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Futanari Stew

Triala sat in a cooking pot. Uncomfortable, she stirred the heating liquid inside with an idle finger. “I hate to interrupt the preparations, but I wonder if we could find a resolution to this that would be more amenable to my wellbeing?” She had tried speaking with the orcs a few times, but they did not speak common.

The domed tent was large and adorned with animal pelts on the floor. The middle of the tent had a large opening for the smoke to escape through. Triala looked up at the night sky and wondered which half constellation was overhead, but her small vantage point did not afford enough of a window to identify which one it might be. The chieftain left early this morning adorned with his battleax and war gear. Triala assumed that she was to be the victory feast for the returning party.

The days leading up to her capture were uneventful. Triala Haldak was a traveling minstrel, and one evening after a bad performance she awoke in chains atop a war boar surrounded by orcs. Her clothes had been the first to go, despite all her protests. Days sitting in a cage seemed a nice memory compared to sitting naked inside a cauldron. A mushroom floated in between her breasts which rested at the same level as the water. Kneeling was awkward in the rounded bottom, so she sat with her knees pressed into her chest just below her breasts.

The orc woman preparing the meal had a full head of white hair, and her crooked nose was the nicest feature about her face. The pale green skin of the woman dripped sweat in the tent's heat. She knelt at a low table cutting more carrots and mushrooms. The orc woman wore a leather skin and held a sword at her waist, Triala’s sword Nightdancer. It was not magical by any means, but a bard needed a good named weapon and her thin elegant rapier looked so nice at Tirala’s hip. It did not by comparison look very stylish on the hip of the orc woman. She was slender for an orc and had wide hips. Triala had watched her make love to the chieftain three times. It was awkward, but Triala could not help but hear the echoes of the orc woman’s voice screaming in pleasure.

The water in the pot seemed at the perfect temperature. It had heated to about sauna conditions and had not yet entered dangerous territory. “You know I could teach you a bit about cooking,” offering her best smile Triala continued, “You didn’t even sauté the vegetables and there’s no seasoning in this water. My mother makes delicious meat pie. I could teach you some of her recipes.”

The orc woman turned from her chopping table and glared out of her small dark eyes but said nothing. Triala dipped her head into the water and came out again letting the water drip down her face. Her hair was auburn and her eyes a bright green. She had a dimple on her left cheek that stood out when she smiled, but right now she was not smiling. Tirala was trying her hardest to think of a way out of her situation. By the time she focused on the room again the orc woman was back at work preparing the meal.

Singing a somber melody, she twisted the words to the song The Lass and her Kiss to fit her situation. With no lute to accompany her words she sang on key as best she could. The last time she’d seen her lute was back at that damnable inn where she performed a few nights back. Triala was far too drunk that night to remember the events.

The Lass and her cheeks

So hot in the pot

Long for cool springs

And respite for weeks.

She sits an uncooked meal

So hot in the pot

Trying desperately to escape

Much hotter and she’ll squeal.

Venison, beef, pork, and chicken

So hot in the pot

Each far tastier

And guaranteed not to sicken

At this point in her made up verse the orc woman turned to face her and tilted her head in surprise. A garble of Orcish words came out of her mouth and Triala could not understand a word, but she was no longer cutting vegetables, so it was an improvement. Singing a few more verses the orc chopped vegetables again, but she swayed her hips with the rhythm of the tune. The red fox skin hardly covered her ass and Triala could see the curvature of her form as she moved.

“Great, now I’m the meal and the entertainment,” she huffed. “I charge for my singing you know.” They had not bothered to tie up Triala in the pot but had been under the constant eye of at least two armed orcs since her arrival here. She could try an escape, but she did not know what was beyond the tent. Sound came from outside occasionally, but it was hard to tell how many Orcs had stayed back in the camp.

Triala decided it would be better to die fighting than eaten as a meal. She emerged naked from the cauldron and she began the awkward side hop to get out of the black metal pot. The sound of splashing water and the sizzling of water on the fire caught the attention of the orc. Triala stood naked blushing. Her nipples were a light brown, and the curly hair above her pussy and cock matched the auburn of head. Triala was a futanari, which meant she was born with both male and female genitalia. Under any other circumstances she would have tried to cover herself, but escape was more important than modesty.

The orc woman turned to face her and chattered in Orcish again. The green-skinned woman stood about five feet even and was a full ten inches shorter than Triala.

“I had to pee. You don’t want that in the pot, do you?” It was a lie, but the Orc woman could not understand her, anyway. The orc pulled out the rapier and Tirala grabbed the wooden ladle. The Orc stood about two feet shorter than Triala. Neither was skilled with their weapon, but Triala parried the first three strikes and follow up with a slap across the face of the orc woman.

Anger flashed across her eyes and a redness formed in her cheek. Flustered, the Orc woman flew into a rage. The rapier swung wildly coming from all direction. Triala blocked the first four strikes, but the blade hit her across the shoulder and a thin red line of a welt formed on her wet skin. She winced in pain and threw herself into a defensive position, but it was too late. The Orc woman struck down hard repeatedly. Red welts formed where the dull edge of the blade smashed into her flesh.

Triala felt arousal building inside her stomach from the pain of the welts and her cock hardened. The fox skin covering the orc woman’s breasts flapped with her rapid motions offering brief glimpses at her small chest. The areola was a dark green about four shades darken than her pale green skin. She shuddered and her defenses broke as the orc woman grabbed a handful of her hair. She Pulled Triala across the floor to the chains and placed the manacles around her wrists. Triala breathed deeply, trying to recover from the intense pleasure.

A loud slap echoed through the tent as the orc woman hit Triala across the face leaving a hand sized red mark. An intense desire to hit the orc and fuck her filled her mind and confused the dazed woman. A hard throbbing formed in her penis and Triala looked down to see her cock fully erect. Tugging at Triala’s hair again the orc woman pulled her from the tent dragging her across the ground.

Working her hardest to stand up, Triala struggled against the green-skinned beauty, but try as she might, she was not gifted with strength. The village was empty save for the women and children, but the orc woman paraded her naked form up and down the corridors of tents, the orc woman slapping Triala each time she attempted to stand, and Triala’s cock throbbing with each step.

This lasted for an hour. Pain built up in the throbbing member searching for a release, but none would come. Triala found herself back in the cauldron but chained up this time. The cooking resumed and Triala did her best to ease the pain in her cock. She had no balls below her cock. Right at the base of her cock the slit of her vagina began. From what she understood about normal cocks the sperm came from their balls. Triala could shoot out loads of cum. Far more than her first boyfriend ever could. Emasculated he had dumped Triala and admitted that he was gay.

The orc woman finished chopping more of the vegetables and walked back over to the cauldron. Triala could not take her throbbing cock anymore and stroked herself. The motion in the water caught the attention of the orc woman who pointed into the water and yelled in Orcish.

“I really need to learn the language, if I want to get out of this,” she said to herself as she reached one hand down to play with her vagina while the other moved up and down on her cock.

The orc woman tossed in the vegetables and slapped Triala one more time. It was enough to push her over the edge. Triala moaned out in pleasure and released a spray of pre-cum. With each surge of the pumping in her cock a new load of pre-cum shot out. Arching her head back she moaned as a load of hot cum filled the cauldron. Coming back to her senses now that her cock had found small relief, Triala said, “I added seasoning to the soup.”

The orc woman glared down into the water confused. In a quick motion her green hand shot into the water and grabbed tight around the base of her throbbing futanari cock. It was no longer rock hard but hung straight out. Flaring her nostrils, the Orc slapped Triala across the face again, but held her hand on the now hardening cock.

“I came. I tried to stop this mess, but you are waking the beast within me.” There was no understanding between the two women and Triala growled as a tiger and pointing to her cock, “You are waking the beast.”

The orc woman leaned close into the ear of Triala and whispered in her Orcish words. The green-skinned woman rubbed up and down on the cock and Triala leaned back in the cauldron letting the woman work her hands up and down the shaft. Fully erect her cock stood about ten inches long putting every man she’d ever slept with to shame. Wonder filled the dark eyes of the orc woman as she realized that the cock was three times the size of her chieftain’s.

Echoing moans filled the hut and Triala reached up to grab the orc woman and pull her in for a kiss, but she was met with a hard slap across the face again. Orcish grunts and a slow stroke on her cock continued and Triala settled back into the enjoyable rhythm.

Drums echoed in the distance and the orc woman turned towards the sound fear spreading across her face. The hand job became frantic on the verge of painful. Triala let out a moan of pleasure as the orc woman growled a guttural cry. The throbbing reached a crescendo and cum sprayed out of her cock again. The throbbing stopped after five bursts of hot cum filled the cauldron. Taking the ladle, the orc woman stirred the water around Triala until she spread the futanari cum evenly. Triala had cum about two gallons worth into the soup. The orc woman squeezed one last time on Triala’s still erect cock, and she took a hefty sip of the cum soup.

After a few minutes, the chieftain came back into the tent covered in blood and three scalps. Unconsciously, Triala felt her own forehead and winced. The chieftain and his woman spoke with exaggerated gestures in Orcish and the chieftain glared at Triala a few times, but after almost an hour the green-skinned woman helped Triala out of the cauldron. They guided her back to a cage at the side of the pile of skins the chieftain slept on. Her cock had grown more flaccid, but still stood twice the size of the chief’s.

An angry expression crossed his face, and he pulled a knife out of his belt and stalked towards Triala. Holding the knife to the base of her cock, Triala screamed in protest, “Not my cock. Anything but my cute, beautiful cock.”

The orc woman ran up and placed a hand atop the chieftains and pointed at the cauldron and motioned to the cock speaking in quick guttural words. Triala did not understand what was happening, but the green-skinned woman had saved her cock. “I must reward her for that,” she mumbled under her breath. The chief pulled the knife away from Triala and placed it next to his bed again. The green-skinned woman’s eyes never left Triala’s while she finished preparing the meal.

All the males of the tribe gathered and drank the cum broth soup. It amazed Triala that they finished the entire pot in a matter of minutes. Each male orc took a turn standing at the head of the circle and speaking for a moment. The Orcish woman was joined by the rest of the women in the tribe and they sat opposite Triala’s cage whispering the whole evening. Triala closed her eyes and did her best not to think of her cock inside the orc woman, but it was a difficult task.

After all the tribe had returned to their tents, the chieftain and the orc woman lay on the pile of skins. The chieftain tore off her clothes and Triala got a good glimpse of the slender Orc woman’s body. She bore the scars of battle on her thighs and arms. Her breasts were small, and her stomach toned. She was far more attractive that Triana had given credit. The chieftain thrust himself on her and rode her from behind all the while staring at Triala. The chief stood about five feet and three inches tall and his build was much bulkier and squat than the woman. His rhythmic grunting frustrated Triala who wanted to pound her own cock into the green-skinned woman.

The Orc woman turned to face Triala and the two women locked eyes. On hands and knees the orc woman licked her lips and narrowed her dark eyes at Triala. The orc woman moaned loudly. Her large pointed teeth aimed at the sky as she howled, but it differed from the nights before. The woman’s howls were of longing not satisfaction. The chieftain flexed his ass cheeks and let out a load of cum into the woman. Collapsing to the skins he slapped her on the ass once and rolled over to sleep.

The next few days were uneventful, but frustrating. Triala longed to fuck the woman, but there was never a chance, and the Orc ignored Triala altogether, but each night during their sex the Orc woman locked eyes with Triala during the whole short exchange. During this time Triala had planned an escape.

On the morning of day four, Triala awoke in the middle of the night and unlocked the chains around her wrists. She had worked a fox bone into a suitable shape and had unlocked and locked the manacles three times the night before. Tonight, she would work on unlocking the cage. It took work, but after about fifteen minutes she unlocked the door to her cage. Escape was a priority, but she wanted her rapier. The orc woman lay sleeping next to the chief and Triala tip toed her way around the large tent to the sword. They had discarded her leather belt along with all of her clothes, but the sword itself was worth saving. It had cost one hundred gold to get it done with such fine craftsmanship.

Sword in hand she turned to leave the tent. She spared one last glance for the Orc woman. Her long white hair lay about her face and she slept naked after sex with the chief. Triala forced down her desire for the curvy form of the orc woman and she made her way out of the tent.

The benefit to her humiliation of being paraded around the tribe was that Triala knew the fastest way to get out of the small encampment. Tiptoeing around the tents was simple enough. She avoided the meager patrol and was in the dark of the night in minutes. The moon was hidden behind an overcast sky and Triala could not see well enough to travel, but she needed to put some distance between her and the Orcs. Naked she walked on in what she hoped was east, but without the stars she could not be certain. After walking for hours, she found a tree and lay down to sleep.

The tip of a battleax blade pressed into Triala throat woke her up. Early morning sun had not dispersed the fog or dew. The chieftain stood above Triala and behind him a few of his Orc men. Reaching for her rapier she noticed that it was in the belt loop of the chief.

“Dammit,” Triala sighed and sat up against the tree behind her. She pressed the blade of the axe away from her throat and smiled up at the chief. His loin cloth left a wide-open view of his small penis and Triana reached up and grabbed it as fast as she could. The chief’s eyes widened, and he dropped the axe reaching down at his cock. The Orcs behind him exchanged glances, but none moved forward to help the chief. Whimpering he pleaded something in Orcish, but Triala could not understand.

Squeezing the small penis, she traced the index finger of her other hand along the balls of the chief. His skin was a dark forest green. The chief shuddered and Triana could feel the cock hardening in her hands. Encouraged she began to stroke up and down on the cock. Now it was erect, she gauged it to be about three and a half inches long.

“That poor woman,” Triala began, “She really needs my futanari cock.” The chief did not understand the words, but the rapid hand motions and sensual tone of her voice pushed him to his limit. Both hands rubbing on the small cock, Triala felt her own penis lengthen with excitement. She felt the first throb of the blood filling her.

The dark green orc cock pulsed, and she pinched hard at the tip at the moment of release sending a jolt of pain down the shaft of his cock. Sperm shot out into his fox skin pelt and dripped down Triala’s hands.

She took a corner of his loincloth and wiped her hands clean. The other orcs watched in amazement at the scene, but none made any moves. Triala pulled her rapier NightDancer from the Orc chief and in a series of thrusts with the sword punctured his throat. The orc fell to the ground cock dripping cum.
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