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		Spring was always wet. Oliver had never seen a year pass without the rains coming, rushing in on the coattails of winter, spreading green throughout the land. Sometimes it took weeks. Other times it happened seemingly overnight, a warm southerly wind pushing out the cold, as if winter itself were a drunken man asleep on a tavern’s front step, driven away by the proprietor for scaring away customers. Somewhere beyond the horizon, a switch was flipped, and the seasons changed. Just like that.

		Oliver felt indifferent about it. The warmer weather permitted more time outdoors, but with it came the work in the fields and the trips to the town, real back-breaking work it was, pulling a loaded cart full of crops for two hours with no promise of them being sold. More often than not they were potatoes. Father had been planting them for three years now. They were simple and cheap to cultivate, but everyone was doing it now. So, as a result, Father planted more—and more and more until all the hectares were covered with them, stretching from one end of the lot to the other. You couldn’t walk without stepping on their wide, green leaves.

		And with more potatoes came more trips to town, with each one valued slightly less than the year before, or even last month. They filled every booth at the market, potatoes from all over the countryside. It was all because of Father. Oliver had heard him boast of it innumerable times. Father was first to grow the potatoes, and everyone copied him. Father’s were the original and the best. Nothing else could compare.

		“Go and tell ‘em that,” Oliver remembered from one of the many business conversations—which were really drunken rambles in thin disguise, of a father to his lousy son, who wasn’t bringing in as much profit each year. “Say they were the first, and the best. Shout if you have to! The original is always the best. Ain’t heard ‘em say any different. The second or the third, or the seventh no. We were the first. Make ‘em remember it. Say it until you can’t say another word. Make signs if ya have to. Everyone else copied us, copied me.”

		So, in late spring, that’s what Oliver expected. The potatoes grew, and he hauled them to town to sell as many as he could. If not, then he sold them in bulk to other vendors. He had to set out at dawn and be back by nightfall. That was the rule—Father’s rule. He best not break it lest the belt came out.

		With the morning sun touching his cheek, and its warmth surrounding him like an expensive wool coat—the kind he could never hope to afford—Oliver momentarily embraced the change of season before loading the last sack of potatoes into the cart. The first trip was always the most difficult, after months of staying indoors and his strength waning. The task would’ve been easier with a horse, but Father didn’t own one. “A waste of money,” he would say, especially since their farm was small, and the horse would have to be fed and maintained when not hauling crops to the town. The investment simply wasn’t worth it.

		Instead there was Oliver, a young boy capable of pulling the cart himself, no matter the weather or the road conditions. He had to. Father didn’t promise honest pay for it, but rather that the belt stayed where it belonged. Oliver couldn’t help but think that a horse would’ve been treated better.

		He started for town as soon as there was enough light to see the way, and after the morning fog had cleared out. An overnight rain had turned the road into muck, causing Oliver’s tattered shoes to sink several inches in. Not long after beginning the trip, he could feel the wetness between his toes, the mud squishing as he pushed off it, pulling the cart along. He had to pay careful attention, for the road was already littered with hoofprints and other tracks of carriage wheels. The latter were the best to follow. It was less strenuous if there was already a path for him, a pair of trails for the cart to follow like a steam engine on those fantastical rails. Oliver had never seen one himself, but he had heard of it. Someday everyone would have a steam engine like that, and he wouldn’t have to pull the cart anymore. Father had laughed at that idea. “Worse than a horse,” he’d said. “Won’t last but a few days before you have to buy another.”

		Half an hour had passed, and Oliver had broken out into a sweat. His legs and arms burned as they always did on the first trip, but he pulled. It was all he could do. The cart shifted in the mud as if it had a mind of its own, the flank of it dipping this way and that, the wheels sinking further into the slop. Once, Oliver thought he was about to get stuck, but he pulled hard and kept the cart from stopping completely. You couldn’t let that happen, not in mud. Once the cart was stopped, you were stuck there for good until a kind gentlemen came along with a horse and helped pull you out. More importantly, that meant time wasted that could’ve been spent at the market selling potatoes. The cart was loaded full, and Father wanted at least half of them gone when he returned. But really that meant most of them. Only half sold would get him a scolding when he stepped foot in the house again, as sure as the sun was gold.

		The road weaved through the forest, under dew-covered boughs and branches covered with green. Birds sang in the distance. Droplets sprinkled down from above, though the day was cloudless. Oliver glanced up and saw the canopy, high and thick. The shade was welcoming, though the thickest part of the forest didn’t permit any wind stronger than a light breeze. Oliver felt the clothes sticking to his body, sweat separating the skin and threads. The day could’ve been in the middle of summer, and he wouldn’t have felt a difference.

		Up ahead was an incline, and the mud persisted. It was a grueling climb in the dry, but made worse by the conditions. The path was a mess of wheel tracks and a mixture of hoof and footprints. Others had gotten stuck by the look of it, which made Oliver’s stomach turn. The image of the belt entered his thoughts again.

		He pulled with all his might, getting a jogging start at the base of the hill. At that speed, the cart became erratic, almost violent like a wild animal. It veered sharply left, and Oliver pulled to the right to straighten it. He had already lost the momentum. The mud was deeper than expected, and his feet slid without the traction. He relaxed for a half-second and pulled hard again, but it was no use.

		The cart was stuck. Looking up, he saw he hadn’t even reached the halfway point of the hill.

		“Bollocks,” Oliver cursed. “Rotten bollocks.”

		After catching his breath, Oliver pushed the cart down a ways and tried a new path. He had trampled over any clear tracks, but it was worth a shot. Still, the cart would not pass the deep mud, which completely swallowed up his feet. The wheels would sink in, and that was that. It was like the ground was clinging to the cart itself, pulling it down with its sticky fingers, stopping it from going on any farther. Oliver cursed at it.

		Not long after, a horse and carriage rode up. The man at the reins was white-haired and stern-faced, glaring at Oliver until the two carts were abreast. The horse struggled in the mud, but made it through without stopping. The man’s eyes went back to the road ahead, while he urged the horse to move quicker. The cart was loaded full with sacks of carrots, beets, and other vegetables which Oliver could not see. And potatoes. Lots and lots of potatoes.

		A girl his age sat on the back, her feet dangling over the edge. The breeze toyed with her red hair, though never hard enough to fully conceal her youthful face. Her gaze caught Oliver’s, and he stared at her bright green eyes, admiring their beauty. Her dress had been untouched by the mud.

		“Pa, there’s a boy there—”

		“I saw him,” the man said.

		“He’s stuck.”

		“We don’t help people like him. Someone else will come along and help him out. Don’t fear it, dear.”

		Oliver watched them until they were out of sight. The girl continued to stare at him as the cart bumped along beneath her, not saying another word.

		Then, Oliver was alone again.

		There was nothing to do but rest, take a quick drink of cool water, and picture the day ahead. This setback would shorten the time spent at the market, which meant less potatoes sold. Oliver knew that well enough. He’d arrive home before nightfall to an angry face. Father would see the mostly full cart and go retrieve his belt. Oliver was sure of it. They needed the money to survive. Father needed the money. When the money didn’t come, he became upset. It was supposed to be easy—grow potatoes and sell them, same every year. When Oliver returned without selling most of the crop, there was only one person to blame, one to punish.

		With that familiar pain flashing through his mind, Oliver heard a noise like feet stepping on twigs. He looked both ways, but no one was coming. It happened again, and he realized the sound was coming from somewhere in the forest, among the trees. There was more than one person, he could tell. And they were close. He scanned his eyes left and right, looking as far as the horizon, but not seeing a soul out here. It sounded like they were right there, so close they could breathe on his cheek.

		Oliver reached into the cart, setting his fingers on a hidden dagger. It wasn’t common that anyone on the roads got looted, but it happened. He had heard stories of smelly men appearing from the woods with beards so thick you couldn’t see their mouths. They lived out here, or something like that. They stole whatever they could carry, killing if they had to.

		Father had explicitly told him to defend the cart with his life if he had to. Nothing was more important than the crop.

		The bushes at the side of the road moved, and Oliver found himself staring at a pair of eyes. That was all he saw, behind the thicket. Everything was quiet for another minute as those brown eyes never seemed to blink. They were clearly human, but patient. Oliver stared back, his hand on the dagger, waiting for the worst to happen.

		Someone grabbed him from behind.

		“I got the little boy! Oh look at him squirm! He’s so weak and tiny. Bet he ain’t never seen anything like us before.” The voice was right against his ear. “Go on, fight all you want. You ain’t breaking free of me.”

		Oliver pulled the dagger, but his attacker saw it before he could turn the blade and thrust his arm. Pain shot through his wrist, and his fingers loosened around the weapon, dropping it to the mud. From the corner of his eye, Oliver saw red marks on his skin from where the nails had dug into him, great sharp nails as brown as bark, as dirty as he had ever seen.

		Odder yet, the hand they were attached to was green!

		Oliver struggled to free himself, but the forearm against his neck wouldn’t budge. The bushes at the side of the road parted, and another green figure stepped through, a woman. She was as naked as the other beasts in the jungle, more than a head taller than him, and sporting a large set of breasts. Oliver’s gaze locked on those immediately. He figured her to be like any other woman except for her strange skin color and height, but then he moved his eyes elsewhere.

		Dangling between her legs, out in the open for anyone to see, was a man’s fat cock.

		Oliver found his voice. “Hey! I was … I was jus’ passin’! I’m jus’ trying to get to the town. I don’t want no trouble. Just leave me be!”

		The one against his ear spoke. “Oh, he thinks we want his food! No, it’s not that we’re after. I got you, boy. You ain’t be leavin’ us until we’ve had our fun with you. Have you ever been with anyone like us?”

		Oliver watched as the other looked into the cart. She grabbed one of the potatoes, sniffed it, and then took a bite from the end of it. She promptly spit it out after the taste had touched her tongue.

		“What awful stuff,” she said, searching the cart for anything else. “That must be why they’re smaller than us. They don’t eat enough meat.”

		Then, Oliver knew what they were. He hadn’t recognized them at first, primarily because they weren’t enormous brutes with the strength of a bull and carrying giant clubs taken from tree trunks. But they were still orcs. He was sure of it. They were green like any orc from the fantasy tales, and they had small tusks sticking from their bottom row of teeth, almost like a hog’s, but not as long nor as thick. The one by the cart was curious to look at, with her head shaved all but a thin row at the center of her scalp. Her ears were pointed at the tips. Her body was like any woman’s, curved in the right places, widest at the hips and full in the bosom. She walked like one too …

		… which resulted in that thing between her legs to bounce and sway. Oliver had a hard time not looking at it, for it seemed so out of place with the rest of her femininity. It was easily bigger than his, as thick as his own wrist. She didn’t seem ashamed to have it on display with the rest of her body. Now that Oliver thought about it, she wasn’t wearing any clothing at all—except for a pair of dark leather boots that were probably looted from passersby.

		But they weren’t supposed to be real. Orcs were something out of fantasy, great brutes written in the tales from the books. Oliver hadn’t read much—he could only read simple words, and even then some of the language was lost on him—but he remembered them being green and massive and stronger than any man.

		Even then, the tales had never mentioned anything about orc women, if he could call them that. The one in front of him had the body of a girl, and he imagined his other captor did too. Her voice was harsh, but feminine. They just had dicks.

		“He’s stopped moving,” said the voice by his ear. “Smart boy. I think I like him already. He’s not like others.”

		The other touched her cheek, her finger tracing a scar that went from the corner of her mouth almost to her ear. A blade had cut her, Oliver was sure of it. Someone had been quicker on the draw than him. He cursed himself for dawdling. There was no escaping now.

		“Let’s see what we have,” the first said.

		One arm kept him still. She only needed one, for she was clearly stronger than him. Oliver felt the other snaking beneath his trousers in the back. He squirmed again as the fingers went along his backside, but they didn’t meander. They went farther down, between his legs, up just behind his privates. Oliver inhaled sharply as one such finger grazed against his anus. Natural instinct caused him to clench every muscle down there, but the orc woman was too determined. It slipped inside of him, pushing deep without warning.

		“Hey!” he shouted, hoping that his voice would carry and reach the ears of another. “Wait!”

		“We can’t do that,” said the one behind him. “This road be busy. Quick and rough is how we like it.”

		Oliver fought again, but the orc woman overpowered him, bringing him down to his knees, bringing him down to the mud. He could only look ahead as the finger penetrated him, pushing in and out. A slight pain had hit him first, but now it didn’t hurt. It was just awkward. His manhood seemed to have a different opinion of the situation, though. Oliver felt his cheeks blush as the front of his trousers tented out. The orcs were weirdly beautiful in a way like other women, especially with their girlish figures and large bosoms. Yet, he shouldn’t have been excited like that. This wasn’t a time for it.

		The first one kept him down, and the second came nearer. Her cock had grown, Oliver saw. It was hard to miss, right there in front of his eyes. He tried to wriggle himself free, for the thought of what was coming next was too terrible to think about. Yet, as firm as ever and with that finger still inside of him, the first held him securely, not letting him escape.

		“Shhh, don’t fight,” she said into his ear. “All the boys enjoy this. Every one of ‘em. Ain’t come across one who didn’t. That feels good, don’t it? You like my finger? Just relax and we’ll let you be on your way after we’re finished.”

		Oliver grimaced as the cock came for his lips. The second orc girl didn’t say as much, but he didn’t like what he saw in her eyes. They both might’ve been humanlike in appearance, but there was no compassion there. He was a weak little thing to them, to toy with and harass, not much more than that. He kept his lips closed tight.

		“No, we can’t have that,” said the first.

		Two fingers opened him up, prying his mouth open. The second embraced the opportunity and pressed her fat cock against his lips, the head all swollen and turgid, pink like his own. The rest of it was green like her body, wide and pulsing. It was a tight fit, but she shoved it in, inch after inch, her mouth widening into a grin as Oliver took half of it. It was bigger than it looked, and it felt like it was going to split him apart. When it reached the entrance to his throat, he thought she was going to continue shoving it down, but the second orc woman held it there, halfway in and halfway out. The first urged him to suck on it.

		“A tasty cock, isn’t it? Orcs have tasty cocks. Very big, very tasty. Some boys like to suck on them just for that, just the taste and the scent. Use your tongue, boy. That’s what it’s good for. You can taste her big cock.”

		Oliver had no choice in the matter, for there simply wasn’t any room to move his tongue elsewhere. The orc woman’s cock filled up his mouth, throbbing from one end to the other. His tongue was right there underneath it, and he tasted it. He couldn’t tell it not to. Her scent was strong too, strong as an animal’s, but nowhere near as foul. And with her right there against his face, her crotch only inches away, he couldn’t smell anything else. And he certainly couldn’t breathe through his mouth.

		“Oh yes, that’s it,” the first kept telling him, like a mother congratulating her child on its first steps. “Very good. She likes having it sucked. Lick it up good. Make her happy and we’ll be gone. Make her real happy.”

		He wished the man and the girl had passed by a few minutes later. The orc women were aggressive, but he was alone. If others came down the muddy road, they would’ve jumped back into the forest, avoiding being seen. That’s how they worked. That’s how they remained a secret to everyone.

		While the first continued to finger his ass, the other took control, grabbing his curly hair and keeping his head still. She pulled on it until it hurt, even when he was following their orders. She pushed her cock in innumerable times, thrusting her pelvis forward faster and faster. Oliver felt it every time, the head of her prick slamming into his throat, while the massive girth of the shaft spread his lips painfully wide. She was almost grunting now. The other breathed hard against his cheek, moaning softly.

		“Yeah, keep at it,” she went on. “That’s a good boy. Short and sweet, remember? Only a few minutes. Smell her good. Taste that cock. She’s almost there. Get ready fo’ it. Hope you’re hungry, boy.”

		A few seconds later, Oliver tasted something sweet in the back of his mouth. It was gooey and abundant, and oozed into his throat. The orc woman held his head, pressing her fingers hard into his scalp. Pleasure was plastered all over her face, with her cheeks hot and burning. She played with her breasts as the cum drained from the end of her green cock. It came and came, far longer than Oliver thought possible. He could feel every hot spurt of it going deep inside of him, going down into his stomach.

		Strangely, the morning’s hunger passed. He had gotten a fill of it, and then his stomach began to ache for there was so much of it. A moment later, the orc woman finally pulled back when her orgasm reached the end. She scooped up the last bit on the end of her cock and provided it to Oliver’s mouth. The other told him to lick it clean.

		“Good little boy,” she said, ruffling his hair with her fingers. “We’re good folk. We saw to it that you got your lunch, huh boy? Best be expectin’ it from now on. We like you, boy. My cock does too.”

		Oliver caught his breath as the two orc women went to the cart. The quieter one got in front, while the other went to the back. Together, they freed it from the mud and pushed it all the way up the hill, leaving it at the top. Not a word was said to him. After, they went off into the trees and disappeared. He heard twigs being snapped underfoot, followed by a laugh, and then nothing. They were gone.

		After Oliver was certain that he was alone, he wiped his lips clean—though the taste of the orc woman’s cock lingered no matter how much water he chugged down—and set off toward town with the cart in tow. It was a thirty-minute delay at most, but he could still make out good before the sun started to set, especially if he hurried the rest of the way.

		And if the trip wasn’t interrupted by a pair of naked orc women.

		Father whipped him that night. Oliver had expected it. The cart was nearly half emptied by the thriving market square, but that wasn’t enough. Other vendors had discounted the potato crop, and so had Oliver to compete with the boom of midday customers. The trip home was less strenuous, for most of the path was downhill—and the cart was much lighter. Once Father got word of the money made, he went for his belt same as many times before. “This is food we’re sellin’,” he’d say. “People need it to survive. Don’t cut prices because of them thieves you’re sellin’ with! We sell quality.” And when Oliver would try to explain the situation, of dealing with stiff competition and potatoes everywhere in the market, Father only whipped him harder. The belt left a sting.

		The next day, the roads weren’t as soggy, and Oliver waited at the base of the hill again, watching the trees ahead. He couldn’t see deep into the woods, but he was certain they were out there, just waiting for some passersby with valuables. That’s what they really wanted. Yesterday was still vivid in his head, and he remembered the one orc woman saying they’d be back when he returned.

		The man and the girl came again. Oliver watched them pass. This time, the girl said nothing, though the two of them stared at each other. She waved at him shyly, and Oliver waved back, even smiling a bit before he could no longer see the features of her face. The horse pulled them up the hill, avoiding the areas in shade that were still damp. They made it up without incident, and again Oliver wondered if the orc women were waiting specifically for him. He couldn’t waste much time. The market was open, and he had to get there before the other vendors arrived.

		Starting up the hill, Oliver scanned the side of the road, watching the bushes with a piqued interest. He was halfway up, and nothing had happened yet. Then, he heard a rustling sound and turned to see the two orc women stepping onto the road, both with their big cocks hanging between their legs.

		“The sweet boy again!” said the first. It was Oliver’s first true look at her. She was like her friend, a deep green shade from head to toe except around the tip of her cock and the nipples. Likewise, she was just as tall and curvy, with a magnificent set of breasts. But, Oliver could only stare at those briefly before feeling his eyes drawn to her cock. He couldn’t help it. Though they had many differences from regular women, that was the biggest one of all. He remembered the taste of the cum.

		“I’ve only got potatoes!” he said, pulling the cart, but being slowed by the tremendous weight of it. They easily caught up to him. “Only potatoes, nothing else. I have to get to town. I have nothing of value.”

		“But you do, boy,” said the orc woman, the one with dark hair down to the middle of her back, the one who had pinned him down yesterday. “We like boys like you. Ain’t nothin’ better.”

		“But I have to go! I can’t waste time.”

		“That’s why we’ll be quick,” she said. “Go on, lower your trousers, boy. You know what we want.”

		It was different this time. The first came up behind him and bent him over. Oliver felt her fat cock poking against his rear, and he started to object as it slid up inside him. It was much wider than her finger, surely too wide to fit, and he cried out as it entered him fully. The wail didn’t deter her. The entirety of her cock slipped into his ass, filling him. Ahead was the second orc woman. Her musk seemed to surround him, encompassing him like the fog of the early morning, when the air was still cold and the clouds hugged the ground. He could sniff nothing but it, and she helped guide his head and his lips to her swollen cock as she had the day before, pushing it inside without waiting for permission.

		Then, Oliver was being opened up wide on both ends, simultaneously penetrated in the front and back.

		“Oh that’s a good boy,” the one behind him said, as she always did. “Very good boy. Very tight. I like your tight ass. It’s been too long since I fucked a boy as pretty as you, with skin soft like a girl. I reckon this ain’t your first time like this, isn’t it?”

		“Mmmmpphh!”

		No matter how much Oliver resisted they overpowered him. He felt something warm shoot into his rectum, and the strong orc woman held him still as she released her cum into his body. There was so much of it. She held him firm, her hands gripping his waist, and it continued to come out, spurt after spurt. Oliver felt it leaking from his anus, even with her cock still buried inside of him. It was warm and gooey, and so plentiful that it gave his bowels an ache of fullness.

		Shortly after, the second came into his mouth. Oliver swallowed as he had before, gulping down the copious gobs of cum that she miraculously hid somewhere in her body. Her nuts didn’t look large enough to store it all. Combined, they might’ve had enough to fill a small pail. Oddly, the thought of that pail with the bubbly orc cum inside it gave Oliver a warm, pleasant feeling in his loins. He swallowed until there was nothing more to swallow, almost enjoying the sweet taste.

		Finally, the two orc women detached and left him full of cum.

		“Thank you, pretty boy!” the one said. “It was good! Run on now. Go sell your potatoes. Come back tomorrow and you’ll get another good fuck.”

		Oliver dressed himself, ignoring the sticky wetness oozing down the back of his legs and staining his trousers, and the heavy scent lingering in the air, hanging around him. He wiped his mouth clean and went on his way as the two orc women disappeared again. He found more bits of cum in his mouth with his tongue and happily swallowed the leftovers. It really didn’t taste all that bad. Oliver had never tasted a man, and never desired to, but something about orc cum was addicting. He didn’t know if it was the flavor or the texture, or just the warmth of it resting in his belly, or the knowledge that he had taken both of their hot loads into his body. His ass hurt, and his jaw was sore, but Oliver went on towards the town with a little grin on his face, hauling the cart of potatoes.

		Over the following week, meeting the orc women became habitual. Oliver anticipated it every morning, pulling the heavy cart along until he reached the hill. They would appear from the bushes when he passed, with the one calling him “pretty boy.” There wasn’t a day gone by where Oliver didn’t see them, or refused to follow their requests. He’d suck their cocks if they asked him for it. He’d bend over and get fucked if they wanted that, too. Whatever they wanted. Oliver didn’t want to upset them. The orc women were taller and undoubtedly stronger than him, and he’d fear the whipping he’d receive if he didn’t comply.

		Plus, Oliver’s tongue had become quite fond of orc cum. He loved swallowing it down, getting a full belly of it. They had so much to give him. His morning hunger was always satisfied, and every following morning he’d be anxious to meet them and do it again, getting on his knees more often than not, wrapping his lips around one of their thick cocks to chug down hot, delicious cum like another man might’ve emptied a flagon of beer.

		Father never knew of it. Oliver couldn’t tell him about his short stops on the way to the market. He couldn’t tell anyone else either. The orc women were always secretive, coming out only when the coast was clear. Once, when the man and the girl came up the road, as they always did every morning, the orc women pulled him into the bushes and continued filling him with their thick cocks, even as the carriage passed just a few feet away. Oliver remained quiet with one cock between his lips and another inside his ass. His own cock was as stiff as could be, hard as any rock. It was a thrill like none other to get fucked by them, right by the road where the softest sound could alert attention.

		When the deed was finished, Oliver would run along with his cart, off towards the town. Then, the orc women would disappear into the woods, their cocks emptied. With their musk hanging around him like smoke on a fire, Oliver would recall them again, picturing their tall green bodies and their fat cocks. He couldn’t stop thinking of them. He liked the way he was used, ordered around like an animal, forced to obey them. It made him hard again, and he couldn’t resist reaching into his trousers and stroking his manhood. Then, he’d pause by the side of the road, bring himself to orgasm, and continue on towards the market square with a smile upon his lips, hauling that cart full of potatoes.
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		Oliver knew something was wrong the very minute he woke.

		It was still dark outside. Rain pattered on the window. The road to town would be absolute slop, but Oliver didn’t have to haul potatoes today. Most of them had been sold over the last two weeks, at a less-than-ideal price according to Father, but sold nonetheless. Money was better than no money at all, and you couldn’t keep potatoes around without them sprouting again. But, the farm still had plenty more. Father followed a schedule, planting every two weeks at the beginning of spring. There’d be more to take to town soon. Oliver knew it. He’d pull the cart, be stopped by the orc women, and reach town to sell the potatoes. It was clockwork.

		But this morning was different. The room was cool, but Oliver was covered head to toe in sweat. He tossed and turned on the bed, never quite finding sleep. Even out of his long johns and away from the sheets he was still burning up.

		With an image of the orc women flashing into his head, Oliver reached between his legs. His fingers brushed against something new and different, something he had never felt before. Imagining the orc women with their fat cocks was always accompanied by arousal, and he felt the same way now, like there was a tiny ticklish flame in his body, somewhere near his belly, deep inside of him. He expected his fingers to find and grasp a rapidly hardening cock, but that wasn’t the case.

		As the hand slipped further between his legs, Oliver lit a small oil lamp, waited for the flame to grow, and hovered it just over his crotch. The shadows danced like performers at the traveling circus, but he saw what he needed to. Beneath his trembling palm was nothing, not a cock or anything else. His crotch was entirely flat, smooth except for that hair that everyone had down there. There was no pain, or even anything resembling a scar as if someone had cut it off and closed the wound. Oliver would’ve surely remembered that.

		Instead, he had gone to bed with a cock, and woken without one. It made zero sense. He felt the region with his fingertips to make sure he wasn’t seeing things. The skin was his, there was no doubt about that. He could feel it. It was smooth all the way back, down between his legs and towards his—

		Oh, there was something down there. With the definite absence of his cock, Oliver had missed it. Further back, out of sight, deep between his legs, he touched an area that was rather sensitive. It felt good to probe it with his fingers, even just the tips. A spark shot through his body as he touched it a little more, getting a feel for this strange part of him that he hadn’t known about until this very second.

		His heart quickened, and Oliver laid his head back onto the pillow. He barely heard the rain against the window. More sparks shot through him. They came quick and sudden, and he had no control over it. His body moved on its own, writhing on the bed. He had to be quiet, for the floor was liable to creak if he shifted his weight too much. Father hated having his sleep disturbed.

		Then, a finger went inside him, and Oliver’s eyes shot open. He had never felt anything like that. A minute passed as he gathered his thoughts. Then, the finger moved a second time, pulling out and pushing in.

		Oliver’s mind flashed back to the orcs, to being stripped and used for their pleasure. He always thought about them, both their massive breasts and thick cocks. Suddenly, he was on the road again, and the sun was out. They came and ordered him around as always, telling him to get on his knees, take off his clothes, open wide for their cocks. One of them, the one that talked the most, took him from behind.

		Only, in the vision, she wasn’t fucking him in the ass, but rather this new hole, this better hole, this hole that Oliver himself couldn’t stop fingering. It was too good to stop. Far in the back of his mind, he knew what it was. He recognized the contours of it, the wetness touching his fingers. He knew, but he didn’t want to stop and think about it. Instead, he lost himself inside his own fantasy, of being taken by both the orc women, of being dominated and told what to do. The finger inside him moved faster, going a little deeper. His body accepted it, and rewarded him with constant pleasure, coming in the form of those sparks again.

		Oliver twisted on the bed, panting for breath. His spine arched as another jolt of pleasure rocked him, and he almost cried out before biting his tongue at the last second. He spread his legs more and turned his wrist, discovering a better angle to penetrate himself.

		The orcs would surely fuck him good now, he knew. They’d fuck him hard and good, and leave him their delicious cum as a reward. He couldn’t wait to show them how he had changed. They’d approve of it. There was no way they wouldn’t. Right then, he imagined one on top of him, the weight of her pinning him down. She spread his legs and inserted her cock, not wasting even one second to fill him all the way with her throbbing glory. Oliver covered his mouth for fear of alerting his father, but he couldn’t stop. He wouldn’t. His body wanted it more than anything.

		Reaching orgasm wasn’t such a quick affair without his cock, but it hit him hard. The night suddenly became blinding, and he buried his face into the pillow, muffling his moans, trying not to scream as the fingers trembled between his legs, his body humping the bed. It came and lingered, longer than he had ever felt before, a joy unlike anything else. He fingered himself until his wrist ached, and then rubbed his crotch against the bed. It was still so sensitive, so pleasurable, begging for him to do something to satisfy it. Then, his hips became too heavy to move, and Oliver had to stop and catch his breath. The room seemed to bake like a dirt road under a sweltering sun, while a sweet scent touched his nostrils.

		Finally, Oliver pulled his hand away from his crotch. He was exhausted and about to fall right asleep again, but he couldn’t stop thinking about it. The absence of his cock startled him, but something had taken its place, something new and decidedly wonderful.

		He carried the oil lamp over his naked body again, noting how much sweat clung to his skin as the flame went lower, and that his nipples seemed larger than normal. But that was ignored.

		Down between his legs, almost out of sight, glistening with a sweet-smelling juice was a slit—a girl’s slit. Oliver had never seen one himself, but he knew of it. Father prohibited him from speaking with girls, for he was needed on the farm. There was no time for girls. He had to work and haul potatoes. That was his job. That was his life.

		Sighing, Oliver rubbed the tender spot between his legs one last time, blew out the lamp’s flame, and drifted back asleep, dreaming of those orc women again.

		The following morning, Oliver woke with the sunrise and went straight for town. Father wouldn’t need him today. The first load of crops had been sold, and the cart would be unused for another week while the next batch ripened. He was glad to be rid of pulling that dreadful thing, even for a few days. He made good time and arrived at the hill in half the time it normally took. The fog hadn’t even disappeared yet, and leaves were still covered with dew. He hadn’t seen anyone else on the road.

		On the way, Oliver couldn’t stop thinking about what was between his legs. He had thought it to be a dream when he woke that morning, but there it was, as real as any other part of him. Making use of the privy had been awkward enough, for he had to squat like a girl lest piss got on his legs. And it came out in a spray.

		The sun came off the horizon, shining through the trees. And Oliver waited. He was certain the orc women would be waiting for him. They always were. It was the same every other day. He’d pass and they’d stop him. It always happened.

		Yet, today there was no sign of them. They always appeared on their own, never needing to be told to come out. Oliver went up the hill and back down again. Then, he went into the forest and came back, searching both sides of the road. They must’ve been playing a silly game, but Oliver quickly became impatient. He went back to the road and waited. Horses and buggies passed, curious men glancing at him. Some even offered him a ride but Oliver refused. He wasn’t going to town. This was where he wanted to be, where the orcs were waiting for him, except not today it seemed.

		He saw the girl. She came by herself, without her father, walking at the side of the road to avoid the drenched muddy path.

		She waved when she saw him. “Hey!”

		Oliver waved back. He would’ve rather seen the orc women by now, but she was still a pleasant sight.

		“Are you waiting for someone?”

		He shook his head. “No one.”

		“You out here by yourself? Where’s your cart?”

		“Don’t need to sell no potatoes today,” he explained. “Selled ‘em all. Be haulin’ more in a week.”

		She stepped across the muddy road, coming to his side. Her shoes were all filthy and brown when she reached it, but she didn’t seem to care.

		“Is that what you do? Sell potatoes?”

		Oliver nodded. “Father’s business. Makes him money. I jus’ haul ‘em to market.”

		“My father does the same. Takes me along with him, shows me the process. He doesn’t want me to be a stupid girl when I get married. I’m Elizabeth by the way. Most people just call me Eliza.”

		“Oliver,” he said.

		“So Oliver, what are you doing out here by yourself?”

		He wanted to tell Eliza about the orcs, about their fantastic bodies and green skin, though maybe he’d leave out some of the details. It was right there on the edge of his tongue. Yet, he couldn’t form the words. A voice in his head told him not to. The orc women were a great secret that only he knew about. Telling someone else about it, even a sweet girl like Eliza, would ruin it all. It was his secret.

		Instead, he lied. “I was goin’ to town.”

		“Same,” Eliza said. “Father wanted me to pick out some flowers for Mother’s birthday. I’m a girl and apparently I know the best flowers, or so he thinks. Gave me some coins for the market. I told him that you can find flowers anywhere. You don’t have to buy them.”

		“Flowers be everywhere,” said Oliver. “I bet there be some here. They come with the rains.”

		“Show me. Father doesn’t need to know that I didn’t spend the coins on flowers.”

		Oliver didn’t know what he was doing. He led Eliza into the forest, away from the road, his eyes scouring the ground and the bushes, looking for anything that wasn’t green or brown. He remembered flowers out here, but he hadn’t been looking for them before and he couldn’t remember where they were. Eliza followed him. Her footsteps were so soft that he had to turn and make sure she was still there. She wasn’t noisy like the orc women, or nearly as big. When Oliver glanced at her, he felt that familiar twist in his loins, and that flame that was so hard to put out. He could stare at her red hair for hours, the pretty locks, the perfect curls. He imagined running his fingers through it.

		Then, Eliza pointed ahead, not far out. “There! Oh, those are so pretty. Look at ‘em! Those will do.”

		Oliver saw. The shrub was wrapped with pink and white flowers. Dog roses, he remembered, though he couldn’t determine where he’d heard the name before. Eliza went and picked a handful of them, at least a dozen that she carefully stuffed into a hidden pocket on her frock. The pink petals stuck out, all bunched together.

		“Mother will be happy with these,” Eliza said. “And they didn’t cost anything at all. What a kind boy you are, Oliver. I see you so often, but I didn’t know you were so friendly. Father says I shouldn’t be with boys like you. He wants me to find a man with money.”

		He stood behind her. Eliza was bathed and as clean as any girl he’d ever seen, her skin pale yet unblemished. With her red hair, she would’ve stood out in a crowd from a ways away. And she had a sweet scent about her of flowers and expensive soaps. He inhaled it, closing his eyes, savoring it before the wind carried it off far away. At that moment, something deep in his loins throbbed, as if his heart were now in his abdomen. He could hardly stay still.

		When Eliza turned, with the sunlight sparkling in her green eyes, he saw her lips and met them with his own. She was going to protest it, he knew. It was a flash of raw desire, an outburst that he couldn’t suppress. A boy like him couldn’t touch a girl like her, not without punishment.

		When she didn’t utter a single word against this engagement, Oliver continued, slipping a hand across her shoulder, touching her smooth skin for the first time. The frock hung on her body, so light and thin. A sudden gust might’ve blown it away. The threads were soft, expensive. His fingers felt those, and the curve of her youthful body underneath. There was no doubt she was an adult, with her small waist and womanly hips leading into gorgeous legs.

		
		Oliver was so lost in the moment, entranced by her astonishing beauty and charming features, that he hadn’t given a thought to his current condition. The morning had left him changed from the day before. He was already removing his shirt, feeling up Eliza’s soft breasts, anticipating what was to come. Then, she undid his trousers and pushed a hand underneath.

		The girl froze. Their lips separated. Her eyes were wide with surprise.

		“You’re a girl?”

		Oliver shook his head. “Only down there. I’m a boy. Honest.”

		“But, you have what I have.”

		“Only down there,” he repeated, as if to convince her that it wasn’t as bad as she feared.

		To his delight, Eliza didn’t remove her hand from his pants. There was confusion in her eyes, conflict between what she knew and what she felt. No boys had what Oliver had down there. Yet, the discovery of his secret didn’t discourage her. The fingers moved with a different instinct, a different set of instructions. Oliver was so hot down there that he could barely stay standing. He kissed harder as a finger hooked inside of him, penetrating that wonderful new hole again.

		“Oh, it’s wet!” she said, grinning. “I get wet too.”

		Oliver inhaled sharply, biting his bottom lip as the finger went deeper.

		“Are you wet now?”

		“You tell me.”

		Suddenly, the absence of Oliver’s new orc friends wasn’t so bad. Eliza was a delightful substitute, though she didn’t have a cock. With the morning beginning to warm up, they sat down next to a tree where the ground was dry. Eliza continued rubbing between his legs, using her fingers as he had in the middle of the night. He loved having one inside of him, moving in and out, and she was clearly more experienced in the matter. It was all so sensitive down there, so hot and wet. He spread his legs to give her all the room she needed.

		Not long after, the roles were reversed. The sweet redheaded girl lifted her frock, and Oliver saw her womanhood. The mound was exactly like his, with a vertical slit running down the center, glistening with wetness. Unlike his, the hair was bright red, matching that on her head. Eliza emitted a soft moan as he pushed a finger in. The inside was slick beyond anything he had ever felt before, more so than his own.

		She squirmed as the pleasure spread throughout her body, her cheeks flushing. Seeing her like that only made Oliver more aroused, and he thrust his other hand between his own legs. Together, he fingered Eliza and himself, matching the motions. Both of them were wet.

		Oliver closed his eyes and pictured the orcs again. Eliza was sweet and gentle, but nothing like them. His abdomen burned as he imagined their green bodies, their firm breasts and womanly figures, and their fat cocks which they proudly displayed. They were something out of fantasy, a personification of the wild and the forest, raw and unrestrained. There was nothing gentle when they grabbed hold of you and forced you on their big cocks. When you were stuck between them, filled on both ends, slammed back and forth between their tall bodies, nothing else mattered.

		Oliver opened his eyes, and the dream vanished. Eliza was curled up against him, with his hand still between her legs. She had climaxed shortly before, and he had missed it completely. All five of his fingers were coated with juice, that sweet-smelling female release that his own body now produced. He licked every one of them clean, starting with the girl’s and then finishing with his own, savoring that last bit of it before it was gone.

		Eliza’s hand roamed his chest. “Are you sure you’re not a girl?”

		Oliver shook his head, same as before. “No, I’m no girl. I’d know if I was.”

		“Strange, then.”

		“What?”

		Rather than telling him, Eliza showed him. She unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his chest. Immediately, Oliver’s eyes were drawn to a pair of mounds. They weren’t large, but they weren’t supposed to be on his body. He felt each of them, cupping his hands under the smooth flesh, squeezing them gently. They were soft like a woman’s, small and pointed with bright pink nipples. Oliver touched one out of curiosity and was surprised by how sensitive they were.

		“Mine were like that,” Eliza told him. “Years ago, when they started growing. They were small, and then they grew. Maybe it’s happening later for you.” She stood and brushed herself off, checking to make sure that the dog roses remained in her pocket, along with the coins that Father had given her. “I should head back. He’ll be wondering where I’ve gone. I’ll be along this road tomorrow. A trip to the store. Will you be here?”

		Oliver nodded.

		He saw her again the next day along the road, right before the hill. He had searched the woods and waited long before he ever saw the girl approaching, but still the orc women hadn’t come. It didn’t make any sense to him. They always came, everyday when he passed by. It wasn’t like them to be gone.

		He looked the part of a young farm boy, but the changes had accelerated overnight. Under the clothes, his skin was soft like a girl’s, like Eliza’s. Even what little hair he had before had just vanished, like someone had taken a pencil eraser and scrubbed it over his arms and legs and everywhere else except his privates and head. His chin was softer than he could ever remember.

		But that wasn’t the worst of it. Those mounds on his chest had grown too. Oliver knew they were a young girl’s budding breasts. They started out small, just like Eliza had told him, and grew over a few years. Girls went through puberty just like boys. It happened to everyone. But Oliver was a boy and shouldn’t have been experiencing what happens to a girl. Just like that opening between his legs, it wasn’t normal, not one bit.

		Still, he couldn’t help but squeeze them every now and then. They were fun to touch, and they had a little bounce to them. Luckily his shirt was thick and large, or else they wouldn’t have been hidden.

		When Eliza arrived, they went back to the same grove, just beyond where the dog roses grew, out of sight from the road and far enough away in case they were a little noisy. They were kissing before they ever stopped, and Oliver reached down underneath her frock and squeezed her breast. The nipple was hard against his thumb, and he flicked it back and forth. She seemed to like that. He did the same to the other, pinching it lightly. She returned the favor by pushing her hand between his legs. Oliver had been aroused since morning, but resisted touching himself. Eliza’s fingers almost made him fall.

		“Oh, that’s good,” he said. “Really good. I like that.”

		Eliza seemed to be looking at him more, though several minutes passed before she said a word. In that time, Oliver had removed her frock and leaned in to lick her young breasts, teasing her rosy nipples with his tongue. They were far enough from the road that it wouldn’t matter if they took their clothes off. He reached below and felt her warm mound. The middle of it was slightly wet.

		“Oliver,” she said, soft as a whisper. He didn’t hear her at first. “Oliver, just wait.”

		“What?”

		She waved a bunch of red curls away from her eyes. It was such a beautiful sight that he instantly forgot what she just said.

		“Oliver, don’t you see? You’re becoming a girl. She’s coming to the surface. I don’t understand it, but I believe what I see.”

		Oliver knew as much, but he never convinced himself that. He was just Oliver, the overworked farm boy who was whipped by his father if he didn’t finish his duties on time. What he saw his body becoming wasn’t going to change anything. Boy or girl, he’d still work the farm, still haul carts of potatoes to the market to be sold, and still receive the painful sting of a belt if he disobeyed.

		But to hear someone else say it flipped a switch inside of him. Eliza was right; he was turning into a girl. He didn’t know the how or the why of it, but it was happening. His cock had disappeared two nights ago, and now everything else was changing to match. He was already slimmer in the waist, and his rear had swelled a bit. Girls were all shaped like that. And his chest—

		“Show me,” Eliza said, looking him hard in the eye.

		He couldn’t walk around without a shirt on and not draw some attention. They were larger than yesterday, fuller, rounder. They had all the appearances of breasts, and Oliver knew they were. They couldn’t have been anything else. Eliza squeezed the left one, and once again he was reminded of how sensitive they were, the nipples especially. His loins suddenly burned. She put her other hand to his womanhood and penetrated him again. He never became tired of that, of having something inside him, deep in his body where his cock used to be. Now, accompanied with the hand on his chest, Oliver couldn’t stay silent. He moaned like a girl, his body writhing without his consent. Eliza knew exactly what to do.

		He found her green eyes again, and they kissed. He loved the taste of her lips, the scent of her body. It surrounded him, and he forgot all about the farm and everything else. It was just them in the forest, alone in the world. Eliza and her hands were all he craved for in that instant, the one upon his breast and the other between his legs. Nothing else was important.

		A moment later they were both naked, and Oliver felt her body against his, her youthful breasts so firm and full, rubbing against his own. His were a little smaller, but he had a feeling that would change come tomorrow morning. The heat between his legs became unbearable, and the two of them rolled together, fingering each other. Eliza bucked underneath him as her own orgasm hit. Oliver’s wasn’t long behind. After, they held each other, not saying a word. He didn’t want to ruin the moment, for her naked body was so perfect to look at and touch. He must’ve traced the swell of her smooth hip a dozen times before she stopped him.

		“Dear Oliver, we can run away together,” she said. “We’ll be a couple of girls. No one will know you. You won’t have to haul your carts anymore.”

		Oliver sighed. “The farm is all I know. I don’t know much else.”

		She asked him again, but he refused. Despite how he felt about sweet Eliza and her wonderful body, the farm was his job. He was Oliver and not much more. The orc women couldn’t change that. Eliza couldn’t change that. The farm was his place for now and for the future. His father wouldn’t be around forever, though. Then, he pushed that thought out of his mind for the fear that someone else who know it. His thoughts betrayed him more often than not these days.

		With little more than a glance at the naked girl, Oliver grabbed his things, redressed, and went back towards the farm. Surely there were tasks that needed to be done. His father would welcome the help.
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		“Pretty boy!”

		Oliver was out in the rain when he heard the voice. Father had negotiated to trade with a neighbor, exchanging tools for a small tract of land. The potatoes were bringing in less and less money each month, and he needed more land to grow more of them. Oliver dug with his hands until they were mud-covered and blistered, preparing a hole for a new fence post. Father wanted it all sectioned off, surrounded with fencing to keep the animals out. Those were Father’s orders. Oliver always listened to him. Father depended on him.

		A flash of lightning lit up the northern sky, beyond the trees, and the rains came harder all of a sudden. Oliver knew she was behind him. He didn’t turn to look. He had work to do. He couldn’t be bothered by the orc women, not now.

		As his hands worked into deepening the hole, scooping out mud and small rocks, she grabbed his trousers and yanked them down. He felt her face between his legs, her tongue against his privates. She said nothing about his lack of a cock and went on licking his new parts, the new slit that looked identical to a girl’s. He ignored her and focused on digging the hole. Father would want it done or he’d get another whipping. That was the rule of the farm.

		Her slimy tongue penetrated him.

		“No,” Oliver said, deepening his voice to be more intimidating, but still sounding like a girl. “Jus’ no. I tell you no.”

		“You be my pretty boy. Or pretty girl. You were touched by my cock. You mine now.”

		Oliver recalled his trips to the market, waiting at the side of the road with his cart full of potatoes, waiting for the orc women to show up and order him to his knees, waiting for them to fill his holes with their thick cocks. A week ago, it was all he thought about. He couldn’t go to sleep unless he imagined them, or head towards the market without hoping they’d appear from the bushes and take off his clothes.

		Then, he remembered he was Oliver the farm boy again and put all that out of his thoughts. Father hadn’t even noticed the changes to his body. In his clothes, he still looked like himself. He was a bit smaller, a bit smoother, but still Oliver. The farm was where his place was.

		Her skin didn’t appear so green under the rain. She was far from the trees, far from safety. It was risky of her to approach him on the farm, so close to his father.

		Oliver glanced at her cock and felt that familiar twist in his loins.

		“My pretty girl should go back to the forest,” she told him. “I want a good fuck. I have a good cock. You like my cock. You like what it did to you.”

		Oliver wasn’t surprised. It only confirmed his suspicion that the orcs’ cocks had something to do with his strange changes. Boys didn’t turn into girls, not normally. Orcs weren’t normal creatures. For a while, he had wanted nothing but that sweet, delicious cum of theirs. Regular food didn’t taste the same after he had tried it. There was so much, and they were so eager to give it to him. He didn’t even have to ask.

		He looked at her cock again. It was a little bigger now.

		“Pretty girl wants to sit on my pretty cock,” she said. “There be another pretty cock in the forest. Two pretty cocks. You like ‘em.”

		Oliver shook his head. “No. Not no more.”

		“Wasn’t asking.”

		Lightning flashed again, and the orc woman grabbed him by the wrist, yanking him towards the trees. There was no sense in fighting it. She was too strong to be messed with. Perhaps a shout might’ve reached Father inside the house, but Oliver couldn’t imagine anything positive coming out of that. They were swallowed up by the forest.

		The second orc woman had a fire going a little ways in, next to a tent-like structure made of twigs and sticks, with wide leaves to keep the rains out. Only her eyes moved when she saw them coming. The flames turned her body orange. Once again, Oliver was astounded by her odd beauty. He had dreamed of it so many times that he could see it even without the use of his eyes, but it wasn’t as good as gazing at her for real. Her eyes seemed to pierce the night, reflecting the flames.

		The other pushed him down against the fire and went off a few more steps, staring into the woods. She looked around, watching the horizon that only seemed to get darker. A wolf howled in the distance.

		“Were you followed?” the one by the fire asked.

		“No. Pretty girl was alone.”

		“Good.”

		After making sure the perimeter wasn’t in any danger, the orc woman came back to the flames, back to the light like a shadow emerging and taking form, black forming into green, and then to orange. She looked at Oliver, at his face and his body and his ragged clothes, but mainly his face. Something had caught her attention.

		“Who did that to pretty girl?”

		Oliver touched his cheek. The spot just under his eye was sore. “Father. I was late. He don’t like it.”

		“No one don’t touch my pretty girl,” she said, making her way past the flames and for the woods, in the direction of the farm.

		“No!” the other said. “Morning. Not now. We stay with the girl. You know it. That’s how it’s done.”

		The one standing snorted. Oliver didn’t like the look in her eyes. The orc women were beautiful and feminine in ways that he didn’t see in humans, but at that moment there was pure anger there, her face more like a beast’s than anything else, the tusks exposed and her nose scrunched up. Her eyes alone made Oliver shiver, the way he always did when Father went for the belt. He looked to the flames to calm himself.

		“Pretty girl is hungry for tasty cocks. Are you, pretty girl? Remember our tasty cocks?”

		Oliver pushed the images from his mind. He wouldn’t give in, not now, not again. They had done something to him the first time, the orc women and their cocks. He couldn’t control it. Back on the road, that hadn’t been him. A different Oliver had waited and allowed them to use his body as they pleased. He wanted nothing of it again, not their curvy green bodies or their large breasts or those cocks between their legs. They had mistaken him for someone else.

		When he looked at the one standing, she had her cock in her hand. It was erect now, as thick as his forearm and bigger than any man’s. Oliver cursed the spark that went through his loins right then, but his mind was like a boulder rolling down a hillside. He suddenly hated the orc women more than ever, but he loved the taste of their juicy cum. He remembered the gooey texture of it, the abundance that had astounded him. At one point during that week, he had wanted nothing else other than their tasty cum.

		“Pretty girl, have a taste of my pretty cock.”

		As still as the trees that surrounded them, Oliver stared and gulped. They had him now. He couldn’t run. He couldn’t fight. He had looked at her cock for too long and now he couldn’t think of anything else. He wanted it between his lips, inside his ass, every hole it could possibly fit in. His loins erupted into a heat so intense that the flames would’ve been colder.

		Oliver rose to his knees to greet the orc woman, to touch her fantastic cock with his lips and taste it again. He opened his mouth wide, and then it was inside him, throbbing and thick. Instantly, he regretted ever hating this. There was satisfaction to be on his knees, to service those who were bigger and stronger than him. In the forest, in the rain, he cared for nothing else. The farm was no longer in his mind.

		He ran his tongue along it, sealing his lips tight and sucking. The orc woman seemed to like that, and it swelled even more inside his mouth. She moaned with a sort of grunt, thrusting her pelvis forward a little more. Oliver stretched his lips around the center of the massive shaft, ribbons of saliva rushing down the green surface of it. The head throbbed against the entrance to his throat.

		This was more real than any dream, and Oliver shoved a hand down the front of his trousers, pleasing the orc woman while exploring his new female parts. He had neglected his slit. It was right to have it, and right for his fingers to touch it. With the wetness abundant, he pushed a finger inside, moaning on that thick cock. The inside was so slippery that it went all the way in, and more juice trickled out. He smelled the orc woman’s musk and his own female scent, a heavenly mixture that filled his nose.

		They had alerted the other orc woman, and Oliver noticed the shadow of her standing behind him. Her hands came to his slender shoulders, and then to his waist, tracing the curve of his body that he so desperately tried to hide from everyone else. She grabbed him by the hips and lowered his trousers. Oliver continued fingering himself, occupied with the cock in his mouth. With a firm grip, she pressed herself against him, inserting her cock between his legs, finding his tight ass. The penetration was instant, and Oliver moaned again as she filled him completely, her warmth surrounding him.

		“A very good girl,” she whispered into his ear, right before a thrust. “Very pretty girl. We like pretty girls like you. Pretty boys who become pretty girls. Do you like us?”

		Oliver nodded, never releasing his lips from the other’s fat cock. He liked how they talked fondly of him, the “pretty girl” with his girlish body and girlish voice. Father never did that. Father only yelled at him to work faster. If not, he’d go get the belt. Oliver felt the sting in his mind, the lash of the belt striking his body, and winced. But the orc women were there, with their big hands all over his body and their big cocks filling him. They didn’t want to harm him. They cherished his company and his body and his warmth. They only wanted the best for him.

		He bounced his head innumerable times on the green cock, and the orc woman behind him fondled his breasts as she penetrated his ass. She was powerful, strong as a horse, bucking against him with relentless pace. Each time it went inside him, Oliver would feel it deep in his body, poking against his stomach from the other side. Her hardness made him squirm, and the taste of cock made him beg for more.

		“Do you feel it?” the second whispered, the one fucking him. “Down here. Feel it, pretty girl.”

		Oliver stopped touching himself. His fingers were trembling, each one wet with juice. The orc woman brought his hand to his own belly, a few inches above his crotch. She thrust into him again, pressing tight against his soft rear, filling him with the entire length of her cock. At the same time, he felt the hardness of it, the throbbing tip against his fingers. There were skin and flesh separating the two, but he felt it nonetheless, so deeply buried in his ass that it formed a little tent on his belly.

		Then, she drew back, leaving him gasping for air. Suddenly weak and overwhelmed with pleasure, Oliver went limp into her arms, seeing stars though the night was cloudy and dark. He was weak and small compared to her, easily held with her large hands. She could use him however she pleased, and he could not fight it. He wouldn’t. He loved having her cock inside his ass.

		“Pretty girl needs our tasty cocks,” she whispered.

		“Yes,” Oliver agreed without a second thought. “I love your cocks.”

		The orc woman stood, and Oliver’s feet left the ground. She handled him as if he were as light as a feather, twisting him with her big strong arms. He found himself looking up into her eyes, staring up at the sky. Her green body seemed to go on for eternity, with her large breasts and firm stomach. Her cock came into view, and Oliver eagerly took it into his mouth. Her musk was heavy and strong down here, and he felt her nuts squishing against his forehead. All the while, he stared into her eyes. Her grin widened around her tusks.

		“Very nice, pretty girl,” he heard elsewhere.

		Oliver heard a rip, and then the rain was coming down on his torso and legs. The other had torn his clothes off, but he didn’t care. The orc women didn’t need clothes, and neither did he. They were more beautiful without them.

		Wetness touched his womanhood, and Oliver glanced down to see a head buried between his legs, her eyes appearing over his flat crotch. She didn’t waste any time in penetrating him with her tongue. It was long and slimy, and went deeper inside him than any of his fingers had. Oliver twisted hard as her lips brushed against a sensitive spot between his legs, but they both held him firm, one with his shoulders and the other his hips. They wouldn’t let him go.

		They fucked him like that. The one with the long hair licked his womanhood and tasted his sweet juices before lowering him down to her cock. She didn’t aim for his ass. This time, Oliver felt her hardness enter his new opening, stretching him wide. He grimaced for a moment, squirming in their tight grasp. Her cock was massive and thicker than anything that had been in there, but Oliver didn’t want to tell her to stop. The orcs only wanted the pleasure of fucking him, and he wanted them to have it. The tighter it was, the better for her. He ignored the initial discomfort and went back to sucking on the other’s cock, knowing that a tasty treat was on its way.

		Oliver ran his hands along his girl body, grasping his breasts, pinching the nipples. They were as hard as he had ever felt. He had hid them for so long, ignored them, and now he couldn’t do anything but play with them. With one orc woman fucking his face, and the other penetrating him between the legs, they were the only things he had control over. He held them as his body twisted between the two figures, pounded on both ends. Drool went over his cheeks, up his nostrils, into his eyes. The image of the orc woman blurred, but Oliver kept his lips dutifully around her hardness, accepting it, tasting every inch of it.

		Shortly after, the night rains relented. Thunder rumbled in the distance, softly in the darkness. The orc women thrust hard one last time, and Oliver felt the rush of their seed into his body, exploding into his mouth, shooting into his new hole. They pumped him full of it, and he kept his lips tight, swallowing every bit of it down. He didn’t want it to end. It was thick and delicious, warming him from the inside out.

		“Yes, pretty girl! Take it all! You want it all!”

		They lowered him to the ground, and cum spewed out from both ends, for their cocks hadn’t been totally emptied yet. Oliver covered his mouth, keeping as much in as he could. He swallowed and swallowed and kept swallowing until there was not the tiniest drop left. After, he sucked the last little bit from the orc’s shrinking cock—though it was still anything but small. His belly ached, and his jaw hurt, but he didn’t care. He wanted to please her, to take all of her seed into his body. It was all he could do.

		That’s who he was. He was Oliver the pretty girl, a fair young lass with a hole between his legs and an appetite for orc cum. They couldn’t say he was anything different. No one could. He wanted to serve them. The burning in his loins told him to. He wanted to serve them and suck them dry and have his womanhood filled with their cocks. He was theirs.

		After a long night of sleep—and dreams of being used by the orc women for their own pleasure—Oliver woke to find himself alone. His two new friends had vanished. He didn’t see them anywhere. Only embers remained of the fire. The sun was already out and the sky was clear. Warmth touched his naked skin everywhere, but especially between his legs. Oliver twisted to his feet, fingering himself at the thought of getting fucked within the next five minutes.

		“Hello?”

		His voice was weak, but it carried far enough to be heard within a hundred meters. There was no response. He looked at the torn garments that had once been his clothes, ignored them, and set out in the only direction he knew—the way he had come. The night had been dark and rainy, but Oliver knew he was only a quick walk away from the farm. The orc women wouldn’t leave him for good, not after last night, not after fucking him like that. He didn’t want to believe they would. They were still close, still within range of his scent.

		Still bleary-eyed and naked, Oliver stumbled through the final row of trees and out onto his father’s land. He spotted the unfinished fence from the night before, the one Father had yelled at him to finish even if it took him all night. The scar on his cheek hurt seeing that, and he rubbed it. It’d be there forever, a constant reminder.

		Right then, Oliver heard a noise from the house. A pale shape stumbled through the front door, falling in a patch of mud, groaning. It crawled along the sticky soil like some rodent, clawing at the ground, trying to return to its feet but never quite finding its balance. More pathetic noises came from its mouth, frightful squeaks with poor assembly. It was trying to run away from something, something it kept turning its head on its fat neck around to look at. Oliver almost expected a large cat to jump out and pounce on it.

		Instead, the door slammed open, and two green shapes came out into the sunlight. They were yelling at the naked creature, kicking it with their boots, ordering it around. One hit it on the cheek. The other stomped it back into the mud, forcing it off its hands and knees. It gave out a whimpering cry of defeat.

		“You hurt pretty girl! My pretty girl!”

		“Please!” it coughed, spitting out mud. “What is this?”

		“Look at her! You hurt her!” The orc woman turned his head.

		Their gazes met, and Oliver felt a shiver pass through him. He remembered again. He pictured the way Father would look at him. It was the same stare he gave him before retrieving the belt. Oliver heard the warning crack in his mind, and then felt the painful sting. He had disobeyed. He’d say he’d never disobey again. That’s what Father wanted to hear. Oliver didn’t want to feel the belt again.

		The pale shape quivered, shaking its head. “Who is that?”

		The orc woman hit him again. “My pretty girl you’ve hit!”

		Oliver always hid his changed body around the house. He had to. Under trousers and a shirt, no one had to know. His face was smooth and a bit more feminine, but still Oliver’s. Father never noticed anything different. More often than not, he was passed out and stinking of alcohol. The money from the potatoes supported his drinking habit. And then Oliver would be whipped for not making more money for his drinks. It was all his fault somehow. He hadn’t sold enough potatoes. He had lowered the price too much. He couldn’t bargain.

		Now he saw a naked girl, and Father had a different look in his eye, one of total nonrecognition. He was seeing a stranger. Oliver didn’t look like that, for Oliver was a boy and the figure that stood before him was clearly female.

		The orc with the long hair circled him, kicking him with her boot. “Move! You best do it. You hurt my pretty girl. Is it potatoes you sell? You sell them at the town? Now you sell them for me.”

		Oliver the farm boy would’ve run to help his father. The orc women were mistreating him, embarrassing him. The farm life was all he knew. He was there to help, to haul potatoes in his cart, and he needed Father to tell him to do it. He needed the orders, the instructions. He made a little money from it, not much, but enough to buy a new set of clothes every spring. He was supposed to listen to him.

		But, Oliver the pretty girl only watched, frozen with a conflict of different emotions as the orc women laughed at the pale shape that crawled away like a whimpering animal, afraid to be beaten again by its owner. One of them had retrieved the cart and pulled it around to the front. It was more than halfway full with potatoes; the other Oliver was going to sell them today, take them to the market. They wouldn’t fetch much, and Father would get the belt again. It always happened.

		“Pretty girl hauled your potatoes. Now you can.”

		With a belt and rope, they fastened him to the cart like a horse to a carriage. After a strike to his shoulder, he went off up the road, running as fast as he could with the cart in tow, constantly looking back to see if they were following him. Oliver watched him until he was out of sight.

		The orc girl with the long hair came up to him. “Pretty girl no longer worries about him. She no longer gets hurt.”

		“But, if he tells—”

		She smiled. “He won’t. He’s weak. We stay with pretty girl here. He sells potatoes for us.”

		Oliver gazed at the house. He knew every corner of it, every rotten log and drafty room. It groaned when the winds came, and the roof leaked during the rains. The walls echoed with the cracks of a belt and the cries of a boy. He looked at the rows and rows of potato plants, the unfinished fence, the tracks leading towards town.

		He hated every part of it.

		Oliver shook his head. “No. Take me to your place.”

		“My place?” The orc woman smiled. “We live in the forest. Forest our place.”

		“Then we go there,” he said.

		From now on, Oliver the farm boy was no more. The orc women led him into the trees, far beyond Father’s land and well out of sight from the road, so far that he didn’t know where they were. The forest went on and on, farther than he thought possible. The orc women explained that they had no place in particular. They roamed with the food, escaped the cold winds, took shelter in caves when the winters came. They avoided human settlements.

		Oliver didn’t mind all that. He remembered Eliza from the road, the beautiful redhead that had suggested they take off together, run far away. Oliver the farm boy had wanted her. She was everything of the old world, the desire for another, a fragment of a memory with so many cracks that he couldn’t even see her face anymore. Oliver didn’t wish to. He only wanted to be with the orcs, to service them however they pleased, to suck them dry and have them fuck him everyday. That’s what Oliver the pretty girl wanted.

		Right then, with a contentment that he had never felt in his entire life, Oliver stopped, and the two orc women turned, their cocks completely erect. He lowered himself to his knees when they told him to. He knew what they wanted. He knew them well by now. He wrapped his lips around the closest cock, and his hand around the other. Their green bodies towered over him, and on their faces he only saw pleasure. His belly yearned for that sweet release, that tasty cum that came from their incredible bodies. Oliver wouldn’t stop until he had it all, until it was stretching his stomach and bubbling from his lips because he couldn’t swallow any more of it. That was his duty. He needed their voices, their cocks. He needed their cum.

		 

		Eliza drifted from one vendor to the other, searching hopelessly for something to spend her coins on. They had been in her pocket for the last week, ever since Father had told her to go buy some flowers for Mother. But that was silly, because flowers grew naturally in the wild. Oliver had showed her where to find some. Mother loved the dog roses. Eliza loved them too, and she was glad that Mother had been so happy.

		She worried about Oliver. With the market bustling with dozens of faceless shapes and the air echoing with sharp voices all trying to shout over each other, she remembered the boy on the road, in the grove, in her arms, the strangeness of him and his changing body. He had told her he was a boy, but he was beginning to look like a girl. Eliza would glance around at the other girls, hoping to see him. She didn’t know if she’d recognize him. His body had changed, and maybe his face had too. He might’ve been a completely different person now for all she knew, invisible to her eyes.

		As Eliza browsed through a selection of fine imported fabrics and thought of a new dress she could make, there was a roar of laughter in the market square. Everyone was turning to look. They all crowded around her, wanting to see the source of the amusement. Eliza had to stand on her tippy toes to see over their shoulders.

		A man had entered the market, and he wasn’t wearing a single piece of clothing. The cart behind him came to a stop, bumping into him, almost knocking him over. He was sweating from head to toe, looking as if he had run across the entire countryside without stopping.

		“Potatoes!” he shouted, once he had caught his breath. “I have potatoes to sell! Fine potatoes!”

		The crowd was silent, stunned like they couldn’t believe him. It was the oddest thing Eliza had ever seen. She didn’t wish to see a man without his clothes on, but she couldn’t help herself. It was a fascinating sight, one that drew the attention of everyone around her.

		Then, they all pointed and laughed.
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