
  
    [image: Games with the Orc]
  


  
    
      Games with the Orc

      
        MONSTER SMASH AGENCY

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        KATHRYN MOON

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright @ 2022 Kathryn Moon

      Games with the Orc, Monster Smash Agency Book One

      First publication: Dec 27th 2022

      Cover art by Sophie Zukerman

      Editing by Bookish Dreams Editing and Jess Whetsel

      Formatting by Kathryn Moon

      All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work, in whole or in part, in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

      Published by Kathryn Moon

      ohkathrynmoon@gmail.com

      Kathrynmoon.com

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of a copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by fines and federal imprisonment.

      Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in, or encourage, the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

      This book is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places, brands, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      To my Patreon babes,

      who joined me in this new adventure!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Information

          

        

      

    

    
      This story was originally shared with chapter by chapter updates in rough draft form on my Patreon in starting in December of 2021.

      

      Warnings and information include:

      Dominant and submissive role-playing, sex-work, primal play etc. Overall a great deal of consensual kink and smut. Oodles of after care. Please check out my website kathrynmoon.com for a comprehensive list!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Sunny

          

        

      

    

    
      This wasn't how I wanted to do this, I thought, staring down into the upturned face of my boyfriend of three years. He knelt on the pretty tile of the upscale restaurant he'd chosen for our date night, the busy room's attention slowly drifting in our direction. I'd been surprised by Harry's suggestion for dinner out. In the three years of our relationship, Harry was rarely the one who wanted to try a new restaurant or activity in our casually arranged routine.

      Now, it made sense.

      Harry's breaths came quick and nervous, eyes filling up."Sonya, I know you said we should wait, but we're ready. You make me feel like the man I want to become." 

      That doesn't make any sense, a snarky little voice chimed in my head as my gaze flicked over Harry's head, skirting away from the stares of the diners on us. 

      Why did people always want to be loved for who they could be? Didn't it make more sense to be loved for who you already were? Was that just a juvenile fantasy I'd been clinging to? Harry loved me for who he thought I was, and while that woman wasn't a lie—productive, cheerful, mild, and agreeable—she wasn't the complete picture, either.

      Shit. A bright and glittering tear rolled down from Harry's eye, and a young harpy one table over cooed in response, her feathers rustling.

      "Marry me," Harry said, and I tried not to flinch. It sounded more like an order than a request, but maybe that was because it was the third time he'd repeated the phrase.

      All around us, the restaurant held its breath, the moment seemingly suspended as Harry and the rest of the room waited for my answer. Except time hadn't stopped.

      I had to speak. 

      It was on the tip of my tongue to just say yes. Everyone was staring. Harry was crying. Yes would be easier. Yes would be nice, cheerful, agreeable.

      But yes would be months, years, a lifetime of routine, of continuing to hide the parts of myself that made Harry's eyebrows raise, of coasting on the little concessions he made. In Harry's book, "adventures" included driving somewhere without the GPS, trying a new spice profile on the chicken breast, and watching a television series without him reading comprehensive reviews aloud to me beforehand. Those were the things Harry found daring. Those would be the boundaries I would push gently against for the rest of my life if I said yes.

      I wondered what Harry would think of the ideas, the fantasies, that kept me awake at his side while he snored softly next to me—those secrets that helped me finish the job he rarely completed during sex.

      I should've told him. Then maybe it wouldn't have come to this.

      I opened my lips, not sure what answer would fall out, when I realized that my silence—far too long in the face of his eager proposal—had already answered for me. The hope that had glowed in Harry's pretty blue eyes had vanished, and now he was wearing that soft bruised expression I met sometimes when my mood wore thin and I snapped at him.

      "I'm sorry," I whispered as Harry's bottom lip began to tremble. 

      The words were barely audible, but the restaurant had grown silent. All at once, with my not-quite answer, the restaurant sprang back into life. A slender, scaled waitress gave up her disguise as a statue and rushed back into action, delivering plates of food to a table of human diners. The accidental audience around us now displayed a new and polite determination to ignore the rest of our scene.

      "But...it's been three years," Harry said, still kneeling, now frowning. 

      "Please, please sit," I answered, reaching down to tug at his elbows, careful to avoid his outstretched hands still holding the ring box.

      "Do you...not believe in marriage?"

      "It's not that, it's—"

      "Me? It's me," Harry said, voice growing a little too loud. 

      He deserves to be angry, I reminded myself. I should've done this earlier. I should've broken up with my comfortable but not satisfying boyfriend of three years... I wasn't sure when. 

      No, I was. It was as soon as he'd started talking about marriage a few months ago and it had filled me with a clammy, nervous dread. I'd known I was bored for too long, yes, but I hadn't realized I was actually afraid of a future with Harry until that first coy mention. 

      "It's me too, Harry," I said softly, eyes blinking away the sting that rose. I was the one doing the damage, which meant I was not the one who deserved to cry. "It's us. I'm sorry."

      Harry finally rose from the floor, but he didn't take his seat at the table. Gazes were flicking back and forth between us more rapidly again, a new curiosity heightening the tension in the room. Would Harry explode? Would we fight?

      Sadly, I already knew the answer to that question. Was it perverse of me to wish my unfailingly sweet boyfriend had more of a temper?

      "Do you… Is that going to change?" Harry asked, his brow tangling and an elegant hand going up to push his golden and carefully coiffed hair back from his face. He didn't wait for my answer. "Do you even want to be with me?"

      Sometimes, yes. What kind of person would I be if I'd dated someone for three years and had been waiting to leave the whole time? No, Harry was sweet. He was considerate. He was a good—if not varied—cook, and he'd always treated me as his equal. He gave me back rubs when I had cramps, without being prompted, and took time to get to know my tastes in music and books. I did love Harry.

      I just didn't want to spend the rest of my life loving Harry.

      "It's not a yes or no," I said.

      Harry's eyes widened, and I took in a deep breath.

      "Not always. Not forever," I admitted softly.

      It was almost true. A part of me hadn't been ready to give up the ease of my life with Harry. It wasn't fair to him, especially not now. No matter what discomfort came next for me, I knew I was the villain of the story in this moment. 

      Harry's golden skin turned pale and ashy, and his eyes lifted to the full room around us for the first time since he'd taken that horrifying bend to his knee minutes ago. Suddenly aware of our audience, Harry sank into his seat.

      No, Harry wouldn't make a scene. His temper wouldn't flare. 

      "You said..." Harry blinked at me.

      I'd said we weren't ready. "I should've said more. Sooner. I just… I didn't know if I was sure." I bit my lip immediately. No excuses. 

      "Sonya, you're never sure!" Harry spat in a whisper. 

      I flinched back, gaping at him. "What?"

      "You hate making decisions, you always leave things up to me! I thought… I assumed—" Harry paled again after the outburst and shook his head.

      Was that true? No, I made decisions all the time! I ran my own social media brand and independent business, offered advice to others, directed my own career. It was only that with Harry, the options offered were never very interesting.

      Harry's eyes narrowed on me. He knew me well enough, even with all I'd kept from him, to read my expression.

      "Well? What do you want to do now?" he asked.

      And there it was, on the tip of my tongue. I don't know. What do you want to do?

      Huh. Was he right? Did I shy away from big decisions? A year into dating, he'd asked if I wanted him to move in and I'd…left the decision up to him.

      "I'm going home and I'm packing a bag," Harry snapped.

      My shoulders sagged with relief. Okay, so maybe Harry was right.

      "You're paying for dinner. And calling a ride. Give me… Just give me an hour to get my things without you there. Enough for a few days. I'll move out as soon as I'm able," Harry said.

      I shrank slightly in my seat, aware I deserved this anger and just slightly disappointed I'd never seen this authority in Harry before now. Still, I wasn't completely fickle, and his rightful command over the events of our unraveling breakup wasn't enough to change my mind. 

      We were over.

      You're free, a little whisper in my head hinted shyly. 

      Harry rose from his seat, staring down at me a moment longer, a brief flicker of sorrowful hope on his face. I ducked my chin, heard the huff of his breath, and watched his feet march away from the table. 

      Free to do what?

      Across from me, Harry's plate was half-eaten, and I noticed a shaggy yeti eyeing the steak with faint interest. A smile quirked my lips, and then a tear coursed down the side of my cheek, curling into that smile and bringing the taste of salt to my tongue. 

      There was a meal in front of me too, a duck confit Harry had remarked on with surprise, but I'd entirely lost my appetite. I didn't want to eat, didn't want to remain here staring at Harry's empty seat like nothing had happened. 

      A shadow appeared at my side. Oh, an actual shadow. I blinked up at the murky face of the wraith waiter and wondered if I imagined a twist of sympathy in their smoky expression. 

      "Would you…like boxes?"

      Boxes of the last meal, moldering in my fridge, reminding me of this mess I'd gotten myself into every time I opened the door?

      "No, thank you," I said, my voice sounding somewhat shredded, thin and tight. "Just the check."

      The wraith floated away, and I sighed. Maybe I would walk home. It was a long walk, through at least four Chicago neighborhoods, and I was wearing an unfortunately high pair of heels, but it would give Harry time to grab whatever he needed.

      You're not even going to fight to keep him?

      No. I wasn't.

      I'd spent almost three years trimming little pieces of myself away to fit into a life with Harry. Not because he'd asked me to, but because I was scared of what I secretly wanted. Because what Harry offered was safer, simpler. I told myself that I was cultivating a life that made sense for me.

      Without Harry, I would have no excuse not to let those dangerous parts of me grow. Already, my skin tingled, as if new sprouts would suddenly burst forth right here in the trendy restaurant, thorny vines newly vengeful for their years of being stifled. I wanted them to cut through the shell of me, yet I was terrified at the idea of discovering what really grew beneath.

      I would learn soon enough.
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        * * *

      

      "Do you think your subscribers will even notice he's gone?" Natalie asked, watching me hold up a piece of art to the wall in front of me, examining it against the rest of my collection. She had her son, Emmett, on her hip as she bobbed in place, rocking back and forth in the steady movement of motherhood while Emmett cooed and yanked on a stray braid of black hair.

      "Umm…" It was true, I hadn't made much use of Harry in my social media. Harry hadn't seemed interested in being a part of my "brand." In fact, he'd been more confused about my work than anything. 

      Why an illustrator and an interior decorator influencer? he'd asked. 

      "I don't think I'm going to make a thing out of it," I admitted with a shrug, pulling down the art I'd been considering and staring at the new blank space on the wall—the spot where a portrait I'd drawn of Harry reading had been placed. There were little pockmarks all over my small carriage house now. The places I'd made room for Harry's interests, now subtracted. He'd been texting me instructions of what to pack up for him for almost two weeks since our disastrous dinner.

      "Is he taking the portrait?" Natalie asked.

      I sighed and turned to face her and the table where a few unhung prints of mine were resting. "I have no idea. He's… He went to stay with Jimmy and Kenley. He texted to tell me he found a place. He wants a week to be able to move out."

      "What do you mean?" Natalie asked, frowning, her warm brown eyes zeroing in on me.

      I flicked my gaze up and darted it away just as quickly. "A week without me here." 

      Technically, Harry had asked for "at least three days, no more than a week." Considering the situation, I thought being generous and offering as much time as he wanted was only fair. 

      "No way," Natalie scoffed, pulling her hair free from Emmett's grip with a wince. "What if he trashes this place? Or takes stuff that doesn't really belong to him?"

      "It's Harry," I reasoned with a shrug. 

      Natalie snorted. "True."

      Harry was mild. Responsible. Fair. 

      "You don't deserve to have your place trashed just because you broke up with a nice guy," Natalie said, voice lowering.

      "What?" I gasped, staring at her.

      Her lips quirked. Emmett was falling asleep in her arms now, her steady, repetitive motion slowing down. 

      "I know you, Sunny. I know why you stayed with Harry for so long. Maybe I don't know why you felt like it wasn't the right relationship for you," she said, one eyebrow raising, an invitation for me to fess up. I pressed my lips firmly together, and she continued. "And I know you feel guilty for finally being put in a position where you had to be the one who broke things off. But just because you hurt Harry, doesn't make you a bad person," Natalie whispered. 

      Natalie did know me. We'd been friends growing up in the suburbs together, friends through college, friends here in the city, constantly marveling that we were now adults living somewhat adjusted versions of our childhood dreams. I'd only really been able to make a living through my art after my PicsApp account grew popular with my daily decoration and documentation of this carriage house. Natalie wasn't the famous fashion designer she'd predicted, but she was a stylist for the young wives of the financial district. We'd grown into our new dreams together.

      And maybe a little part of me had found Harry comfortable because Natalie had just married her husband Theo—a friendly werewolf who burnt off his pre-full moon energy at the same gym as Natalie. Natalie had taken the next adult step, and I hadn't wanted to be left behind. 

      "I just felt like…I wasn't totally myself with Harry," I admitted.

      "Harry was boring," Natalie reasoned without batting an eyelash. "Nice-boring. Like what other people think normal is."

      "I'm not normal?" I asked, voice squeaking slightly.

      Natalie huffed a soft laugh. "You're lots of things. You're the girl who screamed at those gargoyles for me when we were ten. You're a twee and charming social media influencer. And you're the woman whose imagination sometimes produces images that I can't even begin to understand where they came from."

      She nodded her head over at one of the frames on the wall, an illustration of a strange tangle of figures and weeds and teeth and chains. It was one of my favorite things I'd ever drawn. Harry had 'genuinely disliked' it, as strong a term for hate as he would use. He'd found it disturbing and confusing, and I’d caught him studying it occasionally with a twist of disgust on his usually placid features.

      "I'm…" My cheeks were hot. Harry wasn't the only one I hid things from. "I'm not even sure I really want the things I think of, or if I just…like thinking about them."

      Natalie stared blankly back at me for a moment and then blinked. She glanced down at Emmett in her arms before turning to tuck him gently sleeping into his carrier before facing me again.

      "Are we talking sex stuff?"

      I made a soft, strangled sound at the back of my throat, and Natalie answered with a stifled squeal. 

      "We are!" she gasped, obviously delighted. "Sit, sit, sit."

      I pulled out a chair from the dining room table and realized this was one of Harry's pieces of furniture, and in a couple weeks it might not even be here. Strangely, or cruelly maybe, the realization thrilled me. I would find new furniture and get great material for my work—mercenary, but a refreshing change. 

      "It's not just that. Harry never wanted to try anything new, but that was food and going to new places as much as it was…"

      "Positions," Natalie finished for me, elbow propped on the table and her chin in her hand. 

      Positions were barely the tip of the iceberg, but I shrugged and nodded. 

      I wasn't sneaky enough, and Natalie knew me too well. Her eyes narrowed and her grin grew sly. "Scenarios," she purred, eyebrows waggling.

      My flaming face and throat was answer enough.

      Natalie laughed and relaxed in her seat. "Sunny, it's me. Don't be embarrassed. I've told you all about Theo's full moon appetite. If you think we aren't up to some kinky shit while my mom takes Emmie, you are underestimating me."

      I knew Theo had Natalie chain him up in their reinforced basement, sometimes a generous amount of time before he shifted. 

      "Did you know before you met Theo that you would…enjoy that kind of thing?" I asked.

      Natalie frowned in thought. "I mean…I guess not. I definitely hadn't considered the idea of chaining and collaring any previous boyfriends. I don't know that Theo really had with any of his partners, either, to be honest."

      "I'm worried it's just…in my head. And that what I had with Harry really was enough."

      Natalie shook her head and smiled softly at me, reaching across the table. "Sunny, babe, if it was enough, it would've felt like enough. Maybe not every day. There are moments where I think about what my life would be like if I'd run a little harder for being a designer. But a good chunk of the time I'm really happy, and I don't want things any other way but the way I have them."

      I nodded and fiddled with a framed print. That sense of satisfaction had been rare and fleeting with Harry.

      "Maybe…maybe you should just figure it out," Natalie said, her tone rarely delicate.

      I stared at her and she stared back, her brown cheeks darkening just a touch.

      "Figure it out?"

      "Try," she said. "Try some of your fantasies. You have a week to spend away from here, right? I mean, you could come stay with us, if you wanted. Or your parents. Or take a cute trip for work. Or…you could see if this part of yourself you've been avoiding facing is a daydream or something you really want."

      "I…I mean, I…"

      That doesn't sound safe, I thought. But I hadn't told Natalie what I wanted.

      To be claimed, chased, hunted. So many ideas, a little voice whispered.

      But I couldn't just go on DateGrab and ask some stranger to lock me up and fuck me three ways from Sunday without potentially risking my safety. I'd given this enough thought to know that what I wanted was a delicious illusion. One I could walk out of if I wasn't enjoying myself.

      "It just sounds dangerous," I admitted.

      Natalie's gaze flared with curiosity, but I was surprised to see her take a deep breath and brace herself, thinking for a moment. She nodded slowly. "I see your point. But you're thinking about the general populace, right?"

      I wrinkled my nose at the phrasing and laughed a little. "Uh, sure. Like…I'm not unwilling to have a one-night stand, but there's fucking and then there's—"

      "Hire a professional," Natalie said, sitting up straight. 

      "A…a what?"

      She snorted. "Hire a professional."

      My jaw hung open. A professional. Hire a sex worker.

      In spite of my blushing and my nerves, I was not ignorant. There were absolutely all kinds of services in the city for this sort of thing. Clubs. Agencies. The work had been legalized decades ago as more and more species had integrated into human society and brought with them their liberal views on sex, shifting the traditional human perspective with them. 

      "A werewolf would be great, actually," Natalie mused. "Not volunteering mine, but Theo said he used to be a member of this one…"

      Natalie continued, but my ears were buzzing, my thoughts flying in a new direction. This isn't even the first time you've really thought about this, I admitted to myself, imagining a broad and massive figure over me, dark eyes glinting down, tusks gleaming. 

      "Ohhh, look at you."

      I shook myself, and Natalie giggled. "Sorry, I was just—"

      Just imagining being caught by a big, brutal, monster of an orc. I'd seen a few orcs and half-orcs in the city, doing mundane grocery shopping or meditating under massive trees in Lincoln Park. I didn't really have species-specific interests like some folks. A handsome vampire was as appealing to me as an attractive gargoyle. It was just that orcs tended to run…big. They featured in a lot of erotic content—naturally libidinous and impressively equipped. I'd only watched one, and it'd been tame, practically domestic, but the growls the orc had made and the way his huge hands spanned the woman's waist had taken up permanent residence in my imagination ever since, although I'd rarely indulged in the fantasy. 

      "You know what you want, Sunny," Natalie said, smiling. "Give yourself permission to try it."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Sunny

          

        

      

    

    
      The Monster Smash Agency was located in the southern suburbs of Chicago—a bit surprising, considering the popularity of such places in the city. It had a near perfect five-star rating online and an overwhelming online catalog of workers.

      It was one of only three places that offered an "immersive, curated experience." I'd stammered out my request over the phone, nervously outlining my desires to an absolute stranger, wanting to hang up at every second.

      "We are perfectly prepared to provide everything you've mentioned," the young woman on the phone had soothed. "Your experience will be entirely at your discretion."

      Now, sitting in the pretty office of the agency, with sun streaming in through a lovely stained glass window, a beautiful woman—a succubus, I suspected, based on her otherwordly beauty and delicate horns—smiled gently at me.

      "You'll be able to stop, leave, or rest at any time. You have your safe word, as well as a remote that will assist you in controlling your scene or putting a stop to it altogether. You and your partner will be secluded, but we always assure our clients who ask for these kinds of dynamics of two things," the woman said, a familiar recitation for her. "First is that you will be able to reach us at any time via a number of security measures we offer you. And second is that your partner is a professional. If at any point you find yourself uncomfortable, unsatisfied, or frightened, they want to know. They want you to have a pleasant experience, regardless of what you've asked for. No matter how they behave in scene, their only goal is to offer what you desire."

      I swallowed hard and nodded, my right hand holding down my knee to keep my heel from jiggling.

      The woman—Astraeya, the name tag read—smiled sympathetically. "This is your first time, so your partner will be especially attentive to your boundaries. Five days is…it's quite a dive into the deep end."

      I opened my mouth to answer but couldn't think of anything to say. The interview over the phone had been thorough as I'd made the appointment, but they'd told me the one in the office would be even longer. I couldn't decide if I wanted to stay here in this office, going over delicate logistics forever, or ask if we could skip the rest and let me dive into that deep end she'd mentioned.

      "Then again, you have a great deal you'd like to accomplish," Astraeya added, grinning and glancing down at her notes. "First things first, no blood play."

      "No, thank you," I gasped out.

      "Do you still consent to your partner going without prophylactics?" she asked. "Both your test results are clean—I'll show you his—and you both have the necessary birth control."

      She was so matter-of-fact, as if it could stop me from setting myself on fire with embarrassment. "Yes, I consent," I squeezed out.

      "It really makes the most sense with orcs," she said, winking conspiratorially. She drew up a tablet from her lap and held it across the desk to me. "Now, I'm going to have you go through this file of images. You don't have to say whether you like something or not, although you are welcome to. It's not a bad idea to tell me if you aren't interested, though. Sometimes, the body has a different opinion than the mind."

      She had another tablet in her hand, one that must've shown her what image I was looking at. So she was definitely a succubus, if she would be able to sense my interests without me saying so out loud.

      I tapped the screen and bit my tongue at the first image, a massive green hand with lovely dark claws wrapped around a throat, squeezing gently. 

      "A bit," I breathed, and the succubus chuckled.

      Bruises. Chains. Cuffs. A leash. Dildo. Butt plug. Just the mouth of an orc, tusks gleaming and protruding from thick, full lips. I stared a moment longer at that image, unable to understand why it made my whole body throb with need.

      "Very?" I managed, my voice a little breathless.

      Astraeya only nodded.

      I tapped the screen and caught my breath, the sight of those black claws and thick fingers cupped possessively over a woman's pussy.

      "Very," I squeaked out.

      On and on it went. There was even a sequence of penises, each one larger than the last. Other obvious images—ropes, floggers, clamps, a handprint on an ass—were mixed in with more obscure but somehow equally arousing images like a moonlit forest, a barely dressed bed by a stone wall. I flipped through a few confusing inclusions of wine, a cheeseboard, and a candle, and then paused at the picture of an intricately arranged bathtub, full of flowers and dimly lit by candles. It was well out of the range of scenarios I'd asked for, but it was appealing.

      "Very," I said lightly, looking up to meet Astraeya's approving smile.
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        * * *

      

      The MSA building was an attractive office, with plenty of windows and lots of greenery—not at all what I would've expected from the kind of place to hire out submissive captive fantasies. It was not, apparently, where said fantasies would be taking place.

      Astraeya had offered to let me drive myself, but I'd opted instead to take the agency up on transport. My bright yellow suitcase, leather painted with strange and delicate daisies sprouting up from the base, was sitting cheerfully in the back of the black town car as we kicked up dust on a dirt road winding through the woods.

      "You weren't kidding about secluded," I murmured, staring out the window and searching for any signs of civilization.

      "Honestly?" Astraeya said, somewhat hesitant now. "It's not as secluded as it looks. But that's part of the experience, that sense of being alone with your partner, out of reach. I'm not supposed to spoil that for you, but—"

      She paused and I waited, finally prompting her, "But?"

      She grimaced slightly and offered me a sheepish, beaming smile. "You're very new to this. It's a big leap."

      Two weeks ago, I'd been too embarrassed to tell my best friend my deepest, strangest desires. Now here I was, in a car with a stranger, feeling slightly embarrassed that I hadn't already acted on them. It was like Astraeya thought I was having sex for the first time. Except maybe that wasn't so far off.

      "I just want you to know you're safe. You have a really good partner, so I know you're going to have an amazing time," Astraeya said. 

      My hands clenched on the skirt of my dress, my head whipping to stare at her. "You know him?"

      Astraeya grinned, the car slowing. "Just from the office. And his reputation with clients."

      I stared at her for another long, quiet moment, willing her to give me more information, but she said nothing until the car had stopped, the forest quiet around us.

      "We're here," she said brightly. 

      Distracted from the mention of my partner for the week, I turned again and gaped at the sight before me. Being chased through the woods was one of my requests, and I'd halfway expected Astraeya to drop me off to be chased. Instead, we sat parked in front of a sweet cottage, with cream plaster and a thatched roof like something right out of a fairy tale. There was even a blooming vine crawling up the corners of the house. 

      "Appearances can be deceiving," Astraeya said coyly. "Come on, I'll get you oriented."

      I licked my lips and hesitated. Astraeya had made sure to tell me that I could back out or cancel my appointment at any time, even once everything had started. For a moment, I considered asking her to drive me back to the office, to my car. I would lose the deposit for the session, but not the entire small fortune this was costing me, and Natalie would let me stay with her. Or better yet, I could go to a hotel with a nice spa package, like I should've done in the first place. 

      I pushed open the car door, while Astraeya already had my small suitcase in her hand from the backseat. I met her at the little door, and my eyes widened to see the keycode and smart screen rather than some antique knob and lock. 

      "Just go ahead and press your thumb to the screen. It's easier than us loading you up with a bunch of codes you have to remember," Astraeya said.

      "Will I need to unlock the door?" I asked.

      She shrugged. "Probably not, but we like for our clients to know that if they decide they want control of anything at any time, they can have it. You want to surrender and offer trust, and we want you to know that we take that very seriously. There, all set. In we go."

      The inside was every bit as charming as the out, old-fashioned with softly grooved wood flooring and surprisingly tall ceilings. Of course they're tall, because he's going to be…

      "Now, you'll see similar smart screens at every doorway," Astraeya pointed out. "You use your thumbprint there, and you'll be in contact with someone at the office. We don't monitor or invade your privacy, but we are always available if you need us. There, on the table, is a wrist cuff you can use similarly. It's up to you if you want to wear it. And finally, if at any time you speak your safe word, the agency will be monitoring just long enough to check on you, see if you need any assistance. Otherwise, you're not being monitored in any way. Again, these are offered as assurances to you, not as necessary safety precautions. Your partner's priority is your enjoyment and safety."

      I nodded, absently noting all the details. The cottage was larger inside than I'd expected and incredibly cozy. There was sunlight streaming in through lace curtains, and in spite of the rustic table at the center of the room and the antique sink in the far right corner, there also was a very nice espresso machine and an updated stove. On my left, a massive dark blue velvet couch waited in the shadows. Ahead of me, a broad doorway revealed a darker room and the corner of an enormous four-poster bed. 

      "This…isn't quite what I was expecting," I admitted slowly, rushing to add, "It's totally lovely, I just—"

      "Oh, this isn't all of it," Astraeya said with a wave of an elegant hand and a toothy grin. "I expect he'll save upstairs for your downtime. And actually, since we're getting closer to it being time, I should probably show you around downstairs real quick. Grab that wrist cuff. I'll set your bag down."

      I lifted the small cuff—something like a smart watch—from the large dining table set for two, and Astraeya put my suitcase down in the doorway of the bedroom.

      The door to "downstairs" was tucked behind the vintage aqua fridge, and my heart thumped in my chest as Astraeya had me use my thumbprint again to open it. There was a light on below, but it was only enough to see by, enough to see the stone walls and bare floors. I stepped down slowly, watching the slow reveal of a long leather bench waiting in the bare room, a wall of paddles and floggers, and an enormous floor-to-ceiling mirror. 

      "More like what you were expecting?" Astraeya teased from behind me.

      My mouth was dry now, so I swallowed again as we reached the end of the stairs.

      "Good, we aim to please. But wait, there's more!" She stepped to my left, and I twisted to see a dark doorway behind the stairs. There was no light on inside, but I moved slowly closer, waiting for my eyes to adjust until finally I saw a glint of metal ahead of me, hanging from the ceiling. 

      Astraeya waited by the bench as I stepped inside the dark room, my arm outstretched. Metal clinked as I found the chains, my breath rushing in and out of my lips as if I'd been running, fingertips sliding into cold links. 

      "Your partner has your brief. He knows everything you're interested in and everything you're not willing to do. He'll start slow, take cues from you, ask questions, that sort of thing. It's totally up to you where you'd like to be when you meet him. It can be upstairs at the door, in the bed, or down here," Astraeya said, her voice so deceivingly simple, as if there weren't an enormous world of options, scenarios, mysteries in what she was saying. 

      "When does he get here?" I asked, a tremor in the words.

      "Ten minutes. Do you have any questions, Sonya? Anything you need from me?"

      I needed to know what would happen next. Would I enjoy myself? Did my fantasies only make me wet and wanting when they were safely tucked away in my head? Was I strong enough to go through with this?

      Astraeya couldn't answer any of those questions. I wrapped my fingers around the chains and turned slowly. There was more in this room, more I couldn't see in the dark. It seemed to go on endlessly. And there in the doorway was the little blue smart screen, waiting if I needed help, or if I was too scared.

      "No, I'm ready," I said to Astraeya, forgiving myself for not really sounding so.

      She smiled at me and nodded. "I'll leave you alone. You know how to reach us. And, Sonya…have fun."
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      I waited under the shade of one of the great old oaks in the woods, staring at the front door of the cottage. I'd watched Astraeya arrive with the woman—average height for a human female, with bright gold hair. A new client booking me for five days was surprising, if not strange, and I expected her to look more…prepared. There was no rule of thumb on what kind of person wanted an orc to hunt and ravish and fuck them until they couldn't stand. The lusty ones came in all appearances.

      Still, the little cotton sundress, peachy pink against sun-flushed skin, was refreshing.

      Astraeya, our succubus client relations manager, appeared in the doorway again, and I found myself somewhat surprised not to see the young woman—Sonya—with her. I stepped out from the shade of the oak, and Astraeya's eyes found mine immediately, a slight smirk on her lips as I bounded through the trees. She met me partway, out of view of the cottage windows. 

      "Is she really as new as her file says?" I asked.

      "Nice to see you too, Khell," Astraeya quipped, glancing back at the cottage over her shoulder with a puzzled smile. "And…yes, she is."

      I nodded, bracing myself. "I'll tread lightly."

      I was more patient and less inclined to follow mating urges than most of my kind and almost always assigned to the new ones. They spooked easily, and not all of them wanted to go through with their full requests. And those were the ones who booked me for a night, not nearly a week.

      "Good. I like her, though," Astraeya said, her eyes narrowing at me, sizing me up. "She was very enthusiastic in her arousal gauges."

      I'd seen the report. If the numbers were accurate, this human had the sexual appetite of an orc. But even so, they would be no guarantee of what she liked in person. 

      "I left her downstairs," Astraeya said.

      I nodded and shrugged. "I'll find her." Even from outside the cottage, I could still catch a little tart whiff of her from the car. 

      "Khell…be careful with her," Astraeya said.

      I frowned at the succubus. "I'm not Rezzik. I know not to scare the new ones."

      Astraeya rolled her eyes. "I mean, yes, good, but… Look, if I'm right about her, you won't need to be careful for her sake. She's ready. She's practically orc bait. So just…"

      Ah. I snorted and ground my jaw, my tusk pressing into my upper lip. "I've worked for MSA for eight years, Ast. I haven't mated a client yet. I won't start now."

      Mating would be a death sentence for my work at the agency—work I actually enjoyed. Fucking was natural, fun, easy. The games some clients concocted were curious and not always to my own pleasure, but I could play the parts they needed. I had no interest in risking my place at MSA just for a more than usually agreeable human client.

      Astraeya's lips pursed, and then she shrugged and turned on her heel, heading back toward the town car. "Fine. Fair enough. Have fun. Be nice."

      I grunted and watched the succubus get into the car and depart from the cottage. I glanced at my watch. I had three minutes. There was a small storage shed at the back of the cottage that was secretly a locker room for us partners. I ducked inside, frowning as the top of my head nearly brushed the ceiling. 

      The little human wanted primal play and to be my captive, and costumes were an unfortunate part of my job. No one wanted to be thrown over the shoulder of an orc in a gym hoodie, apparently. I shrugged out of my street clothes, tucking my watch into the pocket of my jeans, and scowled down at the outfit Astraeya had assigned me. A red shoulder cape and a miniscule leather armor skirt. It would've made more sense for an orc to charge into the cottage naked, but human women often found the size of our cocks overwhelming. Perhaps the flap of leather offered a reassuring disguise to the fact that I would fill them to the brim with my girth. 

      My phone chimed in the locker.

      It was time. 

      I left the shed and walked softly around the cottage toward the front door. Most women waited nervously on whatever seating in the scene looked the most innocent, so I was surprised not to find the young woman perched on the blue velvet couch or anywhere in the main room. Next most likely was the bed, but even from here, I could see she wasn't inside the bedroom. Her yellow suitcase was still by the bedroom door, an artificial but not unpleasant floral fragrance emanating from inside. 

      She was downstairs.

      Brave little human. 

      I rolled my shoulders and grinned at the open door to the basement. It would be a nice change of pace not to have to tiptoe too much at the start, make small talk. We would have plenty of time for that later, when she needed to be brought down from the high of our play.

      Her scent was stronger on the stairs but still airy, not attached to any of the surfaces. I could hear the first whispers of her breath, quick and sharp, aware of my heavy footfalls on the steps. She wasn't in the room, not waiting on the bench, and my claws extended slightly, a rare sense of anticipation rising in me.

      A flicker of shadow and a soft gasp called to me, and I turned to the open doorway to my left, my body tensing. There she was, deep in the shadow of the dungeon playroom. She was staring at me, brown eyes wide in a heart-shaped face, lips parted, no doubt assuming I was unable to see her in the dark. But my kind had keen eyesight from living in underground dens, and she was perfectly clear. I stepped slowly closer, watching her long fingers tighten around the chain in her grasp, her breasts heaving with her great gasps of breath, pressing to the collar of her dress. 

      I paused in the doorway, filling the frame and blocking some of the dim light, shadowing her slightly from my view. Her scent was rich now, growing stronger by the second, clinging in my nostrils and coating my throat in tangy arousal. That was a good sign. I was close enough to hear her heartbeat hammering, the catches of her breath soft and excited. 

      How to approach? New human partners liked to chatter nervously, to fill the silence as I stared at them like the predator they wanted to pounce. But this one, Sonya, only watched, waited.

      "Take off your clothes. I have plans for you."

      There was a squeak of sound strangled from her throat, and the chain in her hand rattled softly as she startled. For a second, I prepared to backtrack, give her another option like joining me on the bench, go over the usual introductions. And then her hand released the chain, twisting behind her back and arching her chest forward as she hunted for the zipper on her dress. Her eyes were still wide, searching in the dark for me, and a pretty red tongue flicked out to stroke over her bottom lip. 

      I flexed my hands to retract my claws.

      Interesting. She was eager, but silent.

      "You're mine for this week, pet," I said, my voice heavy and low, bouncing off the stone around us. I stepped back and reached to the wall panel, slowly drawing up the light in the electric candles positioned at the corners of the room. Her hands paused on her hips, heavy breasts still in her bra, with pert and tight nipples pressing to the lace, rounded stomach sucked in self-consciously. She was staring at me, pupils dark and full. "Five days to do whatever I like with you," I tried, wondering when or if she would want to break the scene.

      They usually did on the first try.

      But not this little treat of a human. Sonya pushed her dress over soft hips, catching her panties with her thumbs and taking them down too. She kicked her flimsy sneakers off with the dress and reached back to the clasp of her bra, holding my gaze. 

      I opened my mouth to tell her to lower her gaze but let out a growl as she dropped her bra. Those breasts were proper orc handfuls. I would feast on them later. 

      "What next?" Her voice was thin, breathy, but sweet too. 

      I had a number of ideas, many of which she'd suggested herself in her requests, but Astraeya's warning rang in my head. As ready as Sonya seemed, this was her first experience in submission. It was time to check in with her. 

      "What would you like, pet?"

      She blinked and held still as I stepped close, close enough for the heat of my skin to stroke against hers. "I…" Her brow furrowed, and her lips pressed together as she arched to stare up at me. "I want you to tell me what to do," she said, with just a hint of a bite in her tone.

      I chuckled at that. "Are you ready for chains, pet?"

      Her frown eased slightly, head nodding, and she held her breath as my hand reached out to her. I moved slowly, waiting for any shrinking or retreat, but instead the pretty little human swayed in my direction, her hair stroking against my fingers, soft, golden, coiling around my hand.

      "Arms up," I said, fighting my smile as her arms flew up over her head without so much as a pause. I grabbed up one slender wrist and fastened it into a padded cuff, using the pulleys to lift her arm high and taut, still resting on her feet but stretched fully.

      Sonya leaned in, her chest brushing against mine, peaked nipples teasing lines against my chest. She whined and repeated her sway, pressing harder against me.

      "Naughty pet," I warned, cupping her shoulder and pushing her back, letting my gaze glow down at her upturned face. "Hold still for your master."

      She sighed as if relieved and nodded gently. Delightful. Untrained, but it would be so easy with her if she behaved so well all the time. I fastened her other wrist in another cuff, sliding it down so that the one MSA had given her was still available.

      "You'll be able to reach that," I said, drawing her wrists together over her head, guiding her fingers to the smart watch. "And you can use your safe word."

      She only held her breath and stared back at me. 

      If she had been a recurring client, or at least one new to me but not to the role of a submissive, I would've had her bent over, sucking on my cock, or riding it. Even now, it was growing thick, my blood called south by her scent, the sight of her, the way she held herself frozen and awaiting my instructions.






OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/games_with_the_orc.jpg
USA TODAY BES]T |6 AUTHOR

KATHRY

MONSTER ,
SMASH /i:'






