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TEZA JOURNEYS TO HER Bridegroom
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PRINCESS TEZA LEANED back in her litter. The bearers kept a steady pace, and her guard sang lusty songs. She peeked through the shaking curtains at their gleaming muscles. The stone slabs that made up the flanks of the Aerwon mountains gave the view a forbidding aspect.

Her cushioned royal litter rocked as the bearers climbed the steep trail. The young warrior princess gripped the rails. The strange, cold air caught in her throat. She sucked in more of it, unsatisfied. 

She was farther from home than she’d ever been. They were heading into the treacherous high pass. Her finest warriors accompanied her. The men and women in molded leather armor marched ahead and behind her litter. Her large traveling party increased security and showed honor to her bridegroom. 

Two large carriages drawn by fine horses rode between her litter and the rear guard. The carriages allowed everyone on foot to have breaks to get warm. A cold wind blew over the snow, and she shut the curtains. The guards trained for months to make this journey. Her parents promised her to crown prince Harsah before she was born. Now that she was of age, she must fulfill the promise. 

The litter bearers began a new tune. Their song echoed through the narrow pass. She shut her eyes. A stab of dread went through her. The bards at the palace sang of many who died in this pass. In secret, she rued the tradition that her wedding take place before the winter feast. The journey would be easier without the snow, and she was in no hurry to meet the man who must be her husband. 

She huddled in her plush blankets, longing for her own bed in the palace. She missed her home with a pang that cut through her. The even pace of her bearers and the lilt of their song comforted her. Despite the cheering voices, she could not relieve the dread that weighed on her heart. 

Low, guttural cries carried across shouts of her warriors in front. The roars grew closer. They sounded bestial. Their roars reminded her of her nurse’s stories of ogres who snatched bad girls. She gulped and mouthed a guilty prayer to the goddess of love for dreading her duty-marriage. 

The litter lurched. She grabbed the rails. Her warriors let out an ululating cry. Blows, flesh-rending, inhuman roars and screams filled the pass. She grabbed the shoulder of the nearest bearer. “What is it?” 

“Orcs, your highness, they’re attacking.”

“Put the litter down, and we’ll help the guards.” 

“Yes, your highness. Down,” he called to the others. 

With praiseworthy calm, they lowered her litter. 

Her heart racing, she grabbed her sword. Her wet palm slipped on the grip. The litter jolted and settled on the snow. Her sword skidded out of the litter, slid over the snow, and dropped down the cliff. The clang went on for several beats and died. Her heart dropped. She wiped her hands on her wide-skirted travel tunic. 

Bar, the lead bearer, gave her a sympathetic look. “Don’t worry, Princess. We’ll protect you with our lives.” 

She nodded to him and rose from the litter. He was earnest and meant so well, she didn’t tell him she’d rather have a sword. 

The bearers surrounded her, backs to her. They drew their swords against the impending threat. 

“No,” she cried. “Go and help the guards.” 

“But you, your highness—.” 

“We must make it through this pass. Help the guard. Unless we overcome the orcs we will fail. We must not fail.”

“Yes, your highness.” Bar led the others toward the clang of weapons and the sickening noises of heavy clubs hitting flesh.

Shaking, she made her way to the first carriage. Teza felt naked without her sword. She turned and watched her brave bearers joining the guards. 

Jarred to her core, she stopped and stared as she caught sight of the enemy. The bestial green-skinned creatures grunted as they raised heavy clubs. More of them swung maces and double-headed axes against her guards. 

The hulking things moved like gladiators, all muscle, taller than her tallest warriors. Their bulk appeared impossible. She expected their steps to make the earth quake and send an avalanche down on them. Their ivory teeth were as her nurse described: horrible boar tusks. 

Their yells, groans, and battle cries chilled her. She heard of the things they did to women, and of women unable to walk afterward. If they survived violation by several of the brutal creatures. 

Teza ducked behind the carriage to stay out of sight. If they killed her or took her maidenhead, the journey would be a waste. Her destruction would ruin her parents’ alliance with the rival neighbor to the north. 

She held herself, using the carriage as a wind break. Teeth chattering, she examined her surroundings for any possible weapon. She feared for all their lives.

The rocks were too big for throwing, and there were no sticks, nothing to use as a spear. Her servants peeked from the carriages. She waved them back, telling them with her face to stay inside. They were as unarmed as she. 

“I can throw rocks,” Daston, the stable hand, leaned from the nearest carriage window. “I’ll search between here and the battle, and carry them in my shirt.”

She waved him on, understanding that he felt the need. His father and mother were in front. She would do the same for her parents. Praying for his safety, she spied on his progress from her position behind the front carriage’s rear.

He crouched low, digging for stones in the snow. He lobbed one against an orc. The creature took no notice of the small missile bouncing off his arm.

An orc club felled Daston with a blow to the shoulder. 

Teza’s heart hurt at the sight of the young groom sprawled on the snow. It took all her will to keep from running to him. She couldn’t help him. She forced herself to duck back out of sight. Her duty held her in place. Risking herself could doom them all. 

Soon, nothing but labored breathing and a few grunts came from up ahead. She crept forward for a closer look. To her great relief, the battle scene was not bloody.

The rear guards surged forward. Waving her to stay back, those that had been behind her litter moved in silence across the snow. 

The din of blows began again. 

She chanted to the gods under her breath, praying for their safety and praying to defeat the enemy. Although she didn’t look forward to meeting her bridegroom, she accepted her duty. Now that these orcs snatched her it from her, she wanted to fight to stop them from taking her fate. 

She peered around the carriage. The orcs fought with the same ferocity as before. Staring, she shook her head. The monsters wielded only clubs. They no longer swung axes, maces and broad swords that inflicted gory wounds. At the palace, colorful scrolls detailed split skulls, hacked limbs, and spilled entrails. 

The orcs appeared intent on disarming her guard, not killing them. Teza breathed better once she saw Daston with his parents. Orcs shackled their ankles and their hands behind their backs. In her fascination, she leaned too far from the carriage’s shelter. She shuddered and pulled herself back. 

With the front carriage shielding her from the enemies’ sight, she crept rearward. She signed to her servants to stay put, and checked each carriage for a weapon, anything she could take to hand. There was nothing. On numb feet, she returned to her watching place.

Her fist to her mouth, she spied at the battle scene. 

The orcs worked with great efficiency and cooperation. They assisted her people as well as their own, bandaging wounds. They raised her people to their feet and shackled each one.

Her caravan, including her finest guards, was overcome by a few orcs. The orcs were as enormous, skilled, and terrifying as tales told. She shivered, and her teeth chattered despite the pressure of her hand. She clamped them together, her belly roiling. 

A crunching sound approached, accompanied by a low moan.

Teza hissed in her breath and flattened herself against the carriage out of sight. 

The earth shook. The moaning breath stirred the hair on her forehead. 

The largest orc of all towered over her, lust blatant on his face.

“No, no, please.” Her voice broke, and she hated the sign of weakness. 

Teza had imagined leading her warriors in battle as warrior queens before her did. She never imagined begging for her life.

“Don’t be afraid, Princess. I’m not as bad as I look.” The monstrous orc grinned, his eyes gleaming. 

Teza cringed as close to the carriage as she could get, willing him to be gone, for this to be a nightmare. She swallowed, confused as he remained looming over her without making a move. 

He smelled good, like wood moss and the fresh sweat of her weapons master. His arm muscles were as large as Yolo’s powerful thighs. 

She blinked. She tried to stop staring but didn’t succeed.

He knew who she was. She wore a simple tunic for the journey. Her royal finery remained packed with her wedding gown. Princess garb would wait for when she could bathe—after she arrived at the foreign palace, her new home. She wore no crown, no jewelry. No one had called her princess where this orc could have overheard. 

Now, she was afraid.

The huge orc stepped so close, his hand brushed hers. A shock went through her. Craning her neck, she gave him her fiercest glare. He stood so tall, all she could see was his broad chest and the underside of his chin.

He gripped her arm. 

She pushed against his chest, but it was like trying to budge a boulder. She contorted and bit his hand.

He took a step back and stared at her. His huge, too-warm hands remained on her. His eyes widened.

Stars in his narrow pupils. Teza blinked, not believing it. He wasn’t hurting her, but trying to get away would hurt. She felt certain of that. Already other orcs edged near her, staring in a lecherous way that made her legs squeeze together.

The one holding her grinned, enhancing his tusks.

Her insides wobbled. Within a few breaths, her life had changed.

Her servants were helpless, her guards captured. She herself was now a captive of the orcs. All the fearsome things she’d heard about the dread creatures rushed through her. 

Her flicked his gaze over mouth and her body, ravishing her with his eyes. 

She shivered, her plight clear as his hand slid down her arm to clasp her hand. She was at this creature’s mercy. The paralysis that gripped her released, and she craned her neck to see the battle area.. 

Orcs led her servants in a shackled line to join the guards. 

Relief surged through her, and she gave thanks. The orcs hadn’t killed any of her people. They served and guarded her, they were her responsibility. Her heart would be sick if any of them lost their lives. 

She met her captor’s intense gaze. She swallowed and raised herself as tall as she could. 

“What are you doing with us?” She demanded. 

“Taking you captive.”

She forced herself to look away from his tusks and his full upper lip. 

“I have to get to Lord Harsah. He’s my bridegroom.” 

“I know.”

Speech failed her. She took in his elaborate ax, his thick belt, the well-molded armor that fit to his husky physique. She knew little of orcs aside from Nurse’s tales to make her mind. Orcs were a mystery. She compared the one close to her with the others. The details of his belt and his weapons, and his posture of command, told her he was the leader. 

A smaller, though still immense orc, approached and reached for her breasts. Her captor knocked his hand away. He roared at the intruder. The smaller one bared his teeth. With one swipe of an enormous hand, her captor knocked the lower-status male across the road. The hand still holding her shook her with the motion.

Thanks to years of sparring, she remained balanced. 

This largest orc was mammoth in size even by the standards of his kind. She forced herself to slow her breaths and concentrate on the most vulnerable areas of his body. 

She might succeed at a jab to his eyes or throat. If she leaped high, she might surprise him with a kick to the kidneys or the balls. She was not above stomping his foot or biting him again. 

Her heart and blood surged. She had no weapon. There were too many orcs too close. No matter what she did, either soon or later, one of them or more would claim her. 

Would an individual take and kill her? Or would they force her to a mismatched, brutal gang mating? She’d fight, and she doubted she’d survive it. 

She must find a way to get her hands on a weapon. She might be dead, no matter matter what she did. She could at least take some of them with her. From behind a mass of orcs, one of the servant girls whimpered. What could she do for them?

“Please do not harm my people.” She made herself smile at the orc leader. 

He returned her smile. 

There might be something she could do for her people, even without a weapon. The thought chilled her. If she could gain the good will of their leader, they was a chance they’d get out of this alive. 

“What are you going to do with us?” She willed herself to touch him, to flirt, but could not force herself to move. 

“Sell you. You are small things, but healthy. Your warriors, women and men alike, are brave. We value that. The ones I find most appealing will become gladiators. They’ll compete in the arena—and service the desires of our most powerful families.” He stroked her arm. 

“And the rest?”

“The strongest less-appealing captives who will work our mines. The average ones will fetch a fair price as servants. Attractive captives who don’t suit as gladiators go to auction. We sell them to private owners and whore masters.” 

She clenched her hands at her sides. Her small hope that she could help her servants and guards shriveled. 

Orcs led her rear guards past her. The heavy chains at their ankles dragged, clanking. They shuffled by with their hands behind their backs, lashed one to another so that none could escape. 

“Where are they taking them?”

“They’ll join the front line. We are all going through the pass. Your strong guards have the best chance of withstanding anything that attacks. We orcs aren’t the only ones who set ambushes. We now have a rich—prize.” He grinned at her. His long, pointed tongue slid over his full lower lip. “A prize others may desire. You.” 

His mouth reminded her of her handmaiden Zenar’s, if Zenar were male and a monster. She shook her head and spit out tangled strands of hair. Goosebumps walked up her arms. 

“Please, don’t harm them. They’re good, loyal people. We have done nothing against you.”

He raised thick brows. “I don’t have time to tell you all the ways you’re wrong. You saw we killed no one. Be at peace, and obey me. Making any trouble or attempting to escape could cost the lives of your people as well as mine.” 

She nodded and bit her lip, disturbed that he’d addressed her hope of escape.

“Night comes fast in the high reaches, and there are greater dangers here than my kind. Believe me, Princess, you are far safer traveling with us than without us.”

She bowed her head. He spoke well. She’d gain nothing by arguing. He could be right. If they didn’t make it though the pass before full dark, they might not make it at all. 

“I thank you for sparing our lives,” she murmured with careful formality. In her imaginings, she saw herself winning battles, not losing. She had no practice for negotiating with an enemy for the safety of her people. Her jaw tightened against the helplessness sending ripples through her insides. 

“Don’t fear me, Teza,” he said under the wind. 

He gripped her hand and led her to an enormous animal. 

His warm, calloused touch surprised her. She didn’t pull away. The footing was icy, and her boots lacked the tread of the orc boots. His hand steadied her. 

She lowered her eyes to watch for slick ice and rocks. Raising her gaze, she stopped. 

For the first time, Teza dropped her warrior stance and cringed. It was a massive, shaggy, four-legged beast of burden with a lashing tail, a long neck, and a mouth full of sharp teeth. 

Ivory gums matched the finger-length spiked teeth ringing its mouth. The creature stared right at her. 

The orc tugged her forward. “Don’t be afraid of Shellaq. She’s a good mount.” 

Contrary to Teza’s concerns, the animal stood still and refrained from taking a bite out of her face.

Before she could object, the orc gripped her waist and swung her high onto the saddle. The animal smelled like a cross between wet dog and the stables. It resembled a tall, bulky, long-haired goat, but with an alarming mouth like an eel’s. 

The warmth of the thick fur felt good against her inner legs and reached through her boots. She took a deep breath and adjusted her position on the saddle, edging back from the animal’s head.

Teza looked down to the ground far below at the cloven-hoofed feet—and at the cliff edge a mere foot from the trail. Her vision wavered.

“Close your eyes and hold on.” Her captor vaulted into the saddle and encircled her with his brawny arm. 

It struck her there were no reins, yet he got the animal moving. With a lurch and a snort, it thudded down the road bearing her on its back. 

There was nothing she could do. She was on her way through the treacherous pass in the arms of an ogre. That’s what her nurse called orcs. He looked a great deal like she imagined ogres, except for his lively, compelling eyes. His skin looked warm and smooth to touch. It lacked the wiry hair and scaly patches she pictured for an ogre’s hide. Those old tales of ogres carrying off maidens and bad girls troubled her. She gripped the front of the saddle and fought the urge to look down. 

The chill of waning daylight encroached early in the high pass. Jagged peaks surrounded them. Snow-capped sharp boulders stuck up like rotted dragon’s teeth from the barren ground. Aside from the call of a great bird, nothing moved. 

Teza jumped as a load of snow fell from a tall tree to the trail. Fatigue gripped her, but she dared not relax her vigilance. She held herself upright to avoid coming into contact with the ogre’s burly body right behind her. As it was, she felt his strong thighs against her legs. At times, his arms brushed her arms as he patted his mount. 

They rode higher into the mountains. The peaks cast bone-chilling shadows across the narrow track. Finally, she could be still no longer. 

“Won’t you please release us?”

“No, I wont. What would be the sense of that?” 

His reasonable tone galled her, the way her cousin Karn’s did when they argued. Karn was much older and treated her as nothing other than a student. The orc wore such great authority, he seemed older than Karn, as old as her king father. 

“My royal parents or my bridegroom the crown prince would pay you for my return.”

He chortled and his body shook hers with his deep-toned amusement. “Orcs don’t negotiate. We do not accept your rule. We will not be game pieces for your royalty. You are behaving like a spoiled princess. That will do you no good with me. You are in my territory now, under my rule.”

She could picture his grin and his tusks by the sound of his voice. 

Teza jolted awake on the plodding animal. She straightened herself. She’d leaned back against the orc’s strong body. How long had she been resting on her captor? So strange, his scent felt as familiar as the creek bank at home. 

A star shot a trail through the ink-dark sky. A rumble made her start and clutch the saddle. 

The orc shouted. “Hard to the inside. Take shelter.” 

His mount edged against the mountain. A massive rush of snow and rocks fell to the road and over the cliff. 

Her heart hammered like the thunder god. Somehow, her captor’s arm held her, his hand sheltering her face.

“It’s all right now. The nagha is past.”

She dug her nails into her palms, steadying herself. “Thank you.” A story flickered through her mind like hearth flame. A goddess enraged at her husband who tried to seduce their daughter pelted him with stones. Avalanches bore the divine name Nagha in her honor. 

The voices of her people reached Teza. They were alive. 

“I’m well,” she called. “We are safe.”

“Divine ones bless us,” Zenar called to her. 

“Blessings and skill kept us safe.” She rested her hand between her breasts. 

She stole a look over her shoulder at her captor. The orc saved her life. He saved everyone’s lives. He heard and reacted to the avalanche so fast, all escaped the crushing death. One man in her realm survived a Nagha. His legs bore scars small ones thought came from dragon teeth. 

The pass filled with orc grunts and their animals’ keening calls. A vibration went through her legs as Shellaq sang with the others of her kind. 

“Make camp,” the leader called. 

He slipped down from the saddle with great agility for such a big creature. He stepped to his mounts head, petting the animal and murmuring to it.

Orc, she corrected herself, not creature. As strange as he was, the way he patted the animal to comfort and praise it raised him in her esteem. She treated her horse the same. The way he cared for her and kept her safe during the nagha surprised her. His character forced her to reevaluate orcs lore. He was not a beast. 

“Wait here,” he said. 

She nodded. “Yes, I will.” The promise cost her no effort now.

Her gut knotted. He’d spoken the truth. She and her people were safer in the pass with the orcs than without them. 

The orc plodded away with an odd grace for such a huge being. 

She shivered without his warmth at her back. The normal sounds of people unpacking animals and making camp comforted her. 

There was no question now of escape. It humbled her to admit it, but she could not get through the mountains without his help. Her journey to her bridegroom echoed sacrificial rites of old. It wasn’t a wedding celebration. Her chest ached with a sense of betrayal. She held herself, rubbing her arms against the icy chill. 

Was the ritual of the winter bride more important than her life? Why did so many tales demand a maiden sacrifice? If not her life or her body, she must sacrifice her happiness to decrees made before her birth. 

Her mind echoed the orc’s words. What sense was there in that? Her powerlessness, as though she were an expendable game piece, galled her. She came from a line of warrior queens, and yet she was a pawn used to gain favor with a rival realm. 

The tales that entranced her in the lilting voice of her nurse betrayed her as her parents had. They filled her with longing for a prince who would cherish her. The few letters she received from prince Harsah bore the cold tone of duty, no more. He no more looked forward to her arrival than she did. If he felt anything, it was anticipation of piercing her maidenhead and using her to carry his heir. 

She mastered three swords, two bows, and unarmed fighting against heavier combatants. All for nothing. She grew into chattel for a stranger. 

She flung her hair back. It wasn’t like her to be bitter. It must be the shocks, and the cold. She was a captive now. She couldn’t stand it. Of course she needed to rail against her lot. Who wouldn’t? She wouldn’t accept it. She’d get free, and she’d make her own damned story. 

She ignored other orcs edging closer while her protector was away. She sensed their desire. Heavy bulges in their pants proclaimed their arousal.

One battle-scarred orc with a missing tusk limped within reach. 

Shellaq whipped her head at him, hissing. 

He jumped back so fast he fell and slid on his ass on the ice. Other orcs howled with laughter. They growled what sounded like raunchy curses at the clumsy one’s expense.

Teza kept her face a mask, giving the lustful orcs nothing to enjoy. She breathed slow, even breaths. With a hesitant touch, she patted Shellaq in thanks. 

The orc leader returned and relief flooded her. 

“Come.” He reached for her hand, and she gave it without hesitation. 

She kept a wary eye on his animal, not sure if Shellaq protected her or attacked anyone within reach.

He helped her down and kept hold of her hand. 

His warmth extended up her arm and down to her belly. It took all her concentration to keep her footing on the ice as she stood so close to him. He’d removed his armor and his nipples were at eye level. 

“Here, hold this over yourself.” He unrolled a blanket from behind the saddle and draped it around her. “We have shelter for the night. It isn’t far.” He took two packs from the saddle and hefted them. 

Anxiety stabbed her. They weren’t going to make it through the pass tonight. She had to spend the night with him.

“Walk where I walk,” he ordered. 

“I will.” She obeyed him, finding her footing in his deep footprints as he made his way off the animal track into deeper snow. 

It was strange to go from giving orders to taking them, but he was the master here. She believed him now that the high reaches held greater dangers than orcs. 

Shellaq followed them, prompting Teza to move as fast as she could.

He led her to a cave. She hesitated to enter it, but he knew the terrain better than she did. If she stayed out in the snow, she would die. 

Shellaq entered behind her and settled with a sigh in a nook near the entrance. The orc’s fearsome mount looked like a sentry.

Behind a windbreak of boulders deep in the cave, the orc spread out thick blankets. He pulled dry wood and kindling out of a pack. His fingers made expert use of the fire kit, striking the stones only twice to make fire. 

She drew near, still cautious of him, but drawn by the growing heat. As it warmed her fingers, she realized her nose and toes felt numb. 

“Undress,” he ordered. 

“I don’t want to,” she blurted. She felt vulnerable and small. 

He towered over her next to the nest of blankets he’d created. 

Teza was grateful to him for her life. She did not want to die. Inhaling, she entered her stillness inside. We do not lose fear, we defeat it. She centered as Yolo taught her to do before battle. To overcome our enemies, we must understand them, he’d said. Her truth rose. 

She did not want the orc to stab her to death with his too-large cock.

“Obey.” His voice rumbled, but the tone remained calm, not angry.

A flare of something that might have been pain darkened his starry pupils. 

“Yes. I’m sorry.” Mastering her fear, Teza yanked off her travel tunic. 

Her hair came loose and spilled over her breasts and down to her ass. She tossed the garment on the ground. She stood before him in nothing but her thin slip. It clung to her hard nipples and the prominent swells of her V and ass. 

The orc sucked in his breath. The firelight made his tucks shine like gold. Deep in the cave, bat wings rustled. 

She wanted to go home and sleep in her own bed. With great effort, she raised her chin and met his intense eyes.

“How do you know my language?”

“We’ve captured many of you over the generations.” He cocked his head, “although never one so beautiful and fiery. You are the first warrior queen taken by my kind.” His smile broadened and he stretched his big fingers. “Why do you think you have so many scary nursery tales about orcs and ogres?” He brandished his porcine tusks and growled. 

She squealed. She couldn’t help it. Her face reddened. 

He grabbed her in mock ferocity and threw her on her back on the blanket nest. Hard enough to startle and arouse her, but not to hurt her. 

The thick blankets insulated the cave floor. The fire’s heat reached her. She kept her eyes off the orc. Swallowing, she gripped the blankets and clamped her teeth, willing not to scream.

He mounted her. His pants parted as though by magic, revealing his arousal. His cock stood engorged, dark and dripping. 

She saw in his face that he would take her. She whimpered at the disproportion. How could he take her without splitting her? 

He’d excited her from the first time she saw him. The strange feelings he’d roused rushed through her and centered between her legs. Teza surrendered. More than that, she ached inside, wanting it, wanting what he’d do to her, wanting him. 

She wanted him to ravage her. Her desire shamed her. She shook her head, wanton, sensual with arousal. Why should she feel shame? It was a natural act. 

His broad shoulders blocked out the cave roof. He cast a massive shadow against a cave wall painting of orcs chasing a woman of her kind. She knew how that story ended. 

He was her captor. She was afraid. Centering within, she drew on the strength of the battle maids who came before her. She might yet help her people. She’d gain influence with this powerful orc. All she had to to was survive his lust. 

If not for him, she’d be dead, they’d all be dead. What could be more right than to celebrate life?

Emboldened, defying her nurse and the whispering ladies at court, she pulled up her slip. She slid it up her legs with a delicious, slow touch, watching his pupils widen in the firelight. 

Wriggling, she showed herself to him. Her strong thighs, her curly triangle, her navel, the taut skin of her waist lay exposed. 

She pulled the garment above her breasts. The rolled fabric pressed into them, making them stand out and swell. 

Moaning, he pressed his face to them. 

His musk enveloped her, familiar and enticing. She opened her legs. 

His tusks grazed her nipple. 

She drew in her breath, hissing. 

He growled, he bit her breast. He squeezed them. Pulling and tonguing her nipple, he hummed, sending shocks through her. The orc took a long breath, pressing his claws into her firm flesh. His erection nudged at her inner knee. He covered all over her, far too big for her kind. 

She panted in fear and heat. Reaching to her secret place, she touched herself. Shaking, she spread her slickness and rubbed herself right there. She willed herself to open for him. 

Writhing, she licked her lips. Her nipples tightened so hard they ached. 

His long, thick tongue slid across the undersides of her breasts. It snaked over her nipples and made her feel him in her bud. 

Heat flared between her legs. 

The massive orc grabbed her hips. He pressed his cock along her folds. His eyes glittered. He stroked her breasts and sides. His tusks pulled at his upper lip, as he slid down her body. 

Eyes glowing, he lowered his head to her body. His hair felt thick and heavy brushing her ribs.

His tusks grazed her firm belly. His long tongue slipped a trail around her naval. 

Wily ogre fingers slid under her ass.

She moaned, arching to his exploring mouth.

He kissed her V. His tongue slid along her folds. He tasted her and found her bud. He circled it and worked it, bringing her home. 

With his hands gripping her ass in place, he worked his lips and the tip of his tongue where no one but she had ever touched. Vibrating her, he made her legs tremble, made her quiver to her core, and he slid his tongue to her virgin opening. 

He probed her. His huge hands released her ass. He gripped her wrists and pinned her to the ground. 

She gasped. Her juices welled. It felt good to thrash and buck, secured by his strength. 

He tested pushing deeper. He stopped his tongue at her tightest spot inside. He held her down, making her captive to wicked pleasure, not letting her go. Licking her good, his eager mouth imprisoned her. He made her shake, climbing to her peak.

She couldn’t hold back all the feelings rising. She writhed against his face and bit her lip. He didn’t stop licking her right there. She couldn’t hold back. Her cries went wild into the night and she came on his mouth for the first time. 

He pressed his face there and released her hands. He moaned against her V, holding her, breathing with her. 

The massive orc rose over her. His radiant smile stretched his face as he mounted her with his erection pulsing in his fist. He aimed his swollen green cock at her virginity. Big nubs studded it. 

She rose up on her elbows and strained for a better look. 

“By the goddess of love and the ruler of Hell,” she breathed. 

Her captor was going to fuck her with a cock studded like a horned toad. 

“I will make you enjoy it. I will make you quake until you can’t come any more.” His commanding voice turned her liquid inside.

Teza grabbed his bulging arms, her eyes wide, her hair tangled over her face. She drew in her breath. She arched to meet his cock. The head looked too big. 

Stretching her legs open as wide as they’d go, she dug her heels into the blankets. Orna and Frinn, help me. She needed all the powers of love and Hell to take that monster cock in her virgin body.

He imprisoned her wrists in one hand. His lips pulled back, he drove his knob into her. His cock plundered her, claiming her maidenhead. 

The orc ravaged her with his full power, the way she secretly longed for him to do it. 

She cried out. Her toes gripped the blankets, and her body tightened. 

His huge hand kept her wrists trapped. His powerful knees kept her spread wide open to him. 

Shocked, she collapsed in full surrender. His immensity shocked her inside, stretching her to her limits. He made her hot for completion. 

Her head whipped from side to side, wild sounds erupted from her. 

He rode high on her body, his hard body tugging at her bud. 

She shook and jolted. His cock’s roughness roused and burned her. She fucked him back hard. Juices ran down her ass. She cried with pleasure. 

Hot tears ran down the sides of her face. 

He kissed her tears. He kissed her mouth.

She tasted her salt from his lips and tusks.

He claimed her farther, driving full-depth to her womb. He pounded her with bruising force. 

Growling, claiming her for his own, he broke her deep and hard the way she needed it. She’d imagined Karn or Yolo would one day end a fight this way, but they left her a virgin bride. 

“Yes, oh, yes.” She arched, slamming up against him. She fucked him back, fucked him with all her fighting strength. 

His eyes widened. “Good, you are good.” He gave her a short thrust with each word. “You are unlike any other virgin captive, Princess.” He powered his cock so deep she gasped.

She shook under his fierce fucking, bucking to match him as though in battle. 

He ground hard inside her, keeping her pinned, mashing against her,. His heavy, calculated moves flattened her breasts and pulled at her bud, taking her to the edge. 

She surrendered to a fit of shaking and crying out. “Fuck me, fuck me hard with your orc cock.” 

He pushed full-depth, aiming at the back of her throat from the inside. Banging her all the way. 

She convulsed on him out of control. 

Roaring, arching like a bow over her, he released her wrists. 

He ravaged her breasts and bit her throat. He pounded her silky, tight, virgin core. 

He sent a war cry to the heavens, spearing her and shooting deep into her womb. 

The monster orc filled her burning insides with his seed. 

Gasping, he rested over her, taking care not to crush her with his weight. He rubbed her wrists and kissed them.

His lips grazing the insides of her wrists across her veins inflamed her. Teza closed her eyes and dug her nails into her palms. Deep in the night before her bride journey, she slid a blade there. She watched the candle flame play over the sharp metal and single drop of blood. It relieved her against the horror of losing everything to journey to an unknown man as his bride.

She bit her lip, her tenderness pulsing on the cock that opened her. Despite the soreness, she looked forward to him taking her again.

“You made it fit.” She ran her hands down his muscled back, stretched to squeeze his firm buttocks. “You made it fit.” She murmured, delirious. 

“Oh yes, my warrior princess, you fit me right—so passionate. So tight, so hot, so beautiful.” The cadence of his voice seduced her. 

The deep rumble took her into a deep, sweet bliss. The sensation exceeded anything she imagined with her fingers busy under the covers. In the palace, she grew to womanhood so lonely. Now, in the strangest way, she found her match. Not a bridegroom chosen before her birth, but the hero of a fairy tale. 

“I don’t understand how this happened,”she whispered. “I was on my way to my bridegroom.”

“I know.” He raised his brows and smiled, gave a small shrug.

“My life must fulfill the will of my parents, and I must guard my people.” She struggled to retrieve her voice from the hoarse, wanton woman that had taken over her body. “I had my role and my place in my world. You took my life purpose from me, you tore it from me. Then you made me want you. You made me ache and desire you.” She stared at him, shaking. 

“I’m glad of that. I wanted you before I saw you.” His big voice became tender. “I saw in a vision that I should take a princess. You, Teza. You are for me. You’re fated for me.”

“You mean that?” She touched her throat in wonder. This was like a fairy tale. 

“Yes. Together, we may bring peace. Your people aren’t at war with your intended bridegroom. Your people have hated and feared orcs for all their generations. Your kind think nothing of invading our territory, harming our land, and killing us. With their princess as my true bride, they may hesitate to notch their arrows. They may hesitate to throw their spears and hack our young with their swords. They may hesitate to burn our forests.” He stopped, his breath fast, his body tight. 

“Am I then a hostage?” Her languor from being ridden hard shot to tension. 

He smoothed the hair back from her face with gentle care. “Do you see me as such an ogre that I would take you away from all you love—and keep the mother of my babies a hostage?” 

“Mother? You mean—?” Her voice broke. “You might have made me, I could—. Your kind and mine.” She couldn’t get the question out. 

The throbbing ache and his juices oozing with hers made it real.

“Yes, we can mate with humans, I just did.” He smiled and caressed her face. “You will have a batch. Be peaceful in your mind, my love. Our beliefs are not so different from your own.” He gave her a lingering kiss, and arched back to show her his face. “We will marry. You were wrong. I do have your bride price.” His voice was kind. “I will give you your servants, and your guards. I will gift you your horses, carriages, treasure, and your freedom, as well. I will send a scout to fetch your sword.” His smile sent the stars through his pupils. “It is a handsome bride price.” He rested his hand between her breasts and kissed her, taking his time.

He arched above her, stretching his back, his face so relaxed he looked young as Karn. Her gaze slipped from his eyes to his tusks, to his muscled torso, to his cock still embedded in her.

“A batch,” she whispered.

“My mother was human, from a family full of multiple births.” His teeth glimmered in his proud face. “In my father’s line, we have two to four orclings each time.”

Teza’s eyes rolled back. She fainted. 

He pulled her close, holding her with his chest full and his body sated. No one would harm her while he drew breath.

His Teza was his fated bride. He would never let her go.

A shooting star streaked outside the cave. Shellaq purred, keeping guard over her orc and his new mate.

“Rest my love,” he crooned to his beloved. “You will need your strength for all that is to come.”
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THE PASS
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THE EERIE CALLS OF large night birds repeated from one side of the pass to the other. Princess Teza resisted the urge to rest against Gark. She avoided leaning forward, suspecting that if she got too close to his mount’s head, the sharp-toothed beast would snap at her. Nothing with a ring of teeth so sharp could be fully tame. A wind blew over them, making her nipples harden painfully. 
“Get down,” Gark growled. 

She hesitated, but his voice compelled her to grasp his mount’s neck and flatten herself. The animal’s rough coat warmed her as her heart drummed in her ears. 

Her orc captor urged the beast off the trail and under an outcropping of rock protruding like a hip on the mountain. Around them, orc warriors fell silent and left the trail. Despite the tension, their discipline impressed her. 

A great shadow filled the pass. Rocks tumbled and boulders rolled, barely missing them before crashing down the cliff.

A flash of silver shot fast as lightning in the night sky. Her heart pounded faster as the creature flew close, beating huge, black bat wings that ate light against the stars. The creature had claws at the tops of wing veins. Sharp silver-capped fangs glowed red as the dragon shot fire. 

The black dragon wore a spiked collar. 

Teza shuddered. Whoever owned the beast must be powerful beyond measure.

Where they had ridden in the narrow mountain pass, snow turned to slush and slid over the cliff. A dreadful dripping sound followed. 

They all, including the foul-tempered mounts, remained soundless and squeezed as far against the rocks as they could get. 

The wing-wind passed over them. The dragon claws at last disappeared from sight. 

Her mind insisted she saw blood on them, but she didn’t know.

Someone owned that beast, as the orc warrior owned her. A clammy chill spread down her back. 

“What was that?” She spoke low, her voice shaking. 

“Hush,” Gark warned. 

She held still with an effort. 

The birds stopped calling. Wind slammed against the orc party. 

Her hair stung her face, and her tunic flattened on her body. This time, knowing what caused the wind, she felt chilled to her bones. She pulled the blanket Gark had given her over her face. As in years long past, she hoped if she did not see danger, it would not see her. The wind whipped harder than the dragon’s first pass over them. 

The dragon flew low, searching for us. She knew it inside. Somehow, she knew they were its prey. She held her breath, every muscle tense. She fought the urge to swallow. She didn’t want to make the slightest sound. 

The flapping of those huge, leathery wings kept her frozen. Trembling, she held the neck of Gark’s mount and it endured her, silent as the warriors. Tremors ran through its powerful body. 

A blast of flame hit nearby stones and turned the jagged rocks molten. They glowed volcano-orange. A sulfurous odor of burning evil doers and demon tormentors blew into her face.

Her mind filled with lush, too-vivid images of torture and flaming halls of the underworld. Weapons of battle covered in blood. Chained prisoners writhing under the lash. Demons striking naked flesh with barbed whips and sharp rods. The torturers capered with pleasure at the screams of the guilty. 

She strove to control herself, feeling as though some other presence filled her mind with torment. The tortures consumed her, metal-tipped lashes drawing blood on muscled backs, full breasts, a strong chest, a fornicating couple at their juncture. She woman arched, babbling as the man pounded between her bruised thighs. He pulled out, brandishing a sharp-tipped erection, and plunged deep into her again, making her cries rise over the horrific din. Howls filled her, shrieks, and the savor of roasting flesh. She swung between fear and heat, delirious and quivering. The presence of Gark so close to her ass added to the torment. 

She wished they were alone. 

The torture orgy faded. No more dragon flames struck. 

Princess Teza took a long breath. The sulfur stung her nostrils and throat, but she needed to breathe. She needed to celebrate that they lived. She sneaked a look from under the blanket. 

The wings flapped hugely, bat-like. The long neck and pointed tail slithered through the air in retreat. The giant nightmare, airborne and lethal, headed away from them.

The powerful, writhing tail looked as sharp as the demon’s cock. 

A jolt went through her, from her wide spread legs to the top her head. She clamped her lips shut. 

Gark didn’t need to hush her. The dragon might yet circle back to attack again. She sat stone-still and waited with all the rest, proud of her people. None of them had endured an encounter with a dragon before this. None spoke, none whimpered. They all waited, hearts oppressed. The part of her sure they would live egged her to turn and embrace Gark. She held still against her desire. 

He clasped her shoulder and squeezed it.

The sound of wings came again. She flinched and kept her lips pressed together.

The owl’s wingspan was longer than her body, but it appeared small in comparison to the fire-breathing worm. Recognizing the flying thing made her giddy. Such an ordinary creature after facing the unimaginable—the biggest, most frightening dragon, a living horror out of a story book. 

Now that it had passed them, she recognized something else. When it flew near, she’d sensed the dragon was directed by an intelligence with unspeakable malevolence. 

“That was Fang, Neesa’s familiar.” Gark sounded as calm as though he’d merely waited for an uninvited guest to depart so they could converse.

It comforted her that he remembered what she wanted to know, that he seemed to respect her. She hesitated to speak, as though the hunting dragon might return at any moment. “Neesa?” Her voice sounded weak and squeaky. 

“The sorceress Neesa holds dominion from the mountains to the sea. Soon, she may control all the lands. She captured most of the goblins of the north. They’re her minions now. If you see creatures smaller than orcs, misshapen in their bodies and with terrible eyes, call for me and run for your life.” His hand tightened on her shoulder. His breath warmed the side of her throat. 

Her pulse quickened. “Yes. I will.” The thought of running from anything went against her nature. 

She accepted his wisdom. Without her sword, if she found herself outnumbered by evil creatures, fighting would be futile. 

The grim warning from such a huge and powerful being struck fear in her. 

She did not scare easily. Growing up in a lineage of warrior queens, sparring with her cousin and weapons master taught her to be brave and think on her feet. She learned to do what must be done. 

This night, filled as it had been with creatures of fairy stories, gave her the most chilling nightmare moments of her adulthood. She did not feel brave at all. She was shamefully grateful to have Gark at her back and his mount under her. 

Mindful of the faithful creature that carried them, she dared to rest her hand on its neck. The thickly-furred animal seemed not to mind, so she petted it, hoping to be soothing. The animal had performed well. 

Gark kissed the nape of her neck. He gave her warmth from his lips and his hands stroking her shoulders. 

The heat filled her, relieving the chill and fear. Tension flowed into the mountain to the bones of the earth, leaving her renewed. 

“It’s all right now.” His breath caressed her at the opening of her tunic in back. “The danger is passed.”

“How can you be sure?” She didn’t like that her voice quavered. She didn’t sound like herself at all.

“I am a mage, Teza, I sense things. When Fang came close, I kept myself cloaked from Neesa and aligned my mind with him. It cost me.” He sounded tired. “It may prove worth it. If Fang approaches, I will feel him before he gets too near to kill us.” 

“Do you think he wants to kill us? “ 

“By Neesa’s will. Yes, I believe so.” 

“Why?”

“Because many of us in my city are mages. The sorceress can’t bend us to her will and add us to her army as she’s doing with others throughout the land. If we grow strong enough, or augment our powers with alliances or power objects to counter her spells, we may overcome her reign. With enough power, we could break her hold over her legions and end her grisly expansion through our territory.” 

“Grisly?” 

“Her goblins are fond of dismembering anything in their path. Those they don’t torture and kill are made captive. They force chained captives to tunnel through the mountains. They mine treasure for Fang and raw material for some dread machine that will give her power over all of us. Along with goblins, vampires of several species, and select animals, she turns full-blooded orcs to her bidding. Most orcs lack our ability to use magic for protection. They’re too warlike for us to help them.”

“That’s horrible. Does she control any of my kind?” The thought of being controlled by an evil sorceress made the pit of her belly sink.

“It’s rumored Neesa possesses a king to the north who owns weapons that destroy warrior legions with one blast. She might be amassing an army of your kind to join the rest of her force. If her power increases by much more, she will crush even us.” 

“This is dire news.” Questions surged through her mind.

“Yes, it is indeed. Given the blood-thirst of your kind, it shouldn’t be too much of a shock, except that now you’re the prey, instead of the hunter.” His voice grated with suppressed rage. 

“I didn’t know orcs could be mages. I didn’t know sorceresses were real. I’d thought my nurse painfully unsophisticated and superstitious. I owe her a great apology. All this time, she’s been educating me.” She blurted it out and pressed numb fingers to her flaming cheeks. 

Her nurse’s warnings had struck her as old wives tales. What a disparaging term for stories full of truth and symbols that might save them. She wasn’t sure how she knew that, but she did. It was strange. Since she met Gark, the sense of knowing things that teased at her mind grew stronger. 

He withdrew his large warm hands and cleared his throat, as though self-conscious that he’d been petting her as she petted the beast.

She missed his touch. As hesitant as she felt about everything in her new world, she’d begun to trust him and trust herself. There was a great evil bearing down upon them. She didn’t have time to be hesitant and fearful of the wrong things. She had to trust her own sense of what was right and true, even though it all seemed unbelievable in the life she lived only a day ago. 

“You’re doing well, Teza. We’ll have more time to talk after we get through the pass. For now, we’ll dismount and feed Shellaq and ourselves.” He slipped down, making almost no sound. 

It was good they waited to dismount. The ground might have burned them if they walked across the path sooner. The rocks near them still glowed. 

Orcs set about unpacking provisions. They used molten boulders to heat the meal.

“Thank you, Shellaq,” she whispered, no longer worrying that the creature that had saved her life might take a bite out of her.

She stepped closer to the hot rocks. The heat had been severe enough to dry the melted snow near them. Her boots and feet warmed deliciously. She held out her hands to the glowing rocks and crouched down, drinking in the heat throughout her body. 

Gark smiled at her. 

He looked so different when he smiled. She was growing to like the tusks. An orc mage. What other secrets did he hold?

Her mouth watered from the smell of the stew. She didn’t recognize the food, and she was too hungry to care much about its origins. She ate like a stranded wayfarer.

She caught admiring glances from Gark, as though he approved her ravenous way of eating. All she could think about was that they were alive. That, and the questions the hunting dragon sparked. 

Fang and Neesa wanted to kill us. Her life was changed.

“I don’t understand, Gark. If the sorceress and her dragon wanted to kill us, why aren’t we dead?” 

“That’s an excellent question.” He nodded, flashing his green eyes at her. “For generations, we’ve created and amplified objects of power. We secreted many of them deep in the mountains. We’ve hidden them in the forest that borders our city. We embedded them in the walls that fortify our city. We have altars of protection in our homes and we wear talismans of protection on our persons. We all, mage and non-mage alike, join our energies each day to fend off Neesa and Fang, and her goblins and all her minions.” 

“You’re resourceful, and cooperative.” She spread her hands, uncomfortable with his stare.”You don’t seem like the stories I’ve heard of brutal, warring ogres out to...” she skipped the part about ganging up on women, “Break our bones and boil us in stew pots. I’m sorry. I’m overwhelmed. All of this amazes me. It’s remarkable that you’re able to hold off a sorceress who has many others under her thrall.”

He sighed and pushed back his hair with his big, splayed fingers. “It wears on us. We grow old faster than before her reign. I will lose a decade of my lifespan in this battle.” He sounded abruptly like an old man. The lines and shadows around his strange eyes registered. 

Teza began to look past his differences and see him. To truly see him. 

He caught her stare. His lips twitched. “I’m not the ugliest of my kind,” he joked. 

“No, not at all. I mean, I’m sorry.” She blushed and struggled for words. He was too perceptive for any false sentiments. “You aren’t ugly. Your eyes are wonderful,” she finished, lacking practice in flattery and flirtation. She reached out and touched his hand. 

They held still.




Betrayal 
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TEZA FOUND A PRIVATE place to relieve herself. She crouched behind a boulder several paces from the rocks deformed by the dragon’s fire. She mused on how adventure tales are never inconvenienced by the call of nature. 

She never imagined herself needing to hide from a large group of orcs in order to take a piss. The rush of relief flooded her with well being. It was remarkable how simple bodily things could make everything feel better. Released from the immediacy of terror, happy to be alive, she noticed the veins in the giant boulders and bright patches of moss glowing like Shellaq’s eyes in the fading sunlight.

She recalled the sparkling veins in Gark’s stream moss dark eyes. Glimmers of new-leaf green caught and held her when she looked into them. She’d sensed if she kept looking, she’d see her future. She shook herself, still feeling the stroking of his immense, calloused hands on her shoulders. Everything about the giant orc unsettled her. 

Birds whistled to each other. A fox in its winter coat hurried past on small feet. The icy breeze prompted her to freshen up fast with melted snow and tug her tunic back in place. The rumbles of the orcs and occasional voices of her people reached her. 

She rushed back to Shellaq and Gark. 

The orc appeared relaxed, and he smiled at her.

Warmth suffused her that he trusted her. She flinched inside. She would have to betray that trust. It wasn’t going to get easier. 

He was her captor, an enemy. She must watch for the opportunity to escape. Perhaps it had been the nearness of death or the icy cold on her bare ass, but she’d snapped out of her lulled senses, her seduction by the masterful orc, and remembered her duty. 

The orc had abducted her, she owed him nothing. She owed it to her parents to see her journey through. She was the bride of King Harsah. He awaited her for their wedding. She had to reach him as soon as she could. He might be pacing, awaiting her. If not for the abduction and the avalanche, she would be at his palace having her hair brushed and dressed, her lips rouged, her best crown adorned with delicate winter blossoms. All her life she’d been promised for the crown prince of Akkak. 

With a deep breath, she steeled herself for what she must do. 

Gark cleared his throat and she jumped. 

“Would you like to give Shellaq a treat?” Gark held out a small lump.

Teza gulped. “Yes. She did well by us. I mean, she’s fast and kept me safe. I’m grateful. Thank you.” She stopped the bumbling speech. 

She accepted the dried fruit, leaned forward, and extended it on her palm.

With delicate lips, the animal took the treat and gave a soft sound of appreciation. Shellaq’s voice reminded Teza of cooing doves. 

Gratified and more at ease, she nonetheless tensed as Gark stepped closer. He gripped her waist, lifted her, and deposited her on the saddle.

His brute strength thrilled her.

She rode astride in the manner of the women of her lineage, grateful for her full-cut tunic so she needn’t expose her legs to the leering orcs. 

A hunched warrior eyed her and approached closer to ogle her bouncing breast. Gark growled and the scarred orc dropped behind them.

The sun hung low in the sky in a drift of apricot and strawberry veils. The golden light gilded Gark’s skin. His thick, brawny arms brushed hers to pat Shellaq as they rode.

“Gark, I’m curious you ride with saddles but without reins. How do you direct Shellaq?” 

“It’s another orc mystery.” A smile warmed his voice. “We raise our mounts with great care, feeding them by hand and accustoming them to our voices, and we train them. When a pown chooses a rider, a bond is forged. It’s similar to the bond between dragon and rider. The link between pown and rider makes us team, so in tune that we react as one. It is one of our greatest orc mage advantages in life as well as in battle.” 

The warmth in his voice gave her a pang of jealousy. She shook herself and sighed. She could not be jealous of an animal, but she was. 

“That’s astonishing and such a gift to have a close understanding with another species.” Her voice roughened. 

She felt the loss of her horse. Given the dangers of the journey, it comforted her that she was safe in the palace stables. She’d kissed her and the stable woman, big, gruff Elmlan goodbye, exacting a promise that her horse would receive her greatest care. 

A tear slipped out. She backhanded it away, grateful that she sat in front of Gark, and he couldn’t see her face. She thought about the bond between the orc mage and his mount as they continued on. The careful pace of the pown’s rocking gait lulled her, although her body thrummed with adrenaline. She remained alert for flapping wings. What would it be like to be so attuned to anything or anyone that the other could respond to your feelings, wants and thoughts? Desire stabbed between her legs. 

Darkness shrouded them as they emerged from the pass. Coming into the open after the long ride between the the treacherous chasm and mountain flanks gave her a deep sense of relief. She possibility of another dragon attack or a battle with non-mage orcs had kept her alert and anxious for many hours. Teza slumped and felt Gark’s hard muscles supporting her back, giving her a solid place to rest. 

She longed to remain there but pulled herself upright. She rejected the urge to lean on him and surrender to becoming his woman. Her fate and duty dictated otherwise. 

Light shown from windows ahead and spilled onto unmarked snow.

“Where are we?”

“This is the village, Kaersohn. It is the only human village near my city. The people do not trouble us. With our powerful protections and our glamors, our city remains unknown to them. Their tales casting us as horrific ogres who will eat them serve us well.”

“I’ve never heard of it. I didn’t know our kind lived so far from palaces.”

“Have you heard such tales of orcs, that we punish and eat bad girls, Princess?”

“Yes.” Her face flamed. 

“You understand, then. They’re loathe to encounter us.” He chuckled. 

Her heart sank. She was not ready to leave him, but putting it off would make it more difficult.

“That’s good,” she said, to be polite, but her mind wasn’t on conversation. 

Teza eyed the village ahead. Lantern light and hearth fires flickered from mullioned windows. The pub and small houses stood out as dark outlines against the starry night sky. 

She had the advantage of the darkness and her speed. The orcs were powerful, but during the battle, most of them were ungainly. A few like Gark could move with surprising grace and stealth. She could outrun him. 

The the sturdy beast blew its breath in a purr under her, as though sensing food and rest was near. 

Teza had no idea how fast Shellaq could run on a road unimpeded by the rigors of a mountain trail. She could escape between close-set houses. She’d climb fences and squeeze through places a pown couldn’t follow her. 

She pulled in a long breath, gathering all her nerve. This was her only chance. She had to take a horse or get a ride in a carriage. Any way she could do it, she must get to Akkak. 

She loathed having to leave her people, but the orcs fed them and weren’t mistreating them. Her remaining a captive would do them no good. She glanced around, but Zenar was with the others ahead. She couldn’t reach her handmaiden to tell her what she was doing, and had no way to pass a note. 

Once she arrived at the palace in Akkak, she could get help to rescue them. She hated to think of anyone being injured in battle. Please, not Gark, she prayed, and not Zenar, nor any of her good servants and guards. She could do nothing for them by remaining a prisoner. 

She sat straight, raising her head. She’d come so close to letting the stranger seduce her, but she was a princess of her people. She had responsibilities to fulfill. She eased her back, shifting her seat on the saddle. Surreptitiously, she stretched her legs, preparing for the coming effort. Getting off of Shellaq without Gark preventing her presented the greatest challenge.

They entered the village. Gark drew up in front of the pub, guiding Shellaq by silent signal. He leaped down and offered his hands. 

Her prayers were answered. She accepted his assistance and joined him on the ground. Her ankles felt stabs like icicles as they took her weight on the snow. 

“Go and refresh yourself. There’s a privy in back. The owner is a friend of mine. He won’t mind.”

Teza nodded and hid her face in her hair. She rushed away, not wanting to look into his face, not wanting him to see betrayal in her eyes. She ached inside at what she must do. She glanced back.

He stood, patting Shellaq, murmuring in the beast’s great ear. He wasn’t watching her. He trusted her. 

A pang tore through her. She didn’t want to do it, but she must. She broke into a run, grateful for a trail of hard-packed snow behind the pub, and headed behind the privy so that it would shield her escape. She gathered her skirts up to her hips and vaulted over a fence. She climbed a wall into the next yard, her muscles complaining after the hours of riding. 

A stitch stabbed at her side as she ran. 

A dog set up baying. Shouts rose from the houses.

She did not stop, she did not look back. With single-minded purpose, she raced through the village. Finding a horse or carriage seemed impossible. If she stole one, she might be caught and whipped in the public square and then set to work for her crime. Her hands would bleed. She knew no work but riding, and training with a sword. 

She mastered her mind. She mustn’t allow bad thoughts to take her off track. She had to get out of this village. She had to escape the orcs. Her instincts made her want to run and keep running, because she never wanted to see Gark’s face once he realized what she’d done. 

She pounded over icy leaves into full night at the edge of the village. 

In the darkest shadows at the forest edge, she decided to hide until the orcs were away. When it was safe, she’d double back to the pub and find someone to take her to Akkak. With a coin from her boot, she’d get to safety. 

She would save her people. Perhaps they wouldn’t have to engage in battle. Perhaps she’d send an emissary from Akkak to buy her peoples’ freedom. The orcs seemed practical. She could send enough coins from her bride price to make a fair exchange for the captives. That’s what she would do. She would liberate them without bloodshed. She’d never met her bridegroom, but if he was as good a person as Gark, he’d agree to what she needed to do. He must. Abandoning her people to the orcs was unthinkable.

Sticks broke inside the forest. The black trees towered over her, many times an orc in height. A ray of moonlight made her mindful that she stood exposed. She hesitated and entered the woods. If he came this way in search of her, the thick trees would hide her. 

The old gnarled trees offered shelter from the icy wind. Without the huge orc mage at her back, the cold cut through her. 

She rolled her tunic at the waist and clasped her hands within the fold. She’d left him and now she was alone. Her footfalls made loud cracks, disturbing the forest. Slowing, she stepped more lightly on the crackling leaves. 

Grunts and the smell of unwashed bodies surrounded her. Hard hands clamped her arms. 

Teza yelled a battle cry. She grieved her sword lost down the cliff. 

The bulky shadows hulking around her obliterating the trees identified her assailants as orcs. The hairy arms of the ones closest to her identified them as the full-blooded, bestial kind. This gang didn’t come from Gark’s city. She was in trouble.

More of them than she could count pinned her arms and tackled her legs. They landed on her with grunts that sounded like rutting animals. She had no doubts what they would do to her. 

Mortified, horrified at the trouble she’d brought on herself, her heart caught in her chest. She hated to do it. Humiliation bitter as bile burned her throat. She had no recourse other than to obey him. She struggled to get a leg free of the pawing hands and to use her elbows to loosen the attackers, but there were too many. They were stronger than the strongest men she knew. She’d seen respect in master Yolo’s eyes. She was strong—for her size. Tiny, compared to orcs. 

She filled her lungs and hollered. “Gark. Gark. I’m here—in the woods. Help me. Help!”

A foul hand clamped her mouth. 

Twisting her arms, she fought to get free. She stomped their feet. She lashed with her elbows, but they were too strong. They held her pinned. She could not get loose from them. They pressed closer, their strange, hard, hairy bodies becoming much too intimate, crowding her rutting at her with their club-like erections. 

She could barely breathe. Desperate, she bit the hand against her mouth. It let go and clubbed her head.

Someone squeezed her ribs so hard, her breath stopped. 

With a hoarse gasp, she panted in panic, fighting the fear of passing out in their clutches. She had to fight. She went limp, hoping to fool them, and lashed out again. 

They laughed, they spoke a guttural orcish that sounded full of dirty words. 

They handled her. They handled her like beasts, they lusted for her, they prepared to rut with her. Their enormous hands grabbed her between the legs, yanked at her hair, and pulled at her tunic, grabbing her all over. Rustling clothing told her the exposed and reached for their erections. 

Slick sounds surrounded her as they stroked their cocks.

Teza tried not to think of their too-large cocks rampant, preparing to defile her, all of them at once. She knew what they wanted to do to her, how they thrilled to destroy her. So many things kept arriving in her mind in vivid detail since she met Gark, strange unbidden knowledge. In this case, knowledge she did not want. 

The horror of it paralyzed her. She knew their longing to punish her. The wanted to rend her openings and break her, to take her apart with their violent fucking. 

She called on all her energy. Twisting abruptly, she strove to get loose from their hold on her arms. With all her being, she wanted to obey the rest of Gark’s orders to run for her life. These were the bad orcs, these were the very worst orcs, and she needed to get away before they fucked her to death. 

They pressed closer, stealing her air. They rubbed on her, humping at her ass, hips and thighs. Their cocks stabbed at her body. They ripped at her tunic. 

Her rage and humiliation fueled her to spit at them, to curse them, to gouge with her nails, to flail at them with her elbows and kicks, desperate to disable them. Fierce in her urgency, she yanked a leg free. She smashed at their balls with donkey kicks. 

They would not outrage her body. She would not allow it. She would swallow her tongue if she must, but first she’d do everything she could to hurt them. 

Teza howled like a banshee. She stomped and kicked with her hard-soled boots.

A heavy hand punched her a ringing blow in the temple.

Her vision blackened and turned to wine. 

One gripped her breasts, squeezing them hard. Another gathered her skirt up over her ass. His cock probed at her. 

She evaded him, pulling her hips away, donkey kicking with all her might, gratified to hear a yell. 

A thud told her he hit the ground, but there were too many. They punched at her. 

Her strength faltered. Hands pinioned her kicking leg.

A roar split the night. “Unhand her.”

Gark. She released her breath and stifled a sob of relief. Gark found her. 

No, oh no. Her stomach clenched. She didn’t hear anyone with him, and there were too many attackers. She feared for him. 

“Gark. I’m surrounded. Don’t risk yourself.” 

“No fear.” In the dim moonlight, his tusks shined and his eyes gleamed. “I am the mage Gark. You would do well to let her go and run for your lives.” 

He didn’t reach for his battle ax. Nor his sword. He didn’t use his big club. He wielded a staff. Raising it over his head, he aimed it at the orcs imprisoning her with their bodies. One fool continued striving to break through her clenched ass. 

Blinding light flared over them, a bolt of lightning from his staff. Thunder cracked. Crashing shocks blared through the forest. It sounded as though the gods roared to split the sky and earth.

The enemy screamed. They let go of her, covering their eyes. 

Teza covered her ears. She twisted to the side, but the orc behind her caught her in a choke hold.

The others bared their teeth at Gark, yellowed tusks gleaming. They crouched and raised their weapons, fierce in their terror. 

Her assailant left off attempting to penetrate her and threw her over his shoulder. 

She pounded him with her fists, aiming at where she thought an orc’s kidneys might be, but he didn’t falter. 

He broke out of the circle and into the forest, carrying her away from Gark. 




Power

––––––––
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TEZA WRITHED, GRABBING at the orc’s rough garment and pulling herself upright. Spikes on his brutal armor cut her breasts. With all her power, she torqued herself to lean over his other shoulder and stabbed his eyes with the victory fingers jab. The orc howled and dropped her. 

The impact hurt her ankle. She rolled away from the orc crashing above her, getting well out of his way. The rocky ground pained the bruises on her arms and thighs where the orcs gripped her. 

The orc who carried her off held his eyes, stomping at the ground and kicking with pure hatred. 

“I’ll kill you, princess. I’ll rip you apart and feed you to the boars.” He cackle-screamed as he stomped. 

She crawled to a patch of bare earth so crackling leaves wouldn’t give away her position. With the help of a boulder, she pulled herself upright. Pain lanced through her ankle. She hissed.

Teza covered her mouth to stifle her panting breaths. 

If she hadn’t had so much practice soldiering on through pain in her sparring with Yolo and Karn, the intense spike of injury would have dropped her to the dirt. 

As her would-be assailant flailed in fury, his thick cock wilted and flapping against his meaty thigh, relief flooded through Teza.

The frustrated orc made so much noise kicking and cursing, he missed his chance to find her.

Orcs crashed through the trees, coming at her from all sides, the shadow figures of nightmares, only with snuffling growls and fetid odors. 

One of them landed on her, his coarse hair scraping at her skin. He tore at her tunic. 

A battle shout made him falter. Other hands grabbed at her, the claws and callouses rough on her skin. She yelled the most blood-curdling cry Yolo taught her. She kicked and elbowed. She would not let them pin her again. 

A thunder of heavy foot falls and the large half-orc’s shadow fell over the shorter orcs falling on her. 

The horrid creatures still bucked and handled her, intent on finishing what they started. A few of the horde faced off Gark, roaring their challenge at him. Claiming her as theirs. 

Gark raised his staff. The lightning blasted the orcs like white fire. 

A searing flash cut through their bellies in a blazing line. Entrails slopped out and steamed on the snow. The orcs blinked and grabbed at themselves, faces going from agony to slack disbelief. They clutched at their guts, shrieking. They fell, flailing and becoming still, dead. The dark eyes so recently full of lust stared at bare branches and the black sky, reflecting blackness like night pools.

The smoke carried the odor of cooked flesh. 

Teza wavered on her feet. She stared at the fallen enemies, at their seared, eviscerated, hairy bellies and vulnerable cocks. 

If she had obeyed Gark none of it would have happened. 

“I’m sorry.”

“You must not defeat my attempts to keep you safe.” His voice rasped. He looked past her. 

“I didn’t understand, I’m sorry.” She felt younger beneath his mature regard. 

Overcome with embarrassment, she shrugged. Her shredded garment fell to the ground. She stood naked before her rescuer. 

She didn’t cover herself. Her pink nipples crinkled in the cold. Her high breasts, smooth belly, and private curls were all exposed to him. Goosebumps formed on her lean, strong legs and arms. A rising wind made her shake and blew back her hair. 

In his eyes, disappointment in her shifted to lust. 

The thing she feared at the beginning now came as a relief. She might not know how to ride with him as his captive, or as his partner, but she knew how to satisfy him. She would get better at riding at his back and not causing problems. It troubled her to think about learning to be less trouble to an orc. But he had been good to her. 

She swallowed, the realization of her near fate taking her. The orcs would have rutted on her all at once. By now, she’d be bleeding out, dying or dead under the night’s first shooting stars, her eyes not seeing them. Gark saved her life.

“Thank you.”

He nodded, a curt acknowledgment. He pulled her into his arms.

She flinched. 

“Don’t fear. I’m going to keep you warm.” He glanced at her swollen ankle. “I’ll carry you.” With his powerful grace, he scooped up the shreds of her clothes, covered her, and picked her up in his arms. 

She was a warrior, damn it, not a swooning lady of the court. A heady rush went through her at being protected and warmed in his powerful arms. The muscular body that killed her enemies pressed against her side. She breathed deeply, taking in his musk. Maybe he hadn’t been at great risk, but he’d fought for her. Had he killed the rogues to reclaim his possession, or because he valued, cared for her, beyond her position as his chattel?

She gritted her teeth and clung to him.

He increased his pace and the jostling gait was not near as smooth as Shellaq’s. She felt every bump in her bruised body. Against her will, she felt desire for him spearing through her, again. Nothing in her remained unwilling to be his. 

At the palace, she’d copied intriguing passages from scrolls, committing them to memory. A sage had said: If you save someone’s life, that man or woman is yours. Not in the sense of ownership, but as a bond of responsibility. What bonds were there now between them? She closed her eyes tightly. She wouldn’t think of it. She didn’t want to think of how she’d failed her people, either.

Gark’s breath stirred her hair as he ran through the sleeping village of Kaersohn with her in his arms.

She hadn’t gotten far, and soon he’d have her back in camp. She heaved out a breath. The truth of her position settled over her with the weight of the enormous orc. He truly owned her. He could do anything to her. 

Now that she’d lost his trust, what would he do to her? In an instinctual wish for comfort, she pressed her face and lips to the exposed flesh of his shoulder, his armor finding a bruise on her cheek. She sucked in her breath and his arms tightened around her.

She pulled back from him, shocked at herself. Icy wind hit her face and throat. Her teeth chattered. 

“You’ll be warm soon.” His human words carried his guttural orcish accent, thickened with an emotion she couldn’t identify. 

She steeled herself to make up to him for her betrayal, if he’d allow her. 

“What will happen to me now?” Her voice shook.

“I’m taking you to my home. You will make no further attempts at escape.”

“Yes, Gark.” 

Her relief warred with anxiety over where in his home he’d put her: a dungeon, the stables, or his bed.

Their late arrival at his house was a blur to Princess Teza. She clung to Shellaq’s neck as they entered a walled city at the end of a long, rocking journey. The one detail that reached her is the air grew warmer, no longer sending blasts of ice to chill her.

At a large house, Gark dismounted and pulled her off his pown into his arms. 

He carried her into his home and told an unwelcoming orc woman to bathe her. She wanted to protest, but in her haze of fatigue, she realized she was a prisoner. 

After the rough bath and toweling that made her aware of each scrape and bruise, the large, unsmiling woman gave her soup. After the wordless meal, the woman took her Gark. Teza found the tusks disconcerting all over again. She’d begun to get used to them on Gark. Seeing them on an unfriendly woman unsettled her. 

With a sound more like a curse than an invitation, her guard pushed her through a doorway and shut the door.

Gark stood at a wash stand, bare to his waist. In the shadows, his skin didn’t look so green, and his deep musculature invited him to admire him as though he were a statue of masculine beauty. She cast her gaze around the room, pretending she wasn’t looking at him. 

From the weapons and armor on the walls and the bed, Teza realized it was his room. The warrior in her wanted to examine the battle axes, the spiked mace, all of it. But she caught his stare, his eyes lingering on her wet hair hanging beside her breasts and the rough tunic clinging to her body to her bare legs. She stood still. 

“Are you alright?”

“Yes. Nothing worse than surface hurts. They didn’t succeed....” She trailed off, not wanting to talk about it.

“Good. I’m glad I found you.”

“Thank you.” She rubbed her food on the rough floor mat. The bed appeared to be made of plant stuff and covered with woven blankets. It was neater, cleaner, and more inviting that she expected. From her nurse’s tales, she thought Orcs would live in caves gnawing bones. Bad girls’ bones. She felt too warm. Scrolls on a table near the bed caught her eye. Gark read, too. He was not the beast she’d been led to fear. 

He turned away from her and continued drawing a sponge over his body, returning to the task she’d interrupted. It didn’t seem more dismissive, but kind. 

“Those other orcs, they’re so different from you.” She didn’t fight the admiration in her voice as she watched him bathe. She flinched at the deep scrape on his arm.

“Those orcs have remained closer to their origins than we have. They have their own kind of intelligence, though. Humans underestimate them and us to their peril.”

“What do you mean? I want to understand.”

“They do not attack our city. They have limited reasoning, yet they learned approaching the city means death.” Shadows crossed his narrowed eyes. “I don’t like to kill them.” 

It struck Teza again, how horribly she failed him by attempting escape and being captured by the orc gang. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“It’s time for you to stop being sorry. Take off your clothes .” He stroked her hair, his big calloused fingers catching in the silky strands. 

“Excuse me?”

“You are the most beautiful one I have seen. The most beautiful woman of any kind.” His lips twitched. “You heard me. Get undressed.” He gestured, closing his talons as though ripping off her fresh tunic.

“Oh. Yes. Yes, Gark.” She bowed her head, attempting to appear servile, a thing so far from her nature it took a great effort to stand with her face down and her hands clasped behind her waist. 

She arched so that her breasts pressed at the coarse fabric. She imagined herself as chattel on the auction block. That could happen if she didn’t please him. She sighed, unfit for playing this role. She was a warrior and a princess, not a mummer. 

If she wasn’t to say she was sorry, she could at least show it. The dragon in the spiked collar flashed in her mind. Owned. The damned orc saved her life, making her grateful, but he owned her, making her seethe. 

“You won’t like this at first, Teza. My punishment will release you from your guilt.” 

“What do you mean?” Her toes curled against the floor and her fists tightened behind her back. 

“I’m going to spank you now.” 

“Spank me? As though I were small?” Wonder, outrage, and a spark of arousal fought within her.

“If you would prefer, I shall punish you by sending you out of my room. There’s a guest chamber next to the kitchen where you’ll be warm.” He examined his talons as though her choice meant nothing to him. 

She wanted to ask him how he got claws that looked like a cross between a great cat’s and an eagle’s, but she didn’t dare. 

She shook her head for her answer, panicked at the thought of not sharing his bed that night, shameless about her desire to do so. She would sooner endure his spanking than be sent away from his presence. In such a short time, he had captured her. In truth.

“Tell me.” His eyes looked into her.

“I will—accept the spanking, Gark. Do not send me away from you.”

He pulled her over his lap, yanked her tunic to her waist, and caressed her bottom.

“Oh!” She sighed in surprise. How good his hand felt right there. 

He pulled back his hand and smacked it down on her ass cheek. “There you go, young cat.” He spanked her in a slow, warming rhythm as he spoke. “You are a princess, and I don’t expect you to be subservient, but you will learn to obey me.”

“Yes, Gark.”

“Here, as in your land, the king and queen rule side by side. I am a scion of the mating between your long-ago queen Runeheld and the orc general Tarn. He was her prisoner. Our bards tell that after watching him fight in the arena, she ordered him brought to her bed. No one minded that, but when she raised him from the dungeon to become her consort, it was a scandal.” He paused and caressed her burning ass.

“What happened?”

“Runeheld’s sister Corvin tried to poison her to seize the throne. Careful and wily, Runeheld proved not so easy to kill. She locked her sister and other dissenters in a tower. The tales say their bones lie in that tower still.”

“That’s as grim as some of my family’s history,” Teza blurted. Betrayal upon betrayal for generations, so much desire for the throne. Perhaps that was why her father sent her away. He wanted to rule forever. 

“Despite widespread, though less-blatant, opposition, Queen Runeheld kept Tarn at her side.” He squeezed her cheek. “I like to believe she loved him, and that he made her sing, as I do you.” His smile warmed his voice. “I trace my lineage to their daughter Irlan, who became the next great warrior queen in your land. She fought off the ancestors of your would-be bridegroom, pushing them back to the land now known as Akkak. Their own country across the sea had expelled them.”

“Expelled them? You mean they were forced to leave their homes? Why?” Sorrow suffused her. She couldn’t help likening their fate to her own, adrift from her own place, forced to learn new ways.

“Your bridegroom’s lineage was sentenced to perpetual exile for their cruel practices. Their forms of torture and executions were extreme, even for that bloody era. Across the gap of time, it’s difficult to know the full story. Many tales tell that all orcs are cursed. We are green and ugly because we displeased the gods.” He sighed. “It may be that some of us are less cursed than others.” He ran a talon over her fiery cheeks and between them, making her grab his leg and yelp. “Enough. Enough history, my delicious student, and more spanking.”

He spanked her with soft smacks. His slaps became harder as her ass grew hotter than before. His blows turned to a frenzy as his cock nudged her from below. 

She whined, she yelped, she howled. Her body writhed on his lamp, tormented by his hot erection.

His blows sent a drumming cadence through her ass and between her legs. His rhythm evoked music made for ritual sex. His stinging slaps made her rock and wriggle on his lap like a wildcat in heat.

His breathing and blows quickened.

Moaning, clinging to his hard legs, Teza reached the state of pain, so taken in burning, stinging spanks, no thoughts moved in her. 

One idea grew clear. She didn’t know if she could stand any more blows. As carefully as a good cat, she nipped his leg.

He stopped. 

The silence and absence of stinging slaps reached her as though from far away.

His huge hands pulled her into position above his over his cock. Her legs spread over his lap, and her head hung toward the floor. 

Her fiery ass flinched from his coarse hair. The roar of blood filled her ears. She throbbed between her legs, slick for him. 

He lifted her hips and speared her with one jarring thrust that forced her all the way onto his cock. 

She yelled at the sudden, rending thrust. Lust livened her, her juices and body welcoming him. 

The huge monster cock filled her, stretching her beyond belief, making her burn deep inside, pushing toward her heart. 

The truth of the story he told her of his origins hit her. It explained the difference in how he looked compared to the shorter, scarier orcs who attacked her. It wasn’t just a tale. Orcs could make babies with humans. He could make her pregnant, use her to sire his heir—the prince or princess who would inherit the throne of the orc realm. Her mind grasped his vision’s prophesy: He said he knew I’d be his.

“Yes, Teza, my warrior queen,” he whispered and drove her down on his cock. 

“Gark! Oh, you. You.” Curses filled her mind. She bit her lip, tasted blood.

His huge hands gripped her hips and pumped her like a toy. 

She shrieked, and her hair tumbled around her face. Her breasts bounced. 

His hand kept hold of her ass, and he grabbed one breast, his hips bucked up at her, pumping fast, driving hard and deep inside of her. He flicked at her nipple with his talons. 

“You are mine. Meant for me, only me.” He gripped her hair and pulled. Her hot ass smacked against his thighs, keeping the burn of the spanking alive. 

His cock felt impossibly big inside her, stretching her so wide she burned around him as hot as her ass.

He shoved hard up into her, striving, fucking, making her feel him. 

He stretched her so much at her womb, she cried out. 

He controlled her completely, using her on his cock, taking his pleasure, driving and thrusting in her. 

“I feel you, Gark. So, so, deep, my orc, my lover.”

He released her hair, slid his hand down her body. Pushed his fingers between her folds with unerring aim and stroked her clit, making her lose all control. Making her shake wild on his his cock, making her hump on him. 

She ground at his root, desperate for the release he could give her. 

He showed no mercy. Fingering her right there, making her shudder, making her cry out. 

Her need and tension rose higher, towering. 

He banged upward far inside her, yanked her down, roaring. 

She climaxed hard, clenching his cock, milking him into her, roaring her climax as he shot his orc seed into her womb. 

“Oh, fuck. Oh, Gark.” She clasped his legs and collapsed. 

“Yes, fuck, good fuck,” he rumbled. He raised her gently. 

A master of fucking, he kept his cock in her as he moved her onto her side and came to rest behind her. As it softened, his cock served as a massive plug, keeping his seed trapped inside her. 

She was certain he did it deliberately. Something about the tale of the warrior queen and the orc gladiator nagged her. She imagined this powerful orc siring his offspring on her. It felt true. In the mists ahead, time’s veils dropped. Gark stood at her side, and the yells of orclings rose around them. They become parents.

Expelling a long breath, she tuned into her sore insides burning and pulsing, his cock throbbing with her heartbeat. Even soft, it felt like it was trying to push into her throat from the inside.

“You monster,” she whispered. “You brute.” She grasped his hand and kissed his scarred knuckles. “You are magnificent.”

He embraced her with his massive arms. He kissed her forehead, her nose, her lips. 

“As are you. My beauty, my treasure.” 

“Sweet talker.”

She felt him smile against the nape of her neck. 

“I have a special bride gift.”

“What is it?” Excitement surged in her. She held still, feeling his sperm inside of her. 

Her parents had brought her carved animals from other lands. Waiting for the next one, marking her calendar, had been a ritual of her early years. She felt eager and greedy. 

“I will show you tomorrow.” He ruffled her hair. “You must be patient. You will be pleased.”

It struck her to ask for her peoples’ freedom, but sensed it was too soon. He seemed to have forgiven her for betraying him, but pushing him now could damage his warmth toward her. She needed his good graces. As she lay sated in his arms, she was grateful he wanted her as much as she wanted him. 

By the standards of her home, she was ruined. She brushed back her hair.

Gark sneezed and wound her hair out of his face, tender with his touch. 

What was the surprise gift? 

She fought her eagerness and mastered the urge to press him. As her sore bottom told her, she would do well to behave. She wriggled on him. She could hardly wait.

His words turned into meaning. Bride gift.

The soft edges of sleep brought a sharp-faced woman staring at her from the shadows with eyes dark and driven as those of the orc attackers. The woman was more than a woman. Her ruby robes were clasped by a wide bind worked with gold and gems that rose between her breasts in a point, with a matching point aiming between her legs. Her black hair blew across her tight lips and full breasts, and her be-ringed fingers smoothed the fine gown over her lush hips. Her lips shaped a word over and over. Teza strained to understand. She watched her lips the way she used to watch her nurse and mother to discover what they said. 

‘Teza. Teza. Teza.’ 

In a jolt bright as the lightning from Gark’s staff, she knew she saw the sorceress, and the sorceress sought her. 

A chill took her and shook her worse than the icy winds in the forest. 

Her heart knew if the Sorceress killed her, Gark’s prophesy would not come to pass. 

The dark wings would spread over the realms. Ripped of will, all peoples would serve the sorceress.

As though aware of her from deep in his sleep, Gark’s arms tightened around her. 

This wasn’t the future, nor the bridegroom Teza crossed the high pass to meet, but she sensed with a dire knowing that they were hers. If there was any hope at defeating the sorceress, Teza must live. 

A sound of huge wings and the wind of them passed over the house. 

The knowing voice that she no longer welcomed warned her that staying alive wouldn’t be easy. She missed her sword with an ache deep in her body.
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GARK’S SURPRISE

––––––––
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TEZA TOSSED IN THE orc’s bed next to the huge, snoring orc. Sleep slipped from her over and over. What was the gift? If she accepted it, did that mean she’d be his woman forever? What was she to him, anyway? Chattel, a concubine? Did orcs marry? His lineage was part human, but that would make no difference to her parents if she chose him over Prince Harsah. 

Dawn broke, sending pale sun rays onto Gark’s wall of armor and weapons. They were well-crafted. Like much of life in this city, they didn’t fit the tales.

Teza tugged at the big orc’s arm. As he stretched next to her in his bed, it struck her she no longer feared him. His cheeks were the soft green of new moss on the river bank.

“What, what is it?” He half-rose beside her, clearly prepared to fight.

“Forgive me, there’s no danger. I’m sorry. I’m excited. You said—.” She blushed, feeling small. “A gift.” Her voice trailed off and she hid in her hair. 

A broad smile transformed Gark’s face in the pale morning light. “Don’t feel bad. This is a good time to go.” 

“Go? We’re going somewhere? A journey?” Her heart sank. The freezing trip across the high pass where Gark took her captive was enough travel to last her a long time. 

“Not far, beautiful one. A walk that won’t take so long as to strain your patience too much.”

“You’ve found me out. My patience is in short supply.” 

“I noticed by how you awakened me from a sound slumber to claim your gift.”

Teza blushed hotter. “Forgive me.”

“You are forgiven.” His voice sounded gentle.

“Thank you.”

He pulled the cover down slowly, eyes glowing as though unwrapping a gift of his own. He made much of sighing. 

“I suppose I mustn’t keep you waiting for your surprise. I’ll ravage you later.”

Teza glanced at him from the side of her eye, not sure if he was joking. 

He chuckled. The brightening sunlight made his tusks glow.

She was getting used to them. They looked good on him. He looked—regal. She gave him a shy smile. Shifting on the bed, tenderness lanced her inside, making her feel his mighty thrusts again, all the way up to her navel. 

“You brute. You’ve ruined me.”

“Ruined you?”

“No one else will ever satisfy me.” She plaited her hair, fingers clumsy at it. 

“Good. I’m not sorry.” He petted her head. Smiling broadly, he tilted her chin up with his talons and kissed her. He nipped her lips. “You’re mine. No one else will ever get the chance to satisfy you.”

“Of course. I only meant—.” She bit her lip. “You are magnificent, Gark.” Her mind tilted. This was her life now. 

Closing her eyes, she held still against the future that closed its giant green hand around her life. She would not meet her intended bridegroom. She’d have no cause to wear all the finery in her trunks—if she saw any of it again. Perhaps it wasn’t true that she no longer feared the huge orc. She still hesitated to ask to see the others.

“As are you.”

She ducked her head, blushing. 

Her escape had been a near disaster, not only bringing her close to the land of the dead, but damaging Gark’s trust. She felt she hadn’t earned any favors. He was well-pleased with her now. She’d remain on her best behavior, and in a few days, when he was at his most relaxed, she’d ask to see Zenar. Maybe he’d even allow her to see all of her people, and keep her companion close. Within his fearsome body, he harbored a kind heart. For now, she didn’t like to admit even to herself how much she missed her own kind. 

“I’m glad you think so.”

She scooted to the edge of the bed and swung her foot, eager to see his surprise. His lusty openness made a stark contrast to the more inhibited ways of her world. For her to even admit to pleasure showed how much he’d affected her. Despite tittering descriptions by Zenar, she hadn’t had much idea what to expect from—having a lover. Her purity had been essential, as the promised bride of Prince Harsah.

The rising sun enhanced Gark’s skin as he bathed. Until him, she’d never seen a man wash himself, never imagined such easy intimacy. In the half-light, his skin looked pale as the lightest jade. By moonlight, if not for his massive muscles and great height, he’d resemble one of the small people of less frightening fairy tales, ones where the green people were lucky, not horrifying. 

She’d never asked him if it was true that ogres—orcs—ate humans. She didn’t dare. 

As though he sensed her discomfort, he busied himself dressing in a warm tunic and breeches.

Once the stomping orc woman shut the door, she slipped out from under the covers into the slippers gift he’d given her as a welcome. 

It had never been easy to continue thinking of herself as a prisoner. He took such good care of her. He’d dressed her, fed her, housed her in his own room. He was even considerate in the use of his huge instrument. He’d turned all her fears about being ravaged to death by orcs into fevered desires for him to take her again.

Teza took her turn with hot water brought by scowling Dernen.

She bit her lip and sponged the hot water and a surprisingly fragrant soap over her body. It reminded her of lilacs growing wild below the palace. A tear slipped out. She wiped it away before Gark could notice. 

He whistled and pulled on his everyday boots, a soft pair free of the spikes he wore for patrol or into battle. He was both that softer self and that fearsome warrior who wielded fatal magic.

That power struck her as more terrifying than his ability to slay enemies with monstrous weapons she couldn’t swing. 

She drew in her breath as the water ran over her breasts and down between her legs, leaving shivers along its trail. Speeding up, remembering that he was about to show her his surprise, she toweled off and slipped into her clothes. The orc tunic felt coarse on her skin, but she’d become used to it, just as she’d become used to the sight of Gark’s tusks and the lines that radiated around his eyes when he smiled. 

He looked happy. 

She pulled on her boots and tied off her braid. With a grin, she slid her hand into his. “I’m ready. Take me where you will.” 

“With such inviting words, I am liable to take you in every way, and we will never leave this room.”

Her face flamed, “No. No, I meant, I’m ready for your surprise.”

He ran his hands up her waist to her breasts. “I have many surprises to give you.” He nuzzled her neck, slid his fingers down her back and squeezed her ass. 

She gasped. “I know,” she whispered, wondering if Dernan eavesdropped.

“Don’t worry, her room is at the other side of the house, and she’s in the kitchen at the back in any case.” 

She started. All the things about him that seemed foreign now felt familiar. Except for his ability to divine her thoughts. Compared to him, the court magicians seemed charlatans, less skilled than the jester.

“You are astounding.”

“In a good way, I hope.;” He smiled down at her, his lips curving in a sensual way that sent a bolt of heat between her legs.

“In the best way.”

“Good. Let’s go. This is a good time to go,” he urged. “Before I give in to the urge to ravage you until you’re babbling and turned to pudding.”

“You brute.”

“Your brute.”

“Yes, mine.” For the first time in a long time, she felt like a princess.

She took the arm of her handsome orc and they left his room. When the fresh air of the hall hit them, she realized how strongly the chamber smelled of sex.

She stretched her legs to keep pace with his long stride.

Whistling in pleasure, he led her along a path marked by tall boulders and broken trees. The smell of recent but dead fires reached her on the breeze. She wrapped her arms around herself, grateful for the rising sun.

The scent of burned wood and scorched earth grew stronger. 

Gark slowed his steps and squeezed her arms. “We’ll go slow, and quietly now.” He held his finger to his lips and dropped his voice. Tall boulders obstructed her view of what lay ahead.

“Yes, Gark.” She nodded. It had become a habit, to agree immediately. 

“We keep her here amid the rocks. It’s safe for her, and for us, so she doesn’t burn our home down.”

Teza smiled at the way he said ‘our home.’ “Her?”

He led her between two of the looming boulders into a blackened clearing. 

Movement drew her eyes. A leathery golden wing stretched from the rock shadows into sunlight. Teza fell to her knees in wonder. 

The baby dragon blinked and met her gaze with big green eyes. Eyes as green as Gark.

“You’re giving me a dragon,” she breathed.

“Well, there’s no giving of a dragon, but should she choose you, the two of you will be a team to inspire the bards. From the way she’s looking at you, I think this is going well.” He grinned. 

“Oh, Gark. Where did you find her?” 

His face tightened. “At the coast, under a grown dragon’s wing. Hunters from Akkak killed her mother. I’ve been feeding her and keeping her safe.”

The parallel was not lost on Teza. She cast a glance at him, barely able to take her eyes from the dragon’s glistening scales and big baby eyes.

“You are a good person, a good man, Gark.” She could not believe her wondrous good fortune. If he’d entered her dream to give her what her heart wanted most, he could not have moved her more. 

She crooned to the dragon wordlessly. Faltering, she bit her lip. 

Inspired, she sang the poem Gark recited to her when they first made love. She’d been practicing and practicing to get all the words right. From her heart, with her voice as steady as she could make it, she sang to the baby. 

The dragon met her eyes and unfurled her wings. The baby took a wobbling step to her and rested her long head on Teza’s breast. A hot exhalation singed her tunic but Teza didn’t mind at all. With a slow hand, the way she befriended her horse as a foal, Teza stroked the dragon’s neck. 

The dragon’s warm breath singed her again, and the baby emitted a sound much like a cat’s purr. 

“That’s it, she has chosen you.” Gark’s voice radiated pride in her and tenderness. 

He was a different person than the warrior on the battlefield, and she loved all of who he was. His praise entered the aching place she used to wish her father would fill. Her heart overflowed, and tears fell down her face. 

The baby dragon licked them. 

“Runeheld. I will call you Runeheld for the brave warrior queen who followed her desire and begat the line that led to the orc I love.”

Gark blinked and knelt beside her. “You sang the poem well. I am honored.” He cleared his throat. 

Runeheld spread her wings. She sneezed. Sparks shot between them. 

Their eyes met over the baby’s head, filled with mirth. They were about to get some wild practice with parenting. 

“I love you, too. Thank you, thank you so much, Gark, you fill dreams I didn’t know I had.” 

The baby lowered its head and nuzzled her belly. The intricate pattern of head scales glowed with an iridescent sheen. 

She stroked the baby gently between the eyes, following a curvy pattern up her fine skull and down her strong neck.

“In years ahead, my Teza, the bards will sing of you. They will tell of you and Runeheld flying above a battle that could split our world.” He gave her a measuring glance. 

“What will happen?” She leaned toward him, breathless to learn the future. 

“The outcome of the great battle, my love, will depend on you.”

She drew in her breath. The weight of her role in her world settling on her. Runeheld nuzzled her breast, bringing her back to the business of life. 

“What does she eat?”

“She’s been tolerating griffin’s milk. Its cursed difficult to obtain.” His lips lifted at one corner.

Teza blinked. She wasn’t sure he was joking. “You’re a good provider.” Whatever he had done to obtain milk for a baby dragon deserved praise, whether a griffin was involved or not. 

He reached under his armor and brought out a flask warm from his body. He removed the stopper and applied a soft reed for a nipple. Smiling, he handed the bottle to her. 

She held it to Runeheld’s mouth, and he helped her tip it right for the milk flow. Together, they fed the baby dragon. 

Teza blinked, her heart so full she ached. She had never been happier.

A shadow crossed the sun. The orb once thrown by a god had risen to its full glory and dazzled her eyes. She blinked and caught sight of the fierce black dragon flying low. Neesa’s familiar, looking for them.

Without words, keeping a calm grip on the flask, she met Gark’s eyes and signaled him with hers to look where the dragon flew past. It was distant, its sharp pointed tail lashing the clouds, it’s powerful wings making trees bow. It was not distant enough.

She petted Runeheld with a promise of protection. 

Gark’s lips at her temple did the same to her.

Teza didn’t know when, but the fight against the sorceress become her fight. She must retrieve her sword, or get Gark to give her one. If Neesa or Fang came near Runeheld or Gark. She would kill. A flash of sight made her jerk the flask. She steadied herself and slid the reed back into Runeheld’s hungry mouth. She saw it. She would raise her sword for blood. 






Princess in Captivity

––––––––
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THE DAYS BLENDED INTO each other with warmth and peace. Away from the bone-chilling mountain pass, the crisp air refreshed Teza, and she savored the warm afternoons. She helped tend the kitchen garden, learning the names of the herbs. 

By paying attention and making many gestures, she began to understand the guttural orcish language. 

Mornings and evenings, she was alone in the house with only Dernen and the cook. 

Loneliness went through her in deep pangs of longing for home. She leaned out the window, breathing in the scent of ripe fruit. The birds were bigger and louder than the ones back home. Orc children were much the same as children anywhere, although they struck her as maddeningly loud.

Gark came to her after leading a defense training session with the city’s mages. His broad shoulders bulged out of his most impressive ceremonial armor. He backhanded his face and pushed his hair out of his eye. 

She knew him well enough to know he didn’t bring good news. 

He didn’t meet her eyes. He gestured at his room where she sat making a clumsy attempt to mend her tunic by the window. 

Dernen had smiled in a smug way when she borrowed the needle, as though knowing Teza never had to mend anything before. She pricked her finger and sucked it. 

Gark’s eyes shifted to her lips. He looked past her out the window at the tumbling, shrieking orclings. 

“Make yourself at home in my home. I must journey to the east. We need medicine for our young. Many sicken die. The plant that might save them grows only in the lands past the mountains.”

“Oh. Thank you. You have helped me feel at home. I’m sorry to hear about the sickness.” She fumbled for words, thanking him in orcish and striving to hide her disappointment. Surveying his commanding face for a clue to his feelings, she allowed her loose hair to shield her face. Shy at how much she wished he wouldn’t leave her, she averted her eyes and put down her mending. 

Far from being the ravaging beast of nursery tales, he was a leader so concerned with the well being of the smallest, most helpless members of his tribe. He was going personally to collect medicine to save their lives. Nothing about him as an individual or the orcs as a group fit her expectations. Unless he was a skillful liar. 

“What is it? What’s making them sick?”

His massive shoulders rose and he sighed. The look in his eyes bore the weight of his world. He felt distant, as though they’d never touched. 

It struck her that she’d become accustomed to his company and enjoyed it. Without him, she’d be alone amid the orcs.

“It is a long story, and a painful one. We’ll speak of it when I return. You’ll come to understand that your people practice poisoning and duplicity. They call us monsters.” His hot gaze raked over her, as though realizing he had one of the enemy in his room. 

“I’m sorry, Gark. That’s horrible. Is there anything I can do to help?” She glanced out the window. One orcling could bowl her over. A group of them could leave her bruised and unconscious from merely playing. They thrived on rough games, and seemed to have no idea of their strength. No wonder the women were nearly as large as the men. They had to be, to survive child-rearing.

“Please be at home in my home.” He picked up a large club.

She took a battle stance instinctively. 

He smiled and swung the club against a metal disk. The gong reverberated through the house. 

Dernen entered the room. She had the strong body, full breasts, and forbidding face of most orc women. Her nostrils flared at the sight of Teza.

“Dernen, watch over my guest. Teza is free to explore the house but should have an escort for her safety when she goes out.”

It was nicely done. He showed considerate hospitality without being obvious about keeping her captive. No doubt if she tried to leave, orcs would stop her. 

She nodded to Dernen, unsure of the manners. The woman held a higher status than a servant back home, but she didn’t seem close to Gark. 

The woman nodded and left the room. 

Gark glanced at Teza, cleared his throat, and gathered up his gear. He appeared eager to leave. 

His kiss felt hurried and his manner gruff. “You’ll be all right here, I’ll return in a few days.” He took a breath and closed his eyes. “Most of the tales your people tell about us are wrong.” His eyes opened and flashed at her. “The ones about Orcs taking women roughly and many at once are true. I stop it where I can, but the practice has a long history. I don’t always catch them in act. Some orcs take revenge and send warnings to your kind to stop encroaching on us.” 

“What of you, Gark?” She gestured awkwardly at herself, her pricked finger throbbing and bleeding again. “You don’t practice revenge?” 

“Not in overpowering a woman. Except when you want it that way.” He shifted his weight and drew a battle ax from the wall. He slid it into the sheath that carried it. There are so many wrongs, I could spend my life taking revenge and never kill enough humans to make up for our losses.” The flesh around his eyes tightened with pain. His gaze went past her to the orclings. “I kill when I must. My life must be an example. If I commit acts that create more hatred, the cost of those acts are on me. I choose not be be known as the mage who brought about our destruction in blood and shame.” For an instant, his huge body sagged.

“I want to understand.” She wanted to touch him, but buried her hands in the tunic’s rough folds.

“I’ve seen the weapons your kind build. I’ve studied human brilliance in killing, in inventing greater and more brutal ways to destroy life. They are an enemy that make the worst orc scourges look like one of your tea parties.”

“What makes you so different? Why do you keep such a distance?” She thrust out her chin, stung, as though his low opinion of human creating engines of mass destruction extended to her personally.

“The practice of my teacher and the great mages of our lineage is a way of honorable battle. We half-orcs value life. It does not come easily. ” He displayed his fangs in a way she’d come to recognize as self-deprecating. “My orc blood rages to wipe out the invaders. Your kind.” 

“You don’t hate us. You could hate us.” She couldn’t find words for all she wanted to know about him, and he was leaving, damn it. She sucked her finger, tasting the raw-blade tang of her blood. 

She tongued it over her lips and Gark’s nostrils widened. His pupils enlarged.

“I had a friend. More than a friend, of your kind. Through him, I learned that people are individuals and don’t always match the stories. Here, we caution our small ones the way you do. We’re brutal, and so are you.”

The thought of orcs telling nursery tales about humans struck her speechless. 

Before she could reply, he opened the door. It closed with a sound like thunder. She closed her eyes. The sight of his strong back walking away from her remained. 

Her pride didn’t allow her to follow him. She sprang to the window and watched Gark mount his cranky-looking steed. Shellaq’s ring of teeth flashed in the sun. The beast’s long neck twisted around as though it felt her watching. 

Teza kept Gark in sight until he turned to a speck in the mountains. She was sorry to see him go. Not only was she a stranger in a strange place, she would miss him. She pressed her face to the warm wall beside the window, grateful to be back in low lands, out of the snowy mountains.

If she hadn’t come to empathize with her captor, this would be the time to contact the other captives and attempt another escape. 

Stalking across the room, she threw herself into his chair. She missed her handmaiden Zenar, but she’d accepted the order to remain separate from her people. Given what her kind had been doing to the orcs—including poisoning their children— keeping human captives divided made horrible sense. 

In the days following his departure, Teza busied herself exploring his house. With a great deal of persistence and bartering help with household tasks, she got Dernen to give her daily lessons in orcish. The next time Gark spoke to her in his tongue, she hoped to understand more of what he said.

Her pronunciation made her teacher laugh, but the older orc woman in the kitchen seemed to respect her efforts.

One afternoon, as the sky reddened behind the deep forest that hid the city, dust filled the road. Heart pounding, Teza craned over the window sill. Her heart surged as she recognized the surly, fanged creature that came into view with Gark on its back. The orc king looked too huge for real life.

His skin, his breastplate, his belt, his battle ax, all gleamed. His tusks and eyes glittered. His hair blew in the wind. He was enormous. 

She rubbed her eyes. He could not be real. The pulse between her legs said he was. She felt glad all over he’d returned at last to take her in his bed.

Teza watched Gark as his people crowded around him shouting in welcome. His laugh boomed through the street. 

She stayed at the window, quashing the urge to greet him. 

The big orc leader had treated her as a guest in his home. His concern for her comfort seemed genuine. How could she trust an enemy? Yet she did. She saw the amazing tenderness on his face when he looked at her. Her face grew hot. She undid her braids, spreading her hair over her shoulders and breasts. 

When he conquered her guards and captured her caravan, she could not have imagined enjoying his touch. She burned for him. 

His footfalls made the shields and weapons thrum against the wall. 

Entering his room, he gave her a small smile. He swallowed. 

“Good. I see you’re well.” He pulled off his chest plate, returned it to its hook.

“Yes, thank you. Did you get the medicine?”

“Yes. I hope it will work for this.” He stood at the washstand and sponged himself with soapy water. 

If she reached out with her finger tips, she’d be able to check if his lower back and the curve of his butt felt as downy as they looked. 

The flame from a single lantern made him glow. Up close and seen often, the green cast to his skin was lovely as moss. His big body amazed her.

Watching him wash felt natural now, yet they’d been strangers.

On impulse, she asked the big orc a question she wasn’t sure she wanted answered. “You will keep your promise and let me go, won’t you?” 

“I don’t want to let you go.” He stroked her arm with his calloused fingers. “Don’t you feel at home here? Have I, in some way, failed to show you that you are a treasured guest?” He lowered his brows, shadowing his narrowed pupils.

“No, you’ve been wonderful.” She spoke to him as though he hadn’t abducted her and taken her warriors and servants captive.

Courtesy, and the woebegone expression on his big powerful face, demanded the social lie. 

He clapped his hands. 

She flinched at the loud sound. 

“Good, that’s settled.” His grin stretched across his face. 

Orc politics must be so much simpler than ours. Being large and powerful settled everything, apparently. Despite her qualms, his pleasure at thinking he pleased her appeared radiant and earnest. 

She smiled at him. Some part of her wanted to believe their cultural exchange was her choice, she wasn’t in fact a prisoner to the huge brute.

He turned back to the basin and continued washing off the journey dust. 

He might be clever at manipulating her. She kept finding herself seeing his side of things. Or imagining she grasped what he thought and felt. 

Drips of soap ran down his powerful ass. 

Her fingernails gouged into her palms. He wasn’t human, not fully human. She couldn’t know what he intended or if he was honorable. She’d become distracted, trying to divine his motives and wishes. 

In a way, the distraction helped her. If she allowed herself to think for long on how dire her circumstances were, she might become paralyzed. 

She was trapped into serving the enemy. Acting as though she liked it might help her people. To complicate things, part of her did like it. She felt like a traitor. The orc somehow charmed her. The orc made her ache with wanting him to take her again. 

The lust she felt was a perversion. Would she ever recognize herself again? Would she be attracted by a regular man after experiencing the twisted pleasure of wanting this orc leader so badly? 

He made her a thrall to his masculinity and brute force. 

Water ran down his massive thighs and streamed over the long cock swinging between his legs. The hollows of his hips called to her hands, recalling how she gripped him there when he entered her. 

Teza pressed her hand to her mouth and averted her face, forcing herself to stop watching. She longed for him to plunder all of her body and fuck her hard. 

As though reading her mind, Gark came to her, tossed her over his shoulder, rushed to the bed, threw her on it, and mounted her. 

Before she had time to react, he kissed her, making her dizzy with his tusks pressing her lower lip, his tongue pushing into her mouth.

Fresh lilac essence and his scent filled her. She arched against his hard chest. 

His huge hands became gentle on her breasts, and his big fingers shook with need. He growled low, teasing her legs to open. 

The warrior princess opened wide for him, sighing with longing, already wet with desire. He crawled down her body, his long tongue trailing over her belly, over her sex, slipping between her lower lips. Finding her most sensitive place, he licked her there. He made slow circles, probing her with a finger, making her surrender. He homed in on the spot that made her gasp. 

He flicked so fast, right there, he sent throbs from her bud to her head. She squirmed. 

He grabbed her hips and pinned them, trapping her beneath the pleasures of his mouth. 

She bucked against his face. Delirious, she grabbed his hair and hollered. She wanted him to stop and to never stop. 

She yanked his hair, ferocious in her need. 

He chuckled into her, a sound of pure pleasure. 

The vibrations of his laughter felt so good there. His tongue claimed her again, pushing inside her the way his cock had done. 

He pumped her with his big, long finger in time with his tongue. Filling her, maddening her. 

She clawed his shoulders and braced her feet on the bed. She ground her heat against his face, free, lust-filled. Cries rose from her, uncontrollable. 

His long fingers gripped her ass, he slid one finger up and down the crack of her butt. 

The smooth tip surprised her. He’d sacrificed a claw. 

He pushed at her rear passage and entered it. Fucking her ass with his thick finger, he tongued her and banged her in front. 

His skilled fingers took her deep and hard the way she wanted it. 

Freed by his forceful passion, she dug her nails harder into his shoulders. She curled her toes in the blanket and thrust her hips at his mouth. 

Grimacing, growling low in her throat, yelling—Teza lost control, shattering with mind-stopping pleasure. 

Crying out her climax, she fell to the bed, no tension left in her body.

A small thought intruded. She could not go to her bridegroom now, not after losing all inhibitions in the arms of the orc king. The warning troubled her, but she dismissed it. 

Gark slid up her body. His massive arms supported all his weight. He took hold of her chin. 

She resisted, squeamish. 

He kissed her, and his intense pleasure in her stopped her concerns. 

She tasted herself on his tongue and lips. They kissed like ravenous adventurers dining. 

His cock throbbed against her inner thigh. Its heat and length extended to her knee. 

She envisioned the big, thick veins beating on its surface, its length swollen, the head dark purple, engorged. 

His tusks grazed her throat. He bit her life vein, soft, and harder. She pushed her head back, offering her throat and her body to him.

Gark roared, as crazed to be in her as she was to have him plunge inside. 

The princess raked her nails down his back. She gripped his ass with her claws and spread herself wide. She’d planned to act like a waterfront whore for him. Now she felt the part. She felt more than the part, she felt unstoppable desire. 

She didn’t have to pretend to want the orc to fuck her. She wanted the orc to fuck her more than she ever wanted—ungh.” 

He hit her deep, pushing behind her navel with his erection. 

Wordless cries poured out of her.

“So delicious, my beautiful princess, so tight, smooth, and slick.” His words panted out of him. His eyes gleamed. “You are so good, Teza, you please me well.” 

“Fuck me. Yes, Gark.” She grunted her responses. 

She couldn’t talk. She needed the orc to fuck her. 

“Tell me.” His tusks took her ear and tugged it. 

Lust stabbed her. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard.” 

“Yes, oh yes, my beauty. I’ll fuck you hard.” He reared back, positioned his massive cock, and powered it into her.

She screamed, and clung to him with her claws and her thighs. 

Shocks went through her body. Her arms and legs shook with spasms. Her head whipped from side to side. Her hair lashed his face. 

He gripped her hair and pulled it, fucking her harder. 

She thrust up at him in a frenzy. Fucking him back with all her verve, her ass pushed off the bed. Her hips slapping against him sent rushes through her bud. The sting maddened her. 

She ground on him hard and gasped as he rammed deep inside her. The thickness of his cock stretching her made her wild. 

He bit her neck. 

Moaning, she thrashed under him. 

He grabbed her in his arms. He squeezed her so hard, she feared he might squeeze her too hard. His tongue grew longer, surrounding her throat and squeezing. 

Her sight flickered. Dark smoke filled her vision. 

The slick, turgid length of his tongue pressed her flesh, stole her breath, made her afraid and ecstatic.

His cock stabbed full-depth inside her. He roared, releasing her throat. Crushing her against his hard, slick chest, he filled her with his seed. 

Clinging to him, quaking, she roared with him as the hot, tight ache he made in her peaked and flared. 

She bit him and held on with teeth and nails, helpless, yet powerful as an orc in her own way. 

The orc cock that grew so mighty for her softened in her grip.

“We are well matched,” he whispered in a tone of wonder. 

Tenderness made his fearsome face soft. 

Pride surged through Teza that she transformed him so. At home, she’d been betrayed, filled with lies. This act wasn’t filthy, it was holy in the widest sense of the word. 

Coming back to herself, she released his flesh from her teeth. A blood-purple rose bloomed on his muscled green torso from her bite. 

She pressed her hand against her mark on him. He wasn’t the only one taking and claiming when he ravished me. I met him in the battle. I conquered him, too. Her throat felt raw. 

Teza lay stunned, the feeling of her growls and roars surrounding her. It was as though she was part beast, part orc, and Gark roused her, challenged her to let it out. She had, and it was magical. 

She drew her finger from one of his nipples to the other, returned her palm to rest over her bite. The mark unfurled and grew darker at the edges of her hand.

He had me. The great orc warrior had me. I wasn’t going anywhere. 

He cradled her in his big arm as though sensing she felt troubled. 

She accepted his comfort. She no longer felt like a captive.

“You never were a captive, Teza. You were mine before we met. You needed only to realize it and to surrender to our fate.” 

She struggled out of his grip and stared into his placid face. “You know what I’m thinking.” 

“I get glimmers.” He ran his hand down her tightened spine, pulled her close again. “Teza, don’t fear me. We are different, yet more alike than you know. Give us time. You are my chosen one. You will be at my side in the creation of the era to come. We will transform the realms into a land of safety for all. This is my dream, the dream that led me to you.”

“You mean this?”

“Yes, because it’s true. I draw on the legacy of my human ancestry as well as the powers of the orc mages. In my reign, I will bring the best visions of our peoples to fruition. With you.” He licked his lips. “There was never any question of you leaving me. We will create a new people.” He pressed his thumb against her lips. He kissed her, a slow, thorough kiss. 

“You are poetic, for a fairy tale ogre,” Teza blurted. 

She grinned at him, more uncomfortable with his tender and visionary side than with the fierce warrior who abducted her. 

His ability to keep surprising her and filling her with hope that he might be as honorable as he seemed unsettled her. It made it difficult to play a part and continue plotting to leave him.

His lip twitched and he kissed her again, teasing her lips with his tongue tip, dipping inside her mouth. He drew back, wonder glowing in his eyes.

“The dream did not tell this sweetness.” He caressed her face. “The dream did not tell the satisfaction, the truest love I would find in your arms. Teza, join me in creating the time that must come.” 

Her heart surged. She wanted to join with him, but the obedient daughter of her upbringing quailed at the thought. This would mean defying her parents—instead of forging the alliance she’d been born to fulfill. 

How could she have two such conflicting destinies? Mercifully, the languor from their intimate acts took over, and all her thoughts fell to rest. She found peace in his arms.

Gark crooned to her, and one of his claws scratched her, giving her shivers.

It seemed minutes later that sun hit her face. She awakened to Gark’s his magnificent muscles flexing as he put on his chest plate.

“I’m due to meet with the patrols. Get some rest. I was hard on you.”

“Yes, you were.” She shot him a smile. 

“I have more surprises for you.” He raked his hair back. 

“More—?” She shifted her weight, sore inside. 

With his fast, strangely light stride, he reached her and crushed her against him. His mouth claimed her.

Gark chuckled. “You’ll see.” 
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PRINCESS TEZA ROSE from the warm bed. She’d indulged in a nap after gardening. The sound of Gark’s voice roused her. She’d slept past dark.

“It’s good you’re resting. I may keep you up late tonight.”

Stretching, she smiled at him. Next to the bed, she discovered new fleece-lined slippers.

“Oh, the surprises!” 

A fine tunic lay over a trunk. She ran her hand over the forest-green fabric. The garment was made of thicker, stronger stuff than her traveling tunic. 

She held the gift to her face and stroked it. Masterful weaving made it soft, unlike her first orc garment. A wide belt suitable for carrying weapons and water lay next to the slippers. 

If only it held her sword. 

Emotion squeezed her throat. Gark made time to get gifts for her on his medicine run. 

“Thank you,” she said. 

“I am glad to help you feel at home.” His deep rumbling voice gave her tingles and reached where she was tender from his fucking.

Emotion closed her throat. 

“Thank you. These are all pleasing things, beautiful as well as useful.”

“I enjoy pleasing you, Teza.”

She ducked her head. She felt the same, and he knew it. Her cheeks grew warm.

“Was it successful, your expedition for the medicine?”

“I hope so. I took the plants to the healers as soon as I arrived.” He drew a long breath, his face going dark.

“What’s wrong?” 

Two of the orclings died before I got back. Latham, the blacksmith’s son might die tonight.”

“How can I help?”

“You’re good, Teza, but I’ve seen how you flinch from the noise and approaches of orclings. I understand. They could harm you without meaning it. Nursing them isn’t for you. Not yet.” His eyes glittered. 

He smoothed her snarled hair. “Stay here, rest, work out your tangles.”

She sensed he meant more than her hair. It might be that the sensitivity to thoughts and feelings went both ways.

“All right.” She rubbed her foot on the rug, wishing she could do something.

“When I return, we’ll go and look at the barn for Rune held.”

“Barn?”

“Yes. I’ve had her under guard day and night for safety from Fang. As soon as the barn is ready, we can keep her close to us.”

“Oh. Oh, I see.” 

Dernen told her the huge structure rising behind the garden was a barn, and she’d wondered at its size. How clever of Gark.

She’d resented having to wait for guards to bring Rune held to her, but Gark hadn’t distrusted her, he’d been protecting them. The guards wore ordinary clothes and led Rune held under a tarp. From the air, the young dragon would look like a cart moving down the lane. From the sorceress’ dragon-eye-view, it wasn’t apparent the orc mages prepared for battle. 

Teza didn’t know how to apologize for not trusting him. She laid her hand on his muscle-corded arm. 

“It’s alright. Everything is unfamiliar to you, including me.”

“Yes.” She let her breath out slowly. For all the attention paid to her in the palace at home, no one had seen her so much as Gark.

“All the blacksmiths have been working long hours preparing thin sheets of metal. They’ll line an inner pen so she’s safe from starting a fire when no one’s watching.”

“That’s a good thing.” She held up her hand. 

Her small finger was smooth on one side from getting caught in Runeheld’s fire burp.

Gark kissed the healed burn. 

“We have an orcling fire brigade keeping buckets of water at the ready in case of stray sparks.” He grinned. “You’ve done a wonderful job of helping her control her fire. Dernen told me how much help you’ve been with the chores, and what fast progress Rune held makes with your tutelage.” 

“She did?

“Yes, a truly high-regard report. Dernen seems grim, because like you, she’s not fond of inactivity. She was a general until a human weapon damaged her leg. She can and will fight mounted, but she’s older than she looks and has too much honor to put others at risk.” He tilted his head. “I’m sorry. I see I should have said more to you about her. We’re in general more action-based than your kind.” 

“You think a great deal. Clearly, you plan defense and offense with great effectiveness.” 

“Yes, we do. It’s like breathing, when you’ve had to fight all your life.” 

She squeezed his arm. The myth of the warlike orc crumbled a bit more. His bite on her throat throbbed. Bloodthirsty, perhaps. Then, so was she. 

“You aren’t the mean orc of fairy stories,” she blurted. 

“Who says I’m not?” He pulled her hair playfully.

A sex jolt shot between her legs to the place his cock head hit far inside of her. 

“Brute.”

He gestured to the blood blossom she made on him.”Brute.” He raised his chin, taunting her.

She laughed, her hair brushing her bare skin.

His big hand stroked her, warming her back. 

It was difficult to think about playing a part and then leaving him. She was no longer playing a part. She wanted to give him pleasure. She wanted him to fuck her again. Rocking her tenderness against his thigh, she ached for his monster cock, wanting him to spear her. 

He kissed her throat. “I’ll be back again before the moon rises to her full height over the trees.” He pointed to the forest where the moon would cast cold light later in the night.

“Good.” Her fervor made her voice sultry. Had any royal woman of her realm sounded thus? She couldn’t imagine it.

He chucked. “Yes. Good for both of us.”

He knew what she thought, that she wanted him. Her face became hotter and the heat extended to her breasts. Her nipples hardened. 

He kissed her, pressing his lips softly on hers.

A frisson of nerves went through her. She’d only got the comfort of his presence back. She didn’t want him to leave her alone. Her hands tightened on his hips. 

The storm pressure in the air was the least of it. She felt the evil battle brewing. Hair stood on her arms, as though she could see the sorceress preparing her goblins and flying monkeys for a mutilating attack on them. 

“Be at ease. You’re safe here. No harm will come to you from me or any other.” Gark embraced her roughly and pulled away. 

He buckled on a sword, pulled on his leather breast plate, and rushed out.

His life differed so much from hers. She’d trained as a warrior because of tradition. From infancy until the trip to her wedding, she hadn’t known a moment of danger. The orcs faced possible attacks, violent and sneaky, heinous kinds, at all times. 

She had a mere glimmer of what that must be like, how such danger would form a person and an entire culture. 

Her fingers went to work at the big sex snarl behind her neck. 

The fairy tales had it wrong. It wasn’t the ogres who were monsters, it was her people. She prayed Latham lived. She wasn’t sure which orcling he was, but no innocent should die of poison.

She caught her reflection in a shield. She looked fierce as an orc woman. The significance of the barn reached her. Gark was right. If Fang saw Rune held, the big dragon would kill her. 

She had to train Runeheld to protect herself. 

Pacing the room, she pulled too hard at the tangle and stopped, letting her hands hang. She reached for where she’d worn her sword for so long. As soon as possible, she must be armed. The moon rose behind an apple tree covered in ravens. She closed her eyes against its bright face. 

Tonight, Runeheld willing, she’d learn to ride.

Wind whipped at her. The flapping of huge leathery wings passed over the house. Fang. 

A blast of fire lit the night. 

To be continued...
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