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Chapter 1

Harold spent the rest of the evening searching for the villagers' remains and bringing them just outside the abandoned fort.  When he was sure he had found the remains of all the kidnapped men, he started to cover them with stones taken from the ruins.  Finding a dead orc, he would drag the remains into what he believed was the fort’s latrine and leave them in the corner.  When he was finished, he lumbered back into the fortress, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand.

The dining hall was filled with women’s soft voices.  All the rations were pooled and simmering in the party’s cook pot.  When he stepped inside the hall, all conversation stopped, and the Scaggleton women looked down.  Maja got up to talk to him, and Leofwen stood up, but Harold nodded, turned around, and walked towards the fort’s water well. 

He ran down the spiral stairs and  reached the flowing water at the bottom of the shaft.  Finding the water, he undressed, placed his clothes at the edge of the pool, and waded in.  The spring water was chill, but he immersed himself and dunked his head.  Even though it was dark, he could see the dirt and grime come off his body and cloud the water.

He started rinsing his clothes in the water, but saw that the  slashes in his vest and the blood that soaked it had left it completely ruined.

“I’m going to have to buy a new vest,”  He grumbled to himself. “Shit, and I need a new spear, that bastard broke it during the fight.”

He heard a voice say behind him, “We’ll grab you some replacements, Harold.  I also think we need to get you a proper shortsword.”  He noticed the orange flicker of torchlight start to paint the walls.

“Is that you, Maja?  Sorry about not staying to talk.  I just don’t want the townsfolk scared.  I also wanted to wash the smell off.”  The orc did his best to wash off as much dirt as possible while they talked.

“Yeah, you were pretty ripe.  I told them who you were and that you were no threat,” she said as she squatted by the water. “You taking a step back might be for the best.”

“I’ll just put out my bedroll in another room; it should be fine.”  He got out of the water, wrung out his clothes, and put them on. “Did you want to talk about anything else?”

“About Gordana, tonight you’ll have to guard her.  We can’t let her near the captives.”

“What are we going to do about her, Maja?  Release her?”

The hero shrugged, “I think that’s the only thing we can do.  We can’t hold her forever.  Once we get everyone back to Scaggleton, we’ll cut her loose with some supplies and tell her to go back north.”

“Isn’t it risky to cover that many miles by herself?”

“The hope is that she comes across another orc party and joins them.  We might have to face her again.”

“I wish she had attacked me when I fought their leader.  Then I would have had a reason to...”

“No, Harold.  Don’t be like that.”  She got close and kissed him. “Be the hero you’re meant to be.  I’ve seen too many adventurers who are practically bandits.  If you’re in the hero’s party, be heroic.”

“Well, I’ll just have to follow your example, Maja.  You did so much good today.  I bet those women will be forever grateful.”

“Right, anyway, you need to warm yourself by a fire and dry your clothes.”  She patted him on the shoulder. “You’re freezing cold. I won’t be hugging you until you’re dry.  I can’t wait to get back to civilization, Harold.  I miss you.”

They went upstairs and split off: Maja back to the main hall, and Harold to what they took to be a soldier's quarters.  Harold was still getting the hang of starting a fire with a flint, so it was a while before the room's fireplace gave enough heat to dry his clothes.

He was getting ready to fall asleep when he heard a knock at the door.  Harold wrapped one of his blankets around his waist and opened it.  There was Maja behind Gordana.  Gordana looked up and smiled without showing teeth; only her small tusks poked through her lips. 

Maja made a wan smile, “Harold, please keep an eye on her for the night?  We won’t put you on the night watch rotation tonight; we’ll handle it.”  She shut her eyes and continued, “If she’s restless, the party understands you may have to keep her entertained.”

Harold arched an eyebrow but didn’t bother asking what exactly she meant.  “Sure thing, Captain.”

He took her by the arm, brought her inside, and had her sit in front of the fire.  He then dragged a busted bed frame in front of the door.

“Why are you doing that?” she said, looking over her shoulder.

“In case you try to leave, moving the furniture will wake me up.”

“Why would I want to leave, chief?”  She smiled again.

“You could escape and run off to get more orcs to kill us all?  How about that?”

She laughed, “I would only do that if you asked me.  Have you never been with our kind?”

“No, not a single day.  I’ll give you a couple of blankets, and you can sleep there,”  he said, pointing to the other side of the fireplace.

The she-orc growled.  “Why can’t I sleep in your blankets?”

“Because I just met you, Gordana, and I just killed a bunch of people you knew.  The further I am away from you, the safer I feel.”

“You are safe unless I challenge you.  An orc must challenge an orc to harm them.  We do not stab in the back.”

“Well, I’ll feel safer all the same, Gordana.”

The she-orc narrowed her eyes and frowned, “What, are you one of those orcs who only lay with humans?  Can you not handle a lady orc?”

Harold looked at Gordana.  She was taller than a woman, about 5'10".  The orc was fit, with well-defined muscles.  Her chest and posterior were large enough to give her nice curves.

“I’ve never met a lady orc, Gordana.  Does your kind jump into bed the moment you see a new orc?”

“You mean our kind, right?  And yes, when a wife has their mate killed, the orcess will usually go with the champion who slew their husband.  In the case of a harem, all would go.”

Harold winced, “I’m sorry that you had to watch me kill your husband, Gordana.”

Gordana grew angrier and stepped up to him. “Why are you acting so human!?  I do not weep for my dead husband, Harold.”  She said his name sarcastically.  “I was thrilled by how you defeated him!  You broke his sword and smashed his head.  You defeated him even though he broke your spear!  To have a new, stronger mate is what every orcess dreams of!”  She spoke faster with each word and started to blush by the time she was finished.

He took a breath and said, “Can you please go to sleep?”

The orcess grinned micheviosly, grabbed a blanket, and rolled it out where he wanted.  Instead of covering herself, she got on the blanket and pulled her leather pants down.  Lying on her stomach, she pushed her ass into the air.  Her pussy was colored light pink, and she waved it at him, saying, “I’m no longer fertile this moon; you can finish inside me if you want.”

Harold felt himself get hard quickly.  He could tell something in her scent was arousing him.  It was so intense he could hear his heartbeat in his ears.  Harold walked forward and dropped the blanket.  His erection stood tall. 

When Gordana saw it, she gasped and then bit her lip. “I think you might be bigger than my dead husband.”

“Why are you testing me, orc?”

“No tests, Chief.  You need to claim me if you want me to fight by your side.”

“Who said you’ll be in the party?”

She reached back and started to finger herself and moan.  “Why wouldn’t you want another orc woman in your party?  You could put another silver collar on me.  I am a good hunter and a fighter.”

He knelt behind her and placed his hands on her green, muscular buttocks.  The skin was soft, but her muscles were hard underneath a small layer of fat.  He hesitated for a moment and then placed his knob against her hot pink vulva.  Pushing forward, Gordana’s lips parted and accepted every inch of Harold’s veiny prick. 

The she orc growled. “I am yours now, Chief.”

He pulled out and then pushed back.  Her size and shape felt like a perfect fit for his dong.  As he rocked his cock in her, he said, “Yours until you let another orc kill me?  Is that what you dream about?  Having the ones you love get killed?”

“Love?”

“Yes!  Love, Gordana.  Don’t you know about that?”  He grimaced, sped up, and went deeper.  The woman found his rhythm and pushed back.  Harold felt her ass slap his pelvis on every thrust.

“All I know is that you feel good inside of me, Chief.”

“Call me Harry. I destroyed the tribe.”

“But!?”

“Do what I say!  I’m not a chief!  I follow Maja’s orders, and you will too if you’re staying with us.  You’ll fight alongside us.  Will you kill orcs if I command it?”

“What if it’s a challenge?”

“Damn it, Gordana, that won’t work in a fight.  I need you to be trustworthy!  Will you fight orcs or not!?”

“Yes, ch....Harold.”  She squirmed underneath him. “I’ll obey and kill our people if you command it.  No more challenges. Ahh!”

The orc couple were now fucking at full speed.  Gordana’s pussy was leaking lubrication down her inner thigh as Harold’s wang penetrated her deeply.  Her moans rose in pitch, and she held on tight to the blanket.

“You like this orc?  You like my fat cock inside you?  How many have you had?”

“Ghaaa!”

“You scream like a human, Gordana.  Are you coming?”

“Nahhhh!  Mphhh.  I’m not a human!”

“How many orcs have fucked you?  It’s a simple question.”

“The chief was my first!  Ahhhh!”

“Did he make you whine like a soft human woman?”

“Shut up!”  Her pussy started to clamp down on his cock.  “Ghaa!  Fuck, Harold!  What’s happening!”

He slapped her ass and made her yelp before pounding her hard. “I’m your mate now, Gordana.  I’m making you come. I bet you can’t wait for me to fill you with my jism.”

“Do it!”  She thumped the ground with her fists. “Fill me up!”

Harold gripped her ass hard and held it close.  A tide of pleasure overtook him, and he emptied his contents inside of her with a torrential burst of spunk.  Gordana yelled out in an orgasm that sounded like a mix between a lion and a woman.  He felt an incredible suction on his phallus, keeping him locked to her and slurping all of Harold’s emission.

“Gordana!  Your pussy is sucking me in!  What are you doing!?”

“I don’t know!  Just stay there!  It’s so good.  Mmmmph.  Fuck!”

Harold felt like his dick wouldn’t stop twitching, releasing more seed into her womb.  Only when it started to ache did he try to pull harder to get his dick out of her.

“Harold,”  She said softly.  Her creampie didn’t show anything at all; it had consumed every bit of his ejaculate.  He lay by her side and rolled her to face him.  Harold came closer, put his lips to hers, and caressed her cheek. 

Her eyes went wide. “What was that?”

“That was a kiss.  That’s what humans do to show love.”

“Love?  Is this what love is?”  She rolled on top of him.

He shrugged, “Not yet, Gordana.  I just like kissing when I have sex.”

She laughed and said, “The night is young, Harold.  Let’s make love like humans.” 

The fire snapped and popped as the orcess ground her vulva along Harold’s hardening cock.  Harold’s intrusive thoughts about all the evil that happened that day faded away as the couple explored each other’s bodies through the night.  When they were finished, sleep came quickly.


Chapter 2

The alarm bell at Scaggleton rang out when Maja’s party left the forest and was spotted by lookouts.  Within minutes, a stream of men, women, and children poured out of the gate to run out to meet them.

Harold, Leofwen, and Gordana walked so that the weaker women could rest in the cart on the return trip. Rations were minimal, and all were hungry.

Kenneth Spog sprinted ahead, kicking up dust. Arriving, he bent over, hands on knees, and caught his breath.

Heaving, he called up to the cart, “Asha!  Asha, are you there?!”

A tired brunette poked her head above the cart and said weakly, “I’m here, brother.”

Maja put up her hand, “We’ve had a hard journey, Spog. We’ll bring her to your house.”

“Thank the gods she’s alive!”  The village elder grabbed Maja’s hand and kissed it.  “Thank you, hero!

A few of the stronger women were able to hop out of the cart and get hugged by their families.  A couple of younger women buried their hands in their faces and cried.  Harold assumed their husbands were killed by the orcs.

When the party finally reached the gate, Harold  walked to the side of it and sat on a grassy patch of ground.

Maja dismounted and bent towards him. “What’s the matter?  Aren’t you coming along?”

“I’m sure Gordana and I won’t be welcome after the women tell their stories to the village.”

Maja grabbed his hand and yanked him up. “There is no way this village is going to reject my best fighter.  You did more to rescue those girls than any of us.”

“What about Gordana?”

“They’ll just have to deal with it.  She could have done something during our trip back, but she only helped.  You’ve got her wrapped around your finger anyway.  If anyone gives you trouble, I’ll put a stop to it.”

“Thank you for making this easy, Maja,”  Harold said as he hugged the hero.  Several of the townspeople gave sidelong glances at them.

After the rescued women were returned home, Kenneth and a few other elders approached the party.

The pudgy man bowed  while he twisted a rag in his hands. He said, “Were these all the people rescued?  Were there any others?”

Maja shook her head.  “There’s a shallow grave for them near a ruined fortress that has thirteen buried men.  If you have a map of the area, I can point it out to you.”

“I see, we’ll have to let their families know.”  He perked up, “Still, we must know if you’ve rooted out the band?  They were orcs, yes?”

Ida nodded, “A small band living in the ruins of that fort.  You’re lucky we came when we did; they would have grown to be a much bigger problem.  You can thank Harold for much of the work; he killed most of them.”

Kenneth’s eyes bulged, “He did it?!”  After calming himself, he continued, “Thank you very much, Harold. Scaggleton owes you.  The Spogs are a family from south of the capital.  We have many more non-humans living in the cities.  I want to say our family holds no grudge against your kind.  We only fear the orc raiders.   I heard that some of the women were cold to you when the return started.  I hope you can understand and forgive them.”

Harold shrugged and said, “There’s no need to apologize.  I just hope I can be welcome here for the night before we return to Tigsford.”

“I promise you not only our welcome, but also our hospitality.  The elders and I invite you to a feast tonight to honor Maja and her party.  You’re all invited.  We will have to tap our finest vintage.  Our wine really is quite good.”

...

Later that night, the main hall was opened up, and fires were lit.  Three men brought out their instruments and started to play.  Maja grabbed Harold and the other members and brought them to the large thatched building.

The feast consisted of joints of meat roasted on a spit, roasted chickens, salads, boiled vegetables, savory pies, crusty loaves of bread, and copious amounts of red wine.

Because Harold was so hungry from the rationing they had to do, he drank a little bit too much and had a good buzz. By the end of the meal, he was stuffed and grinning with satisfaction.

Ida poked him in the side and said, “Don’t think you’re getting away with not dancing with all of us, Harold.”

Harold frowned and looked at everyone, “What do you mean?  I don’t know how to dance.” 

“Neither do any of us.  Every village has its own dances.  Don’t worry, they’ll teach it.  If you can fight, then you can dance.”

Soon enough, the orc along with the rest of the party, was spinning around in pairs, going down a long line.  Couples would dance down the line and then pick up a new partner.  While a couple of the ladies he danced with didn’t look him in the face, most were cordial.

Harold noticed that the elf Leofwen was the next partner he was to dance with.  He smiled as brightly as possible as he offered his hand.  The tall lady bowed, took it, and soon the pair were circling as they went down the line.

“I’m sorry for not being a good dancer.  You must think I might as well be a bear, right?”

“I’ve had decades of practice, Harold,”  the elf said with a tilt of her head.  “You had some drunk farmer teach you the moves in a few minutes.  You’re doing better than I ever did on my first day.  Elves are quite clumsy in their youth and need practice to become the graceful creatures you see.”

“Thank you, that makes me feel better.”

The pair danced for a little while before Loefwen pursed her lips and said, “You know, I never thanked you enough for saving my life in the fortress when we were cut off.  Things could have gone sideways very quickly if you hadn’t fought so well.”

“It’s nothing, Leofwen.  I’m sure you would have done the same for me.”

The elf looked away, and her grip on this hand tightened. “I don’t think you really understand how much elves fear what orcs would do if they were captured.  Human women may be used for breeding, but elf women don’t last very long as an orc prisoner.  But you saved me, Harold.  Is there really a human mind in that monster body of yours?”

“There is, I swear.”  He smiled briefly.  “I could never hurt you or betray anyone at the party.”

“Harold, I just want to say that I’m sorry and I will try to be better.  If we’re at the hero’s party, we should be friends.  Just know that elves won’t be as warm as humans; that’s just a side effect of living so long.  We mourn friends who live so short lives.”

“Heh, I get it, Leofwen.  There’s no need to feel bad.  We’ll take this one step at a time.  Just slap me on the backside of my head if I’m being too orcish.”

The elf laughed and covered her mouth, and smiled with her eyes. “Don’t tempt me.  Thank you for the dance, Harold.  May I have another later?  You’re the only one here I can dance with without having to look down.”

“Of course.”  The orc bowed like a gentleman and then went to the back of the line.

...

The party was rolling out their bedrolls around the fire in the village hall, which was closed up after the party.  The villagers tried to get them to sleep in their guest rooms, but a fight broke out over who would get to be in the same room as Harold.  Harold asked if it was possible to sleep in the hall, and Kenneth Spog agreed.

“Alright, good night, ladies.  Sleep well.”

Sofia pouted, “I don’t see why we have to sleep on the wood floor.  I’m sure we all could have fit in a kind-sized bed.”

Maja pointed, “That would have meant villagers would have to sleep in smaller beds.  We’re heroes.  This was the only way we got to be together.”

Harold waved Maja, Ida, and Sofia over to him. Gordana and Leofwen looked at the quartet with not a little suspicion.

“I’m really sorry for bringing this up now and not much earlier, but seeing the prisoners having to be purified made me think.  What happens if one of you gets pregnant?  Shouldn’t I finish outside of you?”

Sofia leapt at him and hugged him, “I wouldn’t mind that at all, Harold.  The thought of being first makes me tingle.”  She held him a little back and frowned, “But I don’t think that will happen.”

“Why is that?”  Harold asked.

“It’s those tattoos we have,”  Sofia said while she patted her tummy. “I can sense your seed being consumed when the enchantment increases our powers.  It’s like the spell’s fuel.  No babies until we figure out how to cancel these tattoos.”

“Thank the gods for that,”  Maja said. “We’ve got so much more to do to defeat the demon witch.”

Harold saw out of the corner of his eye that Gordana and Leofwen had leaned in and were twitching their ears in different directions.

“Well, you’re all married.  I hope that you can get pregnant from your husbands when our mission is done.”  He patted Ida and Maja on the shoulders.  “I’m sure you’ll all want to return to your families when this is over.”

Sofia squeezed him again, “Not for me! Palan can go hang himself for all I care.”

Harold smiled awkwardly and looked at Maja and Ida.

Ida said, “Yeah, sure, Owen’s a fine man.”  But Harold saw her frown for just a moment before speaking.

“I’m sure Jack is waiting for me.”  Maja shrugged and continued, “But who knows how long this mission will take.  What happens if a new thread arises and we have to stick together?  Who knows what people we’ll be after all that time?”

Harold brought them in for a hug, “Well, there’s no point in worrying about it.  I’m just glad I won’t be the cause of destroying the party by getting you all pregnant.”

Harold felt them hug back a little too tightly.


Chapter 3

It was several days later, after leaving Scaggleton, that Harold and Maja were looking through the armorer’s store, looking for the orc’s replacement weapons.  The only weapon that Harold owned was the mace he carried.

Harold eyed the hafted weapons and said, “A spear works in the open, but it’s awkward in tight spaces. Also, I didn’t like how it broke. Is there something sturdier?”

Maja nodded, “We’ll have to avoid bringing the longer weapons into the dungeon from now on.  For the outside, why don’t we grab a halberd instead of a spear?  That will let you bash, chop, and poke, not just poke.  There are also these metal strips that connect the head to the shaft, which make it much more durable.”

Harold nodded, “Sounds good.  What about in the dungeon?  I think the mace I have was too slow against the orc chief.  It wasn’t like he was wearing chain mail that needed bashing.  He was so fast with his broken sword.  While we have Leofwen to heal me, I really didn’t like bleeding all that much.”

“Hmm, maybe we could grab you a buckler, cutlass, and some padded armor?  I’ll finally have to teach you sword techniques.  The cutlass will be good in close quarters, as it’s shorter than my longsword.  Right now, I think that’s all we can afford.”

“Do you see us fighting all that much in the open?  It’s not like we’ll be in battles, right?”  The orc picked up a buckler and held it out in front of him.

“We might be asked to perform special missions during a battle, but I’d refuse to get into a fight between two nobles.  We’re here to fight the demon witch and other monsters.”

“How did you think our adventure in Scaggleton went?”

“We would have been lost without you, Harold.  Holding the orcs off for enough time for us to find an alternate way to get to you was crucial.  We should never get caught flat-footed like that again.  Looking for traps and tricks is something we all have to practice.  I can’t tell you how grateful I am that we brought you here, Harold, and more than just being a fighter.”  She held his hand and looked at him. “You don’t know what it means to be held once in a while.”

Harold lowered the buckler, “Things are getting complicated, aren’t they?  I wouldn’t drop what this group has for the world.  It’s just weird for me to be connected to all these ladies.  Does this sort of thing happen in adventuring parties?”

“Please don’t feel bad about it.  Romance is common when you’re fighting alongside someone for so long, so I’ve heard.  All that matters is minimizing jealousy.  Which reminds me, how is Leofwen treating you now?  You seem to be friendly now.”

“Ha!  Saving a woman’s life tends to make them friendlier to you.  Yes, she and I are talking a lot more, but she still seems hesitant.  There’s something she’s afraid of, though I can’t figure out what it is.”  He sighed, “As for Gordana, I’ve had to turn her away a couple of times, because that she-orc is thirsty.  I also have to worry about pregnancy with her, and she doesn’t like me pulling out.”

Maja laughed, “Sounds like she wants to make her own little warband.  Is she fine with the fake slave collar we put on her?”

“Meh, she’s fine with it because I’m wearing one as well.  It’s good she’s devoted to me, or she might cause problems.  He keeps playing with her hand axes and looking at the people we pass by.”

“She’s looking for combat.  I’m surprised your blood isn’t asking for some fighting too.”

“You never told me what you were thinking for our next mission.”

“Ah, yes!  I forgot to mention.  We’ll be escorting the marquiss’s son and his wife to Aggess.  It’s great because we can travel there as well as get paid.”

“Nice, but doesn’t the lords have their own personal guard?”

“Yes, but they take a long time to train and are valuable.  If they hire us and die and get hurt, it’s no problem for them.  Also, there may be things guards can’t handle that we can.  They’d be dead meat if they came across something like a wraith.  There will be a guard, but we’re there for extra protection. We’ll get to spend a few days there researching, and then we can be off to find the next powerful relic.

A greasy man with slicked-back hair in a dirty leather apron approached. “Are you two buying anything?  I’ll be shutting down for the day.”

The orc gave a big smile and asked, “You don’t happen to have any padded armor in extra-extra-large?”

...

The party had returned to the Bleating Lamb and had requested a private room for dinner.  After a large bowl of savory pottage and some smoked sausage, the hero’s party asked the barmaid not to let their mugs of ale go empty.

Maja stood, raised her mug, and said, “To our first mission with new members, as well as our provisional member Gordana.”

They all clinked their mugs and cheered.   The drink flowed, and soon everyone except for the orcs had flushed faces.  The conversation wandered from mishaps in the dungeons when Maja and her friends first started adventuring to what the worst alehouse was in the country.

Harold asked, “So, Gordana, how was your first day in Tigness.  Did you find your first day in civilization alright?”

Gordana rolled her eyes, “Everyone stared at me.  I was glad Leofwen and Ida were there at the guild hall when I was registered.  I don’t know why humans are so shocked. I knew common.  Our tribe had to talk to the captives we had.”

Ida nodded, “Orcs are rare in the north unless they’re wild.  If you go south of the capital, there are towns with neighborhoods where you can find orcs living there.”

Gordana frowned, “What about goblins?”

Sofia laughed, “No, though I think one lord tried to introduce them to his town, and it ended up burning down within half a year.”

Maja said, “Sometimes you’ll find a den of them in the sewers and have to clear them out.  We made quite a bit of cash in the south with goblin quests.”

“Did you do anything after getting registered? Did you train?”

“No, we went to the tattoo artist.”

“What!?  A tattoo? Don’t tell me...”

Gordana smiled, stood up, dropped her pants a few inches, and raised her vest.  Right at her pubic area, two crossed hand axes were found. She proudly waved it at him. “Now I’ll be powerful like the rest of you.”

“I thought we had used up the magic ink.”

Leofwen blushed and looked down at her mug.

Maja pulled out the vial and set it on the table, “There’s enough for one last tattoo.”

Harold pointed and said, “Put that thing away.  It’s embarrassing.”

Ida smirked, “What’s so embarrassing about having beautiful women marked as your possessions?”

“Possessions?  No way, remember, I’m the only one with a working slave collar.”  Harold responded.

“I think it’s fair,” Ida said as she reached over and poked him. “Consider it a check against you treating us too roughly.”

“You never used it on me past that first time.”

“Maybe you need to be rougher,” she said with a wink.

“And mar that beautiful body of yours?  No way.”

At that moment, Leofwen got up and said, “I’m sorry, but I think it’s time for me to go to bed.  We have a big day tomorrow, escorting the nobles?  Good night.”  She tried to sound chipper, but she looked flustered.  She quickly walked to the door and slammed it shut as she left.

“I'd better find out what’s wrong,” the orc said, hopped up, and ran out the door to find her.  He bolted up the stairs to where the party had taken rooms.  Looking at the bottom of the three doors, he could see a flickering light.

He knocked gently and said, “Leofwen, it’s me, Harold.  Can we talk?”

“Harold!? Um, yeah, sure, I guess,” she replied.

The orc cracked open the door and peeked through.  This room was a bunk bed room, but the beds were extra long for elves.  Leofwen was standing in the center of the room, playing with her long braid.

He stepped in and closed the door, “You left in a rush, Leofwen.  Is something the matter?”

“Nothing’s wrong, really.  It’s the talk about the tattoo and all that which got me flustered.”  She stepped forward, “What would you say if I told you I had a tattoo on me as well?”

“Leofwen, that’s a big step. If I’m to be honest with you, I’d be shocked if someone like you even thought of touching me, let alone being intimate.  You need to have heroes fighting over you, slaying dragons to get to your door.”

Leofwen blushed, “But you kept me safe, didn’t you?  We’ll have to trust each other and work together from now on. “  She poked her pointer fingers together and continued, “I mean, you have a beautiful physique, and you’re pretty handsome for an orc.  But it’s what’s inside you that I like the most, Harold.  You’ve taken all the garbage I’ve given you, and you still saved my life.  You fought your own kind to help me.  How can I not feel something for you?”

“If you can accept me for who I am, Leofwen, then I’m willing to give this a try.”

The elf went to her lacing on the front of her dress and pulled the bow undone.  Her voice hitched as she said, “Why don’t we start right now?”


Chapter 4

“Harold,”  Leofwen said as she started to pull down her dress. “If we do this, I need you to be as gentle as possible.  Can you do that for me?”

“I think I can.  How much experience do you have, Leofwen?”

“You would be my first, that’s why I need tenderness.”

“Wouldn’t you want to do this with someone special?”

“There’s no going back, not after I got this.”  Leofwen slipped out of her dress.  Her tall body was only lit by the candlelight, but Harold saw exactly what she was talking about.  Midway between her navel and her tuft of pubic hair was a tattoo of a heart.  Her breasts were teardrop-shaped and large but proportional to her tall frame.  Harold saw her, and the hair on his forearms stood on end; his cock already started to grow.

“How about we start with a hug,”  Harold said as he took off his vest and tossed it in the corner of the room.  He inched forward and extended his hands, which grazed the curves of her body.  Her body quivered under his touch.

“Gods, Harold, my heart’s beating like crazy.”

The orc enveloped the orc with his muscular arms and pulled her slowly towards him.  Their bodies pressed together, the elf sighed, and tilted her head back.  Harold started kissing her collarbone, with each peck getting closer to her neck.

“Harold,”  she whispered, and brought her hands to the muscles of his back.

He finally placed his lips on her neck and started to gently suck on her flesh while holding her.  The tall elf sighed as she was kissed.  He lifted his head and sought out her red lips and kissed her with a closed mouth, with one hand holding the back of her head.  Something like electricity danced across his lips as orc and elf mouths touched.  That sensation drove Leofwen to open her mouth and trace her tongue along his lips.  Something inside of her drove her further down this path.  With her eyes closed, all she felt was a strong male holding her and caressing her.  His gentleness made her feel safe and warm.

The orc, rather than becoming aggressive, stayed restrained and only opened his mouth, letting her inside.  The elf tentatively searched his mouth, and he caressed the tip of her tongue with this.  The lovers now encountered each other’s scents.  Leofwen tilted her head as she smelled peat and earthy tones.  Harold smelled her, and his mind flashed with memories of wildflowers and pine forests.

The orc pulled away and left a trail of kisses that started at her neck and ended at her mons pubis. While he kissed, his hands slid over her body to cup her breasts.  His thumbs grazed her nipples, making her arch her back.

“What are you going to do, Harold?”

“We’re going to take it slow, spread your legs a little, and I’ll just kiss you here.”

The elf moved an alabaster leg a few inches wider. The orc leaned in and showered her thighs and pubic area with light kisses.  His hands went to her buttocks and didn’t squeeze, but only made his palms move in circles with a light touch.

She whined and inched her pelvis towards him.  The orc extended his tongue, and its long purple flesh pushed her labia apart for him to rub against her labia minora and then curve to flick her clitoral hood.  The elf’s aroma only inflamed his lust further.

“Harold!  Is this what it’s really like!?”

The orc could only hum, “Mmm, hmm,” in response.  Leofwen squatted a little to give him better access to her vulva.  Pushing further, his tongue penetrated her vagina.

The elf clasped her hands on his head and moaned.  The raven-haired woman bit her lip and ever so slightly rocked her pelvis against his mouth, finding the friction she desperately needed.

The orc’s tongue inched up her canal; he failed to sense any significant hymen and so pressed further until he reached the rubbery dome of flesh that was her cervix.  He traced circle after circle around it before rubbing the tip of his tongue across its surface.

“Harold! I’m going week in the knees!”

In two motions, the orc swung the elf’s long legs over his shoulders.  Her back was against the wall, and her thighs rested on his shoulders and were kept there by his massive calloused hands.

He fucked her with his mouth.  The tongue started to piston inside her, with each stroke flicking her cervix.  Her clitoris did not escape his attention;  he sucked the top half of her vulva and would, on occasion, retract his tongue to flick it and suck on the engorged love bean.

When Harold found Leofwen mashing her pelvis into his face, he felt she was ready for faster movements.  The elf was pinned to the wall, and a fleshy tongue slid into her and searched out every sensitive spot between her legs.  If she ever wanted to move from that spot, it would have been difficult to do.

“Harold, this feels so good.  What’s happening!?” The elf moaned and released his head in order to pinch her own nipples.  She cupped her own breasts and pinched with thumb and forefinger.   She looked down and saw his green muscles keeping her fixed while his jaw and head worked to send pulses of pleasure over her glistening body.

The thought of being intimate with an orc, which had once only instilled fear in her, now made her heart flutter and her body hot.  A swelling sensation spread from her pussy and started to extend to her entire body.  She convulsed, unable to control her movements.  An urge to pee made itself known to her, but her convulsions made her push through it rather than ask to go to the chamberpot.  Fluid left her and covered the orc’s mouth before dripping onto the floor. 

She moaned in desperation and embarrassment.  The elf arched her back and curled her toes as waves of tingling electricity flashed through her.  When she became too sensitive, she patted his head lightly.  True to his word, he set her down and pulled his face away from her womanhood.  The orc picked up her trembling body and laid it on the bed, and knelt by her side.

Leofwen reached out and tried to wipe away the moisture from his face. “I am so sorry I peed on you.  I couldn’t help it.”

“That’s no pee, Leofwen.  Sometimes women will release fluid when they orgasm.  We call it squirting.  It’s a clear sign to a man that a woman enjoyed what he was doing to her.  I love it when a girl squirts.”

“Really!?  Thank the gods.  I was scared you would stop.”

“Are you ready for more?”

The elf nodded.  Harold stood up, lowered his pants, and kicked them away.  The orc’s pecker was as hard as it could get.  Leofwen could see the veins up and down its length, and she reached out to wrap her fingers around it.

“This is going to fit inside of me!?” she said, staring at the engorged member.

“If you want it to slip inside easier, you can get it wet with your mouth.  You don’t need to, though.”

Without thinking, the elf swung her legs off the edge of the bed and put her face next to it.  Harold held the top bunk bed frame with one hand and caressed the pale skin of her face with the other.

“Can I hold it with both hands like this?” She looked at it with fascination as her stroking pulled back the foreskin slightly, exposing his glans.

“Absolutely, yes.  Pull the green skin back and expose the purple part.  That head loves getting licked, kissed, and sucked.”

The elf felt safe to experiment and stroked his green cock.  Parting her lips, she looked up, and took his plum-sized knob into her mouth and sucked gently.

“That’s so fucking good, Leffy.  You don’t need to do anything more than you're comfortable with.  You’re doing fantastic, though.  Don’t think you need to get my length down your throat.”

The elf took the words as a challenge.  Straining her jaw to open wide, she pushed her head down onto him.  It hit the back of her soft palate, and she gagged.  Her head whipped back, and a string of saliva trailed from he lips to his tip.

He chuckled and said, “I don’t need you getting scared of it, elf.  I only want you to make your first time as pleasurable as possible.  You’re safe with me.”

“I just wanted to see how far I could go.  What’s this clear stuff coming from it?”

“That’s precum, it helps lubricate you while we make love.”

“Well, it tastes good, and it makes my mouth feel warm.  I want more of it.”  The elf’s ears twitched, and she went back to testing her limits.

Harold reached for her head but hovered. “Leofwen, may I touch your ears?”

She jerked back again and looked at him with flashing eyes.  While she continued to stroke, she said,  “Only if you’re very gentle.  I’ve heard they’re much more sensitive than orc ears.  If you pinch them, I’ll bite you.”

“Yikes, message received.”  He said with a smile. “I’ll let you get back to what you were doing.”

She smirked before going to work on his cock with renewed vigor.  Harold reached out and just put his fingers on the underside of her long, pointed ears.  Her bobbing made her ears slide over his fingers.  She reacted and started to whine between sucking and bobbing.  The action set her to blow him faster.  Each stroke now penetrated her mouth deeper, and she ignored the urge to gag.

Harold could feel his cock bend as it curved down her throat.  He wanted to grab her head and face fuck her, but he kept his word and kept teasing her ears and letting her be the one in control.

Soon she was so far down his rod that she let go with her hands and gripped his clenched buttocks, using her arms to force herself down as far as possible.  His cock was now covered in slimy saliva and precum.

“You’re so good at this, Leffy.  If you keep this up, I’m going to come!”

Rather than put her on guard, it only drove her faster.  She still couldn’t get even halfway down his cock.  Her mouth was hot and tingly from the orc’s special precum, and she forced herself to get as much of it as possible.

“Coming!”  he groaned as his dick exploded in her mouth.  A gout of cream sprayed against the inside of her cheek, and her eyes went wide. Harold felt her hands pull hard, and the last motion managed to get his cock fully down her throat.  Orc testicles disgorged their contents into her belly.  The elf held her breath as green flesh closed off her windpipe.

Rather than pinch her ears, he gripped the upper-level bed frame of the bunk bed and resisted with all his might to be rough with her.   He could feel his spunk leave his cock and go down her throat.  As if his balls knew what they were spurting into, they strained until they ached, giving every last bit of ejaculate to the rival elf.    It was only when his twitching stopped that she pulled away and fell back onto the bed.

She put her hands on her stomach and said, “What is your stuff doing to me?  I feel fuzzy and warm right here.  Harry, please hold me.”

Harold crouched and rolled into bed and held the elf tight and showered her head with kisses. He said, “Thank you for that, Leffy.  I know you didn’t have to do that.”

“No!  After trying it, I only wanted more.  Now you’re inside me, and now I’m feeling drawn to you.  Thank you for holding back.  I can’t believe I’m feeling these feelings with an orc.  Kiss me, you monster.”  She giggled.

Harold smirked and rolled towards her, kissing her possessively while spreading her legs.  Feeling his lead, she embraced him and spread her legs wider.  He positioned himself on all fours and looked down at his new conquest.

“You want me inside you now, don’t you?”

“Yes, Harry.  Make me a woman.”

“I need you to be in control right now.  Put me at your entrance.”

The elf swallowed hard and nodded.  She reached down and gripped his member, already back to being rock hard.  Leofwen gripped it and moved it up and down her slit until her lips parted and his head rested between them.

“Now grab my hips and pull me towards you.  We’re taking this slow.  You wanted gentle, right?”

“Yes!”  She said as she gripped his buttocks and pulled him down.  Her wet pussy stretched as the purple cockhead was pushed inside. Harold raised an eyebrow and smirked as she accepted every inch of him in one downstroke.

“I thought you wanted to take this slow.”

She kissed him on the mouth and smiled coquetishly.  “But now you’re in my stomach and between my legs, right where you belong.  Just let me get used to your size, Harry.”

The pair made out while the elf scratched his back. “Harry, I’m sure a wild orc would have been too rough.  I know you care for me.”

“How could I not?  You’re a one-of-a-kind beauty.  Sure, you were a little rude to me, but I knew you had a good heart.”

She ground her hips up at him and ran her fingers over his black hair. “If my family ever found out, it would be a scandal.  I don’t care, though.  I knew I had to have you once you stood in those orcs' path and risked your life for me.  Maybe even a bit before that.  I think I was rude to you, because deep down I was scared of getting close to you.”

“Really?  You did a good job of hiding it.”

She gripped his ass and pushed him into her. “There’s a little-known kink among elves.  Some of us fantasize about being with orcs.  Now I get to not only have an orc, but a smart and gentle one as well.  Will you always be gentle with me, lover?”

“Yes, Leffy.  In our bed, you can be the one in control.”

She bit her lip, “Maybe you can take control for now if you promise not to be rough.”  She removed her hands from his butt and wrapped them around his shoulder blades. “Take me.”

Harold ground his pelvis into the elf, nudging his knob against her cervix.  The elf yelped and let out a choked, “So good!”

Pulling his cock out, his ass rose.  When his knob rested on her entrance, he pushed in again.  Leofwen groaned as the girthy cock pushed aside her vaginal walls.

“A brutish orc has taken my virginity!  He’s stretching every inch of my pussy!”

The orc grunted and no longer hesitated between thrusts.  Harold savored the moment and couldn’t help but feel like orc and elf were meant for each other.  Perhaps orcs and elves were connected in some way he wasn’t told about.  While the humans felt tight and amazing, his body just clicked with Leofwen and Gordana.

“Kiss me, orc, claim your prize!”

Harold’s lips crashed down onto Leofwen’s, and he found himself fucking her throat with his long tongue.  He fucked her mouth at the same pace as his cock filled her pussy, giving her enough time to breathe between thrusts.  The elf wailed and held on with both arms, and she wrapped her ankles around his.

The pair was locked together as his hips bucked into her alabaster pelvis.  The elf increased her motions, inviting more forceful thrusting from the green monster penetrating her.  Deliberate thrusts became strong, and their flesh slapped together.

Soon, the elf’s pussy clamped tight around Harold’s prick.  She grabbed him by the hair and pulled his head away so she could let out a ragged scream of ecstasy into his neck to muffle the sound.

“Fuck my elf pussy, Harold!  Fill me with that delicious seed of yours!”

“You’re mine now, Leffy.  Do you understand that?  Don’t let anyone near you.  I want you all to myself.”

“Fuck! Mmmmph!  Why do I want this so much!?”

“Heh, I think the elf is falling for me.”  He said, looking into her eyes.

“It’s not fair, orc cum makes me feel good.  And this cock of yours is just right.  Mmmph.  Do it, Harry, pound my elf pussy hard!  I surrender!”

The orc needed no further instruction.  He pulled her head to the side and sucked on her neck, marking her with a hickey.  His thrusts were now hammering into her.  The elf had not stopped her orgasm; his member only drove her to higher levels of pleasure.

They fucked like that until he could feel the pleasurable sensation of his cock trying to orgasm.  He tried to force it down; he wanted that delicious feeling to last forever.  It was only when she started mewling weakly that he found himself unable to stop himself from blowing his load.

“Harry! Ghaaa!” Leofwen said while giving him a crushing hug.  Long, intense ejaculations shot streams spraying against her cervix.  The world melted away, and all the elf could feel was his hot spunk fill up her insides.  She now had one load in her stomach and one at the entrance to her womb.  She felt as if she were being carried away by clouds while basking in warm sunlight.

“Harry! I’m yours!”

“Leffy...”  He groaned as he fell on top and put his entire weight on her. 

The elf laughed and pushed him to one side.  He wrapped one leg around hers, and his phallus softened while resting on her hip.  It oozed the remaining bits of his load on the front of her thigh.  He cupped her breast weakly while he snuggled.

The elf felt her tattoo flash with power and start to consume the ejaculate in her vagina.  She smiled widely while his essence was converted into magical power that would give her better healing ability.

When she felt him breathing evenly and go limp on her.  She looked over to the candle, licked her finger, and snuffed out the light.

“I can’t believe I love an orc.  Harold, you’re not getting rid of me for a long time.”


Chapter 5

Harold woke up while dreaming of being in the waves by a sandy beach.  Each wave seemed to make him feel good, and he noticed he had an erection while swimming.  He was enjoying the scene of birds flying overhead as he floated in the crisp ocean when a tall wave crested over him and set him tumbling in the surf.  He opened his eyes and sat up to find himself ejaculating into Ida’s open mouth.  The thief had snuck into the room at dawn and had given him a blowjob.  He looked to his left and found Leofwen was fingering herself and playing with her tits.

Ida wiped her mouth and crawled up onto his chest and said, “Sorry, I was supposed to wake you up, but I saw your cock was painfully erect.  I was also hungry for it.  Did I do something naughty?” 

“Ida, I will never ever be mad about morning head.”  He lay back down and pulled the woman towards him.  They both squirmed to get close, and he planted a green hand on the rear ends of the girls.  A few moments later, he felt the elf cup his balls and stroke them with her thumb.

“I want you to fuck me, Harold.”

Ida scoffed, “What happened to the prim and proper elf?”

Leofwen hummed and said, “I think this orc slew her with his meat sword.  There’s only the lovey dovey Leofwen left.”

“What time is it? Don’t we have to get ready?”  Harold said.

“Don’t worry, so long as we’re up and ready by first bell, we’ll be fine.”

Just then, the town’s bell rang out.

“Shit!”  Ida said as she leapt out of bed.  “Maja was counting on me!  Come on, you two,  you’ll have to wait till nightfall for any hanky-panky.”

...

“You three!  You’re late!”  Maja yelled at Ida, Harold, and Leofwen.  “Didn’t I say to be here before the first bell?  The lord and lady are expecting us!”

Ida stepped in front and put her hands together, “Sorry, Captain.  It’s all my fault.  I got to their room late.”

“The hell you did, Ida, I heard you choking on something through the gods damn walls.  We’ll need to talk about this later.  Harold, stow your halberd in the cart and hop in.  Leofwen, you too.  The muster point is at the town gate.”

The party of six went double-time to the gate to find a caravan of three carriages and three carts getting ready to leave. 

A man-at-arms approached Maja and said, “A moment later, and we would have sent for you.  Lord Mello is waiting in the second carriage.”

“Thank you, everyone. Dismount, and we’ll introduce ourselves.”  Maja looked at her party.

The hero’s party approached the most ostentatious and rapped her knuckles on its side.  A moment later, the carriage’s curtains slid back, and a thin nobleman looked down his nose at Maja and the party.

He sniffed through his beak of a nose and said, “You’re late.”

“Yes, my lord,” Maja said with a bow.  “We’ll remedy the situation so it won’t happen again.  I’ll make sure of it.”

“See that you do.”  He looked at Harold. “So this is your tamed orc?  He looks even more impressive than your description.   Hopefully, he will make up for your lack of men in your party.”

Harold gritted his teeth, straining the muscles in his jaw.

Maja bowed, “I hope that we won’t have to prove our mettle.  If it happens, you’ll see that we're quite able to fight as well as male heroes.”

Lord Mello nodded, “Yes, your reputation speaks volumes for your abilities.  It seems almost unfair that a group of women should be so strong yet so pretty.”

Maja stepped back and bowed her head. “The lord flatters us.  With your permission, I’d like to get our party ready at the top of the column.  Let us not waste the daylight.”

“The hero speaks the truth.  If it’s not too much to ask, the lady Ruzena has asked me to invite the orc to dine with us on our way to Aggess.  I’m sure the hero would permit us this indulgence?”

“Would the lord like me to accompany him?”

“No, that won’t be necessary. Lady Ruzena is adept in the arcane and can activate his collar.  We’ll be perfectly safe.”

“Yes, my lord,”  Maja said as she saluted.

The party got the horses and cart up to the head of the column next to a man clad in heavy armor.

“Major Diegan, it’s good to see you again.”

“Likewise, hero.  Your party seems to have grown since the last time we met.”

“Yes, we lost Clara some time ago.  This is Leofwen Dialyth, our elf healer,  Harold Lynnwold, our new frontline fighter, and Gordana, our new  recruit.”

“Two orcs, huh, I never would have thought it possible.  They must be incredible fighters.”

Harold smiled and nodded, “Thank you, Major, Sir. I’m getting better by the day.”

“And he speaks Common so well!  They say a motley crew does better as adventurers.  I wish you all good luck, fortune, and glory.  Sean, call the column to advance.”

A lightly armored man on a palfrey put a horn to his lips and blew a series of notes. 

“Hero, lead the column, watch out for bandits, and tell Sean if you need to warn everyone in back.  I’ll drop back to the carriages.  Stop at noontime, the road passes by a lake, which will be a good place to water the horses.”  He touched his visor and turned his destrier around.

Harold, Leofwen, and Gorlana rode in the party’s cart, which Ida drove.   The orc and the elf sat next to each other while the she-orc sat across from him and kept her hand on his ankle and stroked it slowly like it was a rabbit’s foot.

The elf spoke as the caravan travelled through Tigsford’s farmlands,  “I’m sorry I didn’t wake you when Ida came into the room, Harold.  When she got into bed, I couldn’t stop myself from watching her do things to you.”

Harold took her hand in his and patted it with his other hand.  “This situation is new for all of us.  I get it, and I don’t judge anyone.  I just need to remember I’m here for the party first and foremost.”

Gordana laughed, “If you want, I can be the one to wake you up.  I’ll just keep you up all night.”

“I need sleep, and so do you, Gordana.”

The she-orc pouted, “Orcs don’t need sleep.  We can go for days on the hunt.”

“Well, I do.  Must be the man in me.”  He said as the train of men, horses, and carriages entered the forest, travelling east.

...

Later that day, as the sun was setting, Harold helped Maja set up the party’s tent while Ida and Gordana took the horses to the nearby stream.

They worked in silence for a while until the orc spoke, “Maja, Captain, I just want to apologize for the lateness this morning.  I let the party down.  It won’t happen again.”

The hero pointed at him, “Oh, I’ll make sure of that.  I’ll be the one to wake you, even if I’m not sleeping with you.”

“Yeah, we should spend more time together, Maja.”

“You’re damned right!” she said, covering her mouth. “I’m sorry, that was too strong.  I don’t know what’s gotten into me.  I’ve never been this jealous in all my life.”

“Then we’ll just have to work harder to make sure you don’t feel that way.  You’re the hero, remember?  Everyone depends on you, so we can’t put any extra burdens on you.”

“But with so many people in the party, how can we share evenly without going days apart?”

“Well, I was thinking about that.  What would you say if we experimented with having two girls sleep with me each night?  Maybe every other day.  I know that’s asking a lot, but we would spend fewer days apart.  You know how much I love it when you hold me at night.”

Maja punched him weakly in the arm, “Stop it.  You’ll get me hot and bothered too early.”

A boy in padded armor ran up to Maja and bowed. He said, “Lord Mello requests the presence of Sir Harold at his tent for supper.”

Maja looked at the orc and sighed, “Go on, Harold, I just hope you’re back for bed.”

Harold hugged her and whispered in her ear, “It’s just dinner, Maja.  If anything happens, you’ll be the first to know.  But I take it I’m not supposed to disappoint the lord?”

“Just behave, do as you're told, and don’t embarrass us.  We’re being well paid.  Just come back to me, understand?”

He kissed her on the forehead and backed away, “I’ll always come back, I promise.”
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