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​Chapter One
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You know it’s gonna get weird when your parents consult with an internet witch for alternative treatment for your mystery illness. You know they are desperate when they agree to leaving you in a cave. With an orc. For his cream.

Yes, Lydia the Internet Witch convinced my parents that not only is there really such a thing as an orc, but his ejaculate will magically heal my mystery sickness that has me wasting away.

The illness started five years ago when I was fifteen, and no doctor has had any success in diagnosing what is wrong with me, much less treating me. So my parents started searching alternative treatments. Herbs. Crystals. Cryptid semen.

I am wearing a white nightgown that looks like something you would see on the cover of a gothic novel from decades ago. I have been deposited in the mouth of a cave in the middle of the woods. I am the only person who thinks this is not only weird as fuck, but also dangerous. I’m not afraid of an orc, because they are not real. But I am afraid of bears, wolves, cougars, and banjo playing mountain men who haven’t seen a woman in too many years to count who might happen upon me in the forest wearing nothing but a sheer white nightgown.

I know my illness has caused my parents to crack, but this is a lot worse than I thought.

Lydia has assured them that she will psychically know when it’s time to come and get me after my treatment. So now I wait and hope I don’t fucking die from the elements (or bears) before whatever this illness is can kill me.

Orc cum. Seriously.

If there were such a thing as an orc, this means my parents are fine with me doing the nasty with him. I’ve seen illustrations of orcs. They are huge. And green. And not friendly. But sure, give your daughter to one. By all means.

I’m tired. Well, all the time. And I ache everywhere. Also all the time. I don’t think I will live through the night out here by myself. I sit against the cave wall and close my eyes. Maybe if I have a little nap, I can hike back out on my own (right). Find the highway (sure). Flag down someone who hasn’t lost their freaking mind to help me (absolutely).

That’s when I hear it. My heart rate kicks up a notch.

Breathing. Heavy breathing.

It’s a terrifying sound, raspy and deep, coming from the depths of the cave. I hold my breath and my body stiffens, eyes wide in the dark. There’s something in here with me. Orc? Bear? Crazed mountain man? All equally terrifying options.

My eyes flash open, my entire body rigid as I peer into the deep dark. Instinctively, I shiver and withdraw further into the corner, watching as the dominating figure lumbers closer. It’s a human-like silhouette, large and broad, with a rugged outline that doesn’t look anything like a person. Or a bear.

“Human,” the figure grunts, his voice sounding like two boulders grating against each other—the deep timbre resonating through me in a way that’s terrifying. “Say name.”

I strain my eyes to make out his features, but in the dim light of the cave, all I see are sharp teeth glinting and tusks.

Orcs are...real? Fuck my life.

“S-Selena,” I stutter out, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Se-lena,” it rumbles, the word rolling off a thick tongue and echoing through the chamber. The figure lumbers closer, the ground shaking beneath his massive weight. Now, only a few feet away, I can make out more of him—the rough, green skin, prominent tusks, and massive build.

Oh my God.

“Bryxan,” he announces, thumping his chest in a primitive show of identification.

I nod, unable to meet his gaze, my voice weakening with each passing second. “Bryxan,” I echo, a tremor shaking through me as I utter the name.

“Selena sick,” he says after a moment, and I blink in surprise at how he senses my illness. His large hand reaches out, hovering over my body as if he’s afraid to touch me. “Bryxan help.”

I glance at his hand, then up at his face, an explosion of questions detonating in my mind. “How?” is the only one that manages to escape my lips.

Bryxan growls low, a rumble that seems to shake the cave. But then he’s quiet for a moment, as if considering his words. “Orc seed,” he says finally, his voice grating over the words.

This cannot be happening.

“No,” I protest. “I should go. Home. I should leave. I don’t want to bother you. Or your seed. I’ll just scuttle away now.”

But Bryxan just grunts and hauls me up over his shoulder, turning back the way he came.

And taking me with him.

What I thought was a normal cave turns out to be more like a cave facade of a much more elaborate dwelling. Bryxan carries me through a network of tunnels, the walls of which seem to pulsate with a living light, casting an ethereal glow over everything. We finally arrive at a chamber, the center of which holds an enormous bed of soft furs.

In the next moment, my nightgown is gone, stripped away by the hulking orc in one swift tear. My naked body is laid out on his bed, the touch of fur is soft against my bare skin. My cheeks flush with embarrassment at my nakedness, but Bryxan’s attention is solely focused on securing my wrists and ankles with thick ropes.

Securing me with rope. Oh my God. What is happening? I mean, duh. I guess I know what’s happening. But did I hit my head or something? This is so surreal.

“Bryxan...”

“Hush, little human.” His voice is a deep rumble that sends vibrations through the bed and into me. “Bryxan help.”

In the dim light, I watch him remove his pants. His large, muscular body is covered in rippling green muscles. His manhood is impressively fierce looking, and it’s dripping with pre-cum. Panic flashes inside me.

I watch as Bryxan takes himself in his hand, his movements slow and deliberate. An orc cock is hard to describe. It’s thick, veined, and gleaming with a natural sheen that seems almost incandescent in the dim light. He focuses on his task with an intensity that is both confusing and, to my surprise, wildly arousing.

Especially considering that the diameter of that cock would tear me in two. And I’m naked and tied up.

As he strokes himself, I try to look away, but can’t. He’s not gentle with himself at all. His efforts gain momentum, rough and unapologetic. His grunts fill the chamber, echoing off the stone walls until they’re the only sound I can hear. I can’t help but squirm under his gaze, my body responding to this in ways I’ve never experienced before.

Bryxan climaxes. Thick ropes of his silvery semen shoot across my body, covering me in a warm, viscous cream.

“Bryxan, what...” My question dies on my lips as he starts to rub his cum into my skin with his large, rough hands. The sensation is electrifying, a strange blend of shocking and soothing. It’s as if the very essence of him is seeping into my pores, filling me with a strange warmth that chases away the constant chill I’ve been feeling.

I scrunch up my nose as the heady scent of his potent cream fills the air. It’s bizarrely alluring, musky and earthy with a hint of spice that is distinctly him. It is the scent of raw, primal masculinity and it awakens something deep within me.

Bryxan’s ministrations become more focused, his immense fingers swirling around my navel and gently sliding between my thighs. My breath hitches and a wave of fear washes over me.

“Please don’t,” I say. My voice sounds small and weak, but there’s a hint of something more. A questioning curiosity.

His fingers land on my clit and I gasp, taken aback by the unexpected contact. He rubs his cum over it, spreading the warmth. A moan slips from my lips as he continues to glide his thick digits in slow, deliberate circles. My body responds ardently, my hips rolling with his movements. The room is filled with the sound of our heavy breaths intermingling.

The sensation builds, my body burning with an overwhelming heat that I can’t ignore. It’s as if all the energy in the universe is concentrated in that one spot, spiraling outwards in sparks of pleasure.
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