly full and leaking. The stream was stronger, warmer, and richer than before — deeply musky, slightly sweeter, and utterly addictive. I drank every drop like a man dying of thirst, swallowing gulp after gulp while she ground her pregnant pussy against my face.
 
“Mmmph… fuck, yes…” I groaned into her cunt, the words muffled as I kept swallowing.
 
Orianne purred and rode my tongue harder, her heavy belly resting on my forehead while her thick ass smothered the lower half of my face. When the golden flow finally slowed, I licked her clean, sucking on her swollen clit until she shuddered through a quick, powerful orgasm, smearing fresh pussy juice all over my face.
 
This became our new normal. Multiple times a day — sometimes four or five — she would demand I drink from her. Whether she was riding my face in the morning, squatting over my mouth while I lay on the furs, or even while I was balls-deep inside her cunt, she would suddenly moan and flood me with hot piss. I drank it all blissfully, every single time. The taste, the warmth, the filthy intimacy of serving my pregnant orc wife’s needy bladder made me harder than steel.
 
Her body had changed in the most delicious ways. Her tits were enormous now, easily twice their original size, constantly leaking sweet orc milk. I would latch onto her fat nipples and suck greedily while we fucked, drinking her rich, creamy milk as it sprayed into my mouth. She loved it when I did that — it made her growl and clench even tighter around my cock.
 
We fucked constantly.
 
Her cunt stayed impossibly tight despite the pregnancy, even wetter and hotter than before. I would bend her over the table in the hut, her swollen belly hanging low, and slam into her from behind like a beast. The wet, rhythmic slap of my hips against her thick ass echoed loudly as I railed her pregnant pussy. Orianne roared and pushed back, demanding more, always more.
 
“Harder! Breed me deeper!” she snarled, even though she was already full with my child.
 
I grabbed her wide hips and pounded her with rough, bestial strokes, watching her massive leaking tits swing and spray milk onto the furs. Her pregnant belly swayed beneath her with every thrust. When I came, I buried myself to the hilt and flooded her womb again, pumping thick, heavy loads into her already occupied depths. She came with me, screaming, her cunt rippling and milking my cock with powerful spasms.
 
We did it everywhere.
 
In the hot springs I had her sit on my lap facing me, her swollen belly pressed between us as she rode my cock slowly and deeply. The warm water lapped at our joined bodies while she kissed me hungrily, her tongue thick and aggressive. I filled her cunt twice like that, cum overflowing and mixing with the spring water.
 
At night she became especially demanding. She would push me onto my back, climb on top with her heavy pregnant belly resting on my stomach, and ride me like a wild animal. Her powerful thighs flexed as she slammed down again and again, massive tits bouncing and leaking milk onto my chest. I would reach up and rub her swollen belly affectionately while she fucked me, whispering how beautiful she looked carrying my child. The sweetness in those moments only made the sex filthier and more intense.
 
Her ass was still just as tight and greedy. Many nights I claimed it while she was on all fours, her pregnant belly nearly touching the furs. I reamed her asshole with long, rough strokes, loving how her powerful ring squeezed me even harder now. She would piss while I was buried in her ass, the hot stream spraying wildly from her cunt onto my balls and thighs as I kept pounding her.
 
I drank from her constantly.
 
Sometimes while she was riding my cock cowgirl style, she would suddenly stop, press her cunt against my stomach, and release a long, hissing golden shower all over my chest and face. I would open my mouth wide to catch as much as I could, drinking her warm piss while she laughed throatily and kept grinding on me.
 
Other times she would stand over me, legs spread, heavy belly hanging, and piss directly onto my cock before making me slide back inside her soaked cunt. The filthy, slippery feeling of her piss mixed with her pussy juice made every thrust even more obscene and delicious.
 
Orianne had never been more beautiful or more demanding. Her golden eyes burned with constant lust. She was stronger, wetter, hungrier. She wanted my cock and my mouth at all hours. She wanted me to worship her swollen belly, suck her leaking tits, drink her endless piss, and fill both her holes until cum ran down her thighs in thick rivers.
 
And I gave her everything.
 
I was completely addicted to my knocked-up orc wife. The way her pregnant belly bounced when I fucked her hard, the sweet taste of her milk, the rich, musky flavor of her constant golden showers, the way she growled my name with love and raw lust — it was all perfect.
 
Every day and every night I lost myself in her powerful, glowing, heavily pregnant body. I couldn’t get enough of filling her still impossibly tight cunt and ass, of drinking from her whenever she needed relief, of holding her close afterwards while she purred and stroked her swollen belly.




Chapter 10: Birth, Final Bestial Fuck, and Sweet Goodbye

Only five months after I first buried my seed deep in Orianne’s womb, the time came.
 
She gave birth right there in the cozy hut on a thick bed of clean furs and soft moss we had prepared. Orc births were fast and powerful, just like everything else about her. With a deep, guttural roar that shook the wooden beams, Orianne pushed out our twins — first a strong baby boy, then a beautiful baby girl. Both had faint green skin, tiny pointed ears, and already showed signs of remarkable strength and resilience. We named them Orkis and Orsha.
 
The moment the afterbirth passed, Orianne’s legendary orc healing took over. Within minutes, her stretched and exhausted body tightened again. Her swollen, well-fucked pussy returned to that perfect, delicious tightness I had become addicted to. Even her ass recovered its greedy grip. Her massive breasts, still leaking sweet milk, heaved with every deep breath as she looked at me with glowing golden eyes full of pride, exhaustion, and burning lust.
 
The twins, wrapped warmly in soft pelts, slept soundly in a nearby cradle we had carved together. Their little chests rose and fell peacefully.
 
Orianne looked at me, tusks flashing in a fierce, loving grin, and growled low.
 
“Now… fuck your orc wife one last time before I return to the village. Claim me. Fill every hole.”
 
I was on her in seconds.
 
We fucked like wild, bestial animals right there on the birthing furs, the scent of blood, sweat, milk, and sex thick in the air. I slammed my rock-hard cock into her freshly-tightened cunt with one brutal thrust, bottoming out against her cervix. She was scorching hot, soaking wet, and clenched around me like a velvet fist.
 
“Fuck yes!” I roared, pounding her with savage strokes. Her massive tits bounced heavily, spraying thin streams of milk across her chest and my face with every impact. I latched onto one leaking nipple and drank greedily while I railed her, sweet warm orc milk flooding my mouth as her tight pussy milked my cock.
 
Orianne snarled and bucked beneath me, claws raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. We didn’t hold back. I flipped her onto all fours and mounted her like a beast, slamming into her cunt again and again while her heavy breasts swayed and dripped milk onto the furs. The wet, filthy slapping sounds mixed with her deep roars and my desperate groans.
 
I came hard, flooding her womb with the first thick load of the night. Then I pulled out, aimed higher, and drove straight into her tight asshole. Her ring gripped me viciously, hotter and greedier than ever. I reamed her ass without mercy, balls slapping against her dripping cunt while she pushed back, demanding more.
 
“Fill me! Mark every hole!” she snarled.
 
I did. I pumped rope after rope of thick cum deep into her bowels, then pulled out and shoved my cock straight into her mouth. She sucked me ravenously, throat muscles working, tasting herself on my shaft as I fucked her face. I came down her throat, watching her golden eyes water with pleasure as she swallowed every drop like the perfect warrior wife she was.
 
We kept going for over an hour — switching between her cunt, ass, and mouth in a filthy, loving frenzy. I filled her pussy twice more, her ass once again, and painted her tongue and tits with the last load. All the while the twins slept peacefully nearby, completely unaware of their parents’ raw, primal celebration of life.
 
When we finally caught our breath, covered in sweat, cum, milk, and juices, Orianne kissed me deeply, her thick tongue claiming my mouth one final time inside the hut.
 
But we weren’t done.
 
She took my hand and led me outside into the cool night air under the bright moon. We walked naked to the clearing near the hot springs where we had spent so many nights breeding. The same mossy rocks waited for us.
 
This last session was slower at first — almost sweet — then turned completely bestial.
 
I bent her over the large smooth rock, her heavy tits pressing into the moss, milk leaking freely. I slid into her cunt from behind, wrapping my arms around her and holding her swollen, now slightly softer belly as I thrust deep and loving. Then the hunger took over. I fucked her harder, faster, slamming into her with everything I had left. She roared at the moon again, the same primal sound she made when giving birth.
 
I claimed every hole one final time outside under the stars.
 
Cunt. Ass. Mouth. I filled them all with heavy, desperate loads of cum until it was leaking down her thick green thighs in creamy rivers. Her pussy and asshole were overflowing, frothy white cum bubbling out with every thrust.
 
For the grand finale, Orianne pushed me onto my back on the soft grass. She stood over me, legs spread wide, towering and magnificent in the moonlight — cum dripping from her well-used holes, tits leaking, golden eyes full of possessive love.
 
She released everything.
 
A powerful, hot torrent of piss rained down across my entire body. She marked me thoroughly — soaking my chest, my face, my cock, my thighs. The musky, warm golden shower was stronger than ever, rich with her scent. I opened my mouth wide and drank as much as I could, savoring the final taste of my orcress wife while she emptied her bladder completely over me.
 
When the stream finally stopped, she dropped down and kissed me deeply, tasting her own piss on my tongue.
 
“You are mine, Dickard Brieder,” she whispered fiercely. “And I am yours. These children will grow strong because of you.”
 
We held each other for a long time after that, naked, sticky, marked, and completely satisfied under the moon.
 
The next morning came too soon.
 
Orianne gathered her weapons, wrapped the twins securely against her powerful body in a carrying sling, and stood tall at the edge of the forest path. She looked every bit the proud warrior and mother of hybrid warriors she was.
 
I kissed her one last time — long, deep, and full of everything we had shared.
 
Then she turned and disappeared into the trees, heading back to her village.
 
I stood there alone, cock still twitching, body covered in dried cum and the faint scent of her piss, heart full and aching at the same time.
 
My tasty orc wife. My paradise. My Orianne.
 
This research had changed me forever.
 
I packed my journals, slung my bag over my shoulder, and turned toward the next unknown path in Lustopia.
 
The adventure continues… but I already knew I would never forget the green-skinned goddess who had claimed my heart, my cock, and my soul in the deepest, filthiest, most beautiful ways possible.
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