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A+ IN BREEDING WITH THE ORC TEACHER




I stalked up and down the battered linoleum, my heels thudding, echoing dully off the empty classroom walls. Stacks of essays—my essays and those of my idiot classmates—leaned precariously in little towers on Harlan’s desk, some already battered around the edges by his brutal red mark-up. The whole place stank of old paper, chalk dust, and disinfectant, somehow both oppressively academic and lazily abandoned at once, like the university itself couldn’t decide if anything that happened here actually mattered.

Harlan didn’t notice, or maybe he just pretended not to. Head down, grimly efficient, he moved his massive green hands—gods, one palm could probably crush the skull of every smug little TA in this department—methodically, shuffling my latest story to the top of the pile. Ink stains on his thick fingers. Even now, hunched over those pages, he looked like less like a scholar and more like a soldier—one who’d been forced into tweed at knifepoint, then enraged by the indignity of it.

I couldn’t stop staring at the ridge of muscle flexing under the sleeve of his jacket. Or the way his broad shoulders made the small office chair creak with bitter resignation every time he shifted his weight.

Fuck. I was supposed to be angry. Not—distracted. 21 years old and I still can’t keep that straight.

“So,” I snapped, breaking the silence I’d let stretch too thin. I was pacing right there, under the burnt-out light fixture, arms crossing hard under my breasts—my blouse so tight tonight that every breath felt like I might rip the fucker straight open if I got even angrier. “You’re really going to give me a C for this. You?”

He looked up slowly. Just a flick of those yellow eyes, the irises so vivid and inhuman—hunger, flickering fire, something feral and alive under there. One twitch of his lips and the light caught on the curve of his tusks—huge, perfect, a statement in their own right. The frown that followed was pure, highbrow disappointment, though.

“You continue to ignore feedback regarding structure, Anna.” Each word deliberate, polished. “As thrilling as your plot twists are, they collapse without foundation. Paragraph five contradicts the internal logic established by⁠—”

“Oh, save it!” My voice echoed. I barely heard it—my chest was tight, skin tingling with the high of the argument—of being seen, challenged, at last. “You’re so obsessed with your precious structure, you can’t see anything that doesn’t fit your mold. Why are you even teaching creative writing if you want robots?”

The words tumbled out, hot and reckless.

He actually set his pen down. That was new. The room seemed smaller suddenly. Quieter. I swore I could hear the low, rolling hum of his breath—heavy, unhurried, yet thrumming with something I didn’t have a name for yet.

“Discipline is not the enemy of creativity. It elevates it.” His gaze swept me, top to toe, lingering on the places where anger had bled into arousal—my nipples, hard against thin fabric, the flush on my cheeks. “You’re mistaking boundaries for chains. What you wrote was—raw, yes. But it lacks refinement.”

I laughed—too loud, a jagged edge in it. “Refinement? My God, listen to yourself, Harlan. You sound ancient. You’re not as old as you pretend—or is that just how you hide from actually feeling anything?”

That got him. His hands curled slightly, thick fingers pressing into the desk. The surface groaned. A barely-there growl rumbled from deep in his chest, gone almost before I could be sure I’d heard it.

Something thrilled in me. Dangerous, stupid, but so goddamn alive. I took a step closer, planting my hands on my hips, arching just enough that the buttons strained harder, daring him to look.

“You’re scared of what you can’t control, aren’t you?” I pressed, low and intimate now. “Every time someone writes something you can’t teach—the wild, the ugly, the—” I bit my lip, hunting for the word that would burn, “the beastly—you bury it under a D-minus or some smug little note. You’re the real coward here.”

His nostrils flared. A fine tremor ran through the line of his jaw, tusks bared for a second longer than was strictly necessary. The next words he forced out were clipped, brittle with restraint.

“The literary canon exists for a reason. Would you prefer chaos? Anarchy on the page? If you learned nothing⁠—”

“What I’d prefer,” I spat, cutting him off, “is for you to get off your high horse and stop pretending you’re better than all this. You lecture about rules, but look at you.” I waved at him—at the sheer size of him, something animal barely chained in corduroy and tweed. “You’re all brute force—no wonder you’re terrified of creativity. It’s the only thing wilder than you are.”

I leaned forward, hands flat on the desk now, so close I could see the way the light caught flecks of gold in his eyes. My heart hammered in my ears. My thighs pressed together, which pissed me off even more—how the hell could I be this angry and this turned on?

His face—no, his whole body—had tightened. Shoulders squared, breathing heavier. The air between us was thick, sour with frustration and something like lust, neither of us ready to name it. The clock ticked on, unnoticed.

For a while, neither of us spoke. He glared—teeth on display, lips pulled back.

I broke first, but not with a whimper. I bared my own teeth, grinning mean as a devil, letting my words pierce as deep as any bite.

“You’re just a brute hiding behind books—prove me wrong if you can.”

And I waited.

He rose—slowly, deliberately. Even in silence, there was a yawn of violence, the sudden awareness of just how small I was by comparison. The sounds around us retreated. All I could hear was our breath, mine sharp, his a deep, volcanic rumble. The unspoken cracked like thunder between us.

He loomed over the desk now, casting me in shadow, that mask he wore all day slipping, replaced by something ancient, predatory, hungry.

But I didn’t back down. My body was a live wire—every nerve lit up, shuddering with desire, defiance, dread.

For a second, no one moved. Just the scent of anticipation—ink and sweat, his animal heat and my own excitement, which I couldn’t hide if I wanted to.
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Time folded in on itself. I don’t even know how long we stood there, locked in that silent standoff, breathing each other's defiance.

I could smell him—warm, sharp, a little peppery, nothing like the old man colognes the rest of the university staff swam in. This was body, sweat, and something deeper, muskier—like he belonged in another age, or maybe another world entirely. My own breath came fast, chest heaving against the last thread of self-control my blouse offered.

I yanked myself out of it by sheer force—the urge to back down almost as strong as the urge to see what happened if I kept needling him further.

“So this is your idea of feedback?” I sneered. “Stare me down and hope I’ll get scared enough to tow the line? News flash, Professor. I’ve confronted drunk football players scarier than you.”

That wasn’t exactly true, but I liked the way his eyebrows twitched—just a flick, like I’d landed a punch he didn’t expect.

He braced his fists on the desk, the battered veneer whining under his weight. For half a second, he almost smiled—a twisted, warning kind of smile that promised I’d regret this in a minute.

“I think you’re misreading the moment, Anna.” His voice actually shook, ever so slightly, but not with fear. More like the vibration in a taut rope right before it snaps. “You’re not here to intimidate anyone. I’m trying to give you the tools to be great. You come in hungry—raw talent, undeniable. But you treat structure like it’s the enemy. Like you’re above the basics, because you want everything to be wild and untamed. That’s not how greatness works.”

I rolled my eyes, tossing my hair just to show him it was wasted on me. “Yeah, I know. You think repetition and outlining and—I don’t know, fussy little rules—are what make a writer. But I see what’s really going on in here, Harlan. I see the way you look at people. The way you look at me.”

His throat worked. The movement was oddly sensual—almost convulsive, like some fight-or-flight thing that got stuck halfway. “Explain.”

I pounced on it. “You want fire, but only if you can hold the leash. Only if you aren’t the one getting burned.” I stepped closer, so the edge of his desk pressed into my thighs. “Everything about you is so... pretend. The tweed jackets, the glasses, the strictly professional scowl⁠—”

He interrupted, lower and rougher. “My expectations of you are professional. You’re the one making—this—personal.”

“Fuck right I am.” I jabbed a finger at his chest—hard, solid muscle beneath the layers. “You act like you’re some philosopher-king, but all you really are is a big, dumb bully who got lucky enough to pick up a few books and a patina of education. Admit it—you don’t care about writing. You care about control.”

His knuckles turned white clutching the desk. The tension in him was animal, barely caged, breath huffing out in little bursts. He lifted his chin, all jaw and tusk, daring me to keep going.

“You’re no teacher,” I snarled. “Just a monster pretending. Maybe you even believe the bullshit—maybe it helps you sleep at night, right? But your rules are outdated—prehistoric, even. For all your talk, you can’t escape what you really are.”

For an instant, I thought he’d lunge at me. Instead, he just bunched his shoulders, nostrils flaring wide. The veins in his neck stood out, vivid against the dark green of his skin.

He spoke slow, each word clipped, like he could only let them out in rations or risk losing himself. “You have no idea what you’re playing with. Talent means nothing without discipline—it’s the difference between wasted potential and art. I offer a structure so your stories don’t collapse in on themselves. Or maybe you wish they would.”

“Oh, I know exactly what I’m wishing for.” My laugh was sharp, unkind. I’d never felt more alive—pushing him, pushing myself, high on it. “I wish you’d stop pretending to be civilized and admit you’re all instinct under that tweed.”

To drive the point home, I snatched one of my essays off the stack—a tremble in my hand, but I didn’t let it show—and slammed it flat on the battered wood, hard enough the papers scattered and a pen rolled off onto the floor.

The air in the room went molten. Harlan seized my wrist—skin on skin, his hand absolutely engulfing mine. He yanked me forward, sudden but controlled so I didn’t quite lose my balance. The blunt tips of his tusks brushed close, and his breath caught—heavy, animal-hot, tobacco and sweat and something richer underneath.

“Careful, girl. You’re awakening something you can’t control.”

His voice had dropped into a rumble, the threat of it vibrating straight down my spine. I shivered, but I didn’t try to pull away—if anything, I leaned closer, lips parted, pulse high and tight and frantic.

He stared down at me, yellow eyes gleaming—no pretense, no mask, just hunger and challenge glittering between us.

I met his gaze. Refused to flinch.

But god, my knees were shaking—adrenaline and desire so tangled I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

The power of it, the rawness—I wanted to bask in it. I wanted to be destroyed by it.

He held me there, breath hot on my cheek, his grip impossible to escape. And I let him.

My heart was beating so loud it drowned out everything else.

Even my doubts.
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He didn’t give me time to reconsider—he just moved, body all lethal purpose and animal appetite.

In one impossible motion, he whipped me around and bent me over the desk. My hip hit the edge; wind left my lungs in a choked gasp as the mountain of books and stationery toppled, scattering across the floor with a sound like distant thunder. The essays, so precious half an hour ago, meant nothing now—a snowfall of white with my hair fanned on top, tangled and wild. Chalk dust rose in a lazy cloud as my palms splayed hard on the battered desktop.

He kicked my feet apart and hauled my skirt up. The fresh slap of air on my bare thighs made me gasp all over again. I braced for shame, but there was none—only heat, everywhere, pulsing between my legs and swelling in my chest, higher and higher.

Harlan loomed behind me—so big, so close I could feel the furnace of his breath washing my nape. Those enormous hands gripped my ass, thumbs digging in, splitting my cheeks so I was completely fucking exposed. Nothing delicate about it—he wanted to see all of me. Make me see what was coming.

I arched my back, wanting to give him a better look. “Come on,” I growled, voice thick, desperate—almost a sob. “Yes, Professor. Show me your beast—pound my ass like the brute you are.”

A brief second—just the throb of blood in my ears and his teeth grazing my neck, a warning. He didn’t hesitate. I heard his fly tear open, the sound savage, zipper barely surviving the pressure. The next sound—hell, I’ll never forget it—a thick, wet slap as his cock freed itself and lay heavy, dragging across my lower back.

“Oh my god.” I actually whimpered. “You—you can’t possibly fit⁠—”

He answered with action. One hand trapping my wrists, pinning them to wood, the other guiding that hot, veined pillar up behind me. He didn’t bother with slow or gentle, not after everything I’d thrown at him. He wanted to own me—right now.

The head of it—the fat, spit-slick crown—pressed at my tight, puckered entrance, insistent and relentless. I sucked in a breath, steeling myself⁠—

—and then he forced it inside me. Slow at first, but never uncertain. I screamed—shameless, raw, the pain blinding. I swore I’d be torn in half, but he just grunted and pressed deeper. Each thrust ground me harder against the wood, the stretch burning, then melting—god, I was wet everywhere, even here, greedier than I’d ever thought possible.

He bottomed out, hips flush with my battered ass cheeks. He ground in, grinding that monster cock as deep as it could go, splitting me wide open. My pussy fluttered, unused to being ignored, but every nerve in my body was hooked on the violation—the fullness, the absolute surrender of it. I loved it.

He started to fuck me for real—cunt and soul. Pulling almost all the way out, then slamming in with the savage authority of someone who’s waited too fucking long. I lost track of anything but the rhythm: slap, burn, slap, moan.

“Yes—you bastard, fuck me harder—wreck my ass⁠—”

His grip bruised, tusks scraping my skin as he bent low, words like gravel in my ear.

“Good student. Take my cock deep—let it stretch you. You’re mine now. All mine.”

I screamed again—high, hoarse, nothing held back. The sound bounced off the cinder block walls and returned to me, doubled. He hammered deep, the head of his cock swelling and then thickening again, like he was fucking me with a bludgeon.

Each time he thrust, I felt him get bigger, harder—my body just barely containing the surge of him. Each time, my insides clutched at him, desperate to draw him even deeper. The line between agony and pleasure blurred, vanished. I wanted every second of this—wanted him to leave his mark on me. To fill me, break me open, drown me in his seed.

His feral groan proved he felt it too—the victory, the animal pride. He was losing himself in it, rutting like he needed this to live.

He slammed in, again and again. My ass gaped for him—raw, hungry, thrilled by the punishment.

“Cum in me,” I choked out, crazy for it, “wreck me, own me—please, Professor⁠—”

He obliged. The telltale thickening, that final, guttural snarl—then heat, burning waves of it, flooding me so hard it splattered out around the base of his cock and oozed down the backs of my thighs. Feral, obscene, absolutely perfect.

He kept fucking through it, working every last drop into me, milking himself until I was shaking, limp, quivering against the desk.

When he finally pulled out, I felt woundless—empty and full at once, weak-legged and giddy with satisfaction. Thick globs of cum dribbled warm from my twitching asshole, sliding down until they smeared against my thighs.

I didn’t want to move. Didn’t want to lose the feeling.

Didn’t want him to stop.
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I hit the floor hard—back arched over a nest of crumpled paper and chalk dust, breath knocked out of me, thighs burning from the roughness. For a minute, I just lay there—mindless and aching, walls still echoing with the slap of skin and the animal roars we’d both made.

I barely had time to get my bearings. Harlan grabbed my knees and spread them wide, flipping me onto my back without warning. My skirt bunched up under me, ass still dripping his cum, legs splayed for him, ruined and loving it.

He knelt between my trembling thighs, breathing in the mess of my body—his seed, my sweat, the sharp perfume of my own arousal pooling under me.

There was a strange tenderness in the way he touched me now—like he wanted to savor the vulnerability, ruin me gently before taking everything I had left.

His tusked mouth lowered, lips dragging down my inner thigh, leaving streaks of sensation that bypassed my brain and went straight between my legs. One heavy hand held my hip pinned, the other pried my folds open, nothing subtle about it—he wanted all of me.

I whimpered, hips trying to rise, but his grip was absolute.

The first stroke of his tongue was rough, textured, a shock to the nerves. I threw my head back, hands digging into his hair, yanking him closer—please, please, don’t stop⁠—

He ate me like a starving animal. Lapping and thrusting, sucking at my clit until sparks shorted out whatever was left of my higher brain functions. Each swipe of his tongue felt deeper, harder, more determined to break me down. When he eased a fat finger inside my cunt, probing the raw, desperate squeeze of my walls, I sobbed—no pride, no filter left.

“God—oh god, Professor, fuck, taste me—make me ready for your seed, I need it inside me⁠—”

He grunted. A mix of hunger and satisfaction, the same sound he’d made when he started grading my stories—like this was his art now, and making me beg was the only critique he craved.

He shifted, tongue and tusks and all, licking up all the leaking cum from my ruined hole before working his way back to my core—cleaning what he’d spilled, owning every drop. The humiliation of it, the worship, the single-minded focus of him—it drove me wild.

He added another finger, then a third, stretching my cunt with slow, twisting pressure, his tongue never letting up, suction on my clit burning like fire. By the time he finally pulled away, my whole body was a live wire, nerves snapping and sparking, my hips rolling up desperate for more.

He rose over me—cock hard again, glistening and vivid. I needed it so badly it hurt. All the fight was gone; all I wanted was to be filled, to feel him pump me full and mark me as his.

“You’re so powerful, Harlan—own my pussy like you own my mind. Please, fuck me, fill me—give me your seed. Breed me.”

He didn’t make me ask twice.

He speared into me in one stroke, burying his cock to the hilt, so deep I thought I’d dissolve. There was no room, no space for anything but him—every inch gave way, stretched, welcomed the thickness with a gush of slick heat.

He set a brutal rhythm, pounding hard, thrust after thrust, balls slapping and cock bulging inside me. Each time he bottomed out I saw stars, my clit throbbing, every wall contracted around the brutal stretch of his shaft. I wanted it—I needed the helpless surrender, to be used and filled and left sobbing.

He bent over me, tusks nipping my jaw as his body commanded mine, rutting deep.

“Good girl. Take my cock. You’re meant to be used. Let me breed you. You’re my vessel now.”

I screamed, cunt spasming around him, milking his cock as my orgasm ripped through me—whiteout, blinding. I shattered, trembling and slick, crushed under wave after wave of helpless, hungry pleasure.

Harlan didn’t slow down. He fucked right through my climax, savoring every twitch, hammering against my cervix with the promise of another load.

And then—he came. With a roar, cock spurting thick, hot seed deep inside, painting every inch of my cunt, the volume so much it splashed back out around the base of his shaft and ran down my ass.

I arched, delirious, barely able to breathe, voice nothing but husk.

“Breed me, fill me up—I’m your vessel now…”

He pumped every last drop into me, slow then shuddering, until I was gushing his cum, soaking the floor and my thighs. I was quivering, mind blown open, tears streaking my temples from the sheer release.

All I could do was open for him, lost in ecstasy, whispering how much I needed more.
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Minutes, maybe hours passed. Time didn’t matter anymore—not when my whole world was sweat, seed, and the slow, molten ache of satisfaction.

At some point, I found myself perched on his lap—sprawled across the old, battered chair, the mess of papers and pens on the desk a paltry reminder of what my life had been before tonight.

Harlan barely fit in that seat to begin with. Now, with my legs straddling those tree-trunk thighs, my body still dripping from his last orgasm, I felt tiny—delicate, breakable, and utterly owned.

His cock was still inside me. Even softening, it was massive, holding me open and leaking steadily into my battered, eager cunt. Each shift sent a fresh squirt of sticky wetness around the base, warming my skin, my insides.

I reached for some of the essays from the floor, aware of how ridiculous I must look—shirt ripped and gaping, tits nearly spilling out, my skirt ruched to my waist. I pretended to focus on the pages, pen in shaky hand, but every time I rocked back, I clenched around him, a greedy little moan threatening to slip free.

Harlan knew what he was doing. He ground up into me, careful but insistent, just enough friction to keep me on edge every second. He watched me work, one arm wrapped around my middle like a shackle, the other hand free to tease my nipples, palm so broad it covered half my chest.

I liked being held that way. Liked the way my mind emptied out—no more debate, no more war, just a steady pulse of pleasure and belonging.

“Stay inside me, Professor—your cock feels so right while I work, keep me bred...”

My voice didn’t sound like mine. Didn’t sound like anyone’s. It was low and loose, full of tangled need, happy to just drift and melt for him.

He nuzzled my neck, tusks grazing my jaw, breathing hot and heavy against my skin.

“You take it so well,” he rumbled, words like thunder. “My perfect student—look at you, so eager, so messy. All filled up and still hungry for more.”

I blushed, arching into his touch. I pretended to make a note on a paper, but really, I just wanted to feel every inch of him pressing deeper.

He started to move in me for real again—steady, slow thrusts, so deep I gasped. The friction was perfect, slick and obscene, every push forcing my clit to grind against his base. I couldn’t focus on the work anymore, only on the rhythm, the need building with every motion.

He cupped my breast, kneading it, thumb teasing my nipple until I cried out, shaking under the pressure. His cock swelled again, relentless, and I felt another orgasm simmering—lazy, drawn-out, delicious.

I didn’t care who heard us now. I wanted the whole world to know I was being fucked like this—used as his fucktoy while I did my work, body made for it.

He flexed inside me, wrapping both arms around my waist now, picking me up to bounce on his cock.

“Want more?” he growled.

“Yes—please. Don’t stop. I want it all. I want your cum—mark me, fill me again, Professor, I need it so bad⁠—”

He bit my shoulder, hot and careful, just enough to make me jerk. The pressure inside me grew and grew, every thrust ratcheting me higher.

And then he came—another torrent, pumping right against my cervix, so much it gushed back out around his dick. It pulsed through me, thick and endless, liquid ownership.

I almost collapsed, twitching and trembling. Blood rushed in my ears, stars spinning behind my eyelids. I whimpered, dizzy.

“Yes, cum again—I’m yours forever...”

He held me tight, strings of seed leaking out and staining my thighs, down to my knees. I couldn’t move, didn’t want to. Could’ve stayed like this forever—his prize, his vessel, ruined and perfect for him.

The essays were forgotten. The lesson was over.

I was his now.


THE ORC’S FREE USE MAID




Emily woke before her alarm, an unbroken habit now that she lived in a house that always felt on the verge of waking itself. At 5:30 AM sharp, the climate system sputtered to life, twenty-two degrees centigrade, exactly as programmed by the master of the house. The slow, staticky hum of vents came before the automated lights—flickering with sickly, institutional accuracy—illuminated the white-on-gray geometry of the kitchen.

She padded barefoot over cold tiles, her uniform—starched, knee-length navy skirt, starched, tighter white blouse—already clinging in the places that reminded her how easy it was to sweat under scrutiny. Even the house seemed to be judging her, with its wall-mounted smart fridge and surgically pristine countertops. She started with the juice: freshly-squeezed, pulpy, the way he liked it. Next the bread, artisanal, glutened to the max, set on a bamboo cutting board that probably cost more than her phone.

Coffee. It always came down to the coffee. The orc preferred a custom dark roast, ground on the spot and brewed in the imported Italian machine that snarled and spat every time she dared touch its buttons. She loaded the portafilter with trembling hands, thinking about all the ways she’d been fucked—figuratively, at first, then very literally—by this job. By her boss. By her own submissive streak, which she’d always called a “service mindset” right up until she was on her knees in the broom closet.

Emily checked the clock. 5:41. He would be up in nineteen minutes. She sipped some water to keep her mouth from drying out; she liked to present herself fresh, not already nervous. But it didn’t matter. He’d see through her, as he always did.

She heard his tread on the stairs before she saw him. He moved with the soundless efficiency of a predator: barely a creak, even under all that weight. Six feet seven, maybe more, with shoulders that needed custom tailoring and a head like an overripe avocado, all smooth green and broad planes and those wetly glinting tusks. He never bothered with a robe; just crisp business shirts, ties she’d ironed herself, and slacks that somehow made his bulk seem even more obscene.

“Morning,” she said, aiming for crisp but coming out as a little-girl squeak. Her nipples stiffened at the sound of her own voice, traitorous as always.

He grunted and accepted the coffee without a glance. “Mornin’.” He sipped, inhaled, grunted again—approval or just the start of his daily allergy cycle, she could never tell. His eyes locked on her for just a second, predatory yellow catching the morning’s first glare, then slid away. He was already scrolling on his tablet, multitasking through a dozen e-mails and stock tickers before his second swallow.

“Eggs?” she said.

“Three. Over easy.” No “please.” That was never part of the deal.

Emily’s entire financial future now hinged on three perfect, trembling yolks. If she delivered less, she’d see it in his silence—worse, she’d feel it in how he’d use her later, a cold, precise correction that reminded her of her place in the food chain.

She set the pan on the induction range and bent to open the fridge. As she bent, she became hyper-aware of the way her skirt rode up in back, exposing the full arc of her thighs. For a moment, she fantasized that maybe today would be different—maybe he wouldn’t notice, or wouldn’t care, or wouldn’t treat her as an appliance with a cunt instead of a warranty. But that was just nerves. She liked it, or at least her body did, the fluttering anticipation in her stomach drowning out any higher-order complaints from her dignity.

She cracked three eggs, managing not to break the yolks. The pan hissed like a snake as the whites cooked around the islands of gold. She salted them, checked the toast, wiped her brow.

She felt him behind her before she saw him. A dry warmth on her calf, then the barbell grip of his palm, so wide it could wrap around her whole thigh and still touch itself. He lifted her skirt in a lazy, one-handed way, as if it were just another checkmark on his morning agenda.

She didn’t turn. Didn’t flinch, either. Her hands gripped the counter and she held herself very still, eyes locked on the pan. She heard his zipper slide down, then the wet, rubbery sound of his cock being unsheathed—long and thick, with veins so engorged you could practically hear the pulse.

He hooked two fingers under her panties and yanked them down to mid-thigh. She barely suppressed a yelp as cold air licked across her ass. He didn’t care about her readiness, but her body always betrayed her: her pussy was already slick, heat blooming with every heartbeat. She hated how easy it was, how much her body wanted what her mind pretended to dread.

He lined up behind her, pressed the flared head against her lips, grinding in lazy little circles until the tip found purchase. Then, with a slow, inexorable pressure, he pushed in. Not fast—he liked to savor the way she stretched around him, the initial moment of resistance giving way to the deeper burn of being split open. She felt every millimeter, every pulse, every fraction of his cock as it forced its way inside her. She gasped, and it wasn’t entirely pain.

He gripped her hip with his free hand and pulled her back, spearing her on him until her cunt bottomed out. She shuddered, biting back a whimper as the eggs began to spit in the pan. He paused, buried to the hilt, then reached around her waist to steady her, his thumb digging into the hollow of her hipbone with proprietary force.

The other hand returned to his tablet, scrolling and typing as if this were just another task on his to-do list.

Emily’s breath came in tight, panicked bursts. The heat inside her was molten, white-hot, chasing out every thought except the singular fullness of him. She braced herself, waiting for the first thrust. It came a heartbeat later—slow, deliberate, like a machine testing its own tolerances. He set a rhythm: in, out, never hurried, always in control. The counter pressed cold against her breasts as she arched her back to accommodate him.

She felt her lips spread to the point of tearing, the ridges and veins of his shaft dragging over her clit with each pump. Her body quivered, cunt fluttering helplessly around him. She fought to keep her focus on the pan, flipped the eggs just in time. The toast was starting to burn at the edges.

“Don’t fuck up the breakfast,” he said, never breaking stride.

She shivered. “Y-yes, sir.” She plated the eggs with trembling hands, slotted the toast, poured the juice. Each movement was a miracle of coordination; every time she shifted, his cock rearranged her insides in a way that should have been illegal. She set the plate on the table, then bent forward for his convenience, hands planted firmly, face pointed down.

He finished his email before resuming. She felt him adjust his stance, then the new, brutal angle of penetration as he bore down, grinding his pelvis into her ass. He reached under her, found her clit, pinched it hard enough to make her buck against him. The sound that escaped her throat was somewhere between a sob and a moan.

He released her clit, then smacked her ass once—hard—enough to make her gasp again. “Keep still,” he said.

She kept still. He used her, not fast or frantic, but with the slow inevitability of a glacier. Each thrust took her further apart, like he was carving new dimensions into her. The pain blurred with pleasure until she stopped being able to tell the difference. Her thighs trembled, her knees threatened to buckle, but he held her upright with just one hand.

She heard him grunt, a deep rumble that echoed through her bones, then the sudden flood of warmth as he emptied himself into her. He never stopped moving, just slowed, grinding the last of his release deep inside. She felt the drips leak down her thighs before she heard the click of his zipper.

He let go. Her legs were jelly. She braced herself on the counter, breathing hard, waiting for her vision to return to normal.

He sat at the table, lifted his fork, and sampled the eggs. “Perfect,” he said, without looking up.

Emily pulled up her panties, feeling the wetness seep through the cotton, then smoothed her skirt. She reset her hair, checked her face in the reflection of the oven. Her cheeks were crimson, eyes bright with tears she’d never let fall. She wiped the counter, adjusted the pan, and set the next pot of coffee to brew.

Her hands still trembled, but her voice was steady when she said, “Anything else, sir?”

He didn’t even look at her. “That’ll do for now.”

She retreated to the pantry, sank to her knees, and let herself fall apart in the dark.
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By nine, the house was already a vacuum of sound and meaning. Emily set to work in the living room, feather duster and glass cleaner in hand, attacking the endless parade of corporate bric-a-brac that cluttered the built-ins. Every shelf was a shrine: gilded plaques for “Excellence in Market Integration,” Lucite cubes etched with catchphrases like Synergy, Dominance, Total Growth. A full row of framed family photos smiled at her from eye-level: a platinum-blonde orc wife with surgically symmetrical children, posed against a yacht’s white rail. Not a single photo contained Emily, or anyone even faintly resembling her. She was, and would always be, negative space.

Her muscles still hummed from the morning. The thick, silent ache between her legs was a steady throb, impossible to ignore even as she forced herself to scrub a decade of trophy-case dust. She had the rhythm down: three spritzes per shelf, gentle circular motions, rotate the wrist to avoid wrist strain. It didn’t matter. Her mind kept replaying the moment when he’d pushed inside her, the obscene pressure and fullness, the animal certainty in his grip. She hated herself for wanting it again.

She glanced at the clock—9:13. Her next directive: dust the “family living zone.” She moved with calculated quiet, her soft soles making no noise on the engineered wood. The room opened onto a sunken couch so deep it looked like a pit, upholstered in some hide that had to be illegal. The TV was off, but the wall behind it pulsed with pale blue: a digital waterfall effect, soft and constant as tinnitus.

Mr. Hargrove’s voice cut through the silence from across the room, low and sharp. “You listening?”

Emily startled. She realized he was on a video call, his face locked in a digital grid of corporate carnivores. He wore a different shirt now—navy with thin gold pinstripes—but otherwise looked unchanged from breakfast: composed, immovable, scanning for weakness. He cradled his phone in one hand and pinched the bridge of his nose with the other, glaring through the screen like he could throttle the entire boardroom from his own couch.

“—that’s not what I asked, Neil,” he said, already contemptuous. “If they want to close before EOY, I need their final terms in my inbox before lunch. No exceptions. Otherwise, we drop the merger and move on.”

He locked eyes with Emily. For a moment she was sure he was angry at her, but then he tilted his head—a subtle, impatient nod, almost imperceptible. Come here.

She edged closer, duster in hand, fighting the urge to apologize for nothing at all. He snapped his fingers once, never looking away from the call, then patted the cushion next to him.

She sat, knees together, skirt tugged demurely over her thighs. He gave her a sideways glance, then pulled her in with one massive arm, pinning her against his torso with the casual possessiveness of a man palming a football.

“Tell them to eat shit,” he said to the phone. Then, voice perfectly flat: “You’re tense, Emily.”

She swallowed, throat dry. “Sorry, sir.”

He muted the call and turned, finally giving her his full attention. The yellow in his eyes was almost radioactive. He sniffed once, nostrils flaring, then without warning hooked a hand under her skirt and pulled her onto his lap.

He unzipped his pants with surgical speed, freed his cock—a glistening, half-hard monster, already leaking at the tip—then reached under her and, in one unbroken motion, lined her up and impaled her on it.

She bit her lip to keep from screaming. The first entry always hurt, but it was the pain of adaptation, like a limb falling asleep then waking all at once. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He bounced her up and down, gently at first, then harder, using her own weight against her. His hands gripped her hips with total authority, moving her like a marionette.

He unmuted the call. “Neil, you still there?” His voice was calm, collected. He rocked her on his cock as if nothing at all was out of the ordinary, the digital waterfall splashing behind them in endless, irrelevant beauty.

Emily clung to his shoulders, nails biting through the starched cotton of his shirt. She fought to stay silent, but every bounce forced a low, humiliating whimper from her throat. He fucked her in slow motion, drawing out every second, never breaking the cadence of his business talk.

“Uh-huh,” he said, thumb idly stroking her clit as he negotiated. “That’s not good enough. Tell them to double it.”

She tightened around him, helpless. Her pussy throbbed with every syllable, every pulse of his cock. She felt herself slick up, juices running freely and making every stroke even sloppier. She blushed at the wet squelch of their bodies, the obscene soundtrack of her own need.

He lifted her blouse, unbuttoned it with his free hand, then pushed her bra aside and pinched her nipples between two thick fingers. He tugged, twisted, sent electric bolts of pain and pleasure through her. All the while, he kept talking—about “leverage,” about “projected assets,” about “forceful action if needed”—never once acknowledging what he was doing to her body.

He pinched her nipple until she gasped, then grinned, showing both tusks. “Quiet,” he mouthed, almost tender.

She bit her lip, blood-tinged now. Her cunt was raw, battered, but desperate for more. She bounced herself, trying to match his rhythm, wanting so badly to please him.

He shifted his grip, wrapped one arm around her waist, and held her perfectly still while he thrust up, cock punching deep and true. She saw stars. The pleasure crested over the humiliation, and she came in silent, full-body spasms, pussy clenching and releasing as he drilled into her.

He grunted once—barely audible, the orc equivalent of a shout—then finished, hot jets of cum painting her insides. She felt every pulse, every sticky, humiliating drop.

He didn’t even pause. He finished the call, voice never wavering. “Good. We’re done here. Email me the revised proposal. If it’s late, we walk. Understood?”

He hung up, then finally looked down at her, spent and trembling on his lap. He wiped a tear from her cheek, gentle in a way that felt worse than violence.

“Good girl,” he said. Then, with a little pat to her ass: “You can get back to work.”

She nodded, stood, and pulled her skirt down. His cum was already soaking through the fabric, but she didn’t bother to hide it.

She picked up her duster, hands still shaking. The family in the photos smiled on, oblivious.
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Emily’s least favorite room was the office: a sterile cube with two floor-to-ceiling windows that left her feeling watched from every angle. The main desk bristled with ultrawide monitors, each one blasting retina-searing pie charts and live feeds. On the credenza, stacks of legal contracts threatened to collapse under their own weight. The only softness in the room came from the chair—handstitched, obsidian black, designed for a man at least double her size.

She was there at noon, sorting expense folders, her thighs still sticky from the last round. Every time she shifted, the rough cotton of her regulation underwear tugged at her sore pussy. She resented how vividly she could remember every thrust, every molten spurt of cum from the morning’s invasion. Even now, hours later, the memory of being split open made her blush with shame and anticipation.

She filed another report, hands trembling slightly. There were five more months left on her contract—five more months of tuition payments, of never having to worry about groceries or rent. All she had to do was let herself be used, over and over, until the debt was gone. She could almost convince herself that this was liberation, if not for the way she soaked her panties every time she remembered the sound of his zipper.

Her phone chimed: New e-mail. Subject line: Please come to office. No greeting, no signature. Just the bare command.

She wiped her palms on her skirt and entered the room, holding her breath to keep from hyperventilating. He stood at the window, tie loosened, the gold of his cufflinks catching sunlight in predatory flashes. He didn’t turn to acknowledge her—he just kept talking into his headset, the voice low and dangerous.

“Push them harder,” he said, voice like gravel on granite. “Tell legal I want the paperwork by COB. No, no exceptions.”

Emily stood in the doorway, praying for invisibility.

He looked over his shoulder, eyed her with calculated boredom, then pointed to the desk. Sit.

She perched on the edge of the desk, unsure if she should cross her legs or not. The motion set off a chain reaction inside her: the brief chill of exposure, the warmth of her own juices pooling beneath her. She clamped her knees together and waited.

He finished the call, then spun around. In two steps he was at her side, hand in her hair, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. “You understand what’s expected of you, right?” His voice was so soft now it barely qualified as sound.

She nodded, lips trembling. “Yes, sir.”

He unbuckled his belt, let the pants fall, and his cock was already at half-mast, a meaty, ridged column with a bruised purple head. She couldn’t look away. He pressed her backwards until her spine hit the cold lacquer of the desk, then bent over her, caging her in with his arms.

“Lift your skirt.”

Her hands moved on their own, bunching the skirt around her waist. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and yanked them off, tearing the elastic. The sudden air made her shiver.

He ran the length of his cock along her slit, smearing her wetness up and down until she thought she’d lose her mind from the tease. She bit down on the edge of the desk, fighting to stay silent. He liked it better when she tried not to scream.

He lined up the head with her entrance, then with one slow, devastating thrust, impaled her. She tried to brace, but he drove her flat against the desk, his cock punching through her resistance in a single, obliterating motion. The fullness was immediate, blinding. She cried out—she couldn’t help it—and he smiled, tusks gleaming.

“That’s right,” he whispered, voice suddenly kind. “Let it out.”

He pounded her, slow at first, then with increasing speed, each thrust rocking the entire desk. Files skittered to the floor. She wrapped her arms around his neck, clinging on for dear life as he jackhammered into her, his knot already swelling at the base.

“You know what’s coming, don’t you?” he said, his voice almost affectionate.

She nodded, eyes brimming with tears. “It’s so big, sir. I can’t—I can’t⁠—”

He slapped her ass, hard enough to leave a mark. “You can.”

She did. She took it all, every inch, every punishing stretch. When the knot finally popped inside her, she screamed—a primal, animal noise that even the triple-paned glass couldn’t muffle.

He kept her there, cock buried to the root, as he leaned over her and used one hand to scroll through e-mails on his phone. He fucked her with micro-thrusts, as if multitasking was second nature. She sobbed into his chest, her pussy clamping around the swelling invader.

“Almost done,” he muttered, typing out a reply one-handed.

She didn’t believe it until he finally came, the knot pulsing, jets of hot cum pumping into her. It was too much, it always was, and she felt it gush out around the seal, slicking her thighs and pooling under her ass.

He didn’t pull out. He just picked her up—still impaled, still locked—and carried her to the big office chair, cradling her as if she weighed nothing at all. He sat, shifted her onto his lap, and wrapped one arm around her waist to hold her steady.

He opened his laptop and started in on the next batch of contracts, never once releasing his grip. She was stuck, helpless, pierced and owned and unable to do anything but tremble and drip all over him as he worked.

“Good girl,” he murmured, not looking away from the screen.

She wanted to hate him. Instead, she rested her head on his shoulder and let herself be used.
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Dusk fell with lazy contempt for the house’s motion sensors, which could never quite match the timing of real darkness. Emily switched on the bedside lamp, casting the master bedroom into a half-lit plane of shadows and pale, bruised blue. The bed was a continental king—enormous, decadent, capable of swallowing whole marriages and spitting them out the next day in divorce court. She folded laundry at its edge, sorting his socks and shirts into color-coded stacks, each one a soft rebuke to her own lack of possessions.

Her body was a study in soreness. Her cunt ached from hours of misuse, her thighs tingled with fading welts, and her back still carried a faint bruise from the edge of the office desk. She loved it. Or rather, she loved the sense of exhaustion that came from being used, the animal hush that replaced the constant static in her brain. She’d never felt safer than when she was wrung out and useless, her mind empty and her purpose as clear as the glass of water by the bed.

She finished the laundry and started on his shoes, buffing the expensive leather with circular strokes. Her thoughts floated, unanchored, until the sound of the shower shutting off snapped her back to reality. She looked up, heart in her throat.

He emerged a minute later, wrapped in a towel, steam rising from his skin in lazy, predatory coils. He was even bigger out of his clothes: every muscle honed, every vein a map of conquest. His cock was already hard, jutting under the thin cotton of the towel with obscene inevitability.

He looked at her, then the bed, then back at her. “Come here,” he said, voice thicker now, weighed down with the day’s triumphs and disappointments.

She stood, legs rubbery, and approached. He unwrapped the towel and tossed it aside, revealing his cock in all its monstrous, emerald glory. The veins bulged, the head already slick with pre. He grabbed her by the hair—gentle, then not—and bent her over the foot of the bed.

He didn’t bother with preamble or ceremony. He lined up, pressed the tip against her lips, and drove home in one slow, savage thrust. She yelped, tears springing to her eyes, but he covered her mouth with his palm and shoved deeper, forcing her body to remember its place.

He fucked her like she was just another piece of furniture—hard, efficient, each thrust calibrated to extract maximum response. She moaned into his hand, clenching around him, her cunt so stretched it felt like he was punching her womb with every motion. The pain was a furnace, the pleasure an aftershock, each wave burning hotter than the last.

He let go of her mouth and gripped her hips, lifting her off the floor so she dangled, legs kicking uselessly. She whined, desperate and humiliated, loving how helpless she was in his grip.

He started to rut, thrusts coming faster now, the head of his cock battering her insides, the knot at the base swelling with each stroke. She cried out, begged without words, lost in the feral electricity of the moment.

He yanked her upright—still impaled, still leaking around the seal—and carried her to the window, pressing her naked breasts against the cold glass. The streetlights outside flickered to life, illuminating her flushed reflection in the pane. She saw herself, saw the way her cunt gaped around his cock, saw the look of absolute ruin on her own face.

He balanced her with one hand, opened his phone with the other, and started scrolling through news feeds as he bounced her up and down. The humiliation made her wild. She came hard, pussy spasming, her juices smearing across the window as he used her like a fucktoy.

He growled—a sound she’d learned to associate with imminent climax—and slammed her down one final time, burying the knot so deep she thought she’d split in two. He came, jets of hot cum flooding her womb, overflowing and trickling down her legs. The pulse of it was overwhelming, each spurt a chemical rebuke to the world outside.

He held her there, panting, until the knot shrank enough for him to pull out with a wet pop. His cum splattered the window, the floor, her thighs. She felt it leaking, running in hot rivers down to her knees.

He patted her ass, then set her gently on the bed, positioning her on all fours. “Don’t let it leak out,” he said, as if she had any say in the matter.

He left the room, towel in hand, already on to his next task.

She knelt on the bed, knees wide, waiting for the next command. The air filled with the sharp, impossible smell of orc seed, and she breathed it in, lungs aching with gratitude.
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At midnight, the living room returned to silence. The only illumination was a single lamp near the couch, casting a pool of buttery light across the hardwood floor. Emily moved through it like a ghost, the vacuum cleaner thrumming weakly in her hands. She could barely stand—the residue of his last cumshot still oozed down her thighs, her legs leaden and useless. The motor’s vibration did nothing to drown out the insistent, rhythmic pulse between her legs.

She’d been at this since eleven, after he sent her a one-line text: Finish up downstairs. She knew what came next; she dreaded and craved it in equal measure. She cleaned the scuff marks from the baseboards, wiped the fingerprint smears from the glass, and vacuumed every last speck of dust from the rug. The room was immaculate, but she could never make herself so.

He waited on the couch, legs spread, phone in one hand, the other wrapped around a glass of something dark and smoky. He didn’t speak, didn’t acknowledge her presence. He just scrolled, face lit in cold blue from the phone’s screen, waiting for her to finish her last task.

She turned off the vacuum, wrapped the cord, and placed it in the closet. Then she approached, hands folded, skirt still sticky with drying orc seed. She stood at the edge of the couch, not daring to look up.

He reached out, grabbed her by the wrist, and pulled her down onto his lap. His cock was already out, fully hard, tip gleaming with anticipation. He slid her panties aside, spread her lips with two fingers, and shoved his cock in with a single, punishing stroke.

She cried out—she always cried out—but he didn’t slow down. He started to bounce her, one hand on her hip and the other navigating his phone, as if fucking her was no different than checking stock prices or reading a headline.

He watched TV, flipping between channels, never once breaking rhythm. Emily rode him, body limp with exhaustion, cunt clenching and milking his cock for every inch. She felt the knot building again, thicker and meaner than before. The idea of being stuck, forced to stay here, reduced to nothing but a sleeve for his pleasure—it made her moan louder, made her grind down even harder.

He grunted, deep in his chest, and gripped her with both hands now, slamming her down with mechanical regularity. The knot grew, stretching her open, pulling her further apart than she thought possible. She screamed, then sobbed, her body shuddering as she came so hard she thought she might black out.

“Please, sir,” she begged, voice broken and wet. “Fill me up. Please.”

He obliged. The knot popped inside her, locking them together, and he came—ropes of hot, viscous cum pumping deep, deeper, until she was sure her belly would swell with it. He held her in place, arms like steel bands, making sure not a drop was wasted.

He put the phone down, finally, and leaned back on the couch. He didn’t say a word. He just kept her there, impaled and helpless, her body twitching and milking him for more.

She went limp, head resting on his chest. The TV blared nonsense, the house was silent, and she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

He stroked her hair, almost absently, and after a few minutes picked up his phone again. He started replying to emails, one hand tapping the glass, the other holding her fast.

She floated, mindless, stuffed and content. The only thing that mattered was the fullness, the heat, the impossible stretch that reminded her she was alive and owned.

When the last load finally faded, he grunted, unlocked her from his lap, and set her down on the floor. She dripped his cum onto the rug, puddling in the shape of a human disgrace.

She crawled to the closet, curled up on a nest of old towels, and fell asleep, leaking, the ghost of a smile on her face.


MY ORC GROUNDSKEEPER PLANTED HIS SEED IN ALL OF US!




The gardens of Harrington Manor came alive in April the way a painting might — too composed to be entirely believed, every bloom placed as if by intention, every hedge trimmed to the precision of a held breath. The grass still carried the morning's dew, glittering faintly where the sun had not yet reached, and somewhere beyond the yew maze, a church bell tolled the hour with the patient dignity of something that had tolled it a great many times before. The wisteria had come in early this year, its purple fingers trailing down the manor's stone face in loose, aromatic curtains, and beneath it all ran the warm undercurrent of roasting lamb drifting from the kitchen, curling out through casement windows left open to coax the spring air in.

Lady Victoria Harrington stood on the front steps as though she had been installed there, one hand resting on the iron railing, the other holding a champagne flute of orange juice she had not touched. She wore ivory — not white, never white after a certain age, she had always said — a silk blouse tucked into wide-legged trousers, her silver-streaked hair pinned in its customary chignon without a strand out of place. The pearl necklace sat against her throat like a quiet declaration: composed, deliberate, refined to the point of austerity. Her jaw held its familiar set, the slight tension there that her daughters had learned, over many years, to read as either disapproval or concentration, the two being nearly indistinguishable.

Amelia came down the gravel drive first, a little breathless the way she always was, as though the world moved just slightly faster than she did and she was perpetually catching up to it. She was nineteen and looked it in the most generous possible way — wide, pale blue eyes and a cascade of blonde curls that the morning breeze immediately set to mischief, tumbling across her face as she raised one hand in a wave. Her sundress was the yellow of a pressed primrose, and it fluttered around her knees, and she kissed her mother on both cheeks with an enthusiasm that made Victoria's posture relax by perhaps two degrees.

Beatrice arrived ten minutes later in a taxi she had almost certainly shared with a stranger and found deeply entertaining. She emerged from the car in a fitted charcoal pencil skirt and a silk blouse she had left one button more open than occasion strictly demanded, her dark hair smooth, her red mouth already arranged in that particular smile of hers — wide and warm and faintly, perpetually amused by everything it surveyed. She embraced her mother and then her sister with an equal breezy affection and said something low to Amelia that made the younger girl laugh and Victoria's eyes narrow.

Charlotte came last, her timing precise. She had driven herself in a sensible car and emerged from it with the unhurried certainty of someone who had planned the journey down to the minute. Her dress was dove-grey wool, well-cut, hugging the mature architecture of her figure with expensive restraint. She was thirty and looked it in the way that a woman can look thirty when she has spent the decade working hard and not apologising for it — there were fine lines at the corners of her eyes and a quality of settledness in her bearing that her younger sisters had not yet acquired. She kissed her mother's cheek precisely and took her elbow briefly in the manner of someone checking that a favoured building had not shifted on its foundations.

They gathered on the lawn, the four of them, as they had gathered on this lawn for Easters past, and for a brief, blameless stretch of time there was only the warmth of the sun and the smell of the wisteria and the distant percussion of silver on china from the kitchen beyond. Victoria spoke of a neighbour's planning dispute. Beatrice contributed a story about a colleague she disliked. Amelia admired the roses. It was very nearly perfect.

Then Amelia noticed the gardener.

He was crouched at the far edge of the herbaceous border, pulling up a mass of old roots with his bare hands as though the earth had no particular objection to surrendering them. He was — there was no architecturally polite way to frame it — enormous. The green of his skin had the deep, particular richness of old bottle glass held up to sunlight, and his shoulders were broad to the point of improbability, slabbed with muscle that moved beneath the skin with each pull of his arms. The tusks at his lower jaw were smooth, ivory-pale, slightly curved. He wore a pair of faded khaki shorts that had been cut for someone considerably smaller and had apparently decided to make the best of things.

"That's Grom," Victoria said, in the tone one uses to identify an item of new outdoor furniture. "He came highly recommended. His references were impeccable."

He rose when he heard his name, or perhaps he had heard them before that. He stood to his full height and turned, and the sight of him standing upright had a quality of mild geographical event — the scale of his chest, the long rope-thick forearms, the way the afternoon light caught the slight sheen of effort on his green skin. He met their collective gaze with dark, unhurried eyes and gave a single nod that managed to be neither deferential nor disrespectful, simply present.

Victoria was in the middle of a sentence about his excellent pruning technique when the wind came.

It arrived from the south in a single, decisive gust, lifting the wisteria tendrils and scattering a handful of late-blooming petals across the grass, and it took the loose hem of Grom's ill-fitting shorts with it — just briefly, just for a second, but a second was entirely sufficient. His cock swung free into the warm April air, and it was not a thing that could be processed quickly or quietly. Semi-erect, impossibly thick, the skin of it a deeper green laced through with veins that ran their proud course from root to the blunt, broad head — it hung heavy with its own mass and then was gone as Grom reached down without particular urgency and tucked himself away, as though this were a minor inconvenience equivalent to a loose bootlace.

The sound that came from the daughters was not quite a gasp. It was the held precursor to one — a small collective intake, barely audible over the wind. Amelia's hand had gone to her mouth. Beatrice had gone very still, her eyes bright with something that might have been amusement or something else entirely. Charlotte had not moved at all, but a faint colour had risen along the sharp line of her cheekbone and she appeared to be studying a point approximately three feet to the left of where Grom stood.

Lady Victoria set down her orange juice on the stone balustrade with a precise click.

"Shall we go in," she said. It was not a question.

The dining room received them in its customary splendour — the long mahogany table dressed with the good china, the silverware polished to a devotional brightness, daffodils arranged in the crystal vase at the table's centre. The scent of the lamb had intensified, warm and rich, and the housekeeper was already moving between sideboard and table with quiet efficiency. It was everything an Easter ought to be. It was immaculate.

And yet.

Amelia had positioned herself on the side of the table that faced the window, though she would have been unable to say exactly when she had done this, or whether it had been entirely deliberate. Beatrice chose the chair beside her. Charlotte, after a fractional pause, took the one at the end with the clearest sightline to the garden. Through the glass, at the far edge of the herbaceous border, Grom continued his work — unhurried, powerful, each movement carrying the patient authority of something that has never once questioned its right to take up space. The low spring light caught him in amber. He did not look toward the window.

Victoria unfolded her napkin and placed it across her lap.

Her daughters reached for their water glasses and said nothing at all, and the silence beneath the pleasant clink of crystal and the polite resumption of table talk had a texture to it — warm and close and faintly electric, like air before a storm decides what it intends to do.
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The lamb sat on her plate largely untouched, though Amelia moved it around with the determined performance of someone who hoped activity might substitute for appetite. The rosemary-dark smell of it had been making her mouth water since they sat down, but her appetite had redirected itself entirely and she couldn't quite locate where it had gone, only that it had gone somewhere warm and insistent and she kept pressing her thighs together beneath the table without meaning to. Her cheeks had been running hot since the incident on the lawn — since that single wind-snatched second that she had replayed approximately sixteen times in the course of the first course alone, each replay arriving with a fresh pulse of something low in her belly that she had no vocabulary for and refused to examine directly.

She reached for her water glass. Drank. Set it down too carefully.

"The bluebells are out early," she said. "Along the south wall. I noticed coming in." She kept her voice easy, conversational, the sort of observation that required a brief personal investigation to be properly appreciated. "I might just pop out and have a proper look before they go over."

Her mother's gaze rested on her for two measured seconds.

"The bluebells are not yet in bloom," Victoria said. "I checked this morning."

Amelia smiled, soft and slightly vague, the smile of a girl who had made an innocent botanical error. "I'll have a look anyway. The air will do me good."

The French doors opened onto the terrace and she was already gone.

The garden received her warmly, the afternoon sun lying flat and generous across the stones of the terrace before she stepped down onto the grass, where the ground was still soft and the smell of turned earth threaded through everything like a low note held under a brighter melody. She had abandoned her heels somewhere near the table leg and her bare feet read every variation in the turf — cool damp, warm patch, the slight depression of a molehill no one had seen to. She followed the path that curved around the box hedge and through the gap in the yew toward the ornamental pond, and she told herself that she was simply taking air, that she was following the path because it was the obvious path, that the slight acceleration of her pulse was only the mild exertion of walking on uneven ground.

She heard him before she saw him — the soft displacement of water, the unhurried rhythm of someone who had been working long enough not to hurry. He knelt at the pond's near edge, the stone lip broad and flat, his back to her and his arms in the water to the elbows. The water lilies sat in a shallow tray beside him, pale as soap, their roots trailing like fine dark hair. The muscles of his back shifted with each careful placement, green skin gleaming where the sweat had gathered in the channels between. The khaki shorts rode low, straining their seams, barely adequate.

She stopped several feet away and he did not turn. The pond lay silver-still except for the slow circles spreading from his hands.

Then he turned.

The knowing in his grin was not unkind. It was patient — the expression of someone who had correctly predicted something and found it neither surprising nor unwelcome. His dark eyes moved over her and the weight of his attention had a physical quality, like standing in direct sun after shade. She felt the blood come up in her face again and was furious at it.

"I..." she started. The sentence refused to continue along its prepared route. "I saw you earlier," she said finally. "On the lawn." The words landed somewhere between confession and accusation, and she was unsure which she had intended.

"I know," he said.

He rose, and the rising of him was an event — six and a half feet of green, sweat-glossed, tusked solidity unfolding from its crouch. He closed the distance between them in two unhurried steps and she held her ground, breathing carefully, and when his rough hands settled at her hips she did not step back. They were huge on her, his hands, spanning from hipbone nearly to the small of her back, and the callouses caught slightly on the thin cotton of her sundress. He felt the fine trembling in her and made no remark on it.

He hiked the skirt up with a single slow gather of his hands. The air was warm but she shivered as the fabric rose over her thighs, and when his thumbs hooked into the waistband of her white cotton underwear and peeled it aside she made a small sound that was mostly exhale. She was wet — embarrassingly, unmistakably, slickly wet, her folds already parted and gleaming in the afternoon light, and he made a low sound in his chest at the sight of it that she felt in her sternum.

She sat on the pond's stone edge without being asked, instinct and desire operating independent of conscious direction, and he stood before her and drew his cock free and she wrapped both small hands around the head of it and still could not fully encircle it. Up close it was staggering — the sheer girth of it, the veins risen against the darker green skin, the broad blunt head already slick at the tip. Her thumbs pressed against it and something deep in her clenched in anticipation and apprehension in equal measure.

She guided it herself. That mattered to her, somehow — that she was the one to bring it to her entrance, her own hands shaking but deliberate. The head pressed against her and her body offered its resistance and she pushed through, working just the thick crown of him inside her with a slow, concentrating patience, her lips parted around the effort.

The stretch was — she had no word for it. It bloomed through her in rings, half-pain and half-something that sat alongside pain but pointed toward pleasure, every nerve in her tightened channel singing at the pressure. She was small and he was not and the blunt broadness of him filled her opening in a way that left no space for anything except sensation. She rocked shallowly, barely an inch, just the crest of him working against the tightest part of her, and the friction of it sent loose bright signals up through her belly and into her throat.

"That's it," he growled, the sound of it rolling out from somewhere deep in his chest. His hands steadied her hips, not forcing, just framing. "Little flower. Milk my tip with that greedy young cunt."

She made a noise that was not quite words. She tried again. "Oh God," she breathed, her hands gripping his forearms, her hips rolling in that same shallow rhythm. The wet sounds she was making were loud in the garden's quiet and she could not bring herself to care. "Fill me — just the tip, but — breed me. Make me yours."

He came with a force that she felt as pressure more than heat, his cock jerking between her hands as he pushed the head fractionally deeper and erupted — long, thick ropes of cum pumping into her shallow depths, more than her small body could hold. It ran down over her thighs in warm rivulets, slicking her inner legs, darkening the pale stone beneath her. She felt the warmth of it inside her and around her and it triggered something that rose up through her in a single bright wave and broke there, her thighs clamping around him, a wordless sound leaving her lips before she could catch it.

The garden was very still afterward.

Amelia smoothed her skirt down with careful, unhurried hands. Her panties were ruined. She left them on the stone edge of the pond without looking back.

She was smiling by the time she reached the terrace — a small, particular smile, the edges of it tucked inward, for herself alone. She slipped back through the French doors, took her seat, and reached for her water glass as though she had simply needed a breath of air and found it entirely satisfactory.
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Beatrice watched her youngest sister settle back into her chair with the focused attention of someone reading a document they weren't meant to have. Amelia's cheeks carried a bloom that the spring air alone couldn't account for, a warmth that ran from her jaw to the hollow of her throat, and her smile had that particular internal quality of someone sitting with a knowledge that fit them differently than they had expected. She reached for her water and drank with a slight deliberateness that was its own kind of tell. Beatrice noted all of this in under four seconds, filed it neatly, and felt the heat that had been sitting at low simmer behind her ribs since the incident on the lawn climb another degree.

She set her dessert fork down.

"I need some air," she said, and even she could hear the note of private amusement that she hadn't entirely suppressed. Amelia's eyes went fractionally wide across the table — the widening of someone who had recently invented an excuse in this exact vein and recognised it in the wild. "The greenhouse gets stuffy by afternoon," Beatrice added, which was not particularly relevant, and she was already pushing her chair back.

Victoria said something about the apple tart going cold.

"Save me a slice," said Beatrice, and went.

The formal gardens gave way at the boundary of the box hedge to what the family had always called simply the grounds — less manicured, older, the grass left to grow slightly long along the edges where the estate's ambition thinned into indifference. The ancient oak stood at the back edge of the lawn like something that had predated the manor and planned to outlast it, its branches spreading in every direction with the territorial confidence of a thing that answered to nothing. She heard the equipment before she saw him — the bright clean sound of metal against wood, the creak of rope under tension, the industry of someone working alone at considerable height.

He was forty feet up, at minimum. The professional rigging harness crossed his chest and shoulders in orange webbing that looked slightly absurd against his scale, but he wore it as though it were a minor formality his mass had agreed to tolerate. He had one arm wrapped around a high branch and was working a pruning saw through a dead limb with steady, economic strokes, the whole arrangement of him suspended and balanced with a certainty that suggested he had long since made his peace with heights. A rope ladder hung down the trunk's left side. A second harness and a length of rigging rope were clipped to a rung midway up.

Beatrice kicked off her heels at the base of the tree.

Climbing in a fitted pencil skirt was an exercise in pragmatic indignity. She took the rungs with both hands, the fabric pulling tight across her thighs, riding upward with each step, her blouse coming loose at the tuck. She did not allow herself to reconsider. By the time she reached the secondary branch — broad enough to stand on if you kept your weight against the trunk — she was breathing harder than she would have preferred, but her expression was composed and her lipstick was still on.

He looked down at her. The knowing in his face was different from what he had offered Amelia — less patient, more aware. He reached down and unclipped the spare harness from the rung without being asked.

It took him perhaps ninety seconds to strap her in — the webbing crossing her chest, her hips, the whole arrangement drawing her back hard against the slab of his body until there was no space between them. He was warm, almost shockingly so, and the smell of him was sweat and cut wood and something deeper and less categorisable that she felt in the back of her throat. Forty feet of open air fell away beneath her feet. The manor's roofline was visible above the tree line. The leaves moved.

"Well then," she said, and her voice was steadier than she had expected.

His cock was already hard — she felt it the moment the harness cinched tight, pressing against the small of her back, then lower, its blunt head settling with impossible authority against the cleft of her backside through the thin fabric of her skirt. She exhaled. Her hands went to the branch before her and gripped it.

His hand went under her skirt with no particular preamble — a single sweep of those massive rough fingers — and found the lace edge of her underwear and tore it. Not a tear that left anything useful. The remnants hung from her hip and he let them fall into the air, a small pale scrap spiralling down through the leaves. The shock of the cool air against her wet heat was brief and then his hand was there, and she pressed back into it with an urgency she didn't bother to disguise.

He positioned himself and she felt the pressure of the head against her entrance and then he drove forward — fully, completely, to the hilt in one long stroke that rearranged her understanding of several things simultaneously.

She cried out. She had intended not to, but the sound left her before she had any say in the matter — a sharp, high note that the garden absorbed with equanimity. He was seated inside her to the root and she could feel every inch of him, the tremendous girth of him stretching her in rings outward from the centre, the head of his cock pressing somewhere deep that she had not been pressed before. The harness held her absolutely — she could not have moved forward an inch, could not have pulled away — and her body shuddered around him and she breathed through it, jaw set, eyes closed, until the sharp edge of the impact resolved into a full, overwhelming, complicated pleasure that radiated outward from the place where they were joined.

Then he began to move.

The fuck was relentless and exact and there was nothing gentle about it — he drove into her in long full strokes, the harness bouncing slightly with each thrust, her palms white-knuckled on the branch, the leaves shaking loose around them in small green flurries. The height made everything sharper — the slight dizziness of the air, the drop below, the bark rough against her cheek when she turned her face into it — and his cock split her open on every stroke and she was dripping down her thighs and she was forty feet off the ground and she was absolutely not stopping.

"Take it all," he growled, his mouth near her ear, his hands clamped on her hips through the webbing. "Climbing slut. Let my cock rearrange that tight hole."

She laughed — a short, breathless sound that became a moan midway. "Yes," she said, and meant it, and her voice had lost the careful polish she habitually carried it in. "Pound me deeper, you beast. Breed this whore's cunt. Fill me to bursting with your seed —"

He came with a force she felt as impact — a series of long, hot eruptions deep inside her that filled her in jets, the warmth of it spreading through her belly, the wet overflow beginning immediately, running down the inside of her thighs in slow rivulets. She clutched the branch and her thighs shook violently in the strapping and her own orgasm rolled through her in a wave that took her breath and gave it back again changed.

The oak moved faintly in the breeze. Somewhere in the middle distance, a wood pigeon called.

She descended the rope ladder with exaggerated care, testing each rung, her legs still unsteady in an unhelpful but not unpleasant way. The inner faces of her thighs were slicked and her skirt was beyond reclamation but she smoothed it down anyway from habit. The satisfied warmth in her chest was uncomplicated and she did not attempt to complicate it.

She returned to the dining room by the side door, collected her dessert fork, and took a measured bite of apple tart. The pastry was still warm.
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Charlotte was not a woman who drummed her fingers on tables. She had trained herself out of it at twenty-three and had not resumed the habit. She held her fork with appropriate weight and moved it in the appropriate direction and responded to her mother's remarks about the neighbours with the appropriate fraction of her attention. She was, to all external observation, exactly where she was supposed to be — composed, present, entirely in command of herself.

The rest of her was somewhere else entirely.

The image had been with her since the lawn. Not the shock of it — she was thirty years old and had seen men undressed and had not been shocked by that in many years — but the scale. The particular, staggering, frankly inadvisable scale of the thing, the way it had swung free with an authority that made shock feel insufficient as a response. She crossed her legs beneath the table and said something pleasantly inconsequential about the asparagus.

When she stood to leave, she did not offer an excuse. She was the eldest and she had long understood that the privilege of age was that one could sometimes simply go.

The greenhouse stood at the garden's far end, its glass panels fogged from within, the shapes of dark tropical leaves pressing up against the condensation like hands against a window. Heat radiated from it even before she opened the door — a bright metallic warmth that sat apart from the spring afternoon surrounding it. She put her hand on the iron handle, felt it warm under her palm, and opened it.

The air inside was a different substance entirely from the air outside. It pressed against her face and throat and the opening of her collar like something with intention, heavy and damp and richly saturated with the smell of wet earth, fertiliser, green growth, and the deeper under-smell of human effort. Condensation ran down the glass in slow channels. The orchids bloomed in their hanging baskets — pale pink and white and a dark waxy maroon — and below them Grom was crouched beside a low bench with a terracotta pot the size of a car tyre and his hands deep in dark compost, pressing a large fern's root ball into place with methodical patience.

He did not look up.

She closed the door behind her. The latch caught with a soft click.

In the greenhouse's close heat he looked different than he had on the lawn — larger, if that was architecturally possible, the confined space somehow amplifying his size rather than reducing it. The humidity had run sweat down the contours of his back in long channels that caught the filtered light, and the damp khaki shorts were darker now along the waistband and the inner thighs. He pressed the fern in and reached for a trowel.

"I need to speak with you," Charlotte said.

He straightened then — not quickly, not in response to any urgency she had put in the words, simply because he had finished what he was doing and was ready to do something else. He turned to face her and his dark eyes moved over her without hurry, taking an inventory she hadn't authorised, and the thoroughness of it unsettled her in a way she recognised as desire and refused to name as such.

"Then speak," he said.

She opened her mouth. The speech she had assembled — something measured, professional, about appropriate conduct and the standards expected of estate staff — proved, on examination, to be entirely absent. What remained in its place was the heat at the base of her spine and the pulse she could feel in her thighs and the awareness that she had not come to the greenhouse to speak to him at all.

He crossed to her in four steps, and she held her ground with the last of her composure, and when his hands closed on her upper arms it was with a gentleness that was also a foreclosure — the gentleness of something very large that understood its own force precisely and chose not to use it, which was somehow more absolute than force. He walked her backward to the low workbench. The timber was smooth under her palms when they found it. She sat.

He pushed her back among the orchid pots and she went. She told herself she was choosing this. She was, she thought. She was choosing every inch of it.

He pushed her knees up toward her chest, folding her legs high, her tailored dress bunched at her hips, her heels in the air. The workbench pressed against her spine and his forearms came down on either side of her shoulders, caging her without touching her neck, and the weight of him was coming down over her in increments and the angle — legs pinned high, hips tilted, the mating press of his body against hers — opened her completely and she felt the air on her exposed sex and then felt nothing abstract at all because he pressed the head of his cock against her and pushed.

He filled her by degrees. She was experienced, she had thought she understood what this meant, and she found now that she had been working with inadequate data. He sank into her in a long, measured slide that had no end — or seemed to have no end — depth arriving past depth, her cunt stretched around him in a continuous present tense of accommodation, and when he finally pressed home and his hips met her backside the blunt head of him was pressed against her cervix and she made a sound that had nothing polite in it.

The heat in the greenhouse was extraordinary. Sweat had already sprung at her temples, along her collarbones, down the small of her back. His skin was slick against the inside of her thighs, and where they were joined was slicker — she could hear it, the wet pull of her body gripping and releasing as he withdrew and drove back in, each stroke to the full depth, no modification, the angle of her pinned legs feeding him directly to the place where she felt it most.

She had held herself together, professionally and personally, for thirty years. She had kept everything neat.

"Feel that," he said, low and rough, his mouth near her jaw. "Mature bitch. Your womb's begging for my load."

Her eyes had been closed. They stayed closed. Her hands found his shoulders through the mist of sensation and gripped them, the muscle like stone under her palms. "Yes," she said, and the word came out stripped of everything extraneous, just the bare intent of it. "Press me harder." She swallowed. The thrust came and her breath left her in a rush. "Cum deep in this fertile pussy. Knock me up — breed me — I need to be —"

He didn't wait for her to finish the sentence.

He came with a force that she felt as a series of hot, pressured pulses directly against her cervix — each one distinct, thick and abundant, the warmth of it flooding her in waves that her body absorbed with a helpless, shuddering eagerness. She arched against the workbench and her own orgasm cracked through her like something structural giving way, a deep internal clench that rolled outward and left her muscles useless. The sweat ran off her freely. The glass was fully fogged. One of the orchid pots had fallen somewhere and she had not heard it fall.

For a moment there was only her own breathing, unsteady and too loud, and the close wet heat of the greenhouse, and the smell of dark earth and spent desire.

Then Charlotte straightened her dress. She did it with both hands, smoothing each seam into its correct alignment. She found her shoes where they had been pushed aside and stepped into them. She pressed her fingers briefly to her hair and deemed it acceptable. She ran a thumb beneath each eye.

She walked back through the garden at a measured pace, her inner thighs slick and warm, her expression that of someone who has concluded a productive meeting and found the outcome satisfactory.
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They thought they were being subtle. Lady Victoria watched her daughters across the mahogany table with the careful attention of a woman who had spent thirty-odd years observing people for small signs of dishonesty, and she catalogued what she found with the grim precision of a customs officer who has already located the contraband.

Amelia had developed a particular inward brightness — not happiness precisely, but a quality of private fullness, her wide eyes carrying something behind their usual open candour. Beatrice kept touching her hair with one hand and a smile kept escaping from behind her composed expression the way steam escapes from a bad seal. Charlotte was the most contained of the three, but Charlotte was always the most contained, and even Charlotte had a warmth in her jaw and a quality of settled satisfaction that Victoria recognised as deeply unsuited to a discussion of the aunts' travel plans.

They thought she didn't know.

"Did you feel how—" Amelia breathed, barely audible, and Beatrice's shoulders shook once, suppressed.

"Enough," said Victoria, to no one in particular and everyone precisely. She set her teacup down on its saucer without a sound. "I have a matter to attend to."

She walked through the house with her back straight and her heels decisive on the flagstones and her fury arranged around her like a garment she had put on in the hall. It was not entirely dissimilar to how she had walked through the house for fifteen years, since Edward had died and left her in sole sovereignty of everything it contained. She managed what she presided over. She did not permit disorder. She was, in all things, composed.

The tool shed occupied the far corner of the walled garden, a low stone building with a plank door and a creosote smell that had been resident since before the current century. The door stood open a few inches. Low autumn light lay flat and orange across the garden, catching the dust in the air outside the entrance. From within came the sound of breathing — slow and heavy, the measured heave of someone who had worked the light clean out of the day.

She pushed the door open and stepped in.

He sat on the work bench along the back wall, forearms on his knees, his massive head dropped forward, chest moving in long deep pulls. His skin in the low light was the green of deep water, the sheen of the day's effort still on him, his hair damp at the temples. The tool shed smelled of machine oil and turned soil and underneath it, rank and warm, of him. The bare bulb overhead gave everything the quality of an interrogation.

He looked up when she entered. He did not stand.

"I want to say several things to you," Victoria said. Her voice was its customary instrument — clipped, precise, calibrated. "The first is that your conduct today has been entirely unacceptable. You have taken advantage of your position in this household and of three young women who were —"

"Two of them came to me," he said.

"—who were in a vulnerable state," she continued, as though he had not spoken, "and I will not have it. Not in my house. Not on my grounds. Not under any circumstances whatsoever. I don't care what your references say about your pruning —"

He reached into the waistband of his shorts. The act was entirely unhurried — the gesture of someone locating a penknife or a piece of string — and he freed his cock and laid it out across his thigh like a man consulting a pocket watch. It was still half-hard from the afternoon and it lay there with an obscene, indifferent authority, the veins raised under the skin, the head broad and darkly flushed at the tip. He curled one massive hand around the base and began, with a slow, easy motion, to stroke it to full hardness.

Victoria stopped speaking.

She looked at the door. She looked at the wall. She looked, unavoidably, back at his cock — now fully erect and rising above his fist with the triumphant, vascular insistence of something that had been given quite a lot of exercise today and intended to be taken seriously. She thought, with a precision that alarmed her, of her daughters' faces at the table. The inward brightness. The quiet, settled warmth. The quality of women who had been fully — properly — thoroughly —

She had been a widow for fifteen years.

Fifteen years of ivory silk and pearl necklaces and correct posture and the management of twelve acres and a grade-listed building and three daughters and every appetite that had ever threatened to disturb the surface of any of that. Fifteen years of being exactly what was required.

"I'm close," he said, low and even, his fist moving steadily. "Milady. Going to spill my seed."

The warmth in her legs was not anger. She had known, somewhere under the fifteen years and the chignon and the ivory blouse, for some considerable time that the warmth in her legs was not anger. Envy was a word she didn't use, but she felt it now — not for her daughters, not precisely, but for whatever it was they had walked back in carrying, that private heaviness, that resolved quality. That fullness.

She reached under her skirt and took her underwear down her legs with a single direct motion, and stepped out of it, and dropped it on the tool shed floor beside a bag of bone meal.

She hiked her ivory trousers up to her hips and straddled him before the logic of the act could catch her and raise objections. His cock met her entrance and she had not been entered in fifteen years and the stretch of the head alone took her breath and filled her eyes with water that she absolutely refused to let fall. She pressed down. The ache was extraordinary — deep and wide and all-pervasive — and her old, hungry cunt gripped him with an urgency that she found, at this precise moment, not at all humiliating.

She seated herself fully and sat a moment, both hands on his shoulders, breathing through it.

Then she rode him.

It surprised her — the energy of it, the vigour she discovered in herself once she had found the angle and the rhythm and stopped apologising internally for any of it. His hands came up and gripped her hips through the silk of her trousers and steadied her, and she worked herself on him with a focus that she applied to very few things and applied absolutely when she applied it at all. The tool shed's bare bulb swung slightly. The bag of bone meal fell over.

"Drain me," he said, and his voice was low and had gravel in it and she felt it in her chest. "You posh whore. Take every drop into that desperate hole."

She hissed it against his ear, her voice gone to something she hadn't used in a long time. "Yes. Flood my womb, you monster." She drove down and felt the full length of him and her voice cracked on the words and she let it crack. "Breed this ancient slut. Make me swell like them."

He came in her with the force of a day's accumulation — the last and most prodigious release, thick and searingly hot, pulsing up into her depths in wave after wave while she rode through it, her own orgasm arriving precisely on its heels like something that had been waiting at a queue for fifteen years and was damned if it would be polite about finally getting through.

When it was over she stayed where she was for sixty seconds. She counted them.

Then she stood, smoothed her clothing, found her abandoned underwear and folded it into her trouser pocket, and lifted her chin to its appropriate elevation. She looked at him once, briefly, with an expression that was not quite satisfaction and not quite anything else she had a clean word for.

"You'll want to fix those shorts," she said. "You'll catch cold."

She walked back through the garden in the last of the light.
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By October, Harrington Manor had traded its summer whites for the season's warmer vocabulary — gourds along the front steps, dried hydrangeas in the hall, and the smell of applewood smoke threading through the rooms where the cold had begun to press at the old window frames. Victoria had put the jack-o'-lanterns out herself that afternoon, eleven of them, carved with the same exacting standards she applied to everything: clean lines, no ragged edges, each one placed with spatial intention along the drive and the front terrace. They burned now in the early dark with an amber warmth that turned the manor's grey stone the colour of old honey.

She had ordered a great quantity of candles. The manor was full of them, in hurricane glasses on the sideboards and pewter holders on the mantels, the light they gave being more forgiving than electric and — she was not unaware of this consideration — considerably less revealing of detail.

The wreaths were autumn hops and rosehips. The table was dressed with black linen and late dahlias in deep burgundy. It was, as Harrington Manor gatherings tended to be, impeccably arranged.

Amelia arrived first.

She had come as a fairy, or had intended to — there was a pair of gauze wings attached between her shoulder blades and a circlet of fake leaves in her blonde curls and the rest of it was a pale cream dress that had been purchased in early September and had since encountered a logistical problem. The problem was a considerable one. The dress stretched over the full, luminous dome of her belly with the heroic tautness of fabric doing its absolute best under difficult conditions, and Amelia wore it with a serenity that suggested she had long since made peace with the situation. Her face had the particular clarity of someone who has resolved a large internal question — her wide eyes held no ambiguity, only a steady, warm, inward light that had been building since April and had settled now into something that looked very much like contentment.

She kissed her mother's cheek and placed both hands on her bump with an absence of self-consciousness that Victoria clocked and filed away without comment.

Beatrice was next, arriving in a black taxi with the window rolled down despite the cold, her arm hanging out in the manner of someone making a studied point about being very comfortable with everything. Her witch's costume had been assembled with characteristic ingenuity — a wide-brimmed hat, a voluminous black cloak that descended to mid-shin, a cobweb-print blouse beneath. The cloak was doing extraordinary diplomatic work. It was not, however, the sort of work that bore close examination at close range, and when she embraced Amelia in the hallway the cloak parted slightly at the front and the evidence was visible to anyone in the immediate vicinity.

"It billows," Beatrice said, in explanation of nothing, to no one in particular, and walked through to the drawing room with her hat slightly askew and her red mouth set in the expression she wore when she was daring the world to remark on something.

Charlotte arrived last, as she always did, with the timed precision of someone who found fashionable lateness structurally inefficient. She had come as a vampire queen — a deep red dress with a high collar and trailing sleeves and a dramatically lined cape, which would have been a striking ensemble under any circumstances and was under present circumstances a masterwork of tactical costuming. The dress fit beautifully. It had been let out, Charlotte being Charlotte, in all the right places, and she carried the amplified architecture of herself with the same composure she carried everything. Only the subtle forward lean of her posture, the slight rearrangement of gravity she had developed over the last few months, betrayed the full extent of what she was carrying.

She removed her cape. Hung it on the hall stand. Smoothed the front of her dress with both hands in a gesture that had once been habitual and was now also, practically, an accommodation.

"You all look well," she said, and she meant it, and it was also the most they were going to say directly on the subject and they all understood this.

The manor received them into its warmth. They gathered in the drawing room, the four of them — five, counting what four of them were carrying — in the amber candlelight with the carved faces of the jack-o'-lanterns glowing orange in the windows and the smell of mulled apple rising from the kitchen. There were plates of things. There were tall glasses of sparkling water with lemon, which was what everyone was drinking this autumn without it having been formally discussed. The Halloween playlist the housekeeper had assembled moved through something mournful and stringed in the background.

They talked about ordinary things. Amelia's flat in Bristol and its insufficient heating. Beatrice's view on a particular colleague's recent promotion, which was scathing and entertaining. Charlotte's work, briefly, with the precision of a woman who keeps her professional life compartmentalised and intends it to stay that way. Victoria's plans for the east wing.

And all the while the candles moved and the pumpkins burned and the bump of each of them was present in the room the way a large and beloved piece of furniture is present — unavoidable, unremarked, simply part of the landscape of the evening.

When Amelia shifted and a small, involuntary sound escaped her — the sound of a body adjusting to the weight it was now responsible for — Beatrice glanced across and Beatrice's eyes had in them a recognition that was almost maternal, a shared literacy that required no translation. Charlotte, on the other side of the room, looked up from her drink. Something moved between the three sisters, low and warm and unspoken — a memory that lived in their bodies more than their minds, a morning in April that the spring garden had witnessed and kept. The orc's hands. The damp stone of the pond edge. The height of the oak and the leaves falling around them. The oppressive gorgeous heat of the greenhouse. They had not spoken of any of it, not once, not in six months. They didn't need to. It was written in the evidence of their bodies, plain and patient and very much present.

They looked at their mother.

Victoria was standing at the sideboard with the open bottle of sparkling water in one hand and her glass in the other, and she was watching her daughters with an expression that Victoria Harrington did not typically allow her face to produce — something that admitted warmth and acknowledged irony in equal measure, that was neither fully controlled nor entirely out of control, that was, in some fundamental way, new.

Her blouse — the ivory silk, naturally — had been purchased a size up from her customary and sat, over the quiet but unmistakable swell of her lower abdomen, with slightly different implications than it had carried in the spring.

She filled her glass.

She filled her daughters' glasses.

She lifted her glass toward the room — toward the candles and the carved pumpkins and the four of them in their costumes, large with the evidence of one April morning and one orc gardener's prodigious and apparently very targeted attentions.

"To new beginnings," she said.

Her smile, held at the corners, did not quite reach composed.

It exceeded it.


ORC TRAINER’S FREE USE GYM SLUT: BRED HARD AFTER EVERY SET



The lobby of Apex Fitness smelled like eucalyptus and ambition, the kind of place where the water came infused with cucumber slices and the monthly fees could cover a modest car payment. Lily Brooks stood near the reception desk and tugged at the waistband of her yoga pants for the third time in two minutes, a gesture that accomplished nothing except drawing her own attention to how the fabric clung to every generous curve she possessed. Her sports bra was a size too small—she'd ordered it online during one of those midnight browsing sessions where optimism overrides the tape measure—and it compressed her full breasts into something architectural, a shelf of flesh that strained against the elastic like it was plotting an escape.

She was aware of the glances. The man refilling his water bottle by the fountain. The woman at the smoothie bar whose eyes flicked down, then up, then diplomatically away. Lily had spent twenty-seven years in this body and still hadn't learned to wear it without apology. Her hips were wide, her thighs touched when she walked, and her stomach had a softness to it that no amount of Pilates had ever fully negotiated away. Her ex had called her "sturdy" once, during a fight about something altogether different, and the word had lodged in her ribs like a splinter she couldn't tweeze out.

But that was the old life. This was the new one—gym membership, clean eating, a studio apartment with no trace of his deodorant on her towels. She'd chosen Apex specifically because it was expensive enough to feel like commitment, a financial wound that would bleed her into accountability.

"Just need your signature on these last two pages," the receptionist said. She was a blonde with the kind of jawline that suggested either excellent genetics or an excellent surgeon, and she slid a clipboard across the marble counter with the practiced ease of someone who'd done this a thousand times. "Premium package includes unlimited sessions, private training room access, personal nutrition consult, and our proprietary recovery program."

Lily scanned the pages the way one scans terms and conditions—her eyes moved left to right, but her brain had already committed to clicking "agree." There were paragraphs about liability, equipment use, something about "unrestricted trainer access to client's person for purposes of comprehensive physical assessment and post-session recovery protocols." It sounded clinical, the kind of legalese that existed to protect the gym from lawsuits if someone pulled a hamstring. She signed with the ballpoint pen they'd provided, which was heavy and silver and felt like signing a mortgage.

"Wonderful." The receptionist's smile had a quality Lily couldn't quite place—not warm, but knowing, like the expression of someone watching a mouse walk toward a trap baited with something genuinely delicious. "Let me take you back to your training room. Your coach is already set up."

They walked through the main floor, past rows of machines that gleamed under the LED panels like surgical instruments, past a stretching area where a woman in a sports hijab folded herself into a shape that seemed to violate several laws of anatomy. Then down a corridor, narrower, quieter, the music fading to a low thrum through the walls. The receptionist stopped at a door marked PRIVATE SUITE 4, tapped it twice with her knuckle, and stepped aside with that same unreadable smile.

"Good luck," she said, and left.

Lily pushed the door open. The room was large, mirrored on one wall, stacked with free weights and a cable machine, a padded bench, rubber flooring that squeaked under her sneakers. The fluorescent lights were the unforgiving kind, the sort that revealed every pore and hollow.

And there was Garrick Hale.

She'd known, intellectually, that orcs existed. They'd been part of the city's population for decades, integrated into jobs and neighborhoods and occasionally the subject of think pieces she half-read on her phone. But knowing and seeing were different verbs entirely. He stood seven feet tall at a conservative estimate, his skin the deep green of old copper patina, his body a monument to musculature that seemed almost geological—pecs like boulders stretching a tank top to its philosophical limit, shoulders that could have supported cathedral arches. His tusks caught the light, two ivory crescents jutting from his lower jaw, and his eyes were the amber of whiskey held up to a candle. He was holding a clipboard and studying it with an expression of mild administrative boredom.

"Lily Brooks," he said. Not a question. His voice was low, the kind of low that she felt in her sternum before her ears fully processed it.

"That's—yes. Hi." She extended her hand. He looked at it, then at her, and set the clipboard on the bench.

"So here's how this works." He crossed his arms, which was an engineering feat given their circumference. "I train you. Properly. Diet, form, progressive overload, the whole program. And at the end of every session, I use your body for my relief. That's the deal. That's what your premium package covers."

The words hung in the eucalyptus-scented air like something solid.

"I'm sorry," Lily said, "what?"

"You signed the waiver." He said it the way someone might say you parked in the lot—a statement of mundane fact. "Unrestricted trainer access. Post-session recovery protocols. It's all in paragraph six."

Her mouth opened, then closed, then opened again—a fish on the deck of a boat that had sailed somewhere she hadn't intended. She thought of the heavy silver pen, the blonde receptionist's knowing smile, the paragraph she'd glazed over like it was a cookie disclaimer.

Before the protest could fully form in her throat, he was behind her. His hands—enormous, rough as sun-baked stone—caught her shoulders and spun her to face the mirrored wall. She saw herself: flushed, wide-eyed, breasts heaving against that too-small bra, and behind her a wall of green muscle that made her look almost doll-sized by comparison.

His thumbs hooked into her waistband and pulled. The yoga pants slid down over the swell of her hips, peeling away from skin that was already damp with nervous sweat, pooling at her knees. The air hit her bare thighs, her exposed pussy, and she watched in the mirror as his reflection reached down to free himself from his shorts. What emerged was proportional to the rest of him—thick, veined, the green of it darker at the shaft, the head flushed to something almost purple. Obscene in its dimensions, a thing that belonged to a different category of anatomy than anything she'd encountered.

He pressed it against her folds from behind, and she felt the heat of it before the pressure—slick, insistent, achingly wide. She was wet. She didn't want to acknowledge that she was wet, but her body had apparently made the decision without consulting her, a treasonous dampness that eased his entry as he pushed in slow, achingly slow, one hand bracing her hip while the other reached casually to the side to adjust a weight on the rack, as though this were no more remarkable than setting up for a set of deadlifts.

In the mirror, she watched herself stretch around him. The visual was grotesque and mesmerizing—her pink folds parting around his green girth, her mouth falling open, her brows drawn together in an expression that couldn't decide between agony and something far more dangerous. Inch by inch. The fullness was a pressure she felt in her lungs, in her teeth, behind her eyes.

He began to thrust, methodical, controlled, the rhythm of someone performing a familiar task. His hand stayed on her hip, thumb pressing a bruise into the soft flesh above her bone. With the other hand, he calmly repositioned a dumbbell on the rack, his attention divided between her body and his equipment with equal professional disinterest.

"Welcome to real training, little human," he said, low, and the sound of it traveled through her spine where his chest pressed against her back. "This warm cunt's gonna learn to take orc dick after every rep."

She seized the edge of the weight rack. In the mirror, the woman staring back at her—flushed, mouth open, breasts swaying with each impact—looked like someone she didn't recognize. Someone who wasn't sturdy. Someone who was being used with a thoroughness that left no room for the old splinters.

Her knuckles went white. Her reflection's eyes were dark, glassy, and terrifyingly alive.
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The weight room at five-forty in the morning had the quiet of a church between services—all that potential energy stored in the iron, waiting. The overhead lights hadn't been switched to full; they ran at their dim setting, casting everything in a blue-gray wash that made the rows of dumbbells look like the vertebrae of some sleeping metal creature. Lily set her gym bag by the door and caught her reflection in the far mirror. She'd come back. That was the fact she'd been circling for three days, the way a tongue returns to a sore tooth: she had signed up for another session, set her alarm for five a.m., and driven downtown in the dark with her hair still damp from the shower.

She hadn't told anyone. There was no one to tell, really—her friends knew about the gym membership but not the specifics, and the specifics were the kind of thing that resisted casual conversation. How's the new trainer? Oh, he's seven feet of green muscle who fucks me against the equipment after every workout. Pass the hummus.

Garrick was already there, arranging plates on the squat rack with the focused calm of a librarian shelving returns. He acknowledged her with a minimal lift of his chin and pointed at the rack.

"Warm-up set. Bar only. I want to see your depth."

She complied. Stepped under the bar, felt its familiar cold bite across her trapezius, and began. Down, pause at the bottom, up. Down again. He watched her hips, her knees, the angle of her spine with the detached precision of someone reading a blueprint. His corrections were small and exact—wider stance, drive through the heels, stop looking at the floor. She added weight. Her quads burned. Sweat darkened the neckline of her sports bra and drew a line down between her breasts.

There was something clarifying about the work itself, the honest transaction between effort and gravity. She felt her muscles speaking, felt the lactic acid bloom that told her she was approaching a threshold. Three more reps. Two. Her thighs were shaking.

He lifted the bar from her shoulders mid-rep, racked it with one hand like it weighed nothing, and pulled her backward by the waistband of her shorts. The transition had the same casual efficiency as his grip changes—one motion flowing into the next without ceremony or preamble. Her hip hit the edge of the padded bench and he pressed her forward, bending her over it, her palms flat on the vinyl.

His hand caught the bottom edge of her sports bra and flipped it up over her breasts. They spilled free, heavy and flushed from the exertion, her nipples tightening against the cool air of the empty room. She felt the bench's surface, sticky with her sweat, against her sternum.

He didn't remove her shorts. He pulled them to one side—the elastic biting into her inner thigh—and she heard the sound of his own waistband, and then he was there, the broad head of his cock parting her folds, finding her wet with an ease that made her face burn. She was already slick, had been since the third set, since the moment his hand had adjusted her hip angle and she'd felt the heat of his palm through the thin fabric. Her body had learned the sequence: exertion, then this. Pavlov's gym rat.

He sank into her to the base in one measured stroke, and the fullness knocked the breath from her lungs. Her fingers clawed at the bench. Behind her, he began a rhythm as controlled as his coaching cues—deep, deliberate, each thrust bottoming out with a wet contact that rang off the racks and mirrors and empty stretching mats. The sound was obscene in the silence, a metronome of flesh meeting flesh, punctuated by the quieter percussion of his heavy balls swinging forward to press against her clit with each impact.

Her breasts swung with the force of it, nipples dragging against the bench surface, and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from making noise, though there was no one to hear. The gym was a mausoleum of chrome and rubber at this hour. Just the two of them and the weights, standing patient in their rows like witnesses sworn to silence.

He fucked her the way he coached—with attention to form, to angle, to the mechanical advantage of each position. He'd spotted her squat depth with the same intensity he now applied to the depth of his strokes, and the continuity between the two felt like the most damning thing of all. She was equipment. She was a set to be completed.

He stopped, still buried inside her, and reached around to find her nipples. His fingers were rough, work-scarred from years of gripping bars and cables, and he pinched—hard, a vise-grip compression that sent a white lance of sensation from her chest to her cunt. She gasped, her back arching, pushing her ass against his hips.

"Good girl," he said, low, almost bored. "Keep that ass up while your trainer uses this pathetic human hole."

The words landed like a hand on a bruise. She felt them in her stomach, a twist of shame indistinguishable from arousal—the same nerve endings, the same heat, the same tightening of something deep in her core that she couldn't have named under oath. Pathetic human hole. Three words that should have sent her scrambling for her gym bag and a strongly worded email to management. Instead, they made her clench around him so hard he grunted, and the sound of his grunt—surprised, involuntary—gave her something she hadn't felt in months. Years, maybe.

Her ex had touched her like she was an afterthought, a thing to be gotten through on the way to sleep. His hands had been tentative, apologetic, always asking permission in a way that somehow communicated he didn't actually want to be there. He'd made love to her the way one fills out a tax form—dutifully, with frequent sighs, double-checking the boxes. She'd spent two years feeling like a body that nobody particularly wanted to inhabit.

Garrick thrust back into her without warning, and the bench scraped an inch across the rubber floor. No apology in it. He wanted what he was taking, and the wanting itself was the thing she'd been starved for—not gentleness, not romance, but raw evidence that her body was something worth claiming. That it could make a creature twice her size grunt with need.

The shame ran through her hot and electric, and it braided with something inverted—a strange dignity she had no name for. She was drenched in sweat from her squats and from this. Her muscles ached from the work she'd done and from the work being done to her. She was powerful. She had lifted heavy things and would lift heavier things next week. And she was bent over a bench at dawn with an orc's cock reshaping her insides, and both of those facts existed at the same time without canceling each other out.

She pressed her forehead against the bench, closed her eyes, and let the rhythm take her somewhere her ex had never known existed. Somewhere past the careful, measured neglect. Somewhere that smelled like iron and sweat and the mineral scent of orc skin, and felt like being alive in every embarrassing, undeniable, impossible inch.
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The mirrored studio was a hall of selves. Every wall gave her back, and every reflection was a woman she was still learning to recognize—red-faced, chest heaving, hair plastered to her neck in wet black commas. Lily braced her hands on her knees and tried to breathe. The cardio circuit had been Garrick's most punishing yet: burpees, mountain climbers, box jumps, shuttle runs, a constellation of movements designed to systematically strip the oxygen from her blood and replace it with something volcanic. Her heart battered against her ribs.

Garrick stood behind her, barely winded. He'd done the circuit alongside her—at half effort, she suspected, the way a border collie jogs beside a child's bicycle. His green skin glistened under the studio lights, and the sweat on him looked almost decorative, like condensation on a jade sculpture. He watched her in the mirror with an expression she'd come to know: appraising, patient, the look of someone timing a rest interval before the next set.

The rest interval ended.

His hand found the back of her neck—not squeezing, just guiding, a steering pressure that walked her forward until her palms met the glass. The mirror was cold, shockingly so against her overheated skin, and her fingers spread on its surface like she was trying to push through to the other side. She felt her own breath rebound off the glass in a warm fog.

He gathered the waistband of her leggings—the good ones, the ones she'd bought after her first week because Garrick had told her to invest in fabric that moved with her—and pulled them down with a sound like tearing paper. The seam split along one hip. She'd have to buy another pair. The thought was absurd and she held onto it the way a drowning person holds onto a passing stick, because the alternative was feeling everything, and everything was the head of his cock finding her entrance, and the entrance yielding like it had been waiting, because it had been waiting, because her body had learned to prepare itself during the workout, some unconscious priming that left her slick and swollen by the time the last burpee was done.

He drove into her without the measured patience of their first sessions. Full, brutal, a stroke that forced the air from her lungs and pressed her flat against the glass, her breasts compressing against the cold surface, her cheek mashed sideways so she could see, at the mirror's peripheral edge, the distorted image of her own face. Open mouth. Glassy eyes. A woman being fucked against a wall of reflections.

He pulled back and drove in again, and she watched. That was the thing about this room—there was nowhere to hide. The mirrors gave back every angle: the flex of his green arms braced on either side of her head, the rhythmic clench of his glutes, the obscene beauty of his dark shaft emerging from between her thighs and disappearing again, splitting her pink folds around his girth in a way that looked, from this angle, almost surgical. She could see where they joined, see her own wetness catching the light, see the way her flesh yielded and stretched with each withdrawal like it was trying to keep him inside.

She was mesmerized. Watching someone else's body—a body that was round and soft and flushed and taking it, absorbing the impact with a resilience that astonished her. Her curves, the ones she'd spent years cataloguing as deficiencies, looked different in this context. Her wide hips provided the counterbalance that kept her upright against his force. Her full breasts, pressed and deformed against the glass, were heavy with a ripeness that seemed designed for exactly this. Her thighs, the ones that touched, gripped the air on either side of his shaft.

His hand found her hair—the black tangle of it, still wet with sweat—and twisted. Her head pulled back from the mirror, then he pushed it forward again, close, until her nose nearly touched the glass.

"Look at yourself," he growled, and each word was a thrust, punctuated. "Taking superior orc meat like the breeding bitch you were born to be."

The glass fogged with her panting, her reflection blurring at the edges, and he fucked her harder, the wet percussion of it filling the studio like applause. His free hand came down on her ass—open-palmed, precise, a detonation of heat that bloomed across her skin. She watched the mark rise in the mirror, slow as a photograph developing, and the sight of it—his mark, visible, proof—sent something through her that was neither shame nor pride but some unnamed third thing that lived in the overlap.

"This mirror's gonna show you turning into my swollen-bellied cum whore," he snarled, his tusks grazing her ear, his breath hot against the side of her neck.

The words should have been a violation. Some part of her brain—the part that read feminist theory in college, the part that had given presentations on body positivity at her old office—flagged them with appropriate outrage. But that part of her brain was operating at reduced capacity, because the rest of her was watching the woman in the mirror, the one with the red mark on her ass and the orc cock pistoning between her thighs, and that woman looked⁠—

Alive. Desperately, obscenely, undeniably alive.

A body being used, and the using was a kind of testimony, a sermon delivered in sweat and impact that said: this flesh matters, this flesh is worth the effort of claiming.

The orgasm struck without warning—deep, structural, felt in her foundations. Her walls clamped around him with a force that made him grunt, and she pressed her open mouth against the glass, her scream swallowed by the cold surface in a bloom of heat. Her legs buckled. He held her up by the hip and the hair, kept thrusting through the contractions, and she watched her own face shatter and reassemble in the clearing glass.

The woman who stared back was wrecked—mascara tracking, lips bitten red, eyes bright with tears that hadn't quite fallen. She was the most beautiful thing Lily had ever seen.

Garrick let go of her hair. She slid down the mirror an inch, leaving a streak of sweat on the glass, a smear that caught the light like a signature. Behind her, he was still hard, still inside her, still deliberate. He had the patience of geology. He had all the time in the world.

She pressed her forehead against the cold glass and breathed, and her breath came back to her warm and alive, and she breathed it again.
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The sauna after hours was a different country, governed by its own physics. Heat didn't move through the air so much as constitute it—a thick, wet presence that filled the lungs like warm water and turned the cedar walls into something alive, breathing out their resinous perfume in slow exhalations. The fog sat in layers, dense near the ceiling, thinner at bench level, and through it the light from the single bulb above the door came diffused and amber, turning the small room into something lantern-lit and close.

Lily had been sitting on the lower bench with a towel around her chest, watching the sweat collect in the hollow of her collarbone, when Garrick came in. He had to duck through the doorframe, his tusks clearing the lintel by a margin that made her wince. He carried a protein shake in a shaker bottle, the kind with the metal ball that rattled when he moved, and he sat on the upper bench with the ease of a creature for whom heat was a mild atmospheric curiosity rather than a biological event.

He reached down and pulled her up to him. His hands circled her waist—his fingers nearly met around her middle, which was a geometrical fact she tried not to think about—and he turned her, positioning her with her back to his chest. The towel fell. It puddled at his feet like a surrendered flag, and she felt the steam find every newly exposed inch of skin: her breasts, her stomach, the soft insides of her thighs.

"Sit," he said, as though she were a dog he was training, which, she reflected, was not entirely inaccurate.

His cock was already hard—she'd stopped being surprised by this, by the seemingly permanent state of arousal that orc physiology maintained, a biological readiness that her ex could never have matched even with pharmaceutical assistance. She felt it against the small of her back, hot even by the sauna's standards, and then his hand guided her hips backward and down, and the head found her opening with a precision that suggested muscle memory.

She sank onto him. The heat amplified everything—the stretch felt wider, the nerves more alert, every ridge registering with a clarity that made her dig her nails into her own thighs. The sweat between them made the slide obscenely smooth; she could feel their mixed fluids—her arousal, his pre-come, the condensation on their skin—creating a slickness that negated friction entirely. She took him to the base and sat there, impaled, her head falling back against his chest, the cedar-scented steam filling her open mouth.

Then she began to move.

Slow, at first. A rocking of her hips, an experimental undulation that tested her depth, her angle, the limits of what her body could accommodate in this position. She braced her hands on his massive thighs—each one thicker than her torso—and lifted herself, feeling him withdraw halfway, then settled back down with a wet sound that the fog seemed to swallow and hold. The rhythm found itself, and she rode him with a growing urgency that surprised her, her ass bouncing against his lap, her breasts swaying with a weight the heat had made heavier.

Behind her, Garrick unscrewed the cap of his protein shake and took a long drink.

The sound of him swallowing—casual, hydrating, mid-fuck—should have been humiliating. And it was. But the humiliation had undergone some alchemical transformation during the weeks of their arrangement, turning from lead into something that burned with a different valence. He was sipping a shake while she rode his cock. He was refueling while she labored. The asymmetry of effort, the sheer dismissiveness of it, reduced her to an object of convenience, a warm sleeve attached to a woman who was, at this moment, working harder than she'd worked during any cardio circuit he'd ever prescribed.

She rode faster. The wet collision of their bodies filled the small room, a rhythm that competed with the hiss of steam from the heating element. Her thighs burned. Her abs engaged. Its own kind of workout, and the thought made her want to laugh and cry at the same time.

He thrust up without warning—a single, devastating upstroke that jolted her entire body, her breasts slapping against her chest with an impact she felt in her collarbones. She cried out, the sound bouncing off the cedar and coming back to her distorted, unrecognizable.

"Bounce that fertile ass faster, you worthless human breeding cow," he said, his voice conversational, a man giving instructions over a meal. "Milk your orc master's cock for every drop of thick baby batter."

She felt something splash against her back—warm, thicker than sweat—and realized he'd spilled protein shake on her. Or poured it. The distinction mattered less than the sensation: the liquid running down her spine, pooling at the small of her back, and his free hand smearing it across her skin like it was massage oil, like she was a surface to be prepared. The gritty sweetness of the supplement mixed with the salt of their sweat, and the smell of it—vanilla, minerals, sex—was something she'd carry home in her hair.

Breeding cow. The word sat in the fog. She was an animal in his vocabulary, a vessel, a thing defined by its reproductive capacity and its willingness to be mounted. The terrible truth—the one she'd been orbiting for weeks without landing—was that the word made her feel more desired than any endearment her ex had ever said during their mechanical, mattress-springs-barely-moving sex.

To be called worthless by someone currently gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks was a paradox her body understood even when her mind resisted. He wanted her enough to claim her. He wanted her enough to insult her. The degradation was a dialect of desire, and she was learning to read it fluently.

The orgasm built from somewhere below her navel, a tightening that radiated outward like cracks in ice. She bounced harder, chasing it, her thighs screaming, the shake-smear on her back cooling in the steam, and when it hit she went rigid—back arched, mouth open, every muscle in her body seizing around him in a contraction that he rode out with the stillness of someone waiting for a microwave to finish. She shook. Her whole body clenched and released and clenched again. She made a sound that was not a word but contained, in its vowels, something like gratitude.

The shake bottle rattled as he set it down. His hand settled on her hip, holding her, almost gentle.

The fog closed around them like a curtain, and the cedar breathed, and the heat went on.
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The yoga room at night was the quietest place in the building. With the lights dimmed to their lowest setting—a warm amber that made the wooden floor look like honey—and the street noise reduced to a distant murmur beyond the frosted windows, the room had the hushed quality of a confessional. The mats were laid out in rows, thick and forgiving, and Lily was on one of them with her legs extended in a wide V, folding forward over her right knee, when Garrick's shadow fell across her.

She'd been holding the stretch for thirty seconds, feeling the hamstring lengthen with a pain that was almost sweet, when his hand came down on her shoulder. Not pushing. Guiding. He eased her upright, then flat, her back meeting the mat with a soft sound, and she looked up at the ceiling—water-stained in one corner, a flaw in the gym's otherwise immaculate facade—before his face eclipsed it.

He knelt between her legs and spread them wider with his hands on her inner thighs, opening her with the same deliberate attention he'd given to her hip flexor form. Her shorts were thin enough that she felt his thumbs through the fabric, pressing into the tender muscle, and then the fabric was gone—pulled aside or torn, she didn't bother to check anymore—and the air of the room touched her where she was already swollen and slick with the anticipation her body now manufactured on schedule.

He drove into her without preamble, and the angle was different from their usual positions. Missionary. Face to face. She saw his eyes—amber, flecked with something darker, pupils blown wide in the low light—and felt a vertigo that had nothing to do with the physical. Intimate in a way that being bent over a bench or pressed against a mirror wasn't. She could see his expression. He could see hers. The distance between performance and truth collapsed to nothing.

His hands caught her wrists and pinned them above her head, both captured in one enormous fist, and the gesture reduced her to something small and held and completely at the mercy of the body above her. He began to thrust with animal force, a power that came from the hips and the glutes and whatever deep, ancestral engine drove his physiology, and each stroke pushed her an inch up the mat until his free hand seized her hip and anchored her in place.

Their bodies slid together. The sweat between them—hers from the stretch, his from whatever internal furnace kept his green skin permanently warm—created a frictionless seal where their stomachs met, where her breasts compressed against the hard shelf of his chest. She could feel the ridges of his abdominals against her soft belly, the impossible topography of his muscles mapping itself onto her yielding flesh. The room filled with the sounds she no longer tried to suppress: her moans, raw and unmusical, and the wet, rhythmic pull of her body gripping his cock with each withdrawal, a sound like a boot being pulled from mud, primal and artless and true.

His tusks grazed her neck. The ivory was smooth against her pulse point, cooler than his skin, and the danger of it—those points against the vulnerable column of her throat—sent a current through her that was partly fear and mostly something far more complicated. He could hurt her. He was choosing, moment by moment, not to. The restraint was its own kind of violence, a controlled demolition that left the scaffolding standing while reducing everything inside to rubble.

"Feel that orc rod throbbing in your greedy womb?" he said, dropping low, and she felt it in her bones before she heard it with her ears. He slowed. Deliberately, exquisitely, he reduced his pace to a crawl—pulling out until only the head remained inside her, holding there, letting her feel the absence, the ache of an incompleteness that had become unbearable. "Beg for me to flood it with hot, potent seed and knock you up like the dumb breeding toy you are."

The command hung in the amber air.

Lily looked up at him. His face was in shadow, the light catching only the curve of his tusks and the glint of his eyes, and something tectonic shifted inside her chest—a fault line that had been building pressure for months, for years, that ran all the way back to the apartment she'd shared with a man who had touched her like an obligation and called her sturdy and left her for a woman whose body took up less space.

She had spent so long being small. Shrinking herself at dinner tables, sucking in her stomach in photographs, apologizing for the width of her hips in crowded subway cars. She'd been careful and quiet and grateful for whatever affection was rationed to her, and the carefulness had calcified into something she mistook for dignity. The posture of a woman taught that her body was a problem to be managed rather than a thing to be wanted.

Here was Garrick, motionless inside her, waiting for her to ask for more. Not offering. Not apologizing. Waiting for her to want it out loud, in words, in the dim room where no one could hear but the two of them and the water stain on the ceiling.

Her walls fluttered around him. Her wrists strained against his grip, not to escape but to feel the hold. The insecurities weren't gone—they ran through her like rebar through concrete—but they were load-bearing now, part of the structure rather than the damage. She was built from the things that had hurt her, and she was here, pinned to a yoga mat, full of orc cock, and more present in her body than she had ever been while lying beside a man who claimed to love her.

The tears came first. Then the words.

"Please, Garrick," she said, and her voice cracked on his name like ice on a spring river. "Breed my worthless cunt—pump me full of your superior orc cum until I'm leaking and pregnant with your heir."

She said them and meant them and didn't mean them and meant something beyond them—something about desire and degradation and the furious, stubborn insistence on being enough. Enough to be wanted, enough to be bred, enough to be claimed by a creature who could have had anyone and was choosing, in this moment, to hold her wrists and fill her body and listen to her beg.

He thrust back into her—hard, deep, the full devastating length of him—and she arched off the mat, and the sound she made was not a moan but something closer to a hymn, wordless and reverent and raw.

Above her, his eyes caught the light, and for a moment—just a moment—they looked almost tender. Then the amber hardened again, and he picked up his pace, and the room filled with the ancient, raw music of bodies doing what bodies were designed to do.
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She had deadlifted two hundred pounds that evening. Garrick had made her hold the bar at the top for a three-count, and when she'd dropped it, the plates had rung against the rubber floor like a bell announcing something, and he'd given her a single nod—not a smile, never a smile, but that gravity she understood was his highest form of praise. Two hundred pounds. Twelve weeks ago, she couldn't have lifted the bar alone.

The locker room showers were empty. The gym had closed an hour ago; the front desk girl had gone home with a wave that suggested she knew exactly what happened after the lights in the main floor went off and chose not to examine it. The water came down hot and hard from the industrial showerhead, a column of pressure that drummed against Lily's shoulders and ran in streams between her breasts, down her stomach, along the newly visible definition of her obliques. She'd changed. Not just in the obvious ways—the muscle tone, the stamina, the way she could climb four flights of stairs without her lungs filing a formal complaint—but in the architecture of how she held herself. Her shoulders were back. Her chin was up. Her body was a territory she occupied with authority.

Garrick filled the shower stall the way weather fills a valley. He stood behind her, water running over the green planes of his body, catching in the grooves between his muscles, and she felt his presence as a gravitational shift before his hands found her waist. He bent her forward over the tiled bench that ran along the wall—a seat meant for shaving legs, repurposed for something the building code had not anticipated—and she braced her hands on the wet tile, feeling the grout lines press into her palms.

He entered her from behind without ceremony. Weeks of this had reshaped her capacity; she took him to the base with a moan that bounced off the tile and came back fractured into harmonics. He seized her hips and began with a ferocity that was different from their usual sessions—faster, deeper, each thrust bottoming out against her cervix with a pressure that was half pain and half something beyond pain, a sensation that existed on a frequency her nervous system hadn't possessed twelve weeks ago.

The wet slap of their bodies competed with the shower's roar. Water ran down her spine and pooled where they joined, and she could feel the spray misting off his skin onto hers, could smell the mineral hardness of the water mixed with the salt of their exertion and the botanical scent of the gym's complimentary soap. He fucked her like he was trying to push through her, like her body was a door to somewhere he needed to be, and she opened, and opened, and opened.

He came with a roar that shook the pipes in the walls. His cock pulsed inside her, and the first flood was a heat she felt against her cervix, a liquid pressure that bloomed and spread and overwhelmed her capacity. Thick ropes of cum spilled from around his shaft, gravity and volume conspiring to send white streams down the insides of her thighs, diluted by the shower water into creamy currents that swirled toward the drain. She felt full—full in a way that was beyond the physical, a saturation that reached some cellular level where satisfaction and hunger were the same thing.

He pulled out and spun her. The water hit her face and she screwed her eyes shut against it, and then his hands were under her thighs, lifting her, and her legs wrapped around his waist with a familiarity that her muscles had memorized. Her back found the shower wall—cold tile that made her gasp—and he entered her again, still hard, orcs apparently unburdened by the refractory limitations that had made her ex a one-round wonder on his best nights.

This angle was vertical, and gravity was his accomplice. Each thrust drove her upward against the tile, and each withdrawal let her slide back down onto him, and the rhythm had a see-saw quality that made her feel suspended between forces—his upward power and the earth's downward pull—with her body as the negotiation point between them. The water ran between their chests. His cum from the first round leaked from her with each stroke, painting his green shaft with white that the shower attempted to wash away and failed. She could see his face, inches from hers, the tusks framing a jaw clenched with effort, the amber eyes locked on hers with an intensity that had nothing casual about it.

He lowered her to the floor. The tile was warm from the water that had been running across it, and he followed her down, and then his hands were behind her knees, folding her, pressing her thighs toward her chest until her ankles rested on his shoulders and her body was bent in half like a book being closed around the spine of his cock. The mating press. She'd read about it online, in forums she visited at two a.m. with one hand on her phone and the other between her legs, but the reality was beyond the description—every thrust in this position reached a depth that felt anatomical, structural, as though he were rearranging her internal geography to better accommodate his claim.

He was fully above her now, his weight braced on his arms, and each stroke compressed her into the floor with a force that should have been crushing but instead felt like shelter. The water rained down on his back and ran off him onto her, a warm waterfall that blurred her vision and filled her ears. She could feel his cock battering the deepest part of her, the head swelling with each thrust, the veins pressing against her stretched walls.

"Scream it, you pathetic cumdump," he said, his voice ragged now, stripped of its usual professional detachment. He was close again. She could feel it in the rhythm change, the way his strokes became shorter and more urgent, a punctuation shift from periods to exclamation marks. "Tell your orc trainer how bad this human slut needs her belly bloated with my virile offspring."

Lily looked up at him through the water. The fluorescent light behind his head made a halo—or an eclipse, she thought, a dark body blocking out ordinary light and replacing it with something radiant and strange. Her body registered everything at once: the tile against her back, the water on her skin, the impossible fullness of him inside her, the ache in her folded hips, the coiling tension in her core approaching a detonation she could feel in her teeth.

The tears came, and they weren't from the shower water. They were the real kind, hot and salt, squeezed from somewhere behind her sternum where she'd kept every careful, diminishing, apologetic year of her old life stored like furniture in a room she'd been afraid to open. They ran sideways toward her ears, mixing with the spray, and she opened her mouth and let the words come without shame, because shame had been alchemized into fuel, into freedom, into the raw, unarmored truth of what she wanted.

"Breed me hard, master!" The scream tore from her throat and bounced off every tiled surface. "Fill my eager orgasming cunt with your hot orc seed—paint my cervix white, make me your swollen, leaking breeding vessel forever—I crave being owned and knocked up by your superior cock!"

She heard herself say it. The tile threw the words back at her. She meant every grotesque, glorious syllable—the words were the precise incantation required to unlock the door she'd been pressing against for twelve weeks, the door behind which lived a woman who wanted without apology, who desired without diminishment, who could deadlift two hundred pounds and beg to be bred on a shower floor and find no contradiction between the two.

He erupted inside her with a bellow that rattled the pipes in the walls. The flood was enormous—she felt each pulse as a distinct event, a surge of heat that filled her and overfilled her and kept coming, his cock jerking with a violence that matched his roar. The cum had nowhere to go; she was folded tight, sealed around him, and the excess squeezed out around his shaft in thick white streams that the shower carried away in swirling patterns across the tile. She came at the same time, her orgasm tearing through her in successive contractions that made her legs shake against his shoulders and her voice break into sounds that were beyond language—animal, elemental, the noise a body makes when it has been so thoroughly inhabited that the boundary between self and sensation dissolves.

He held the position for a long time after. His weight settled onto her—not crushing, not gentle, just present—and the water continued its indifferent cascade over both of them, washing away what could be washed and leaving what couldn't. She lay beneath him on the warm tile, overflowed, her body a landscape reformed by tectonic forces into something new.

She breathed. The shower drummed. Somewhere in the building, a timer clicked, and the locker room lights shifted from white to the after-hours amber that meant the world was closed and only they remained.

Lily closed her eyes. She felt his cock soften inside her by degrees, felt the slow seep of his cum leaking from her in a warmth that the water couldn't quite dilute. Her muscles ached from the deadlift and from the floor and from every session that had led to this one, and the ache was a language she'd learned to speak fluently—it said: you were here, you did this, your body is a record of everything it has survived and chosen.

She didn't move. Neither did he. The water ran, and the amber light held them, and the room smelled like soap and sex and cedar from the sauna down the hall, and she lay there in the wreckage of her old self and felt, for the first time in longer than she could calculate, entirely and catastrophically whole.


BREEDING MARE FOR THE ORC WARRIORS




The forest slumbered in cold, wet shrouds. Fog drifted across the clearing, filling the dips and gullies around the ragged outcrop of black tents. Each shelter, stitched from skins and scavenged canvas, sagged in the sodden hush—except for the largest, which sprawled like a slain beast at the center, its walls trembling from the snores and guttural exhalations of the monsters within.

Elara awoke with the taste of their scent on her tongue: a musk of unwashed flesh, spilt seed, sweat heavy with the memory of rut. The pelt beneath her—direwolf, probably—stuck to the bare backs of her thighs where she’d rolled free in the night. A gnarled arm was draped across her ribs, tattooed in splotches of ochre and the blood of something recently alive. She wriggled carefully out from under the limb, still half-asleep, and felt the rough paw slide off her flank and thunk against the dirt.

She lay back and listened. Out there, the waking birds were already screeching. In here, the orcs stirred, each a furnace under fur, shifting and muttering in their guttural sleep-language. Someone grunted, rolled over, and one of them—Thorne, by the sound—snorted a wad of snot onto the ground. The world was all cold and damp except for the nest of bodies at her back, and the deep glow coiling low in her belly.

Elara stretched, arms up, and her thin linen tunic rode high on her hips. The old itch was already gnawing at her: the ache of fullness and the empty tremble of hunger both at once. Her hands moved automatically—palm pressed to flat stomach, then tracing the lines of the morning’s marks along her thigh, left by whoever had taken her last. She smiled, remembering how the chieftain liked to leave bruises, but only where the others couldn’t see.

She rolled to her side and caught a glimpse of her reflection in a bent tin shield, propped as a makeshift mirror by the tent wall. Blonde hair in snarls, face smudged with dirt, blue eyes bright and awake. Her lips were still red from last night’s use, and when she smirked she saw a small fleck of dried green between her teeth. She tongued it out. Her orcs: absolute slobs, but loyal, in their way. She belonged to them now, and she’d never felt so certain or so at home.

A shape loomed over her, eclipsing the pale spill of dawn through the tent’s flap. Grimgor, their chieftain—twice her height and four times her width, chest furred like a boar and arms thick as butchered hams. He crouched, teeth bared in a yawn, and pawed at his crotch. His cock lolled limp, but even soft it was as thick as her wrist, and flecked with last night’s drying spoors. She watched him scratch, then adjust his ring of pierced tusks with a wince.

“Up, mare,” he rumbled, his voice a fist to the gut. “Sun’s near risen.”

She obeyed, knees popping as she stood. Her tunic hung loose, neckline laced only by a single leather thong, breasts swaying bare and unashamed beneath the hem. Grimgor’s gaze was black hunger, but she saw in it also a glint of affection—his prize, his favorite plaything.

“Want water?” he asked, softer. She nodded, and he lobbed a flask that stank of last night’s grog. Elara caught it, wiped the rim, and drank, feeling the sour burn of fermented grain. Then she spat, shuddering. The chieftain laughed and cuffed her lightly on the ass, his hand huge and warm.

Outside, the camp was already coming to life. The other nine orcs, her stablemates, lumbered from their own shelters: a scatter of green and gray flesh, fangs jutting, some already arguing over breakfast scraps or the proper way to sharpen a cleaver. Thorne and Barrow, the twins, locked horns (literally) in a mock-wrestle by the fire pit, knocking over a basket of moldy fruit and cackling at the mess. Farther out, the youngest—barely more than a whelp—was pissing a line into the dew, aiming at beetles in the grass.

The morning ritual, then. Elara inhaled, let the fog cut the tang of orc off her skin, and walked to the center of camp. Her hips rolled, her steps long and loose. She heard the orcs hush and watched as they formed a ring around her, eyes gleaming with anticipation and the wet heat of routine. They worshipped her, in their way—knew that before any raid, any slaughter or sport, the stablemare must be bred. Tradition. Superstition. Biology. She was their charm, their assurance of luck. And it made her slick with pride.

She dropped to all fours, palms braced in the mud, back arched, head lowered so her hair fell in a veil across her face. In the foggy hush, she felt the pulse of her own heart, the frantic flutter of being watched—craved, needed, and about to be filled.

The first orc stepped forward. Not Grimgor, but Thorne—mouth split wide with anticipation, his cock already half-hard and swelling fast. The others bunched in behind, eager, jostling, some with hands already between their legs. Elara looked up, met Thorne’s gaze, and parted her lips, panting a little.

“Be gentle, this time?” she said, though she knew he would do no such thing.

He spat in his palm, gripped himself, and lined up behind her.

The circle closed. The only sounds now: the slap of heavy feet in the muck, the low, throaty growls, the breathless, shameful gasp of the stablemare, trembling in anticipation.
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The sun shivered through the canopy, slicing white-gold lines across the ring of orcs and their trembling mare. Elara knelt, hips raised and back hollowed, her cunt already leaking anticipation down her thighs. Thorne’s hand pawed at her cheek, but a bark from Grimgor made him freeze. The chieftain pushed to the front, shoving the other aside with casual dominance.

“Let her taste you later,” Grimgor said, not unkindly. “First, we breed.” His voice left no room for argument.

He moved in behind her. Elara felt the heat from his body before she heard the rasp of his shaft drawn free from the ragged leather sheath he wore. He palmed her ass with one hand, thick green fingers pressing bruises into her flesh, and the other settled on her nape, keeping her low and pliant. But the touch wasn’t cruel, not really. It was the way a father gripped a favored hound, or a stablemaster held his prize broodmare—possessive, proprietary, but also cherishing.

“Good,” he murmured, bending close so his tusks scraped her ear. “That’s my girl. You’re ready, aren’t you? You ache for it.”

“Yes,” she gasped, and the orcs laughed low and dirty.

She craned her neck, peering over one shoulder. Grimgor’s cock stood proud, dark and glistening, veins bulging along its length, crowned by a purplish head that flared meaner than her own fist. At its root, a knot already swelling, throbbing in time with his pulse. It made her shiver—half dread, half desperate, animal longing.

“Please,” she whispered, not caring that the word dissolved in the chilly dawn air.

Grimgor spat into his palm and slicked himself, grunting approval at the ease with which his hand glided up and down his shaft. Then, with a deftness surprising for his size, he lined himself up. The blunt tip pressed between her folds, sticky and insistent, and Elara let out a low mewl, pushing back onto him.

He entered her in one steady, merciless thrust, splitting her open, stuffing her until her vision whited out. She gasped, and the pain was lightning-bright, but her cunt clenched around him with needy welcome. She was made for this—bred, broken, rebuilt for orc cock, and she fucking loved it.

Grimgor settled his hands on her hips and started to move, slow at first, letting her adjust to his girth. Each stroke churned up a froth of juices, each withdrawal sucking at her insides like a fist. She was acutely aware of the audience: the grins, the shifting of weight as nine other cocks hardened in unison, the sharp intake of breath when she moaned or whimpered.

“That’s it,” the chieftain whispered. “You take us so well. Our little goddess.” He spat again, this time onto the small of her back, and smeared it across her skin.

Elara arched, the sensation obscene and perfect. Her body vibrated with the rhythm of his rut, her mind a delirious haze of belonging. This was her purpose: to be used, filled, worshipped in the only way these brutes knew how. Every time his knot bumped her hole, she felt her own climax gathering at the base of her spine.

He didn’t rush. The thrusts got deeper, meaner, but still measured, holding back the animal frenzy for just a few heartbeats longer. Each time she begged—“More, please, please, more”—the other orcs jostled, hands on their own cocks, drooling and muttering encouragement. “Breed her, chief,” one growled. “Stuff her full.” She reveled in it, in the filthy, communal adoration, in the certainty that soon she would be so plugged with orc seed she wouldn’t be able to walk straight.

The knot swelled, splitting her open as he forced the bulb past her lips with a single brutal pop. Elara howled, tears leaking from her eyes, but she rocked back onto him, grinding herself against his base. Grimgor roared, shaking the trees, and she felt his cock throb, then erupt, pumping hot torrents into her womb. The pressure was immense—she could feel it slosh and pool deep inside. It was like being drugged, paralyzed with pleasure.

He held there, locked, grinding in slow, tiny circles that made her see stars. “Good mare,” he purred, running a hand up her spine. “That’s a full belly, eh?” The other orcs jeered, but with a note of reverence.

They waited, breathing heavy, while his knot slowly deflated. When he finally pulled out, a sluice of thick cum followed, trailing in white globs down her thighs and onto the mossy earth.

Elara sagged, spent, but radiant. She felt the world contract to a pinpoint: the tremble of her muscles, the thud of her heart, the glorious, shameful fullness inside. Grimgor stepped aside, and she turned her head, catching his gaze. He winked, then spat again, this time in pride.

Thorne approached, cock already leaking. Elara opened her mouth, inviting, as he slapped it against her cheek.

And the morning ritual began in earnest.

[image: ]


Thorne’s cock slapped her cheek, smearing pre across her skin, and Elara opened wide to take it in, tongue out, lips parted. His twin, Barrow, was close behind, already guiding his own shaft toward her raw, throbbing cunt. They were bigger than Grimgor, in different ways—less girth but more length, their cocks curved and lined with spiny ridges that dragged deliciously against her walls. The morning fog was burning off, replaced by the thick, sweet rot of orc sweat and the salt-tang of spent semen.

Barrow knelt behind her, spreading her ass with both hands. “Ready for round two, little pony?” His voice was syrup-slow and deep as tar. He didn’t wait for an answer. With one mean shove he stuffed his cock in to the hilt, driving Grimgor’s spunk deeper inside. Elara screamed around Thorne’s cock, the vibration making him moan.

She worked her lips, sucking at Thorne’s length, using her spit to make the slide easier. He was noisy about it, muttering “good girl, good mouth” and “suck it clean, whore,” but there was a tenderness in his grip on her hair. He held her head, but never forced; she set her own pace, swallowing inch after inch until her jaw ached and her chin was dripping.

Barrow rutted her hard, pounding with wild, uneven thrusts, his knot already ballooning at the base. Each slam punched the air from her lungs, each withdrawal left her empty and shaking. He grunted in delight, watching the way her ass jiggled and the froth of mixed cum that foamed from her stretched hole.

They alternated, switching after a few savage strokes. Now Thorne was at her cunt, slamming into the gape his brother had made; Barrow took her mouth, stuffing it so full her lips cracked. She couldn’t breathe, didn’t want to. Her only job was to be used, filled, devoured by them both. She’d never felt so needed—so completely, absolutely necessary.

They pressed in close, their hands rough but reverent. When Thorne’s cock slammed home and the knot caught, he roared, clutching her hips and unloading a shuddering flood inside. The knot locked, swelling huge, and she felt every spurt as a wave of molten pressure in her gut. Barrow kissed her hair, then pulled her head back and spilled across her tongue, hot and bitter, making her choke and swallow at the same time.

When it was Barrow’s turn to knot her, she could barely stay upright. Her limbs trembled, her pussy numb from abuse, but the pulse of his cock and the liquid fire of his cum was perfect—too much, not enough, always more. “Take it all, our fertile beauty,” he growled. She did.

Each climax rolled over her like a landslide—minor shudders that built and built until the world disappeared in white static. When both knots had finally deflated, and the twins peeled off her body, Elara slumped to the ground, face down in a puddle of cooling seed. Her cunt gaped wide, dripping the spoils, her belly heavy with their mess.

She wanted to stay like that—wrecked and shamed and worshipped. But the next orc was already waiting.

She raised her head, spat a mouthful of spunk onto the dirt, and grinned. “Next,” she whispered, and the others surged forward, hungry and impatient.
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The circle tightened. The next brute—a scarred, tusk-heavy bastard named Gnash—hauled Elara upright by her armpits, spinning her around so her ass pointed at the sun. His cock was already drooling, the knot swollen grotesquely, and he didn’t bother with ceremony. He lined up and shoved, splitting her anew, not caring how much mess flooded down her legs. He was all aggression, both hands gripping her thighs like handles, using her as leverage to slam himself deep, each thrust met with a splatter of cum and a yelp from her battered throat.

The rest cheered him on. Elara’s hair was yanked, her mouth fed by whatever cock found its way between her lips. They took turns, never giving her a moment to rest, pounding and groping, covering her skin in palmprints and teeth marks and streaks of milky white. She lost count of how many times she was knotted, how many gallons of spunk churned through her insides.

It became a contest. They jeered and challenged each other to go harder, to breed her deeper, to see who could make her cry the loudest or milk the most from her womb. Elara played along, working her hips, clenching around every shaft, begging for more with every breath. “Don’t stop—fuck me, fill me, make me yours,” she chanted, the words a drug to them all.

Her belly swelled with it, the skin stretched tight and tinged pink. Her cunt refused to close, the rim gaped and twitching, leaking continuously. There was no time to clean herself, no hope of holding it in. The dirt below turned to mud, streaked with the evidence of her devotion.

As the sixth and seventh orcs took her, the world narrowed to sensation. Everything blurred: the heat, the pressure, the constant, relentless stretching. She rode each climax like a fever dream, her brain scrambled by orgasm and humiliation and the knowledge that every drop inside her was a triumph. She was their pride, their mascot, their living trophy—and she reveled in it.

The last two orcs, huge even by orc standards, approached together. One stuffed himself in her ass, the other her cunt, and they fucked her in unison, hoisting her off the ground, using her body like a toy between them. Elara screamed, helpless, loving it. When both knots popped at once, she thought she’d split in half from the fullness, but she came so hard her vision went black.

She awoke, limp, splayed across the wolf pelt, belly domed and sloshing. The orcs sat around her, cleaning their cocks on her hair, toasting each other with stolen ale, boasting about their performance. She tried to stand and failed, laughing weakly, her legs useless from the pounding.

Grimgor knelt by her side, lifting her chin. “You did good,” he said, voice gruff with pride. “You are ready for the hunt.”

She managed a smile, lips sticky with drying cum. “Always,” she whispered.

The camp exploded into motion—sharpening axes, armoring up, preparing for the day’s raid. Elara watched them, heart full and aching, knowing that whatever they faced, their luck would hold. She was proof of it, a charm incarnate, and nothing could break her.

She drifted in and out of consciousness as the sun climbed, her body a pulsing core of soreness and satisfaction. And somewhere inside, she hoped it would never end.
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They strapped her into a makeshift wagon, the bed lined with damp hides and straw, her legs barely able to hold her weight even if she’d tried. Two of the war beasts—hulking, snorting things with tusks and hides like tree bark—dragged the cart at a gallop, every jolt making her slosh with the morning’s deposit. The orcs marched alongside, axes over shoulders, armor clanging, skin oiled and gleaming under the sun.

Elara sprawled on the pelts, watching the sky whip by. Her cunt still ached, the raw walls pulsing with aftershocks, but every bump and rattle made her want more. The air was alive with orc war-chants, the promise of violence thick as blood in the air. She drank it in, proud to be their mascot and their muse.

They reached the edge of the human village by mid-day. Grimgor stationed her on a low hill with a perfect view, flanked by two sentries, and told her to watch. “For luck,” he grunted. “They die better when you’re looking.”

She hugged her knees, shivering despite the heat, and stared down at the painted wooden houses and neat rows of crops. The first screams came before the warning bell finished its first ring. Her orcs tore into the defenders—axes swinging, teeth snapping, green bodies swarming like locusts. She saw one get an arrow in the chest and laugh it off, hurling a guard by the throat until the human’s head burst like a melon.

Elara watched, heart hammering with a wild blend of pride and hunger and the tiniest flicker of fear. If the orcs lost, she knew what the villagers would do to her. But her monsters were unstoppable. The battle was over in minutes. The survivors, mostly women and a few children, scattered into the woods; her orcs chased only for the fun of it, then regrouped at the ruins, cracking open ale casks and dragging carts of loot back uphill.

As they approached, eyes bloodshot and grins slavering, Elara felt a flood of anticipation shiver through her. She was still half-naked, tunic crusted to her skin, belly caked in seed. The looks they gave her—hungry, reverent, greedy—were almost as intoxicating as the promise of what came next.

She gripped the wagon rail, legs spread, and waited. Already, her body was remembering how to ache.
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They didn’t bother with subtlety. Elara was hauled off the wagon and hoisted onto a looted banquet table, still sticky from the morning, her limbs pinned by the weight of eager hands. Orcs surrounded her, pressed in close, their bodies steaming from the fight, armor plates rattling against each other and against her skin. She was buried in their stink, their heat, their barely contained need to celebrate victory with the only prize they really valued.

They tore her tunic off in a single rip, exposing her breasts and belly, every inch stained with sweat and dried seed. The hands never stopped: pinching, slapping, kneading her ass, squeezing her tits until the blood rushed purple to the surface. She screamed, then laughed, then screamed again, the sounds indistinguishable from pleasure or terror or both.

Gnash was first, predictably—he never waited. He grabbed her hips and drove his cock home, knot already inflating, rutting with the violence of the hunt still in his eyes. At the same time, Barrow forced her mouth open and stuffed it full, choking her on the first thrust. Someone else, maybe one of the new recruits, jammed his fingers in her ass, working her open, prepping for the main event.

The world was chaos: bodies everywhere, cocks everywhere, tongues and teeth and groping fists. They fucked her in every direction, every orifice, switching off and passing her around as if she were a keg of ale. When her cunt overflowed, they turned her over and let it spill out before refilling her, competing to see who could flood her deepest. Every knot made her wail, every release sent her vision spinning.

They took her two, sometimes three at a time—one in each hole and a third rubbing off on her tits, spraying her face and hair with gouts of spunk. She was drenched, inside and out, a mess of fluids and bruises, a living altar for their conquest. She howled with every double knotting, every time her holes were stretched to the breaking point and then pumped full again. “Knot me! Breed every hole!” she shrieked, her voice gone raw, and the orcs howled back in a chorus of approval.

When the entire gang finally slowed, she could barely see. The world was a haze of faces and muscle and dripping green cocks. They ringed her, jerking themselves with filthy abandon, then finished as one—spraying her from scalp to toes, painting her in hot, stinking ropes until she was a glistening work of obscene art.

Elara sagged, beaten but euphoric. She’d never felt so completely destroyed, and so alive. She clutched her belly, feeling the seed slosh and churn, and grinned up at the sky. For a few glorious seconds, every orc in the tribe howled her name.

She was theirs, utterly, and they were hers.
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Night fell like a curtain. The encampment burned bright with torches and the gluttonous afterglow of the day’s conquests. Orcs slumped around the fires, belching, bickering, passing skins of ale and slabs of roasted meat. In the center, laid out like a banquet for gods, Elara sprawled across the pelts, legs wide, holes leaking, the sticky aftermath pooling beneath her in obscene puddles.

The last of the knots slowly deflated, orcs pulling free with satisfied, wet pops, patting her ass or her head in acknowledgment. She was painted with their triumph—seed in her hair, smeared across her breasts, smeared over her thighs and face and belly. Every movement ached, every inch of her body mapped by the teeth and tusks and calloused hands that had owned her.

She shuddered with the memory, then let it wash away. She was hollowed out, but not empty—every cavity brimming with proof of her usefulness, her value, her place. She licked drying spunk from her lips, savoring the tang, and curled into the warm side of Grimgor, who had already dozed off, snoring like a dying boar.

She pressed her ear to his chest, listening to the drum of his heart, and ran her fingers over her bloated belly. Something new, a tingle, a possibility, pulsed deep within her. Maybe tomorrow, maybe the day after, she’d find herself rounding out, heavy with the first litter. The thought made her smile, slow and secretive.

The rest of the tribe slept in a heap, arms draped, cocks flopped out, legs tangled in a mess of green and gray and pale human. Elara nestled among them, one hand gripping Grimgor’s tusk like a talisman, the other lazily caressing the bite marks along her inner thigh.

“You’ve claimed me completely, my warriors,” she whispered. Around her, several stirred, mumbled in approval. She felt their pride and their need, even in sleep. It filled her with a peace she’d never known before.

The moon rose high, lighting the clearing in silver and blue. The flames guttered, the embers glowed. In the hush between the carnage and the dawn, Elara drifted off, content, a goddess of filth, cradled in the arms of her monsters.

And tomorrow, she knew, they would do it all again.


WHORE TO THE ORC STAG PARTY




The grease-stained rag slides across the bar's scarred wood as Mira wipes down another ring of ale, her full breasts straining against the tight white blouse that clings to every curve. Her hips sway with practiced ease as she moves between the tables, the short black skirt riding high on her thick thighs. The Rusty Tankard reeks of stale beer and piss, but she's learned to love the stench—it's the smell of rough men with rougher appetites, and that's exactly what gets her cunt wet.

The tavern door explodes open with a crash that rattles the windows. Six massive orcs lumber through, their green skin glistening with sweat, muscles bulging beneath crude leather vests. Their leader, Brak, stands a head taller than the rest, his tusks gleaming yellow in the lamplight. His yellow eyes sweep the room like he owns it, and maybe for tonight, he does.

"Drinks for the groom!" one of the orcs bellows, his voice like grinding stone. The others roar in agreement, their laughter shaking the rafters as they claim the largest table in the center of the room. Mira's heart hammers against her ribs, but not from fear—from pure, undiluted want.

She's always been drawn to their kind. Where other women see monsters, she sees raw power, untamed strength that makes her pussy throb with need. The way they move, all barely controlled violence and primal hunger, sets her skin on fire. She's heard the stories about their cocks, about the knots that lock them deep inside their mates, and she's spent countless nights with her fingers buried in her cunt, imagining how it would feel to be stretched and filled by one of those massive shafts.

"Ale!" Brak's voice cuts through the tavern's din like a blade. "And bring the entertainment!"

Mira's hands tremble as she fills their tankards, the foaming liquid sloshing over the rims. She bends low as she serves them, letting her blouse gape open just enough to give them a glimpse of her heavy tits. Brak's eyes linger on her cleavage, his nostrils flaring as he catches her scent. She feels his hunger like a physical thing, and her nipples harden against the thin fabric.

The hired stripper emerges from the back room, all pale skin and nervous energy. She's pretty enough—lithe and blonde with small, perky breasts—but she lacks the fire that Mira knows these beasts crave. Still, the orcs cheer as she begins her dance, her hands sliding over her body with practiced grace.

The performance starts well enough. The girl gyrates against the table, her ass thrust high as she peels away her flimsy costume. The orcs howl their approval, their massive cocks already straining against their breeches. Mira watches from behind the bar, her own arousal building as she imagines herself in the stripper's place.

The blonde spreads her legs wide, her pink pussy glistening in the lamplight. The orcs surge forward, their hands pawing at her skin as they free their cocks. Mira's breath catches at the sight of them—thick as her wrist, veined and pulsing with need. But it's Brak's that makes her knees weak. His shaft is a monster, easily ten inches of throbbing green flesh topped with a swollen knot that's already beginning to inflate.

"Take it, whore!" one of the orcs snarls, grabbing the stripper's hips. She gasps as he pushes into her, her cunt stretched wide around his girth. The others crowd around, their cocks bobbing as they wait their turn.

For a moment, it looks like the night might go as planned. The stripper moans and writhes as the orcs take turns with her, their harsh grunts mixing with her cries. But then Brak steps forward, his massive cock jutting like a weapon.

"My turn," he rumbles, his voice thick with lust. The current orc pulls out with a wet pop, his cum already leaking from the girl's abused hole. Brak positions himself behind her, his knot pressing against her entrance.

"Wait," the stripper gasps, looking back at the size of him. "I don't think⁠—"

Brak doesn't wait. He drives forward, his knot stretching her cunt to its limits. The girl's scream pierces the air, raw and desperate. She claws at the table, her body convulsing as he tries to force his way deeper.

"Too big!" she shrieks, tears streaming down her face. "It's too fucking big!"

The other orcs laugh, but Brak's expression darkens. His knot swells larger, trapped halfway inside her. The stripper's sobs echo through the tavern as she struggles against his grip.

"Please," she begs, "I can't take it!"

With a snarl of frustration, Brak pulls back, his knot popping free with a obscene squelch. The stripper collapses, her legs giving out as she scrambles away from the table. Blood and cum leak from her gaping hole as she grabs her clothes and flees toward the door.

"Fucking useless cunt!" Brak roars, his cock still hard and throbbing. The other orcs echo his rage, their yellow eyes burning with unsatisfied lust.

A tankard explodes against the wall, followed by another. The orcs overturn tables, their massive fists smashing through wood like paper. The few other patrons flee as the tavern erupts in chaos.

"We paid for a fuck-filled night!" one of them bellows, his voice cracking with fury. "Not some sniveling bitch who can't take a proper knotting!"

Mira's pussy clenches at the word, her arousal spiking despite the destruction around her. She knows she could take them—all of them. She's fantasized about it countless times, her fingers working her cunt as she imagined being stretched and filled by their massive cocks. The thought of their knots locking inside her, of being bred like the slut she is, makes her dizzy with want.

The tavern owner cowers behind the bar, his face pale with terror. One wrong move and the orcs could tear the place apart. But Mira isn't afraid. She's never been more aroused in her life.

She sets down the rag and steps out from behind the bar, her hips swaying as she walks toward the chaos. The orcs pause in their destruction, their eyes locking onto her approaching form. Her heart pounds, but her voice is steady when she speaks.

"I'll take care of you boys."

The words hang in the air like a challenge. Mira reaches behind her back and unties her apron, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts rise and fall with each breath, straining against her blouse as she faces down six furious orcs with nothing but raw confidence and burning desire.
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Mira's heels click against the wooden floor as she strides into the center of the tavern, her hips swaying with deliberate seduction. The orcs freeze mid-rampage, their yellow eyes tracking her movement like predators watching prey. Broken glass crunches under her feet, but she doesn't flinch. If anything, the destruction around her only fuels her arousal.

Her tight blouse hugs every curve of her torso, the thin fabric barely containing her full breasts. The black skirt rides high on her thick thighs, revealing glimpses of the lacy stockings beneath. She's dressed like a whore, and she knows it. More importantly, she wants them to know it.

"You heard me," she says, her voice cutting through the sudden silence. "I can take your knots."

The words hang in the air like a dare. Six pairs of yellow eyes bore into her, their pupils dilated with a mixture of surprise and hunger. She can smell their musk from here—thick and animalistic, like sweat and testosterone made manifest. It makes her cunt clench with anticipation.

Brak steps forward, his massive frame casting a shadow over her. His cock still juts from his breeches, thick and veined, the knot at its base swollen with unreleased need. Precum glistens at the tip, and Mira's mouth waters at the sight.

"Bold words, wench," he rumbles, his voice like grinding stone. "But I just split that last cunt in half. What makes you think you can handle what she couldn't?"

Mira tilts her chin up, meeting his gaze without flinching. Her heart hammers against her ribs, but she forces her voice to remain steady. "Because I'm not some delicate flower. I'm built for this."

To emphasize her point, she runs her hands over her body, tracing the curves of her hips and the swell of her breasts. The orcs' breathing deepens, their cocks twitching with interest. She can feel their hunger like a physical thing, pressing against her skin.

"Prove it," Brak growls, his massive hand shooting out to grab her wrist. His grip is like iron, his claws pricking her skin just enough to remind her of the danger. But instead of fear, she feels a thrill of excitement race through her veins.

He yanks her forward, her body colliding with his chest. The impact drives the air from her lungs, but she doesn't resist as he lifts her onto the nearest table. The wood is still warm from the previous girl's body, sticky with her juices and the orcs' cum.

"Let's see what you're made of," he snarls, his claws finding the front of her blouse. The fabric tears like paper, splitting down the middle to reveal her heavy breasts. They bounce free, her nipples already hard and aching.

The other orcs roar their approval, pressing closer to get a better look. Mira's skin flushes under their scrutiny, but she doesn't cover herself. Instead, she arches her back, pushing her tits toward them like an offering.

"Fuck," one of them breathes, his voice thick with lust. "Look at those udders."

Another reaches out to cup her breast, his rough palm scraping against her sensitive skin. She gasps at the contact, her pussy clenching with need. His thumb finds her nipple, rolling it between his fingers until she moans.

"Eager little slut," Brak observes, his eyes glittering with amusement. "I like that."

He grabs the waistband of her skirt, his claws easily shredding the fabric. The garment falls away in tatters, leaving her in nothing but her lacy stockings and a thin pair of panties. The scrap of fabric is already soaked through, clinging to her swollen lips.

The orcs crowd around the table, their massive bodies forming a wall of green flesh and crude leather. Their musk fills her nostrils, thick and intoxicating. She can hear their heavy breathing, the wet sound of hands stroking cocks, the creak of leather as they position themselves for a better view.

"Six of us," Brak says, his voice a low rumble. "Think you can handle all six knots stretching that tight cunt?"

Mira's pussy throbs at the words, her arousal spiking to new heights. She's dreamed of this moment countless times, but the reality is more intense than any fantasy. The weight of their attention, the heat of their bodies, the musky scent of their arousal—it all combines to create a heady cocktail that makes her head spin.

"I can take whatever you give me," she breathes, her voice husky with desire. "All of it."

The butterflies in her stomach have transformed into something fiercer, a swirling mix of nervous excitement and primal hunger. She's never been with an orc before, but she's prepared herself for this moment. Hours spent stretching her cunt with increasingly large toys, training her body to accommodate the massive cocks she's always craved.

Brak's claws hook in her panties, and she feels the fabric give way with a soft tearing sound. The cool air hits her exposed pussy, making her gasp. She's completely naked now except for her stockings, spread out on the table like a feast for their consumption.

"Look at that," one of the orcs breathes, his voice thick with appreciation. "Already dripping wet."

It's true. Her arousal coats her inner thighs, the evidence of her desire glistening in the lamplight. She's never been more turned on in her life, her body primed and ready for what's to come.

Brak positions himself between her legs, his massive frame blocking out the light. His cock hovers inches from her entrance, the swollen knot already beginning to pulse with anticipation. The other orcs press closer, their own shafts bobbing in the air as they stroke themselves.

"Last chance to run," Brak warns, but his tone suggests he knows she won't take it. "Once I start, there's no going back."

Mira's heart pounds with a mixture of pride and primal desire. This is what she's always wanted—to be desired, to be needed, to prove that she can handle what others can't. The thought of being filled, stretched, bred by these magnificent beasts makes her dizzy with want.

"I'm not going anywhere," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the sound of her own racing pulse.

Brak's hands grip her thighs, his claws digging into her soft flesh just enough to leave marks. He spreads her legs wider, exposing her completely to his hungry gaze. Her cunt clenches reflexively, anticipating the stretch to come.

The tavern holds its breath, the only sound the heavy breathing of six aroused orcs and one very eager human. Mira's body trembles with anticipation, every nerve ending alive with sensation. She's never felt more alive, more desired, more ready to embrace her deepest, darkest fantasies.
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Brak's cock head presses against her wet entrance, the thick shaft already slick with precum. Mira feels her pussy lips stretch around him, her body instinctively preparing for the invasion. The sensation is overwhelming—he's bigger than anything she's ever taken, but her cunt is ready, slick with arousal and eager for the challenge.

"Fuck me, big guy," she purrs, her voice dripping with lust. She reaches down to spread her lips wider, giving him better access. "Show me what that monster cock can do."

The words seem to break whatever restraint he had left. Brak drives forward with a grunt, his massive shaft spearing into her willing cunt. Mira's back arches off the table, a cry of pleasure-pain ripping from her throat as he stretches her to her limits.

"Tight little slut," he growls, his hips snapping forward. "But you're taking it like a proper whore."

She is taking it—every thick inch of him sliding deeper into her hungry pussy. The burn of the stretch only adds to her arousal, her body adapting to accommodate his size. She's trained for this moment, spent countless nights preparing herself, and now all that preparation is paying off.

His knot bumps against her entrance, already swollen to the size of a fist. Mira's eyes roll back as she feels it pressing against her, demanding entry. This is what the other girl couldn't handle, what made her scream and flee. But Mira isn't going anywhere.

"Come on," she gasps, her hands gripping the edge of the table. "Give me that knot. I want to feel it."

Brak's eyes flash with something primal, and he thrusts harder, forcing his knot past her stretched lips. The sensation is indescribable—a burning fullness that makes her feel like she's being split in half, but in the best possible way. Her cunt clamps down around the swollen flesh, locking him inside her.

"Fuck yes," she moans, her body trembling with the intensity of it. "That's it, you beast. Fill me up."

The tavern echoes with her cries, raw and unashamed. The other orcs crowd closer, their cocks jutting from their breeches, hard and ready. She can smell their musk, feel the heat radiating from their bodies as they stroke themselves to the sight of her being knotted.

Brak's hips grind against her, his knot stretching her cunt to its absolute limit. She can feel every ridge and vein of his shaft, the way it pulses inside her. Her pussy grips him like a vice, milking him for every drop of precum that leaks from his tip.

"Take my seed, slut," he snarls, his voice thick with approaching climax. "I'm going to fill that womb with my cum."

His thrusts become erratic, desperate. Mira can feel his shaft swelling even larger inside her, preparing to release. The pressure builds to a crescendo, and then he's coming, his hot seed flooding her cunt in thick, rope-like spurts.

"Yes!" she screams, her body convulsing as the sensation triggers her own orgasm. "Breed me, you magnificent bastard!"

The feeling of his cum filling her is incredible—hot and thick, more than she's ever experienced. She can feel it sloshing inside her, coating her walls, marking her as his. Her womb feels heavy with his seed, exactly as nature intended.

But even as Brak's orgasm subsides, Mira's hunger isn't satisfied. The other orcs press closer, their cocks throbbing with need. She reaches out with both hands, her fingers wrapping around two thick shafts. They're hot and pulsing in her grip, slick with precum.

"Don't think I forgot about you," she pants, her voice husky with satisfaction. She begins to stroke them, her hands sliding up and down their lengths. "I promised to take care of all of you."

A third orc steps forward, his cock bobbing in front of her face. It's a beautiful specimen—thick and veined, with a prominent ridge running along the underside. The head is already leaking, a clear drop of precum hanging from the tip.

Without hesitation, Mira opens her mouth and takes him in. The taste is musky and masculine, with a hint of salt from his precum. She swirls her tongue around the head, eliciting a groan from the orc above her.

"Fuck, she's good," he breathes, his hands tangling in her hair. "Such a perfect little cock-sucker."

Mira hums around his shaft, the vibrations making him shudder. She bobs her head, taking more of him into her mouth while her hands continue to work the other two. The coordination is challenging, but she's never felt more alive, more in control.

This is what she was born for—to be the center of attention, to be desired and used and worshipped all at once. The emotional high is intoxicating, better than any drug. She's controlling the chaos, turning their rage into lust, their frustration into satisfaction.

The orc in her mouth starts to thrust, his hips moving in rhythm with her bobbing head. She relaxes her throat, allowing him to go deeper. The sensation of being filled at both ends while stroking two others is overwhelming in the best possible way.

Her pussy still grips Brak's knot, but she can feel it beginning to soften. The pressure is decreasing, though his cum continues to leak from around the seal. She knows he'll be able to pull out soon, making room for the next orc to take his turn.

"Look at her go," one of the orcs she's stroking groans. "Fucking insatiable."

He's right. She is insatiable, her body craving more even as it's being used. The power dynamic thrills her—these massive, powerful beings reduced to groaning, desperate creatures by her touch. She's the one in control, even as she's being filled and used.

The orc in her mouth starts to pulse, his shaft swelling as he approaches climax. Mira doubles her efforts, her tongue working overtime to bring him to the edge. She wants to taste him, to feel his cum sliding down her throat.

"Gonna cum," he warns, his voice strained. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum in that pretty mouth."

She hums encouragement, her eyes looking up at him with pure lust. The sight of her—lips stretched around his cock, eyes bright with desire—is apparently too much for him. He explodes with a roar, his seed flooding her mouth in thick, salty jets.

Mira swallows greedily, her throat working to take every drop. The taste is stronger than she expected, but she loves it. She continues to suck him through his orgasm, milking him for every last drop of cum.

Brak's knot finally softens enough for him to pull out, his shaft sliding free with a wet pop. Cum immediately begins to leak from her gaping cunt, running down her thighs and pooling on the table beneath her. The sight makes the remaining orcs groan with need.

"My turn," one of them growls, already positioning himself between her legs. His cock is every bit as impressive as Brak's, thick and veined with a knot that's already beginning to swell.

Mira releases the spent orc from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft. She grins up at him, her face flushed with satisfaction and barely contained lust.

"Come on then," she purrs, her voice rough from the face-fucking. "Show me what you've got."
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The second orc, a brute named Grot with scars crisscrossing his chest, positions himself between her spread thighs. His cock is a masterpiece of brutal efficiency—thick as her forearm and crowned with a knot that's already swelling with anticipation. Mira's cunt clenches reflexively, still gaping from Brak's assault, cum leaking steadily onto the table beneath her.

"Ready for round two, whore?" Grot growls, his yellow eyes burning with lust. He doesn't wait for an answer before driving forward, his shaft spearing into her cum-slicked channel.

The sensation is different this time—her pussy is looser, more accommodating after being stretched by Brak's massive knot. But Grot is no less impressive, his cock filling her completely as he hilts himself inside her willing cunt.

"Fuck yes," Mira gasps, her back arching off the table. "Give it to me hard, you beast."

Grot's hips snap forward with relentless precision, each thrust driving him deeper. His knot bumps against her entrance, demanding entry. Unlike the first time, there's no hesitation, no gradual stretching. Her body has learned to accommodate them, and she takes his knot with a throaty moan of satisfaction.

"Such a good little cock-sleeve," he snarls, his claws digging into her hips. "Made for taking orc knots."

The words send a thrill through her, validation of everything she's always believed about herself. She wasn't meant for gentle human lovers with their small, inadequate cocks. She was born for this—to be stretched and filled and used by creatures that could match her appetite.

Her hands find two more orcs, their shafts already hard and leaking. She strokes them with practiced ease, her fingers sliding over their ridged surfaces. The coordination is becoming second nature, her body adapting to handle multiple partners simultaneously.

"Give me more," she demands, her voice thick with lust. "I want to feel all of you."

A third orc steps forward, his cock bobbing in front of her face. This one is different—shorter but incredibly thick, with a bulbous head that gleams with precum. Mira opens her mouth eagerly, taking him between her lips with a satisfied moan.

The taste is becoming familiar now, that musky, masculine flavor that makes her pussy clench with need. She works her tongue around his head, eliciting groans of pleasure from above. Her throat relaxes, allowing him to push deeper as she bobs her head with increasing enthusiasm.

Grot's thrusts become more erratic, his knot swelling to full size inside her. She can feel every pulse of his shaft, the way it throbs as he approaches climax. The pressure builds until he's roaring his release, hot cum flooding her already-full womb.

"Take it all, slut," he snarls, his hips grinding against her as he empties himself. "Every fucking drop."

Mira's body convulses around him, her own orgasm triggered by the sensation of being filled. She screams around the cock in her mouth, the vibrations making the orc above her shudder with pleasure. Her cunt milks Grot's knot, drawing every drop of seed from his balls.

As his knot begins to soften, another orc takes his place. This one is younger, his movements more eager, less controlled. He drives into her with desperate hunger, his cock stretching her already-loosened cunt. The feeling is incredible—she's becoming more accommodating with each knotting, her body learning to take them faster and easier.

But it's Grot who changes the game. As his knot finally releases from her pussy, he doesn't step back. Instead, he moves around behind her, his hands gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide.

"Think you can handle both ends, whore?" he asks, his voice a low rumble. His cock, still hard despite just coming, presses against her tight asshole.

Mira's eyes widen with a mixture of excitement and apprehension. She's never been fucked in the ass by anyone, let alone an orc. But the thought of being filled in both holes simultaneously makes her pussy clench with need.

"Do it," she gasps, releasing the cock from her mouth momentarily. "Fuck my ass. I want to feel you stretch me open."

Grot doesn't need to be told twice. He spits on his cock, the crude lubrication the only preparation she'll get. The head of his shaft presses against her virgin asshole, the pressure building until her tight ring gives way.

The pain is immediate and intense, her ass burning as he forces his way inside. But underneath the pain is something else—a deep, primal satisfaction that makes her moan despite the discomfort. She's being claimed, marked, used in the most base way possible.

"Tight little ass," Grot groans, his hands gripping her hips as he works himself deeper. "Never been fucked here before, have you?"

Mira can only whimper in response, her body torn between the conflicting sensations. The orc in her pussy continues to thrust, his rhythm unaffected by the anal invasion. She's being stretched in ways she never imagined, filled more completely than she thought possible.

As Grot's knot finally presses against her asshole, Mira feels a wave of shame wash over her. What kind of woman lets herself be used like this? What kind of decent person enjoys being filled by monsters, revels in their crude treatment?

But the shame is quickly overwhelmed by pride. She's doing what the hired stripper couldn't—taking their knots, satisfying their needs, proving that she's stronger, better, more capable. The emotional weight of it all hits her hard, the realization that she's finally found her purpose.

"Look at her," one of the orcs breathes, his voice thick with admiration. "Taking it in both holes like a proper slut."

The words should hurt, should make her feel degraded. Instead, they make her pussy clench with arousal. She is a slut, and she's proud of it. She's their slut, built for their pleasure, designed to take whatever they can give.

Grot's knot finally breaches her asshole, locking him inside her tight passage. The sensation is overwhelming—she's knotted in both holes now, completely filled and claimed. Her body trembles with the intensity of it, stretched to her absolute limits.

"Fuck!" she screams, her voice raw with pleasure and pain. "I'm so full!"

The orcs cheer, their voices mixing with her cries. She can feel both cocks pulsing inside her, can sense their approaching climaxes. Her own orgasm builds, fueled by the incredible fullness and the knowledge that she's succeeding where others failed.

Her body shudders as the dual sensations overwhelm her. She's panting heavily, sweat beading on her skin, but she's never felt more alive. The shame is still there, lurking beneath the surface, but it's drowned out by the overwhelming pride in her abilities.

"More," she gasps, her voice barely a whisper. "I need more."

[image: ]


The orcs seem to sense that the night is reaching its peak. Brak, his massive cock already hardening again, pushes through the crowd with predatory intent. His yellow eyes lock onto Mira's sweat-slicked form, her body trembling as she's stretched between two other orcs.

"Move aside," he growls to the orc currently buried in her pussy. "The groom gets his due."

The younger orc pulls out reluctantly, his cock glistening with her juices and his own precum. Mira whimpers at the sudden emptiness, her cunt clenching around nothing. But Brak is already positioning himself, his shaft even more impressive than before, the knot already swelling with anticipation.

"Ready for the real thing, whore?" he asks, his voice thick with lust. "Time to show you what a proper breeding feels like."

Mira's heart races as she realizes what's about to happen. Grot is still locked in her ass, his knot keeping him firmly planted inside her tight passage. Now Brak wants to reclaim her pussy, to double-knot her in a way that will stretch her to her absolute limits.

"Yes," she breathes, her voice barely audible over the sound of her own rapid breathing. "I want both of you. I want to feel what it's like to be completely yours."

Brak positions himself carefully, his cock head pressing against her stretched entrance. Even loosened from multiple knotings, her cunt feels impossibly tight with Grot's shaft filling her ass. The pressure is incredible, the sensation of being about to be split in half both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Here we go," Brak murmurs, his hips pressing forward. "Take it all, you beautiful slut."

The penetration is unlike anything she's ever experienced. With Grot's knot locked in her ass, there's barely any room for Brak's massive shaft. Her pussy stretches to accommodate him, the thin wall between her holes compressed as both orcs claim her simultaneously.

"Fuck!" she screams, her back arching off the table. "Oh god, I'm so full!"

The sensation is overwhelming—pleasure and pain mixing into something transcendent. She can feel every ridge and vein of both cocks, the way they pulse and throb inside her. Her body is being pushed beyond its limits, but somehow she's taking it all.

Brak's knot bumps against her entrance, and for a moment she thinks it's impossible. There's no way she can take it, not with Grot already knotted in her ass. But her body has surprised her all night, adapting to challenges she never thought possible.

"Come on," she gasps, her hands gripping the edge of the table. "Give me that knot. I want to feel it."

Brak's eyes flash with something primal, and he drives forward with brutal force. His knot stretches her cunt to its absolute limit, the pressure so intense she sees stars. But then it's inside her, locking him in place alongside Grot's shaft.

The sensation is indescribable. She's completely filled, every inch of her stretched and claimed. She can feel both knots pulsing inside her, can sense the thin wall between her holes compressed between two massive shafts. Her body trembles with the intensity of it all.

"You're our breeding whore now," Brak snarls, his hips grinding against her. "Our personal cum dump."

The words send a shockwave through her system. She's never been called such names, never been treated like this, but instead of shame she feels only pride. She is their breeding whore, their slut, their perfect little fuck toy. And she's never been happier.

"Yes!" she cries, her voice raw with emotion. "I'm your breeding whore! Use me, fill me, make me yours!"

Grot's hips buck beneath her, his knot swelling even larger in her ass. "Gonna pump you full of cum," he groans. "Fill that ass with my seed."

"Do it," she begs, her pussy clenching around Brak's shaft. "Fill me up with your cum. I want to feel it."

A third orc steps forward, his cock bobbing in front of her face. She opens her mouth eagerly, taking him between her lips with desperate hunger. The taste is familiar now, that musky flavor that makes her pussy throb with need.

Her hands find two more orcs, their shafts hard and leaking in her grip. She strokes them with practiced ease, her body now a perfect instrument of pleasure. Every hole is filled, every limb occupied, her entire being focused on satisfying these magnificent beasts.

"Look at her go," one of the orcs breathes, his voice thick with admiration. "Taking all of us like she was born for it."

She was born for it. This is her purpose, her calling, her destiny. To be used and filled and worshipped by creatures that appreciate her for what she truly is. The realization hits her like a lightning bolt, sending waves of pleasure through her already-overstimulated body.

Both cocks inside her begin to pulse more urgently, their knots swelling to maximum size. She can feel them preparing to release, to flood her with their seed. The anticipation is almost too much to bear.

"Gonna cum," Brak warns, his voice strained. "Gonna fill that womb with my seed."

"Me too," Grot adds, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Your ass is gonna be swimming in cum."

The thought of being filled with their seed, of carrying their offspring, pushes her over the edge. Her orgasm builds from somewhere deep inside, a tsunami of pleasure that threatens to tear her apart.

"Fill me up!" she screams around the cock in her mouth. "Make me yours! Breed me like the whore I am!"

Both orcs explode simultaneously, their shafts pulsing as they pump hot cum into her willing holes. The sensation is incredible—streams of seed flooding her ass and pussy, marking her as theirs. She can feel it sloshing inside her, more cum than she's ever experienced.

Her own orgasm crashes over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as pleasure rips through every nerve ending. She screams around the cock in her mouth, her throat vibrating with the intensity of her release. Her cunt and ass clamp down on the knotted shafts, milking them for every drop of seed.

The orc in her mouth chooses that moment to release, his cum flooding her throat as she swallows desperately. The ones in her hands follow suit, their seed splattering across her breasts and face. She's covered in cum, filled with it, marked by it in every possible way.

Her body shudders through wave after wave of pleasure, her mind going blank with the intensity of it all. She's never felt so complete, so utterly satisfied. This is what she was meant for—to be their perfect little breeding slut, their cum-soaked whore.

"My womb," she gasps as the orgasm finally begins to subside. "It's so full. I can feel it."

And she can. The sensation of gallons of orc cum sloshing inside her, filling her to capacity, is unlike anything she's ever experienced. Her belly feels slightly distended, heavy with their seed.

As the pleasure finally crests and begins to ebb, Mira collapses onto the table, her body going limp. She's knotted in both holes, completely filled and utterly spent. But the satisfaction on her face is unmistakable—she's done it, proved herself, shown them what she's capable of.
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The pale light of dawn creeps through the tavern's grimy windows, casting long shadows across the destroyed interior. Broken furniture litters the floor, and the air hangs thick with the musk of sex and sweat. The orcs are finally beginning to stir, their massive forms slowly disentangling from Mira's exhausted body.

Brak is the first to pull free, his knot having finally softened enough to slip from her cum-soaked pussy. The release sends a fresh wave of their seed spilling onto the table, the sound obscenely wet in the morning quiet. Grot follows suit, his shaft sliding from her stretched asshole with a soft pop that makes her whimper.

Mira lies there panting, her body trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction. She's never felt so thoroughly used, so completely claimed. Every inch of her aches in the most delicious way, her holes tender and swollen from their relentless assault.

"Fuck," one of the orcs breathes, running a hand through his matted hair. "That was incredible."

"Best stag party ever," another adds, his voice thick with satisfaction. "The groom got properly seen off."

Brak grins, his tusks gleaming in the dawn light. His cock is finally beginning to soften, but the satisfaction in his yellow eyes is unmistakable. He reaches into his belt pouch and pulls out a heavy leather bag, the clink of coins audible even across the tavern.

"Here," he says, tossing the bag onto the bar with a solid thud. "For the whore."

The bag lands with enough force to make the wooden surface creak. Mira's eyes widen as she sees the size of it—there has to be more gold in there than she makes in a year. The other orcs follow suit, each contributing their own smaller pouches until the bar is littered with payment.

"Best fuck we've ever had," Brak rumbles, his voice filled with genuine appreciation. He approaches the table where Mira still lies, his massive hand coming to rest on her shoulder. "You've got a gift, wench. Don't waste it."

The praise sends a warm flush through her chest, validation that she's done something truly special. She's proven herself to creatures that could crush her without effort, earned their respect through her skill and dedication.

"You took our knots like you were born for it," Grot adds, his scarred face split by a rare smile. "Never seen anything like it."

The tavern owner emerges from behind the bar, his face a mask of stunned disbelief. He's witnessed the entire spectacle, seen his barmaid service six orcs with a skill that left even these experienced warriors satisfied. His eyes dart between the gold on the bar and Mira's cum-soaked form.

"I... I don't know what to say," he stammers, his voice barely above a whisper. "That was... extraordinary."

He approaches the table cautiously, as if afraid Mira might shatter at any moment. But when he sees the contentment on her face, the satisfied glow in her eyes, his expression shifts to one of amazement.

"You saved the tavern," he says, his voice gaining strength. "Those orcs could have torn this place apart, but you... you turned their rage into something else entirely."

Mira manages a weak smile, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Just doing my job."

"Your job just got a lot more lucrative," the owner replies, gesturing to the gold scattered across the bar. "And I'm giving you a raise. A substantial one. What you did tonight... that's worth more than any normal barmaid wage."

The orcs are gathering their belongings, preparing to leave. But before they go, each one stops by the table to offer their own words of praise. Some are crude, others surprisingly gentle, but all carry the same message—she's special, unique, a woman who can handle what others cannot.

As the last orc disappears through the tavern door, Mira finally allows herself to relax. Her body is a canvas of bruises and bite marks, her holes stretched and tender. Cum continues to leak from both her pussy and ass, creating a puddle beneath her on the table.

But it's the sensation in her womb that captures her attention. The weight of their seed inside her, the way her belly feels slightly distended from the sheer volume of cum they've pumped into her. She places a hand on her stomach, feeling the warmth radiating from within.

She's certain—absolutely certain—that she's pregnant. The orcs have bred her, filled her with their potent seed, and now she's carrying their offspring. The thought should terrify her, should make her panic about the implications. Instead, it fills her with a deep, primal satisfaction.

This is what she was meant for. Not just to service them, but to carry their children, to be their breeding stock. The shame she felt earlier is still there, lurking beneath the surface, but it's overwhelmed by pride and joy.

She's going to have orc babies. Half-breed children with their father's strength and her own resilience. The thought makes her pussy clench with renewed arousal, despite her exhaustion.

The tavern owner approaches with a damp cloth, offering to help her clean up. But Mira waves him away, not ready to wash away the evidence of what she's accomplished. She wants to feel their cum on her skin, inside her, marking her as theirs for as long as possible.

"I'll handle it," she says, her voice gaining strength. "Just... give me a moment."

She slides off the table slowly, her legs shaky but functional. The movement sends another wave of cum spilling from her holes, and she has to bite back a moan at the sensation. Every step is a reminder of what she's done, what she's become.

The bar owner retreats to count the gold, his face still wearing an expression of stunned amazement. Mira makes her way to the back room, where a basin of water waits. But instead of washing immediately, she takes a moment to study herself in the cracked mirror.

Her hair is a tangled mess, her face flushed and marked with dried cum. Her body bears the evidence of their use—bite marks, claw scratches, and the telltale swelling of her abused holes. But her eyes... her eyes shine with a satisfaction she's never felt before.

She's found her calling, her purpose. Not just as a barmaid serving ale to rough customers, but as something more primal, more essential. She's their breeding whore, their perfect little slut, and she's never been happier.

As she finally begins to clean herself, Mira can't help but smile. It's a secret, knowing smile that speaks of hidden depths and satisfied desires. She's already dreaming of the future—of the children she'll bear, of the nights yet to come when other orcs might visit the tavern.

The Rusty Tankard has just gained a new reputation, and Mira intends to live up to every whispered rumor. She's no longer just a barmaid—she's something far more valuable, far more desired.

And she couldn't be prouder of what she's become.


WHORING OUT TO THE ORC CARPENTER




The brass bell above the shop entrance gave a pathetic jingle, instantly swallowed by the heavy, resinous silence of the interior. Emma grunted, shifting the awkward weight of the two antique slat-back chairs in her arms. One leg dangled uselessly from the left chair, swinging like a broken limb with every step she took across the threshold.

Dust motes danced in the thick shafts of afternoon light cutting through the high windows, illuminating the air like suspended gold. The scent hit her instantly—a rich, intoxicating blend of shaved pine, bitter varnish, and something deeper, muskier. It smelled of raw effort and oiled leather.

She cleared her throat, the sound small in the cavernous space.

"Shop's open. Come in or get out, don't just stand there letting the draft in."

The voice rumbled from the back shadows, low and vibrating enough to rattle the tools hanging on the pegboard walls. Emma moved forward, navigating a maze of half-finished cabinetry and piles of fresh sawdust.

Brock stood at the main workbench.

He was massive. The stories in town hadn't done the carpenter justice. He stood with his back to her, a mountain of green skin and corded muscle that seemed to stretch the heavy leather apron to its breaking point. He leaned over a long plank of oak, driving a hand plane across the surface with rhythmic, terrifying grace. Shavings curled up from the wood like ribbons, falling to the floor in a soft heap.

Emma set the chairs down with a clatter. "I was told you could fix anything."

Brock stopped. The planing noise ceased, leaving a ringing silence. He straightened slowly, the vertebrae of his spine popping audibly, and turned.

Emma’s breath hitched. His jaw was square and heavy, framed by tusks that jutted past his upper lip, yellowed like old ivory. Small, dark eyes assessed her from beneath a heavy brow ridge, showing neither welcome nor annoyance, just a flat, predatory calculation. Sweat slicked his chest, making the green skin gleam under the workshop lights.

He wiped his hands on a rag tucked into his belt and lumbered toward her. The ground seemed to shake with his footfalls.

"People talk too much," Brock muttered. He stopped a foot away, towering over her, his shadow engulfing her completely. "What's the damage?"

Emma gestured to the chairs, her hand trembling slightly. She clasped her fingers together to hide it. "My grandmother’s. They... they took a fall during the move. One leg is snapped clean through, the other is splintered near the seat."

Brock crouched. The movement was surprisingly fluid for a creature of his bulk. He reached out, his hand engulfing the delicate wooden leg of the first chair. His fingers were thick as sausages, green and scarred, tipped with darkened nails, yet he manipulated the fractured wood with a delicacy that made Emma’s stomach flip.

He turned the chair over, inspecting the joinery. "Ash wood. Old. Dry." He ran a thumb over the splintered grain. "Glue won't hold this rot. Needs new dowels. Maybe a brace."

"Can you save them?"

He looked up. Up close, the musk of him was overwhelming—earthy and potent. "I can make them stronger than they were when they were new. Wood knows who masters it."

Emma felt heat crawl up her neck. The sheer, raw power rolling off him was suffocating. She imagined those hands capable of crushing stone, currently tracing the curve of the antique wood with almost reverent attention.

"How long?" she managed, her voice tighter than she intended.

Brock stood up, the leather of his apron creaking. He crossed his arms over a chest the width of a barrel. "Depends. I got a wardrobe to finish for the innkeeper. If I push that back..." He looked down at her, his gaze lingering on her flushed face. "Two hours. If you want it done right."

"Two hours is fine. I can pay whatever you ask."

"I'll name the price when the work is done." He turned back to his bench, dismissing her. "Don't come back early. I don't like being watched while I work."

Emma nodded quickly, though he wasn't looking. "Two hours. Okay."

She backed away, nearly tripping over a stack of lumber. The heavy gaze of the orc felt like a physical weight against her skin even though his back was turned. She pushed out into the cool afternoon air, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs.
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The two hours dragged like a jagged blade across Emma’s nerves. She spent the time pacing the cobbled streets, ignoring the window displays of the bakery and the milliner, her mind relentlessly drifting back to the scent of sawdust and raw, masculine musk. By the time the town clock struck the hour, she was already power-walking back to the edge of town, her purse clutched tight against her side.

The workshop looked darker now, the afternoon sun dipping low enough to cast long, stretching shadows against the wooden siding. She reached for the handle, expecting to find it locked or to hear the rhythmic scrape of a plane against oak.

She pushed the door open. It swung inward with a heavy creak, but the sound was instantly drowned out.

A high, sharp cry pierced the air—unmistakably feminine, unmistakably wrecked with pleasure.

Emma froze on the threshold. The dust motes dancing in the slanted light seemed to vibrate with the sheer volume of the moan that followed. Her eyes adjusted to the dim interior, bypassing the stacks of lumber to land dead center on the main workbench.

A woman sat on the edge of the heavy table—or rather, a creature half-woman, half-fox. Ruby. Everyone knew the local baker's daughter, with her russet fur, perky triangular ears, and the bushy tail that usually swished with sass. Now, that tail was thrashing wildly, knocking over jars of varnish as her claws dug into the shoulders of the green giant kneeling between her spread thighs.

Brock was devouring her. His massive head was buried deep in her crotch, his hands gripping her sleek, furred hips to hold her in place against the onslaught. The wet, sloppy sounds of his broad tongue lapping at her were loud enough to echo off the rafters.

Emma’s brain short-circuited. The shock morphed instantly into a hot, blinding flush of indignation.

"What the hell are you doing?!"

The scream tore from her throat, shrill and demanding.

Ruby yelped, scrambling back on the workbench, her ears flattening against her skull.

Brock didn't scramble. He roared, a guttural sound of interrupted fury, and spun around on his heels with terrifying speed. He rose to his full height in a single, fluid motion, turning to face the intruder.

He was naked from the waist down. And he was ready.

His erection was a monstrous thing, a thick, veins-corded slab of green meat that jutted out from his body like a weapon. As he swung around, the heavy momentum of his cock carried it forward in a wide, violent arc.

CRACK.

The sound was like a gunshot.

Brock’s rock-hard shaft slammed into the back of the nearest object—one of Emma’s antique chairs, meant to be drying. The impact was catastrophic. The newly repaired wood didn't just splinter; it snapped clean in two, the top half of the chair cartwheeling through the air to land in a pile of shavings.

Silence crashed down on the room, heavier than the noise had been.

Brock stood there, chest heaving, his tusked mouth wet with Ruby’s juices, glaring at Emma. Between his thick thighs, the destroyer of furniture twitched, bobbing with its own pulse, completely unharmed by the collision that had pulverized solid ash wood.

Emma stared. She should have been furious. She should have been terrified. But as her eyes traced the thick purple veins mapping that green battering ram, her horror evaporated, replaced by a sudden, scalding gush of liquid heat between her legs. Her panties soaked through in a heartbeat.

She trembled, her lips parting, unable to look away from the sheer, destructive size of him.
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Ruby didn't wait for an invitation to leave. With a flustered squeak, the fox-woman hopped off the workbench, snatching up her discarded tunic and clutching it to her chest as she scampered past Emma, her fluffy tail tucked firmly between her legs. The workshop door banged shut, cutting off the slice of afternoon light and plunging the room back into dusty, heated semi-darkness.

Emma didn't turn around. She couldn't. Her feet felt nailed to the floorboards, her gaze locked on the hulking green wall of muscle breathing heavily in front of her.

Brock stepped over the splintered remains of the ash wood chair. His heavy boots crunched on the debris—work that had taken him hours to perfect, now reduced to kindling by a single swing of his arousal. He didn't look sorry. He looked dangerous. He loomed over her, the air around him thick with the scent of pine shavings and aggressive, unwashed musk.

He leaned down, his shadow swallowing her whole. The massive vein on his bicep throbbed in time with the twitching monster between his legs.

"How are you going to fucking pay me for that priceless chair, little human?"

The absurdity of the question slammed into her almost as hard as his aggression. It was her chair. He had broken it. But the logic dissolved instantly under the weight of his glare. His golden eyes bore into hers, pupil-less and intense, daring her to argue, daring her to speak up for herself.

Emma’s knees buckled. It wasn't fear, not entirely. It was a dark, twisting knot of shame and desperate, blinding need. The sheer wrongness of being blamed, of being cornered by a creature who could snap her spine as easily as he’d snapped the furniture, sent a jolt of adrenaline straight to her groin.

She looked up at him, her breath hitching in her throat. Her eyes drifted down to the thick head of his cock, glistening with pre-cum, before snapping back to his tusked face.

"I..." Her voice failed, dry and brittle. She swallowed hard, the heat in her belly flaring into an inferno. "I'll do anything. Please."

Silence hung heavy in the air, broken only by the hum of the ventilation fan.

A wicked, slow grin split Brock’s face, revealing the yellowed points of his lower tusks. He rumbled low in his chest, a sound like distant thunder that vibrated through the floorboards and up her legs.

"Anything?"

He didn't wait for an answer. The giant sank down, his movements terrifyingly swift for someone so large. He hit his knees in front of her, the heavy leather of his apron creaking.

Emma gasped, instinctively trying to step back, but Brock’s hands shot out. He gripped the back of her thighs, his fingers so large they nearly met around her legs, thumb digging into her soft flesh. He yanked her forward, planting her feet wide.

"Stay," he growled against her stomach.

Rough hands grabbed the hem of her floral skirt. He didn't ask; he didn't tease. He jerked the fabric up to her waist in one violent motion, bunching it in his fists.

The cool air of the workshop hit her heated skin for a split second before Brock buried his face between her thighs.

"Oh god!"

Emma’s head fell back, her fingers scrabbling for purchase, finding only empty air before tangling frantically in the coarse, thick hair on top of his head.

He didn't kiss her. He assaulted her. His tongue was a broad, wet slab of muscle, rough as a cat’s and inexplicably hot. He smashed his face against her vulva, inhaling the scent of her arousal deeply before spearing that massive tongue straight into her.

It was an invasion. He licked upward with punishing force, his nose flattening against her clit, his jaw working powerfully. He groaned into her, the vibration buzzing against her sensitive flesh, amplifying the sensation until her vision blurred.

"Please, Brock, it’s too much—" she wailed, her hips involuntary bucking.

"Shut up and take it," he muffled against her wetness, gripping her ass cheeks to hold her still. "Tastes like you’ve been waiting for a real man to claim this."

He sucked hard on her clitoris, his tongue fluttering wildly. The sensation was electric, a raw wire touching an open nerve. Emma sobbed, her legs shaking so violently she would have collapsed if not for the iron grip of his hands anchoring her in place. Every lap of his tongue stripped away another layer of her civilization, leaving her feeling helpless, owned, and terrifyingly alive.

The pressure built rapidly, a dark tide rising inside her. Brock seemed to sense it. He picked up the pace, his growls becoming more feral, slobbering and devouring her like a starving animal at a trough.

"Cum for me, human," he snarled against her slit.

The command shattered her.

Her inner walls clamped down, spasms rocking through her body. A high, keening cry tore from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her, white-hot and blinding. She gripped his hair, pulling hard, riding the waves of pleasure that threw her against his face, drowning in the wet, masterful violence of his mouth.
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Emma had barely enough air in her lungs to whimper before Brock moved. The aftershocks of the orgasm still ravaged her nerves, leaving her limbs feeling like melted wax, but the orc granted her no quarter. He rose, a mountain of green muscle and heat, and hauled her up by her waist as if she were made of straw.

The workshop spun. The smell of sawdust, musk, and her own sex filled her nose as he marched her backward. Her hips collided with the solid edge of the heavy oak workbench.

"Face down," came the guttural command.

Rough hands shoved her shoulders. Emma bent forward, her cheek pressing against the gritty, unfinished surface of the wood. Splinters pricked at her skin, but the sensation was distant, muted by the overwhelming presence of the beast looming behind her. She listened to the heavy thud of his boots adjusting, the rustle of leather, and the wet slap of his arousal hitting his own thigh.

She looked back, eyes widening. The sheer scale of him was impossible. The head of his cock was a blunt, purple mushroom cap, glistening and weeping pre-cum, wider than her wrist. Below it, the shaft was a thick, vein-roped log of green flesh that pulsed with its own heartbeat.

Brock gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks, spreading her effortlessly. The cool air touched her exposed entrance for a heartbeat before the scorching heat of his tip pressed against her puckered ring.

" Brace yourself, human."

He didn't wait. He thrust hips forward with the force of a pile driver.

Emma screamed, a raw, torn sound that echoed off the high rafters. She felt him splitting her open, stretching her violently beyond any capacity she thought she possessed. The invasion was absolute. He filled every millimeter of space, ironing out her internal ridges, forcing her body to accommodate his monstrous dimensions.

He stopped with only the head buried inside, letting her adjust to the intrusion. Emma gasped for breath, tears pricking her eyes, her knuckles white as she gripped the edges of the workbench.

"Too big," she sobbed, though her hips involuntary twitched back, seeking more of the pressure. "Brock, it’s too big!"

"Silence." He gritted his teeth, sweat dripping from his brow onto her lower back. "You take what you owe me."

He pulled back an inch, then slammed forward again, sinking deeper. Then again. Each thrust claimed more territory, stretching her channel until she felt completely stuffed, fully occupied by the density of him.

"That’s it," he grunted, the vibration traveling straight into her spine. "Take every inch of superior orc meat, you pathetic little human whore."

The degradation hit her harder than the physical impact. The words twisted in her mind, bypassing logic and striking a dark, primal chord of submission. She wasn't Emma the antique collector anymore; she was a vessel, a sheath for this hulking creature. The shame ignited a fresh wave of lubrication, soaking his shaft and easing the friction of his brutal pace.

Brock sensed the change. He abandoned all restraint, finding a rhythm that shook the entire workbench. Tools rattled on the wall; loose nails danced on the tabletop near her face. He pounded into her mercilessly, his pelvis slapping against her buttocks with wet, sharp cracks.

"Your weak cunt was built for monsters to ruin," he snarled, staring down at where their bodies connected, mesmerizing by the sight of her pale flesh stretching taut around his green girth. "Look at you taking it. Begging for it."

Emma moaned brokenly, pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts with desperate need. The pain had dissolved into a blinding, overwhelming fullness. She was lost in the sheer mass of him, her mind blanking out everything but the sensation of being conquered.

"Please," she wailed, her voice cracking. "Brock, please!"

"I'm going to fill you," he roared, his grip on her hips tightening to bruising force. "I'm going to paint your insides."

His pace stuttered, his massive frame seizing up. He drove into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt, grinding his pubic bone against her ass. Emma cried out as he hit her cervix, pinning her deep.

Then the flood came.

Thick, hot ropes of semen erupted from him, jetting into her womb with the force of a firehose. It wasn't a trickle; it was a deluge. Emma felt her uterus expand, the heat spreading through her lower belly as he continued to pump load after load of potent orc seed into her.

She shuddered, head falling to the wood, drool pooling near her mouth as the pleasure overloaded her system. He held her there, pinned and quivering, refusing to pull out as he emptied every drop of his essence into her breathless, battered core. The excess fluid bubbled over, too much for her body to contain, leaking down her inner thighs and mingling with the sweat and juices already coating the base of his throbbing shaft.
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The silence in the workshop was heavy, broken only by Emma’s ragged breathing and the wet sound of Brock withdrawing his shaft. Cold air rushed against her stretched, gaping entrance, and a thick slurry of his seed rolled down her inner thighs to drip onto the sawdust-covered floor. She limp, muscles twitching, assuming the ordeal had ended, that the debt for the broken chair had been paid in full with the contents of her womb.

Brock grunted, a low, dissatisfied rumble that vibrated through the oak bench beneath her stomach.

Before Emma could summon the strength to push herself upright, massive calloused hands clamped around her waist. The world spun. With terrifying ease, Brock flipped her over onto her back like she weighed less than a bag of wood shavings. Her spine hit the hard wood, the breath leaving her lungs in a sharp wheeze.

She blinked up at him, vision swimming. The orc loomed above her, a mountain of green muscle and dominance. To her horror and dark fascination, the monstrous bludgeon between his legs remained terrifyingly erect. It bobbed with his heartbeat, slick with her juices and his own spent fluids, yet showing no sign of softening.

He grabbed her ankles, shoving her knees ruthlessly toward her shoulders, exposing her completely. The sticky white evidence of his previous use coated her vulva, mixing with the smeared pre-cum leaking from his tip as he leaned forward.

"Please," Emma whispered, her voice a wrecked croak. "I can't... I'm full."

"Filled, maybe. But not finished." Brock’s eyes burned with a predatory hunger as he lined himself up, bypassing her battered pussy and pressing the broad, mushroom-shaped head against the tight, trembling pucker of her distinct rosebud. "Time to claim the last hole, breeding bitch."

Emma’s eyes widened, her hands scrabbling uselessly against the workbench surface. "No, that’s not⁠—"

He didn't wait for permission. He pushed.

A cry tore from her throat, sharp and agonizing, as the massive circumference of his glans forced entry into a channel never designed for such intrusion. It felt like being split apart by a wedge of burning iron. Brock gritted his tusks, veins bulging on his forehead as he worked against the desperate resistance of her sphincter. He didn't rush this; he sank into her with a slow, grinding inevitability, letting her tight ring stretch to the point of tearing before sliding the head past the muscle.

"Relax," he snarled, sweat dripping from his nose onto her heaving chest. "Take it."

With a sudden pop, the head breached the gate. Emma threw her head back, spine arching off the wood, mouth open in a silent scream. He was inside. The intrusion was total, a heavy, invasive fullness that dwarfed what she had felt in her vagina.

"That's a good girl." Brock adjusted his grip, holding her hips pinned to the table to prevent her from squirming away. He drove forward, burying the shaft inch by agonizing inch. "Swallow it. Swallow every bit of it."

He bottomed out, his coarse pubic hair mashing against her wet perineum. Emma felt impaled, the sheer length of him rearranging her insides, pressing uncomfortably against her stomach. Tears streamed down her temples, mingling with the sweat and grime.

Brock held still for a heartbeat, letting the shock wave settle, before he began to move.

He pulled back almost all the way out, the friction burning, then slammed back in with a wet, heavy thud.

"Ah!" Emma gasped, the pain abruptly spiking into a confusing, blinding flash of pleasure as he hit a bundle of nerves deep inside her.

"Tight," Brock groaned, his voice jagged. He picked up the rhythm, his hips snapping forward with piston-like force. "Nothing grips like a tight human shithole."

He pumped her with long, punishing strokes. With every impact, his heavy balls slapped wetly against her cum-soaked pussy, the sound echoing obscenely in the quiet workshop. The vibration traveled through her entire skeleton, shaking her teeth, rattling the breath in her lungs. The sensation of fullness was overwhelming, a constant stretch that bordered on torture but lit up her nervous system like a wildfire.

"Gonna fill this tight human shithole until you can’t walk straight," Brock growled, watching the way her body convulsed around his meat. He didn't close his eyes; he wanted to see her undoing. "Gonna turn you into my personal cum-dump."

The dirty words acted as a catalyst. The humiliation of being used so thoroughly, of being reduced to a set of holes for his pleasure, twisted inside Emma’s mind and ignited a dark, shameful heat. The friction against the thin wall separating her rectum and vagina created a dual stimulation she hadn't anticipated. Every thrust massaged her from the inside out.

"Brock," she sobbed, the protest dying on her lips, replaced by a needy whine. Her fingers curled, nails digging into the oak.

"Yeah? You like that?" He reached down, one hand grasping her throat lightly, pinning her head back while his hips continued their brutal assault. "Tell me you like taking my cock up your ass, little whore."

"I like it," she cried out, the admission shattering her last shred of dignity. "I like it! Please!"

"Beg for the fill." He hammered into her, harder now, the pace frantic. "Beg for the seed."

"Fill me! Fill my ass! Please, Brock!"

Her body seized. The intensity of the anal stretching combined with the psychological ruin sent her spiraling over the edge. A shattering orgasm ripped through her, far more intense than the first. Her vaginal walls clamped down on empty air, squirt and leftover semen spurting out to mix with the mess on her thighs, while her anal sphincter pulsed violently around his intruding shaft.

The tightness of her climax snapped Brock’s control.

He roared, a primal sound that shook the dust from the rafters. He drove into her one final, bone-jarring time, burying himself to the hilt and holding there, muscles locked rigid.

Emma felt the eruption deep in her bowels.

Thick, scalding jets of orc semen shot into her rectum, filling the cavity with terrifying speed. It was hot—hotter than before—and the volume was staggering. She felt her gut distend, the heavy fluid pumping into her, claiming the space, turning her insides into a sloshing reservoir of his essence.

"Take it all!" he bellowed, his hips grinding against her buttocks as he milked the last drops from his balls. "Every drop belongs to you."

He kept her pinned as the aftershocks rolled through him, ensuring she absorbed the full load. The pressure in her backside was immense, a heavy, bloated feeling that promised a humiliating aftermath.

Finally, he exhaled, a long hiss of breath, and slumped forward slightly, his weight pinning her to the bench. Emma lay beneath him, chest heaving, legs splayed and trembling, utterly broken and remade in the span of an afternoon. The mixture of sweat, musk, and sex hung thick in the air, the scent of her complete surrender.

"Good check," Brock muttered against her neck, his voice rough with satisfaction. "But the payment isn't finished yet."
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Brock groaned, a low, guttural rumble that vibrated through Emma’s chest as he withdrew from her abused backside with a wet, popping squelch. The sudden absence of him left a gaping, burning void that throbbed in time with her racing heart. A slurry of white fluid and arousal leaked immediately from her stretched sphincter, sliding down the back of her thighs to mingle with the mess already coating her legs.

Emma collapsed sideways on the workbench, her lungs burning, fingernails scraping weakly against the oak surface. The world spun. Sunlight filtered through the dusty windows, illuminating the floating motes of sawdust and the raw, carnal aftermath of what he’d just done to her.

She had to leave. The thought was a frantic, terrified bird fluttering in the back of her mind. This was insanity. She was a respectable woman who came for chair repairs, not to be broken and filled like livestock by a towering green monster.

"I..." Emma choked out, her voice a ruin of its former self. She rolled off the bench, her bare feet hitting the sawdust-covered floor. Or rather, they tried to. The moment her weight settled on her legs, her knees buckled completely. "I have to go."

She scrambled for purchase on the edge of the workbench, knuckles white, her skirt bunched around her waist, revealing the devastating evidence of his use.

A shadow fell over her.

"Go?"

The deep, mocking baritone hit her like a physical weight. Brock didn't move to stop her—he didn't have to. He just stood there, massive arms crossed over his heaving chest, his erection still glistening, enraged and bobbing in the cool air, seemingly ready for a third round without a second of rest.

"Please," she whispered, though her traitorous hips were already swaying, instinctively seeking the heat radiating from him. "I can’t... I can’t take anymore."

Brock laughed. The sound was harsh, sharp, and utterly devoid of mercy.

"You human bitches always say that right before you beg for the knot," he rumbled.

Before Emma could take a single step toward the door, Brock moved with terrifying speed. One massive green arm swept out, hooking around her waist and hauling her off the floor as if she weighed less than the slats of wood he worked with.

Emma shrieked, the ground disappearing from beneath her feet. "Brock! Put me down!"

"I’m putting you right where you belong," he snarled.

He shifted his grip, thick hands locking under her knees, forcing her legs wide apart in the air. He didn't bother pressing her against a wall for support; his strength was absolute, his stance wide and rooted like an ancient tree. He lifted her high, lining her shaking, wet pussy up with the blunt head of his shaft, and then simply let gravity do the work.

He dropped her.

Emma screamed as she fell onto him.

The impact was brutal. His cock, thick and unyielding, skewered her vaginal canal, forcing its way past her swollen lips and slamming deep into her cervix with a violence that knocked the wind out of her. She felt him fill every frantic, twitching inch of her, stretching her wider than before, the sheer girth of him threatening to split her open.

"There," Brock grunted, his face buried in her neck, inhaling the scent of her fear and arousal. "Fits like a sheath."

He began to move, not with the slow, deliberate strokes of the workbench, but with animalistic ferocity. He bounced her. His powerful arms pistoned her body up and down on his shaft, using her own weight as a weapon against her.

Splats. Slap. Thud.

The sounds echoed through the high ceiling of the workshop. Every time she came down, his pubic bone crashed against her buttocks and thighs, bruising the soft flesh, sending shockwaves of intense, stinging pleasure straight to her core. Emma clung to his shoulders, her fingers digging into the steely muscles of his traps, head thrown back as a keen of pure delirium tore from her throat.

"That’s it," Brock roared, looking up to watch her face contort. He marched forward, carrying her impaled form around the workshop, each heavy step he took driving his cock deeper, angling it to hit spots she didn't even know existed. "Bounce on it, slut. Take every inch of superior orc meat."

"It’s too deep!" she cried, though she clamped her legs tighter around his waist, locking her ankles behind his massive back to pull herself down harder. "Brock, it’s hitting my womb!"

"Good!" he bellowed, halting in the center of the room and increasing the pace, snapping his hips upward to meet her descending weight. "That’s exactly where I’m aiming. Your weak cunt was built for monsters to ruin, remember?"

The degradation didn't make her shrink away; it shattered the last of her civilized defenses. The raw truth of his words bypassed her logic and hot-wired her nervous system. She was made for this. The fullness, the pain, the dominating power holding her suspended in the air—it felt terrifyingly right.

Brock’s grip on her thighs tightened, his claws digging in just enough to mark her. "You’re mine now, you worthless human slut—gonna swell with my half-orc bastards whether you like it or not!"

The breeding threat pushed her over the edge. The mental image of her belly distending with his green-skinned spawn, of belonging to him so thoroughly that her body changed to accommodate his legacy, hit her like a lightning bolt.

"Yes!" she sobbed, losing her mind in the friction. "Breed me! Make me yours!"

"I’m already doing it!"

Brock roared, his entire massive frame tensing. He slammed her down one last, devastating time and held her there, grinding his hips upward, fusing them together.

Emma felt the surge before she heard his groan. Hot, heavy ropes of potent orc seed erupted from him, firing straight through her cervix like a high-pressure hose. It wasn't a trickle; it was a flood, a deluge designed to ensure conception, aimed directly at her womb.

The sensation of being claimed, of that thick, scorching fluid filling her deepest chamber, triggered a violent reaction.

"Oh god, oh god!" Emma screamed, her eyes rolling back in her head.

Her body convulsed. Her pussy clamped down on his throbbing shaft, milking him desperately, and then she squirted. A clear, powerful jet of fluid burst from her urethra, soaking Brock’s chest, splashing over his leather apron, and raining down onto the sawdust-covered floor in a steady stream.

She shook uncontrollably in his arms, her orgasm rolling through her in endless, crushing waves, her mind dissolving into white static. She wasn't Emma anymore. She wasn't a customer. She was just a vessel, a warm, wet place for the orc to empty himself, and the realization brought a peace she had never known.

Brock panted heavily, his guttural breaths hot against her ear, keeping her impaled even as her legs went limp and dangled uselessly. He didn't pull out. He stayed buried inside her, twitching as he pumped the last of his load into her, ensuring not a single drop was wasted.

"Owned," he muttered, the word a heavy stamp of finality on her soul. "Body and soul."


THANKS FOR READING




I hope you enjoyed the stories in this collection. I really enjoyed writing them!

Find me on Substack @goodheadbooks, where you can enjoy free stories and even help me decide what to write next!

All my love,

Sara xxx
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