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QUEENS, NEW YORK: in her boyfriend’s apartment, slim brunette Gina DiCarlo was on the couch, in her underwear, making out with her equally undressed blue-eyed, brown-haired boyfriend Doug.  

It was 11:03 PM. The lights were off, the TV still on, and the only sounds were the chatter of news reporters and the lip-sounds of Gina and Doug kissing. Then, she was distracted by something and quickly ceased. “Hold on, wait, Doug,” she said. “I wanna see this.”

“What?” he said, disappointed. He looked over at the TV screen Gina was watching.

“We have a live report, going to the scene right now, with Alison Wu. What can you tell us, Alison?” said the voiceover. 

Then, the screen showed the pretty reporter on the scene in some dark woods. “Thanks, Josh,” she said. “Well, there was apparent Hellball activity here in Niagara County just a few hours ago, with the weird purple lightning, and people here are quite spooked, but it seems to have calmed down now. As we’re all aware, the Hellball is what they call the other realm that military scientists opened a doorway into last year, because that whole planet is like a ball of rock that is, well, just like hell. The term was coined by a British comedy writer, back when we all thought this was a hoax, and had really stuck.

But since then, James, we know it’s no joke because we’ve had incursions of strange creatures. Female orc warrior women, and other similar beings, always female because that’s how their masters in the Hellball world like it. Sounds like something out of a fantasy but that’s the reality now. An’ I can tell you, these Hellball she-creatures are continuing to arrive sporadically, but the government recently announced their plan to study them, using a private science company on a unique contract...”

Doug sighed. “That’s your company, isn’t it? The one you just joined, Mirage?”

“Ménage,” Gina replied. “Ménage Labs. Yep, it’s in our hands now...”

Suddenly, Gina’s phone buzzed on the coffee table. She checked it, finding a message from her team at the company. An important message...

“Shit, I’ve gotta go,” said Gina, to Doug’s disappointment.

“Aw, what? How come?” 

“It’s a big deal, trust me. I’ll call you tomorrow. Don’t wait up...” 

She quickly got dressed and left. Doug sighed. Gina had been dating him for two weeks but clearly had other things on her mind. Big, very big things...

A NORMAL-LOOKING BLUE truck cruised down through the largely empty streets of Manhattan at 12:45 AM. Inside, the white medical interior was a stark contrast to the outside. 

Gruxxa lay restrained on a gurney, her muscular green body still under the influence of the tranquilizer dart she'd been shot with. She was a she-orc from the place called the Hellball-world, a place dimensions away from the world humans dwelt in. She was clad in black leather armor, with crimson hair wild and short, and her strong face had a savage beauty. And there was something else notable about her, hidden under her belt...

In the medical truck with her, her captors kept a watchful eye on her.

"So, this is our first real Hellball subject," said Nola MacDuff, her wavy blonde hair tied back professionally. She was a security operative at the company, and this was the first orc amazon she'd ever seen. She leaned closer to examine the sleeping Gruxxa. "An orc, huh. A real orc. I've only ever read about them in stories."

"Well, it’s not fiction anymore," said Franka Shostak, the chocolate-brown-haired ex-army sergeant. "But she's quite something, ain't she?" 

Franka's fingers brushed against the smooth green skin of the orc's arm, a mix of fascination and caution in her touch. "Strong as an ox. Just look at these muscles. Imagine the stories this one could tell us, about where she came from."

"A story we'll soon uncover, back at the lab," Grace Webber interjected, her detective instincts kicking in. She was a detective in Alaska, before joining the company.  "But first, the she-boffins'll need to run some tests, to do their science thing. Doctor Tausen'll want a full report on sleepin' beauty, here."

The truck hit a small bump in the road, causing Gruxxa to stir. Her eyes flickered open, revealing a momentary confusion before the haze of the tranquilizer took hold again. "Wh... where..." she mumbled, her voice raspy and deep.

"Easy there, big girl," Franka's voice softened, her instincts taking over. Before joining the US army, she had been a nurse. "You're safe. Had a little run-in with some sedatives, but you'll be fine once we get you back to homebase." She smiled. “I think you’ll like homebase...”

Gruxxa's blearly gaze darted around, taking in her surroundings. "Earth-world... hew-mans..." she growled, her voice as well as senses gaining clarity. "What... d’you want with me?"

Nola said, "We mean you no harm. We work for a science company. You're a fascinating specimen, an’ we just want to learn from you, that’s all."

"Specimen?" Gruxxa's eyes narrowed, her muscles tensing against the restraints she found herself bound with. "I'm no beast, nor pit slave! The name’s Gruxxa, warrior of the Dark Legions!"

"Wow, she's got some fightin’ spirit," Franka remarked, impressed by the orc's defiance.

“A soldier, just like you, huh, Franka?” said Grace.

“She’s just scared, I think,” said Nola.

“Fuck that!” growled Gruxxa. “I fear no hew-mans! Or hew-womans!”

"Good stuff," Grace said. "’Cuz we’re not your enemies. In fact, we need your cooperation. You're a long way from home, Gruxxa. But trust us, and I think you’re gonna like Earth, a lot."

The she-orc's eyes smoldered with anger and curiosity. She sighed deeply and lay back on the large gurney. “Fine. What have I got to lose?” 

“Exactly. We’ll be good to you, Gruxxa, that’s a promise,” Nola said. "We just have some questions, back at the base, like about the world you come...” She trailed off, her eyes dropping to the bulge beneath Gruxxa’s leather loin-armor, revealing the orc's impressive anatomy.

Nola wasn’t the only one who had noticed it. So, the stories were true?

As Gruxxa surrendered to sleep again, the three human women exchanged glances, a mix of amusement and intrigue on their faces, as the truck made its way back to the Ménage Labs Inc Manhattan building.

AN HOUR LATER, Gruxxa opened her eyes, her vision quickly adjusting to the stark white surroundings. She lay still for a moment, taking in the weird-looking environment, far from the chaotic battlefields she was used to. A mirror covered much of the wall, and it reflected her brawny green form, naked and vulnerable. 

Naked? Yup, her clothes were all gone.

She glanced down at her hairless green cock and balls, genitals magically granted to her by the Dark Lords just before she was sent to Earth-world. She would have liked to see the pretty faces of these human captors when they first laid eyes on those precious jewels. 

"But where am I?" she said, and her voice echoed off the sterile walls. A moment of silence followed.

Her body tensed, ready for action, despite her naked and vulnerable state.

"Welcome, Gruxxa," said a voice, smooth and calm. It came from a hidden speaker. "You are in a secure facility, and we mean you no harm. We merely wish to ask you a few questions."

"Oh yeah? And who are you?" Gruxxa's voice was a gravelly growl.

"You are in New York, a city on Earth. I am Dr. Astrid Tausen, a scientist with a keen interest in your world and your kind. And beside me here is Professor Palmira Lewis, my colleague."

“Hi, Gruxxa,” said another feminine voice, slightly earthier.

"Um... hi.” Gruxxa said. "What is all of this for? Tell me, what sorcery is at play here?"

Palmira's voice continued, her tone curious. "No sorcery here, Gruxxa. Only science. Your world has opened a portal to ours, and we ‘re eager to learn more about you. Tell us about this, uh, legion of the Dark Lords?"

“Alright,” Gruxxa's eyes narrowed, and she began to recount her story, speaking of her life as a fierce she-orc amazon, her battles, and her unwavering loyalty to the Dark Lords who rule the chaotic realms. "I am a warrior, born for combat. My strength and skills are feared by all hew-mans! That’s my destiny, until now."

"And tell us about this, um... development between your legs?" Astrid prompted, referring to Gruxxa's futa-genitals. Her magical, hairless, strong and impressive cock and balls.

"Ah, that! That’s the cock and balls they gave us," she snorted, her voice laced with mockery. "A recent thing, courtesy of our Dark Lords. They gifted it to me, claiming it would serve a purpose in this realm. A magical phallus, they said, to stop us from being impregnated by any hew-men here in the Earth-world. Many are the temptations of Earthly pleasures, of course."

“It’s to stop you becoming pregnant?” asked Astrid. 

“Yep,” replied Gruxxa.

“But can it impregnate others?” asked Palmira. 

Gruxxa shrugged. “I don’t know. I doubt it, though. It’s a creation of the Dark Lords’ magic, and they cannot create life, only alter it. So, it makes sense that the sperm in these balls won’t work.”

“It’s shootin’ blanks,” added Franka, in the background.

“Huh?” asked Gruxxa, not understanding the reference.

“Uh, nothing,” said Astrid.

“Here on Earth, we call your situation futanari,” said Palmira. “A male cock and balls on a woman, created by magic. Nothing to do with gender or identity, just the sex organs on their own. It’s just an element of fantasy fiction, for us, because magic itself doesn’t really exist here.”

“Hmm. Well, it does now, I guess,” replied Gruxxa.

“Has the presence of it affected your desires?” asked Astrid.

“Oh, I reckon so,” said Gruxxa, slyly. 

"And what do you desire?" Palmira's question hung in the air.

Gruxxa let out a loud, guttural laugh. "Desire? Well, back in Hellball, I desired to spill the blood of my enemies and claim victory in battle! But now? Earth-world is different kind of place, it looked like. And as for this cock, it is but a tool. But I admit, I'm curious about what it can do." She eyed the mirror. "Come out from behind your glass, women of learning, and I'll show you what an orc's pleasure looks like!"

The room remained silent for a moment, the only sound being Gruxxa's heavy breathing.

"Uhm... we will not be revealing ourselves just yet," Astrid replied, keeping her tone firm yet polite. "But your cooperation is appreciated. Your unique physiology fascinates us."

"Then so be it. Ask more of your questions, hew-women," Gruxxa challenged, her hand reaching down to stroke her thick shaft, causing it to twitch with anticipation. "But know this: an orc's curiosity is not easily satisfied. It is better to show you the answers, than to merely tell."

THE CONTROL ROOM on the other side of the mirror was a plush and comfortable space, its walls adorned with monitors displaying various angles of the orc's containment. Astrid and Palmira stood before the one-way viewing mirror as Gruxxa paced within her large white cell.

Thirty-two-year-old Dr. Astrid Tausen was a pretty, slim and athletic woman from the Faroe Islands, with shoulder length orange-brown hair. Professor Palmira Lewis was an attractive, athletic, twenty-nine-year-old African-American woman with shoulder length black braids tied up formally. And they both wore white lab coats over their office clothing.

"Perhaps we should take a different approach," Astrid suggested. "We should speak to her face to face, see if we can establish an emotional connection. A human touch, you might say."

Palmira nodded, her eyes thoughtful. "It's a risk but might just be worth it. We need to gain her trust, and hiding behind the glass isn't helping. Maybe something a bit more... intimate."

Grace, Franka and Nola sat behind the women, on a sofa. After thinking, Nola suggested, "What about just charm? I mean, she's a she-orc with a male cock and desires, right? Turns out those stories were true. So, maybe one of us could, you know, seduce her into playing along with the study?"

“With our feminine wiles, huh?” asked Franka, chuckling.

Astrid and Palmira exchanged a glance, their expressions unreadable. Amber-brown-haired Grace eyed Nola with a mix of curiosity and skepticism.

"Hmm. That’s not a conventional approach," Astrid admitted, "But, under the circumstances, it might be our best option. We need to keep her cooperative, after all, and this could be a way to... engage with her. Personally, and up close."

"Well, I don’t know about you, Astrid, but I'm not sure I'm the right person for that," Palmira said, a hint of amusement in her voice. "But I think we’re open to suggestions. Ladies? Do we have a volunteer?"

Franka, her chocolate-brown wavy hair bouncing as she whipped glances at Grace and Nola. "I think we all know who she'd be most interested in, huh?"

"Are you volunteering, Franka?" Astrid asked, a slight smile playing on her lips.

“Oh, no,” Franka added, quickly. “I meant Nola!”

“Wait, what?” replied Nola, with a frown. “Me? Why me?”

Grace replied, “Well, you were a nurse, right? You are the one with the, you know, the most nurturing kind of approach. The bedside manner.”

“Exactly,” confirmed Franka. “Bedside manner, yeah. That’s just what we need now, isn’t it?”

“Uh, being a nurse doesn’t involve that! Seducing the patient,” retorted Nola. “Especially, you know, big green inhuman ones, with big muscles...”

“And big green cocks where there normally shouldn’t be one?” said Grace. “C’mon, Nola, you’re the one with the kindest touch, most receptive, we all agree on that, right?”

Nola replied, “Well, you were a cop in, uh, Alaska, weren’t you? You’re the one used to charming people in interviews and all that stuff.”

Grace answered seriously, “There’s more to police work than bein’ charming, lemme tell you. Besides, Franka was in the army, weren’t you, hon?”

“Yeah, so?” replied Franka. “That doesn’t mean I’m qualified to, you know, get on the good side of an orc from another world!”

Palmira sighed, “Girls, we’re gonna have to pick someone soon. All you have to do is get her to trust you. Getting laid is optional, but, well... under the circumstances, you could call that a bo-nus.” She emphasized the bone-part of the word, just as a corny joke for some levity, but she hoped it would put the women at ease.

"Alright," Nola said, "I'll do it. But look, I’ll only go in there in my underwear, I’m keeping that on."

Astrid smiled, “No problem.”

Palmira nodded, her braids swaying slightly. "That's a good start. It will make you seem less threatening and more approachable to Gruxxa."

Nola's heart raced as she undressed. She was soon standing only in her sports bra and briefs. She felt exposed, her fair skin blushing a touch as it was revealed before the other women in the room. All eyes were on her, and she noticed Franka looking admiringly at her body, while Grace’s expression also looked warmer than before. 

Taking a deep breath, she entered the room, the automatic door sliding open silently.

Gruxxa stood in the center of the room, her nude, green, muscular form standing out in the pale environment. The orc's crimson eyes took in Nola's appearance, much like Franka’s had. And Nola’s eyes also gobbled up the brawny, well-hung orc amazon. Her muscled limbs and abs, her tight stomach, her firm breasts with dark green nipples, and her hairless futa-cock and balls.

“Futanari,” whispered Nola, to herself, as she gazed at Gruxxa’s sex organ.

"You're... not the one who stuck me with the dart," Gruxxa rumbled, her voice soft but stoic.

"Uh, no. That’d be Grace, in the other room. I'm Nola," she replied, her voice steady despite her nerves. "I, uh, left my clothes in there, just so you see I’ve got no hidden weapons or anything. No tricks. I thought it would be... easier to talk like this."

Gruxxa's gaze softened as she crossed her strong arms, if only slightly. "Easier, eh? You humans have strange ideas of comfort, if you ask me."

"Maybe," Nola said with a shy smile, "but we also have... different ways of enjoying ourselves."

The orc's curiosity piqued. "Enjoying, aye? You mean... sex?"

Nola's cheeks flushed, but she nodded. "Yes, sex, that’s one way. It's... well, it's a big part of human culture."

Gruxxa smiled herself, faintly. "Yes, I’ve heard the stories. Obsessed with it, you lot are. But... hmph. Human life seems so easy. Soft beds, no battles... and sex whenever you want?" 

"Oh, we have our share of battles. Life here isn’t perfect, not by a long shot,” replied Nola. “And sex is, well... It’s not always whenever we want that we have it, but yes, it's... important to us. A way to connect, to express ourselves," Nola explained, her voice gaining confidence. "And with someone like you, Gruxxa, it could be... d-different."

The orc's eyes widened slightly, her tough exterior showing a crack of interest. "Different, hmm? In a good way or bad?”

Nola avoided looking at Gruxxa’s impressive cock and tried to focus on her pretty amazon face. “Oh, g-good. Definitely, good...”

Gruxxa smiled, and her cock twitched ever so slightly. It was slowly waking up. “You think so?"

"Absolutely. Your strength, your power... and that..." Nola gestured, her eyes flicking down to Gruxxa's futa-cock. "That must be like a force of nature." She focused again and tried to steer the talk to something a bit less sexual, because she was finding the idea more and more attractive herself. 

"So, you're probably, uh, pretty curious about us humans, huh? If you’ve heard stories about our world." Nola's voice was steady, despite her nerves. She took a few cautious steps closer to Gruxxa, her gaze briefly looking over the orc's sculpted feminine physique, and particularly the thick, green, magical shaft of that futa-dick.

"Yeah, I guess so," Gruxxa said. "Your world seems... easier. No constant battles, no need to fight for every scrap of food or land." 

"It's not all sunshine and rainbows," Nola replied, her tone softening as she took a seat on the edge of the bed (not too close, but not too far either). "We have our struggles, but they're different from yours. And I think you’ll like it here better than in, uh, the Hellball world. What part interests you the most?"

The naked orc she-warrior smiled, her sharp tusks glinting in the light. "I wonder about your... pleasures. I’ve heard such things. Like... “Gruxxa tried to think of an example, but her mind returned to the same subject as before. “Sex, for one thing. It must be... simpler, here, no?"

Nola's cheeks flushed, but she maintained eye contact, warming up to Gruxxa more and more. "Well, I’m not sure. In what way?"

Gruxxa's gaze dropped to Nola's chest, her sports bra’s thin fabric doing little to hide the soft bumps of her nipples. "You don't have to fight for mates, do you? No battles to prove your worth. And when you see somethin' you want, you, uh...” She trailed off, her eyes now fixed on Nola's legs and even her loins beneath the tight briefs.

Nola she felt a warmth between her legs as she realized that even in her scantily clad state, the orc was undressing her with her eyes. She focused on the questions, and decided to be direct. "Are you attracted to me?" she asked.

"Something like that." Gruxxa's voice was low, and she shifted, causing her cock to twitch. "Did they send you in ‘cuz you’re the prettiest?”

From the wall-speaker, the orc and the blonde ex-nurse heard a faint huff of breath from Grace or Franka at that question. Evidently, Palmira or Astrid had left the console mic switched on.

“We, uh... I’m a nurse. An ex-nurse. And I’m a good listener. I’m, uh...”

Nola glanced down at Gruxxa's semi-erect member.

“Go on, Nola, jus’ suck her off. You know you want to so bad,” came Grace’s low voice from the wall-speaker.

“Oh, the microphone’s still on!” came Astrid’s voice, followed by a click as it was switched off.

Nola's eyes widened and Gruxxa chuckled. “I think they want us to do more than talk,” said Gruxxa.

“I think so,” whispered Nola.

"Are you attracted to me?" Gruxxa rasped.

Nola's heart pounded as she licked her lips, nodding slowly. She leaned forward, her fingers trembling as she reached out and touched Gruxxa’s strong arm.

They kissed, gently. Gruxxa smiled, and Nola was now less shy about looking downwards at the orcish futa-dick on display. That thick, green, magical shaft was now beyond half-mast, showing further signs of arousal.

Gruxxa grinned with a mixture of desire and challenge. "You wanna touch it?"

Nola's heart raced. She bit her lower lip, her nervousness obvious. But the curiosity within her was too powerful to ignore. She was aware of the others' eyes on them, on the other side of the viewing mirror, but in this moment, it was just her and Gruxxa, the imposing orc warrior with the appealing muscled green skin and the stiffening magical cock that seemed to beckon her closer.

"You... you want me to touch it?" Nola's voice was barely a whisper, her gaze darting from the crimson-haired orc’s face and her futa-cock.

Gruxxa's smile held amusement and desire, as if daring Nola to make a move. She gave a slow nod, her sharp little tusks glinting. "Aye, lass. You've been starin' at it long enough. Might as well. Go ahead, give it a feel." 

Nola's breath deepened, and she felt a rush of warmth between her legs. "I... I've never..." she began, her voice trailing off.

"Never touched a she-orc's cock?" Gruxxa's tone was playful, and she shifted slightly, her thick, veiny cock now almost fully erect and nodding slightly. 

“Never even seen one before tonight,” said Nola. “We call it a-a futanari. That’s the human word. A male dick on a female body, by magic...”

Gruxxa leered, “Aye, it’s magic, alright. A powerful thing, this." She reached down and gave it a gentle stroke, her strong fingers lightly brushing the thick shaft.

Nola's gaze intensified at the sight, her mouth going dry. She swallowed hard, her nervousness giving way to sheer desire. "I-I've never been with anyone like you," she admitted, her voice soft. "You're so... different, so strong and beautiful."

A low sound escaped Gruxxa's throat that could have been a laugh or a growl of pleasure. "Different, eh? And here I thought I'd be too rough for a human lass like yerself." She tilted her head, her wild dark red spikes of hair falling to one side. "But if you're wantin' to explore this curiosity of yours, I’ll give it to you. It’s all yours."

Nola's fingers trembled as she reached out, her fingertips brushing against the smooth, hairless shaft. It was warm and throbbing beneath her touch, and she let out a soft gasp. "It's so... smooth," she murmured, wrapping her hand around it, feeling the ridges of veins against her vulnerable palm. She swallowed with nervous excitement.

"Aye..." Gruxxa's voice was husky and slower with pleasure at Nola’s soft touch, her breath coming in shallow pants. "Go on, lass. Show me what a beautiful human maiden can do."

Nola leaned forward and down, her long blonde hair over her bare shoulders as she took the tip of the cockhead into her mouth. She moaned softly, the taste and texture unlike anything she'd experienced. Better than any human penis she’d ever tried. She moved her head a touch lower, taking the entire bulging green glans into her mouth, her tongue swirling and teasing as the cockhead pressed against it. 

Her soft lips closed around the head of the orcish futa-cock, and as it sat cradled in the unbearably soft confines of her mouth, the fleshy walls hugging tight to it as her saliva coated it and her feathery tongue wriggled beneath it. Gruxxa’s breathing was loud and heavy now.

Nola began to suck, tentatively.

Above her, Gruxxa let out a long, low groan of bliss, her hands gripping the edges of the bed. "Awwwwwww, fuck, lass... you've a talent for this."

Encouraged by the orc's response, Nola increased her pace, her sucking becoming more fervent. Her head began to bob subtly as she slipped the cockhead from the back of her mouth to her lips and back again, working it fluidly, stimulating the sensitive green bell-shaped glans. Her tongue became more insistent, swiping left and right against the stiff flesh rubbing over it.

“Uhh!” murmured Gruxxa, feverish with lust and pleasure. “Uh, uh, uhhh!” She caressed the human woman’s soft blond hair, stroking her head and neck and pack as her upper body moved rhythmically, delighting the quivering erect cock with humans called a blowjob.

Nola orally satisfied Gruxxa and turned herself on greatly by doing so. She could feel the tension building in the orc’s strong body, as the pelvis shifted and squirmed and her solid green abs undulated, and the sound of the orcish, womanly, pleasure-filled grunts fueled Nola's own desire even more.

They both lost track of time. After many moments passed, Gruxxa's cock twitched and throbbed on the brink of release. The futa-orc was in utter Heaven. But then, before the point of no return, Nola pulled away, letting the slippery wet dickhead pop from her sucking lips.

As Gruxxa gasped with her breath ragged, Nola looked at her with feigned innocence.

“Do you like that? Having your dick sucked?” she asked Gruxxa, airily.

“Gods, yes!” Gruxxa panted, happily. 

“Would you like to fuck me?” Nola asked.

Gruxxa repeated her answer, avidly. Nola slowly took off her sports bra, maintaining eye-contact with the orc the whole time. She dropped it to the floor and kicked it away.

Then, she slowly bent over and removed her briefs, drawing them down while eyeing herself and the orc in the mirror. 

The last time she’d done this, it had been for her emotionally distant ex-boyfriend, Mitch. In the mirror, she saw the lustful eyes of Gruxxa, and felt ten times as much appreciation from her, and somehow, that feeling made her giddy with desire.

She knew that she was probably turning on the women sat watching behind the glass, as well. And right at that minute, the idea just excited her further. She’d never been what you’d call an exhibitionist, and never even looked at another woman, but now? Things were different, for sure.

Soon, she kicked away her briefs, and she was as naked as Gruxxa was.

“How would you like me?” she asked Gruxxa, lightly. 

“On top, climb on top o’ me, lass,” purred Gruxxa like a she-lion.

Nola did just as she was bid, her nude body buzzing with the nervous thrill of the unknown.

As Gruxxa remained sat on the edge of the bed, Nola climbed onto the orc's lap and positioning herself over the throbbing green cock. With a slow, deliberate movement, she lowered herself, giving a shrill grunt as the bulbous head slipped into the warm crevice of her sex.

She sank down fully, sitting snugly and taking the entire length inside her in one smooth motion. She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut at the incredible sensation.

"Ride me, Nola," Gruxxa growled, her hand clasping the small of the woman’s back, the other her hip.

Nola obeyed, rising and falling by several inches in a steady rhythm, her legs and buns flexing, her bare feet firm and flat on the floor, and immediately the warm tingling glow of vaginal pleasure began in her pussy. The stimulation increased as the rock hard futa-cock plunged fluidly in and out of that tight, fleshy tunnel, burrowing up and down as she bounced with increasing fervor, her wavy blond hair swished and a giddy smile began to spread over her pretty face, her eyes fluttering and her nose wrinkling with joy. “Oh, yeah!” she gasped out as she hugged Gruxxa and was embraced in return, and the firm green breasts of the orc amazon crushed warmly and enjoyably against Nola’s paler ones.

Her soft buttocks squashed against those mighty green womanly thews or thighs, again and again with each bounce, and again and again and again and again. The smooth green glans of Gruxxa’s stiff futa-penis thrust upwards inside her with each bounce, and each thrust sent ripples of exquisite sensation zinging out all through her body. Gruxxa also grunted with delight at the feeling of the pillowy intimate flesh that hugged the cock tight, just as wonderfully warm and wet as Nola’s mouth had been.

“Uh, uh, w-welcome to Earth!” Nola giggled out into Gruxxa’s ear, and her hips rolled with a slightly change of direction so her softly yielding buttocks dragged back and forth on Gruxxa’s thighs. The human woman thrust with her pelvis, and Gruxxa groaned long and loud with the thrill of vaginal intercourse.

Then, Nola opened her eyes as Gruxxa’s strong hands released her and then hooked under her quivering, flexing legs. Gruxxa held her securely and then stood up, lifting Nola with her as the orc’s strong green body rose into a standing position, with that stiff green erection still buried up to the hilt in that welcoming human warmth. Nola grinned, she was so wet her juices were literally trickling down over Gruxxa’s tight ball sack, and the orc resumed thrusting while in a standing position. Nola gasped and cried out sharply with ecstasy, leaning back in the orc amazon’s secure arms in what humans called the stand and carry sexual position, her feet bouncing freely behind Gruxxa’s strong, flexing buttocks as the orc amazon continued to fuck her, meeting Nola’s energetic bounces with firm, controlled thrusts of her own.
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