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The New Orc Chief

Green Orc blood dripped from the length of Triala’s blade, she faced the remaining three Orcs. The pulsing of the Orc chieftain’s cock subsided and the green-skinned men sneered angrily at the naked human woman. Triala stood a head taller than the Orcs, but they outnumbered her three to one. Three of the men were the average four and a half feet of the Orcs, but the middle Orc stood about three and a half feet tall.

The closest one held a club high and charged. Sweat beaded on his brow and his eyes filled with rage as he closed the gap between him and the naked woman. Triala twirled out of way. Breasts bouncing with her movement, and her cock swung in an arc. The blood on her sword flicked off and left droplets of her passing.

At the end of her evasive move she turned and struck with her rapier into the chest of the Orc. The tip of the blade pierced his skin, but caught on his ribcage blocking her path to his heart. The Orc bellowed a growl and flailed with his club. Dodging strikes, Triala took a blow to her cheek. With no shield, she could not block the heavy weapon. She closed the gap between her and her assailant and pressed her breasts into him and kissed his green lips drawing out his breath.

The Orc flailed and attempted to strike at her back, but his angle was poor. Triala grabbed the back of his head and forced her tongue deep into his throat. Triala pulled away from the kiss and the Orc blinked twice at her panting. Green blood dripped down his left side where she had cut him.

The three Orcs eyed her, and the shortest one among them spoke in broken common, “Woman kill chief.” The short Orc stood about three and a half feet tall and had a short beard gray beard. He motioned for the remaining Orcs to lower their weapons. The bleeding Orc took a step back and held his side.

Nodding her head Triala replied, “Yeah, I killed the chief.” Triala bent down and cleaned the blood from her rapier Nightdancer on the clothes of the dead chieftain.

“You is woman or man?” he pointed at her flaccid cock with a confused expression. The Orcs behind him stared hard at her naked body. The bleeding orc’s leather poked outward where his hard cock pressed into it. Triala blushed at him and smiled.

Laughing Triala winked at the bleeding Orc and replied, “I’m neither, really.”

“You both?” The short Orc took a step closer and stood at the point of reaching out to touch her dick.

“Nope.” Triala took a step away from the Orcs, but the short man followed her with his hand outstretched.

“What name is you?” he asked lowering his hand defeated.

Triala grinned down at the Orc and gyrated her hips waving her cock at him, “My name is Triala, what about yours?”

“What about it?” The short Orc looked at her confused at the wording in the unfamiliar language.

“Sorry,” Triala giggled, “What is your name?”

“Kliurn,” he bowed deep and spread his arms wide reminiscent of a courtly gesture.

“Well sir Kliurn, I must be on my way,” she paused and looked at the other two men. “Can I have some of your fox skins? I can’t go back to town naked.”

“Clothes in chief hut,” Kliurn replied.

“I’m not going back there. You’ll tie me up again.” Triala pictured the muscled lean figure of the chief’s wife and felt warmth growing inside of her loins.

“Chief dead. No prisoner.” Kliurn placed his wooden club at the feet of Triala and smiled up at her. “You chief.”

“What no. No way. How can I be the chief?” Triala laughed at kneeling Orc, but after a second glance she saw that the other two Orcs knelt in front of her.

“You kill chief. You new chief.” Kliurn replied.

The other two Orcs nodded in unison, but neither placed their clubs at her feet. Triala looked down at Kliurn and picked up his club. “I can’t be your chief I’m a human.” She reached out to hand the weapon back to the man.

“Kill chief. You new chief.” He held his hands out wide, “Is rules.”

Triala sighed realizing that Kliurn may not understand common as well as she thought. “If I’m the chief, then I need clothes and my horse.” Triala wished the raiders had not burned that her outfit, and she decided that there must be something that fit her in the village.

“Horse food in tummy.” He rubbed his belly and all three Orcs laughed in unison. “Clothes safe.” He motioned with his hand for her to follow him back to the camp. The Orcs walked back towards the tribe and Triala watched them for a few steps. Kliurn turned around and waved, “You chief, you village, you eat horse.”

“Great, now they want to feed me my horse.” She took a few steps and caught up with the Orcs and said, “Lead the way Kliurn.”

When the village was in sight over the ridge line, Triala asked, “Who gets the chief’s wife when he dies?”

Kliurn looked at her cock instead of her face and replied, “I not know.”

“OK, lets get my things and I’ll be on my way.” Triala followed the Orcs down the path towards the huts. Suspicious dark eyes followed Triala and her Orc entourage through the paths between the huts. She wondered at the turn of events and decided to see how this all played out.

Standing in front of the chieftain’s hut, Triala asked, “What happens if I refuse to be your chief?”

“You be chief,” Kliurn replied.

“Where did you learn common?” Triala asked reaching out to feel the hanging leathers that sealed the entrance of the hut.

Kliurn looked back at her with confused eyes and opened the flap to the chief’s hut and gestured for her to enter. Triala looked inside the room hoping to see the exotic Orc woman, but the dark room was empty. She walked over to the chest of drawers where the Orc woman kept her clothes.

Designed for practical use, the fox and deer skins looked built for the small frame of an Orc and not for the full chested Triala. She pulled out a skirt of fox skins and fitted it around her hips. The Orc woman was thinner than Triala, but she tied them to her waist. Her lower ass cheeks hung out, and the tip of her cock plainly visible hanging lower than the red fox pelt.

A commotion sounded behind Triala and she turned to see a gathering of Orcs. After a quick inspection, she still could not find the beautiful Orc woman. Kliurn spoke in quick guttural Orcish to the gathered crowd and he motioned to Triala a few times. Nervously she waved to the green skinned crowd. One by one the warriors laid their clubs and sickles at her feet and removed their clothes. Prostrating themselves on the floor, they looked up at her. Next the women and elders disrobed and prostrated themselves behind the warriors. Triala assumed they were assembled in a familial chain, but could not be certain of the customs of this Orc tribe.

Triala stared down at the naked Orcs and asked, “Uh… Kliurn, are you sure about all this?” She blushed at the eyes in the room staring expectantly at her. She took a step backwards towards the wardrobe unsure how to react.

“You chief. You sex.” Kliurn knelt in the front row, but nobody knelt behind the short naked Orc.

Blushing Triala asked, “What?”

“You chief. You sex village.” Kliurn glanced up at Triala and made a circular motion with his hands.

“Come again?” she blushed at the eyes rolling over her barely covered form. “What do you mean sex village?”

Kliurn pointed at the villagers and reiterated, “You chief, you sex village.”

Blood pulsed in her cock and she felt herself harden. “You mean, I can fuck anyone here?” The fox skin pelt raised as the thick futanari cock grew. The red fur draped straight out from her pelvis.

“No no no. You a chief. You sex village.” Kliurn shook his head at Triala and laughed.

“What is happening?” Triala reached to the pile of weapons at her feet and brushed aside a sickle and picked up a large wooden club. It bore a long bog troll tooth pushed through the middle. She fingered the smooth woon on the handle worn from use. “Kliurn, I’m going to leave. Where are your horses?” Triala looked down at the naked assembly unsure of her part in this whole ordeal.

“Horses food. Horses tummy.” Kliurn raised to his knees, but the rest of the group stayed in their prostrated position.

“You ate my horse?” Triala slammed a fist against the wooden wardrobe and the wood splintered on rotten wood.

Nodding his head he replied,  “Horse food.” He rubbed his belly.

“Fuck. Not my Gemma.” Triala held back tears at the thought of her prized horse filled with sadness.

“You pick club?” He motioned to the wooden club she held.

“What now?”

“You pick club?” he looked at the naked woman next to him and back up at Triala.

“Yeah sure. I’m leaving.” Triala hefted the club over her shoulder and walked towards the exit of the hut. Behind her footsteps, she turned to see Kliurn standing and following her, but the rest of the Orcs caught her attention and she stopped in her tracks holding the leather flap of the tent.

The orgy began in twos and threes at first, but grew into a mass of writhing arms and legs and moans. Green men and women climbed over each other and a tangle of limbs and cocks pulsed with intense energy. Two male Orcs rammed their cocks into another warrior’s ass and into his mouth, while two female Orcs lay below him rubbing each other’s light green pussies together. Cum shot out of the man in the middle atop the two women. Gender mattered little to the sexual creatures, and when one engagement ended, new partners joined up as men and women passed each other around in beautiful chaos.

Triala reached a hand down and gripped her thick futanari cock hard and stroked herself as she watched a pair of female Orcs rubs their small tits along the short cock of an elderly Orc. His face split with glee as cum shot out of his cock all over the tits of the two women. Energy built inside Triala and she took a step towards the moaning and pulsing group of naked Orcs.

A firm hand pressed against Triala’s bare stomach and Kliurn. The short green Orc shook his head and motioned to himself, “You pick me club.” He eyed Triala’s thick cock with concern and added, “Me you wife.” Triala continued rubbing her cock as she watched the naked proceedings.

“What? I’m gonna join the orgy.” Triala pulled the leather holding up the fox pelt at her waist and let it fall to the dirt floor. Her thick futanari cock stood fully erect at ten inches.

“No, you is chief.” His eyes never left her cock.

“Fuck that. If I’m the chief, then I’m fucking the whole village.” Triala picked up Kliurn with ease and threw him into the tangle of naked Orcs. At first he tried to crawl away, but a woman with thick lips gripped him by the shoulders and pressed his face into her light green pussy.

Stepping around two male Orcs giving each other hand jobs, Triala saw an Orc woman riding a small Orc cock. Her green skin slammed down hard. Triala bent down and picked the woman up. The green-skinned Orc woman had small breasts and a lean warrior’s build. The Orc looked down at Triala’s thick cock and smiled wide. Her member stood about ten inches erect. In comparison the average Orc cock was only three long.

The thin green pussy was well lubricated from the small Orc cock. She slid down easily, and Triala slammed her cock deep into the woman. Triala stood in the orgy's midst while the rest lay in a jumble of limbs. She held the Orc underneath the thighs and lifted and lowered her on the futanari cock. The white hair of the Orc bounced on her shoulders and Triala knelt down with the woman placing her on the ground in the middle of the naked group. Climactic moans and grunting ecstasy filled the air and Triala fucked the woman in earnest. A pair of green hands felt for Triala’s pussy and he inserted his small cock in her pussy. The small penis only made Triala hungrier, and she hammered the woman with her own large cock while the Orc behind her pumped. A few minutes of the pathetic pumping and he finished, but was replaced by another quickly.

Triala hammered her cock hard into the woman who screamed in pleasure. Unfortunately, the anatomy of the Orc only allowed her cock to enter about halfway into the woman before it smashed into her cervix. The woman’s muscles tightened, and she wrapped her arms and legs around Triala.

A passing glimpse of Kliurn, he pounded his cock into the mouth of a man next to him while a woman behind him pushed her finger into his anus. Triala watched the train and realized that each member of the orgy received and gave in an endless circle. The whole tribe connected in a loop of sexual pleasure. Hands cocks and tongues pressed into every orifice imaginable.

The woman on Triala’s penis convulsed in time with the pumping and let out a moaning cry that pierced the raucous orgy. She pumped her cock harder edging closer to her climax, but only half of her cock fit in the woman. Triala knelt higher to change the angle shoving her cock harder, but the damn cervix blocked her path to ejaculation. Triala doubted she could finish under these conditions. The Orc’s moaning subsided as her orgasm ended, but the bard continued pumping into the woman.

The Orc lay on the floor exhausted, and Triala moved onto the next. She moved climbed through the naked crowd as a panther stalking green skinned prey. Fucking and exhausting three more women, Triala felt close to climaxing. An Orc woman lay atop a man fucking her pussy and another stood behind her with his dick in her ass. Triala approached from the front and took the woman’s head in her hands and directed it towards her dick. As Triala shoved her cock deep into the woman’s throat, the Orc gagged. A tingle developed in the tip of her dick and she felt cum building up. The woman shed tears as the thrusting delved deeper. Triala felt a regret build and decided not to hurt the woman. Standing she pulled her dick out of the woman’s mouth.

Triala circled the group tapping a few women and Kliurn on the shoulder. She pointed them all to the chief’s bed in the corner. Triala lay down on the bed and asked Kliurn, “Tell them to rub me until I cum all over them.”

“This not ritual.” The women climbed into the bed. Two of them kissed, and the three stared wide eyed at Triala’s thick futanari cock.

“Tell them now,” she replied pulling the kissing women by their hands down atop her. Triala joined the kiss and their three tongues danced together. A pair of hands pressed into Triala’s large breasts and massaged them in circular motions.

Kliurn spoke in guttural Orcish, but it sounded distant and unimportant. A mouth kissed her nipples and another the tip of her cock. Triala became the focus of five women’s hands and mouths. Two women worked their hands on her cock while another sucked Triala’s pussy. One of the kissing women broke off and lay atop Triala facing her cock. The woman took the dick in her mouth and licked circles around the tip. Triala faced the woman’s light green pussy and sucked her in return. Two tongues danced along the base of her cock. Kissing, sucking and rubbing, Triala felt the pleasure build and her cock flexed with the pressure.

“I’m gonna cum all over your green skinned whores.” Triala moaned and pressed her tongue deep in the woman’s pussy.

“Chief?” Kliurn asked.

“Fucking shut up. I’m gonna cum all over these women.” The woman sucking her cock moaned and moved her head up and down the throbbing member. Triala glimpsed the orgy. Most of the people had finished, but a few men fucked while their wives watched and a group of three sat in a triangle masturbating each other.

Triala let out a moan of pleasure and arched her back preparing to shoot her load of cum. A pair of hands tweaked her nipples. A tongue traced her clitoris in circled then delved deep. Circle then penetrate, circle and penetrate. The mouth on her cock sucked, and the tongue pressed into the shaft lapping up and down.

Cum shot out with force filling the woman’s mouth. Triala thrust her hip into the woman’s face. After two pumps she pulled her head off the cock and got a blast of white cum in her green face. The woman sucking her pussy furiously sucked Triala’s clit and soon clear cum shot from her pussy in a stream of liquid. Being a futanari she built up more cum than a normal man. Her cock pulsed and shot long streams of cum through the air covering the five gathered Orcs and herself.

The thrusting and sucking subsided and Triala rolled her head to the side looking at a shocked Kliurn. Sticky and tired Triala said, “Tell the women to stay in the bed with me. I might need them in the morning.”

“Not ritual?” Kliurn gave a confused expression, but watched a drop of cum drip down the side of the bed.

“I know nothing about your traditions, but tonight was fun.” Triala breathed out hard trying to catch her breath.

“Chief?” He took a step closer and she could see sweat on his brow. His cock still erect he stared at her naked body.

“Yeah?” Triala reached an arm around one woman pulling her close. Their breasts touched, and the Orc kissed her neck.

“You is happy?” Kliurn asked making a gesture with his hands.

“Yeah, I’m happy, but I can’t stay here. I can’t be your chief.” Kliurn looked at her confused. “I’m leaving in the morning. When you Orcs took me I was on a journey. I have a message to deliver.”

“Message?”

“Do you even understand me?”

“No.”

“Was that a joke?”

“Yes.”

Laughing Triala closed her eyes and said, “I’ll see you in the morning.” The women sidled up to her and Triala settled in the large bed with her five Orcs for the night. She fucked them a few more times before they wore her out enough to sleep.

Morning came quickly and Triala awoke to her bed with naked women. This was a new experience for her, and it was tempting to stay here, but Triala had an urgent message to deliver to the king.

Ill-fitting skins covered her nipples and draped down, but the round flesh of her breasts was visible. Her flaccid cock hung lower than the fox skin. The Orcs awoke and stared at her dressing silently. One bit her lip and it took resolve for Triala to walk out of the tent.

Outside the door, Kliurn stood dressed in leathers and held his club, “You is leave?”

“Yeah. I’m leaving,” she sighed looking into the tent flap at the naked women. “Find a new chief. You should be chief.”

“I no chief. I you wife.” Kliurn walked over to the tent and closed the flap.

“What?” Triala asked taking a step away from the chief’s tent.

“You pick me. I you wife.” He hefted his club. The same club that Triala had picked up during the beginning of their naked ceremony.

“I’m leaving. If you want to follow me, that’s fine, but you’re not my wife.” Triala walked out of the Orc village and Kliurn trailed behind her. The trip to Barrow Downs from this village as about a week travel by road. The two set out. Triala leading the way and Kliurn following close behind her.


More Books by Kelsey Fraley

The Futanari Princess

Royally Strapped

Royally Bonded

Rylee’s Journey

Teacher’s Nuisance

Futanari Roommate

Romancing a Futa

Triala the Bard

Futanari Stew

Futanari Chief

Check out her amazon page for the rest of her short stories.


About Kelsey Fraley

Kelsey Fraley is a thirty-something mother of two who loves to read and write erotic fiction. A middle school teacher by day, and erotic dreamer by night, she is often crocheting by the fire watching a chick flick in the winter or exploring the outdoors in the Pacific Northwest in the summer. If you enjoyed this erotic short, please leave a review or check out another of my works on my Amazon Author page.

Stay up to date on her latest publications by signing up for her monthly newsletter.

OEBPS/image_2.jpg
KELSEY wk#= FRALEY





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		The New Orc Chief

		More Books by Kelsey Fraley

		About Kelsey Fraley




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13







