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Chapter One: Westward Ho!
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IN LAKEBED WOOD, in the southern part of the Stoneward neighborhood of Calgary, Alberta, in western Canada, it was a calm midnight.

Amongst the trees’ overlooking pretty Lake Amor was a gray stone building made not by human hands (and not by orcish hands either, but by magical animated iron gauntlets. We’ll get to that). A small, green-lettered sign on the front read The Greenbed House: backpacker’s hostel. 

Another sign added beneath those words said “STAFF: NON-FUTA” 

Let us explain: it was run by she-orcs from the Hellball world, female orcish warriors sent to Earth-world to spy, but who have found they much prefer it here, for reasons that will soon be clear. 

The Hellball-world was so-named because it was apparently a cursed sphere of hellish chaos, ruled by Dark Lords. On that world, all orcs were female, since that was how the Dark Lords who created and commanded them wished it. 

But judging by that sign, these ones who ran the Greenbed were not those futa-orcs that had been recently sent from the Hellball, who had been part of the legions of the Dark Lords of the Hellball-world. No, those “futanari” amazons who had been equipped with magical balls and penises for their incursion on Earth (apparently to prevent any of them from getting pregnant) were a different kind of orc.

The Greenbed was run by a group of so-called wild orcs, recruited by the Dark Lords as scouts and auxiliaries for their legions, rather than the main orcish infantry. The proper infantry was often turned into futanari, but not these wild ones. They kept their female crevices, their vulva, their vaginas, their maidenheads. They stayed entirely female in the loin department. But like the futa, they had been sent to Earth by the Dark Lords to gather info, and like those futa-orc infantry, they were in no hurry to go back...

Now: it was thirty-one days since this group of ten wild she-orcs found themselves in the mountains of a place called Alberta in a country named Canada, and looked down upon the nearby city of Calgary, teeming with humans.

It was thirty days since they had decided they weren’t going back to the land of constant war and slaughter (and drudgery under their Dark Lordships).

It was twenty-nine days since the enchanted anvil called the enchanted anvil (the one they stole from a Dark Lord’s war camp before they were sent to Earth-world) told them what their next move should be: acquire human money legally. No robbery, no raiding, no slaughter. Here in the human world, there were plenty of problems, but the short-term solution to many of them was money.

“Okay,” said Rekzi of the Ironjaws wild orc brood.

This was fine with them. One of their first alternative ideas had been to “whore” themselves, and charge people money to have sex with them, but the anvil said no to that, apparently that was illegal here. 

“Damn...” said Mawkzi of the Darkroars brood. 

“Shit,” agreed Huxxi of the Treebiters brood. “Fuck!” added Pangra of the Swordsnappers.

The she-orcs had big appetites, and most of them were looking forward to putting that plan into action. Oh well.

It was twenty-five days since they all agreed on a new plan: they’ll open an inn for backpackers. Earth-dwellers like to travel for the sake of it, just to see nature, said the magic anvil. They need backpacking hostels. This would be an easy way to make money. Stalking the city of Calgary at night, the ten she-orcs soon found a quiet spot near some water, Lake Amor, and with the magical iron gauntlets, the anvil began construction of their new home. It was to be a castle of their very own.

It was now ten days since the four-story, full equipped building had been completed (to the hour, in fact, since it was midnight). The Greenbed House, they called it. 

Now, having a staff meeting, the wild she-orcs stood in the anvil chamber on the fourth floor... 

THE STONE WALLS were illuminated by the soft glow of candles. Trinza the Soothseer from the Stormlover brood presided over consulting the anvil. She was thirty-one years old, muscled beneath her fur and cotton clothing, with shoulder length wavy orange hair, smoky green skin and amber eyes. Trinza once led their orcish sacred rituals before their brutal battles.

"About a week has passed, an’ our first guests have arrived. Greenbed is thriving!" Her voice was husky but girlish with positivity. "The Iron Anvil has come through for us, again. Our faith in the Green Goddess was rewarded!”

“Flippin’ aye,” said twenty-nine-year-old Velza of the Rockhuffers she-brood, with her happy expression, her short and wild black hair.

"You bet," agreed Shaxa of the Bronzebutts brood. She was thirty-four years old, buff-armed, chesty and wide-grinned, with shoulder-length braided black hair, olive green skin and laugh lines. Shaxa was once a battlefield healer. Now, she figured, she was just a healer. "The hew-man guests are already lovin’ it. They look for fun here, and we provide it." She leered as she spoke.

Gulza of the Bonetoys brood laughed boomingly and clapped a hand on Shaxa's shoulder. "Aye, but we can't get too complacent. The plumbing almost gave out today. I had to wrestle with those pipes for ages, we were like two mudgrubblers trying to mate!"

She was thirty-six years old. Tall and brawny with a booming laugh, dark forest-green skin, and a short, naturally crimson mohawk, Gulza was formerly a scout, housebuilder and brawler, but now ran maintenance and repairs for their special house, the Greenbed.

“You’re right, Gulza,” said Rekzi of the Ironjaws. “We can’t rest on our laurels, this place will be a lot of work to keep, since we can’t rely on the anvil’s gauntlets for everythin’. But we can meet the challenge!” Rekzi was twenty-six years old. Broad-shouldered and statuesque with braided dark green hair and piercing grey eyes, she now ruled the kitchen like a war camp: efficient, loud, and always spotless. She did rely on the magic gauntlets to do a lot of the grunt work, though.

“You’re all correct,” said Trinza. Her amber gaze turned thoughtful. "We can’t use our old war-skills here, not really. This world is different. Our work ahead lies in creation and keeping order, but none of us are skilled in numbers and ledgers and rules. We must admit, the accounts are a mess."

"We can’t just ask the anvil to make all the decisions, it’s already stretched thin directin’ our hands with everything we do," said Shaxa of the Bronzebutts.

"No need for that," Trinza said, a hint of mischief in her voice. "The anvil will provide a permanent solution. It will bring us a bookkeeper." 

She stepped forward, her fingers brushing the anvil's surface. An iron gauntlet, forged from pure magic, materialized and hovered before them.

"We require assistance with our finances and stuff," Trinza intoned. "O Anvil, by the Green Goddess, send this gauntlet to find us a solution in the form of one who knows books and numbers et cetera."

The gauntlet shimmered, then shot off, magically disappearing through the chamber's ceiling.

Gulza's harsh but womanly laughter filled the sudden silence. "Well, that's that. Now, let's get back to work. I've a feelin’ this retreat will be a huge success, an’ former rivalries be damned. Eh?"

Their former rivalries were a sore point for all of them. The Ironjaws, Stormlovers and Bonetoys were often at cross purposes over the most random shit. That was how the Dark Lords who employed wanted it, to prevent them being too independent, or losing their warlike spirit.

Gulza got a sharp look from Pangra of the Swordsnappers, with her dark green skin and long wavy black hair. “Gulza, we ain’t supposed to mention that. We all agreed...”

“Yeah, okay,” replied Gulza. “I know. What happened in Hellball...”

They all chorused, ten powerfully feminine voices at once: “...stays in the fuckin’ Hellball.”

As all but Trinza left the chamber, their happy voices faded down the passageway. The flame-haired seer remained. The anvil's magic had answered their call, and the future of Greenbed backpackers hostel looked brighter than ever.

Bunxa lingered in the doorway while the others left, with her deep green skin and small black topknot of hair. She smiled as she reached idly beneath her belt and began to stroke herself, intimately. “I’m feelin’ a bit horny. D’you fancy a fuck, Trinza?” she asked, boldly.

Trinza was feeling optimistic about the future. She smiled as she replied, “Yeah, sure. Why not.”

THAT SAME MOMENT, about two-thousand, one-hundred and seventeen miles away to the east, was another human city called Toronto.

In an apartment building in a wealthy area of that city, somebody was feeling a bit less positive.

Gabriel “Gabe” Wiskadut stared around his lavish apartment. The light through the floor-to-ceiling main window highlighted the dust in the air. He should have aired the place out a bit overnight, after his trip away to the states, but was too tired.

At twenty-one, Gabe was fit and athletic, a good-looking First Nations guy with short black hair. He was Haudenosaunee native, his family being Oneida tribe and of Deer Clan background. He was born in the Six Nations of the Grand River Reserve, Ontario and grew up half the time there and half the time in Brantford City. It was worth mentioning here that he’d taken trips and holidays abroad, but had never been to Calgary, Alberta in his life.

His father Jerry was the wealthy founder and owner of Northy North Construction, a billionaire tycoon and local celebrity, and Gabe was the heir to that fortune.

He lived well, basically being a playboy since he didn’t have many commitments but was skilled with numbers and accounts and felt his father, Jerry, should have more faith in him as a businessman. 

But very recently, his situation had changed. He felt a bit of anxiety as the previous day's conversation with his father replayed in his mind.

A challenge, his father had called it. A chance to prove himself. Subsist on the bare minimum of money for one year. No big expense account, no endless spending money, only the bare essentials, a tiny sliver of the huge money he normally has access to, for twelve months straight. Could Gabe do it? 

Sure, I can, dad, he had said. He had just arrived back from a motor racing event with friends in Los Angeles, USA, and felt pretty confident.

But as he surveyed his surroundings this day, he realized the extent of the sacrifice. Lacking access to his usual personal account, he would have to find a job and maybe sell some of this stuff. His extensive wardrobe, filled with designer labels, would soon be reduced to a fraction of its current glory. The state-of-the-art entertainment system and the collection of fine wines and spirits would have to go. 

“Fuck me,” he sighed. He rarely swore, his parents always told him to be a good man as a Haudenosaunee, a member of the traditional community and a responsible citizen, more than anything else he was. He’d tried, but this challenge looked more trying than anything.

He could sell most of the things he had: expensive clothes and watches, TV and sound system, bottles of expensive wine and spirits he had. He guessed he wouldn’t really miss a lot of it, and it would bring in some cash for the short term, several thousand dollars at least, so he wouldn’t have to panic right away. Still, one year of this would be hard. And he still had to find a job, too.

As he thought about his next steps, a flyer slipped under the front door. The building didn’t usually allow advertising leaflet guys into the apartment building, but whatever, he thought.

In the hall, he picked up the flyer and read it. It advertised the Greenbed House, a backpacking hostel for travelers in Calgary, Alberta. A place Gabe had never heard of in a part of the country he’d never visited, which wasn’t surprising. When he travelled, he preferred beaches, and he could afford expensive hotel suites, so he had never stepped inside a backpackers’ retreat in his whole life. But his eyes narrowed as he read the part about seeking an accounts manager. Accommodation provided, it promised.

“Is that so?” he said to himself. Pretty good timing, he thought.

He picked up his cellphone. He had to admit, the idea of working at a hostel was not what he'd envisioned for the year ahead, but the challenge interested him. And hey, he wasn’t a snob, he’d met people from all over. He tried to see this as an adventure. “I can do this,” he said to himself, his fingers hovering over the keypad. “Just watch me.”

THE NEXT DAY: after saying his goodbyes in the morning, Gabe had used one final perk of his family wealthy before the real challenge began: he’d taken his father’s plane to travel to Calgary. He saw much pretty landscape as he flew, and in about four hours, he stepped off into a new chapter of his life.

The Greenbed House hostel was a tall stone building in Lakebed Wood, a rural area near the waters of Lake Amor. When Gabe saw it, the first thing to come to mind was a castle from a movie. 

“Staff: non-futa?” he said to himself as he read the sign out front. It must have been a joke about those orcs that came to Earth from the Hellball world, the past few years, he thought. He climbed the stone steps to the tall front door.

HIGH ABOVE HIM, three of the staff members in question watched him with interest.

Pangra peered over the edge of the roof where she’d been sunbathing, completely naked, her long wavy black hair blown by the wind. “So that’s him, then. The one Rekzi spoke to yesterday. The bookkeeper.”

“Yeah,” said Shaxa, her braided black hair also wind-swept and her brawny green body also naked, as she peered down over the edge beside Pangra. “He’s a good-looking one, that hew-man. Looks young but tough under those fancy clothes.”

Mawkzi leered slightly as she eyed him from afar, her long dark green braided pigtails swaying slightly. “He’s a pretty one, yeah, but he has to be wise in numbers to be our bookkeeper.” 

Pangra nodded. “Yeah, he will be. The anvil never lets us down. Who’s doin’ the interviewing, anyway?”

Shaxa replied, “Rekzi and Trinza, and Huxxi, too. D’you think they’ll try an’ fuck him?”

Mawkzi wrinkled her nose doubtfully. “Not on the first day. These Earth-world hew-mans are skittish, not used to she-orcs. They don’t wanna scare him away.”

“Yeah,” said Pangra. “Here, if we sit on the east balcony, we can listen in on the interview. The window will still be open. Let’s go!”

Together, the three muscled naked orc amazons got up from their roof-deck and swiftly headed for the stairs down into the building.
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Chapter Two: A Taste of Things to Come
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WHEN GABE ENTERED the place for his interview, presumably with the lady named Rekzi that he spoke to on the phone, he had another surprise waiting for him.

In the candle lit staff chamber on the fourth floor, his eyes adjusted to the incense-scented atmosphere. Three she-orcs, actual she-orcs, in tight leather and loose cotton and furs, their imposing figures exuding an intimidating aura. 

Trinza of the Stormlovers brood was a scary but lovely sight, with her green skin and pretty looks, her vibrant orange, shoulder-length hair and piercing amber gaze. She wore a leather crop top lined and edged with fur, and she was the one to speak first, with a voice like a savage melody.

"Welcome, hew-man. We seek a numbers-keeper. A task for a skilled mind, yes?"

"Uh, yes... I'm here for that job," Gabe replied, his voice steady. "I can manage finances and accounts. I’ve done it for my father, Jerry Wiskadut. He owns, uh, Northy North Construction."

Rekzi of the Ironjaws, in her low-cut, thick cloth tunic with her braided dark green hair recalled from the phone conversation the day before. “Your name is Gabriel Wiskadut? But they call you Gabe...”

“Yes,” he said. “For short.”

Rekzi leered. “You sounded handsome! I think you look handsome, too, Gabe.”

He swallowed dryly. “Um, thanks.” He wondered if this was really happening, it seemed unreal. The business was actually run by she-orcs from the dark Hellball world...

Huxxi of the Treebiters, the dark green amazon with short and braided navy-blue hair and smoky gray eyes, produced a scroll. "We have questions, Gabe Wiskadut. Written by our magic anvil. To ensure you fit the role."

“Great, sure,” he said. He felt more than a little nervous (and not just because it was an important job interview). Orcs. She-orcs. Real, honest to goodness, hot blooded, she-orc amazons. In the flesh. Gabe had heard about them, living in the "Hellball-world" on the other side of reality, or whatever. But never did he think he would actually be in a room with them, much less seeking a job with them...

As they unfurled the scroll, the parchment crackled pleasingly. Gabe noticed the tiny orcish runes etched along its edges. The she-orcs took turns reading, their voices echoing in the chamber: "Ummm... what is the key to financial order?" 

Another question was, "How do you, uh, handle mistakes in records?" 

And another was, "Can you, um, help us with... tax codes?"

Gabe answered each query with confidence, providing precise responses. The she-orcs exchanged glances that looked positive. 

Eventually, Trinza said, "Okay, your answers satisfy us. We sense your skill with numbers."

"Yeah, cuz harmony in numbers is what we need," Huxxi said, her voice rough but soothing. "We seek one who can bring order to our records. You can be that one, Gabe Wiskadut."

Rekzi leered at him, nicely. “Yeah. You can be our hew-man...”

“Great, I can’t wait to start,” said Gabe, with more confidence than he really felt.

"Fuckin’ great," said Huxxi. 

Trinza stood up, her five-foot muscular form drawing attention. "Follow us, then. We shall show you the heart of, you know, this thing that we do here."
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