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Chapter 1

It always started with the stench—like all real sin, a reek you could never truly scrub from your skin. The abbey’s infirmary, with its sandstone vaults and flagstone floors, kept in the cold and every bodily secret. The sisters liked to pretend the air was medicinal: marjoram and hot tallow, sage rubbed against copper pans. But the truth was it all barely masked the persistent rot of old wounds, slow pus, and unclean men. In the cot nearest the furnace, that morning, the stink belonged to a monster.

Not the monster of myth, the marauder with a skull-helmet and a banner sewn from human faces. Just a body, huge and breathing, arms lashed with half-dried gore and green skin stitched together with blackened thread, like old leather patches on a winter coat. He slept naked, at first, until they’d found even the thickest abbatial blanket did nothing to preserve decency—his cock always emerged, swollen and alien, the tip like a fist blushing dark at the end of a pale, veiny log.

I hated how I stared at it.

My hands shook as I peeled away the poultices. The skin beneath was already trying to heal, the angry seam of the wound knitting over with fibrous, near-black tissue. I remembered the treatise, third shelf, Compendium of Wounded Races, 2nd Edition: Orcs in war-madness required the frequent emptying of their seed. Failure to do so delayed the closing of battle-cuts, sometimes inducing further delirium.

But the sisters wouldn’t touch him. Even the abbess, who spat at temptation the way some women spit at dogs, would only peer at his groin with a frown and instruct me—me, a novitiate barely dry from last year’s baptism—to tend to his “manly needs” as if the phrase could mean anything but what it did.

The sheet was almost a courtesy. Already, his morning erection battered at it, a head-shaped dome tenting the cheap linen, leaving a stain where the tip wept. The veins in the shaft bulged like ropes beneath the thin barrier, every pulse of his heart an argument with the fabric.

I closed my eyes, just for a moment. My thumb found the string holding the sheet and, with a practiced tug, loosened it. The air hit him, the cock bobbing with a throaty shudder, precum beading at the slit and rolling down like sap from a tree. The smell was immediate and carnivorous. Some desperate part of my brain wanted to gag.

The rest wanted to taste.

I sat on the edge of the cot, close enough that my knees pressed against the orc’s hip, the unyielding muscle beneath flexing in some sleep-deep tension. The cock rose, angry and unashamed, the head glossy and almost black in the morning light.

I had learned, early, that lips work better than fingers. A hand, even my small one, barely made it around the root. My mouth, though—I’d been trained since girlhood to receive the bitter body of Christ every Sunday, to hold and not bite, to swallow without question.

I touched my lips to the tip, already slick. It was hot and the taste, at first, nothing like food or drink or even the coppery iron of blood. It was saltier, animal, as if the beast’s entire nature had condensed into this single, muscled tube. The first pearl of fluid stuck to my tongue; I pressed my mouth further, engulfing the head, letting it fill my cheeks like a hard, sour plum.

I drew a breath through my nose and worked my tongue in slow, wet circles, hollowing my cheeks and coaxing out the next gout of milky, half-formed semen. It surprised me, how easily I could hold it, how the warmth filled my mouth, pooling thick on the back of my tongue until I had no choice but to swallow, hot shame rising from my neck to my scalp.

The orc groaned, the sound dragging through his chest like stones in a riverbed. His hands, bandaged and huge, twitched at his sides. I had always finished before he woke; it was the only rule I set for myself. But today I lingered, squeezing the shaft just under the head, milking the salty, pearly ooze as it welled up from his core.

I watched it drool from his slit, a thread stretching to my tongue, and I lapped it up, hungry for the next taste and the next. I bobbed my head, deeper now, until the tip choked me and tears prickled at the corners of my eyes. I heard myself whimper, an animal sound, and the orc stirred—this time his hands closed over the sheet, and then, suddenly, on the back of my neck.

He didn’t squeeze, not yet. Just held me there, the cock pressed into my mouth, and I felt the wild, stuttering pulse as he began to wake. I forced myself to keep going, desperate to finish before his mind surfaced.

The cock throbbed. He growled, this time from the gut. His grip tightened, fingers like vices on my scalp, and the first true load burst down my throat—a torrent, salty and thick, stinging my nose and pouring across my tongue until I coughed, sputtering it out across the shaft and my lips.

I gasped for breath, felt his spunk drip from my chin, smeared my sleeve across my mouth and went back down, swallowing the last of it as his cock softened, still enormous and twitching.

That was when his eyes opened—yellow, slitted, staring right into mine. He didn’t speak, not yet. Just bared his teeth, animal smile, and tugged me closer, the tip of his cock still smeared against my lower lip. His breath, when he exhaled, was heavy with garlic and old blood.

“Morning, Sister,” he rumbled, voice like broken granite. His hand stroked the back of my head, almost tender. “Do they all taste like you?”

I yanked free, face hot, ears ringing. “You’re healed,” I hissed, not trusting myself to look him in the eye.

He grinned wider, showing rows of uneven, razor teeth. “Maybe. Maybe need more medicine.”

The cock, despite itself, already began to stir again. The bandages around his abdomen strained as he rolled to his side, still naked, sheets tangled around his thighs. I scrambled to clean up, fingers trembling as I tucked away the tools and fumbled for the jar of ointment.

“Come back soon,” he said, softer now. I pretended not to hear, fled to the dispensary, and vomited into the waste-bin, the taste of him clinging to the back of my throat, refusing to fade.

I thought about the next day’s work, about what other rules I might have to break, and my body—without waiting for orders—ached with anticipation.



I swore I would never return. The taste of his filth had burned my throat all day, lingered through mass and mealtimes, crept back in every time my tongue brushed my teeth or my thoughts drifted loose. Still, by the next dawn, I found myself at the threshold of the infirmary, cold in my habit, fingers clamped around the key as if it would shatter from the pressure.

Inside, the orc—Grom, his name turned up on the abbess’s lips in a snarl of disgust—lay sprawled where I had left him, limbs splayed and sheets kicked off the bed. A nighttime emission had smeared his groin and thigh with a crusted mess, a sharp ammoniac stink fighting the usual herbal air. I stepped closer, my shadow looming over his chest, and watched the rise and fall of his monstrous barrel of ribs. He slept deeper than any human I’d tended; I liked to think it was my healing that did it, not my mouth.

But I was wrong. His eyelids fluttered as I wiped away the dried bandages, his cock swelling against the sheet with every pass of my hand. His eyes flickered open and found me—yellow, slitted, hungry as ever.

“Morning,” he growled. He sat up, almost knocking me back onto the tile. “You came. Thought maybe you’d decide against.”

“I’m here to check your wounds,” I said, aiming for dignity. “And to keep you from soiling the bedding again.”

His smile split his face, all jaw and wolf’s teeth. “Liar,” he rumbled. “You want it as bad as I do.”

He wasn’t wrong. I hated that he wasn’t wrong. My body remembered every inch of him, every pulse and flavor, and even the shame had started to feel good in the raw light of morning.

His arms moved clumsily, muscles still tight from healing, but he managed to catch my wrist as I changed his bandages. He squeezed, gentle but unyielding. “Let me thank you, Sister,” he said, voice lower, softer, like he was sharing some childhood secret.

It wasn’t a request.

The cot was so wide to fit his frame, it felt like climbing onto a mount. I perched on the edge, trying to keep my thighs pressed primly together, but his hand was already on my knee, pulling me toward the heat and the salt and the inevitable.

I straddled him, skirt rucked up around my waist, and stared at his cock. Even half-awake, it was a monster—thicker than my wrist, knotted at the base with a flare like the head of a mallet. I felt my face flush, heat surging up from somewhere deeper than my belly.

His fingers fumbled under my shift, found the soaked cotton of my drawers, and ripped them open with a single, practiced tear. I gasped, more from the power of it than from fear, and he just grinned, running the thick pad of his thumb up the inside of my thigh.

“Don’t worry,” he said, voice honeyed now. “I’ll be gentle.”

He wasn’t.

The tip pressed at my entrance, the heat of him almost scalding. I remembered my vow, my oath to heal, to bear pain for others, but this was different: a pain I wanted, needed, a hollow ache that wouldn’t be filled until he forced his way in. I lowered myself, inch by brutal inch, feeling the stretch of my body around the unnatural girth.

The first push made me whimper—he was too thick, too rough, and the dry catch at the start made me shiver. He held my hips, guiding me down, the entire length of him pulsing and alive. I could feel every vein, every ridge, as he buried himself inside. The knot at the base pressed against me, refusing to enter, a swollen barrier that throbbed with its own heart.

“Hard part’s over,” he whispered, nuzzling at my neck. “Now the fun.”

He began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm that drove him deeper with each thrust. My knees went weak, my spine arched, and I clawed at his chest to keep from collapsing onto him altogether. His cock filled me, split me, stretched me so wide I thought I would break, but each time the pain threatened to drown me, the heat behind it would boil over into something fierce, almost holy.

I rode him, hips rising and falling in time with his grunts, my body a blur of sweat and salt and need. The knot battered at my entrance, desperate to force its way in, and each time I braced myself for the stretch, certain I couldn’t take it, certain this was the limit.

But I wanted it. I wanted the breaking.

He grabbed my hips and slammed me down, all the way, and the knot slipped inside—a pop like dislocating a joint, a flare of agony that melted, instantly, into blinding pleasure. I screamed, unable to hide it, the sound bouncing off the stone and echoing in the corridor. His cock swelled, locked deep inside, and the knot pinned me in place. I tried to pull up, but he wouldn’t let go, and the pressure only built and built.

His balls—so heavy, so swollen—bounced against me, and I felt them contract. The first pulse of cum was a tidal wave, flooding my insides with a heat that bordered on scalding. It didn’t stop. Each spasm sent another jet, another gush, my belly filling with the thick, pearly slime. I pressed my palm to my abdomen and felt it slosh inside, the skin stretching, my womb swelling as if with child.

I orgasmed, shamefully convulsing around his shaft, muscles clamping down and milking him for more. I had never felt so full, so owned, and the humiliation of it drove me over the edge again and again until I couldn’t tell where I ended and the orc began.

His arms wrapped around me, holding me tight, and he whispered, “Good girl. Good healer.”

The knot kept us locked together, every throb sending another ripple of pleasure, another gush of seed. Minutes passed like that, both of us panting, the cot creaking beneath our weight. I clung to him, nails digging into his back, afraid I’d float away if I let go.

Eventually, the knot deflated, a slow, dragging slide that left me gaping and empty, leaking onto his thigh and the ruined sheet. I collapsed onto his chest, drool pooling at the corner of my mouth, eyes rolled back in utter defeat.

He stroked my hair, surprisingly gentle. “Told you I’d thank you.”

I tried to laugh, but only managed a broken moan. I could still feel him inside, a ghostly presence, his cum dripping out with every slow pulse of my body.

“I’ll come back tonight,” I whispered, not trusting myself to mean it.

He just smiled, feral and satisfied. “I’ll wait.”

I limped away from the cot, the ache between my legs sweet and raw, the taste of him lingering in my mouth. I wondered, as I cleaned up and patched the sheets, what the others would say if they saw me now—sagging, used, belly distended and leaking, face red with shame and something darker.

It didn’t matter. I belonged to him now.

I belonged to the hunger.


Chapter 2

Freedom, the abbess had said, was a privilege, not a right. I liked to think she spoke in riddles for her own amusement, the way a cat might flick its tail at a mouse before crushing it underfoot. Either way, when Grom first lurched upright—still bandaged, still oozing in places, but grinning that feral orc’s smile—I didn’t wait for anyone’s permission to take him into the garden.

He staggered like a drunkard, at first, clumsy in the tight cloisters. The sisters shrank against the walls as we passed, noses wrinkling, eyes darting away. But out here, in the green sprawl between the abbey’s walls and the woods beyond, the air itself seemed to crave his stink. Roses arched overhead, trellised against the stone in sprays of scarlet and blush. Bees flitted from herb to herb, their bodies fat and greedy. I pretended not to notice how his skin, now a sickly olive, set off the blood-red blooms, or how the crows eyed him from the branches, as if they recognized one of their own.

I led him to the grove at the far end, behind the gardener’s shed. It was a nothing place, a wedge of clover and wild mint bordered by yew hedges. Nobody came here, not even the braver children who snuck out for trysts or smoke-leaves. Here, the air hung heavy with crushed grass and loam, and the sun—so rare in spring—dripped through the foliage in thick, gold streaks.

I was soaked before he even touched me.

The ache in my belly, left behind by the morning’s violation, had only fermented and thickened through the hours. It should have hurt, that overfull, gaping soreness, the dull cramps that made me wince with every kneel and rise. But pain had become pleasure’s negative; my cunt ached, yes, but with want, with a grotesque nostalgia for the thing that had just ruined it.

“Why here?” he asked, his voice barely above a rumble. He towered over the privet, dark against the sunlight, hands dangling heavy at his sides. His cock was already stirring, only half hidden by the bandage at his groin, as if it knew what the afternoon was for.

“Because it’s quiet,” I said. My tongue felt thick in my mouth. I had not spoken all day, had wanted to keep the taste of him as long as possible.

He looked at me, and I saw that he knew. Maybe he’d known from the first time I changed his dressings, that day I’d left the bowl of warm water to cool at the foot of his bed so I could stare at his wound, at the monstrous erection that even pain could not diminish. Maybe he saw right through me, the way old men see through whores in the market—knowing exactly what they cost, and how little they mind being bought.

“Don’t you want me?” I said, and the words surprised me, childish and needy. I swallowed, let them linger. “You said you’d wait.”

He grunted, a sound halfway between laughter and a snarl. “I wait. You come to me anyway.”

He was right. I couldn’t have stayed away if I tried.

The grass was cool under my knees, sweet and soft, dew still clinging in the shaded spots. I knelt, awkward in the rough habit, the skirt already sticking to my thighs. I turned away from him, hands shaking as I gathered the hem and wrenched it up over my hips. The cotton drawers were ruined, torn from this morning’s rut; I’d left them off all day, a secret no one else could see. Now I stripped off the shift, bared my ass and cunt to the afternoon, and waited.

The air on my skin was electric. Every inch of me tingled, every pore begging to be touched, to be bitten or bruised or simply filled. I arched my back, the way I’d seen the abbess do when she bent to weed the row of sage, pushing my hips up, spreading my knees as wide as the habit allowed. The wind caught my ass, my thighs, made goosebumps chase up and down my calves.

I could hear him behind me. His feet, heavy as hooves, crushed the grass. The first touch was almost gentle—a finger, thick and callused, tracing the seam between my buttocks, pausing at the stretched, swollen lips of my cunt. The morning’s load still leaked out, sticky and milky, pooling in the creases. He smeared it with his thumb, spreading it up and around, making me whimper.

“You like this,” he said. Not a question.

I nodded, face pressed into my crossed arms.

He pulled my cheeks apart, exposing everything, and the shame of it made me gasp. I was slick and red, the folds inside hot and bright as an open wound. He bent down, brought his face to the seam, and sniffed. I heard him shudder, like a dog with a bone.

I braced for pain, for another monstrous entry, but instead he only licked—a long, deliberate swipe from cunt to asshole, the roughness of his tongue scraping my nerves raw. He did it again, and again, until I was trembling, leaking onto his face, lost to the world.

“Say it,” he said, his breath searing against my skin.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please fuck me. Please.”

He stood up, and I could feel his cock slap against my thigh, hot and slick with spit and precum. He spit on his palm, gripped the shaft, and lined it up with my cunt. The tip nudged at the entrance, and I thought, briefly, about how wrong it was, how no part of my life was ever supposed to end up like this.

But I didn’t care.

He pressed in, slow at first, letting my body stretch around him. I felt the give, the impossible tightness, the sting as he forced the first inch inside. My nails dug into my own forearms, and I bit down, hard, to keep from howling. He held me by the hips, fingers bruising the meat, and slid in another inch, and another.

I was full before he was halfway in.

He started to fuck, gentle only in the sense that he didn’t break me. Each thrust sent sparks up my spine, pain and pleasure mixing until I couldn’t tell one from the other. My cunt, raw and abused, clenched around him, trying to force him out, but he only shoved deeper, harder, his pace unrelenting.

The noises I made were not human. They belonged to the pigs, the stray dogs in the alley behind the bakery, the rutting animals in the meadows beyond the abbey wall. Grom seemed to like them—he sped up, grunting with every slam, the head of his cock battering at the deepest part of me.

I felt the knot at the base, the bulge that had terrified me that morning. It rammed against my opening with each thrust, stretching me further, until it finally slipped in, locking him inside. My body convulsed, tried to reject it, but he held me still, grinding against me as he emptied himself.

The heat was instant. I felt it shoot into me, filling every crevice, every hollow. It burned, almost, but in the best way—a warmth that spread up through my belly, into my chest, and down my thighs. I milked him with my cunt, squeezing out every drop, until I felt bloated and leaking, the slime pouring down my legs and onto the grass below.

He didn’t pull out. He stayed, panting, his body trembling above me.

“More,” I begged, my voice gone to a croak. “Please. I need more.”

He laughed, this time for real—a deep, guttural sound that shook his whole body.

“Good healer,” he said, and started to fuck me again, still locked tight, the knot forcing everything deeper and deeper.

We stayed like that for what felt like hours, until I couldn’t feel my knees, until the grass underneath me turned to mud. When at last he pulled out, the knot deflating with a wet pop, I collapsed onto my side, spent and ruined.

Grom stood over me, cock still slick and half-hard, and wiped his hand across his mouth. He looked down, eyes yellow and bright.

“Tomorrow,” he said, and limped back toward the abbey, leaving me alone in the grass, dripping and shuddering in the afterglow.

I watched him go, and for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel ashamed at all.

I just felt hungry.



I tried to stay away. I swear I did. I rinsed my thighs in freezing water, let the wind and sun bake the stink of orc off my skin, but by the time the sun set over the abbey walls, my body was already starved for him again.

I slept two hours, maybe three, before the need dragged me upright. The moon cast everything in sickly blue. My cunt ached, lips swollen and sticky, the last of his seed still pooling inside me like yolk in a broken eggshell. I lay in my cot and tried to pray, but every time I closed my eyes, I saw the garden, saw the teeth of his smile, felt the stretch and burn as he forced his way in.

I was halfway to the infirmary before I knew what I was doing.

He was awake, of course. Waiting for me.

This time, I didn’t bother with the shift. I dropped the habit in a heap by the door, let him see everything as I crawled onto the cot. The smell of him hit me—sweat and brine and the tang of old blood—and I felt my mouth water, my body already priming for what was coming.

He didn’t say a word. Just watched as I bent over the edge of the cot, face pressed to the blanket, ass up in the air. I spread my cheeks for him, showed him the ruined cunt, the gaping hole still leaking his last offering. I could feel my asshole wink, tight and pink, ringed with the glisten of spit and more.

I had never even touched myself there, before him.

He spat on his hand, stroked his cock, and lined it up. This time, he didn’t bother with my cunt. He pressed the head to my asshole, and I felt the whole of me tense—instinct, maybe, or old training. I forced myself to relax, exhale, let him in.

The first push was a shock, a firecracker of pain and pleasure that made my legs tremble. He worked it in slow, letting the head pop through the ring, stretching me wider than I’d ever thought possible. I cried out, muffled by the blanket, and he grunted, rocking forward until half of him was buried inside.

I clawed at the cot, eyes leaking tears, but I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted it all. I wanted to be split, to be ruined, to be filled until I overflowed.

He started to thrust, gentle at first, then harder, the way you pound a peg into stone. Each slam forced me up the cot, friction burning my knees and elbows. I could feel his cock inside me, every vein and ridge scraping my insides raw. The pain blurred, then turned to heat, then to an ache so sweet I thought I might come from it alone.

He reached around, found my clit, and worked it with a finger, rough and fast. I bucked, meeting each thrust with a desperate grind. My body betrayed me, spasming around him, milking the length of his cock as he forced it deeper, deeper.

I felt the knot at the base, battering at my asshole, threatening to tear me apart.

He pressed, once, twice, then forced it in with a savage pop. I screamed, the sound echoing in the empty room, but I didn’t care. I wanted it. I wanted to be locked to him, to belong to him, to be nothing but a vessel for his anger and hunger and rage.

He held me there, impaled and shaking, then started to fuck again, the knot plugging me tight, his shaft swelling inside as he neared his finish.

The orgasm hit me like a hammer. I saw stars, colors, things I didn’t have names for. I convulsed, every muscle seizing, and I heard myself beg—“More, please, don’t stop, please, I need it, fill me—”

He did. He came with a roar, hips jerking, and I felt the first pulse of heat deep inside. It was endless, a flood, a tidal wave. My belly filled, stretched, so much that I thought it might burst. It seeped around the knot, oozing out and running down my legs, puddling on the cot below.

He kept fucking me, even as he came, driving the cum higher, forcing it deeper. I sobbed, then laughed, then sobbed again, lost to the world.

When he finished, we stayed like that—him locked inside, me bent and shaking, both of us panting. Minutes passed, or hours, or maybe years.

Eventually, the knot deflated. He slid out, slow and careful, and a gush of white followed, soaking the cot, the floor, my thighs. I collapsed, muscles gone, and curled into a ball around the mess.

He stroked my hair, gentle as a lover.

“Good girl,” he said, and I believed him.

I didn’t clean up. I just lay there, basking in the ruin of my own body, feeling the heat in my belly and the emptiness everywhere else.

This was what I’d been made for, I realized.

I belonged to the hunger, and the hunger belonged to me.
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