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The Orcs Paid Their Tab By Breeding Me

The last of them staggered out at half-past midnight—two farmers and a tinker, their songs dissolving into the cold dark beyond the threshold. I threw the bolt on the heavy oak door and stood there a moment, forehead against the wood, breathing in the smell of old iron and the November wind that crept through the gaps. My feet ached. My back ached. The whole damnable building ached, if a building could—the beams settling into their rot, the floorboards groaning under years of spilled ale and hard use.

Behind me, the common room was a wreck. Overturned cups, crusts of bread, a puddle of something I chose not to identify seeping into the grain of the bar. The hearth had burned down to its last orange whisper, and in its fading glow the shadows stretched long and strange across the walls. But the room wasn't empty. Not yet.

The low rumble of orcish laughter rolled from the far table like distant thunder—three voices, each deep enough to rattle the crockery. I turned and leaned against the door, arms crossed beneath my breasts, and looked at them.

Brak sat in the middle, his elbows spread wide on the scarred table, the bench creaking under a body that could have been carved from green granite. His tusks jutted from his lower jaw, yellowed and chipped, and the firelight caught the ridged scar tissue that ran from his left brow down to the corner of his mouth. To his right, Krug hunched forward, broader in the shoulders than Brak but leaner through the waist, his long braided hair the color of wet moss. And on the left, Morg—the largest of the three, quiet where the others were loud, his arms folded across a chest like a keg of ale. The table was a battlefield of empty tankards. I counted nineteen. Twenty, if you included the one Krug was using as a hand-rest, his thick green fingers curled around its rim as though it were a thimble.

I pulled the rag from my apron string and wiped my hands, though they were already dry. A habit. Something to do while I steadied myself. Then I went behind the bar, found the strip of parchment where I'd been keeping tally all evening, and unrolled it across the counter. The chalk marks ran in columns—ale, dark ale, roast mutton, bread, cheese, more ale, a cask of the Ambervale reserve I'd been saving for winter trade. I added the figures twice, because the first sum seemed like a mistake. It wasn't. The number at the bottom was taller than any tab I'd ever written. Taller than the one old Maren had run up over six months before I'd finally barred him. These three had managed it in a single evening.

I carried the parchment to their table and slid it across the wood, positioning it squarely in front of Brak. He seemed to be the one who did the talking. The other two watched me as I pulled my hand back—Krug with his head tilted like a dog hearing a high sound, Morg with an expression that gave away nothing at all.

Brak picked up the parchment between two fingers, delicately, the way a man might handle a butterfly. His yellow eyes scanned the figures. His tusked grin widened, slow and certain, until it split his face like a crack in a wall.

Then he looked up at me, and his gaze dropped from my eyes to my chest, then lower, tracing the curve of my hips where the apron cinched my waist. I felt that look the way you feel a hand hovering just above your skin—not touching, but close enough to raise every hair. My pulse kicked sideways.

"Can't pay," he said. His voice was a low, scraping thing, like stone dragged over stone. He set the parchment down and smoothed it with one massive palm. "Raid went south. Lost the cargo. Lost the coin." He shrugged. Those shoulders moved like tectonic plates. "Nothing in the purse, tavern-woman."

The anger came first, bright and clean as a blade. Three months of watered-down meals, of patching the roof with scraps, of lying awake at night counting coppers against debts—and now this. Three orcs the size of draft horses had eaten and drunk their way through a quarter of my stores, and they had nothing.

"You sat in my tavern for six hours," I said. My voice came out low and flat, which was better than the scream coiling in my throat. "You drank my best ale. You ate my stores. And you're telling me—"

"I'm telling you," Brak interrupted, "that we've got no coin." He didn't look sorry. He looked amused, the bastard, with those yellow eyes half-lidded and his mouth curved around his tusks in something that wasn't quite a smile and wasn't quite a threat. "But we've got something else."

The common room was so quiet I could hear the last ember pop in the hearth. Krug shifted on the bench, and the wood protested. Morg's gaze had not left me once.

"We pay with what orcs pay with when the gold runs out," Brak continued. He leaned back, spreading his knees apart under the table, and the gesture was so plainly, obscenely deliberate that heat flooded my cheeks before I could stop it. "You're a woman alone. We can see that. Widow, probably—there's a look widows get, around the mouth, around the eyes. Hungry, but not for food."

My jaw tightened. I wanted to slap the words back into his tusked mouth. I wanted to tell him to get out, to threaten him with the magistrate, with the militia. But the magistrate was three hours' ride north, and the militia hadn't patrolled this road since midsummer. I was alone. They knew it. I knew it.

And underneath the anger, underneath the indignation—God help me—something else had begun to stir. Something that lived in the low belly and the backs of the thighs, in all the places that had gone quiet and cold in the three years since my husband's horse had thrown him on the south road. A warmth I recognized with shame and a kind of sick, giddy horror, because it had no business being here, not now, not with them.

But there it was, pooling between my legs, traitorous and undeniable. The sheer size of them. The scars. The way their leather armor creaked when they breathed. The smell—iron and sweat and something underneath, something animal and dark, like woodsmoke in a cave.

"Each of us," Brak said, holding up three thick fingers. "All night. And in the morning, the tab's gone, and you'll have something to remember besides an empty purse."

Krug grinned. His tusks were shorter than Brak's but sharper. Morg said nothing, but his eyes—pale yellow, almost gold—tracked down to where my thighs pressed together beneath my skirts, as though he could see straight through the fabric to the shameful slickness gathering there.

I breathed in. I breathed out. The hearth crackled its last.

"Follow me," I said. My voice was steadier than it had any right to be. "There's a storeroom in the back."

I turned without waiting for an answer and walked toward the corridor behind the bar, my spine straight, my hands balled into fists at my sides to keep them from shaking. Behind me, I heard the bench groan with relief as three hundred-odd pounds of orc stood up, then the heavy footfalls—one, two, three—following me into the dark.



The corridor was narrow enough that I could hear their shoulders scraping the walls behind me, the creak of leather and the wet huffing of their breath filling the passage like something alive. I found the storeroom door by feel—third on the left, the latch sticky with age—and shouldered it open.

Inside, the air was thick and close, heavy with the smell of barley and dried hops and the faint sweetness of ale leaking from an old cask I hadn't gotten around to mending. The ceiling hung low, barely clearing my head and nowhere near clearing theirs. I groped along the shelf by the door until my fingers found the lantern, then struck the flint. It took three tries. My hands were not cooperating.

The flame caught, steadied, and threw a weak amber glow across the room. Sacks of grain were stacked against the far wall, lumpy and sagging, and between them stood barrels of varying size—small beer, dark ale, a half-empty cask of mead. The floor was packed earth, cool through the thin soles of my shoes. It was not a large room. It had never needed to be.

Then the orcs came through the door, one after another, and the room became something else entirely.

Brak entered first, ducking so low his braids brushed the lintel. Krug followed, turning sideways to fit his shoulders through, and Morg came last, filling what remained of the doorway like a cork in a bottle. The three of them stood in a loose arc around me, and the storeroom—which had always felt adequate, even spacious on nights when the stores ran thin—shrank to the size of a coffin. I could feel the heat radiating from their bodies, a furnace-warmth that had nothing to do with the lantern. The air itself seemed to thicken, growing dense with the musk of them—sweat and iron and that deeper, animal scent that I'd noticed in the common room but which here, in this confined space, was overwhelming. It crawled into my lungs and settled there.

Brak looked around the storeroom the way a general surveys a conquered room. Then he looked at me.

"Here's how it goes, tavern-woman." He planted one hand on a barrel beside him, and the wood groaned. His shadow swallowed the wall behind me. "You've got a debt. We've got what pays it. Each of us takes you—properly, thoroughly, until your womb's so full of orc seed it's running down your legs." His mouth twitched around his tusks. "The oldest currency of conquest. Older than gold. Older than blood."

The words landed in the pit of my stomach like stones dropped into still water, and the ripples spread outward—up into my chest, where my heart was hammering so hard I was sure they could hear it, and down, down between my thighs where the ache had become something I could no longer pretend was anger. My cheeks burned. I could feel the flush spreading down my neck, across my collarbones, betraying me as clearly as if I'd spoken.

Three years. Three years since anyone had touched me. Three years of waking in a cold bed with nothing but the memory of my husband's hands, which had been gentle and careful and utterly insufficient preparation for what stood in front of me now. The loneliness had calcified into something I carried without thinking, a weight so familiar I'd stopped noticing it—until this moment, when the prospect of its removal made my knees feel like they'd been replaced with candle wax.

I should have said no. I should have told them to get out, to find coin somewhere, to sell their swords or their armor or their useless pride. I should have done a great many things. Instead, I stood in my own storeroom, surrounded by the provisions I'd scrimped and scraped to afford, and felt my body open like a door I'd thought I'd nailed shut.

"The debt," I said, and my voice came out barely louder than the hiss of the lantern flame, "must be fully settled. Tonight. All of it."

The words tasted like iron in my mouth—blood, or courage, or the two of them tangled together so tightly I couldn't tell one from the other. I meant it as a condition. It came out as something closer to a plea.

The sound they made was not quite speech. A low, collective rumble that vibrated through the floor and up through the soles of my feet, something between approval and hunger. Krug's lips peeled back over his tusks. Morg uncrossed his arms, and the motion made the tendons in his forearms shift like cables beneath green skin.

Brak stepped closer. Close enough that I had to tilt my head back to see his face, close enough that his body blocked out the lantern and cast me into his shadow. He smelled like woodsmoke and old leather and something underneath—something warm and dark and living, like blood moving under skin.

"Strip," he said. Simple. A single word that dropped into the air between us and detonated without sound. "Take it all off, and let us see what we're getting for our trouble."

The other two shifted, finding positions—Krug leaning against the grain sacks, Morg lowering himself onto an upturned barrel that creaked dangerously beneath his weight. They watched me the way a fire watches kindling. Patient. Certain.

My fingers went to the apron strings first. The knot was simple—I'd tied and untied it ten thousand times—but tonight it fought me, and I had to work at it with trembling hands until it gave. The apron fell, a puddle of stained linen at my feet.

The bodice came next. Bone stays, six hooks down the front, each one a tiny capitulation. I felt the fabric loosen, felt the night air find my skin through the thin chemise beneath. The hooks clicked as I freed them, one by one, and with each click the room grew quieter, the orcs' breathing louder, until the bodice joined the apron on the floor and I stood in my chemise and skirt, the fabric clinging to the sweat at the small of my back.

I unlaced the skirt. It slipped over my hips and puddled at my ankles with a whisper that sounded, in the silence, like a shout.

The chemise last. I crossed my arms and gathered the hem, and for a moment I paused—one breath, two—feeling the weight of their eyes on me like hands already, feeling the air in that tiny room vibrate with a frequency just below hearing. Then I pulled it over my head.

I stood among the barrels, pale and bare, the lantern painting me in amber and shadow. My breasts, heavy and full, rose and fell with each breath. The cool air tightened my nipples into hard points. And between my thighs, where I'd hoped the evidence of my shameful wanting might go unnoticed, I could feel the slickness already gathering, could feel myself opening to nothing, to the mere anticipation of what was coming.

The three of them stared. And the storeroom held its breath.



Brak moved first. He stepped forward with the slow deliberation of someone who knew exactly how much space he occupied and enjoyed every inch of it. His fingers went to the laces of his leather breeches, and I watched—I couldn't not watch—as he worked them open with a patience that seemed almost cruel. The leather parted, and he shoved the garment down his thighs, and what sprang free made my mouth go dry and my cunt clench in the same instant.

His cock was enormous. There was no polite way to think it, no delicate circumlocution that would soften the truth of it—it was thick as my forearm, ridged along the underside with raised veins that caught the lantern light like ropes beneath green skin, and the head was broad and dark, glistening with a bead of something clear and viscous that stretched and snapped as it bobbed toward me. The shaft had a slight upward curve, and even at rest it looked angry, urgent, a weapon as surely as the sword that hung from his discarded belt.

I stared. My mouth opened and no sound came out. Somewhere behind Brak, Krug let out a low chuckle, and Morg was silent as stone.

Brak closed the distance between us in a single stride. His hands found my waist—those massive, scarred hands that could have circled me twice—and he lifted me as though I were made of straw, setting me down on the low stack of crates that sat against the wall. The wood was rough against my bare skin, the edge of a slat pressing into the backs of my thighs, but I barely noticed. He stepped between my legs and pushed them apart, his palms hot against my inner thighs, spreading me open to the warm air and the lantern light and his gaze, which dropped between my legs with the focus of a man reading scripture.

One thick finger traced through my folds, and I shuddered from my skull to my heels. His skin was rough—callused, scarred, textured in ways that human skin never was—and the friction of it against my slickness was obscene. He dragged his finger from my entrance to my clit and back again, slow and exploratory, and when he pulled his hand away, the wetness strung between his finger and my flesh in a glistening thread.

"Already soaking," he rumbled, and there was something like admiration in his voice, something that made me want to close my legs and something that made me want to open them wider. "Your cunt's been waiting for this, tavern-woman. Drooling for orc cock before I even touched you."

My cheeks flamed. He was right. That was the worst part—he was right, and we both knew it, and the knowing made me wetter still. I could feel myself dripping onto the crate, leaving a dark stain on the wood that I'd never be able to explain away.

He positioned himself. The head of his cock nudged against my entrance, impossibly wide, impossibly hot, and I sucked in a breath that tasted of grain dust and musk and the animal stink of his arousal. My hands flew to his shoulders—the muscles there were like boulders beneath skin—and I held on, my nails finding no purchase on that thick green hide.

He pressed forward.

The stretch was—I had no frame of reference. My husband had been a normal man, average in all the ways that mattered, and three years of disuse had tightened me to something that felt, in this moment, absurdly inadequate. The broad head of Brak's cock spread me open, and I gasped—a ragged, broken sound—as my body struggled to accommodate something it had never been designed to take. The ridges along his shaft dragged against my inner walls, each one a distinct pressure point that sent sparks racing up my spine and down into my toes.

Inch by slow inch, he fed himself into me. I could feel every bit of it—the impossible girth, the heat of him, the way my cunt stretched and gripped and fluttered around him as though trying to decide whether to pull him in or push him out. By the time he was halfway, I was shaking. By the time he bottomed out, his hips flush against mine, the head of his cock pressing against something deep inside me that sent a white flash across my vision, I had forgotten my own name.

"There," he said, and his voice was a vibration I felt in my chest and between my legs simultaneously. "Every inch. Feel that?"

I nodded. I couldn't speak. I was too full—of him, of the sensation, of the mad, shameful, glorious reality that I was impaled on an orc's cock in my own storeroom, and it felt better than anything I had experienced in my entire quiet, careful life.

He began to move.

The rhythm was steady at first, powerful but measured, each stroke pulling almost all the way out before driving back in with a force that rocked the crates beneath me and sent a jolt through my entire body. The sounds were obscene—wet, thick, sucking sounds that filled the storeroom and bounced off the stone walls, accompanied by the rhythmic creak of wood and the slap of his hips against my thighs. My breasts bounced with each thrust, and his eyes tracked them with a focused hunger that made my stomach flip.

I wrapped my legs around him—or tried to; his waist was so broad I could barely hook my ankles together—and the change in angle drove him deeper, pressing against that place inside me that made everything go bright and blurry at the edges. My cries came without permission. Short, sharp, escalating sounds that echoed off the stone and came back to me like the voices of a woman I didn't recognize—desperate, abandoned, halfway to destroyed.

The pleasure built in waves that came faster and closer together, each one higher than the last, each one eroding a little more of the wall I'd built around the parts of myself I didn't want to look at. I felt it gathering in the pit of my stomach, a pressure so intense it bordered on pain, coiling and tightening and pulling me toward something inevitable. My vision narrowed. The storeroom shrank to the point where his body met mine—the sight of that massive, ridged shaft sliding in and out of me, glistening with my arousal, stretching me obscenely wide around him.

When the climax hit, it hit like a wall of water. My back arched off the crates, my mouth opened in a soundless scream, and every muscle in my body seized at once—my thighs clamping around him, my cunt gripping his cock in spasms so fierce I could feel him twitch inside me. The world whited out, then flooded back in vivid, overwhelming color.

And in that same instant, Brak drove himself to the hilt and held there, his hands vise-tight on my hips, a growl tearing from his chest that shook the barrels on their shelves. I felt him pulse inside me—thick, rhythmic throbs—and then the heat. Wave after wave of it, flooding into me, filling spaces I didn't know I had, hot and thick and impossibly copious. It kept coming, each spurt accompanied by a grunt that was almost a word, until I felt myself overflowing, felt the excess leak out around the seal of his shaft and trickle down to pool beneath me on the crate.

"Take it all, little tavern wench," he growled, his tusks inches from my face, his breath hot against my sweat-damp forehead. "Let my cum breed you."

I took it. I took every drop. And when he finally pulled free with a wet, obscene sound that echoed through the storeroom, I lay on the crates and felt his seed slide out of me in a warm, thick river, and I thought: *the debt is only a third paid*.



I didn't have time to collect myself. My breath was still coming in ragged sobs, my thighs still trembling, when I felt new hands on me—rougher than Brak's, the fingers longer, the grip less careful. Krug. He'd come off the grain sacks with the silence of something that hunted for a living, and now he stood behind me, his shadow falling across my back as I lay sprawled on the crates with Brak's seed still leaking from between my legs in slow, thick rivulets.

He didn't speak. He gripped my hip with one hand and my shoulder with the other and turned me over, flipping me onto my stomach with a casual strength that left me gasping. My breasts pressed against the rough wood, my nipples dragging against the grain with a friction that was half pain and half something else entirely. He positioned me with efficient hands—belly down, hips raised, my feet barely touching the packed earth floor. The crate edge bit into my hip bones, and I gripped the far side with both hands, fingers white around the slats.

Behind me, I heard the rustle of leather being shed, and then I felt him—the heat of his cock resting against the cleft of my ass, and even through the fog of what Brak had just done to me, I registered the difference. Where Brak had been thick, Krug was long, with a pronounced upward curve that I could feel as he dragged himself along my soaked, gaping slit. The head was narrower, more pointed, designed—if design was the word—to reach places that shouldn't have been reachable.

He entered me with a single thrust.

No preamble, no slow entry, no inch-by-inch negotiation. Just one decisive stroke that drove him into me to the root, and the cum already inside me—Brak's cum, thick and hot and copious—eased his passage with a slick, obscene ease that made the penetration feel like falling. I heard the sound it made: a wet, sucking, squelching noise that filled the storeroom like something shameful given voice. The mixture of my arousal and Brak's seed frothed around Krug's shaft, and I felt it squeezing out around him, felt it running down my inner thighs in warm threads.

He gripped my hips. His fingers dug in with a force that I knew would leave bruises—perfect green handprints on my pale skin, souvenirs that would ache for days—and I found, with a detachment that frightened me, that I wanted them. Wanted the marks. Wanted proof that this had happened, that I hadn't dreamed it in my cold widow's bed.

Then he began to pound me.

If Brak had been a storm rolling in from the sea—measured, powerful, inevitable—Krug was the lightning inside it. His strokes were faster, harder, each one driving me forward on the crates until the wood screeched against the stone floor. The slap of his hips against my ass was metronomic and obscene, a wet percussion that echoed off the walls and merged with the grunts he made on each forward stroke—animal sounds, guttural and shameless.

"This is what human women are for," he said, and his voice was tighter than Brak's, higher in pitch, with a rasp to it that scraped along my nerves. "Tight little cunts that grip and milk. Born to take orc cock and beg for more."

I should have been angry. I should have felt degraded, diminished, reduced to something less than what I was. Instead, a moan tore out of me that came from somewhere below language, below thought—a sound that was pure body, pure response, and it shamed me and thrilled me in equal measure. His curved shaft hit a spot inside me on every upstroke that sent white light cascading behind my eyelids, and my body—my traitorous, neglected, desperately hungry body—clenched around him with a greed that I could not disguise.

The second orgasm built faster than the first. I was already raw, already open, already vibrating at a frequency that needed only the slightest push to tip over into chaos. Krug provided more than the slightest push. He angled his hips, driving deeper, and the head of his cock pressed against my cervix with a pressure that teetered on the edge between pleasure and pain and then dissolved into something that was neither—something bigger, something that swallowed both and left me gasping into the crate beneath my face.

My walls fluttered around him, and I heard him hiss through his teeth. "There it is," he said. "There's that greedy little cunt. Squeeze me, tavern-wench. Milk it out of me."

I pushed back against him. My hips moved of their own accord, meeting his thrusts with a desperate, rhythmic roll that drove him deeper with every stroke. The crates rocked and screeched. Somewhere to my left, I was dimly aware of Brak watching, arms folded, his spent cock still heavy between his thighs. To my right, Morg sat on his barrel like a statue, waiting.

"More," I heard myself say, and the word came out broken and breathless, barely recognizable as my own voice. "Give me your seed too. Fill me up. I want it—I want—"

I couldn't finish. The orgasm crashed over me like a wave breaking on rocks, my vision whiting out, my body seizing around Krug's cock in rhythmic, involuntary spasms that wrung a roar from him—a sound so loud it rattled the bottles on the nearest shelf, so primal it seemed to come from somewhere older than language. He slammed into me one final time, burying himself as deep as his length would allow, and I felt him erupt.

It was different from Brak. Where Brak had pulsed in long, deliberate throbs, Krug came in rapid, forceful spurts—jet after jet of seed pumping into a channel already packed with his companion's load. The overflow was immediate and spectacular. I felt it push out around him, felt the warm slurry of mixed cum run in rivulets down my thighs, dripping from my swollen lips to the crate beneath me, pooling in the hollow of my lower back where his thumb pressed into my spine. The sound was obscene—a glutted, gurgling sound, like something too full being filled further.

He held himself inside me for a long moment, his cock still twitching, still adding to the mess. Then he exhaled—a long, satisfied breath—and withdrew with a wet, sucking pop that left me clenching around nothing, my cunt gaping and dripping and ruined in the best and worst possible way.

I lay on the crate, my cheek pressed to the wood, my hair stuck to my face with sweat, and I breathed. My legs were shaking so badly they couldn't support me. Cum—orc cum, two loads' worth, thick and warm and unrelenting—slid out of me in a slow cascade, painting my inner thighs and dripping onto the earthen floor.

Two down. The debt two-thirds paid. And Morg hadn't moved from his barrel.



Morg stood up, and the barrel he'd been sitting on rocked in his absence like a boat left by its anchor. He'd been so still for so long—through Brak, through Krug, through both of my undoings—that the movement seemed wrong, like watching a mountain decide to walk. His joints made no sound. For something that large, he moved with an eerie, liquid grace that made the hairs on my arms stand on end.

He crossed the storeroom in two strides, bent down, and picked me up.

There was no negotiation in it, no positioning, no adjustment. His hands went under my arms, and I was airborne—lifted from the crates as easily as I might lift a cat from a windowsill. My feet dangled. The cum still dripping from between my legs left a glistening trail in the air. He held me there for a moment, studying my face with those pale gold eyes that had tracked every moment of the last hour without blinking, and I felt something pass between us—not tenderness, exactly, but a recognition. He saw what his companions had made of me, and he approved, and he intended to make it worse.

He sat down on the largest barrel in the room—a sturdy oaken cask that held fifty gallons of dark winter ale and that groaned but held as he settled his weight onto it. He positioned me above his lap, one hand spanning almost the entirety of my waist, the other reaching down to free himself.

I looked down.

The sound I made was not a word. It was something between a laugh and a whimper, because Morg's cock was the thickest of the three—impossibly, absurdly thick, with a girth that made Brak's look reasonable and a head so broad and dark it seemed to have its own gravitational pull. It stood upright from between his thighs, the shaft heavy with veins, the tip already weeping a clear fluid that caught the lantern light and shone.

He lowered me onto it.

The descent was slow. He controlled every inch of it with one hand on my hip, guiding me down with a deliberation that felt almost tender, except that what was happening to my body was anything but. The head met my entrance—or what was left of it, swollen and gaping and leaking the combined spend of two orcs—and pressed in, and the sound that filled the storeroom was something I would hear in my sleep for years. A wet, glutted, squelching sound, like a hand plunged into mud, as his girth forced the cum already inside me to displace. It pushed out around the seal of his shaft in thick, frothy ribbons that ran down his cock and pooled in the creases of his thighs. The sensation was beyond fullness—it was invasion, occupation, a claiming that went deeper than the physical and somewhere into the architectural, as though he were rearranging my internal geography to suit himself.

I sank. Lower and lower, my thighs trembling, my fingers digging into his massive shoulders for balance that I couldn't find. Each inch brought a new ridge, a new stretch, a new impossible expansion that made my breath come in short, stuttered gasps. And still more of him—how could there be more of him—until at last I settled into his lap and he was completely inside me, and I felt him everywhere. In my belly. In my chest. Behind my eyes.

He began to bounce me.

His hands gripped my hips and lifted me, then let me drop—a simple, devastating rhythm that drove his cock into me with the force of gravity and his own considerable strength. My breasts jolted with each impact, bouncing wildly, and his free hand came up to catch them, kneading the flesh with thick fingers, rolling my nipples between his thumb and forefinger with a pressure that sent bright lines of sensation straight to where he filled me. I cried out—or I think I did; by this point, the sounds I was making were no longer under my control, emerging from some basement of myself that I hadn't known existed.

Something had broken open in me. Some final wall, some last redoubt of propriety and self-preservation, and what flooded through the breach was hunger—vast, feral, three-years-starved hunger that no longer cared about shame or debt or the morning that would inevitably come. I rode him. I planted my hands on his chest and I rolled my hips and I ground myself down onto his cock with a shamelessness that would have horrified the woman who'd stood behind the bar six hours ago, tallying chalk marks and worrying about the winter stores.

"Breed me deeper," I said, and my voice was wrecked—a hoarse, cracked thing that barely sounded human. "Fill me until I'm carrying your strong orc babies. I want it. I want all of it. Don't stop—don't you dare stop—"

The words poured out of me like something uncorked, like I'd been holding them in my mouth for years and only now found the language to release them. And Morg—silent, monolithic Morg—looked at me with those gold eyes and something shifted in his expression. Not a smile. Something deeper. Something older.

His rhythm changed. The bouncing stopped; instead, he planted his feet on the floor, wrapped both arms around my waist, and drove up into me from below with a force that made the barrel beneath us shudder and the bottles on the shelves rattle. Each thrust was a seismic event, a deep, percussive impact that rattled my teeth and compressed the air from my lungs and hit a place inside me so deep I could taste it at the back of my throat—copper and honey and something that had no name.

When he came, his eyes never left mine.

I watched the gold of his irises darken, watched his jaw clench around his tusks, watched the cords of his neck stand out as a sound emerged from him—not a roar, not a growl, but something lower, something that vibrated at a frequency I felt in my bones. His cock swelled inside me, impossibly thicker, and then the first jet of cum hit my cervix with a force that made me see stars. Then the second. Then the third. Each one a hot, thick pulse that filled me past capacity, past reason, past anything I'd ever thought my body could contain. His seed mixed with what was already inside me—three loads now, three different consistencies, three different temperatures, all of it combining into a warm, heavy slurry that pressed against my womb and made my belly feel taut and swollen with the weight of it.

I collapsed forward against his chest, my forehead against his collarbone, my body still clenching and spasming around him in aftershocks that seemed like they would never end. His heartbeat thundered against my cheek, slow and steady, a metronome that my own racing pulse gradually began to sync with.

Three debts. Three deposits. And the night wasn't over yet.



Morg lifted me off his cock with the same effortless precision with which he'd put me on it, and for a moment I hung in the air, suspended between his hands, the mess of three loads sliding out of me in a long, unbroken thread that caught the lantern light and shone. Then he set me down—gently, or what passed for gently from a creature his size—onto a pile of empty grain sacks that someone had shoved into the corner. The burlap was rough against my back but soft compared to the crates, and I sank into it with a gratitude that bordered on religious.

I lay there, legs splayed, my body a ruin of sweat and seed and sensation, and I looked up at the three of them.

They stood in a loose semicircle around me, and they were not finished. Brak's hand was already wrapped around his shaft, working himself in long, deliberate strokes, the ridged flesh swelling back to hardness with a speed that should have been impossible but that I watched with a kind of dazed, hungry fascination. Krug was similarly occupied, his curved cock bobbing against his palm, already slick with the remnants of what he'd left inside me. And Morg—Morg simply stood there, his massive prick still jutting from his body, never having fully softened, as though one turn had been nothing more than a warm-up.

Three cocks. Three sets of yellow eyes. Three mouths full of tusks, curved into expressions that ranged from Brak's wolfish amusement to Krug's focused hunger to Morg's inscrutable calm.

"Open your legs," Brak said, and I did, because my legs had stopped taking orders from me sometime around my third orgasm and had defaulted to a state of permanent, obscene compliance. Two of them knelt—Krug on one side, Morg on the other—and gripped my thighs, spreading me wide, holding me open like the pages of a book they intended to write in.

Brak knelt between them and drove back into me.

The sound was extraordinary. My cunt, packed with the combined seed of three orcs and my own considerable arousal, received him with a glutted, squelching welcome that echoed off the stone walls. He filled me in a single stroke—no resistance left, nothing but a slippery, swollen channel that gripped him reflexively, my walls fluttering around his shaft like something drowning. He fucked me with a brutal efficiency, each stroke churning the mess inside me into a froth that bubbled out around his shaft, and when he came—minutes later, or hours, time had lost its shape—he added another hot flood to the reservoir and pulled out with a grunt, his cock trailing ropes of milky cum that spattered across my thighs and belly.

Before the last string had broken, Krug was inside me.

He plunged in where Brak had just withdrawn, and the seamlessness of the transition—the way one cock replaced another without pause or ceremony—did something to my mind that I couldn't undo. I was a vessel. A receptacle. A warm, willing depository for everything they had to give, and the recognition of this fact, which should have horrified me, instead sent a wave of pleasure so intense through my body that I arched off the grain sacks and screamed. Krug fucked me with his characteristic speed, his hips a blur, the wet slapping sounds building to a crescendo that peaked when he buried himself and roared and added his second load to the catastrophe between my legs.

Then Morg. He simply leaned forward, guided himself in, and pushed. My body opened for him like a door on well-oiled hinges, and the sheer volume of what was being displaced by his girth forced cum out of me in thick, creamy waves that soaked the grain sacks and darkened the burlap to near-black. He came with his customary silence—a tightening of his jaw, a single, deep exhale, and then the hot, heavy pulse of his seed joining the rest.

They rotated. Again and again, one withdrawing so the next could enter, a relay of possession that blurred at the edges until I could no longer tell which cock was inside me at any given moment—only that something was, always something, stretching and filling and emptying and refilling in a rhythm that became the only rhythm that existed. Each withdrawal brought a gush of their combined spend—thick, white, copious, running in rivers down my thighs and pooling beneath me on the sacks. Each entry forced it back inside, or displaced more, or churned what remained into a warm, slippery cream that coated everything it touched.

I existed somewhere beyond thought. My mind had narrowed to a single point of sensation—the place where their bodies met mine, the impossible fullness, the friction of ridged flesh against walls that had long since given up any pretense of resistance. I was climaxing, I think, though it no longer felt like discrete events with beginnings and endings. It was one continuous wave, one sustained note, a vibration that ran through my entire body without interruption, cresting and dipping but never ceasing, never letting me surface long enough to remember who I was or why I was here.

"Don't stop," I heard a voice say—mine, apparently, though it sounded like it was coming from very far away, from a woman lying on a pile of grain sacks in a storeroom while three orcs took turns breeding her. "Keep going—keep breeding me—pay every last coin with your cum, every drop, I want it, I want all of it, don't stop, don't—"

The words dissolved into sounds that weren't words anymore—moans and cries and something that might have been laughter or might have been sobbing, I couldn't tell and didn't care. One of them was inside me. Then another. Then the third. Then the first again. The cycle continued until the boundaries between them erased, until they were not three separate bodies but one organism with one purpose: to fill me, to claim me, to settle the debt in the oldest and most irrevocable currency imaginable.

And then—slowly, gradually, like a storm spending itself against a shore—they stopped.

Brak was the first to step back, his chest heaving, his cock finally softening against his thigh. Krug followed, bracing his hands on his knees, breathing hard through his tusks. Morg rose last, withdrawing from me with a slowness that felt almost ceremonial, and as his cock slid free, the flood that followed was biblical—a thick, creamy deluge that poured out of my gaping cunt and soaked the grain sacks beneath me in a spreading stain.

I lay where they'd left me. I couldn't have moved if the building were on fire. My legs were still spread, my knees trembling faintly, my cunt swollen and glistening and obscenely, ruinously open. Rivers of orc seed ran from between my lips, pooling in the hollows of my hips, tracing slow paths down my thighs, soaking into the burlap in patterns that looked, in the lantern light, almost like maps of countries I'd never visit.

The three of them stood back and looked at me. Brak's tusked grin. Krug's sharp-toothed satisfaction. Morg's gold eyes, unreadable as ever.

"Debt's paid," Brak said.

I nodded. Or I tried to. My head moved against the grain sack, and the sound of burlap against my hair was the loudest thing in the room.

The lantern sputtered, its oil running low, and the shadows in the storeroom deepened. Somewhere beyond the walls, the November wind scraped against the tavern's old bones, and the sign above the door creaked on its chains. The night was not yet half over. Morning was a lifetime away.

I lay in the ruin of my own compliance, warm and wrecked and dripping, and I felt—what? Not shame. Not yet. Not regret. Something quieter. Something that lived in the low belly and the small of the back, in the place where their heat still lingered. A satisfaction so deep it frightened me. A settling, as of a debt long owed—not to them, but to myself, to the body I'd neglected and the hunger I'd pretended didn't exist.

The orcs gathered their leather and their weapons. Brak paused at the storeroom door and looked back at me.

"Good tavern," he said. "Good ale. We'll be back."

The door closed behind them. Their heavy footsteps receded down the corridor, through the common room, and out into the night. The bolt on the front door banged once, twice, and then silence.

I lay among the empty sacks and the barrels and the dying light, and I listened to the quiet, and I did not move for a very long time.


Free Use For My Orc Bull

The lamp on the end table cast everything in amber—the beige couch, the family photos on the mantel, David's hands clasped between his knees like a man about to propose or confess. I stood near the hallway, bare feet on the carpet, my sundress clinging to the sweat at the small of my back. The house smelled of the lasagna we'd eaten an hour ago, garlic and basil still hanging in the air, mingling with something deeper, something animal—the dark, loamy scent of Thrag, who occupied the oversized armchair in the corner like a throne he'd always owned.

We'd bought that chair three weeks prior. A custom job, reinforced frame, wide enough for his hips and the breadth of his shoulders. David had assembled it with an Allen wrench and a tutorial video, his tongue poking between his lips the way it did when he concentrated, and I'd watched him and thought: *this is real now. We're furnishing our home for the creature who's going to ruin me.*

Thrag's legs were spread wide, one massive boot planted flat on the carpet, the other ankle crossed over his knee. Seven feet of dense green muscle wrapped in a black t-shirt that strained across his chest and tactical pants that couldn't quite disguise the obscene bulk between his thighs. His tusks jutted upward from his lower jaw, yellowed ivory that caught the lamplight, and his eyes—sulfur-bright, slit-pupiled—moved between David and me with the lazy patience of something that had already decided how the evening would end and was simply allowing us the theatre of deciding it ourselves.

David cleared his throat. I knew that sound intimately—the prelude to every difficult conversation we'd shared in eleven years of marriage. Mortgage refinancing. His mother's diagnosis. The night he'd first told me, voice cracking, what he wanted to watch another man do to me.

"So," he said. "The rules."

His eyes found mine, and I saw it there—the brightness, almost feverish, pupils blown wide. His knee bounced. He looked like a boy on Christmas morning who'd been told the gift might bite.

"Cassandra is—" He swallowed. "You're available to Thrag whenever he wants. That's the agreement. No scheduling, no asking permission from me. If he wants you in the kitchen, you stop cooking. If he wants you in the shower, you get on your knees. Free use." The words came out rehearsed, which they were—we'd gone over them a dozen times in bed, my hand wrapped around him while he panted the terms into my hair. But spoken here, in the living room, under the family photos and the ceiling fan turning its slow, indifferent circles, they landed differently. Heavier. Like something notarized.

"No hesitation," David continued, and his voice dropped to something almost reverent. "No questions. You're his toy. His property, for—for as long as this lasts."

I felt the words settle into my pelvis like warm water. Months I'd carried this fantasy, folded it into the quiet hours after David fell asleep, pressed my thighs together and imagined exactly this: standing in my own home, being spoken about in the third person, being reduced to a function. A vessel. Something to be opened and filled and set aside. The shame of wanting it was inseparable from the want itself—two threads of the same rope, knotted so tightly I couldn't tell where one became the other.

My cunt ached. I'd been wet since dinner, since Thrag had looked at me across the table and said, "Good lasagna, little human," and I'd felt it between my legs like a hand already there.

From the armchair, Thrag made a sound—a low rumble that started in his chest and rolled outward, vibrating the air the way distant thunder does. Not quite a word. An acknowledgment. His yellow gaze settled on me with a weight I could feel against my skin, and the corner of his mouth twitched upward, revealing the glint of a canine behind his tusk.

"Come here," he said.

I didn't come. I didn't have to. His arm extended—long, thick, corded with muscle under green skin that had the faint texture of worn leather—and his hand closed around my wrist. Not roughly. Not gently either. The way you'd pick up a glass you intended to drink from. He drew me across the room in two strides' worth of stumbling steps and then I was on his lap, my legs falling open on either side of his enormous thighs, my sundress riding up to my hips.

He was warm. Warmer than a human, a furnace-heat that bled through his clothing and into my bare skin. I could feel the hard ridge of him beneath his pants, pressed against my inner thigh, and my body clenched around nothing in desperate, embarrassing anticipation.

One hand—broad enough to span my entire lower back—settled against me, holding me in place with the same absent authority a man might rest his arm on an armrest. The other hand moved to my knee, then slid upward, pushing the thin cotton of my sundress ahead of it. His fingers were thick, calloused, the nails blunt and dark. They trailed along my inner thigh, and I realized I was shaking—fine tremors running through my legs that I couldn't control and didn't want to.

He didn't bother with the waistband of my underwear. I wasn't wearing any. I'd stopped wearing them three days ago, when Thrag had mentioned, offhandedly, that he preferred easy access.

His finger found me, and his eyebrows rose—a fraction, barely perceptible, but I caught it. The pad of his thumb dragged along my slit, parting the slick folds, and I heard the wet sound it made in the quiet room and wanted to die and wanted to spread wider in equal, annihilating measure. I was drenched. I'd soaked through my dress and probably left a mark on his pants, and his thumb circled once, slowly, gathering the evidence, before he brought it to his lips and tasted me with a thoughtful expression, like a sommelier evaluating a vintage.

Then he laughed. Low, dark, a sound that vibrated through his chest and into my body where we were pressed together.

"Good little human slut," he said. The words were almost fond. "Already dripping before I've done a thing."

I shivered. My hands were on his chest, fingers splayed against the hard landscape of muscle beneath his shirt, and I could feel his heartbeat—slow, steady, utterly unbothered—against my palm. I opened my mouth and the words came out small, almost lost in the room:

"Use me however you want."

From across the room, David's breath caught—a sharp intake, audible as a snapped twig. I didn't look at him. I couldn't. I kept my eyes on the yellow ones in front of me, on the tusked smile that widened just enough to tell me he'd heard exactly what he expected to hear, and that everything that followed would be entirely, unhesitatingly on his terms.

Thrag's thick finger slipped inside me to the second knuckle, and I made a sound that wasn't a word. He left it there, unmoving, filling me just enough to make me aware of how much more there was to come.

"Good," he said. "We'll start tonight."



The television threw blue light across the walls in stuttering pulses—car chases, gunfire, the kind of movie where buildings exploded and men said things like *not on my watch* while jogging through rubble. I couldn't have told you the title. I couldn't have told you my own name. All I knew was the feeling of being open, of being so completely and impossibly full that each breath rearranged my organs around the thing inside me.

I was naked. My sundress lay in a crumpled heap by the coffee table where Thrag had pulled it over my head an hour ago with the same efficiency you'd peel a banana. Now I straddled his lap, my pale thighs spread obscenely wide over the green trunks of his, my knees barely reaching the edges of the cushion. His cock was buried to the root inside me—a monstrous thing, thick as my wrist and then some, ridged along the top in hard, raised lines that pressed against every nerve ending I possessed. The head of it, that wide flared dome, sat so deep I could feel it nudging the mouth of my cervix with each micro-shift of my hips. My body had resisted at first, had clenched and protested the sheer impossible girth, but he'd been patient—working me down inch by inch, letting my cunt stretch and accommodate and finally, grudgingly, swallow him whole.

Now he held me in place with one huge hand flat against my lower back, fingers spanning from hip to hip, his palm a heated brand against my skin. The other hand aimed the remote at the screen and flipped past a cooking show, a news broadcast, a nature documentary about whales.

Then he lifted me.

His arm barely flexed. I rose up his shaft like something pulled on a string, my inner walls dragging along every ridge, every vein, every textured inch of him, and the sensation was so thorough and so slow that I heard myself whimper—a thin, reedy sound that had no dignity in it whatsoever. He raised me until only the flared head remained inside, stretching my entrance into a taut ring around it, and held me there. Suspended. The cool air of the room touched the slick, exposed length of his shaft below me, and I could feel my own wetness cooling on the skin of my inner thighs.

He lowered me again. Inch by inch. A descent that seemed to take whole minutes, his ridges catching and pressing and dragging at my swollen walls, each one a small bright detonation of sensation that made my toes curl and my fingers dig into the hard plates of his chest. Down and down until my ass came to rest against the heavy sac of his balls—warm, dense, furred with coarse dark hair—and the head of him pressed that deep place again and I gasped and my cunt fluttered helplessly around him, a spasm I couldn't control.

He grunted. Didn't look at me. Changed the channel again.

Up. Down. Up. Down. The rhythm was almost meditative—Thrag's breathing never changed, his heartbeat never quickened beneath my braced palms. He was using me the way you'd use a stress ball, absently, while your mind occupied itself elsewhere. My breasts swayed with each lift and drop, nipples hardened to aching points in the cool air, and the wet sounds of my body accepting his were the loudest thing in the room—slick, obscene, a language of suction and give that narrated every stroke.

I wanted to beg. For what, I wasn't sure. Faster, slower, harder, softer—every option seemed equally unbearable and equally perfect. My thighs trembled with the effort of holding myself open for him, though he didn't need my help. He could have done this with one hand tied behind his back, quite literally. I was nothing in this equation—a warm, wet sheath for the massive prick that owned the space between my hips.

Somewhere behind me and to the left, I could hear David. The faint, rhythmic sound of his hand on his own cock, the careful controlled breathing of a man trying not to finish too soon. I didn't turn to look. I existed in a narrow corridor of sensation—Thrag's hand on my back, Thrag's cock splitting me open, Thrag's yellow eyes watching a man on screen leap between rooftops while explosions bloomed in the background.

He lifted me again, held me at the apex, and this time his thumb moved—found the swollen bead of my clit and pressed it, almost experimentally, the way you'd test a bruise. My whole body jerked. He made a sound that might have been amusement, might have been satisfaction, and let me slide back down.

The minutes accumulated. I lost count of the strokes. My inner muscles had gone from clenching to simply quivering, a constant involuntary shudder that wrung sensation from every inch of contact. I was leaking around him—I could feel it, the slow trickle of my own arousal running down his shaft, pooling in the creases where our bodies met, dripping audibly onto the leather of the chair. The room smelled of sex and of him—that deep, loamy, animal musk that clung to his skin and his clothes and had, over the past weeks, seeped into the very walls of our home.

Then, without preamble, without warning, Thrag thrust upward.

One stroke. Brutal and absolute, his hips snapping up off the cushion, driving the full length of his cock into me so hard that the air left my lungs in a soundless rush and my vision went white at the edges. He held me there—both hands now, clamped on my hips, pulling me down while he pushed up—and I felt it. The first pulse. A thick, hot rope of seed, shooting deep, painting the walls of my cunt in a flood of heat that spread outward from my center. Another pulse. Another. His cock throbbed inside me like a second heartbeat, each contraction pumping more of that viscous warmth into me until I felt it everywhere—filling spaces I didn't know I had, pressing against the mouth of my womb, spilling around the imperfect seal of my stretched opening and running in slow rivulets down the veined shaft still lodged inside me.

I made a sound. Something between a sob and a moan, my body tightening around him in helpless rhythmic waves as if trying to wring out every last drop. He allowed it, held me down through the aftershocks, until the throbbing slowed and the flood became a trickle and the unbearable heat faded to a deep, saturating warmth.

"Stay there," he said. Flat. Uninflected. The voice of a man telling a dog not to get off the furniture.

He picked up the remote from where it had fallen against his thigh and changed the channel. A sitcom laugh track filled the room—bright, tinny, absurd. I sat on his lap with his softening cock still plugging me shut, his seed pooling inside me in a warm, viscous weight, and I breathed, and I stayed.

Behind me, David made a strangled sound.

I didn't turn around.



The orcish language sounded like gravel being fed through a wood chipper—consonants that cracked against each other, vowels that rumbled up from somewhere deep in the chest. Thrag sat on the couch with his phone to his ear, one arm thrown across the backrest, and every few seconds his voice climbed another register of fury, the words coming faster, sharper, his free hand cutting the air in gestures that would have looked theatrical on a human but on him looked like the preliminary movements of a man deciding which wall to put a fist through. I didn't understand a word of it. I didn't need to. The air in the room had changed temperature.

I was on the floor. That was where he'd told me to wait—an hour ago, a hand signal and a pointed finger downward, the way you'd command a dog, and I'd sunk to my knees beside the couch and stayed. Now I crawled toward him across the living room carpet, my palms and knees tracing a slow path over the Berber weave, my body a catalogue of what he'd already done to me. My cunt was swollen, tender, the inner walls still puffy and sensitive from being stretched around his girth, and between my thighs I could feel the slow seep of his seed—cooling now, viscous, trailing along my skin in thin threads that the carpet probably caught and held. I didn't care. The carpet could be burned. Everything in this house could be burned.

I reached the couch. His legs were spread, boots planted, and I knelt between them and looked up at his face—the heavy brow furrowed in anger, the tusks bared, the yellow eyes not seeing me at all, fixed on some middle distance where whoever was on the other end of that call existed and was about to regret it. I waited. My body hummed with a strange, contradictory cocktail of soreness and want, the tenderness between my legs making every small shift of my hips a reminder that I'd been used and the memory of being used making me want to be used again.

Then his hand came down.

It closed around a fistful of my hair—not searching, not fumbling, just there, sudden and absolute, his fingers tangling in the strands and tightening until my scalp sang. He hauled me upward and I scrambled, knees catching the edge of the cushion, hands grabbing for purchase on the upholstery, and then I was on the couch in front of him, face-down, my chest mashed against the seat cushions, my knees spread wide on either side of his thighs. He hadn't paused his conversation. The orcish syllables continued—a barked command, a snarl of what might have been profanity, a low growl that I felt more than heard.

His hand left my hair, gripped my hip instead, and repositioned me with the efficiency of someone adjusting a piece of furniture. Ass up. Back arched. Knees wider. Then I felt him behind me—the furnace-heat of his body, the brush of tactical fabric against my inner thighs, and the broad, blunt press of his cockhead against my entrance.

One thrust. No preamble, no teasing slide, no patient inch-by-inch. He buried himself to the hilt in a single driving stroke that ripped a cry from my throat and smothered it in the couch cushions. My body seized around him—every nerve screaming, the tender walls forced wide around his ridged shaft, the stretch so immediate and so total that for one blank second I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel the massive intrusion rearranging me from the inside.

He didn't wait for me to adjust. He pulled back and slammed in again, his hips connecting with my ass in a wet, resounding slap that echoed off the walls, and then again, and again, setting a pace that was merciless and mechanical, each stroke driven to the root, each withdrawal dragging his ridges across tissue that was already sensitized and raw from hours of use. The sounds were obscene—the thick, liquid percussion of his cock plunging into my flooded channel, the slap of his heavy sac against my clit, the squelch of his earlier load being churned and displaced by every punishing thrust.

And through it all, the phone. His voice never faltered. He snarled and barked and growled into the receiver, his free hand gripping my hip hard enough to leave bruises that would bloom purple against my pale skin by morning, and the dual nature of it—the conversation he was having with his warband, the destruction he was visiting on my body, both conducted simultaneously, neither one deserving his full attention—made something inside me break open like a rotten fruit. I was nothing. I was a stress toy. I was the thing he fucked while he dealt with the things that actually mattered, and the realization hit me right between the ribs and pooled between my legs and I clenched around him so hard that my own body surprised me.

He must have felt it, because he paused his orcish tirade for exactly two seconds, glanced down at where we were joined—I could feel the shift of his attention like a change in gravity—and then spoke, his voice dropping to something low and close and English:

"Tighten that cunt, slut. Milk my cock while I deal with these idiots."

I obeyed. I couldn't have done otherwise. My inner muscles contracted in desperate, fluttering waves around his shaft, and I pushed my hips back to meet his next thrust, my fingers twisting in the cushion fabric, my face turned to the side so I could gasp the words out into the humid air between my body and the couch: "Yes—use me harder, please, harder—"

He obliged. The pace became something beyond rhythm, something animal and pure, his hips driving forward in sharp, staccato bursts that knocked the breath from me with each impact. His growl built—layered into the orcish words, bleeding through them, until language itself dissolved and what came out of him was simply a roar, primal and vast, vibrating through his body and into mine where we were joined.

He erupted. I felt every pulse—thick, angry jets of seed pumping deep, flooding a channel that was already slick with his earlier load, filling me past capacity until I could feel the overflow, hot and immediate, spilling from around his shaft and running in slow, heavy streams down the insides of my thighs. It kept coming. Each throb of his cock delivered another surge, another impossible volume, until my belly felt warm and swollen with the weight of it and the mess between my legs was a ruined, dripping testament to how thoroughly I'd been used.

He stayed inside me. His hips settled against my ass, his cock still hard enough to keep me stretched, and he resumed his phone conversation as if nothing had happened. Occasionally—mid-sentence, mid-argument—he'd grind forward, a lazy half-thrust that shifted the flood inside me and sent an aftershock rolling through my trembling body, making me whimper into the cushions.

I lay there, pinned, face-down, his seed leaking in slow pulses from around the plug of his cock, and listened to the incomprehensible language fill the room above me like weather.



Our bedroom had never felt small before. But Thrag occupied it the way weather occupies a valley—completely, inescapably, reshaping the dimensions of everything around him. He lay on our bed, on the mattress where David and I had slept for nine years, where we'd conceived no children and whispered the fantasies that led us here, and his body dwarfed the queen-sized frame. His feet hung off the end. His shoulders took up two-thirds of the width. The sheets beneath him were our good Egyptian cotton, the ones I'd bought at a white sale two Januarys ago, and they were going to be ruined by morning.

Late. Past midnight. The house had settled into its night sounds—the hum of the refrigerator, the tick of the hallway clock, the faint rattle of wind against the windowpanes. David sat in the reading chair in the corner, the one where he usually worked through legal briefs with a glass of bourbon, and his hand moved slowly between his legs, his eyes fixed on the bed with an expression I recognized as something beyond arousal—something closer to awe, or devastation, or worship.

I was above Thrag, straddling his hips, my hands flat against the scarred terrain of his chest. The scars were a map of violence I'd never asked about—pale green ridges across dark green skin, some clean and surgical, others ragged and old, one long diagonal slash that ran from his collarbone to his lower ribs like something had tried to open him up and failed. Beneath my palms, his heartbeat was steady and slow. Beneath my hips, his cock filled me completely—that same massive, ridged shaft that I had learned, over the course of this single evening, to accommodate with something that approached ease, my body having been reshaped by use.

His hands gripped my hips, fingers nearly meeting around my waist, and he guided me. Up, slowly—the long drag of withdrawal, every ridge pressing against my swollen walls, the slick glide of flesh against flesh producing a wet, intimate sound that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. Down, slowly—the return, the filling, the sense of being opened and occupied, my inner muscles stretching and gripping and trembling around the intrusion. My breasts swayed with each cycle, heavy and aching, the nipples stiff against the cool bedroom air, and from my lips came those small, helpless sounds that I'd stopped trying to control hours ago—whimpers that rose and fell with the motion of my body.

The room smelled of us. Of sweat and sex and the particular, earthy musk that was distinctly Thrag—loam and iron and something feral underneath, something that activated a part of my brain that predated language. The wet evidence of our earlier encounters was everywhere: on my thighs, on his shaft, on the ruined sheets, a glaze of seed and arousal that made every stroke frictionless and obscene.

Then his yellow eyes locked on mine, and the smirk came—slow, deliberate, a twitch of his lips that pulled at the base of his tusks and turned his face into something between handsome and terrifying.

"Tell your husband what you are."

His voice was low enough that it seemed to originate in the mattress itself, vibrating upward through my knees and thighs and into the soft, aching center of me. I felt my face flush—a heat that had nothing to do with exertion and everything to do with the specific, corrosive pleasure of being made to say out loud what I already knew I was.

I turned my head slightly. Not enough to see David clearly—just enough to acknowledge his presence in the periphery, the shadow of him in the chair, his hand moving, his eyes burning.

"I'm your free-use breeding slut." My voice came out in pieces, broken by the rhythm Thrag set, each word punctuated by the downward slide of my body onto his cock. "I exist—to take your cock—whenever you want."

David made a sound. A low, gutted groan that I felt in my sternum, the sound of a man watching the most private architecture of his marriage being dismantled and rebuilt into something he needed so badly it was destroying him.

Thrag's smirk widened. He shifted his grip on my hips, lifted me higher than before—high enough that I felt the cold air touch the exposed length of his shaft beneath me, high enough that David, from his angle in the chair, could see everything. The stretched, glistening ring of my cunt clinging to the green girth of him. The ridges glistening with my slick. The way my pink folds dragged and strained around a cock that had no business fitting inside a human woman and yet had made itself at home.

He held me there. Displayed. An exhibit. Then he brought me down.

Not slowly, this time. He slammed my hips into his with a force that drove the air from my lungs, and before I could draw another breath he lifted me and slammed me down again, and again, his arms doing all the work while my body ragdolled between his hands. The rhythm was punishing—not the meditative slow strokes of before but a rapid, merciless battering that hit something deep inside me with each descent, a bright white point of sensation that was either pain or pleasure or some unholy compound of both that didn't have a name. I was sobbing. I heard myself sobbing—ragged, breathless sounds that tore from my throat without permission, my fingers curled against his scarred chest, my vision blurred, my body a single convulsing nerve from the waist down.

When he came, he pulled me down one final time and held me there, flush against him, my hips sealed to his, and I felt his cock pulse inside me with a force that seemed to move my organs. Thick, heavy throbs, each one delivering another hot surge of seed directly against the battered entrance of my womb. My inner walls spasmed around him, milking reflexively, wringing every drop from that massive shaft in helpless contractions that I couldn't have stopped even if I'd wanted to.

"Good girl," he said, and his voice was almost gentle—the gentleness of ownership, of something claimed and therefore cared for. His hand came up from my hip and cupped the back of my head, pressing my forehead against his chest.

"Keep my seed warm," he murmured against the crown of my hair. I felt his breath there, hot, unhurried. "You'll swell with my bastard soon enough."

The words settled into me with the same weight as his seed—deep, indelible, transformative. I closed my eyes. I lay on his chest and felt his cock softening inside me by degrees, and the pool of warmth in my belly, and the faint tremor still running through my thighs, and I thought: *yes. Yes, please. Let it take.*

From the corner of the room, David made no sound at all.



Three weeks turned into four, turned into six, turned into a morning when I stood at the stove scrambling eggs and realized that the waistband of the apron sat differently against my stomach. Not much. A softness, a rounding, a gentle convexity where flatness used to be. I pressed my palm against it—warm skin, the faintest firmness beneath—and felt something that was not quite a flutter but something deeper, a cellular awareness, a knowledge that lived below thought. I was carrying his child. The test had confirmed it four days ago, the two pink lines materializing on the strip with the certainty of a verdict, and I'd sat on the bathroom floor and held it in both hands and smiled until my cheeks ached.

Morning light poured through the kitchen windows, bright and ordinary, catching the steam that rose from the pan and turning it gold. I wore only the apron—a red gingham thing, tied at the neck and waist, my back entirely bare, my ass and thighs exposed to the warm kitchen air. My body had already begun its transformation: my hips had widened, my breasts were heavier, the nipples darker and so sensitive that the brush of the apron fabric against them sent small tremors through my chest. I moved differently, too—slower, more careful, aware of the new weight I carried even though it barely showed.

Thrag sat at the kitchen table, his plate already half-cleared of eggs and sausage and the thick orcish bread he ordered online in bulk—dense, dark, grained with something that smelled like smoked barley. He ate with one hand, his phone in the other, thumb scrolling through whatever orcs scrolled through at eight in the morning. He'd spent the night in our bedroom. He spent every night there now. David slept in the guest room, or didn't sleep at all, or slept on the floor beside the bed like a man who'd traded his place in the hierarchy and found, to his horrified delight, that he preferred the lower rung.

I was plating the second batch of eggs when Thrag's hand found me. No word, no glance up from his phone—just his arm extending, his fingers closing around my hip, and the casual, practiced motion of pulling me backward onto his lap. I went easily. My body knew the choreography by now: the shift of weight, the spread of thighs, the tilt of hips. He'd already freed his cock from his shorts—he wore only those in the mornings, nothing else, and the waistband was pulled down just enough—and I felt the broad head of it press against my entrance with the blunt insistence of something that expected to be accommodated.

He slid me down. One smooth motion, gravity and his guiding hand working in concert, and my body opened for him the way it always did now—readily, greedily, the slick walls parting around his girth with a sensation that I'd come to think of as homecoming. The stretch was still enormous. Would always be enormous. But the pain had become something else—a bright border around a vast interior of pleasure, a frame that made the picture more vivid.

His arm banded around my waist, his hand resting against the curve of my belly—possessive, proprietary—and he resumed eating. His other hand still held the phone. And he began to lift me, those same slow, languid strokes that had become the rhythm of my days, unhurried, almost absent, as if the act of sliding me up and down his cock while he ate his breakfast was no more noteworthy than breathing.

I gasped and clutched his shoulders. Each stroke pressed his cock against new angles—my body had shifted with the pregnancy, the internal geometry subtly altered, and the ridges caught places they hadn't before, sending small shocks of sensation radiating outward from my center. My breasts, heavy and unbound beneath the apron, swayed against the gingham with each rise and fall, the nipples dragging against the fabric in a torment that made me whimper and arch my back.

From the doorway, I caught movement. David stood there in his boxers and a t-shirt, one hand braced on the frame, the other between his legs. His eyes were wide and wet and shining with something that defied easy naming—need, grief, adoration, all of it stirred together into something that looked, from a distance, like love. He watched his pregnant wife being used at the breakfast table by the creature that had put the child inside her, and his hand moved, and he said nothing.

Thrag's eyes lifted from his phone. Flicked to my belly, to the curve visible even beneath the apron's fabric. The smirk came—that same slow, tusked expression I'd learned to read as ownership rather than cruelty, though the line between them was a thing I'd stopped trying to find.

He thrust upward. Once, hard, his hips lifting off the chair, driving his cock so deep I felt it in my throat. I cried out, hands scrabbling at his shoulders, and he did it again—a second sharp stroke that made the chair groan and the dishes rattle and the breath leave my body in a rush.

Then his mouth was against my ear, and his voice was a low, rumbling thing that seemed to come from the center of the earth:

"Feel that, little human? My strong orc son growing inside you because you spread your legs like a proper breeding bitch."

Something broke open inside me. The climax ripped through my body without warning—a full-body convulsion that started between my legs and radiated outward in waves, my inner walls clamping down on his shaft in frantic, rhythmic contractions that I couldn't control and didn't try to. I heard myself crying out, wordless, senseless, my back arched, my thighs shaking, my cunt wringing his cock with a desperation that bordered on violence.

He grunted—once, low—and I felt him add to the flood. Another load, thick and copious, pumping deep into the space where his child already grew, filling me with a warmth that settled like benediction. His arm tightened around my waist, holding me down through the last spasms, and the fingers resting on my belly pressed slightly, as if testing the firmness of the life beneath.

When it was over, he lifted me off with the same ease he'd put me on. His cock slipped free with a wet, obscene sound, and the immediate rush of his seed followed—a river of it, thick and white, trailing down the insides of my thighs, dripping onto the kitchen tile in slow, viscous strings.

I sank to my knees. Not because he told me to. Because my body knew what came next, the way it knew to breathe, the way it knew to open when he pressed against me. I took his cock in both hands—still half-hard, slick with the mingled mess of us—and brought my mouth to the broad, flared head. My tongue traced the ridges, gathered the salt and musk, cleaned him in slow, reverent strokes while he settled back in his chair and picked up his phone again.

"Thank you for breeding me, Master."

The word—*Master*—was new. It had arrived in my vocabulary sometime in the last weeks, uninvited and inevitable, and it felt right in my mouth. As right as his cock did. As right as the child in my belly and the seed on my thighs and the life I'd surrendered to with an eagerness that still, occasionally, in the quiet hours, terrified me.

Thrag patted my head. Once, twice. The way you'd pat a dog that had fetched a stick. His attention returned to his phone, his breakfast, the morning. I knelt at his feet with my mouth on his shaft and my hands on his thighs and my belly carrying the proof of his dominion, and I was, in that moment, exactly what I had asked to become.

Across the kitchen, David came. I heard the sharp, punched-out sound of it—no hand on himself, no friction needed, just the sight alone enough to undo him. He sagged against the doorframe and I didn't look up and Thrag didn't look up and the morning light continued to pour through the windows, warm and gold and indifferent, as if nothing in this kitchen was remarkable at all.


Stowed Away With Horny Orc Pirates

I woke to the groan of timbers and the slow, rolling pitch of a deck beneath me, and for one stupid, sleep-thickened moment I thought I was still dreaming. Then the hull shuddered—a long, deep tremor that traveled up through the crates at my back and settled into my teeth—and the truth arrived all at once, cold and absolute: the ship was moving.

Not the gentle bob of a vessel at anchor. Not the lazy creak of moorings. This was open water—the breakwater already behind us, the harbor lights probably nothing but a fading smear on the horizon. I could feel it in the way the floor tilted, in the deeper rhythm of the waves, in the absence of that particular stillness that clings to a port-bound ship like the smell of wet rope.

I sat up in the dark, my pulse a frantic animal behind my ribs, and pressed my palms against the rough planking. The hold stank of tar and brine and something older—bilgewater, maybe, or the ghost of a hundred rotting cargoes. Crates loomed around me in stacked columns, their shapes barely visible in the thread of light that seeped down through the deck seams overhead. I'd wedged myself into a gap between two of them the night before, when Fairharbor's docks had been a chaos of loading and cursing and the heavy tramp of boots, and I'd been too terrified to do anything but curl small and hold my breath and pray.

I should have picked a different ship. I should have picked a merchant brig, or a fishing schooner, or anything with a crew that wasn't twice my height and the color of old copper gone green.

But the magistrate's men had been close—I could still hear the dogs—and this gangplank had been the nearest, and the hold had been open, and desperation doesn't pause to read the flag.

I crawled out from behind the crates on hands and knees, my stolen dress catching on a nail and tearing at the hem. The sound was small, barely a whisper of fabric, but in the belly of a ship every noise carries. I froze, listening. Above me, the thud of footsteps on the deck. The distant bark of a voice giving orders in a language I didn't recognize—guttural, rolling, full of hard consonants that sounded like stones being cracked together.

I kept moving. Through a narrow passage between barrels of salt pork and what smelled like dried fish, past coils of chain that clinked softly with the ship's motion, until the hold opened into a wider space where a single lantern swung on a hook, casting its sickly yellow light in slow arcs that made the shadows breathe.

That was where they found me.

Seven of them. Seven massive, green-skinned orcs in salt-stained leather and scarred armor, arranged in a loose semicircle as though they'd been waiting. And perhaps they had—perhaps they'd heard me scrambling in the dark, or smelled me, the way animals smell fear on the wind. The nearest stood a full head and shoulders above me, his arms bare and roped with muscle, a scar running from his left ear to the corner of his mouth. The one beside him wore a chest plate that had been dented and hammered flat so many times it looked like the surface of the moon. They all had tusks—short, curved, yellowed—jutting up from their lower jaws, and their eyes caught the lantern light and threw it back in shades of amber and gold.

I stood there in my torn dress, barefoot, my hair a nest of tangles and my hands shaking at my sides, and I felt very, very small.

The one who stepped forward was different from the rest. Not larger—though he was large enough, broad across the shoulders and thick through the chest in a way that suggested less bulk and more purpose. He wore a long coat of dark leather over chain mail that clinked faintly when he moved, and his tusks were capped with bands of tarnished silver. His eyes were the yellow of old parchment, and they narrowed as they traveled over me with the slow, clinical interest of a man appraising cargo.

Captain Gorak. I didn't know his name yet. I would learn it soon enough.

He stopped three paces from me, close enough that I could smell him—salt, and smoke, and something underneath that was purely animal, warm and dense. His lips moved around the edges of his tusks, and when he spoke, his voice was low and even and utterly without warmth.

"A stowaway."

Not a question. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

He tilted his head. The lantern swung, and the light slid across the hard planes of his face. "Human. Female. Dressed in rags and stinking of fear." His gaze dropped to my wrists, where the bruises from the magistrate's shackles were still livid against my skin. "And a fugitive, by the look of it."

One of the orcs behind him muttered something in their tongue. Another laughed—a sound like rocks tumbling down a hillside.

"We cannot return to Fairharbor," Gorak said, still watching me. "The port authorities would ask questions we have no interest in answering. But neither can we carry a fugitive. If they board us and find you—" He let the sentence hang. The implication was a blade, and I felt its edge.

"So." He crossed his arms over his chest. The chain mail whispered. "Two choices, girl. We sail back within sight of the harbor and put you in a boat with a note pinned to your dress for the bounty. Or we open you up and let the sea have what's left."

The hold tilted. The lantern swung. The seven orcs watched me with their gold-lit eyes, and I understood with a clarity that felt almost peaceful that I was going to die. One way or another—the magistrate's noose or the cold dark water—I was going to die.

Unless.

My knees hit the deck before I'd fully decided to kneel. The impact sent a jolt up through my thighs, and I heard my own breath leave me in a ragged rush. I looked up—past the wall of green flesh and scarred leather, past the glint of blades and the heavy, restless shifting of bodies—and I found Gorak's eyes and held them.

"There's a third choice," I said. My voice was thin, but it didn't break. "Keep me."

Silence. The ship creaked.

"I have nothing else." I swallowed. My mouth tasted like copper and dust. "No coin. No skills you'd want. But I have this." I gestured at myself—the torn dress, the bare skin beneath, the body that was the only currency I had left. "Every hole. Any time. Whichever of you wants it. I'll be your whore—willing, open, free for the taking. And if any of you put a child in me, I'll carry it gladly. Just let me stay."

The words hung in the lantern-lit air like smoke. I could feel the heat rising in my face, the hammering of my heart so loud I was certain they could hear it. But I didn't look away from Gorak. I held his gaze the way you hold a rope over a chasm—because letting go means falling.

A sound moved through the crew. Low, guttural, vibrating in the chest rather than the throat—a growl that passed from one orc to the next like a wave, building in resonance until the hold seemed to hum with it. I felt it in the planking beneath my knees, in the air against my skin, in the pit of my stomach where something that wasn't quite fear coiled and tightened.

Gorak's expression didn't change—not all at once. It was his mouth that moved first, the corners pulling back slowly over those silver-capped tusks, and there was nothing kind in the smile that formed. It was the smile of a man who had just been offered exactly what he wanted by someone who had no idea what it would cost.

He looked at his crew. He looked back at me.

"Deal," he said.



They didn't waste time drawing lots. The cook simply seized my arm and steered me through the narrow companionway that led deeper into the ship's belly, past the berths where hammocks swung like bodies on gallows, and into the galley—a low-ceilinged box of blackened wood and grease-smoke where a single iron stove crouched in the corner like a toad. The lantern here was dimmer, its glass fogged with soot, and the light it gave was the color of old honey.

Grash. That was his name, grunted at me over his shoulder as he kicked the galley door shut behind us. He was enormous even by orc standards—not tall the way the first mate was tall, but wide, a great green slab of a creature with a belly like a cider barrel and arms that could have served as masts on a smaller vessel. He wore a stained apron over leather breeches and nothing else, and the muscles beneath his fat moved with a fluid heaviness that reminded me of something tidal. His tusks were chipped and yellowed, his head shaved to dark stubble, and when he turned to face me in the cramped space, his grin had the quality of a man sitting down to a meal he'd been thinking about for a long time.

The preparation table ran along the port wall—a scarred plank of oak bolted to the bulkhead, littered with the remnants of whatever he'd been making before I was discovered. Half-peeled onions. A slab of salt pork still glistening with brine. A knife that caught the light and held it. The smell was overwhelming in that close space: grease and smoke and the sweetness of onions and beneath it the ever-present tang of the sea.

He didn't speak. He took my shoulders in his hands—both of them engulfing me from collarbone to bicep—and turned me around and pressed me forward until my hips met the table's edge and my palms landed flat among the scattered onion skins. The wood was rough and still damp from scrubbing, and it was cool against my belly when he bent me over it, one massive hand between my shoulder blades pinning me in place while the other hiked my stolen dress up past my waist, bunching the fabric at the small of my back.

The air hit my bare skin and I shivered. I wasn't wearing anything underneath—I'd fled the magistrate's house with only what I could grab, and undergarments hadn't been a priority. My thighs pressed together on instinct, and then I made myself relax them, spread them as far as the narrow galley allowed. I'd made a promise. I intended to keep it.

He spat. I heard it—the wet, deliberate sound of it—and then felt the warmth land precisely where he'd aimed, slick against my rear entrance, trickling down over that puckered ring of muscle that clenched at the contact. My fingers curled against the table. My breath came short and fast, fogging the wood in front of my face.

"I meant it," I said, the words barely above a whisper. "Every word. Take what you want."

A chuckle—low, dark, pleased—rolled out of him like distant thunder. I felt him shift behind me, felt the heat of him close in, and then something blunt and impossibly wide nudged against my slickened hole. The head of his cock. I couldn't see it, but I could feel its shape—broad, ridged along the crown in a way that was distinctly not human, the texture of it catching against my skin with each small, testing push. He was thick. Thicker than anything I'd taken before, and the realization sent a bolt of something halfway between terror and anticipation straight down my spine.

He didn't ease in. He drove forward—one long, relentless push that split me open by degrees, each inch a new negotiation between his girth and my body's frantic attempt to accommodate it. I cried out. I couldn't help it. The stretch was immense, a burning ring of pressure that seemed to widen and widen without end, and just when I thought I couldn't take any more I felt his hips meet my backside and the heavy, warm weight of his balls settle against my slit, which was—god help me—already wet.

He held there. Buried to the root. I could feel every ridge of him, every vein, the heat of him inside me like a brand. The onion skins were crushed under my fingers, their sharp scent rising. The galley was very quiet except for the creak of the ship and my own ragged breathing and the low, satisfied rumble that vibrated in his chest.

Then he moved.

Long strokes. Pulling back until only that fat, ridged crown held me open, then driving forward again with a force that shoved me into the table and sent the salt pork sliding toward the edge. The sound was obscene—wet, rhythmic, the slap of his belly against my rear meeting the ship's own percussion of wave and timber. He set a pace that was neither fast nor slow but deliberate, each thrust measured to make me feel the full length and breadth of him, and I realized with a dizzy, mounting clarity that he was good at this. That he had done this before. That the chipped-tusk grin had been the grin of expertise.

"Tight," he grunted, his hand still flat between my shoulder blades, his weight pressing me into the table until the edge dug into my hipbones. "Tight little human ass. Grips orc cock like it was built for it."

I should have been ashamed. I should have felt something other than the spiraling heat that was gathering in my belly, the way each thrust sent sparks racing along nerves I hadn't known I possessed. But shame was a luxury for women who had options, and I'd spent mine the moment I'd knelt on that hold floor. So instead I moaned—open-mouthed, graceless, the sound punched out of me with every impact—and I pushed back against him, meeting his rhythm, taking him deeper.

The burn had changed. Somewhere in the long minutes of his claiming, it had turned, the way metal turns in a forge—pain becoming heat becoming something that glowed. He reached places inside me that seemed to light up at his touch, and each withdrawal left a hollowness I ached to have filled again. I was babbling. I don't remember what I said. Filth, probably. Pleas. His name, maybe, or just the sound a body makes when language stops being useful.

He sped up near the end. The measured pace broke into something more urgent, his hips snapping forward with a force that rattled the pots hanging above the stove, and his breathing went harsh and ragged, and his hand moved from my back to my hip, gripping hard enough to bruise.

"Take it," he snarled—and I felt him swell inside me, felt the pulse and the surge, and then the flood: thick, hot, pumping into my bowels in heavy, rhythmic waves that seemed to go on and on. The sensation—the fullness, the heat, the knowledge of what was happening—pushed me over an edge I hadn't seen coming. My body seized around him, every muscle locking, and the orgasm tore through me with a violence that left white spots swimming in the lantern light and my cheek pressed flat against the ruined onions and my throat raw from a sound I didn't recognize as my own.

He stayed inside me for a long moment after. I could feel his seed settling, warm and heavy, and when he finally withdrew—slowly, with a slick, obscene sound that made my toes curl—I felt the trickle of it begin immediately, sliding down. I stayed where I was, bent over the table, breathing hard, the ghost of him still burning inside me.

I wanted more. That was the truth of it, and it surprised me less than it should have. I wanted more.



I barely had time to straighten up from the table before a hand closed around my upper arm—bigger than Grash's, if that was possible—and hauled me upright with the casual ease of a man lifting a doll. The first mate. I'd noticed him in the hold, standing just behind Gorak's left shoulder: the tallest of the crew, built long and lean where Grash was built wide, with a jaw like the prow of a warship and eyes that burned a shade of amber so deep they were nearly orange. Karg. His name came to me later, from one of the others; in that moment he was just motion and force and the iron grip on my arm as he steered me through the companionway and up the ladder and out into the night.

The sky hit me like cold water. After the galley's close, smoky dark, the deck was a different world—vast and open and drenched in moonlight that turned the salt spray to silver and the sea to hammered pewter. The wind caught my hair and my torn dress and the smell of onions and sex that clung to me, and for a moment I couldn't breathe, not from fear but from the sheer enormity of it: the ocean stretching flat and endless in every direction, the ship cutting through it like a blade, and above it all the moon—fat and white and obscene in its attention.

The crew was already assembled. They lined the rail and perched on crates and leaned against the mast, a loose audience of seven green-skinned figures whose eyes caught the moonlight and held it the way a cat's eyes hold a candle flame. They were watching. Every one of them. I could feel their gazes on my skin like the brush of rough fingers, and something in the pit of my stomach turned over—not with dread but with a dark, lurching thrill that I didn't have a name for yet.

Karg threw me down onto a pile of coiled rope near the mainmast. I hit it hard enough to lose my breath, the hemp rough against my back through the thin fabric of my dress, and before I could move he was over me—one hand on my sternum, pressing me flat. He flipped me onto my back with a twist of his wrist, and then his hands found my ankles and lifted, and kept lifting, folding me in half until my knees were beside my ears and my spine curved against the rope and everything I had was exposed to the moonlight and the salt wind and the circle of watching eyes.

I couldn't move. His grip on my ankles was absolute, his arms locked straight, his weight bearing down through the angle of the fold until I was pinned by geometry as much as by strength. My dress had rucked up around my waist, and I was bare from the navel down—my thighs spread wide, my cunt glistening in the moonlight, still swollen and slick from the arousal that Grash had stoked and not satisfied. Grash had taken a different hole. This one had been left aching and empty, and the ache had been building steadily since the galley, a persistent throb that I felt with every heartbeat.

Karg knelt between my folded legs and I saw him for the first time in full: the length of him jutting from the gap in his unlaced breeches, his cock as long as my forearm and thicker than my wrist, the shaft ridged and veined, the head a swollen dome that glistened with something clear and viscous in the silver light. It was, without question, the largest thing I had ever contemplated putting inside my body, and the sight of it sent a shiver through me that was equal parts fear and a hunger so acute it bordered on pain.

He didn't tease. He didn't prepare me. He lined himself up with both hands on my folded thighs, the head of that monstrous cock nudging against my entrance for one single, electric instant—and then he drove forward in a single stroke that buried him to the root.

I screamed. I couldn't help it. He bottomed out against my cervix with the force of a battering ram, and the sensation was a detonation—pressure and stretch and a white-hot flare of something that lived on the knife's edge between agony and rapture. He was so deep I could feel him in my throat, or thought I could, and my walls clamped around him in a spasm that was reflex, not choice, my body trying to process what had just been done to it.

He didn't give me time to adjust. He pulled back and slammed forward again, and again, and again—a pace that was less rhythm than assault, each thrust a full-length withdrawal followed by a full-length plunge that sent the air bursting from my lungs in short, sharp cries I couldn't contain. The deck creaked beneath us. The ropes dug into my back. The crew's eyes burned.

"You'll take every drop, little breeder," he said, and his voice was a low rasp that I felt in my sternum. His amber eyes locked on mine, and the intensity in them was absolute—no humor, no tenderness, nothing but a single-minded focus that pinned me as completely as his body did. "I'm going to flood your womb until you swell with my whelp."

The words hit me somewhere beneath thought, in a place that was all nerve and instinct, and my body answered before my mind could. I clenched around him—hard, deliberately, pulling at that massive shaft with every muscle I had—and the sound he made was gratifying in a way that sent heat flooding through my chest. I was helpless in this position, bent double, unable to move, unable to do anything but receive him, and the helplessness was its own form of freedom. I didn't have to decide. I didn't have to control. I just had to feel.

And I felt everything. Every ridge dragging along my walls. Every impact against that deep, aching place where pleasure and pain became indistinguishable. The stretch of him filling me beyond what I'd thought possible, reshaping me, making room for himself inside my body as though he had a right to be there. My legs trembled in his grip. My nails scored the rope beneath me. I heard myself making sounds that weren't words—high, broken, desperate—and I didn't try to stop them.

The orgasm built like a storm at the horizon: visible, inevitable, approaching with a speed that left no time for preparation. His pace became savage, his hips a blur, and each thrust seemed to reach deeper than the last, as though he were trying to put his seed somewhere no one else could reach. I felt my body begin to tighten, every muscle drawing in toward a single point of unbearable tension—

"Fill me," I heard myself beg, and my voice cracked on the word. "Please—fill me—"

He buried himself one final time—so deep the impact jarred my teeth—and erupted. I felt it: the first jet, scalding and thick, hitting my cervix like a brand. Then another. Then another. Pulsing, pumping, filling me in heavy surges that I could count by the twitching of his cock inside me. The overflow began almost immediately, forced out around his buried length by the sheer volume of it, sliding down between my thighs in warm rivulets that caught the moonlight.

And I came. Not gently, not gradually, but in a single, devastating wave that started at the point where his cock met my cervix and radiated outward through every nerve in my body until I was convulsing beneath him, spine arching off the rope, mouth open on a scream that the wind stole and scattered across the black water.

When the trembling finally subsided, I lay on the rope pile like something wrecked and salvaged, staring up at the moon through the rigging while Karg's seed pooled warm inside me. The crew watched in silence. The ship sailed on.



Gorak had waited. Through Grash's claiming in the galley and Karg's on the deck, he had stood apart—leaning against the rail with his arms crossed, watching with those parchment-yellow eyes that gave away nothing. A captain who lets his crew eat first. I understood it only later, the politics of it, the generosity that was also strategy; in the moment, all I knew was that when he finally pushed off the rail and walked toward me, the silence that fell across the deck had a different texture. Heavier. More complete. The kind of silence that happens when everyone understands that what comes next is not a casual thing.

"Strip her," he said.

Two of the crew moved forward—I never learned their names, the orc with the moon-cratered breastplate and another with a braided beard that hung past his chest—and they peeled the dress off me with an efficiency that suggested practice. The fabric was already torn; it came away in pieces, and they let the scraps fall to the deck like shed skin. I stood naked in the moonlight, my body pale against the dark wood, and I could feel everything: the wind on my breasts, the cooling tracks of seed that Karg had left on my thighs, the tender, well-used ache between my legs that pulsed with its own slow heartbeat. The crew's eyes moved over me, and I let them look. I had nothing to hide. I had offered myself, and this was what the offering looked like.

The rope came next. Rough hemp, the same kind that formed the rigging above—it smelled of tar and sea salt, and it bit into my wrists when they lashed me to the mainmast with my arms spread wide, each wrist bound to an iron cleat set into the wood at shoulder height. My ankles they tied with a loop of the same rope, just enough slack to keep me upright but not enough to let my heels touch the deck. I stood on my toes, the strain pulling through my calves and thighs, and the position arched my back and lifted my chest and left me displayed like a figurehead—open, exposed, unable to close my legs or cover myself or do anything but hang there and wait.

The rope bit. It was a small pain, precise and constant, and it anchored me in my body in a way I hadn't expected. Every micro-adjustment, every shift of weight from one foot to the other, sent a fresh sting through my wrists, and the sting kept me present, kept me from floating away into the strange dreamlike unreality of the night.

Gorak took his time crossing the deck. He unfastened his belt as he walked—the long leather coat falling open, the chain mail underneath glinting dully—but he didn't undress fully. He simply freed himself, and I saw him in the moonlight for the first time: his cock, heavy and dark green and thick as my wrist, the shaft ridged in a pattern that spiraled like the threading of a screw, the head broad and blunt and already glistening. He was not as long as Karg, but he was thicker, and the ridges—I could see them clearly now, raised lines of harder flesh that wound around his shaft—promised a friction that would be impossible to ignore.

He stepped in close. Close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off his chest through the chain mail, close enough that his belt buckle pressed cold against my belly. He reached down and lifted my left leg, hooking it over the thick slab of his forearm so that I was opened to him, my weight shifting entirely onto my bound right foot and the ropes at my wrists. The position was precarious, dependent entirely on him—his arm supporting my leg, his body bracing mine against the mast.

He looked at me. Held my gaze. And then he entered me.

Slowly. So slowly that I felt every ridge of that spiraling shaft catch and drag along my walls as he pressed forward, inch by deliberate inch, into a cunt that was already swollen and slick and still flooded with Karg's seed. The sound it made—wet, obscene, unmistakable—carried across the quiet deck, and I heard a low murmur from the watching crew, and I didn't care. Gorak's eyes hadn't left mine, and under that steady, unblinking gaze I couldn't think about anything else.

He bottomed out with a gentleness that was somehow more devastating than Karg's violence. No impact. No slam. Just a slow, inexorable filling, those spiraling ridges seating themselves against every sensitive spot inside me, and then the pressure of his hips flush against mine, and the fullness—god, the fullness—like being completed, like a lock finding its key.

He fucked me like the sea: in long, rolling swells that followed the rhythm of the ship beneath us. Each stroke was a full withdrawal followed by that slow, devastating return, and each return dragged every ridge along my walls in a corkscrew of sensation that made my vision blur. The mast creaked against my back. The ropes sang at my wrists. His arm held my leg firm and high, keeping me open, keeping me pinned, and the crew watched from their scattered positions around the deck—seven pairs of golden eyes in the moonlight, bearing witness.

His free hand came up and cupped the back of my neck. His fingers were rough and warm and enormous, and they tightened just enough to tilt my head, to force my chin up, to make it impossible for me to look anywhere but into those ancient yellow eyes.

"Perfect," he murmured, and his voice was low enough that it was almost private, meant for me alone, except that the wind carried it. "Perfect little human cunt. Made to milk orc seed." His hips rolled forward, and I gasped, and his thumb traced the tendon in my neck. "I'm going to do this every night. Every night until your belly rounds and your tits swell and every creature on the sea knows you're carrying my heir."

I believed him. I believed him with every nerve in my body, with the ache in my wrists and the tremble in my standing leg and the slow, maddening friction of his ridged cock drawing my pleasure out of me like thread from a spool. The orgasm wasn't building—it was already there, had been there since he first entered me, a vast pressure held in check by nothing more than the steadiness of his pace.

"Please," I said. And then, louder, because whispering wasn't enough: "Please. Fill me. Breed me. I want it—I want—"

My voice broke. The words ran out. There was only the rhythm of him, the roll and press and drag, and the tightening spiral inside me that wound tighter with every stroke.

He buried himself one final time—all the way, past the place where Karg had reached, or so it felt—and went still. I felt the pulse. Felt the first surge of his seed, thick and heavy, pumping into me in slow, measured spurts that matched the beat of his heart against my chest. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Each one hotter than the last, each one settling deeper, filling me until I couldn't tell where his seed ended and Karg's began and everything inside me was warm and full and aching and—

I came apart. Not with a scream this time but with a long, shuddering sob that I buried against his shoulder, my body clenching around him in waves that seemed to pull the last of his spend deeper into me, milking him with a greed I couldn't have faked if I'd wanted to. The ropes held me upright when my legs couldn't. The mast held me steady when my spine went liquid. And Gorak held me through all of it, his hand still on my neck, his cock still buried inside me, his eyes still watching mine as I came apart and came together and came apart again.

When he withdrew, the trickle that followed was thick as cream and twice as warm. He let my leg down gently, and I hung in the ropes, trembling, my toes barely touching the deck, and I understood that something had been sealed.

I was theirs now. Officially. Irrevocably. The ship's permanent whore, bound to the mast like a flag.



Days bled into nights and back again, and I lost track of both. Time on a ship is different—it moves with the water, not the clock, and my particular clock had been reset entirely. I measured the hours not in bells or watches but in the weight of hands on my hips, the stretch of my jaw, the familiar ache of muscles that never quite had time to recover before they were put to use again.

I was a body with a purpose, and the purpose consumed me.

Mornings in the forecastle, the low-ceilinged crew quarters where hammocks swung empty because their occupants had better things to do than sleep. I'd kneel on the rough planking with my knees spread and my hands braced on my thighs and take them two at a time—one in my mouth, one in my cunt or my ass, the rhythm of it syncopated and imperfect and glorious. I learned to breathe around the girth of an orc cock, to relax my throat and let the thick head push past that first choking resistance until my nose was pressed against coarse hair and the musk of them filled my lungs. I learned the taste of them—salt and iron and something darker, vegetal, like crushed leaves after rain. Each one was different. The braided-beard orc liked to hold my head with both hands and use my mouth with a slow, rocking patience that left my lips swollen and aching. The one with the moon-dented breastplate preferred speed, jabbing deep and fast until he spilled down my throat in quick, thick pulses that I swallowed greedily, wanting every drop.

During a storm three days in—or four, or five—the ship pitched and rolled and the rain came down in sheets that hammered the deck like a thousand fists, and someone bent me over a barrel of fresh water that had been lashed to the rail and took me from behind while the waves broke over the gunwale and drenched us both. I never saw who it was. The rain was too heavy, the night too dark, and it didn't matter. What mattered was the cock inside me—big, ridged, relentless—and the way the barrel rolled beneath my hips with each swell, and the rain on my back, and the salt spray on my lips, and the storm around us like a living thing while he drove into me with a fury that matched the sea.

I was always leaking. It became my natural state—seed trickling from one hole or another, soaking into the fabric of the new dress they eventually gave me (a rough linen shift, too big, perpetually stained), drying on my inner thighs in flaking streaks that I never bothered to wash away before the next orc added his contribution. My cunt stayed swollen, perpetually pink and open, as though my body had simply accepted that it would never be empty for long and had adjusted accordingly. My ass, similarly, learned to relax at the first touch of a blunt cockhead, opening with a readiness that made the orcs growl their approval.

I said yes to everything. I said yes with my mouth and my body and the eager little sounds I made when they entered me. I said more, and harder, and don't stop, and again. There were mornings when I woke with seed crusted on my face and my thighs and the small of my back, and I'd lick what I could reach from my own lips and go looking for the nearest orc who was awake. The crew joked about it in their guttural tongue—I was picking up words here and there, enough to know when they were talking about me, enough to catch the rough affection beneath the crudeness.

I'd been a thief in Fairharbor. A petty one, picking pockets in the market district, stealing bread and occasionally something more valuable when the opportunity arose. The magistrate had caught me with a merchant's silver bracelet, and the sentence for that was the noose, and I'd run. I'd run barefoot through the docks in a stolen dress with the dogs baying behind me and the torchlight splashing on the wet stones, and I'd thrown myself into the first dark hold I could find and pressed my face to the damp wood and prayed to every god whose name I could remember.

None of them had answered. But something else had.

The dawn came soft on the morning I first noticed the change. I was standing at the starboard rail, alone for once, watching the sun pull itself up from the water in shades of copper and rose. The sea was calm—flat as poured glass, reflecting the sky in its perfect inverse—and the ship moved through it with a gentleness that felt almost tender, the bow cutting a line of white foam that spread and dissipated into nothing. I'd found a blanket somewhere, and it was draped around my shoulders over the stained linen shift, and my feet were bare on the salt-scrubbed deck, and the air smelled of nothing but ocean and the faintest trace of the cook fire Grash had started below.

I heard him before I felt him. The creak of the deck under a weight that was heavier than the others, the faint clink of chain mail. And then the warmth of him behind me—close but not quite touching, the way a wall of heated stone radiates without contact.

Gorak's hand settled on my belly. His palm was broad enough to span from hip to hip, his fingers curving against the fabric of my shift, and he pressed down—gently, with a specificity that said he knew exactly what he was looking for. Beneath his hand, beneath the thin linen, there was a curve that hadn't been there a week ago. Slight. Easy to miss, if you weren't looking. But he was looking, and I had been, and we both felt it—the taut, warm roundness of something growing.

He made a sound deep in his chest. Not a word, not a growl, but something between the two—a rumble of satisfaction so low I felt it more than heard it, vibrating through his chest into my spine. Approval. Possession. Pride, maybe, if orcs felt such things. I thought they did. I thought Gorak felt a great many things that his face would never show.

I leaned back against him. My shoulders met the wall of his chest, and his arm came around me—still that one hand on my belly, the other resting heavy on the rail beside mine—and I closed my eyes and let the dawn paint the insides of my eyelids pink and gold.

Every ache sang. Every sticky, well-used inch of me hummed with the memory of the night before, and the night before that, and every night stretching back to the first one in the hold when I'd dropped to my knees and bartered away the only thing I had. My wrists still bore the faint rope marks from the mast. My jaw was sore. My thighs were tacky with what the last orc—the one who'd taken me during the middle watch, whose name I still didn't know—had left behind.

And beneath Gorak's hand, the small, undeniable proof that I was exactly where I belonged.

I smiled. The sun finished its slow ascent, and the sea turned from copper to gold to blinding white, and the ship sailed on into the morning with its crew of seven orcs and one human woman who had come aboard as a fugitive and stayed as something else entirely—a fixture, a comfort, a willing vessel for every hungry need they had. I had stowed away in their hold and they had stowed me in the only berth that mattered: theirs, permanently, bred and kept in the roughest, most perfect way I could have imagined.

The baby kicked. Or maybe it was just the sea. I pressed my hand over Gorak's, and we stood there together at the rail, and I didn't look back toward the horizon where Fairharbor had long since vanished. There was nothing behind me now. Only water, and wood, and the green-skinned monsters who had made me theirs, and the life I was carrying that would make it permanent.

I had never been so certain of anything.


Promoted to Free Use Whore by My Orc Boss

The leather of Grom's guest chair was warm against the backs of my thighs, and I wondered if it was from the last person who'd sat here or from some heating element built into the frame—orc executives and their creature comforts. I crossed my legs at the ankle, the way my mother had taught me a proper high elf sits, and folded my hands in my lap over the hem of my pencil skirt. The fluorescent lights above hummed a frequency that only elven ears could catch, a thin whine beneath the drone of the air conditioning, and I let it fill the silence while Grom finished whatever he was reading on his screen, his massive green fingers surprisingly deft on the keyboard.

His office smelled like sandalwood and something underneath it—something animal and warm, like sun-heated stone. The walls were lined with mahogany shelving, corporate awards interspersed with old trophies from his days playing semi-professional rugby, their brass plates tarnished to a dull ochre. A single window behind him looked out onto the city, the late-morning light catching dust motes that drifted between us like lazy spectators.

"Alison," he said finally, and the way he said my name—low, deliberate, rolling the syllables across his tongue like he was tasting them—made the silver studs in my ears feel suddenly heavy. He leaned back in his chair, which groaned under his bulk, and laced his fingers over his stomach. His suit was charcoal, bespoke, and still it strained across his shoulders and chest as though the fabric resented its assignment. His tusks caught the light when he smiled, two ivory hooks curving upward from his lower jaw, bracketing a mouth that managed to look both generous and cruel.

"You know why I called you in."

I didn't, not exactly. But I had a feeling. The kind of feeling that had kept me awake the previous night, staring at the ceiling of my apartment while my hand drifted beneath the sheets.

"The promotion," I said. My voice came out steadier than I expected.

"Head of HR." He nodded, his yellow eyes—bright as old coins, split by vertical pupils that widened slightly as he watched me—holding mine without effort. "Significant salary increase. Corner office on the fourteenth floor. Direct report to the board. You'd be the youngest department head in the company's history, and the first elf."

I felt the warmth of the compliment spread through my chest, professional pride mingling with something else, something that sat lower and pulsed with its own heartbeat. I'd worked for this. Three years of navigating orc corporate culture with my chin up and my ears back, proving I could manage their disputes, their hierarchies, their barely leashed aggression, all while maintaining the composure that came naturally to my kind—or at least appeared to.

"There's a tradition," Grom continued, and the air in the room changed. It was subtle, the way weather shifts before a storm—a drop in pressure, a new electricity in the spaces between words. He uncrossed his fingers and rested his hands on the armrests of his chair, palms down, and I noticed the veins in his forearms, thick as electrical cabling beneath the green skin. "An expectation that comes with senior roles held by non-orcs. Particularly roles that require... total team integration."

My mouth went dry. I knew. Of course I knew.

I'd heard the whispers in the break room, seen the way Mira from Legal walked differently after her meetings on the sixth floor, the flush on her cheeks that no amount of concealer could mask. I'd noticed the perpetually booked conference rooms, the ones that never appeared on any shared calendar, and the way certain doors stayed locked for exactly forty-five minutes at a time before an orc emerged looking satisfied and a non-orc followed minutes later, smoothing their hair, adjusting their clothing.

I'd catalogued these observations the way a good HR professional should—clinically, systematically. But at night, alone, I'd replayed them with a different kind of attention. I'd imagined myself behind those locked doors. Imagined what it would feel like to be the one smoothing my hair afterward, the one walking differently, the ache between my legs turning the mundane corridors of the office into something charged and secret.

"You'd be free-use," Grom said plainly, and the word landed in my stomach like a dropped stone, sending ripples outward through my whole body. "Available to any orc staff member who requires you. The meeting rooms are already allocated. It's discreet, professional in its own way. Everyone who participates does so willingly." He paused. "That's the non-negotiable part, Alison. The willingness."

My heart was a trapped bird behind my ribs. I could feel my pulse in my throat, in my wrists, in the tips of my pointed ears where the blood made them flush from their usual porcelain to a telltale rose. Every elf instinct I had—the centuries of breeding for restraint, for elegance, for the cool remove that my people wore like armor—told me to stand, to decline politely, to walk out of this office with my dignity wrapped around me like a cloak.

Instead, I met his yellow eyes and held them.

"I accept," I said, and my voice was barely above a breath, but it carried. "I want this. I need to serve the team in every way."

The words left my mouth and became real, became a door swinging open onto a room I'd only ever peered into through the keyhole. The heat between my thighs was immediate and undeniable, a slick, insistent throb that made me press my ankles tighter together.

Grom's grin was slow and wide, his tusks framing it like parentheses around a sentence I'd been waiting my whole career to read.

"Good." He reached across the desk and slid a flat box toward me, matte black, no label. "Put this on."

I opened it with fingers that barely trembled. Inside, folded with tissue-paper precision, lay a lingerie set in light blue—bralette and matching bottoms, the lace so fine it was nearly translucent, threaded with a shimmer that caught the fluorescent light like frost on a windowpane.

"Here?" I asked, and the question was redundant, a last gasp of the composure I was about to shed along with everything else.

"Here."

I stood. My fingers found the buttons of my blouse, and I worked them one by one, the soft pops of each releasing feeling louder than they had any right to be. The silk slid from my shoulders, pooled on the chair behind me. My skirt followed, unzipped and stepped out of with the careful grace that was second nature to me, even now, even as I stood in my plain white underwear before a creature twice my size who was watching me with an appetite that had nothing to do with the lunch hour.

I unclasped my bra. Stepped out of my knickers. For a moment I stood entirely bare—my body slight and pale, the lean lines of a high elf built for running through ancient forests, not for this, not for what I was about to become—and the vulnerability was a live wire against my skin.

Then I slipped into the blue lace. The bralette cupped my small breasts like hands, the fabric so thin that my nipples showed through, already stiffening in the cool air and from something far less innocent. The bottoms sat low on my hips, a whisper of material that hid nothing, the gusset already darkening with the evidence of my arousal.

Grom looked at me the way one might appraise a new acquisition—thoroughly, appreciatively, with the quiet satisfaction of ownership already settling into his expression.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned. Slowly. Let him see the way the lace traced the cleft of my ass, the way my spine curved, the silver fall of my hair against my bare shoulders. When I faced him again, something had shifted between us—not just the power dynamic, which had always tilted in his direction, but the pretense. The professional veneer had cracked, and through the fissure, something older and more honest was bleeding in.

I was no longer just his employee. I was his, full stop. And the realization settled into me like a key turning in a lock I hadn't known was there, clicking into place with a satisfaction so deep it bordered on sacred.



The carpet was coarser than I expected—industrial grade beneath the veneer of executive taste—and it bit into my bare knees as I lowered myself. From down here, Grom's office looked different. The mahogany shelves towered. His desk was a cliff face. And Grom himself was a landscape, a geography of muscle and authority rising above me, blocking out the fluorescent light so that I knelt in his shadow, which felt appropriate, felt correct in a way that made my ears burn from root to tip, the pink spreading down my throat like a confession written on skin.

He stood slowly. The chair rolled backward on its casters with a whisper, and he was in front of me, close enough that I could smell him properly now—that earthy undertone beneath the sandalwood, something dense and biological, the scent of a body that ran hotter than mine, that carried more blood, more weight, more of everything. His belt buckle clinked. The zipper parted with a sound like a seam splitting, and he reached inside and drew himself out, and I understood then that the rumors had been, if anything, conservative.

His cock was thick as my forearm and darker green than the rest of him, the skin stretched taut over a network of ridges that ran its length like the raised veins of a leaf, but harder, more insistent. The head was broad and blunt, already glistening with a bead of clear fluid that caught the light as it welled from the slit. The shaft pulsed with each beat of his heart, a visible, rhythmic swelling that made it seem almost alive on its own terms—a creature with its own appetites.

I stared. He let me.

"Open," he said, and it wasn't a request.

I parted my lips. His hand found the back of my head, fingers threading through my silver hair with a gentleness that surprised me—careful, almost tender, as though he understood the magnitude of what I was offering and chose to honor it, at least for now. He guided me forward, and the head of him pressed against my lower lip, hot and impossibly smooth, and I tasted copper and salt and something sweeter beneath, something that was purely him.

I took him in. My mouth stretched around the ridged crown, my jaw aching pleasantly as I accommodated his girth, and the first real sound I made was involuntary—a moan that vibrated through the flesh filling my mouth and traveled up through his body. I felt him shudder. Felt his fingers tighten fractionally in my hair.

"That's it," he rumbled above me. "Elven mouths were made for this. All that refinement, all that breeding—this is what it was for."

The words should have offended me. Instead, they sent a bolt of liquid heat straight down through my center, pooling between my thighs where the delicate lace of my new uniform was already darkening with my arousal, the fabric clinging to the swollen folds beneath. I hollowed my cheeks and drew him deeper, working my tongue along the underside where the ridges were most pronounced, learning the topography of him like a language I'd always known but never spoken aloud.

I bobbed forward, took another inch, another. My throat protested and I breathed through it, the discipline of an elvish constitution—we were adaptable creatures, after all, built to endure—serving me now in ways my ancestors would have found unimaginable. The taste of him intensified, that musky, mineral richness coating my tongue, and I found myself swallowing around him, craving more, my hands rising unbidden to grip his thighs for leverage.

The sounds were obscene and perfect. The wet, rhythmic suction of my mouth working his shaft. His low, rumbling groans like distant engines. My own whimpers, high and desperate, muffled by the flesh I was worshipping. Somewhere beneath the physical act, a deeper transformation was occurring—a tectonic shift in the bedrock of who I understood myself to be. I was Alison, Head of HR, a high elf of impeccable lineage, a woman who color-coded her calendar and ironed her blouses on Sunday evenings. And I was also this: a creature on her knees, in blue lace, serving the body of her orc superior with her mouth and her eagerness and her absolute, uncomplicated want.

The two truths didn't cancel each other out. They braided together into something new, something that made my clit throb with an ache so sharp it was nearly painful.

Grom's breathing changed. It roughened, deepened, became a series of guttural sounds that I felt in my chest cavity like bass notes. His hand moved from the back of my head to my jaw, tilting my face upward so that I had to look at him—had to see the way his yellow eyes had gone dark at the edges, the pupils blown wide, his tusks bared in something that was half snarl and half reverence.

He pulled free of my mouth with a wet sound that echoed in the quiet office, and I gasped, my lips swollen and slick, a thread of saliva and precum connecting us for one trembling second before it broke.

"Stay still," he ordered, and I obeyed, kneeling upright with my face tilted toward him, my eyes open because I wanted to see it, wanted to witness the exact moment of his release as though it were a sacrament.

His hand moved on himself in long, practiced strokes, the green skin darkening further with each pass, the ridges catching on his palm. He was close—I could see it in the way the tendons of his neck stood out, in the clench of his jaw, in the way his body gathered itself like a storm drawing inward before the break.

He came with a sound that was almost a roar—deep, guttural, pulled from somewhere in his core—and the first rope of it hit my cheek like a brand, hot and dense and startlingly white against my porcelain skin. The second crossed my lips, and I tasted him fully now, rich and thick and briny, a visceral claim that I swallowed even as the third and fourth spurts landed across my other cheek, the bridge of my nose, the delicate pointed tip of my left ear where it dripped down past my silver stud like some obscene earring.

I was glazed in him. Anointed. The warmth of it settled against my skin, and I stayed absolutely still, letting it cool and tighten, feeling the weight of it on my features like a mask I'd been waiting to wear.

"Good girl, Alison," Grom said, and his voice was rougher now, spent but satisfied, the words landing on me with the gravity of a benediction. "Now you're officially our free-use whore."

I licked the corner of my mouth. Tasted him again. Felt the smile spread across my face before I could think to form it—dazed and genuine and shot through with a gratitude so intense it frightened me. This was it. This was the locked door opened, the meeting room booked, the rumor made flesh.

I knelt there on the coarse carpet, in my stained blue lace, cum cooling on my cheeks and ears and lips, and I had never felt more precisely, devastatingly placed in the world.



I cleaned my face in Grom's private bathroom, wiping the evidence from my skin with a damp hand towel that came away streaked with white. My reflection in the mirror looked the same and utterly different—same silver hair, same grey eyes, same pointed ears with their silver studs, but there was a looseness around my mouth now, a softness in my gaze that hadn't been there an hour ago. I buttoned my blouse with clumsy fingers, skipped the one at my throat because my hands wouldn't cooperate, and smoothed my skirt down over hips that still tingled with awareness. Beneath the professional exterior, the blue lace clung to me like a secret language, the fabric between my thighs stiffened where it had dried, a faint stain of my own want and his remnant marking me in ways no one could see but I could feel with every step.

The corridor stretched before me like a gauntlet. I walked it with my chin up and my shoulders back—old habits, elven poise, the muscle memory of composure—but I could feel the eyes on me. The email had gone out while I was on my knees. I'd heard the soft chime of phones pinging in distant cubicles, a cascade of notifications rippling through the building like a stone dropped in still water. *Alison Everhart — Head of Human Resources, effective immediately.* And beneath the official language, the unofficial understanding spreading mouth to mouth, desk to desk, floor to floor.

The orcs I passed in the hallway looked at me differently now. Not with the guarded politeness I'd grown accustomed to—the careful deference that non-orcs in authority tended to receive—but with something open and appraising, a frank assessment that moved over my body the way a hand moves over a purchase, checking the quality. A broad-shouldered clerk from procurement met my eyes as I passed and nodded slowly, almost respectfully, but his gaze dropped to the gap in my blouse where I'd missed that button, and his nostrils flared.

They could smell it on me. Of course they could. Orc senses were keener than elven ones in certain registers, and Grom's scent was all over me—his musk, his spend, the territorial pheromone signature that announced, clearer than any email, that I had been claimed.

The finance department was on the eighth floor, and I took the stairs because the elevator felt too small, too enclosed, and I needed the rhythm of my heels on the concrete steps to steady the trembling that had started in my calves and was working its way upward. By the time I reached the meeting room—third door on the left, the one with the perpetually closed blinds that I had noted in my observations months ago and filed away like evidence—my pulse was a drum in my ears.

The door was unlocked. I stepped inside and heard it lock behind me, a decisive click that sent a spasm through my lower belly.

Zorg was already there. He sat on the edge of the conference table, arms folded across a chest that strained his button-down shirt in ways that made the fabric look apologetic. He was broader than Grom but shorter, built like a boulder—all compressed power, thick neck, hands like dinner plates. His skin was a deeper green, almost olive in the low light, and when he grinned at me, his tusks were shorter but sharper, filed to points in the old tribal fashion that most corporate orcs had abandoned.

"Head of HR," he said, and there was something almost fond in it, as though he'd been waiting for this specific appointment the way one waits for a season to turn.

"Zorg." I meant to say something professional—some bridge between what I had been and what I now was—but he was already moving, pushing off the table with an ease that belied his mass, crossing the small room in two strides. His hands found my waist, turned me, and I was face-down on the conference table before the next breath left my body, the polished wood cool against my cheek, the smell of lemon cleaner and something older beneath it.

He hiked my skirt up around my waist with one rough motion, and the air hit my thighs, my bare skin above the stockings, the thin strip of blue lace that was the only barrier between his intentions and my body. His thumb hooked the gusset and pulled it aside, and I heard him inhale—a deep, rumbling intake that told me he was reading my arousal like a message, every note of it legible to him.

"Already dripping," he observed, and his voice was matter-of-fact, almost clinical, which made it worse, made the heat between my legs flare hotter. "Grom broke you in properly."

His hands spread across my ass, palms so large they covered each cheek entirely, and he kneaded the flesh there—roughly, possessively—parting me so he could see everything, the exposed vulnerability of me open to his gaze. Then I felt him behind me, the broad head of his cock nudging against my entrance, and he was thicker than Grom, the girth of him a blunt insistence that my body both resisted and craved.

He pushed in. Slowly. Inch by deliberate inch, and the ridges along his shaft caught against my inner walls, each one a small detonation of sensation that made my fingers curl against the table's surface. I was slick enough to take him—my body had been preparing for this since before I walked through the door, since before the email, since before the morning—but the stretch was extraordinary, a fullness that bordered on too much and tipped over into exactly enough.

I gasped. Pushed back against him. Felt greedy for it in a way that startled me, a hunger that bypassed thought entirely and operated on a frequency I hadn't known I possessed. I was the woman who wrote the company code of conduct. I had drafted the harassment policy, the workplace intimacy guidelines, the careful legal language that governed what bodies could and could not do within these walls. And here I was, bent over a conference table in the finance department, being opened up by an orc accountant whose personnel file I had reviewed last quarter, my own slickness making obscene sounds with each thrust.

The contradiction was intoxicating. It was the very thing that made my clit swell against the edge of the table, each forward motion pressing me into the wood, the friction building like a second heartbeat between my legs.

"Fuck me harder," I heard myself say, and the voice was mine but unrecognizable—breathy and desperate, stripped of every layer of elven refinement. "Fill my eager pussy with your seed."

Zorg obliged. His pace shifted from measured to merciless, his hips slamming against my ass with a rhythm that rocked the table forward on its legs, the scrape of wood on carpet punctuating each thrust. His hands gripped my hips hard enough that I knew there would be bruises—green-fingered marks on my porcelain skin that I would press in the shower later and feel a jolt of remembrance.

The orgasm built in me like a tide rising against a seawall—pressure mounting, mounting, until the wall gave way and I came with a cry that I muffled against my own forearm, my body clamping down around him in rhythmic spasms that drew him deeper. Zorg groaned—a sound that resonated through the table and into my sternum—and I felt him swell inside me, that telltale thickening that preceded the flood, and then he was coming, and the heat of it was extraordinary, a viscous, copious surge that filled me completely and then some, the excess seeping out around his shaft and trickling down the inside of my thigh in a warm, meandering line.

He stayed inside me for a long moment, both of us breathing hard, the room smelling of sweat and sex and lemon cleaner. When he finally withdrew, I felt the absence like a loss, followed immediately by the slow, obscene trickle of his release leaking from my body, soaking through the displaced lace of my thong.

I straightened up on unsteady legs. Smoothed my skirt down. Looked at Zorg, who was already tucking himself away with the businesslike efficiency of a man returning to his spreadsheets.

"Welcome to the team," he said, and I smiled.



By midday I was somebody else entirely. The woman who had walked into Grom's office that morning with her ankles crossed and her hands folded had been disassembled, piece by careful piece, and what remained was looser, wilder, tuned to a frequency that made the mundane architecture of the office feel like a landscape of possibility—every closed door a proposition, every corridor a runway leading to the next surrender.

The summons came via internal message. *Server room B. Now.* No name attached, but the IT department was orc-staffed, and by now the whole building knew what I was. What I'd agreed to become. My phone had buzzed twice more while I'd been in Zorg's meeting room—messages I hadn't read, but could guess the contents of. Requests. Appointments. The social calendar of a body newly made public.

I took the elevator this time. Let the mirrored walls show me what I looked like: blouse buttoned wrong, one side of my collar higher than the other, my skirt sitting slightly crooked on my hips. My hair was still mostly in place—silver and fine, hard to muss completely—but there was a quality to my reflection that was different, a heaviness in my eyelids, a swollen darkness to my mouth. Between my legs, beneath the cum-stiffened lace, I could feel the residue of Zorg's release still warm inside me, shifting with each movement, a physical reminder that I was no longer empty, no longer entirely my own.

The IT wing occupied the basement level, and the air changed as I descended—cooler on my skin but thick with the exhaled heat of machines. Server room B was at the end of a corridor lit by emergency strips, the kind of place that smelled like ozone and warm plastic, and when Drak opened the door and pulled me inside, I was enveloped by darkness punctuated by the steady blink of green and amber LEDs, a constellation of small lights in the gloom.

He was different from the others. Where Grom was massive and Zorg was dense, Drak was built along leaner lines—tall, angular, his muscles roped along long bones like vines along a trellis. His skin was a pale sage, almost grey-green in the dim light, and his eyes were narrower, more focused, the yellow reduced to thin rings around pupils that had gone wide in the darkness. He wore his sleeves rolled to the elbow, revealing forearms that were all sinew and tendon, and when he closed the door behind me, the lock engaged with a sound that was becoming as familiar to me as my own heartbeat.

"I've been watching the emails," he said, and his voice was quieter than the others'—not soft, exactly, but controlled, the way a blade is controlled. "Wondered how long it would take for them to promote someone who actually wanted it."

I didn't ask how he knew. By now my wanting was visible from space.

He sat in the room's only chair—a battered swivel thing that had seen better decades—and looked up at me with an expression that was half invitation, half dare. I could see his arousal already, the outline of it straining the fabric of his trousers, and even through the cloth I could tell he was shaped differently—longer, thinner, with a curve to him that promised a particular kind of pressure.

I straddled him without ceremony. My knees found the worn armrests, my skirt rode up around my waist, and I reached between us to free him, my fingers working his zipper with a dexterity that surprised us both. His cock sprang free against my palm—long and arching upward, the curve pronounced enough that I could feel it as I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, the ridges spaced further apart than Zorg's but more pronounced, like the rungs of a ladder leading somewhere I desperately needed to go.

I pulled my thong aside—the lace was soaked through, heavy with my own arousal and the remnants of what Zorg had left behind—and positioned him at my entrance. When I sank down, the angle of his curve found a place inside me that made the breath stop in my lungs, a spot that sent branching lightning through my pelvis and up my spine, and I heard myself whimper—a sound so small and animal that it seemed to come from someone else.

His hands found my body. Long fingers traced the lace of the bralette, circling my nipples through the fabric, rolling the hardened peaks between thumb and forefinger with a precision that was almost technical, as though he was calibrating my response. Each pinch sent a wire of sensation straight to my center where his cock was buried, and I began to move—slowly at first, rocking my hips in small circles, learning the shape of him inside me, the way his curve dragged against that one brilliant spot on each stroke.

Then faster. The chair creaked beneath us, its base rotating slightly with each thrust, adding an unpredictable wobble that made me grip his shoulders for balance. The server racks hummed around us, a low mechanical choir that masked the sounds we were making—the wet, rhythmic collision of our bodies, my stuttering moans, his controlled grunts that grew less controlled with each passing minute.

I thought of elven lovers. The ones I'd had in university, in the quiet after-hours of academic libraries, their bodies cool and precise, their lovemaking a careful negotiation of aesthetic angles. They had touched me like I was porcelain. Handled me with a reverence that, I realized now, had been a form of distance—admiration mistaken for intimacy, restraint costumed as respect. None of them had ever looked at me the way Drak was looking at me now, with an open, unashamed appetite that made me feel less like an object on a shelf and more like a meal, a necessity, something his body required the way it required air.

"Breed me, Drak," I said, and the words came out rough, stripped of the silk that elvish voices were known for, reduced to something guttural and honest. "Make me your cum-dump whore."

His hands moved to my hips. Gripped. And then he was thrusting up into me as I came down, our rhythms syncing into something brutal and collaborative, the chair groaning, the server lights blinking their indifferent witness. I ground my clit against the base of his shaft on each downstroke, the lace of my thong adding a friction that was almost too much, almost unbearable, the pleasure building in layers like sediment compressed by time and pressure into something diamond-hard.

He swelled inside me—I felt it, the sudden increase in girth that stretched my walls further, the ridge-pattern becoming more pronounced as his body gathered itself—and I came apart. My orgasm detonated from my center outward, a full-body convulsion that arched my spine and tore a sound from my throat that was somewhere between a scream and a prayer. My inner muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic, milking contractions, and I felt him let go, his cock pulsing inside me in long, forceful spurts that flooded my already-occupied depths with a fresh tide of heat.

The excess had nowhere to go. It squeezed out around our joined bodies, warm and thick, trickling down his shaft and pooling where our skin met, the obscene sound of it—a wet, squelching whisper—filling the space between the server hum and our ragged breathing.

I collapsed against his chest. Felt his heartbeat against my cheek, slower than mine but harder, a bass drum to my snare. The LEDs blinked on. Blinked off. The machines hummed their endless, indifferent song.

I was filled with three different orcs now, their mingled seed heavy and warm inside me, and I pressed my face into the crook of Drak's neck and smiled against his sage-colored skin, because the afternoon was still young and I was nowhere near done.



The main conference room had floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the river, and in the afternoon light the water was the color of hammered tin, bright enough to make me squint when I walked in expecting an agenda and a projector. Instead I found three orcs from sales arranged around the polished table like a tribunal, and the door closing behind me with that now-familiar click of the lock.

Harg was the largest—shoulders like the front end of a truck, a neck thicker than my thigh, his suit jacket abandoned over the back of a chair to reveal a dress shirt that his biceps were slowly destroying. Varg was leaner, more angular, with a shaved head that gleamed under the pendant lights and a mouth that curved in a way that suggested he found most things amusing, including me. Larg was somewhere between them—solidly built, weather-beaten, with scars across his knuckles and a jaw that looked like it had been carved from something harder than bone.

"Team meeting," Harg said, and the other two grinned.

They undressed me slowly, which I hadn't expected. Six hands working in coordinated sequence—Varg unbuttoning my blouse while Larg unzipped my skirt and Harg stood behind me, his massive palm resting on my hip with a proprietary ease that made my knees soften. My clothes fell away in stages, and when I stood before them in the blue lace—the bralette dark with sweat and handling, the thong stained with the commingled evidence of my morning and early afternoon—they regarded me with an appreciation that was almost ceremonial.

"Been busy," Varg noted, his nostrils flaring as he catalogued the scents on me—Grom's musk, Zorg's mineral earthiness, Drak's sharper note. Three layers of orc, each distinct, each marking me as territory already claimed but generously shared.

"Not busy enough," I said, and meant it.

Harg lifted me onto the table. The wood was cool against my shoulder blades as he pushed me down, and his hands closed around my ankles and raised my legs high, folding them back toward my chest until my knees framed my own face. The position opened me completely, the thin lace of my thong pulled taut and then simply snapped—he tore it away with a flick of his wrist, the delicate fabric giving up without a fight, and I was exposed to him in the most absolute way, my sex swollen and glistening, still leaking the residue of the three encounters that had preceded this one.

He didn't ease in. He drove forward with the full weight of his hips behind it, and his cock was the thickest yet—a blunt, wide instrument that stretched me to a point where pleasure and pain dissolved into each other and became a single, undifferentiated sensation that whited out my vision for half a second. I cried out. The sound bounced off the floor-to-ceiling windows and came back to me, distorted, animal.

He began to move. Each stroke was long, withdrawing nearly to the tip before slamming home again, the impact jolting my entire body up the table so that I had to brace my palms against the surface to keep from sliding. His pace was metronomic, relentless, and with every thrust I felt something in me being restructured—not broken, exactly, but rearranged, the way a landscape is rearranged by water, shaped by force into a new geography.

"Yes," I managed, the word barely formed, more exhalation than language. "Pound my dripping slit—give me all your hot load."

Harg grunted. His rhythm accelerated, became something almost mechanical in its precision, and I came around him in a sharp, sudden rush that made my whole body seize—a contraction so intense it bordered on violence. He followed seconds later, his cock buried to the root, his release pulsing into me in long, forceful surges that I could feel hitting deep inside, adding to the reservoir that had been building all day.

He withdrew. I barely had time to draw a full breath before Varg was turning me over, guiding me onto my hands and knees on the conference table, my body arranged like an offering. His hands parted my ass, and I understood what was coming next—felt the broad head of his cock pressing against my tighter entrance, slicked with the abundance leaking from the other.

The initial resistance gave way to something else—a stretching, a burning that crested and broke into a dark, unexpected pleasure. Varg was patient in his own way, working himself into me in measured increments, and by the time he was fully seated I was making sounds I didn't recognize as my own—low, guttural, wrenched from somewhere in the pit of my belly. The fullness was different here, more intense, more invasive, and each stroke sent shockwaves through my body that met the lingering aftershocks of Harg's use and amplified them.

He took me with a rhythmic efficiency, his lean hips snapping against my ass, and when he came it was with a groan that vibrated through his hands and into my spine, his seed flooding a place inside me that had never been claimed before, marking new territory with the same viscous, proprietary heat.

When Varg pulled free, I collapsed onto my forearms, trembling, my body a landscape of sensation—overworked and over-stimulated and still, impossibly, wanting. Larg solved the problem by sitting in one of the conference chairs and pulling me backward onto his lap.

I sank onto him with a sound that was somewhere between relief and delirium. His shaft filled my already-overflowing cunt with a familiar, stretching pressure, and I leaned back against his broad chest, my spine against his sternum, my head lolling on his shoulder. From this angle I could see Harg and Varg watching—two orcs still catching their breath, their expressions satisfied but attentive, like spectators at a sport they played professionally.

Larg's hands came around to cup my breasts through the bralette—the lace had ridden up during the proceedings, barely covering anything now—and he squeezed, kneaded, rolled my nipples between calloused fingers while he bounced me on his cock from below. The motion was effortless for him, his thighs powerful beneath me, and I was weightless in his hands, a thing being used and enjoying it with a completeness that left no room for anything else—not guilt, not shame, not the careful self-consciousness that had governed my life until this morning.

He came inside me with a series of hard, upward thrusts that lifted us both off the chair, his cock pulsing deep as it painted my insides with yet another layer of orc seed. I came with him—or maybe I'd never stopped coming, maybe the orgasms had been continuous since Harg, a rolling, interconnected sequence that my body had lost the ability to parse into discrete events.

When it was over, Larg lifted me off him and laid me on the table, and I lay there—sprawled on the polished wood, limbs loose, my ravaged lingerie a blue ruin around my body, cum leaking from both entrances in slow, thick rivulets that pooled beneath me on the expensive surface.

The afternoon light from the windows fell across my skin. I stared at the ceiling. The river flowed on outside, indifferent to everything.

"More," I whispered, and the word was a prayer to a religion I'd only just discovered. "I need more orc cum to breed me properly."

The three of them looked at each other. Smiled. And I closed my eyes, content to wait, because I knew—with the certainty of a convert—that the day was far from over.



The building was quieter at the end of the day. The fluorescent lights in the corridors had switched to their evening setting—dimmer, warmer, casting everything in a tone of amber that softened the corporate edges and made the hallways feel like passageways in some older, more ancient structure. My heels sounded different on the carpet now, or maybe I was walking differently—slower, heavier, my body carrying the accumulated weight of the afternoon in every cell and sinew. I wore only my coat, belted loosely at the waist, the ruined blue lace beneath it the sole surviving artifact of the morning's ceremony. My blouse and skirt were somewhere in the sales conference room, folded neatly on a chair by one of the three—Larg, I thought, who had a surprisingly domestic streak for an orc who'd just taken me from behind while his colleagues watched.

The elevator deposited me on the executive floor, and I walked the same corridor I'd walked that morning, passing the same mahogany-paneled walls, the same framed mission statements, the same potted fern that needed watering. But I moved through the space as a different creature now. The woman who had walked this corridor twelve hours ago had been a collection of careful decisions—the right blouse, the right posture, the right distance maintained between herself and the world. The woman walking it now was a ruin, and ruins have their own architecture, their own terrible beauty.

Grom's door was open. The light inside was warm—he'd switched off the overheads and turned on the desk lamp, a brass thing with a green shade that painted the room in tones of old money and shadow. He sat in his chair, jacket off, sleeves rolled, and when I appeared in the doorway he looked at me the way a sculptor looks at a piece of marble that has finally begun to yield its hidden shape.

"Close the door," he said.

I did. The lock engaged. The sound was the same as it had been that morning—that decisive, mechanical click—but this time it felt less like a closing and more like a sealing, the final stitch in a garment that had been cut and assembled over the course of the day.

"Come here."

I crossed the room. Untied my coat. Let it fall from my shoulders to the floor, where it pooled around my heels like a shed skin. I stood before him in the blue lace—stretched, stained, translucent in places where it had been wetted and dried and wetted again, the fabric a chronicle of every encounter written in the language of bodies and their aftermath. My nipples were visible through the bralette, still sensitive from Larg's handling, still faintly sore. The thong was gone—torn away by Harg—and between my thighs I was bare and exposed, the evidence of the day's encounters glistening on my inner thighs, a slow, viscous trail that had been marking my path since the conference room.

Grom stood. Placed his hands on my waist. Lifted me onto his desk with an ease that made my breath catch—not from surprise, but from the intimacy of it, the gentleness beneath the strength. He set me down on the polished wood, and the surface was warm where his arm had been resting, and I thought about how it had all started here, in this same spot, with a box of lace and a question I'd been waiting my whole life to answer.

He stepped between my thighs. Spread them wide with his palms on my knees, opening me to him, and I let my hands fall to the desk's edge and leaned back slightly so he could see everything—the swollen, well-used folds of my sex, the mingled seed of his employees still leaking from me, the evidence of my absolute compliance written on my body in a script that needed no translation.

He freed himself. I watched him do it—the belt, the zipper, the familiar unveiling of that thick, ridged shaft—and felt my body respond with a Pavlovian immediacy, my inner walls contracting around emptiness, reaching for something to grip.

He entered me slowly. Pushed into the mess of me—the accumulated residue of Zorg and Drak and Harg and Larg—and I felt him displacing what they'd left behind, his girth pushing it deeper, making room for himself in the territory he'd been the first to claim. The sensation was different from every other encounter that day: slower, fuller, weighted with an emotional gravity that the others had only hinted at. This was not a use. This was a reclamation.

He began to move. Long, deep strokes that bottomed out against my cervix and then withdrew with agonizing patience, each thrust a sentence in a conversation we were having with our bodies—call and response, question and answer, each movement building on the last. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him closer, my heels digging into the small of his back, and we were face to face now, his yellow eyes inches from my grey ones, and I could see myself reflected in his pupils—small and pale and utterly undone.

"You're mine now, Alison," he said, and his voice was rougher than it had been that morning, stripped down to something primal beneath the executive veneer. "My breeding bitch."

The words landed in me like a fist. Not violence—impact. The kind of impact that rearranges things, that settles displaced bones back into their sockets. I arched into him, my spine curving, my breasts pressing against his chest, the ruined lace between us an irrelevant membrane, and I spoke the truth that had been forming in me all day, the truth that each encounter had added another layer to, like nacre building around a grain of sand until it becomes something luminous.

"Cum inside me, Boss," I said, and my voice cracked on the word, not from pain but from the immensity of what I was asking for. "Flood my womb with your potent seed until I'm swollen with your half-orc baby."

His rhythm changed. The control he'd been maintaining—the measured, possessive pace—gave way to something more desperate, more ancient. He drove into me with the full force of his body, the desk shuddering beneath us, a pen rolling off the edge and clattering to the floor in the silence between thrusts. His hands gripped my hips with a fierceness that would leave marks darker than Zorg's, and I clung to him, my nails scraping furrows down his forearms that welled green along their edges.

The orgasm began in my extremities—fingertips, toes, the pointed tips of my ears—and traveled inward, converging on my center like tributaries joining a river, and when it hit I lost the ability to distinguish where my body ended and his began. I clenched around him so hard that he groaned, the sound torn from deep in his chest, a roar that built and built until it broke free and filled the office, filled the floor, filled the building with the sound of something elemental and unapologetic.

He came. I felt every pulse of it—the first enormous surge that hit my cervix like a wave against a cliff, the second that pushed past it, the third and fourth that filled me to a point beyond capacity. His seed was hotter than the others', thicker, and it overflowed almost immediately, spilling out around his shaft in white rivulets that ran down the dark wood of the desk. He kept thrusting through it, pushing it deeper, his cock a piston in the flood of his own making, and I came again—or still—the orgasm stretching into something that erased time, that existed outside the clock and the calendar and the careful partitions of a workday.

When he finally stilled, we stayed like that. Connected. His forehead against mine, his breath hot on my lips, his hands still on my hips. The desk lamp hummed. The city darkened outside the window. Somewhere far below, a cleaning crew was vacuuming the lobby, the distant drone of normalcy in a building where nothing had been normal since nine a.m.

He pulled out slowly, and the flood that followed was extraordinary—a thick, viscous tide that poured from me and pooled on the desk in a spreading, cooling testament to what we'd done. I lay back against the wood and let it happen, let my body empty and settle, and stared at the ceiling where the desk lamp cast a circle of gold that trembled slightly with each breath I took.

I was Head of HR. I was their willing vessel. I was an elvish woman in ruined blue lace on a desk in a corner office, filled and overflowing and already craving the morning, when the doors would unlock and the emails would send and the meeting rooms would fill with the sound of locked doors and muffled cries and the ancient, uncomplicated negotiation of bodies that want and bodies that give.

Grom's hand found mine. His fingers closed around it, enormous and warm.

"Same time tomorrow," he said.

I turned my head. Looked at him. Smiled the same dazed, genuine smile I'd worn on my knees that morning, when the first rope of his seed had landed on my cheek and I'd understood, for the first time, what I was for.

"Same time every day," I answered. And meant it with every cell of my remade, well-used, rapturously surrendered body.


Thanks For Reading

If you enjoyed the stories here (and I hope you really enjoyed them...) please leave me a review on Amazon.




Also, check out my substack at https://substack.com/@goodheadbooks
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