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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. The characters, incidents and dialogs in this book are of the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is completely coincidental. 

All characters engaging in sexual activities are age 18 or older.

This book is written by a human.​
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Brief Summary
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Queen Dahlia agrees to marry her Orc enemy, Varick, to ensure the war between their people finally ends. Peace comes at a price, and his condition is as dangerous as it is irresistible. 

By day, Dahlia rules as queen of their fragile, united realm. By night, behind closed doors, Varick claims a different kind of power, demanding her surrender in ways that blur the line between duty and desire, and awaken a hunger she cannot ignore.

As tension turns to heat and rivalry blurs into desire, Dahlia must decide if she can separate her heart from her crown. If she falls for her enemy, it may cost her everything, especially with danger closing in from every side. 

———-—
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TRIGGER WARNING: POWER imbalance, knifeplay, bloodplay, Dom/Sub, FemDom, War

Reader advisory: This story contains explicit sex scenes between an Orc Warrior and a human Queen.

Marrying the Orc Warrior is a 35k words, erotic, Historical, novella. Explicit sex scenes, standalone, no cheating or cliffhangers.  

———-—
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Chapter 1
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I was sick and tired of war. The fighting has been going on for decades. I didn’t even remember a time from before the war. I must have been only a child when it all started. A princess destined for great things, but forced onto a different path. Growing up on the battlefield, among plans and advisories, made me hate it all. I’d been taught how to read battle plans before I read poems. My whole life has been imbued with bloodshed and death instead of parties and romance. 

Today was the day it would all end. The Human-Orc War was finally over. The only thing that remained was to discuss the terms of the truce. I knew that on the other side of the ornamental door, the Orc general, Varrick, waited for me. It was the first time he was in my castle, and even though thick planks of wood separated us, I could almost feel his presence.

The basis of the peace treaty had been outlined, but now it was my job to make sure we didn’t concede more than we needed. My advisors had been whispering in my ear about which strategies to use and which pawn to put out first, so that we could gain more than we lost. Nothing could ever repay the lives lost, but today it was time to end the bloodshed. 

Both our fathers had died in the last battle, finally making it possible to try to come to terms with ending it all. No one even remembered why the war had started, but the old men had been too stubborn to admit it. 

This was my one and only shot to make sure that I made a good impression on the Orc general. My blue dress had my family crest embroidered on it, and my hair was braided into an elegant updo that resembled a crown. He was used to seeing me in armor, with a helmet, as a warrior, but today I represented my people as their Queen. The soft fabric of my dress felt too tight, and my hands itched to bring my sword, but that would be against the rules. The only thing I could bring was the long list of demands gripped in my hands. I missed the comforting weight of the metal hanging on my hip, but I had a dagger or two hidden on my body. If the Orc tried to overpower me, he would get a blade to the gut. 

It would only be him and me; no one else was allowed during the war discussions to avoid arguments breaking out. I was the highest-ranking officer in the army before my father’s demise, and I had proved my worth on the battlefield. I was more than just a Queen because of my birthright; I had earned my place amongst my soldiers. The general of the Orc faction and I almost had the same kill count. His slightly higher just because he became of age one year before me. 

I knew everything about him as one needed to know their enemy almost as well as they did their friends. I might have been a tiny bit obsessed. Every time we met on the battlefield, I could see a fire in his eyes that made my insides burn, but I pushed that feeling away. There had been no use in lusting for your enemy, but now he would become much more.

The one part of the negotiation that made my heart flutter was the marriage part. To combine our regions and people, we had to join together in marriage. I never even entertained the thought of getting married to anyone during the war, knowing it could only lead to heartbreak and that my hand was worth more than just love. 

I wasn’t a virgin, of course. During wartime, one had to take pleasures when they were presented to you, and I’ve lain with many men and women, never daring myself to dream of anything more than just the pleasures of the flesh. 

I’ve never been with an Orc. I wondered in what way Varrick wanted our marriage to be a true union. A cough behind me pulled me out of my daydream. My trusted general and best friend, Lethold, nodded towards the door. I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to go in and make sure my people got what they deserved out of this peace treaty. Lethold’s right hand grabbed the hilt of his sword to show that he was ready to storm in if needed. I appreciated the gesture, but I needed to do this alone. There would be no more bloodshed. Not during my reign as Queen.

After one deep and steadying breath, and a nod from me, my soldiers opened the heavy wooden doors. Varrick occupied the seat at the head of the table, but he rose as I entered. This strangely touched me. I nodded as he sat down again, and I took my place opposite him. The only thing separating us was the few feet of wooden table between us. I put my list in front of me, caressing the paper to smooth out the creases and hide my nerves. 

“At last we meet, Queen Dahlia,” he said.

His voice was gruff and gravely as if he had swallowed a handful of rocks. Why did it send a shiver down my spine? I longed for my armor, as it could hide the slight tremor in my back.

“Indeed,” I said, keeping my voice even.

“List your demands so we can start this,” Varrick said with a dismissive flick of his wrist.

Anger bubbled up inside me, but I held my stoic face. I was a Queen, and I was going to act like one. I couldn’t afford my rage to spill out as it had on the battlefield. Today was a day for strategy and tactics, not for power and bloodshed.

With a calm voice, I listed every single item on the list. He was silent, with an occasional grunt or sigh when a demand was increasingly insulting. As I reached the end of the paper, I looked up at him.

Silence stretched between us, and it gave me time to study the Orc before me. The first streaks of grey curled up behind his pointy ears in the thick dark brown of his long hair. One braid hung over his shoulder; the others lay on his back. His piercing blue eyes studied me with a calculating look. One of his tusks had broken, and a big scar ran over the left side of his face. 

I remembered the day he got it. It had been a horrible battle with many losses on both sides. An arrow had taken him down, and I had thought it to be the end of him. My heart had stood still, and those seconds between him going down and getting up with a war cry had been the longest of my life. He fought on with the blood streaming down his green face, taking down many of my good men.

“I have but one demand,” Varrick said, pulling me from the memory.

That was not what I had been expecting him to say. What could he possibly want after I had given him a long list, unfair in comparison?

“What?” I asked.

“You,” Varrick said.

My brow furrowed as I tried to fight the shiver that single word caused. My insides clenched at the suggestive tone he managed to imbue into that one word. 

“Our marriage is a necessary part of this treaty,” I said, my voice stronger than I had expected.

“That is not what I meant,” he replied, a cocky smile appearing on his thick lips, making the scar stretch over his green skin.

He had no right looking as handsome as he did with that broken tusk. I wondered what it would feel like against my skin. The sharp edge looked like it would leave marks. I pushed that thought far away as I steeled my back.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I will bow to you. Succeed in every single thing on that list and make my people bow to you as well. But I want you to be mine in the bedroom. By day, I will do everything you need from me, but by night, you will obey my commands. Whatever I want or need, you’ll do it without even a second thought.”

My heart seemed to be stuck in my throat because I had no words to say. No sound came from me as I could feel my body respond to his command. My nipples tightened as wetness gathered between my legs. Could it be this easy? Could I have everything I wanted for my people if I just gave myself to him as a prize? The demand was ridiculous, yet enticing.

I had won. The victory was mine, and I could say no because I had all the playing cards in my hand, but I didn’t want to. How freeing could it be to let him rule this one part of my life? I always needed to be the leader; people looked to me for answers, but maybe now I could look to someone else for a change. 

Silence stretched between us as I gathered my thoughts. He looked down at his hands, scratching away a piece of dirt as if not even interested in my answer. I had to marry him anyway, but I had imagined it being a union in name only. I was no virgin, and I always wondered what it would be like to lie with an Orc. So why not accept?

“I agree to your terms, but we will not add it to the treaty. You shall have to trust me on my word for it,” I said, my voice hollow in the quiet room.

Varrick stood up, his heavy chair scraping on the stone floor. In three heavy steps, he stood in front of me. I reacted as fast, pushing away my chair and jumping up as he reached me. My right hand was on the hilt of the dagger at my back as I stretched out my left. By the Gods, he was big. He towered over me, at least a head taller than me, and I had to crane my neck to look at his face. I knew I could take him in hand-to-hand combat if I played dirty, but he didn’t attack.

His hand went to his woven belt, and with one move, his leather pants fell on the floor, exposing his massive green cock. It was hard, erect, and bigger than anything I’ve ever seen before. Veins traveled the surface, leading towards the fat tip where a drop of precum pearled.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock,” Varrick growled.

I should refuse. I should call my general and my guards and throw him out of my castle and destroy his entire clan. What he asked of me was demeaning, so why did it arouse me more than anything I’ve ever done? My entire body felt like it was on fire as a shiver of desire washed over me. My nipples hardened, my pussy clenched, and all I could think about was how he would taste. The drop on his tip shimmered in the flickering light of the candles.

I should grab his cock and cut it off with my dagger. I should make him regret the words so he would never disrespect me ever again, yet there was a little voice inside my head that pushed me to agree. It would be so easy to just slide down onto the floor and obey him. But I was a Queen, and he should kneel before me, not the other way around. Why did I want to do this?

Varrick didn’t say a word, giving me time to wage this inner war. I appreciated it even though I knew the battle was lost before it had even begun. I released my grip on my dagger. Wordlessly, I sank to my knees in front of him. The only sound in the room was the rustle of my dress and the heavy beat of my heart. 

His lips opened in a surprised gasp as if he didn’t believe I would actually do it. Varrick quickly recovered with an arrogant grin as his cock bobbed in front of me. It was bigger than what I was used to, but I knew I could make him feel good with my hands, lips, and tongue.

“Doesn’t it feel good to obey me? You look good on your knees, Queen Dahlia,” he murmured.

I grabbed him with both my hands, eliciting a strangled groan from him. His hot skin throbbed under my hands as I mapped out his impressive length. I had no idea how all of that would fit inside me on our wedding night, but those were troubles for another time. 

“Fuck petal, don’t make me wait. Suck my cock,” Varrick groaned.

I moved closer until the tip of his cock was against my lips. His musky scent and taste filled my senses as I licked the drop of precum. His taste reminded me of foggy nights in the woods after a deciding battle, and I already knew I could grow addicted to it. Maybe this whole marriage thing wouldn’t be so bad?

“Don’t be shy now. I know you want this,” Varrick said.

I worked his length with my hands as I closed my lips around the tip and sucked on it. He groaned, widening his stance as I let my fingers trail down to his balls. I could feel them tighten as I cupped one in my hand. Every part of him was big, and I wondered how much he would come. Would I be able to swallow it all? I could hardly come out of this room with cum splattered on my dress.

His hand moved to my cheek, one finger tracing over the delicate skin, making a shiver wash over me. My eyes met his, and the surprisingly tender look on his face made me close mine. I couldn’t let emotions get mixed up in this.

"Soft, like a rose petal," he murmured so quietly I almost didn't hear it.

I took him in further, gagging as it proved to be too much for me to take. I had to focus on giving him pleasure and getting this over with as soon as possible. My jaw ached as I worked my mouth over the part I could reach while my hand caressed the rest.

“Choke yourself on my cock. Yes, use your teeth,” Varrick growled as I grazed my teeth over the underside of his head.

His rough words made me want to take more of him. I shouldn’t want this as much as I did, but knowing I was giving him this kind of pleasure did something to my insides. My pussy clenched as wetness gathered between my thighs. 

“I will give you this cock every single day. After a long day of ruling and state affairs, you'll get on your knees and suck me and forget all about it,” Varrick growled.

I moaned around his length as I moved my hands faster and sucked harder. I’ve never been turned on this much just by words, but he knew what to say to make my blood boil with lust and rage. It wasn’t because he was wrong, but because he was right. I was already looking forward to sucking his cock again while I still had it between my lips.

“I’m so fucking close already, fuck, petal, don’t stop,” Varrick growled.

I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to taste his cum. I craved it in a way I’ve never experienced before. His balls tightened in my grip as his cock throbbed and the tip leaked more precum. I sucked and gagged trying to take more of him inside. 

“You’re hungry for it, aren’t you? I knew you would be glorious,” Varrick growled, his voice strained, signaling his impending release.

Drool dripped down my chin as I moaned around his hard cock. If anyone could see me now. A Queen on her knees before her enemy, taking everything he had to offer. In that moment, I didn’t care about any of that. We weren’t from two different factions or species; we were just two people coming together in a way that was as old as time itself. 

“Fuck,” Varrick groaned as he bit on his fist to keep the sounds of his climax muted.

That was all the warning I got before he spurted his cum in my mouth. I swallowed as more and more flowed from his cock. I couldn't let a drop out, or everyone would know what we’d done. My throat worked as he filled my mouth over and over again. It was addictive and maddening as he kept coming, his climax longer than anything I’ve ever experienced before. His taste and smell filled my senses, as all I could do was swallow.

After what felt like gallons filling my stomach, the final spurt left his cock. He was breathing heavily, his dark blue eyes half-lidded with desire. I pulled back, licking the last drop from his tip. His hand cupped my cheek in a strangely endearing touch.

I didn’t want softness. I didn’t know how to respond to it. Turning my face away, I stood up and, with my hands still quivering, patted down my skirt. 

“This marriage will be a pleasing union,” Varrick rumbled before turning away and leaving the room. 

Before facing my court and declaring the beginning of a new era, I paused to compose myself. I had gotten everything I wanted out of the negotiation, so why did it feel like he got more? I’ve always known my hand in marriage was just a bargaining chip, and my body was part of that. Why did this feel different? 

There was no time to dwell on those thoughts as we had a wedding to prepare. I took a deep, steadying breath, fixed my hair, straightened my clothes, and went out of the war room to meet my people.
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Chapter 2
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My wedding night arrived. Varrick had kept his promise and signed the document, with all the amendments added. People were celebrating in the hallways, Orcs and humans mingling peacefully for the first time in decades. It was crazy to think that all that was needed was a marriage between our species to stop the fighting. Of course, there was more to it than just that, but it felt like the weight of this union lay on my shoulders. I was the Queen, leading our people together now, and everyone looked to me for answers. I couldn’t afford to make any mistakes with all eyes on me.

Varrick bowed before my throne in his impressive ceremonial clothes before the wedding. Half his chest was bare, showing his war wounds as he pledged allegiance to me, his Queen. But I could see in his eyes that he remembered how I looked kneeling before him. I couldn’t get the moment in the war room out of my head. Would he expect me to do it again tonight? Why did that thought excite me?

I sent my maids away after they helped me out of my wedding gown. It had been ornate and beautiful, but it didn’t feel like me. Underneath it, I wore a simple white evening gown that I could slip off easily. My hands trembled, so I clenched them into fists. I’ve had plenty of sex before, so why was I nervous? I’ve stood before many enemies on the battlefield and have countered endless attacks, so why did this scare me more than all of those moments before?
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