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Chapter 1

Harold followed the page boy through the caravan camp.  The tents ranged from Spartan to large and sumptuous, and became richer as he followed the young man to the center of the camp.  The largest tent, the one he was led to, was made with bands of red and blue cloth.  Armed soldiers patrolled, with many staring at the orc as he passed.

The page pointed to the tent flaps and said, “Lord Mello and Lady Ruzena are waiting for you.”

Harold nodded and walked to the tent where two guards crossed their spears in front of the orc.

“Who goes?”  One looked at him with a stone-cold glare.

“Lord Mello asked me to come. I am Harold Lynnwold.”

“Let him in, Gareth.”

The two guards pulled their spears back and saluted.  Harold bowed his head and smiled as he passed them.  Inside, he found the ground was covered in carpets.  Lord Mello smiled at him and approached.  Behind him was a young woman with auburn hair, in a long green gown.

“Sir Harold, it is a pleasure to meet you.”  He extended his hand, and Harold took it and shook. He found the noble’s hand incredibly cold.

“Lord Mello, you must understand, I’m not a knight.”  He pointed to his collar. “I’m not even a freeman.”

“Right you are, but from the stories I’ve heard from Maja and others, you’ll be well on your way to knighthood.  I’ll just call you Harold, shall I?”

“Yes, my lord,”  He bowed.

“Sir is fine after the first time, Harold.  You are learning our ways quickly, aren’t you?  You must meet my lovely wife, Ruzena.”  He brought the lady by the hand to Harold. Ruzena offered her hand, palm down.  Harold took it, bowed down, and kissed it.

“It’s an honor to meet you, my lady.”

“The pleasure’s all mine, Harold.  Please, won’t you dine with us?  Mello has managed to spear a boar near the camp.”

“Yes, please, Lady Ruzena.  I’ve never had it before.”

Ruzena tilted her head, “I find it hard to believe that an orc has never hunted and killed a boar in all his life.  And madam is fine after introductions.”

“I’m not the typical orc, madam.  I don’t know what Maja told you, but I was just summoned not long ago.”

“A summoned creature?  Ah, that’s why you’re at the party.”  Ruzena said with a smile.  “Did your soul come from another physical realm?  Do you still have memories from that dominion?”

“How did you know?”

“Come, sit, and have a drink.  Sakin!  We wish to dine!”  Mello said to someone outside the tent.  The lord led the orc to sit at a portable table covered in a white cloth.

When all were seated, the nobleman continued.  “You see, my wife is quite a learned person.  She was the first lady to have passed through the royal university in the capital.”

“You must be very proud of her.”  He said as a servant brought goblets filled with dark wine.  “What was your focus of study?”

“My degree was in teratology with a minor in temonology.”  She put a hand on Mello’s. “I was given away in marriage before I was able to pursue a master's.”

Mello winked, “And she’s never forgiven me for that.  So you’re from another world, hmm?  Can you read and write?  Was your society advanced or far behind ours?”

“Sofia, a member of the party, showed me your letters.  I can read fairly well now, and write some, but it comes slowly as there isn’t much reason to practice.  I would say my society was advanced.”

“It is so refreshing to see a monster speak so eloquently and act like such a gentleman.  We must talk about your world one day.  We may have much to learn from you,” Ruzena said.  “Ah, here’s the supper.”

The meat was already sliced and served on a bed of pan-fried vegetables.  The aroma of seared pork filled the tent and made the orc’s mouth water.

As they ate, Mello and Ruzena watched Harold intently.

“Amazing,” Mello said as he gobbled up  the meal. “He can even eat like a gentleman.  I don’t know many knights as well-raised as you, Harold.”

“Mello, dear, we’ve said enough about how odd he seems to us.  You’ll embarrass him.  Harold, do excuse my husband.  He still thinks you’re an orc, when in fact you are some other creature in an orc’s shell.  May I ask what race you were before you inhabited the orc?”

“I was a man, twenty-seven years old.  Living in a city called Boston.  I worked in the trades that involved building homes.  Now I serve Captain Maja as a front-line fighter.”

Ruzena’s eyes flashed as she leaned in, “How are you finding the job, Harold?  Tradesmen don’t often know how to fight.”

“I trained in martial arts before I came here, madam.  Maja is a good teacher in armed combat.  The new body makes it easier to fight, too.  I rarely get tired; I move much faster and hit harder.  I like working with the hero’s party.  Doing good makes me feel good.”

“I’m sure being surrounded by some of the prettiest girls in the kingdom helps, too.  Am I right, Harold?”  Mello said with a laugh.

Harold tilted his head, “I can’t lie, sir.  It is nice.”

Ruzena pointed her fork at Harold, “And do you find the party friendly to you?  May I ask if you’ve had relations with them?”

“Madam?”

Mello laughed, “He has, look at his face.  I can’t believe an orc’s blush looks purple.”

“I’m sorry for asking, Harold.  It’s just that orcs are one of the few species that can impregnate other races like dwarves, elves, and humans.  It’s one of the reasons why we find it so hard to combat the problem of orc raids.”

“I know from firsthand experience the horrors that orc tribes can inflict.  I know I shouldn’t judge an entire race, but what I saw made me hate them.  They’re cruel.”

A look of compassion flashed across Ruzena’s face. “You really are a human, aren’t you?  Mello, can you believe this?”

“He’s perfect, Ruzena.”

Harold sat up and asked. “Perfect for what, sir?” 

Ruzena clapped and then shook her fists in front of her face. “Perfect for my research into monster physiology!”

“What Ruzena is trying to say is that she wanted to find out the nature of how orcs are able to replenish their numbers after how many we kill each year,”  Mello said as he scratched his nose.

“You, Mr. Lynnwold, would please me greatly if I were to test some rumors I have dug up from the library at the royal university.”

“Um, I don’t know how exactly I could possibly help,” Harold said as he felt the temperature inside the tent rise. “I know you are noble, but I don’t want to be cut up and examined.”

Mello got up and poked his head out of the tent and whispered something to the guards.  He returned to the table, and the soldiers could be heard walking away.  The nobleman said, “The guards are still on duty but out of earshot.  “Ruzena, why don’t you speak plainly? There’s no point in beating around the bush.”

The lady frowned at Mello and then smiled at Harold. “The rumors I discovered involved how an orc binds a female to himself.  The source of this power may be physical or arcane.  When an orc knows a woman, they find themselves attracted to him to a greater degree.   A historian of the last great orc war said that if a woman were to engage in relations of various means, she would be smitten by him and never want to part with his company.  I wish to test that rumor.”

Harold tapped his fingers on the table and said, “How could you test the theory in good conscience?  Clearly, this is an issue of consent.”  He sipped his wine.

“Why should it be when I aim to be the test subject?  Is it you who would not consent?”

Harold nearly spat out the wine in his mouth. “You!?  But you’re married, and a lady!”  He looked over at the woman’s husband. “I have to refuse.”

Mello slapped the table, causing the settings to clatter, “Ha!  Can you look at this creature?  He refuses a pretty lady on my account!  Harold, you must stop this false modesty.  The nobles of this kingdom often sire children on the wrong side of the sheets.”

“But if she were to get pregnant, the child would be an orc!”

“And that orc would be well taken care of!”  Ruzena clapped. “I’d be blessed with complete data on orc pregnancy.  We’d also come to  record his or her growth into an adult. I assure you, they would live a happy life.”

“Really, Harold, I do hope you’ll indulge my good wife in her research?  If you do help Ruzena, I would be much indebted to you.”

The orc’s eyes darted to the tent flap. He started using his fingernails to push back his cuticles. “May I sleep on it?”

Mello frowned, “Understand, a refusal of my wife’s affections would be seen as a slight.”

Ruzena put a hand on Mello’s shoulder, “There’s no need for such pressure, my love.  There is a compromise that we could accomplish in the interim.  Why don’t I fellate the creature?  There is no risk of pregnancy, and I would get a taste of what they call the orc’s enchantment.”

“Come on, Lynnwold, be a good sport.”  The lord said as the lady rose from her chair, walked to the orc, and offered a hand.

Harold shut his eyes tight and grit his teeth, “You do me a great honor, lord and lady, but...”

“Wonderful!”  Mello interrupted and motioned to the camp bed. “I must request that I be present to ensure her safety.”

Harold winced and looked at the tent flap again, only wanting to get back to his party. “Very good, sir.”


Chapter 2

Ruzena had Harold stand by the edge of the camp cot while she knelt before,  loosened his trousers, and pulled them to his ankles.  When his cock was free of clothing, it was starting to engorge.  Harold could smell her floral scent.

“Mello, my husband, can you believe the size of his member?” she exclaimed.  Ruzena grabbed it with one hand, lifted it to attention, and started stroking while looking back at her husband.  “I’ve read stories about their impressive sex organs, but to see one of their penises up close is quite another thing.”

Mello coughed before stammering, “It is quite impressive.”  He stood up and shifted his chair so that he would have an unobstructed view of what was to occur.

“Harold, do you find me attractive?”  Ruzena looked up at him with topaz colored eyes.  She kissed the tip of his cock and then pulled back his foreskin enough to suck on his glistening head.

“You are very pretty, madam.  Your husband is a lucky man.  Are you in the habit of using your mouth on him?”

“Ha!  She never once touched me that way, Harold.  I think you’re the lucky one.”

Ruzena lifted his shaft and started to stroke him.  She dipped her head and began to lick his scrotum for a time before opening her mouth and accepting one testicle into it.  Harold sighed as he felt the gentle suction on his gonads.

She giggled and said, “These balls are so big, I can’t wait to see how much ejaculate they produce.  Harold, I want you to understand that I can handle it however you want to do this.  I need to understand how monsters like you fuck.”

He looked at Mello.  The nobleman was sweating in his chair, and a bulge in his pants started to show a wet spot.  Mello laughed and said, “It’s not often you get to see your beautiful wife behave in such a manner.”

Harold couldn’t stop shaking his head. Looking down, he saw Ruzena open wide and try to gag on his cock.  He reached down with both hands and placed them on her head, over her auburn hair.  If they wanted to see a show, he would give them one.  Harold forced the woman’s head down on his cock, pushing all the way until her chin rested on his nuts.  Her fingers stretched wide in shock as his girthy meat forced its way past her trachea and penetrated her esophagus.  The orc held her there for only a moment before pulling her back.  She gasped for air, making her chest heave.

“Last chance Ruzena.  I can jack off and go to bed, or you can get all of this.”

“Harold!  Please use me.  How could I give up this chance!” she said, panting.

The orc bent at the knees, gripped the gown at her neckline, tore it apart, and pulled it down her arms.  She let out a squeak, seeing her clothing ripped off her body like it was tissue paper.  Her breasts wobbled as they were freed from her bodice.  Her nipples were large and tinged a shade of brown. Sliding her arms out of her sleeves, she held onto his legs and braced herself.

The green monster gripped her scalp and pushed his knob past her lips until he was deep, and then started to fuck her face.  The thrusts were quick, designed only for his pleasure.  He could feel his dong bend as it went down her neck.  The woman was given enough time to breathe, but apart from that, she was at the mercy of this orc.  Her tits shook as he slammed his cock down her throat, and she let out small moans.  The noblewoman reached out and cupped his nuts, shifting them up and down the base of his cock.

The orc turned to see that Mello had his cock out and was stroking himself.  The man was sweating, and his eyes bulged while he licked his lips.  He muttered under his breath, “Fuck her throat, monster. Fuck her good.”

Harold looked at both of them.  The woman had tears in the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t break eye contact with Harold.  She looked as if she were in ecstasy.  The noble’s penis seemed average at best, and didn’t seem like he would last too long.

He pulled his cock out of her mouth.  Saliva drooled past her lips and down her chest.

“Harold!  Don’t stop for the gods’ sakes!  I need your essence inside of me!”

“Madam, stand up!”

“Yes!”  She stood in front of him.  Her chest was completely flushed, turning her alabaster skin into a mottled pink.

His hands gripped her clothing and tore it off her body.  He held the tattered garment in his hands, feeling the smooth silk between his fingertips.

“Mello, it's going to get worse from here on in.  I beg you to rethink this.  There’s no going back.”

“I order you to finish what you started, orc!”  He jacked himself.

Haroled grimaced, “Get on the bed bitch! On your back and hang your head off the end.  I don’t like how my pecker bends down your throat.”

“Yes, Harold.”

“Call me master, you slut.”

Mello grunted but said nothing. Ruzena bit her lip and glanced at her husband. “Yes, master!”

She did as she was told, and the orc knelt by her head and put his glans against her lips.  He sent his hands to her tits, and they gripped them hard.  Using her breasts to pull himself forward, his cock rammed down her throat.  Each thrust would push his nutsack into her face.

“Ah, so much better, my pecker gets to be straight,”  the orc growled.  He thrust his member inside her for a few thrusts and then would give her time to breathe, only to repeat the process.

“Do you want me to touch you, Ruzena?  Your mouth feels so good, I think you deserve a present.”

“Mmm hmm,” she moaned as his cock gagged her. 

Releasing one breast, his fingers found her snatch.  She spread her legs and bent her knees, making access easy.

“Mello, your bitch wife is drenched.  Can you see how easy my thick fingers can slide in your wife’s pussy?”

“My wife is a goddess, orc.  Make her crave orc cock!”

Harold pushed in two thick fingers into her shaved pussy and curved them into a hook.  He used this lewd grip to help ram his cock into her mouth.  The noblewoman couldn’t help but scream at this new level of pleasure.  Ruzena felt his rough digits mash the flesh of her G-spot mercilessly.  Her throat started to feel fuzzy and euphoric, and she wondered if it was some property of the orc’s precum.  She tugged at her unattended breast with her free hand. 

She felt like a watch that was being overwound as she was penetrated at both ends.  When she could take no more, she pushed through the need to pee and her urethral opening squirted a strong stream of fluid onto the palm of Harold’s hand.

“Mello, your wife seems to be a squirter!  Nice!”

“She never did it for me.  How could you, Ruzena?  You said I was the best.”  Mello said with a raspy voice.  A moment later, he shuddered and shot ropes of perlescent ejaculate across the length of his pants.  A few pulses later, the lord slumped in his chair, but continued to watch.

Harold pulled out of Ruzena but started to rub her clitoris.

“Do you like orc cock, bitch?”

“Mmmph.  Gyahh!  Like it?  I love master’s cock!  Fill my stomach, I beg you! Ahhh!”  Her conversation was interrupted by a clitoral orgasm.  The orc could see her pussy pulse, so he dug his fingers inside her again to feel their suction.

“It’s time for me to come, open your mouth slut.”

Ruzena strained to open as wide as possible.  The orc fucked her face with lightning-fast strokes.  He braced himself against the cot and his hand in her pussy.  The lady’s body was shoved back and forth, making her substantial breasts start to swing in tight circles.   The tight slickness overcame him, and a surge of pleasure overtook his pelvis.  He tensed his sex organ as he felt it start to pulse cum down into her belly.

Her moans went from pleasure to affection and satisfaction as she sensed the orc’s seed spray against her digestive tract.  When he was done with his orgasm, he pulled out, leaving a trail of cum across her nose and forehead from his dribbling tip.

Ruzena’s head lolled, and her eyes rolled back, but she was breathing. Her hands went straight to her stomach and held them there. “I can feel it!  I can feel the orc’s charm, Mello.  I feel warm and fuzzy inside.  I feel like I have butterflies in my stomach.  Please, Harold, stay for the night.”

Mello slouched in his chair and said,  “Perhaps it is best if you leave, Harold.  I fear the amount of noise Ruzena would make if her mouth weren’t filled.”

The orc bowed while he pulled up his pants and said, “I’m sure you have much to discuss.  I will say good night.”  He backed out of the tent and walked swiftly back to where the hero’s tent stood. 

The hero’s row of tents was set off from the main group of tents by some distance. Their tents were much smaller than the soldiers’ tents, holding at most two people comfortably. Harold tried to avoid making eye contact with the soldiers as he walked out to them.  He found Maja’s red tent, lifted the flap, and entered.  A moment later, he felt the cold steel of a dagger against his throat.

He eased and placed his fingers on the hand that held the blade and said, “Maja, it’s me.”

“I know.”

“I understand, I’ll just go then.”

“No!”  She whispered as she slipped the dagger back in the scabbard and put it under her pillow. “I’m sorry, it’s a force of habit.  Don’t go.”  Her hand gripped his wrist and pulled him close for a crushing embrace.


Chapter 3

Harold held Leofwen’s and Gordana’s as the cart crested a hill and let the three take in the view of the town of Aggess. The temple town was the largest town near the frontier and the northern wilderness.  A wooden pallisade was being replaced by a stone wall, and Harold could smell that the place had many more chimneys than Tigsford.

Grabbing the cart’s edge, Gordana stared at the expanding town. “It must be the biggest city in the world!” she declared. Then she turned to Leofwen. “You only said it was just a little larger than Tigsford!”

The elf laughed and replied, “It is, Gordana.  If you go to the south and visit the capital, you’ll see fifty thousand people.”

The orc scoffed and said, “There aren’t that many people in the world, Leofwen.  There’s not enough game to feed that many people.”

Harold pointed a finger at the she-orc, “That’s true, but most people in cities only eat bread, grains, and vegetables.  Meat is a luxury.”

“Bleh, who would want to live in a city then?”

Harold watched the leader of the column gallop to Maja and hand her a hefty sack of coins and a sealed scroll.  There was some back-and-forth, and Harold could see that Maja was a little surprised when the knight left her and returned to the nobleman’s carriages.

“What’s going on, Captain?  Did we get paid?”  Harold called out to Maja from the cart.

Maja slowed her horse to keep pace with the cart and said, “More than that, Harold, they’ve given us a bonus.  On top of that, they’ve asked us to use their guest quarters during our stay in Aggess.  That will save us considerable money and will give us more time to research.  There’s only one catch.”

Harold scratched his arm and said, “Nothing’s ever as good as it sounds.  Heh, what’s the catch?”

“We’re to sleep in individual rooms, and you’re to be available for an audience with the lord and lady in the evenings,” she said before twisting her lips into a pout. “You must have done something to impress them, no?”

“Lady Ruzena is a monster researcher.  She is interested in orcs, and I’m the easiest source of new information for her.”

“And why can’t I be present during these interviews?”  Maja said while she glared at him.

“It involves orc interracial relations.  Yes, it’s as bad as it sounds.  Would you rather not accept?”

“Hmmph!  Refuse the request of the Marquess’s son and daughter-in-law?  Do you want us thrown out of town or worse?  No, Harold.  You seemed to have put us in a bind.  I hope you can get us out before we get too stuck in this place.”

...

Lord Mello’s residence in Aggess was a tall tower surrounded on all sides by a building that did double duty as a wall, as if it were a small copy of the Marquis’s castle; the two fortified buildings were only separated by the town’s central green.

The party brought their cart into Lord Mello’s stables, and then Ida, Sofia, and Maja went to return the rented horses to the town’s stables.

They now sat in a drawing room of the guest’s quarters of the lord’s tower house.  The party was looking at the orc.

Leofwen said, “So you’re saying we can’t be with Harold while we're here?”

“I don’t think that’s the case.  They said they’d call on me after nine pm.  I figure we can spend time together before then, and most days they won’t ask for me.”

Ida pointed at the orc and looked at Maja and asked, “What happens if they get overly attached to him, Maja?  We’re not letting him get poached by these nobles, right?”

Maja raised an eyebrow, “Well, that mostly depends on Harold.  What do you say, Harry?”

“I’m staying loyal to the party, no matter what.  I’m not going unless you kick me out.”  He pointed into the palm of his hand and continued, “They see me as an experiment.  The hero’s party is so much more important than that.  But most of all, I have special bonds with all of you that I want to maintain.”

Maja stood up and looked down at him, “That’s nice to hear, but can we rely on your words? I don’t want to be blind sided a few months down the road.”

Harold stood and took Maja by the hands, “I don’t ever want to do something to hurt you, or the members of this party. I swear I won’t abandon you or the party.”

Maja sighed, and her shoulders relaxed.  She said with a smile, “Good, just remember that oaths are built with the bricks of individual choices.”  Maja stepped in and hugged him; Harold hugged back.

The hero pulled the orc back to his seat, sat him down, and stood behind him. “Now with that out of the way, let’s use our time here efficiently.  Sofia, we need to get you into the guild library.  This is your time to shine.  Do you need help?”

Sofia nodded, “I think that since we have Leofwen, she would be very helpful in translating some of the more ancient sources.”

“I’d be glad to help,”  Leofwen said.

“Ida, do you need to talk with the local adventuring groups?  See if there are any rumors about things that aren’t on the guild’s quest board?”

“If you give me some extra coin to pay for drinks, it will be no problem.”  She said with a smirk.

“Right, that leaves me with you and Gordona, Harold,”  Maja said, folding her arms. “We need to train you in the cutlass, and I need to see how the she-orc handles her axes.  We’ll have to buy her better ones than she has and see if we can get her some cheap armor as well.  We have to see how we’ll work as a trio at the front of the party.”

...

Harold held a buckler in his left hand and his cutlass in the other while standing in the guild’s training ground in Aggess.  Maja had him making all the basic forms until he tired, while she sparred with Gordana.  The she-orc’s attacks needed a lot of work, and it was difficult to overcome the bad habits of her inferior monster training, which was fight or die.

The orc grimaced as his arm continued to function without any sign of losing strength. 

“I’m bored,” he muttered.

“Care to try to spar against a real opponent rather than the air?”  He heard a rough voice behind him.

He turned around to find a young man with long curly black hair.  He had sunken cheeks and a pointed chin.  He wore a chain shirt and a metal helmet.

“Hello, my name’s Thelag Zumie.  I’d love to have some practice fights with an orc.  I’m sure you’d like to avoid your basic forms.”

“I’m Harold,”  he said, looking at Maja, knocking Gordana down, and pointing a wooden sword at her throat. “Yeah that sounds good, just let me get a wooden shortsword.  What will you be using?”

“Longsword, of course,”  Thelag said, picking up the longer-bladed weapon off the training weapon rack. “It’s the choice of most advanced fighters.”

Orc and human stood  on the dusty ground and saluted each other with their wooden swords.  Harold put his buckler in front of him and kept his cutlass ready to attack.

Thelag rested his longsword on his shoulder and put a hand on his hip. “So how long have you been in the guild, Harold?”

“I’ve been in the party for a few weeks. I suggest you guard yourself.”

“Against a low-ranking monster like yourself, never.”  He smiled, revealing a gold tooth.

“Suit yourself,” Harold muttered while he advanced.  Rather than attack at full force, the orc practiced his new cutlass attacks on the veteran adventurer slowly enough to focus on the movement, rather than actually attacking.  Each cut was met with a sidestep or a retreat. 

“Pathetic, how did you manage to get into Maja’s select group?  Perhaps her standards are slipping.”

“Harold!  I thought I told you to practice your basic forms!  Why are you sparing?” Maja yelled from across the yard.

“Don’t worry, hero,”  Thelag said.  “I asked him first.”

“Zumie, you should know that Harold’s extremely dangerous.  Don’t let him fool you, he’s no ordinary orc.”

“He sure looks like one to me, and he’s slow as an ox,”  The swarthy veteran said with a sneer.

Harold moved so fast he seemed to teleport in front of Thelag.  The orc touched him on the clavicle with the wooden cutlass and retreated.  A group of onlookers chuckled.

“Fucking green piece of shit, yahhh!”  Thelag held his sword in front of him and ran at a full sprint to Harold.  The orc narrowed his eyes and got a sense of how fast he was going.  At the right moment, Harold sidestepped and cocked his buckler back.  When he saw Thelag turn his head in surprise, Harold rammed the steel buckler into the fighter’s shoulder. Thelag was launched across the training ground and tumbled three times before coming to a stop.

He struggled to sit up, cradled his shoulder, and yelled out, “Where the hell did you learn to do that, orc?”

Harold walked up to him and laughed, offering him a hand to get up. He said, “What are you talking about, sir?  You taught me how to do it during the first part of this fight!  You’re a very good teacher.”

“Son of a bitch, that will teach me not to be flashy again.”  Thelag smiled and took the green hand in his. “Now, where’s the guild healer? I think you busted my shoulder.”


Chapter 4

Later that night, Harold held Maja in her arms at the door to her bedroom with her knees shaking.  Sofia was a cum glazed mess lying on the bed.

“Thank you for your attention, Harold,” Maja said breathlessly. “Sofia’s really going to appreciate the increase in magical power as she does her research tomorrow.  I’ll also be able to train harder because you were so eager for me as well.”

Harold ran his fingers through her long blonde hair and said, “I wish I could spend the night with you, Maja.  A servant told me I have to be in bed soon, though.  I hope Sofia and Leofwen really find a powerful relic for you.  It will make what I’m doing worth it.”

Maja kissed him one last time and said, “Till we meet again.”

He walked down the hall and found his room.  Rather than simple accommodations, this room featured tapestries and fine wood furnishings.  The bed was soft and covered in silk sheets.  It almost felt like a crime for him to try to sleep here.  He looked out the tall window onto the central courtyard surrounding the tall tower where Mello and Ruzena had their suite of rooms.  Since the moon was full, he pulled the heavy curtains across, plunging the room into darkness.  He washed his face and got under the blankets.  Harold loved how quickly he could sleep now that he was an orc.

“I bet I could sleep on a pile of rocks if I had to,”  he muttered as he dozed off.

...

Ruzena’s heart fluttered as she pushed open the secret panel to enter Harold’s bedroom.  She stepped into the room with a lamp and walked to the canopy bed.  Her sheer nightie billowed as she approached the monster she craved so much.

“Master?  Master, it’s time for our session.”  She whispered into the green monster’s pointed ear.

“Mhmm?  Session?  Yeah, I’m getting up, Ruzena.”

“Come, we don’t want to wake your companions while the experiment is conducted.”  She pulled him out of bed and walked to the secret door, and said, “You’re going to have to bend down to fit in the passage.”

She felt his hot, thick fingers wrap around her own, and she felt goose-bumps down her arms as she led him along a tunnel.

He said, “You don’t have to call me master, Ruzena; that was just a bit of role play in the moment.”

She winced, “I will call my master, ‘master’, unless he orders me.  Am I not a good and faithful servant?”  Ruzena opened an iron door with a key she had around her neck and led him down a spiral staircase.

“Ruzena, you’re a noblewoman; you should be ordering me around.”

She giggled, “Only if you tell me to.  Honestly, I need to make sure I conduct my research properly, or my dear fool of a husband will make things difficult for us.  Then I wouldn’t be able to serve you, master.  Ah, here we are.”  Ruzena used the key again and pushed a heavy oak door with steel bands.  Beyond, there was a large room that smelled of leather and perfume.  Despite being a chamber deep within the tower, ventilation kept the space dry.  The walls of the room were covered with shelves containing various sex toys.  The center of the room had a few beds, two racks, and a padded bench.

The bench had three pads about five feet long and a foot wide.  The two outer pads were adjustable in height, but were set a foot and a half lower than the central bench.  The outer pads were fitted with padded leather manacles.

Ruzena couldn’t contain her excitement and squealed, “I can’t believe this is happening!  Master!  I’ve been waiting ever since you gifted me your seed to surrender even more to the orc’s enchantments.”

The young woman pulled off her clothes and mounted the padded bench.  Her forearms and shins lay on the side pads while she rested her torso and head on the central pad.  She shifted so her rear-end was at the edge.

“I’m sorry, master, but you’ll have to put on the cuffs.  I simply can’t do it by myself.”  She looked at him and waited.  Ruzena watched as Harold looked intently at her as he approached.

He knelt so their eyes were at the same level and said, “Why can’t you be a normal woman?  I’m sure you could find all this information out with more research.”

She pouted, “Master, what’s the fun in that?  I’ve become more interested in monster physiology ever since starting research at university.  Harold, I’ve had dreams of being taken by monsters and turned into breeding stock.  Now that I’ve completed the first of the three requirements for total submission, I want it even more, master.”

“So you’ve wanted orc cock for a long time, huh? Any other kinks?”

“I doubt there are any monsters that would be as safe as you.  Mello would never let an evil creature inside his father’s town, let alone his own home.  If you come across a nice tentacle monster that can talk, come tell me, master.”

“Heh, right, makes sense.  Now this is your last chance, my lady.  Past this point, I’m really in charge.  Do you need a safe word?”

“Real orcs don’t give safe words, master.  I don’t know why, but I trust you.  Please, use my body for your pleasure.”

Harold placed her arms and legs in the cuffs and strapped her to the fuck bench.  “Are these too tight?”

She struggled against the manacles. “It’s perfect, I can’t move, but nothing feels too tight, master.”

Ruzena saw Harold again in her field of vision.  He said, “Time for lights out, Ruzena.”  He turned down the lamp and hid it in a corner.  The room went dark.

“What are you doing, master?”  She said with a high-pitched voice.

“I’m not going to give away what’s going to happen.  It’s more exciting that way.  Do you have any lubricants or oils?”

“On the main bench in the clay pot,” she answered. “But I don’t need it, master.  I can take whatever you plan to do to me.”

“Now, why would I harm my very precious pet?  No, I intend to break you using pleasure.  That way, Mello can’t be angry.  By the way, shouldn’t he be here?”

“And interfere? No way.  I put a sleeping potion into his soup and had my servants carry him up to bed.  I don’t want him to ever get between us.”

“Heh, you should worry about me getting between you two. Anyway, let’s get started.”

The woman felt her hair get pushed to the side, exposing her neck.  She heard the oil pot being brought close and hands getting covered and rubbed.  Two well-lubricated hands came down on her shoulders and started to massage.

“Mmmph, what are you doing?”

“Wow, those are some pretty big knots in your neck. You must be under a lot of stress.  How can you possibly enjoy what’s going to happen if you’re so tense?”

The noblewoman groaned as his fingers firmly pushed into her aching shoulders. “Gods, where did you learn to do this?  I’ve heard of massage, but only people in the capital get them.”

“Heh, my ex-girlfriend always wanted massages, so I had to learn.”  He moved his hands lower to knead the flesh of her back along her spine.  His two thumbs mashed the muscles with small circular movements.  He took his time until each portion of her back released its tension.  Her body flashed when two massive hands grabbed her plump ass.

“Finally.”

Harold swatted her ass, making her yelp.  “What did you say, bitch?  You don’t like your master treating you nicely?”

“Yes! I’m sorry, master!  It felt good, but I’m so hungry for you.”  She gyrated as Harold massaged her glutes in the same way, but now his thumbs were getting closer to her butt crack.

“One second.”  She heard him grab something off a shelf and then more oil being applied.

“Ah!”  She felt something oily and cold press up against her anus, and she immediately clenched.  “What is that!?”

“It’s a glass buttplug.  You’ll need some training if you hope to get my cock in your ass.  Don’t you know what things are down here?”

“It’s Mello’s room; he’s never taken me down here.  He uses it mostly with his mistresses.”

“He has a hot wife like you, and he has mistresses?  What an asshole!”

Ruzena felt her heart leap when he said the words.  Why did it have to be an orc to say it?  “Master understands me.”

“I’m going to push it inside of you now.  Are you an anal virgin?”

She bit her lip and nodded, “Not even a finger has gone inside.”

“You’re going to have to let go with your spincter.  I’ve got it all lubed up, so this should be alright.  It’s the smallest one on the shelf.”

She felt the cold tip of the buttplug again and flinched, but didn’t struggle against her bonds as he added pressure in pulses.

“Gah!”

“It’s alright, baby, master’s got you.”  She felt his oily hands pat her head. 

The woman calmed herself and said, “You’re so gentle with your pet, master.”

“A good master takes care of his pets,”  he said calmly.  As he continued to work her anus with the clear glass plug, he asked, “So what are you going to do when you’ve succumbed to all of my enchantments?”

“I will do my best to write down my observations,” she said as she squirmed. “I will see if there are any means to resist or reverse the enchantments.  And we can also attempt to become pregnant, master.  I would love to bear your orc pups. Gah! It’s stretching me!”

“We’re almost there, pet.  If you push back, Ruzena, you’ll get it all in.”

“Gyahh!”  The girl pushed her ass down onto the toy and relaxed her ass.  Her butthole stretched to the toy’s widest part and then enveloped the bulb.  If the plug had not had a flat base, it would have disappeared up her rectum.   She went limp after getting the toy to fit inside her colon.

“Good my pet!” He moved his hands and now slid them up and down her back and pecked her cheek.  “That glass plug is filling you up, isn’t it?”

“I feel like I have to... never mind.”  The noble was too embarrassed to say she had to poop. “It just feels weird.  I, ahhhhh, feel so full!”  She said in a frustrated tone. She wanted Harold inside her, not some poor imitation.

She felt him back away.  All was quiet.

“Master?  Where are you?”

She heard a growl in the dark.  Her body went cold with the sound of the orc somewhere in the room.

“Please!  I need you, master.  I beg you to fuck me!  Mmmph!”  Two thumbtips sliding up the inside of her thighs made her silent.  The orc's thumbs moved inside her slit and pulled her pussy lips apart.

“Master!”  Ruzena whimpered.  “Please!”

“What are you, Ruzena?”

“I’m the master’s pet!”

“What will happen if I fuck your pussy and then your ass?  What do the rumors say?”

“If you do it, then I’ll be yours forever!  Master! Put it in!”

“You really want to truly love a monster?”

“More than anything!”

When Harold shoved his well-lubricated cock in the woman, she let out a wail and pulled against her bindings.  The restraints made sure she barely moved.

“Now my prick is inside you.  Is it really worth falling for me?”

“Yes, master!  Can’t you see how desperately lonely I am?  I can’t even tell when Mello’s inside me.  Please master, you won’t regret it.”

He pulled his prick out of her and rubbed his tip up and down her slit.  “I cannot imagine how a proper girl like yourself could become a cock hungry slut.  There’s no possible way you and I could be together all the time.  I’ll be away on quests.”  He started to rock his cock in her tight pussy.

“Ahhh!”  Ruzena craned her neck.  Every inch of her pussy stretched to accept him.  Not only was her pussy filled, but her ass was stuffed as well.  The pressure on her G-spot sent bolts of electricity up her spine.  Her fingers wrapped around the edges of the bench, and her toes curled.

“Ruzena, your pussy feels good, and that sound you’re making is so cute.  Are you sure you wouldn’t rather have an affair with some other noble?  At least you’d have more in common.”

“Only master’s cock, gyah!!!”

His hands gripped her waist, and his girthy dong hammered into Ruzena.  The slapping sounds they made reverberated off the walls of the sex dungeon.

“Fucking slut!”  He slapped her ass. “I’m going to fuck you till your mind breaks, Ruzena.  How would you  like that?”

“I love it!  I love master’s cock!”

“Who else is going to fuck this snatch?”

“No one!  Gyahhh!  Mmmph!”  Ruzena squirted uncontrollably on the fuck bench.  She jerked back and forth as the orc dong wouldn’t stop fucking her.  The waves of pleasure wouldn’t relent, and soon she went limp.

She could still register the sensations as they coursed through her body, and she could feel him quicken and his grip tighten.  Master would soon come inside her, and the feelings of love would overcome her.

“Breed me, master, my womb is hungry for your seed!”

“Ruzena, do you have feelings for me, or is this really just to feel good?”

Pangs of shame hit her, and she winced.  Was she this hungry for real love and not the cold marriage she was cursed to remain in?  “Just fuck your pet! “

“Fuck, Ruzena!  It’s too tight!”

Ruzena felt a swelling and a rush of fluids inside her belly.  The orc pushed his cock deep inside her, and she felt it press against her cervix.  More spunk filled her, and the wetness spilt out and slid down her thighs.  It was so very hot.  Then warmth and euphoria started to spread from her belly to her legs and up her spine.

“Master!  My master came inside me!  It’s so much!”

“Fuck that was good.”  He started to grind his cock in her gash.

“But you’re still hard!?”

“Well, you’re just so cute, Ruzzy.  I think I might just want to finish this charade by fucking your ass.  We’ll be done with your silly experiment, and you can go back to your husband.”

“But what about the enchantments?  I’ll be totally devoted to you!”

“It will be interesting to see you get even more frustrated.  Just think how useless you’ll be if I’m gone for weeks.”

“Master!”

She felt a tug at her bottom, and she started to push the butt plug out.  He pulled harder, and she heard a pop and then an emptiness as the toy left her colon.  Then, even more emptiness as he pulled his cock from her pussy.

“Master! Don’t leave me!”  She cried out.

The cock pressed inside her gaping asshole and delved inside. She didn’t feel as full as before, and she could handle the stimulation better.

“Mmmmph.  Your cock feels so good in my ass.  Thank you for training it first, master.”

“I knew it would be better for you.  This needs lube and patience.”

She wanted the ass fucking to last forever, but she also wanted to get it done with so she could enjoy being a monster’s fuck toy.  All her fantasies would come true. She wondered what it would feel like to totally love this orc and adore him.

The orc went at his own pace and treated her with enough kindness that she would not be injured.  His hands returned to her shoulders, and he massaged as his hard rod claimed every inch of her insides.

Ruzena dreamed of a future with Harold.  Of all the sneaking she would have to do to get any time with him, and how it would be worth it.  She just didn’t want to be filled by him; she wanted to be held, kissed, and loved by him as well.  The hunger was no longer between her legs, but inside her heart.   Ruzena felt like she was climbing to the top of a mountain, desperate to see the sun on the other side of the peak.

“Ruzzy,  you need love just as much as any woman.  I think we can make it work if we try hard.  Fuck!  Your anus is clamping down on me!”

“Coming!  Sorry master! Just hold it there!  I feel so good!”  The orc obeyed and kept his cock deep inside.  Ruzena felt that somehow her G-spot was stimulated from her ass being filled. Every small movement he made caused her ass to twitch. 

“I Love!  I love you, Harold!    It’s not just your cock!   Now I know you’re such a sweet lover!”

“Ruzzy, I can’t give you all of me.  And you have to keep up with your marriage to Lord Mello.”

“I don’t want him. I want Harold! I only love you!  You’re not my master.  You’re my love!”

“Ruzzy!  I can’t hold back anymore!”  He went from slow to a fast pace that made her thrash on the fuck table.  She wondered how this monster could last so long, giving her pleasure.

She seized up in her final orgasm and clamped down hard.  The disgraced noblewoman felt the same twitches as before, and then a hot wetness filled her rectum.  She felt each rope lance deeper into her bowels, along with the delicious pulses of his member as it disgorged his love contents inside her.

“Ruzzy!”

She stretched her fingers and toes and lifted her head, “Harold! It’s done! There’s no going back!  I feel so good inside, and it’s all because of you!”

The orc collapsed onto her back, and she whimpered, “Please, my love, take me off this bench.”

Harold pulled the cuffs off her and pulled her up.  Ruzena immediately wrapped her arms and legs around him and showered his face with kisses.

“Ruzzy, slow down.  Hehe.”  Harold held her as she clung to him.

She pulled away and held the orc’s face, saying, “How can I, my love!?  We need to make sure you have a good night's rest, so I need to get you a hot bath to clean you off.  Then you can fuck my pussy or my mouth one last time.  That should still give you enough sleep.  Harold, can I please sleep in your bed tonight?”

“Sure, I guess.  Won’t your husband be mad? Is this the full enchantment taking effect?”

“No, silly.  It’s just love.  And Mello won’t mind that I’m doing more research.  He has his mistress to keep him warm.  I now have you.  Now let’s draw that bath.”


Chapter 5

Harold knew he was in trouble when he woke to find Ruzena clinging to him. After their night together, her demeanor changed. Instead of master and servant, she was madly in love. 

She ran her hands over his chest. “How is my new love? I hope you’re rested for your day.”

“Last night was something else,”  Harold forced himself to say.  “How are you feeling now?”

“I’m still warm and fuzzy,” she replied. “If I could, I’d spend the rest of the day with you in this room, but that can’t be.  I have to head off soon and make sure Mello doesn’t suspect anything too bad.”

“What’s ‘too bad’?”

“That I love you completely, and if divorce were legal, I would drop him like a hot iron.”  She rubbed her nose against his. “I never thought the orc’s enchantments would be this intense.  It’s not just a hunger, it’s real affection.  I never felt these feelings for anyone, my big, strong green man.”

Harold scratched his scalp and  smiled, “You know my situation, Ruzzy, right?”

“Yes, of course.  You’ve been more than clear.”  She cupped his face and said, “There are other women, and you’ll not be around all the time.  There are things beyond my control, but I can try to make you fall for me and be useful to you.  That way you won’t abandon me.”

“Ruzzy, I thought you said you’d try to resist the charms.”

“Nope, not going to do it.  I feel too happy.  Why would I give up these feelings?”  She snuggled him.  “I’ll write my research, that’s for certain.  I don’t want to resist.  Last night was a revelation, Harold.  Gods, the thought of you inside of me is turning me on again!”

“Heh, then we should get up.  I need to train with Maja, and Sofia needs to research treasures in the guild library.”

Something flashed across Ruzena’s face, she said, “Library, huh?  Interesting.” She got out of bed and reached for her nightgown. “I have to run, my love.  Have a good day, and I hope to see you soon.”  She walked to the secret door, and Harold could see his glaze covering the inside of her thighs as she walked.  Last night had indeed been a marathon session.

When she left, and he was washed up and dressed, he heard a knock at the door.

“Come on, sleepy head,”  Maja said sternly. “You think you can train in your bedroom?  Come for breakfast, and we’ll be off to the guild training grounds again.

...

Maja had a light spear in her hand, and practice armor covered her face and torso.  She circled Harold, who still had his wood cutlass and buckler, and said, “So you’re saying that if I let you do that to my bum, that I’ll fall for you completely?”

“She’s acting like she is.  The woman also told me she’s not going to try to get rid of the enchantments either, she loves it.”

“So, why don’t we do that?  You used my mouth, and we made love.”  She attacked with darting thrusts, which Harold failed to deflect.  The hero was buffed with his essence, which she got the night before.

“I haven’t done that with anyone in the party.  It’s not really something I’m used to women wanting.  Are you sure you would want the full effect of these charms on you?”

“I already feel like I’m falling for you, Harold. Why try to avoid something that would make it complete?”

“Because you need to focus on your quest?  What about the demon witch?”

“If you’re by my side, then it won’t matter.”

“If there was a choice between defeating the witch and saving me, I need you to promise me you’ll choose defeating her.”  Harold lunged, attempted to bat the spear away, then chopped down.  The hero leaped over him and landed a butt strike with her spear against his back, sending him sprawling.

“If I’m the true hero, I’d never let myself get into that situation.”

“Damn, you’re so fast when you’re boosted.”

She stepped in close and smirked, “Just imagine how powerful I would be if I were completely devoted to you?  Did you ever think of that?”

“You’d be even more powerful?   If the whole team were that way, I don’t know who could stop you.”

“I think we should go for it, Harold.”  She touched his side. “I’m willing to try if you are.”

“Hey Maja!  Long time no see!”  A voice bellowed from behind her, causing her to jump.  She stepped to the side, and Harold could see who yelled out.

A tall, broad-chested knight with dirty blond hair, falling past his ears, approached.  The man had a confident smile, which was only helped by his bright blue eyes and his square jaw.

“Louis!  I can’t believe it’s you!”  Maja dropped her spear and gave the man a hug.  Harold felt a twinge in his stomach as he saw Maja touch someone who wasn’t him.  Would this be how her husband would feel if he knew what Harold had done with his wife?

The knight kissed her on the cheek and then held her back by the shoulders. “Let’s have a look at you.  My, my, the shy rookie I met so long ago seems dead and gone.”

“I’ve got a lot more experience now.  A year is a long time.”  She blushed and looked away to see Harold looking at them.  Her eyes went wide, and she blurted out, “Oh!  Harold!  Yes, please come meet my first trainer from Barrowstein, Sir Louis Janar.  Sir Louis, this is Harold Lynnwold. We summoned him after losing Clara.  He may look like an orc, but he’s got a human soul.”

Harold did his best to smile authentically, but his arms got goosebumps as he shook the knight's slightly smaller hand.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir.  Maja is excellent, so you must be a wonderful teacher.”

Louis kept a hand on Maja’s shoulder and said, “She’s going to be in the history books, for sure.  Not only a true hero, but a true beauty.”  Harold saw Maja wince.  “I’ve never met a summoned creature.  I see you have a slave collar.”

Maja broke Louis’s grip from her shoulder and ran to Harold, putting a hand on his chest. “Once we found he had a human soul, we promised not to ever command him.  He’s a full-fledged member and is quite happy with us, isn’t that right, Harold?”

“Yes, I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else,” he said, smiling.

Louis raised an eyebrow and said, “Still, it’s quite unorthodox.”  He paused before smiling, “But I’m sure it’s going well. Have the folks back home heard about him yet?”

“Oh!  No, we haven’t had time to send a letter about Clara.  Things have been quite busy.”

“So Jack doesn’t know there’s an orc in the party?”

Maja seemed to shrink.  Shaking her head, “No, he doesn’t.”

“Well, you'd better get writing.”  He laughed.

Maja nodded, “Yes, I’ll try to start writing it tonight. But Louis, what are you doing here?”

Louis pointed to the ground, “Come on, everyone knows Barrowstine is too far from the wilderness to be exciting.  Since I showed the guild how good I was at training, they let me pick any guild I wanted.  I figured I’d go to the best town near the frontier.  I’m glad I did, now that I know you’re in these parts.”  He flashed his teeth at her again.  “We’ll be able to catch up.  It’ll just be like old times, right?”

“Well, Louis, we have to get going to meet up with the rest of the party,” Maja said, hurriedly picking up her spear and tugging Harold by the wrist. “We’ll have to grab lunch.”

He put his hands on his hips, “Why don’t you and I grab a bit to eat at that shashlik place?”  She looked at Harold. “I don’t know if...”

“You don’t have time for lunch with your old trainer?”  The man said incredulously.

“No, I can do it.  How about tomorrow?”

“How about today?  Harold, you don’t mind letting your master go for lunch?”

Harold felt cold, unable to say what he wanted. He looked at Maja, who smiled and shrugged. “No, I’ll go meet them at the library.  It was nice to meet you, Sir Louis.”

“Nice to meet you, too, Harold. I’m sure we’ll be seeing more of each other.”  He winked and waved as she put an arm around Maja and left his hand on her shoulder.


Chapter 6

Carrying a tray loaded with bowls of pottage, Harold approached the party’s table. He unloaded each bowl in front of them. Once seated, the group began to eat.

“Harold, you won’t believe what we found so far in the library.  Remember that fort we came across?  Well, down that valley is the start of the long-lost kingdom of Prignar.  There’s a necropolis a week’s travel down that valley to the west.”

“Necropolis?  A city of the dead?”

“Yes, exactly.  The source we dug up says a paladin known for fighting demons was buried there, along with some of her gear.  We’re hoping she would have been buried with equipment good for fighting our enemies.  By the way, where is Maja?  She was training with you, correct?”

“Yeah, we met a trainer named Louis.  They’re having lunch. Shahlik, I think it was.”

Ida spat out her mouthful of pottage, “Louis!?”

“Yeah, he was a blue-eyed blonde knight with a perfect smile.  I suppose you know him?  What's wrong?”

Sofia played with her food and said, “Sir Louis and Maja trained for quite a while before we set out.  So much so that there were rumours.”

Harold tilted his head, “Rumours?”

Ida wiped her mouth, shrugged, and said, “Let’s just say Louis had a lot of laughs with Maja at the tavern in Barrowstein. A few days before we left,  Maja asked if we thought Louis would be a good addition to the party.  We voted it down, but her husband Jack found out, and things blew up.”

Sofia said, “It was so bad we snuck out of town at night, rather than getting a hero’s send off.  We were pretty embarrassed about it, and we almost didn’t go.”

Harold looked at his meal, “So he’s come up here now, and now he's a trainer in the guild.”

Gordana talked with her mouth full, “Should we kill him?”

Leofwen scoffed and said, “Is violence your answer to everything?”

Gordana shrugged, “It’s worked well until it didn’t.”

Ida pushed her bowl away and said, “There really isn’t much we can do but to avoid this town.”

Sofia put her face in her hands, “But the guild library is the biggest source of knowledge next to the borderlands.  Our quest will take longer if we leave.  Maja may not even want to go if we ask.”

Harold shrugged, “What are we even getting worked up for?  Maja is her own woman.  If she wants to form a relationship with someone, who are we to stop her?”

Gordana flashed her tusks, “Yes, if Maja goes with that man, then there’s more time with Harry for me!”

Ida waved her hand, “Yuck.  He’s a creep.  If he were a member of the team, we’d be on guard all the time.  He’s been trying to get into the party from the beginning.”

“How strong is he?”  Harold asked.

Sofia frowned, “He was much stronger than Maja a year ago.  Who knows how strong he is now?  No one’s been working as hard as Maja to improve, though.”

“Hey, everyone! Guess who’s here?”  Maja said as she approached the party, Louis was smiling broadly next to her.

Ida gritted her teeth and said, “Hey, Sir Louis, it’s been a long time.”

“Indeed, it has.  What are the odds that I moved to the one town where the hero’s party is staying?” 

“Yeah,” Ida said with a trailing off voice, “It’s so wonderful...”

“Oh, I forgot to ask, Maja, where are you all staying?  Maybe I can take a room there while I find my own place.”

“Heh, well, you see, we’re staying at a private residence.”

“Oh?  Who are you staying with?”

“You’re nosy,”  Gordana said with a frown.

“I beg your pardon?”  The knight said, raising an eyebrow.

Harold interrupted, “It’s nothing.  Gordana is learning manners.”

Maja put a hand on Louis’s arm and said, “What the she-orc is trying to say is that the people who are housing us would like to remain anonymous if possible.  I hope you understand.  We can meet up at the guild as much as you like.”

“I see,”  he nodded.  “I guess it can’t be helped.  So, would you like me to give your fighters an evaluation, Maja?  I’ve got some free time before my first scheduled training session.”

“I would love to!”  Maja said. “I want you to see how well I’ve trained Harold.  Gordana is a work in progress, but she’s learning quickly.”

...

Louis stood with a blunt longsword with the tip pointed against Gordana.  The she orc bared her teeth and wielded two wooden axes. They circled each other in the practice field while Maja and Harold looked on. 

The knight’s movements were precise yet flowing.  His attacks seemed to require no effort, but left the orcess panting.

Louis looked down at her and smiled, saying, “You have to remember to move with the center of your body in mind.  Don’t overextend.” 

“What does that mean?” she said.

“Keep your feet under you if you can,”  Maja said. “You’re at a disadvantage when Louis has the longer weapon, so don’t make the mistake of reckless attacks.”

Gordana let out a war cry and sprinted to Louis’s side and got low.  Louis swung his sword to touch her, but the orc was quick.  Dropping one axe, she grabbed a handful of dirt and threw it into the knight’s face.  With his eyes closed, she chopped him with the axe against his ribs.  She grunted in triumph and went back to pick up her axe.

“Damned bitch!  I’ll get you for that!”  Louis kicked Gordana while she was facing away and got a boot in her back, sending her sprawling.  Louis lifted his longsword and didn’t hesitate to bring it down on her with full force. 

Louis grinned as the blade descended, but then he heard a loud metal clang, and a shockwave went up his arm.  The knight stood stunned as Harold looked at him, cutlass and buckler at the ready.

“Sir Louis, you’ve proven your point that Gordana should never turn her back on her opponent.  No need to hit her while she’s down.”

Maja clapped, “Good blocking, Harold.  Louis, can’t you see how fast the orc is?”

Gordana got up and dusted herself off.  “He’d be dead if my axe was real.”

“Step aside!  Heroes don’t fight dirty,”  Louis said, pointing past Harold to Gordana. “She has much more to learn.”

“You’ve spent plenty of time with her. Why not try me?”  The org said, with a face betraying no emotion.

“Fine,” the knight said, backing up and taking an en garde position. “Let’s see how the party’s mascot fares against a trained knight.”

Harold watched his opponent and how many of his movements reminded him of Maja.  The orc took the most basic stances to avoid giving the knight too much information.

“Gods, this is disappointing.  He looks like a bear in the circus.”  Louis said as he dropped the tip of his sword and smirked.  That smile turned into terror when he saw Harold had taken the bait.  The orc leapt and took three swipes with the cutlass that made Louis make fast dodges and a parry that almost didn’t deflect the wooden cutlass.

Louis glanced over at Maja and then narrowed his eyes at Harold. “You think your strength and speed will save you?”  The knight thrust, and then, when Harold blocked with the buckler, the longsword would duck below the small shield and thrust further, trying to touch Harold’s chest.  A quick retreat was all the orc could do to save himself.

Maja looked on with her eyes darting between the knight and the orc, her fingers were folded together in front of her mouth.

The sparing partners were out of earshot of the hero.  Louis said, “I’m going to put you in your place, you monster.  Maja will see that I’m ten times better than you and will be forced to bring me in as a member of the party.  She and I are destined for each other.  If you value your life, you’ll never lay a finger on her!”

The guild trainer went into a crouch and launched an attack.  The orc attempted to deflect with his blade, but the knight used his sword hilt to lock Harold’s cutlass.  One quick twist sent the orc’s weapon flying into the dirt.

“Now take the medicine, freak.”  Louis brought the sword around to attack with full force.

Harold’s eyes went wide, and instead of fleeing, he balled his hand into a fist.  The length of the sword was aimed at his head.  Time slowed down for Harold as he dipped his entire head and shoulders below the practice weapon and lunged to the right.  The orc had full access to the knight's armored torso and pulled back his fist and punched.  The chain mail did nothing to protect against the percussive force of the hit.  Harold heard the knight's ribs crack. Louis fell to his knees.

“Damn you!”  The knight yelled at him.

“Sir Louis!”  Maja ran to the fallen knight and touched his side, causing him to wince. She looked up at Harold with teary eyes. “Why did you hit him so hard?”

Harold picked up his practice sword and looked at her, “I barely touched him, Maja.”

“The bastard tried to kill me.  Take me to the healer, dear.”  Louis got to his feet again.  Maja looked away from Harold and supported the injured knight.

“Harold, go back home, and we’ll have a talk about this.”  She said while looking at the ground.

“Maja..”

“Enough, Harold, this is not the time or place.”  Maja walked with Louis towards the guild healer’s offices.  Louis looked behind Maja’s shoulder at the orc and smirked before groaning and leaning a little more on the hero.

Gordana came up next to Harold and put a hand on his shoulder, “You showed him mercy, and he didn’t even know it.  I know you could have put a hole in his chest, my chief.”

Harold gripped the hilt of his sword and squeezed it so tight the wood split.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcPP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcPN.jpg
Stratwman Context





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46






