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Chapter 1

Harold Lynnwold winced as his soul took residence in his new body.  Light flooded his field of vision, and every nerve of his new body screamed in pain as they said hello to him.  He thought it was odd that his heart wasn’t beating, and then it was.  Moments later, he felt an irresistible urge to breathe, and so he inhaled deeply.  The air was musty and cold.  A sensation of damp and chill touched his back, arms, and legs; he was naked except for something around his waist, like a loincloth.  He started hearing voices, but he could not yet see.

A young woman’s voice said, “Where are his tusks?”

“Not all of them have them, you know.  Tusks are a dominant trait, but a small minority of them have regular sets of teeth like ours.  It’s a sign of intelligence.”  Another female voice responded.

“By the gods, is he large.  I’m sure he’ll make a good fighter.”

He knit his eyebrows together.  Harold wondered who they were talking about and why there was any talk of fighting.  The last thing he remembered was sparring at his mixed martial arts gym and getting a roundhouse kick to the neck, hearing something snapping.  He wondered if they were talking about him?

He struggled to open his eyes.  The area around him was dark.  It seemed to be a room with stone walls and a stone ceiling.  Three women stared down at him.  One held a torch and a dagger, one held a great sword, and one held what looked like an ornately carved stick.  The stick seemed to be glowing.

He groaned, “Am I dreaming?  Where am I?”  He moved his hand to his throat and continued, “My voice is much lower.  What the hell is going on!?”

“Sofia! You said he’d be under control, like a construct. You didn’t mention he could talk, let alone in common.”

The purple-haired woman holding the wand looked at the redhead holding the torch and dagger, “I performed the ritual perfectly, Ida!  Don’t question my knowledge of the arcane.  One of us wanted him to be smarter.  Maja, was it you?”

The blonde woman in metal armor, who had her sword pointed at Harold, blushed but shook her head, saying, “I have no idea what you could possibly be talking about, Sofia.  We all agreed we wanted a replacement front-line fighter after Clara was killed.  We said he had to be loyal.  Maybe we weren’t specific enough.”

Sofia glared, “One of us is hiding their true wish.  Maja, you’re the captain, why don’t you speak to it?”

Harold sat up and said, “It?  I’m a he.”  He looked around. The light from the torch seemed to give things near it full color, but those farther away turned gray.  He could see far off in the distance, even though there was barely any light.  The torchlight fell on his body, and he looked down.  He was indeed wearing a loincloth, but that didn’t scare him. What scared him was that he was colored green from head to foot.

“What the hell?  What’s going on!?”  He scrambled off the stone table he was lying on and backed away as fast as he could, catching the women off guard.  They pointed their weapons at him as he moved.  He slammed hard into the stone wall, and he heard the stones he hit shift, like he was as hard and heavy as the rock.

“Am I sick?!  Please tell me what’s going on!”  He said in a panic.

The women lowered their weapons.  The blonde approached and put a palm up to him, saying, “I am Maja, the hero.  These are my comrades, Ida the thief and Sofia the mage.  You speak like you have a mind.  Do you have a name?”

“I’m Harold Lynnwold. I’m from Boston.”

“Boston?”  The redhead Ida, said, “We just summoned you.”

Sofia stuffed her wand in her cloak and approached, “We found the bones of an orc, and I cast a spell to replace his flesh on the altar, but the spell must have pulled his soul from the aether.  Harold could be from anywhere and any age.

“What are you talking about!?  Why am I green, damn it!?”

“The spell constructed a strong body for you to inhabit, Harold,”  Maja said, taking a knee. “It so happens to be the body of an orc.”

Harold lifted his hands and looked at them.  The fingers and palms were larger, and the nails that tipped them were strong and thick.  Looking down, he saw that instead of his old dad bod, every inch of him was covered in muscles.  He brought his legs under himself and stood.  He was more than the three women.

“Where am I?”

“You’re in the wilderness north of the kingdom of Deguain, four levels down in a dungeon we’re exploring.  The nearest village is Tigsford, three days' ride to the south.”

“This is crazy, I’m still dreaming.”

Maja shrugged, “You’ll just have to see we’re telling the truth when you don’t wake up from this.”

“It feels so real, though,” he scratched his neck and found a thin metal ring there.  He touched it all the way around. “There’s no clasp to this thing. What the hell is this necklace?”

Maja raised her hands, “It’s just to ensure your obedience, Harold.  We were looking to summon a fighter for us, an orc who just took orders from us.  That ring is magical and would force you to obey our commands.”

Sofia nodded, “Disobey us and any one of us can make you feel like you're on fire.”

“This isn’t a dream!  It’s a nightmare!  Wake up, Harold!”  He used his meaty hand to slap himself, but if anything, he just became more alert.

Sofia said, “I command you to stop!”

He slapped himself again, and the necklace hummed.  All over his body, he felt an intense burning that caused him to drop to the ground and writhe in pain. 

Sofia placed her hand on him and said, “Release.”  The pain disappeared, leaving the orc shaking.

“Sofia!”  Maja knelt by Harold and put a hand on his back as he shivered. “He has a man’s soul!  He’s not some monster! Are you alright, Harold?”

“Yeah, I think I’m fine.” He said, hugging himself, kneeling on the ground.

Ida looked at him and said, “I don’t think it’s right to have him jump into fighting down here right away.  He’s pretty shook up.”

Sofia pouted, “But we’re so close to the boss!  We need revenge on him for killing  Clara!”

Maja stood and offered her hand. Harold waved her away and got back up.  He looked at each of the girls in turn.  Maja gave a weak smile, Sofia glared back defiantly, and Ida shrugged.

The blonde pointed out of the room, which led to a long hallway. “We need to leave Harold.  Can you walk by my side in front?  Monsters could kill Sofia and Ida if we’re not careful, but you...”

“I’m just an orc.”  He said.

“No!”  Maja put a hand on his arm. “I don’t mean it like that.  I know this is hard, but we need everyone at the party in order to fight well.  If Sofia or Ida gets knocked out, we’ll be next.  I know that you think you’re a man, but orcs are very strong.  You might not know your own strength or your durability.  This is hard, but I need you to trust me on this one.”

Harold squeezed his hands into fists before nodding, saying, “I’ll trust you on this one, and we’ll build from there.”

Maja smiled widely, then realized she was gripping his arm and running her thumb across his skin.  She retracted her hand and laughed.  The leader walked down the hall. “Come on, Harold, let’s get you out of here.”

Ida and Sofia looked at each other  before following them.

...

Harold sat cross-legged in front of a small campfire and looked at his new comrades.

He knawed on a chunk of hard biscuit and pointed a finger into the ground.  He said, “So in summary, Maja is the hero of legend, and Sofia, Ida, and I are here to support her.  The hero’s quest is to look for ancient artifacts powerful enough to defeat the demon witch Agate and her hordes of minions.  You’ve all been delving into dungeons for the past year and gaining power, but you just lost a fighter in the dungeon we were in.”

Maja gave a thumbs up, “Yes, exactly.”

“Why not a man?  Why not summon a man?”

Sofia pointed up, “The spell puts the flesh back on a skeleton and breathes life into it.  The necklace would be there to control you.  We didn’t have the bones of a man to revive, and putting a necklace on them would be illegal.”

“So I’m a slave.”

Maja waved her hand, “We didn’t know you’d be a man inside.  I never would have allowed that.  But now it’s done, I’m sorry, the spell can’t be broken.  We did ask for a fighter. What sort of fighting do you know?”

“It’s called mixed martial arts.  Hand-to-hand combat is what I know.  I don’t know much about using weapons.”

Maja smiled, “Don’t worry, I can help with that.  You’ll need to learn a long-range weapon like a spear, and a short-range weapon like a mace or club.  Ida supports with a bow and arrow, or could attack from behind.  Sofia can cast some pretty  powerful spells from the back row, too.  We can take it slow as you find your feet.”

“It’s not like I can refuse, right?”

The three girls shrugged, then looked away. 

“Right, when do you all go to bed?”

Ida tousled her red hair and said, “Right about now, we set up watches.  Why don’t you take first watch with me, then Maja, and Sofia can watch till daybreak.”

“Sounds good to me.”

Harold started getting bored within the first hour of sitting around and doing nothing.  Ida spent most of her time repairing her gear, tending the fire, and quietly pacing around the camp.

The new orc decided to practice and do some calisthenics.  He knew he was stronger and larger, but while he trained, he found he was also faster.  Punches and kicks started to sound like they would in old kung fu movies.  Instead of jumping about two feet in the air, he swore he could clear at least four feet.

When the time came, Ida tapped Harold on the shoulder and whispered, “Time for some shut-eye.  That was some pretty impressive fighting.  You know, for an orc, you look pretty damn good.”  She smiled, then opened her eyes wide and rushed to Maja, tapping her on the shoulder to rouse her.

Rather than complain about not having anything to sleep on, Harold just lay on the ground and rested the back of his head on his hands and closed his eyes.  The last thing he saw was Maja stealing a glance at him and looking away.

He didn’t know what time he awoke, but something in him said something was very wrong.  He sat bolt upright and looked around.  The fire was embers, and Sofia was snoring lightly.  Ida and Maja were sleeping as well.

An odor filled his nostrils that reminded him of dogs and blood. He could feel his emotions take hold, and he sprang into action, running into the forest.  Something howled in the darkness, but Harold could see just fine using the starlight, and his nose told him where his quarry was.

He heard the girls stir, ready themselves, and call out to him.  Glowing pairs of giant wolves looked at him.  The beasts were about to run, but by then it was too late.  Harold leapt into the air and planted two feet into the side of the first animal.  The ribs cracked and caved in.  The animal whined and collapsed.  A second wolf bit his arm and started to thrash, but much to his surprise, his skin was unbroken.

He grabbed the wolf by the throat and squeezed hard; it went limp and fell from his arm.  The orc wound up and hurled the body at a third animal, stunning it.

It whimpered and scrambled, but Harold pounced on it and landed two blows on it before it stopped moving.  He felt elation rise in his chest as he heard the footfalls of the party finally catch up with him.

Maja held his sword in one hand and a torch in the other.

Sofia said panting, “I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened, I just dozed off.  I always get tired after expending so much mana.”

“It’s fine, Sofia.  Harry, how many were there?”

The orc stood up and said, “I think there were four, but it happened too fast.  If it's out there, it’s  run off and definitely not upwind.”

Ida knelt by a dead wolf, “By the Mother.  Harold, you killed three direwolves in the span of a few moments with your bare hands!”

“What?  Is that good?”  He could feel his blood start to cool.

“For an adventurer's first day?”  Maja said, slapping him on the back. “I’d say that’s very good.”

Harold looked at his three new friends and grinned, “Why don’t you three go back to bed.  I won’t be able to fall asleep.”

Maja looked at him, “Are you sure? It’s not fair to you.”

Harry put a hand on her armored shoulder and nodded, saying, “Absolutely, I’m not going anywhere with this around my neck.”  He brought a finger under his necklace.

Maja winced and tilted her head, “Yeah, right.  Let’s get back to the campsite and throw more wood on the fire; that should drive away anything that’s left out there.”

Maja, Ida, and Sofia started to walk back to the orange glow of the campfire.  He couldn’t stop looking at their hips as they walked.  Shaking his head to snap out of his stare, Harold trotted to catch up with them.


Chapter 2

Harry walked down the stone hallway of the dungeon, holding a stave with Maja by his side. 

“Harold, most dungeons are rigged with traps.  There are pit traps lined with spikes.  There are also poison dart traps and tunnels set to cave in.  That’s where the staff helps.  Keep an eye out for changes in the stonework, holes, lifted flagstones, things like that.”

Harold nodded and said, “So that’s why we’re going so slowly.”

Maja grinned, “Dungeon delving is a dangerous profession.  Unfortunately, dungeons are where they keep all the best stuff.”

“So how close are we to that big monster you were talking about?”

Sofia whispered, “The wraith isn’t far from here, can’t you smell the stench of death?”

“My sense of smell has been overwhelmed since we went back down here. Aren’t wraiths ghosts?  How am I supposed to hurt a ghost?”

Sofia whispered behind him, “In order for spirits to be able to hurt us, we have to be able to hurt them. When you can’t see through them, you can hurt them.”

“Doesn’t seem like a fair fight to me.”

Ida said, “That’s so weird, hearing an orc say that.”

“I’m not an orc,” Harold said.

“You could have fooled me,” Ida retorted with a giggle.

The hall opened up to a large chamber.  Crude square columns carved with runes held up a rough-hewn ceiling. The quartet entered and looked in all directions.  Harold looked at his forearm  and saw his thick black hairs stand on end.

He looked to Maja, “Do you feel that chill?”

She yelled, “Harry!  Get down!” 

Ducking, he felt a gust of wind blow past his neck and heard the swish of a sword.  Maja’s sword clanged against it, and she cried out while counterattacking. The wraith dematerialized before Ida’s arrow passed through its head.

Sofia pointed her wand at the center of the room.  “The wraith is here to protect the treasure.  If we find the treasure, he’ll be forced to stay materialized to kill us.”

Harold arched an eyebrow, “We’re supposed to feel good about that?”

Ida whispered, “Just look for it!”

He looked through the forest of stone columns, searching for any change in the pattern.  He unfocused his eyes and tried to really see.

“All the columns have the same set of runes, just offset!  The only column that’s out of order is that one.”  He pointed into the darkness and started jogging toward it.

The room rang out with an unearthly screech.

Maja yelled, “Follow him and keep your eyes peeled!”

They followed him until he stopped at one of the pillars.

The wraith appeared and solidified.  It drew its sword and pointed it at the orc.  The clanging of the monster’s feet on the stone floor caused the party to spin around.  Sofia spoke a series of words in the span of a second, and bolts of fire erupted and lanced out towards the wrath.  While parts of its tattered armor dented and melted, it continued on.  Ida dropped her torch, drew her bow, and shot an arrow that hit the ghost in the neck.  The wraith staggered.  Harold growled and launched himself towards the wraith.  When he got close, he raised his leg and landed a front kick into the grimy black armor the wraith was wearing.  The monster roared in pain.

“Harry! Duck again!”

He dropped, felt another puff of air, and heard a sword swish.  Maja’s blade connected with the wraith’s neck and separated the head from its body.  It hit the ground with a thud.

The chill that Harold felt the entire fight left him, and he let out a yell in triumph.

“Yes! Woo!”  He got up and hugged Maja.  “Did you see that!?  I kicked a ghost in the damned chest!  You chopped its head off!”

“Harry, can you let go of me?”

“Oh, shit, yeah, sorry.”  He let go and backed away.  Looking at Maja, she didn’t seem angry.  He saw something else flicker in her eyes and tried to laugh.  “So what do we win?”

Sofia raised a hand towards the column and muttered another spell.  The column turned to mist, revealing a plinth with a small brass chest atop it.

Ida inspected the marble stand intensely.  Stepping back, she said, “The plinth is rigged with something when the chest is opened, but I think we can get around it for a short while.  Maja, do you need what's in that box?”

The knight nodded, “That box is why we’re here.  This contained the relics of the last warrior to fight the dreaded litch of Skree.  Whatever he had would definitely help us.”

“You’re the boss.  Just open the box and grab what you can because I don’t know how long this will stay disarmed.  And closing the box won’t help either.”  Ida took out a hammer from a small toolkit and fished out an arrowhead from a pouch on her belt.  Going back to the plinth, she looked for something along the round edge.  She pointed the arrow at the edge of the plinth and took the hammer and hit it three or four times.  When she was done, she stepped back, and it looked like the arrowhead had been implanted in a seam between the stones that made the plinth.

“I’ve jammed the mechanism with the arrowhead.  It’s in there pretty good, but I don’t know how strong the springs are in the trap.  Here’s my sack.  Open the box, grab the stuff, and run.”

Maja took the canvas bag and stood in front of the chest.  It was about the size of a breadbox.  Lifting the lid, she heard a faint mechanical ticking begin.  She looked inside and frowned.

“Maja, grab the shit!  Let’s go!” Ida yelled.

Maja startled, shoved some things that looked like jewelry into the bag, and then added a vial of black liquid.

Around them, they heard the rumble of stone rubbing against stone.

Sofia pointed and yelled, “The columns!  They’re sinking!”

The party ran for the entrance.  Dust and rock chips started to fall from the roof.  Also, the flagstone floor began to become uneven, with some stones rising and others sinking.  Sofia, Harold, and Ida had almost reached the entrance when he heard the clash of armor against stone.

The orc turned around to see that Maja had tripped on the uneven ground.  He looked at the mage and theif and pointed, “Stay here, I’ll get her.”

He sprinted back to the prone hero and grabbed the sack and the girl.  She threw the girl onto his shoulder in a fireman’s carry and ran as fast as he could.  The falling rocks grew larger, and the columns began to shudder. 

They were almost at the entrance when he heard a metallic ping and a sound like a passing bullet would make.  He looked above the entrance to see that Ida’s arrowhead was now implanted in the stone wall.

Ida and Sofia looked at him in terror and yelled, “Run!”

Harold curled his toes around the stones he was standing on and pushed off them to leap as hard as he possibly could.  The wind pushed him from behind as the air was squeezed out of the chamber.  The columns fell into the holes they were set in, and the roof collapsed.  Rocks battered his back as he leaped through the exit and onto the hallway floor.  Dust filled the air, causing the entire party to cough uncontrollably.

“Maja!  Are you alright?”  He rolled the knight onto her back and tried to look for any injury.  Placing his hands on her arms, sides, and legs.  When the woman realized what was happening, she gasped and swatted at him.

“Harry!  Stop touching me!  I’m fine.”

He backed away and put up his hands, “I didn’t know that, there were a lot of rocks falling.  I wanted to know if you were safe.”

“I’m perfectly alright.” The blonde woman grimaced and got up.  The moment she put weight on her right foot, she collapsed.  The orc caught her before she hit the ground.

“The hell you are.  Sofia, are you well?  Can you use magic to heal her ankle?”

“Harold, there aren’t any healing spells.  That’s the work for healers.  The powers to preserve life require their own training to cultivate.  I can’t do anything.”

“Why don’t you have a healer in your party?” Harold pointed at Maja, “Don’t you think that’s a bit risky?”

“Yeah, well, they’re very expensive to hire.  They take two shares of the treasure to our one if they join.”  Maja dusted herself off. “If you use your staff, Harry, we can splint my ankle and use it as a crutch.”

“No way,”  Harold growled.  “I’m carrying you, and that’s final.”

Maja was about to protest when her ankle tweaked again, and her shoulders slumped in defeat.

...

Deep in the woods, on the way back to Tigsford, Ida peered into a shallow cave and turned to Sofia.  “This will be good enough for tonight.  People have used this place for a campsite, but it’s not big enough for permanent habitation.  Let’s stop here tonight.”

The mage nodded and set her small pack on the back wall of the cave and went on to repair the fire ring that was left at the mouth of the cave.

Harold walked in and squatted.  Maja slid off his back and onto the stone floor of the cave.

“Let me set up your bedroll.  Do you need anything?”

“I’m a little thirsty.”

Harold uncorked a waterskin and handed it to the knight.  She took a swig and handed it back gratefully.

“I don’t know what we would have done without you, Harry.  I don’t think we lost any time at all with you carrying me.”

The orc unstrapped Maja’s sleeping blankets and lifted her onto them. “Don’t mention it, Maja.  We work as a team.  One for all and all for one, right?”

Maja laughed nervously, “Yeah, of course.”

“I’ll go collect wood for the fire.    I’ll grab the empty waterskins. I think I heard a stream down the hill.  Sofia, Ida, can you keep an eye on Maja?”

They both nodded while the beast walked into the woods.

The two girls set up camp and then sat by their captain.

Maja looked at Ida, “How are we doing?”

“Not too bad, all things considered.  Your ankle looks broken.  I don’t know what we would have done without him.”

Maja picked up a stone and flung it, “I’d be dead, Ida, buried under rocks.  Being down two members, going through the wilderness would be dangerous.  You’d be lucky to get back to Tigsford in one piece.”

Sofia sat next to Maja, “What a shit show.  Let’s just hope there’s someone who can inspect the treasure we got. That gear better be worth what we had to sacrifice.”

Maja squeezed her eyes shut and balled her fists.  She whispered, “Clara, you idiot.”


Chapter 3

Harold said nothing as the party entered the gate at the frontier town of Tigsford.  Two grubby guards had their spears leveled at him before Maja pointed at his solid silver neck ring, and he saw them visibly relax.  Sofia passed a few coins to them, and they walked past the wooden palisade.

Tigsford felt like a mix between a medieval village and a town Harold had seen in western movies. Most buildings were wattle-and-daub with thatched roofs. Some, though, were covered in slate. Everywhere they walked, the men glared at him, and the women stared in fear. A few children trailed the party, watching the green monster carry the hero on his back.

“The guild is at the end of this lane, Harry. There should be a healer who can patch me up.”

They entered the adventuring guild's hall and went to the receptionist's desk. A young woman with a brown ponytail and wire-rimmed glasses blanched as she looked up from her books.

“I need a healer,” Maja said assertively. “Does the guild have an appraiser?”

“He comes in from the pawnbroker every other day.  He’ll be here at one in the afternoon.  Do you have that orc registered?  Who owns him?”

“No one owns me,”  Harold said.

The receptionist slipped off her chair with a yelp.  She got up and said, “He can talk!?  Why does he have a collar?  Owning a creature that can speak Common is illegal.”

Sofia raised a finger, “It was an accident.  We revived a set of orc bones, expecting him to be a regular monster, but something went awry.  We would free him if we could, but the spell has taken hold.”

The receptionist got a quill and ink. “Still, he can’t be legally owned.  I’ll have to register him as a member for your party.  If you invoke the slave collar, you’ll be fined for the first offence and imprisoned on the next.  Do you understand?”

The three women nodded.

“What’s your name, orc?”

“Harold Lynnwold.”

The receptionist looked up, “Are you pulling my leg?”

Sofia rolled her eyes, “It’s complicated, but that’s what he calls himself.”

“Alright, Mr. Lynnwold, here’s your guild card.  Don’t let them use that collar on you.  If they do, let me know.  The worst they can do is make you a torchbearer and give you half shares, but you don’t look weak enough to even try to pull that off.  I’ll register you as a fighter.  What weapon do you use?”

“Just my f...”

Harold felt Maja’s legs squeeze him before saying, “He’ll be trained in the spear and mace.”

“Right, what she said.”

The receptionist shrugged and jotted some notes in her logbook.  “Right, the healer is across the dining hall over there.  The appraiser will be at that table after lunch.  Do you need bunks?”

“No, we’re at the Bleeting Lamb, but thanks for asking,”  Maja said.

...

Harold patted his belly and said, “Man, that stew was good.  Can I eat this bread?”

Sofia sneered, “What?  The trencher?  That’s for pigs or beggars.”

Maja waved her hand, “The wheat they use is the worst, you won’t like it.  Just leave it, and a servant will collect them up.”

A man in gaudy robes entered the hall, sat at the table near the entrance, and pulled some books from a satchel.  Adventurers began walking over to him and forming a line.

Maja popped up, grabbed the canvas bag, and walked to the appraiser. “This might take a while.”

Harold shook his head, “That healer was amazing, I can’t believe it was so quick.  Back home, an injury like that would take weeks to heal and require exercises too.  A silver coin and a few moments of prayer made her well in an instant.”

Sofia pointed at him, “I’ve been telling her we needed to bring a healer on board for at least a month.  You were right, it is risky, but Maja is a bit obsessed with gaining power as quickly as possible.”

“Ah, defeating Agate and all that?”  Harold said.  “How did you all get roped up in this grand quest?”

“Should we let Maja tell it?” Ida said.

Sofia shrugged, “It’s our story too.  I don’t think she’s got the rights to it.”

"Fine. The four of us were friends for a long time in our hometown of Barrowstein, a month’s journey south of here. It’s a trading town on the freshwater sea. Every twenty years, the high priestess goes into the temple alone and asks for a vision. She comes out blinded, screaming that the witch has returned and that the hero must be selected to fight her. They pulled every man and woman between the ages of 16 and 25 and brought them out to the square, all arranged in ranks. The high priestess started walking through the candidates. She gripped Maja."

“Garbage.  The priestess tripped on a stone, and Maja reached out and caught her.  Ten minutes later, she’s anointed as the new hero, and the girl drafts us to be her teammates.”

“That doesn’t seem very fair,”  Harold grunted.

“Maja couldn’t be happier!”  Ida said with palms up. “She was always playing hero and monsters as a kid.  The girl was reading hero stories; any moment, she wasn’t running through the forest.”

“Boy, her husband Jack was pissed!”

The orc sat up, “Married?  Maja has a husband?”

“Harry, we’re all married. If you’re not married by 21, you get looks.  We’re all twenty-four years old.”

“And they let you go?  Why didn’t they join the party?”

“The priestess wouldn’t let them, said it was all part of the plan.”

“I don’t envy Maja; she has to tell Clara’s husband she’s dead,” Sofia muttered.

“If some lady said I had to go fight a wizard and save the world, I would have refused.”

Ida laughed, “Harry, that’s exactly what happened to you.”

“But I was enslaved.”

“Not anymore.  You could walk out that door, and we couldn’t stop you.”

“And do what, Ida?  I’m an orc, I doubt I could go back to my old job as an electrician.”

“Electrician?”  Ida asked.

“Never mind.”

“You’re never going to believe what we got, girls!”  Maja called out to the party before laying out the loot. “I don’t think there’s anything we should sell.”

The captain ran through the artifact. There was an amulet of magic protection. There was also a magic gem that could be set in the hilt of a weapon to let it impart fire when it was swung. Finally, there was a small crystal ball. It would cast light in a single direction.

Harold pointed to the black vial and asked, “What’s in the bottle?”  Maja shifted uncomfortably and looked away.

Ida shoved Maja, “Come on, girl, what is it?”

“Fine!  It’s magical ink.  It’s for enchanted tattoos.”

“Oh, nice!”  Harold said before he saw the rest of the party.  They looked pale. “What is it?”

Sofia looked at the table while she spoke. “Enchanted tattoos are very rare.  They grant the wearer increased powers in exchange for something.  It’s like a contract written on the signer’s own body.  It’s unbreakable.  Cut the skin off, and the tattoo will appear on the scab.”

“What do people usually give up?”

“The magic spell decides for the person.  It’s usually problematic.”  Sofia said.  “As you could fly, but you could only drink water from the well in your hometown.  Another example would be to have the most beautiful singing voice, but only the sleeping could hear it.”

“We would likely ask for more strength, agility, or magical power,”  Maja said, looking at him.

“What would you have to give up?”

“Only the ink knows.  I say we keep it stowed for now, it's not like we need it.”

Ida slapped the table, “Maja!  We almost died.  We need all the help we can get!”

“We can do it!  We just need to be more careful and plan ahead.  With more training, we can get strong enough to fight Agate.”

Sofia stood up and pointed at her, “We don’t even know where she’s hiding.  You may not want to risk it, but I am.  If you’re not going to go to the tattoo artist, I will.”

“Ladies!  Please, there’s no need to argue.”  Harold said, raising his hands. “We’ve had a hard journey and deserve at least a good night’s rest before you do something permanent like a tattoo.”

Maja smiled at Harold, “See?  Even the orc agrees that a tattoo is not something to rush into.”

Ida scowled, “Fine!  Let’s get our rooms at the Lamb.  I need to cut loose tonight.”

...

The Bleating Lamb was a large building near the gates of the village. Look at it long enough, and you could see how a small boarding house grew through progressive building into a large inn and tavern. It drew travelers seeking fortune in the wilderness.

The party walked inside, and the barkeep rushed over, waving his hands.

“No!  No way!  We can’t serve monsters here! It’s too dangerous.  Go away.”

Maja bowed to the man and said, “Don’t worry, the orc is safe, can’t you see the slave collar?”

The balding, pudgy man squinted, “Yes, I suppose so. Just make sure you keep him on a short leash.  You’ll be fully responsible for his actions.”

Maja nodded, “Yes, of course.  We’ll take three rooms.”

“We’ve only got the honeymoon suite and a bunk-bed room.  More adventurers from the south came in yesterday.”

“Only two!?”  Maja groaned.  “What do we do?”

Harold pointed up and said, “I can sleep in the barn if we need.”

“Shut up, Harry.  If I let a member sleep in the stables, what will the guild say?”

The barkeeper staggered back, “He can speak Common?”

“Yes!”  All four barked at him.

He stood up straight and put his hands on his hips. “It's the two rooms or nothing.  Take it or leave it.”

Ida grimaced, “I can take the bunk beds with him on the bottom bunk.”

The barkeeper laughed, “There’s no way he can sleep in the bunk bed, it’s too small.”

Ida replied, “Then I’ll take the suite with him.”

“No, Ida.  I asked Sofia to summon him; he’s my responsibility.”

“I’ll sleep on the floor, Maja, it’s not a problem.”

“Not another word, Harry!”  The blonde said, glaring, and pushed him away from the group into a corner, and pointed a finger into his bare chest. “You’re a party member and get to sleep in the bed, but if you so much as lay a finger on me, I’ll chop you to pieces.  Do you understand?”

Harold nodded and put his hands up. The orc saw that weird look on her face again.  He could swear the woman was blushing.


Chapter 4

The tavern at the Bleating Lamb swarmed with travelers and adventurers later that evening.  Harold got his first taste of real ale.  He was used to cold beer, but eventually appreciated the taste after the fourth mug.

His party members tried to keep up with him, and were buzzed after their third ale.  Sofia got quiet, Ida got loud, and Maja got sloppy.

Maja was no longer wearing her armor and was now dressed in a traditional bodice top and long skirt.  Her hair was tied up in a long braid, tied with a blue bow that matched her sapphire-colored eyes.

“Hey Haaaarrryyyy.”  She called out while she walked back to the table with two more ales. “You have to keep up, or we’ll call you a lightweight.”  The knight slammed a pewter mug in front of his green hands.

“I think I’m done after this one, Maja.  Why are you drinking this much?”

“You are not done!  You’re done when we say so.  Whenever we get a new member in the party, we have to initiate you.”

Ida stayed quiet but shook her head.

Maja slid into the booth next to Harold and poked his shoulder. “Hey, how come you don’t complain about being half-naked all the time?”

“I thought that orcs usually just wore the loincloth.  I’m not actually cold.  I wasn’t even cold when we slept outside.  I guess orcs are just built tougher.”

“You certainly are, Harry.  Look at you, all muscles.  I never got to be this close to one of you without a sword.”

Harold frowned, “How many orcs have you killed since you’ve been the hero?”

She leaned into him and got in his face, “Too many to count.  I’m quite good at it, and you orcs are slow and dumb.”

Sofia hiccuped and said, “Harry’s not slow, though.”

“He’s smart too,” Ida chimed in.  “I wouldn’t have figured out the puzzle in the wraith’s chamber.”

“I bet I’m stronger than you, orkey.”  Maja went to the other side of the table and put her elbow on it. “Come on, let’s arm wrestle.”

“Come on, Maja, I’m not going to arm wrestle a girl.”

Maja sneered, “You’re not an orc, you’re a chicken. Ba-gawk!”

Harold felt his stomach twinge at the insult. Before he knew it, his elbow was on the table, with his forearm towering over Maja’s.  He smiled at Maja, who blinked, seeing the task at hand.

“What are we wrestling over?”  Ida said. “Otherwise, it's no fun.”

“If I win, I get Harold’s share in the next quest.”  She grinned, “This will be easy. Looks like you’ll be in a loincloth for a long time.”

Ida pointed at Harold, “What if you win, hmm?”

“Nothing.”

“Harreyyyyy.”

“It wouldn’t be fair, I’m going to win anyway.”  He said with a grin.  “Oww!”

Maja had kicked the orc and said, “Ask for something.  I’ve had enough of your garbage.”

“Fine, if I win, you three need to get your tattoos.”

Sofia’s ears perked up. “What did you say?  We have to get our tattoos?”

“As I said, it can be for nothing.”  He wiggled his fingers.

“No!  It’s a matter of honor now.  Let’s go!”  Maja grabbed his hand and leaned in. “Ida, start the match.”

“How many rounds?”

Maja sneered, “One.  I want to see the look of defeat on your face.”

Ida shook her head, “I don’t know why I’m in on this bet, Maja, you better buy me some drinks now you have his share.”  She clasped both hands.  “Three, two, one, go!”

Maja torqued her arm, surprising the orc.  If he hadn’t caught himself, he would have lost in an instant.  Maja cackled and then said, “Never underestimate the strength of the chosen hero orc!  I’ve been blessed with strength!”

“You haven’t won yet, captain!”

The competitors locked eyes and smiled.  Harold could feel a deep reservoir of strength that he had yet to tap.  Somehow, the orc knew that the knight was strong, but was deadly because of her agility and training on top of that strength.  He tapped that strength, and the back of his hand started to rise away from the surface of the table.  The hero’s mouth opened and closed. 

When the hands were even again, Maja said, “This isn’t possible.  I am the chosen hero!”

“Captain, you’re sweating,”  Harold said.

“Shut up!” she yelled at him with her eyes flashing.  As if by magic, the woman applied even more force.  The pair’s locked hands started to shake back and forth.

“Damn, captain, you're strong.”

“Stupid orc, gyahhh!”  With one last effort, Maja brought the orc’s hand to an inch of the table, but soon her strength flagged like a fading firework.  A moment later, the girl's hand was slapped into the table on the other side.

“Gods damn it!”  She slammed her fist into the table.  When she pulled away, Harold could see the imprint of her clenched fist in the wood.

“Well done, Harry!”  Ida said, patting him on the back. “No one’s beaten Maja before!”

“Meh, she was taking it easy on me.  Look, captain, I was just joking about the tattoos.  The pouty look on your face right now is reward enough.”

“No,”  she said.  Maja stood up, pulled the cloaks off the booth’s hook, and tossed them at Sofia and Ida. “A deal’s a deal.”

Harold waved his hand, “Maja, the artist isn’t going to be open this late.  How about you just buy me an outfit, and we’ll call it even.

Maja pointed a finger at him, and his slave collar started to tingle. She said, “Not another word,” before storming out of the tavern.  Ida and Sofia trotted after her, glancing back with concerned looks.

...

The girls had moved so fast that Harold had to search for the tattoo parlor to find his party members.  He ducked through the doorway to see that Maja had her sleeve rolled up, and a man was tapping away with a needle, dipping it into the vial they had taken from the wraith.  The image being driven into her was shaped like her sword.

Seeing that it was too late, Harold sat on a bench next to Sofia and Ida and waited. 

The artist smirked, “So this is the orc you lost to?”

Maja scowled at him and said, “He cheated!”

“Maja!  Be nice, you know Harold wouldn’t cheat,”  Ida scolded.

Harold looked to his side, “What are you two getting?”

Sofia said, “I’m getting a wand on my wrist so I can get more magical power.  Ida is getting an arrow, so her accuracy improves.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. Orc.”  The artist said, “These are simple designs and shouldn’t take too long.”

When the tattoo artist finished all three girls, he said, “Whatever you do, don’t scratch them.  If that is indeed magic ink, the wishes will be granted.  I bet you bought it off some huckster, though.  In that case, you all have very nice art on your shoulders, and you can explain it to your grandchildren years from now.”

They put on their cloaks and walked back to the inn, and the group split in two.  Harold waved goodnight to Sofia and Ida and followed Maja to the honeymoon suite.

Remembering the collar and her warning, he said nothing as they walked to the room.  The knight was still frowning.

Maja fished the key from her pocket and unlocked the door.    She looked for the light crystal and lofted it into the air.  It glowed, and the room was bathed in sunlight before dimming to a tolerable brightness.

“Harold, I’m going straight to bed.  Turn around while I put on my night shirt.”

The orc sat on the edge of the bed on his side and looked at the floor.  He mustered the courage to speak.  “Maja, asking you to get the ink done was to stop you from doing the match.  I never intended for you to go ahead with it.  Had I known you were this serious, I would have just...”

“Let me win!?  Gods!  You men are all the same!  You can’t even fathom the idea that women could be as strong as you.  You don’t know how hard it is to prove yourself worthy of the title of hero day in and day out to men you could easily destroy.”

Harold shrugged, “Do you want to give up the title.  Go back to your old town?”

“I’d rather die!  I’ve seen more of the world in the past year than most men do in their entire lives.  My name will be sung through the ages.  I could never give that up.”

“Right, I just feel bad about forcing you to get the tattoo.”

“Well, it's done now.  I’ll be stronger for it, too.”  After a moment of silence, she yelled, “Harold!”

“What!?  What is it?”

“The tattoo!  It’s moved!”

“Moved?  What do you mean by moved?”  The orc stood up and turned around to find that Maja was naked.  The woman’s body was near-perfect, with toned musculature and large, perky breasts. She didn’t seem concerned about her loss of decency.

Maja pointed at her crotch. There, right above her shaved pubic area, was the tattoo of her longsword, pointed down at her vulva.

“It’s the magic ink!  It must have chosen the terms for my power!”  She covered her face. “What is Jack going to think!?”

Harold got up and walked to the knight, scratching his thick black hair. “Aw, crap, Maja, I’m sorry.  I’m sure your husband will be fine with it if we just come up with the right story.  Why don’t you say it's Sofia or Ida’s idea?”

“Lie to my husband!?”  She reached out, and before he could stop her, Maja had wrapped her arms around him and started to cry into his chest.

The orc could feel the woman’s breasts press into his skin, and his loins started to react.  He looked around the room and saw the nightshirt hanging on a chair.  It was just within reach, so he took it and tried to cover the young woman.

“Maja, this is going to be fine. You just need to get the shirt on. A good night's sleep will put everything in perspective.”

Maja’s fingers started to slide up and down his back, and he could feel her tears against his chest. 

“Maja, you need to let go of me right now.  You’re naked and...”

“Shut up, Harry, and hug me, can’t you see I’m upset?”

By then, it was too late.  Harold’s new cock was at full erection and slid between her creamy thighs, pressing upwards against her vulva.  She gasped but didn’t pull away.

Instead of screaming, the girl pressed her thighs together and whispered, “Harold, is that what I think it is?”

“I’m so sorry, please let go of me.”

“It’s....so... big.”  Her fingernails dug into his back.

“Yeah, it's a new thing for me too. Please just let go, and I can get it away from you.”

Maja pushed him away slowly, but kept her thighs closed.  He felt her smooth skin as his head traced along her slit.  The sensation was like an electric shock.  He looked down and saw his dong was poking through his loincloth, already oozing with precum.

“Damn!  I’m so sorry.  He dashed under the covers and faced away.  I promise I won’t do anything, just please turn off the light!”

He shut his eyes and curled up into a ball until Maja deactivated the light crystal.  When all he heard was her slipping into bed, he relaxed somewhat and lay on his back.  He started to doze as he said to himself over and over that this was all a bad dream and that he would wake up in a hospital back in Boston.


Chapter 5

Maja spent a while just trying to fall asleep.  It was too hot to wear anything, so she put her nightshirt back on the chair and just covered herself in the linen sheet, leaving the wool blanket on Harold's side.

Harold, the man trapped in an orc’s body.  The person who saved her life.  The nude monster was lying by her side with a massive cock that she had felt between her thighs for just a moment.

Finally, sleep took her, but it provided little relief.  Scenarios of her entwined with the giant green monster tormented her in her dreams.  She tried to think of Jack, but he seemed further and further away, like a ship going over the horizon.

She woke up before the first bell of the day, drenched in sweat.  Biting her lip, she moved her fingers to the top of her vulva.  If she could just get some relief, then she would have the rest she needed.  Her fingers dipped between her lips and soon found the hard bean that was her clitoris.  She rubbed it with circles.  Her vagina provided more than enough lubrication, and her fingers were slick as she rubbed.  Maja felt her breasts ache, so she started to massage them and occasionally pinch her nipples.

“Harold!”  She gasped as her circles became figure-eights.  She had masturbated before while out on her quest, but something was different this time.  Rather than a long process of driving herself up the hill, her body responded like a brushfire.  Curling her fingers, she penetrated herself and rubbed the roof of her vagina, stimulating her G-spot.  Instead of avoiding the urge to pee, she welcomed it.  Driving herself right to the edge, she pushed hard and soon convulsions shook her.  Fluid gushed between her fingertips and onto the bed.  She gasped as her orgasm sent waves of pleasure ricocheting off every edge of her body.  The orgasm came and went like a brushfire, but the embers of lust remained. 

She pouted and said, “It’s not enough!  Harold, this is all your fault!”  Maja cursed the orc for making her feel this way.  His musk filled the room.  Not wanting to wake him, she scooted closer to him.  The tempted knight placed her nose up against him and breathed deeply.  Goosebumps covered her body as the much more intense odor filled her nose.

Her insides felt empty, and the only emotion she could feel was longing.  Some part of her brain tried to make sense of the situation.  Were orcs just built to attract women?  Was she just lonely, being too long away from Jack?  Was it the tattoo?  When she thought of the tattoo, her abdomen twitched.

The magic told her, through emotion and sensation, what she had to do to fulfill the spell's contract.  The hero ran a hand up the orc’s upper leg to find the knot of the loincloth.  With a single tug, it unwrapped like a bindle, and  something flopped down between his legs.  Her stomach flipped as she reached for a girthy length of flesh.

“Harold’s cock.  Mmmmph.”  She stroked his wang by the foreskin, and before too long, her hand was covered in a slick film of precum.  Harold wasn’t just big; he was rock hard.

“Do you want to fuck my pussy, orc?  Do you want to stretch me and breed me?  You're a monster.”  She swung a leg over his, and she started to dry hump his leg.  Her pubis pressed hard onto his green-skinned leg, soaking it with her juice.

“It’s not enough!”  She whispered.  Some part of him had to be inside some hole of hers.  The girl dove under the covers to find him.  The aroma of orc cock made her giddy.  Grabbing hold of him, she brought her open mouth down onto him.  His glans nearly filled her entire mouth, but it wasn’t going to stay there.  She grabbed his waist and forced her mouth down.  The pain she felt in her throat turned to even more desire for him.  His throbbing member made her neck bulge.  She held her breath and pushed until her nose was nestled in his wiry pubic hair and her chin pushed up against his massive balls.  After holding for a moment, she started to blow him with pulling and pushing her head down on him, only far enough away to breathe between bobs.

Now she could feel some sense of relief; the precum seemed to quench as well as inflame her, as if to tell her she was on the right path.  This monster’s prick was so much bigger than her husband’s penis.  She had never once thought of giving Jack any head.  The shame of the act caused her pussy to tingle.  Cum, she craved orc cum, and she needed it resting in her belly. 

All this time, she tried to stay quiet, but now her mouth hummed as she blew the orc.  The penetration of her throat made sloppy wet sounds that her ears fed to her brain.  Finally, she felt him stir.

“Maja, is that you?”

She nodded and bobbed.

“You should stop, you're married.”

She furrowed her eyebrows and pulled away.  Maja jacked him quickly while she spoke.  “You should come down my throat, Harold.  I want it, so just give it to me.”  The woman took him into her mouth again and moaned loudly.

Her heart leapt as he heard her growl and wrap his large hands around the back of her head.  She sighed in relief at the moment she relinquished control.  The orc with a human mind rocked his hips into her mouth.  The slick prick was alive in her gullet.  He wasn’t a monster anymore; Harold was now her lover. 

“So good!  Ghaaah!” 

She was allowed one deep breath before he slammed his cock down her throat and kept it buried there.  Maja felt his massive balls twitch and rumble as gouts of spooge raced down his urethra, down her esophagus, to spray the walls of her stomach.  When he made his last spasm, warmth spread over her chest, and the pure lust she felt was alloyed with affection.

When she felt the burning in her lungs, she firmly pushed away.  Maja savored the friction of his cock as it slid out of her throat.  He reached down, grabbed her by the arms, and pulled Maja up to rest on his broad chest.

“Your monster seed is in my stomach, Harold. You used my mouth, and I loved every moment of it.”

Strong arms wrapped around her and held her close.  She felt warm and safe and desired.  Maja purred and embraced her monster with all her limbs.

Enough dawn light made it through the room’s window for her to see Harold’s face.  He had a head full of thick black hair and a square jaw with black stubble.  His green eyes met hers intently, but he smiled.  His teeth were like a human’s with no exposed tusks, but his body was all orc.

Maja lowered her mouth onto his and kissed him sweetly.  She sqirmed as a large, meaty hand slid up the back of her thigh to grip an entire buttock and massage it.

Tracing a finger along the tiny muscles on his side, she said, “I’m not usually like this.  Did I make you feel good?”

“Amazing, but I feel something inside.  I want you to hold and protect you, even though you're someone else’s wife.  Holding you close feels so right.”

As he spoke, Harold’s cock, which was sandwiched between their bellies, engorged and soon became firmly erect.

“There’s still time, Maja.  We can stop right now and just say it was a mistake.”

Maja propped herself up and swung a leg over Harold.  “I can’t stop Harold.  I feel like I’m burning up. The only thing I can think of is this.”  She rubbed her pussy lips along Harold’s veiny johnson until it was wet with lubrication.

Maja had to get on her feet and one hand in order to raise herself enough to guide Harold's knob against her bald gash.  His purple-hued glans pushed Maja’s labia aside and started to impale the hero.  Maja lowered an inch, then breathed while her insides stretched to accommodate the thick phallus.  Once she stretched enough, her breath would hitch, and she would lower herself just a little bit more.  She let out a long sigh when she was finally able to rest her hips on his pelvis. 

“Harold, I can’t believe I can fit all of you inside of me.  I feel so full.”  She gingerly placed a hand on her sword tattoo; it glowed underneath her fingers.  “A orc’s cock is inside me, and I couldn’t be happier.” 

Maja put her fingers in her hair and started to scratch her scalp while she rocked her pelvis as much as she could.  The thick mass inside her pushed against the walls of her canal.  She smiled broadly as she saw Harold cup her buttocks and lift her a few inches and then lower her.  He moved her as if she were as light as a feather.

Harold spoke to her, “Maja, I’m sorry I’ve messed up your quest.”

“What are you talking about?  We called you.  You saved my life.  Now you’re giving me every inch of what I want.  My heart’s beating so fast right now.  I have to confess, the moment I saw you on the altar in the dungeon, my heart skipped a beat.  I’m just realizing it now.  I really like you, even if you are a monster.”

“I like you too, Maja, I can’t believe I get to make love to such a beautiful and strong woman.  Would you like me to move now?”

Maja whined and nodded while biting her lip.

The orc used his biceps to fuck his woman.  Maja groaned and assaulted her nipples with firm pinching.

“Fuck my tight pussy with your bumpy rod, Harold.”  She whispered in the early morning.  The knight whipped her head back and opened her mouth.  A sensation built inside her until her vagina started to contract around the orc’s dick.  Maja couldn’t moan, but only held her breath as a fleshy plumb pressed against her cervix on each drop of her hips onto his dark green dong.

“Do you want me to pull out Maja?”  The orc pumped himself into her faster.

“Mmmph, ahh!”  She whipped her head from side to side. “Inside!  I need the master to give his gift inside me.”

“Master!?”

“Harold is my master.  Let it be our little secret, alright?  Fuck you’re so big!”

Maja's sword tattoo glowed in bright white light.  Glowing brighter as the orc’s penis pushed deeper and dimming when he lifted her up.  He couldn’t hold back any longer and started to buck his prick into her.

The young knight gasped and fell forward. Her breasts rubbed against this sweaty green torso.  Her hands rested on the bed, and she couldn’t stop staring into his deep green eyes.

“I belong to Harold.  Harold is my master.  Master, your cock feels too good.  I ... fuck!  I can’t stop coming!”

“Come as much as you want, Maja.  You’re my responsibility, now that you’re mine.”

“Gah!”  Maja collapsed fully and simply rested her head on his pectorals while he rammed his dong into her.  The defeated woman could only make animalistic moans while her vagina twitched and fluttered around him.  The sound of balls slapping against pussy started to fill her ears as her body went limp.

“Graawww!”  Harold grunted and pressed her down and held her there tight.  The friction and tightness inside her seemed to be bathed in hot, wet liquid, and she let out a raspy groan of release.  Her entire mind submitted to the monster that was holding her tight and inseminating her with ropes of cum.

All her muscles relaxed, and her entire abdomen was bathed in a glowing warmth.  The thirst for his essence was finally slaked, and she quickly fell asleep as she tried to give sweet kisses to his neck.  She was deep in sleep when the first ray of sunshine lanced through the window.
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