Chapter 1

It was long past dark by the time Jaida Silverleaf finally returned to her small cottage on the outskirts of Goldshire. Learning the art of tailoring under Mistress Elindra was rewarding, but the long walk from her home to the Eastvale Logging Camp certainly took its toll on her feet. Technically, she didn’t really need the money her tailoring brought in. After all, she was engaged to Gailan Dalaran, the youngest son of a noble house, and a knight of Stormwind besides. Gailan. It seemed like centuries since they had first met in that forest clearing, and yet she knew it had only been a few months. At first she had been skeptical that a nobleman could fall in love with a poor village girl such as herself. Yet over time she began to realize the truth of his emotions, and what’s more, that she felt the same things for him. Still, nobleman or not, her mother had always taught her to stand on her own two feet. Which is why her feet hurt so abominably now. 

Jaida was a breathtaking young woman. At 19 she had just grown into her figure, and the result was enough to leave a man speechless. Her parents had been killed by the undead scourge four years ago, and she had been taking care of herself since then. If her father had not left her a meager inheritance it’s likely she would have starved long ago. Yet years of hard living had only enhanced her beauty. She had long auburn hair that fell just below her shoulders, and piercing green eyes the shade of an uncut emerald. Her full breasts stood out prominently no matter how modestly she dressed, and her firm, round backside had caused more than a few of the village men, as well as some of the woman, to gaze after her admiringly when she passed them on the road. She was nothing short of stunning.


 Pushing open the door of her cottage Jaida breathed a sigh of relief. It was the end of the week, and Mistress Elindra allowed her the weekends to herself, to practice what she had learned. She was walking over to the fireplace to begin preparing her evening meal when she noticed a shadowy figure in the corner. She felt a wild surge of panic, and dropped the pitcher she was holding, splashing milk all over her floor. Her fear quickly turned to annoyance when she noticed the long, pointed ears sticking out from the figures head. 

Elaida Moonbow was a night elf huntress, and the first friend she had made upon moving to Goldshire. They had spent many carefree afternoons together, walking through the woods and talking about their pasts, as well as their plans for the future. Elaida had even attempted to teach her to fire a bow, though she never really picked it up. In fact, it had been during one of these ill conceived archery lessons that she had first met Gailan. Well, “met” probably wasn’t the right word. A misfired arrow had torn a wound in his shoulder as he was passing by on his horse, and Jaida insisted on taking him back to her cabin so she could treat it. This wasn’t the first time Elaida had let herself into the cottage, though she usually lit the fireplace when she did.

Shaking her head, Jaida walked over to her friend. “Elaida! You scared me half to death. I know you don’t need the light to see but you could have at least…”   As the figure stepped out of the shadows she had just enough time to notice the figure’s pale skin and glowing green eyes before she felt something prick her neck and the world went black.
Chapter 2

Laishara gazed down at the nude form of the woman stretched out on the table with a critical eye. “Yes… I think she will do quite nicely. Quite attractive, really, for one of the lesser races.” From across the table Milendrea looked up from the dark iron collar she was inspecting and fixed her with a disapproving glare. Laishara smiled sweetly back at her. After 70 years she had grown quite used to the other woman’s dirty looks, and had learned it was best to ignore them.
Laishara and Milendrea Na’Kyere were twin sisters, and quite beautiful, even by Blood Elf standards. Physically, they were nearly indistinguishable. They both had lithe, young bodies, and faces that had just come into maturity. Their one distinguishing feature was their hair. Laishara wore her golden blonde hair loose, whereas Milendrea kept hers in neatly ordered braids. Their looks had gained them more than their fair share of young fools attempting to win their way into their hearts, or at least their bedchambers.

Those “lucky” enough to achieve that goal found they had gotten more than they bargained for. For the twins also happened to be two of the most powerful Sin'Dorei left on Azeroth. Their young looks had caused more than a few to underestimate their powers. The few that survived did not make that mistake twice. Laishara was the leader of the sect of warlocks that had taken residence in Quel’Thalas, and Milendrea was the high priestess of the Blood Elf temple. Although their powers came from very different sources, both were absolute masters of their art, and both were absolutely ruthless about using those powers to further their goals. It was that ruthlessness that had allowed them to advance so quickly through the political ranks.
Still, even the mighty Na’Kyere sisters had those they answered to. Prince Kael’Thas Sunstrider was first on that list. The prince had contacted the pair from Outland, and he had charged them with breaching the planar barrier that prevented the Sin’Dorei remaining on Azeroth from joining their kin. He had also informed the pair the Orcish Horde likely held the key to that barrier, whether they realized it or not. Unfortunately, the Sin’Dorei’s position in the Horde was tenuous at best. It was not so long ago that the Blood Elves had stood with the humans against the undead scourge. 
Luckily, an opportunity had recently presented itself to the sisters to change that. Orthok, the first son of Warchief Thrall, had recently had his coming of age ceremony. As part of that ceremony Orthok had been given the direct leadership of the outlying Orc outpost of Crossroads. A proper gift to the young warrior would go a long way towards alleviating the Horde’s mistrust. Choosing that gift had been a simple matter. All of their sources within the horde had assured them that the only things Orthok truly enjoyed were battle and woman.
Which is where the young human spread out on the table came in. “Humph, yes, well, I suppose she shall suffice,” Milendrea said, glancing down. “The assassin did his job admirably. You’re certain she won’t wake up before she arrives at her destination?”
“Xandar assured me the poison he used is quite permanent, unless the proper antidote is applied. Is the collar ready yet?”
“Yes, I finished placing the last enchantments on it this morning.” Placing the ward against pregnancy on the collar had been a long and tedious process, but it was necessary. The last thing the Blood Elves needed was to be blamed for creating a half human child with a claim to the throne of the Horde. 

The priestess placed the collar on a nearby altar, next to a small ivory statue. She grimaced as she examined the figurine more closely. It depicted a nude Night Elf woman with an expression of rapture on its face. One or its hands hand was cupping a large breast, while the other had two fingers buried in her genitals. “I take it this… thing is the control device?”

Laishara’s grin widened. Her sister had never appreciated her taste in art. “Yes, that’s it. I would have preferred to make it from a more durable substance, but ivory is the only material capable of holding a demon soul.” It was a shame the project had required that particular component. Her succubus had served her well, both on… and off the battlefield. She would have to summon another as soon as her schedule allowed. 
“I still don’t see why we went through all this effort and expense.”

Now it was Laishara’s turn to grimace. They had been over this before. “Anyone can give Orthok some captured slave to fuck. But with these,” she gestured towards the altar, “we are giving him a concubine to satisfy his every desire and fantasy.” She felt her undergarments moisten just talking about it, and had to stop the hand that had been gravitating toward them. There was a time and place for everything.
Milendrea looked skeptical, but didn’t press the issue. “You’re certain that awful hair between her legs won’t grow back? It looked so… simian.” That had been her chief objection upon first seeing the woman. 

“The alchemical poultice I applied is permanent. A turtle will grow hair between its legs before she will.” The warlock had rather enjoyed applying the poultice.

“Very well, let’s begin our final preparations. We depart for Crossroads within the hour.” 

\
Chapter 3


Jaida floated on a sea of darkness. She had been adrift in the void for so long she no longer remembered who she was, or how she had gotten there. That was fine. The darkness was warm. Slowly, though, thoughts began to slip in, creating cracks in her perfect bubble of inky blackness. Vainly she struggled against the urge to follow those cracks. She didn’t know why, but she sensed something bad existed beyond her bubble. Despite her best efforts she was drawn outward, and upward. 


Jaida opened her eyes.


Wherever she was it was dark, but slowly she was able to make out her surroundings. She was inside a small hut made of wood and animal skins. She could have spanned the entire building in four strides. The only thing to break up the emptiness of the bare dirt floor was the small bed upon which she lay. Looking up, she realized the meager light in the building was caused by starlight shining though gaps in the skins that composed the ceiling. Incongruous to the rest of the primitive surroundings was a stout wooden door covering the only visible entrance.


There was no fireplace or heat source of any sort, but she wasn’t cold. It had been late fall when she had been taken from her cabin, but a warm breeze blew through the hug. Either a great deal of time had passed since the attack, or she was a great distance away. Perhaps both. 


Jaida felt her first stab of fear, but she forced it down ruthlessly. She had been in bad situations before, and had learned the hard way that the only way out was to keep a clear head. The first thing she had to do was to see if she had been injured in any way. She desperately hoped not; she had a feeling she would need every bit of strength her body could supply if she was to escape. Gingerly she swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. 

The first thing she noticed was the outfit she was in. It was difficult to see in the dim light, but as the details became clear she began to blush. The warm woolen dress she had been wearing in Goldshire was gone, and in its place was a dress made of rough linen fibers. She used the term “dress” loosely. The hem of the garment fell far short of her knees, and the neckline exposed the most of her bosom. Her nipples stood out prominently against the coarse material. Well, there was nothing to be done about it now.    

Slowly she worked her muscles through their full range of motion. She was relieved to find they responded easily. She felt a bit stiff, but otherwise appeared to be unharmed. As she stretched her limbs she began to notice the strange way the garment was rubbing her between her legs. Curious, she ran a hand up her thigh, under the lip of her skirt. 

Jaida gasped as she felt the smooth, hairless skin surrounding the gentle mound of her sex. Someone had shaved her! No, it was more than that. It felt as if she had never had hair that in the first place. The woman moaned weakly. That meant that some… stranger had seen her naked body. Worse, that stranger had touched her in her most private of places. She felt ashamed, violated, and utterly furious. 

She was so wrapped up in her revelation that she didn’t notice the metallic clank of chains being removed from the other side of the door. With a loud creak the door swung open and smacked into one of the building’s wooden support posts. With a yelp she fell backwards onto her rump and desperately backed herself into the corner.

Jaida had never seen an orc before, but she had enough stories to recognize the creature that entered the small hut for what it was. The towering brute’s bald head nearly reached the top of the doorframe. More impressive than its height was the beast’s sheer girth. Its thighs looked like tree trunks, and its massive arms looked almost as wide around as her entire body. Despite its size, there was not an inch of fat visible on its body. A wicked looking axe hung from its belt, but she doubted the orc would need it to deal with her.    


Glancing down at her, the creature began to smile lewdly, the stout tusks curving up from its mouth turning the expression into something from a horror story. With a gasp Jaida realized the thing was looking up her short skirt, directly at her hairless slit! Blushing furiously, Jaida snapped her knees together and pushed the skirt between her legs. The orc’s smiled only widened. “Grothok ki no tor shal. Tor shal!” the thing said, gesturing towards her.


Jaida only stared at it, unsure what it was asking. The beast’s guttural language sounded like gibberish to her. The orc’s eyes widened in sudden inspiration, and it dug into the pouch on it’s belt. To her surprise, the thing drew out a bracelet, the small copper band dwarfed in its massive hand. With a flick of its wrist it sent the trinket spinning towards her. She instinctively flinched, and the bracelet landed in the dirt next to her. 

The orc pointed at its wrist, and then to the bracelet, and finally to her. Afraid, Jaida furiously shook her head. Abruptly, the smile vanished from the orc’s face, and it placed one of its hand on the axe hanging from its hip. The human realized that further refusal could be dangerous, so she extended a trembling hand and picked up the trinket. With a silent prayer to whatever god might be watching over her, she fastened the band around her wrist. Taking its hand of the axe, the orc said, “That’s better. Should have given you that in the first place.” 

Jaida was astonished to find she could understand the orc’s language. If she could comprehend the orc, perhaps the bracelet would work the other way. It was her only hope of getting some information. “W-where am I?” she asked in a trembling voice. When the orc did not reply, she pressed on. “How did I get here? Whe…”

“Enough. I’m not here to answer your questions. Now, on your feet, the chief wants to see you.” The lewd grin was back on its green face.

Realizing she had no choice, Jaida rose up and followed the orc out into the darkness.

Chapter 4

Orthok sat on his crude stone throne, eagerly awaiting the arrival of his new toy. He was proud his father had given him the leadership of this outpost, but most of the time ruling over it was unbearably dull. The only enemies in the area were those filthy Quillboars, and he had spent an enjoyable few weeks driving the rats back into their holes. However, he soon discovered that he lacked the manpower to eradicate them once and for all, so for the moment they were at a standstill.


To make matters worse, there were very few women in the camp. It was a military outpost, so he supposed that was to be expected. The few women in the camp were all warriors, and at least as tough and rugged as the men. The few trysts he had had with them had not satisfied him. 

Those two Blood Elf sisters had solved his problems. He smiled as he remembered those two. He had almost made a try for them, but he had seen enough battle to recognize danger when he saw it. Besides, the human girl they had given him would satisfy him quite nicely. He glanced at the dark metal collar and ivory statue he had placed on a table besides his throne. The items were magical, and the Blood Elves had assured him that if he used them on the human she would show him pleasures he had never dreamed of. 
The grin faded. The restrictions on the items were very strict. For one thing, in order for them to work the wearer must be a virgin. To be precise, she must never have had a man’s cock inside any part of her body. Moreover, the collar would only work if it was attached when the subject was in a state of complete shame and humiliation.
From around his neck Orthok pulled a gold chain with a small, clear stone attached. Along with the bracelet of translation, the stone was the final gift the sisters had given him. The stone would glow brightly when the girl was ready for the collar to be placed on her. As to how to achieve that state of humiliation, the elves had left it up to him. Just as well, he had plenty of ideas of his own. 

All he needed was for Grobb to arrive with his new concubine.

...
As Jaida was led through the streets by her Orcish guard, she got her first glance at the town. All around her were huts similar to the one she had awoken in, although nearly all of them were larger. Interspersed through the huts were tables where merchants were hawking various wares. Orcish guards patrolled the streets in pairs, rigidly alert for the first sign of trouble. Escape would not be easy.
The majority of the people she saw were orcs, but there were other races mixed in as well. There were tall, gangly creatures Jaida assumed were trolls, and large hairy beasts that looked like a cross between a bull and an ogre. She was painfully aware of all the stares and murmurs her presence, not to mention her style of dress, evoked. If not for her guard she believed she would have been attacked right there in the street.

Finally, they arrived at their destination. It was a massive hut, dwarfing those that surrounded it. This could only be the Chief’s hut. Two dour looking guards stood on either side of the hut’s opening. The pair gave a start when they saw her, but relaxed when they noticed who she was with. Her guard entered the building, and she quickly followed, reluctant to be alone with the pair outside. 

The inside of the hut was comfortable, though stark. Still, she had a feeling this was the Horde’s idea of luxury. A number of animal pelts were tacked up on the wall, and fur rugs dotted the floor. Ensconced torches flared brightly, providing ample light. A number of guards stood at attention throughout the hut. However, the thing that dominated the room was the stone throne in the rear, or, rather, the orc that sat upon it.

The orc chief was absolutely massive. His sheer size made her guard look almost small by comparison. A long mane of thick black hair ran down his back, with two beaded strands hanging down his face. He wore a shining silver breastplate over his bare chest, and a pair of thick leather leggings covered his legs. Like most of the orcs she’d seen, he had long white tusks. However, his right tusk was snapped off just past his lip. His face lit up in a devious grin when he saw her.

Her guard pointed at the chief and said, “Go, he’s waiting for you.” Jaida stole a glance behind her, and saw the faces of the two guards outside looking at her. Their expressions matched their chief’s. Gathering her nerve, she walked towards the throne with as much dignity as she could manage. She wouldn’t let these beasts see her tremble

Jaida approached the throne, and then stopped, waiting.

 The chief looked her up and down nodding to himself. “Yes… Yes, quite nice. I see our tailors found something appropriate for you to wear, Slut.” She was shocked to hear him call her that. “Oh, are you surprised at your new name, Slut? I’ve decided that as long as you’re starting a new life, you may as well be given a new name. Quite considerate of me, don’t you think?” 
Jaida felt her cheeks burning, and tears welled up in her eyes. “There must be some mistake. I’m not supposed to be here. My name is Jaida Si…”
“You’re name is Slut!” the chief roared at her, knocking her back on her heels. The chief calmed himself. “You’ll have to learn obedience if you are to survive here. Oh, but where are my manners. I believe that is what you humans say, yes? I haven’t introduced myself yet. I am Orthok, son of Thrall, Warchief of the Horde.”

Again, Jaida was shocked. She had heard of Thrall, the orc shaman that had united the clans and freed the orcs from the human camps. By all accounts Thrall was an honorable man, but if this truly his son, he was nothing like his father. 

“You have been given to me as a gift to do with as I please. Whenever I desire, you will be brought to my hut to tend to my needs. You will suck, fuck, and do anything I tell you, or you will be punished. I guarantee you this punishment will not be pleasant.”

Jaida’s head was reeling. She had never been with any man, and now this orc expected her to… to… it was too much. She felt herself growing faint, and she began to stumble. 

Quick as a whip Orthok’s hand reached out and slapped her across the face. “Don’t fall asleep on me now. We’re not finished here yet. Not by a long shot.” Jaida’s ears rung, and her faced burned terribly where he had slapped her. The orc’s smile widened. “I’ve a little gift for you. Consider it a taste of what’s to come. Kneel.”

Jaida slowly got down on her knees, afraid of being slapped again. Fearfully, she looked up at the orc. That lewd smile was back on his face. Orthok slowly reached his hand into his pants, and pulled out his long, hard cock. 

Jaida’s eyes nearly bulged out of her head. It was at least ten inches long, and as thick around as her wrist. Small veins ran down the length of it, and its tip pulsed with the rhythm of his heart.

“Stroke it.”

Unable to speak, Jaida merely swung her head from side to side. The resulting slap nearly unhinged her jaw. 

“Stroke it.”

Tears rolling down her cheeks, Jaida slowly reached out one trembling hand and grasped the massive thing. Her hand looked so small rapped around the orc’s cock. It was hot to the touch. Orthok let out a low rumble of satisfaction.

“Stroke it.”

Slowly, Jaida began to run her hand up and down the orc’s throbbing member.  
”Longer strokes,” the orc rumbled, and Jaida obeyed. She moved her hand to the base of the shaft, and slowly brought her hand up to the very tip and back down again. Tearfully, she looked up at Orthok. He nodded to her, so she repeated the motion.

Soon the tip of his penis began to secrete a thin, clear fluid. Jaida was surprised, but the orc made no reaction, so she continued as she had before. The fluid coated her hand, and soon the entire length of his cock was glistening in the torchlight. The orc groaned with pleasure, and said “Faster.” Jaida redoubled her efforts, rapidly stroking her hand up and down the shaft. She didn’t know what to expect, but she suspected that the ordeal would be over soon. 

Orthok soon began to buck his hips in time to her strokes. Suddenly, Orthok moaned with pleasure, and thick, ropy strands of white fluid began to spurt from the tip of his cock. The hot liquid struck Jaida across the face, and she recoiled in surprise. Instinctively she reached up a hand to wipe the stuff from her face, but the orc chief grabbed her wrist with an iron grasp.

“No no, you mustn’t do that. Grobb!” The orc that had been her guard quickly approached the throne.

“Yes, chief?”

“Take Slut around the village. Make certain that she visits every hut. Oh, and bind her hands behind her. We wouldn’t want her wiping her face, would we?” Jaida stared at the chief in shock. People were going to see her with this… stuff on her face? A thin rivulet of the white fluid dripped down her chin and onto her ample cleavage, creating a small pool on top of her pert breasts. Grobb hauled her to her feet and dragged her towards the door.

…
Orthok tucked his now limp penis back into his pants. That had been quite enjoyable. Once more he pulled the stone the blood elves had given him from around his neck. It was still dark, but he imagined he could see a small glimmer of light in the stones core. He had no doubt that it would be flaring brightly soon, and he could attach the collar to his wonderful little Slut. 

In about an hour the girl returned, and Orthok smiled at her. She was dragging her feet, almost being carried by the stoic Grobb. Long tracts of tears cut a swatch through the mostly dried semen on her face.  
When she approached the throne he tilted her chin up so she was looking him in the eye. “Now then Slut, how did you enjoy your tour of the city? I imagine my people were all very friendly.”

With a jerk of her head the girl spit on his face. For a moment he was stunned. Then, with a snarl of rage he backhanded the rebellious woman across the face. The force of his blow sent her tumbling to the floor, where she lay like a puppet with its strings cut. “Get her out of here!” the enraged orc bellowed.

Hastily Grobb bent and slung the unconscious form of the girl over his shoulder. The proud orc warrior nearly ran from the hut.

Absently, Orthok wiped the girl’s saliva from his face. He did not need to look at the stone to tell it was dark.     

Chapter 5


Jaida awoke to a world of pain. The entire right side of her face was swollen, and she couldn’t open the eye on that side. Dimly, she remembered the mess still covering her face. She started to rub off the now dry goo, but the pain that action provoked was too great. With a sigh she lowered her arm. At least they had untied her hands. She supposed her guard, Grobb she had heard him called, was responsible for that. 


She still didn’t know why she had spit on Orthok’s face. The more she thought about it the more she realized how crazy the action had been. It had felt good to wipe that smug grin off his piggish face, though. Jaida winced as another wave of pain rolled off her swollen face. Well it had felt good for a moment, anyway. She would need small victories like those if she was to keep her sanity here.

The reality of the situation had begun to sink in. Stroking that beast’s… thing had been the most disgusting and humiliating moment of her life, and that had been nothing compared to what he could have made her do. The idea of having that filthy thing inside of her was almost more than she could bear. Yet that was almost certainly what was going to happen, and soon.

As if listening to her thoughts, the chains outside her door began to rattle. Jaida let out a fearful little moan. Surely he wouldn’t summon her back so soon. She had no idea how long she had been unconscious, but she doubted it was more than an hour or two. Despite all her frantic reasoning, the chains continued to rattle.


The door swung open with the same creek as before, but the orc that stepped into her hut was definitely not Grobb. He was a great deal older than the warrior, for one thing. His long hair was more white than gray, and he wore it in a braid that stretched down to the small of his back. His face was a twisted mass of lines and wrinkles, but the gray eyes that stared at her from beneath bushy white eyebrows had not dimmed with age. She couldn’t quite identify the expression on his face. He wore a long robe of pale green linen, and twists of red clay beads entwined his neck. A long wooden staff was clutched in his withered hand, although he didn’t appear to need it to walk. 


“So you’re the human git the chief’s so smitten with,” the old orc said, drawing close. The ancient orc’s voice sounded like a rusty sword being scraped across granite.

Jaida stared at him in surprise. Based on Orthok’s actions towards her, she wouldn’t say smitten was an appropriate word. “My name is Shabazz Gor’Thal, and I’m the shaman of this village.”

With that, the he began chanting softly to himself and waving his hands in intricate gestures. Soon he began to sway in time to his chanting. To Jaida’s amazement, a soft golden light began to shine from the palm of his right hand. The light seemed to pulse in time with his words, growing brighter with each pulse. In moments the light was too bright to look at directly. Jaida was afraid. She had never seen magic worked before, but she had heard terrible tales of grown men turned into sheep, and whole cities reduced to ashes by arcane fire. 

With one final shout Shabazz thrust his brilliantly glowing hand at her face. Jaida gave a yelp of surprise and desperately twisted out of the way, but she was too slow. The withered hand connected firmly with her injured face. She snapped her eyes shut and steeled herself for the inevitable pain. To her surprise it didn’t come. Instead, she felt a cooling relief spreading from the point his palm touched. After a few moments the orc withdrew his hand, which had ceased its glowing.

Gingerly, she raised a hand up to her cheek. Jaida was shocked to discover her face had returned to its normal size. What’s more, the pain that had nearly had her weeping was gone. Whatever that light was, it had completely healed her. Without a word Shabazz turned and headed for the door. “Wait!” she called out, “I want to thank you for healing me.” 


The old orc hesitated for a moment, then turned back to face her. As he did, Jaida suddenly recognized the expression on his face; it was contempt. “You can keep your thanks. I lost my wife to human raiders, and three sons to your filthy human camps.  If I had been given a choice I would have made the rest of your body look like your face. But Chief Orthok’s orders were clear, and I am a loyal member of the Horde.” He narrowed his eyes. “He didn’t want his precious Slut to be damaged goods.”

 He started towards the door again. As he shuffled along, he called over his shoulder. “Heed my words, Slut. Don’t expect to find any sympathy in this village. Most of the people out there hate humans even more than I do.” With that he opened the door and stepped out into the inky night. The door swung shut with a bang, and she heard the expected sounds of chains being locked.
Jaida laid back on the bed and brought her knees up to her chest in a fetal position. Absently, she began to flake off the remainder of the Chief’s semen. Outside, the wind picked up, howling through the scattered huts of the village. A single tear rolled down her cheek. She had never felt so alone in her life.
Chapter 6


Jaida was awakened by the jabbing wooden haft of an axe. Blinking her eyes, she found Grobb’s face staring down at her. She couldn’t remember drifting off, but she must have been sleeping soundly to have missed him coming in. “Get up, you’ve been summoned.” Grobb’s word sent a quake of dread shuddering through her stomach. She as though she would be ill. Jaida got out of bed mechanically, as if in a dream. Desperately she cast her eyes about for some escape, knowing there was none. Grobb led her out into the daylight.   

The day was bright and clear. The sun shone merrily down, as if mocking her plight. Grobb led her through the dusty streets, wary for any sign of her escape. Jaida wasn’t sure, but she thought they were taking a different route than they had the night before. As they twisted their way along, Jaida began to notice a low hum in the background. The hum grew louder as they went, eventually turning into a dull roar that drowned out all other sounds in the area.


As they rounded the final corner Jaida discovered the source of the noise. Scores of people stood pressed together in a large circular clearing. There were at least 200 orcs gathered there, with perhaps half as many trolls and bull creatures mixed in. At the center of the space was a raised wooden platform. The orc chief sat atop his stone throne, which had apparently been brought up to the platform for the occasion. 

The sea of people parted before Grobb and his prisoner. Once again Jaida searched for some way to escape, and once again she came to the conclusion that it was hopeless. As they approached the platform Jaida caught glimpses of some sort of construction stretching up from the ground. It was a broad plank of wood about four feet long, with three holes cut into it. A hinge along one side led her to believe it could be opened somehow. The plank itself was attached to a stout post. She didn’t know why, but the contraption seemed familiar to her.

Suddenly, she remembered where she had seen the mechanism before. When she had first fled her hometown after its destruction at the hands of the undead she had wandered though many small towns, searching for some sign of her friends and family. In one such town she had seen one of these things set up in the town square. She believed it was called a stockade. A man accused of stealing had been locked inside the thing, while a crowd pelted him with rotten fruits and vegetables. The fact that one had been built here did not bode well for her.
All thoughts of the stockade left her mind when they reached the platform. With legs that felt like jelly she followed Grobb up the stairs towards the orc chieftain.
…
Orthok was quite pleased with himself. After the fiasco the night before he realized that he needed to find a new approach if the girl was ever to wear the collar. Inspiration had struck when the chief remembered a comment Grobb had made. The guard had mentioned the extreme embarrassment the girl had shown when she caught him looking up her skirt. He had immediately summoned a carpenter, and commissioned him to build the stockade that now stood below. Orthok smiled as the girl ascended the stairs. It was time for the fun to begin.  

…
Jaida stared out at the disorienting sea of faces. She saw a few females here and there, but the vast majority of the crowd was male. Many of those faces were leering at her perversely, and she vainly tried to cover herself more fully with the flimsy linen dress. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the orc chieftain rise to address the crowd.
“People of Crossroads, I thank you for coming. I know many of you have duties to attend to, so I’ll keep this brief.” The orc raised one arm in her direction. “This is Slut.” Her face reddened as he said that. The orc began to walk slowly towards her. “I’m sure you all were introduced to her last night.” A number of people in the audience began to laugh. 

 
Orthok walked behind her and placed his meaty hands on her shoulders. Her flesh crawled under his touch. “Now, Slut is going to be around here for a long time,” the orc said, slowly moving his hands down to the back of her dress. “so I decided you should all get to know her a little… better!” As the chief said the last word, his powerful hands clenched around the fabric of her dress and heaved downward. The poorly crafted dress tore straight down. With a tug the orc yanked the ruined dress from her body.


Hoots and howls erupted from the crowd as Jaida’s nude young body was bared. Desperately she tried to cover herself with her arms, but Orthok grabbed her wrists and forced them down. Jaida felt his growing bulge pressed up against the soft curve of her back.


“For the remainder of the day Slut will be on display in this stockade. Feel free to explore her… assets.” The cheering grew louder. “I warn you though; keep your dicks in your pants. Anyone seen with it out will have it immediately removed. Other than that, enjoy yourselves.”

Jaida mind couldn’t process the orc’s words. The sheer horror she felt threatened to shut her down. With a gasp she was lifted into the air and carried down the steps. Grobb was already opening the stockade with a key he had produced from his belt pouch. She struggled as best she could, but she was forced inexorably into the contraption. With a dull slam the wooden contraption was closed, and locked tight. The stockade was set up so that she was looking directly at Orthok’s stone throne. She shifted her feet, trying to get comfortable. The post was set slightly too low, forcing her to ark her back. It provided the audience with a fantastic view of her bald privates. 

Orthok re-climbed the stairs, turned to the circle of guards surrounding the stockade, and said, “Keep it orderly. No more than ten at a time.”  He then turned to the crowd and said simply, “Enjoy.” With that the crowd surged forward.  
Jaida gasped as the first hands touched her body. The pair of calloused hands ran up and down the soft mounds of her bottom. In seconds others joined them. Soon every inch of her supple young body was being rubbed by the pressing throng. Two people played with her breasts as a third slowly rolled her nipples between their fingertips.
She let out a wail as a finger penetrated the soft folds of her virginal snatch. A spit covered finger soon followed suit in her asshole. She had always been taught that it was wrong to touch herself there, except in matters of hygiene. Now two strangers were working their fingers in and out of them with abandon. Nothing, not even the events of the night before, had prepared her for this. Throughout it all Orthok grinned down at her, one hand massaging the bulge in his pants.
The guards called out that the current group’s time was up, and the hands slowly vanished. In moments they were replaced with others. Jaida felt a face pressed up against her, and seconds later she felt a hot orc tongue exploring her pussy. The tongue slowly traced the outside of her labia before darting inside. Apparently taking a clue from the orc working her snatch, an orc mouth soon wrapped itself around her large breast. Another followed suit and she suddenly had two orcs wildly sucking her beautiful young tits. Jaida began to weep softly.
Orthok never lost his smile.
Chapter 7

Jaida sat on her bed, staring blankly at the wall. She had ceased crying an hour earlier. She had no more tears left to shed. Bands of moonlight glistened off her bare flesh. The orcs hadn’t bothered to give her anything to wear after they had taken her out of the stockade. It didn’t matter. The entire town had seen, and felt, everything she had to cover. 


The events of the day seemed like a nightmare. She had fainted soon into the proceedings, only to be immediately awakened by strong smelling salts. Orthok wanted to be sure she was awake the entire time. After the first hour or so being groped by the never-ending wave of people she had gone into a sort of trance. She was still aware of everything that happened to her in that state, but it was strangely distant, as though it were happening to someone else. 
At least the throng had followed Orthok’s command to leave their pants on. The sight of a squealing orc having his genitals chopped off with a battle axe had been enough of a warning for the others. Jaida was thankful for that. She wasn’t sure if crossbreeding between a human and orc was possible, but she had no desire to find out.
When the sun finally dipped below the horizon line Orthok had called an end to the festivities. Grobb had half led, half dragged her back to her hut. Shabazz had been sent in to tend to her soon after; in addition to chafed skin and soreness of her vagina and asshole, rough treatment by some of the townspeople had left her with several bruises. This the time the two had not said a word to one another. The wizened old orc merely repeated his trick with the light and left.

Jaida glanced up at the sky, trying to judge the time based on the position of the moon. She estimated she had four hours left until sunrise. As soon as Shabazz had left she had grimly promised herself she would not to be surprised again. That resolve was all she had left. Orthok had taken everything else.

…
On the other side of town Orthok was also staring at the wall. The orc chief had been in a foul mood ever since he had allowed Slut to go back to her hut, to the misfortune of several guards and servants who had been too slow in moving out of his way. He had calmed down since then, but he still glowered atop his throne.

The chieftain was seriously beginning to wonder whether the human was worth the effort. The stockade had proven to be such a distraction to the people that the vast majority of the town’s daily work had gone undone. Apparently the town had been as desperate for female companionship as he was. 
He could have accepted the loss of productivity if his plan had yielded results. It had not. Early into the proceedings the stone the Blood Elves had given him had begun to shimmer slightly, but it had quickly faded back to darkness. It had not so much as sparkled since then. Orthok was at his wits end. He had no idea what he could possibly do to top the humiliation of the stockade. 

Suddenly a wide grin split the orc’s bestial face, and a single word echoed through the darkness of his hut.

“Dul’Thok”

Chapter 8


When the now familiar clank of chains eventually came Jaida jumped despite herself. Grobb entered, and Jaida stepped past him out the door without saying a word. She was apprehensive, but not really afraid. She was convinced that there was nothing Orthok could do to her that was worse than the events of the day before. 

By the end of the day she would know how wrong she was.


During the night Jaida had almost convinced herself that she had grown accustomed to being nude, but the feeling of walking around under the bright morning sun still made her feel distinctly uncomfortable. As they walked, Jaida had a sinking feeling that she recognized their route. When she first heard the low hum her fears were confirmed; they were on their way back to the clearing. 

The crowd gathered was at least as large as the day before, and they let out a cheer when they saw her. Orthok once more sat upon his thrown atop the wooden platform, grinning deviously. This time the crowd did not give way before her. Rather, they forced her and Grobb to press their way through the throng. More than a few hands pawed at her as she passed.

As they drew nearer to the center of the clearing Jaida caught glances of something made of wood near the edge of the platform. At first she assumed it was the stockade, but she soon realized she was mistaken. Where the stockade had stood earlier were two large planks, crossed into an X shape. A smaller, wider piece of wood extended from the point where the planks met. Thick iron restraints had been driven into the four points of the crossed wood.


Jaida began to climb the stairs, but Grobb blocked her way. He shook his head and pointed towards the wooden contraption. Jaida gave him a pleading look, but the orc only pointed again. Trembling, Jaida walked over to the wooden planks. Two guards quickly went to work securing her, “accidentally” brushing her breasts and snatch quite a few times. Metal bands soon covered her wrists, ankles, and neck. She was lying horizontally, staring up at the midmorning sky. Her spread legs were facing the cheering crowd. She heard a scuffling noise coming from behind her head, and then Orthok began to address the crowd.


“People of Crossroads, I once again thank you for coming. I trust you all enjoyed yourselves yesterday?” The cheer that came from the crowd was deafening, and Jaida felt warmth spread through her cheeks. “Today I call upon you for a different reason. Slut has displeased me, and as the chieftain of this town I invoke the right of Dul’Thok.” 

The cheering of the crowd subsided, replaced with a confused murmur. Undaunted, Orthok continued. “I realize Dul’Thok is usually reserved for females traitors slated for execution.” He chuckled softly. “Let me assure you Slut will not face the executioner’s axe this day. I also realize the ceremony has not been done in over two hundred years, before we orcs first came to Azeroth. Nevertheless, I call for Dul’Thok to be performed upon her. I know some of the Trolls and Tauren in the audience may not be familiar with this practice. I ask that you watch your Orc brothers, and join in when you feel comfortable. I shall begin the ceremony, as is my right.”

Jaida heard the sound of heavy boots clunking on the wooden stairs, and suddenly a large shadow fell over her. Tilting her head back as far as her restraints allowed, she could just make out the form of the orc chief. To her horror he was removing his trousers. His massive cock stood fully erect. He slowly walked over to her, beginning to rub his hand up and down the throbbing member. 

In a moment he stood over her. His thick penis and slowly swinging ball sack filled her field of vision. Someone in the crowd began to chant “Dul’Thok. Dul’Thok.” Soon others took up the chant. Orthok soon began to pump his hand faster, his breathing coming in gasps. Jaida stared at him nervously. She remembered those signs from her first night in Crossroads. 
Sure enough, in a moment he gave a loud groan, and hot milky fluid shot from the tip of his pulsing cock, landing on her soft, round breasts. Jaida was repulsed. She desperately tried to clean the stuff of her her, but her hands were firmly bound to the wooden planks. The liquid slowly trickled down her breast, pooling on her chest. 
Orthok took a step back, and in a loud voice announced “Let the ceremony of Dul’Thok begin!” The crowd surged ahead, surrounding her. To her horror she found they had all removed their pants as well. It suddenly dawned on her what they were going to do. 
“No!” she shouted, “Oh please, no.” Her cries were drowned out by the chanting of the crowd. To her utter horror, the orcs surrounding her began to stroke themselves. She continued to plead with them, but they paid her no mind. Moments later an orc near her head let out a moan and sprayed her with its sticky load. Jaida spat and gagged as some of the hot, salty fluid fell into her open mouth. The spent orc stepped back, and a furiously masturbating Grobb took its place. One by one the orcs around her groaned and sprayed her with their sticky loads, only to be replaced by another. 
On and on it went, the crowd chanting the entire time. Soon there was cum on every part of her body. At first those jerking off onto her were strictly orcs, but Trolls and Tauren soon began to join in as well. Jaida gasped the first time one of the bull creatures’ cum splashed onto her face. The sheer amount of semen produced by the creature was astounding. Desperately she tried to enter the trance-like state she had found in the stockade the day before, but it wouldn’t come.

The entire process took no more than two hours, but to Jaida it seemed an eternity. By the time the last orc stumbled away her entire body was covered with a thick layer of viscous slime. Despite her best efforts she had swallowed a great deal of the stuff. She doubted she would ever feel clean again.

From atop the wooden platform Orthok cried out, “The ceremony of Dul’Thok is complete. I thank you for your participation. You may now return to your duties.” The weary crowd began to disperse, and two guards gingerly undid her bonds, careful to get as little of the sticky sperm on them as possible. 


For a moment Jaida just laid there, and then slowly she stood up. As she did she saw Orthok coming towards her, grinning broadly. A small stone was glowing brightly around his neck, and he clutched a black metal collar triumphantly in one hand. Jaida desperately wished she had some way to wipe the smile from the chieftain’s face, though to be honest if she had a weapon she would probably turn it on herself. 

The orc chief stopped in front of her, eyeing her up and down. Rivers of cum were sliding down her naked form, creating milky puddles at her feet. “Did you enjoy that, Slut? Oh yes, I’m sure you did. I certainly enjoyed watching you squirm.” The orc paused to open the black collar. “More importantly, my little Slut, I do believe you’re ready for this…” he reached forward with the collar. After what she had been through she didn’t even try to stop him. 

The collar snapped shut around her neck. Orthok’s grin broadened. “Guards, take Slut to the river and wash her off, then take her back to her hut. I want to give her some time to get used to her new collar.”
Chapter 9


Jaida sat alone in her hut, slowly running one hand over the smooth black length of the collar around her neck. She tried to slip a finger beneath it, but found it impossible. It was as though the collar was bonded to her flesh. Despite that it was not really uncomfortable. It felt as though it were a natural extension of her body. Still, she was not sure why Orthok had put the collar on her in the first place. The orc had already proven he could do whatever he wanted to her. 

That thought caused images of the day’s events to rise up in her mind. She still had not come to terms with what had happened. The thought of those all those villagers stroking their… their… Cocks, a voice in her head supplied. They stroked their cocks and sprayed you with their cum. Jaida’s eyes widened. The voice that had spoken was her own, and yet somehow it seemed to come from outside her.

She had no more time to marvel at the phantom voice, for at that moment the chains outside her door began to clank. She jumped to her feet, unsure of what to suspect. To her surprise Orthok strode into her hut. He had never come to her before; always Grobb had fetched her when the orc chief desired her presence. He strode over to her bedside, leaving the door open behind him. Jaida gazed through the doorway longingly.
 “I see the guards did an admirable job cleaning you off, Slut, the orc said, looking her up and down lecherously. “Hmm, that collar looks very nice on you. Very nice indeed.” Orthok shook his head slightly, as if remembering why he was here. “But that’s beside the point. I’ve come to you tonight to apologize.” Jaida’s eyes nearly bulged out her head. Orthok, the beast who had made her every waking moment a living hell, was apologizing to her? “You see, I’ve treated you very badly over the past few days, and I know it’s been hard for you. In fact, just to show you how sorry I am, I’ve decided to release you,” he said, gesturing dismissively towards the open door. “Go on, you’re free to go.”
Jaida’s heart beat furiously in her chest, and she narrowed her eyes. She didn’t trust the orc, but even a chance at freedom was too much to pass up. She quickly strode towards the door. “Of course…” she heard from behind. She told herself to keep going, but she turned around despite herself. She was not particularly surprised to see Orthok taking off his pants. “If you would rather you could stay here and ride my cock. It’s your choice, really.” As if on cue the orc’s dick popped out over the lip of the trousers. He took a seat on her bed.
Jaida gave a small snort of disbelief, and then turned back towards the door. Or at least, she tried to. To her horror, she found herself staring, fascinated, at the orc’s erect penis. She felt her privates (no,  pussy) begin to moisten. The collar seemed to grow warm around her neck. Slowly, as if in a dream, she began to walk back towards the orc. Orthok grinned and laid back on the bed. 
Distantly, she heard a voice in her head screaming at her to run for the door, but she ignored it. Nothing in the world mattered except the cock, and the warmly pulsing collar on her neck. She reached the bed and climbed up, straddling the orc’s muscular form. With a trembling hand she guided the orc’s hot cock to the wet, swollen lips of her bald pussy.

 She moaned like a whore as the massive cock entered her, but she didn’t care. Slowly, an inch at a time, she took the thick shaft into herself. To her surprise she felt no pain. The fingers that had entered her during her time in the stockade had caused her virginal pussy to ache terribly, and the orc’s cock dwarfed those by far. Yet all she felt as the cock entered her tight hole was a sense of completion, as though she were whole for the first time.
Jaida began to buck her hips, riding the orc chief like a horse. Orthok grabbed a hold of her bouncing tits, and began kneading them in his calloused hands. In no time at all her pussy began to quake, and waves of pleasure pounded through her. She moaned in ecstasy, but didn’t stop her rhythmic humping. “Oh, yes,” she panted, “fuck me. Stick your hard cock inside my tight little pussy. Give it all to me. I want it all inside me. Harder, oh, harder.” The stream of obscenity streaming from her mouth disgusted her, yet she couldn’t stop. The dirty talk continued as she bounced atop the orc.
 Jaida had no idea how long it lasted, or how many times she came. Eventually, though, Orthok grabbed her by the waist and hoisted her off of him. Jaida stared at him in surprise. “Did I do something wrong?” Jaida asked. “I’m sorry, just please, please, let me ride your cock some more.” She was appalled at the words coming out of her mouth, but it was a paltry thing compared with her desire to straddle the chief.

Orthok chuckled. “On the contrary, my dear Slut, you’ve done quite well. I simply thought that in honor of our first fuck you would like to swallow my load.” 

Jaida found that she did want that. She wanted that very much. Eagerly she bent down and wrapped her lips around the glistening tip of the orc’s cock. She could taste her juices on it. She began to massage the tip with her tongue, swirling it around the hot flesh before sticking the tip of it inside the small hole in the center. 
She continued this for only a minute or two before Orthok groaned, and the tip of the penis began to pulse. Orthok’s cum splashed into her mouth, hot and salty. The orc pulled his cock out of her mouth, the spent member growing limp already. Jaida swirled the thick fluid around in her mouth, savoring the flavor. She had never tasted anything so delicious in her life. Finally, almost reluctantly, she swallowed. As she did the collar around her neck pulsed again, and she had her largest orgasm yet.

When the waves of pleasures finally subsided she looked up. Orthok was pulling on his pants. When he saw her looking at him he smiled. “That was very good, Slut. I see it was worth the effort it took to break you. I’m leaving now, but I’ll be back.” He looked at her panting body, sweat glistening in the moonlight. “Oh yes, I will most certainly be back.”
Chapter 10

Jaida sat weeping on the side of her bed. As soon as Orthok had left the strange thoughts that had enthralled her faded, leaving her with the terrible knowledge of what she had done. She hated the orc, but more than that, she hated herself. At first she had tried to convince herself it had been rape, but in her heart she knew that she had been a more than willing participant. Even now she could feel vestiges her earlier desire.


The worst part was that she expected the same thing would happen again. The next time those chains began to rattle… Jaida’s eyes suddenly widened. The chains! Orthok hadn’t relocked them. She had been nearly delirious from her last orgasm when he left, but she was almost certain. 

Slowly, she crept over to the door and put her ear against the solid wood. Silence. She applied some pressure, and nearly fainted with relief when it moved. Carefully, inch by inch, she pushed it open. He heart nearly leapt up into her mouth when the door gave its usual squeal, but no one came running. Peeking her head out, she glanced around. The streets appeared deserted.

 
Gathering her will, she stepped out into the darkness. If she remembered correctly, both Orthok’s hut and the town square were due east, so she set off in what she hoped was a westward direction. Jaida stepped quickly from shadow to shadow, eyes darting about constantly. There was nobody on the streets that she could see, but it only took one person raising an alarm to put an end to her escape attempt.

Desperately, she tried to remember everything her night elf friend Elaida had taught her about moving about unseen. She had never paid attention during those lessons, assuming she would never need to put those skills to use. Now she cursed her past ignorance.
Rounding a corner Jaida nearly walked into the broad back of a patrolling orc. Stifling a scream she quickly pressed her back against the shadowed side of a nearby building. She held her breath, certain the guard would turn around any second and see her. He would shout an alarm, and she would be dragged back to her hut, and this time they would not forget the chains. Or worse, when the guard saw her naked body he might decide to put off raising the alarm in order to have a little fun.

Jaida was still imagining all the terrible things the guard would do to her when he walked off, stifling a yawn. For a long minute she just stood there, and then slowly she stepped away from the wall and continued on her way. She was afraid of running into another patrol, but she still hurried as fast as caution allowed. If Orthok decided to pay another visit to her hut, and found her missing…
Jaida breathed a sigh of relief when the gate came into view. To her surprise it stood open. Her relief quickly turned to disappointed frustration when she saw the two armed orcs guarding the exit. Bright torches stood next to the pair, illuminating the area. There was no way she would be able to sneak past them. 

She was about to turn back and try to find another way out when another orc came running towards the pair at the gate. The three exchanged hurried words, and then they all set off running into the town. Jaida could not believe her luck. The doorway to her freedom just stood there, open and unguarded. 


Knowing she would never have a better opportunity, Jaida set off at a dead sprint towards the gate. She cringed as she broke into the circle of light, but she didn’t hear anyone cry out in alarm. The opening loomed larger and larger in her eyes until finally… She was free! A wide smile cracked her face, and she had to stifle a cry of triumph. She didn’t know exactly where she would go from here, but anywhere was better than the town of Crossroads.  


Jaida made it about 50 feet from the town wall before the first cramp struck. Crippling pain coursed through her right foot, turning her sprint into a limp. The cramp spread to her other foot, and then up her calves. With a grunt she fell to her knees. Grimly, she pressed on, crawling as fast as she could. She tried to ignore the pain, but it was not easy. The cramps continued to spread, and soon every muscle below her waist was a twisted mass of agony. 


Jaida fell to her stomach, but she refused to give up. Sobbing from the pain, she pulled herself along by her arms, struggling for every inch. The horrible cramping spread up to her shoulders, and then up her arms. The pain was simply too great, she couldn’t go on. Jaida gave a final sob of defeat as the world went dark. 
…

Jaida awoke to the all too familiar sight of Orthok’s grinning face. Groaning, she glanced around. She was back in her hut. She knew she shouldn’t have expected anything else, but the realization was still bitter. She had been so very close. If not for those cramps…
Seeing she was awake, Orthok began to speak. “I’m glad to see the collar works as promised. . I apologize for the deception regarding your little ‘escape’ but I figured a demonstration of the collars powers would be the most effective way of forestalling any further attempts.” Orthok gave a short laugh when he noted her expression. “Oh, come now. You couldn’t have really thought sneaking out of an Horde encampment was that simple? My guards were watching you the entire time. It’s a good thing they were. If not for them you would still be laying out there in the road. Believe me when I tell you there are far worse things than orcs out there?”

Jaida stared at him bleakly. It had all been an act. She should have guessed, but the thought of escape had been too intoxicating for rational thought to affect her. A sudden breeze caused her to glance behind the orc. She was surprised to find that her door was gone. 


“Ah, the door. Now that I can be sure the collar works I didn’t see much point in keeping it. I don't think you'll be escaping anytime soon. You’re free to explore the village, but more importantly, the villagers are free to explore you.” Jaida’s eyes widened in shock. “That’s right, Slut, your days of lounging about are over. It’s time for you to earn your keep. Speaking of which…”


Three orcs suddenly entered the hut. Their eyes roamed over every inch of her nude form. Orthok nodded to the trio, who promptly began to undress. “Unfortunately, I have matters to attend to, but I trust will keep you occupied. In exchange for helping me in my little ruse I promised these three could… enjoy your company before the rest of the town. Have fun.” With that, the orc chief stepped out into the night.

Jaida felt her collar growing warm.
Chapter 11


Slut sat on her bed, absently rubbing her clit. Her last “visitor” had left nearly an hour ago. She hated these pauses between the fucking. It seemed as though they were happening more and more often of late. She would hate to think the orcs were getting tired of her.


The last few months had been a blur of sucking and fucking, panting and moaning, broken only by short breaks for meals and sleep. She had resisted the dark urges of the collar at first, but the thing’s incessant sexuality had slowly broken down her inhibitions. She didn’t quite remember when she had finally stopped thinking of herself as Jaida, but she didn’t miss her old name. Slut was much more appropriate.

 The sheer amount of sex she had experienced was enough to leave any woman raw and broken, yet Slut’s pussy and asshole were every bit as tight as they had been when she first arrived. She had the collar to thank for that. The dark metal object had other benefits as well. She could take any dick, no matter how big, into her cunt or ass without an ounce of pain. Even more amazing, with the aid of the collar she could suck even a Tauren cock down to its root and never feel the urge to gag. 
And then there was the pleasure. The collar heightened her sexual sensitivity to the point where even the smallest and least experienced lover could be counted on to make her cum at least once. It also rewarded certain actions. Having sex with multiple people increased the strength of her orgasms exponentially, and, as she had discovered during her first session with Orthok, swallowing a man’s seed caused her to climax with mind numbing intensity. In addition, being the subject of a man’s fantasies gave her a twinge of pleasure, and whenever someone masturbated while thinking of her she had a minor empathetic orgasm.
All in all it was enough to keep her in a state of near constant arousal, which was why she was so impatient now. Slut was just about to get up and find her own playmate when a tall orc entered her hut. Smiling lewdly, she spread her legs open further. “Hello Grobb, looking for a quick fuck to spice up the patrol?”

Grobb looked down at her for a long moment, clearly tempted, before finally shaking his head. “Sorry, Slut, I can’t. I’m just here to bring you to Orthok.”
“Your loss,” she said, raising herself off the bed to follow him. 

The two of them walked the familiar path to the chieftain’s hut in companionable silence. The orc had warmed up to her quite a bit once he realized he no longer had to be her guard. The two had become friends, in a way. Beneath his gruff exterior Grobb actually had a good sense of humor. The orc often ate lunch with her, swapping stories from their very different pasts before ending the meal with a blowjob.

The shady interior of Orthok’s hut was a pleasant contrast to the glare of the midday sun. The orc chief at on his throne, as usual. To her surprise he was not alone; Orthok usually insisted on privacy during her visits. Even more surprising, the person standing next to the throne was a female orc. 
She had long, flowing black hair and a silk dress that clung revealingly to her slight (for an orc) form. Whoever the visitor was, she definitely wasn’t one of the female guards. The female orc’s eyes nearly bulged out of her head when she saw the human, although Slut wasn’t sure if it was because of her race, or her state of undress. 
Orthok smiled at her as she approached. “Ah, hello Slut. I suppose introductions are in order.” He gestured towards the female orc, who was obviously trying to regain her composure. “This is Mara. She’s just arrived in crossroads, and has expressed her heartfelt desire to serve me. I’ve decided to give her a chance to prove herself. Mara, take off your clothes.”
Mara looked around uncertainly. It was clear this is not what she had imagined when she had asked to serve the orc chief. Reluctantly, she slipped her arms out of her dress straps and allowed the garment to fall to the floor. Slut gazed at her appreciatively. Her smooth skin was a pale blue, unusual for an orc. She had a narrow waste that curved into full hips. Her slit was as hairless as Slut’s, although judging by the light fuzz around it the orc had to shave it frequently. It was her breasts that most caught Slut’s eye, though. They were even larger than her own, with dark blue nipples that were slowly beginning to grow hard. 

“Marvelous,” Orthok said, and Slut was forced to agree. Color bloomed in Mara’s cheeks when she noticed the pair’s close scrutiny. “Now then, I’ve decided that it would please me greatly to watch the two of you… get to know each other better. Don’t disappoint me.”
Slut approached the orc woman, a little unsure of herself. She had never been with another woman before. None of the female guards had ever visited her hut. Still, she had been fucked enough to understand how to give a woman pleasure. In theory.

If she looked unsure, Mara was plainly shocked. She gave a little squeal of surprise when Slut pressed her lips up against the other woman’s. The human stuck her tongue inside the orc’s mouth, gently swirling her tongue around inside. From behind her, Slut heard Orthok chuckle. 
Breaking off the kiss, Slut moved her head down to the woman’s luscious breasts. Using the tip of her tongue, she slowly circled the erect nipple, then repeated the process with the other one. Slut began gently sucking on the supple breast, pausing every few moments to switch side. 

Slut noticed that Mara had begun to breathe more heavily. She reached a hand up and brushed her fingertips along the gentle slope of the orcs slit. They came away wet. Dropping down to her knees, Slut licked the juices off of the orc’s pussy. She smacked her lips appreciably; the clear fluid was delicious. 
“Don’t be selfish now, Mara,” Orthok said. He had pulled his cock out of his pants at some point, and was stroking it as he spoke. “Slut has been kind enough to lick your cunt. I think it’s only fair that you repay the favor.”

Slut dropped down onto her back, opening her legs to expose her own soaking slit. Mara began to circle around her, until Orthok called out “No, no, lay on top of her.” Obediently, Mara dropped down to lie atop of Slut. After a moment of positioning Slut found the orc’s pussy once again in front of her face. She began to lick Mara’s swollen clit, while at the same time slowly working one finger in and out of the orc’s tight pussy.
At first she felt nothing, but soon Slut could feel the other woman mimicking her actions. She moaned as the orc slipped one, and then a second finger into her. A moment later the orc also moaned, and Slut felt the orc’s pussy contracting around her finger. The sound of the orc’s pleasure, combined with the rough orc tongue massaging her clit was too much, and Slut too began to climax. 
She was so caught up in her own pleasure that she completely forgot about Orthok. That was why when she heard him command in a tight voice come to him it took her a moment understand. Gently, she rolled the woman off of her and approached the furiously masturbating chief on her knees. Mara soon followed. 

 With a groan Orthok sprayed both of their faces with his hot cum. Slut licked the tip of his cock clean, already feeling the beginnings of an orgasm. She used her finger to wipe the salty fluid off of her face, and then licked it clean. She was trembling as she turned towards Mara, who was obviously disgusted by her actions. Slut gently licked the remainder of the semen from the orc woman’s face. With her last swallow the pleasure overwhelmed her, and she fell limply to the ground.
It was many minutes before her moans of pleasure subsided.

Chapter 12


Slut moaned as the orc shot his load deep into her throbbing pussy. She savored the feel of the warm liquid that coated her womb.  The panting orc rolled off of her, his dick already starting to grow limp. After a brief moment he climbed out of bed. He dressed quickly, with a few backwards looks at her glistening nude form. Without a word he stepped out into the bright glare of the midday sun.

Slut laid back, smiling contentedly. Absently she dipped a finger into the warm stream of cum leaking from her snatch and raised it to her lips.  It had been a busy morning. The orc guard was fourth in a string of horny visitors, one of which had been a Tauren. The bull men didn’t visit her very often, but when they did it was always… memorable. 

There had been some commotion the night before. She had almost gone out to see what was going on, before a guard came by and told her in no uncertain terms to stay in her hut until morning. She had asked her patrons about it, but that got her nowhere. They could fuck her silly, but they were not exactly great conversationalists. 


Suddenly the orc that had just left popped his head through the doorway. “Get up, Slut. Orthok wants you.” Without another word the orc disappeared again. Slut leaped out of bed, grinning broadly. It really was going to be a busy day. 


She quickly washed herself with a small bucket of water in the corner. Orthok liked her to be clean when she came to him. She couldn’t wait. There were a few people in the town with bigger cocks than the orc chief, and a few were even more skilled lovers, but no one made her cum harder or more often than him. Slut suspected the collar had something to do with that. 

She found it hard to believe she had once hated Orthok. He had opened her eyes to the wonders of sex. To think there had been a time when she had not known the salty sweet taste of a man’s sperm, or the sense of fulfillment that came when a thick cock first entered her hot, waiting twat. True, there were times when she missed her friends, but overall she had never been happier in her life.

Slut set off at a brisk walk towards the chief’s hut. No sense making him wait any longer than necessary. She enjoyed the looks the townspeople gave her as she went. It was nice to think that her nude body could still turn heads after all these months. A cool breeze sent a shiver down her spine and caused her nipples to grow hard. It was still warm enough to walk about comfortably without clothes, but there was no denying that the weather was getting cooler.

In no time at all she reached the hut. She glanced at the guards in surprise. If anything they looked grimmer than usual, and both sported numerous bandages. Could this have anything to do with the commotion the night before? She slipped inside, blinking her eyes to adjust to the dimness of the tents interior. Orthok sat on his throne, with Mara at his side. There was nothing unusual there. The orc girl had attached herself to the orc chief, and one was rarely seen without the other. Slut didn’t mind, not really, even if the frequency Orthok’s summons had gone done a bit.


A pair of guards stood before the throne with spears trained on something. Slut’s eyes widened in shock when she what it was they were guarding. Standing there in nothing but a torn set of breaches was a human man! He had clearly been badly beaten, but his posture was defiant. A mane of unkempt brown hair hung to his well muscled shoulders. A number of scars stood out on his back, some new, but many at least a few weeks old.  The man turned his head at the sound of her entrance, and an expression of shocked disbelief crossed his features.

“Jaida?”


The softly spoken name cut through her like a knife. She looked at the worn man at staring at her. She new that face from somewhere, but… Recognition hit her like a lightning bolt, and her knees nearly gave out. “G-Gailan?” It was impossible. It had been months since she had been abducted, and she had long since given up any hope of rescue. There was no way he could have found her. The horrified face of the man she had pledged her love to mocked her denials. 


She suddenly became acutely aware of her nudity. She had been without clothes since her first week in Crossroads, but under his piercing gaze she truly felt naked. Slut (Jaida?) barely suppressed a desire to cover herself with her arms.


Amused chuckling rose up from behind the human man. In her shock at seeing Gailan she had completely forgotten about the orc chief. “Ah, I see you two know each other already. Come up here Slut.” Stiffly, as if in a dream she approached the throne. Gailan never took his eyes off her.


Orthok turned to address Gailan. “That was quite a little show you put on last night. Five of my guards killed, and seven more injured. Quite impressive.  I spent hours thinking of a fitting way of punishing you. At first I considered drawing and quartering you, but then I began to lean towards flaying you alive.” Gailan merely stared at the orc. “In the end I decided on something a little more… fun. She really does have a beautiful body, don’t you think?” 

She gasped softly as one of the orc’s thick fingers abruptly plunged into her hairless pussy. Gailan let out a bellow of rage and flung himself at the orc chief. The two guards caught him before he had gone more than a step. One of them cracked the struggling man on the back of the head with the butt of his spear while the other drove a fist into his midsection. Gailan fell to one knee with a pained grunt. “Don’t you touch her. Don’t you dare touch her,” he croaked.

Orthok withdrew the finger and licked it clean. “Don’t touch her you say? Very well, I’ll let her do all the touching.” The orc reached into his pants and drew out his hard cock. “Go on, Slut. Show him how well you’ve been trained. This man came a very long way to see you. The least you can do is put on a show for him.” 


Jaida glanced down at Gailan. The pleading look in his eyes was enough to break her heart. There was no way she could fuck another man in front of him. The collar abruptly flared up, almost painfully hot. Against her will she felt her eyes being drawn to the orc’s stiffly erect penis. She felt herself getting wet, a thin drop of fluid dripped down out of her swollen pussy lips. No! I can’ t do this to Gailen. Desperately she fought against the collars urges.


In the end it was no contest. Slut straddled the grinning orc and gingerly guided his throbbing cock to her soaking twat. She moaned loudly as she sat down, allowing its full length into her. Gailan gave a choked sob and turned his head away, only to have it wrenched back by one of the guards. Orthok smiled down at him. “Uh uh uh, none of that. You’re going to watch every minute of this.


Slut raised herself up until only the tip of his penis was inside her and then dropped down once again. Again and again, faster and faster she repeated the process. Her perfect round breasts bounced in time to her furious humping. Slut moaned as the first orgasm hit her, but didn’t stop. She had no idea how long it went on. For what felt like an eternity the only sounds in the hut were Gailan’s ragged breaths, her own moans, and the soft squelshing sound coming from her wet pussy.


In the flickering torchlight it was easy to miss the single tear that rolled down her face. 
Chapter 13


Gailan crouched in the darkness, moonlight illuminating the sharpened rock clenched tightly in his fist. Sweat dripped down his face, the stinging droplets blurring his vision. Grimly, he forced down the urge to drive the rock into his heart and end it. It had become a familiar battle. He had been in the Orc camp just over a week now. Every day a pair of guards came and dragged him into the light to watch the love of his life be defiled. 

Jaida.


The only thing that had kept him from ending it all was the thought of leaving her to the mercy of the orcs. No matter how much she seemed to enjoy the sexual debasement of the orcs, he knew that some glimmer of the woman he fell in love with was still in there. Gailan refused to let that bastard Orthok snuff out that spark. Still, every night the stone was harder and harder to set aside, seemed more eager to plunge into the soft tissue of his chest. It didn’t matter. Orthok was growing tired of toying with him. Soon would come the day when the orcs would drag him to a headsman’s axe instead of the chief’s hut.

With a raw scream of frustration he hurled the rock away from him. 


The door let out a dull thump as the guard stationed outside his hut rapped his fist against it. “Hey, quiet down in ther…” The end of the guard’s sentence was cut off in a liquid gurgle. The door thumped again, and Gailan heard the unmistakable sound of a body collapsing. Gailan tensed in the silence. There was a faint metallic scraping as a key was fit into the lock. The door eased open, and Gailan prepared to spring, ready for anything.

…Anything, that is, but the blue skinned female orc that stepped into the room. The orc was dressed only in a gossamer nightgown that clung to her generous curves. The gown was opaque, but only just. In her left hand she held a gold inlaid long sword Gailan recognized as his own. In her right she clutched a long, slender dagger. Fresh blood dripped from its tip.

The orc shut the door quickly, but silently. “If you would still wish to save the human girl then get up. There is not much time.” She spoke with a thick accent, but she was the first orc he had heard other than Orthok to speak the human tongue.


Gailan rose to his feet warily, still unsure of the blue skinned woman’s intentions. “Why are you doing this?” 


“The answer is simple: power. What better way to gain power than to become the bride of the heir to the throne of the Horde? However, as long as that human slut is here Orthok has no need for a wife. I had though of simply killing her, but Orthok knows of my jealousy, and would trace it back to me. I had almost convinced myself to do it, in spite of the risks, when you showed up.”

“I understand. I take Jaida out of here, and suddenly your path to Orthok is clear. Fine. Give me my sword and we’ll be miles away from here before anyone finds out.”

She smiled coldly. “If only it were that simple. By now I’m sure you’ve noticed the collar around the girl’s neck. The thing is enchanted with powerful magic. Taking her away from here without removing it will kill her.”

Gailan let out a frustrated grunt. “And how do I do that?”


“The collar is keyed to a statue Orthok keeps in his throne room. Destroy that and the collar will trouble you no more.”


“How do you know all of this?” 


Again the orc woman flashed that cold smile. Orthok grows talkative after lovemaking. You’d be surprised the things I’ve found out.” With a flick of her wrist she tossed the sword to him. He caught it gracefully. “Your armor was too heavy for me to carry. You’ll have to leave it here. Give me an hour to distract Orthok before you start out.”


With that she slipped back out into the night. Gailan sat down on his bed, feeling the reassuring weight of his sword in his hand. 


One hour.

Chapter 14


Gailan’s eyes snapped open. It was time. He crept over to the door and peered outside. The darkness was empty save for the slumped form of the slain guard. He winced at how sloppy his unlikely savior had been in leaving the body out in the open. It was a miracle that no one had seen it. 
He grabbed the dead orc behind his arms and dragged him inside. He was appalled at how difficult it was to get the body into the hut. The orc was heavy, but there was a time not long ago when he could have accomplished the task with no trouble at all. The long months of avoiding detection as he traversed the Orcish countryside had left him weakened. Silently, Gailan prayed to any god that might be listening for the strength to see this night through.

He slowly made his way though the town, creeping from shadow to shadow. He had no worries that he would lose his way. Every day, when the guards came to take him to Orthok’s sick spectacle, he had made it a point to catalogue his surroundings, creating a mental map. He had done it instinctively, with no real hope that he might escape. Now, he was eternally grateful for the training that had been drilled into him. He ached to go to Jaida, but he knew that until the collar was removed she would just be a liability. Instead he headed towards the Chief’s hut.

The streets were well patrolled, but Gailan had no trouble avoiding detection. He was more comfortable rushing into combat with his sword held high than skulking around the shadows, but any knight who didn’t know how to move silently was not going to last long. As he rounded the final corner he caught his first glimpse of the Chief’s hut. So intent was he that he nearly ran straight into a pair of guards. 

Gailan silently cursed as he quickly withdrew around the corner. He carefully weighed his options. He could try to find another way around, but there was no guarantee that any other paths would be clear. Besides, he could feel his time running out. Gailan estimated he had about 4 hours until sunrise, and he and Jaida needed to be well away before then. He would have to take them down.

This had to be quick, and above all, silent. Drawing in a deep breath, Gailan steeled himself, and then lunged around the corner. With all his might, Gailan drove the rounded steel pommel of his sword into the base of the first orc’s skull. There was a satisfying crunch, and the orc went down like a puppet with its strings cut. The other orc spun around, eyes widening as he saw the grim image of the wild-eyed human before him. 

The startled guard fumbled for his weapon, and opened his mouth to sound an alarm. Furiously, Gailan whipped his sword around and swung it at the remaining guard’s neck. Flesh and tendons parted easily before the razor sharp steel of his blade, and the orc’s head was separated cleanly from his shoulders.
Ignoring the spray of blood that spattered his bare chest Gailan crouched and quickly checked the pulse of the first orc he had downed. Dead. As he wiped his blade clean on the guard’s leather armor he scanned about for any sign the brief scuffle had been noticed. The street was empty. He trotted over to the entrance of the hut, wary for any more guards. With one last look about he crept in.

The inside of Orthok’s hut was nearly pitch black, and he was afraid he might stumble into something and arouse suspicion. Despite this, he crept along as fast as he dared, eager to finish his task and be on his way. If he could just find this statue this nightmare would be over.
Suddenly, bright light flared up all around him. Gailan cursed his carelessness and threw up an arm to block out the blinding light, but not before he got a better look at his surroundings. The perimeter of the hut was lined with heavily armed orcs, and even as he stood reeling more arrived to close off his exit. Standing in front of the throne was the imposing figure of Orthok. In one hand he held a titanic great sword. His other hand was knotted deeply in the hair of his blue skinned savior. She struggled weakly, sobbing softly from the pain. Jaida sat slumped in the corner with her head in her hands, hoarsely muttering "no" over and over.
“Ah, Gailan. So glad you could join us.”

Chapter 15

Orthok was quite pleased with himself. He had seen through Mara’s clumsy attempts at manipulation with contemptuous ease. As a boy he had been suckled on political intrigue in the throne room of his father. He had been dealing with far craftier opponents since before he was old enough to grow a beard. Still he had allowed this plot to progress on the off chance it would lead to some entertainment. It now appeared that his decision had paid off. 

Grobb moved over to his side. “Sire, shall I order the men to attack?”

Orthok smiled at his lieutenant. “No, Grobb, I think I’ll deal with this one myself. It’s been far too long since I’ve had any real sport, and this one looks like he could put up a fight.” The human glared up at him.

“Sire, are you sure that’s wise? I’ve seen this one fight, he could be danger…”


“Do you question my prowess? Do you honestly think that whelp could best me in combat?”


Grobb’s eyes widened, suddenly aware that he was walking a dangerous path. “No, of course not. No human is your equal.”

“That’s right. It would be wise not to forget that in the future. Now, stand back and enjoy the show.” Orthok flexed his arm out, and sent the frantic Mara stumbling into the waiting arms of a pair of guards. “Take her to the barracks, and see that the men are well entertained. There’s no need to waste beauty such as hers.” 

The pair hurried to comply, grinning to themselves, and Orthok turned his attention fully to the human standing before him.

…

Gailan ignored the pleading look his would be savior shot him as she was pulled out of the hut. There was nothing he could do for her now. His attention was focused entirely on the Orc chief approaching him. He knew that his chances of escape were almost non existent, but he was determined to take Orthok with him into the jaws of death.

Gailan wasted no time with words. None were needed. As soon as Orthok stepped into the center of the ring Gailan lunged. He stabbed first at the Orc’s midsection, then at his head, and then down at his legs. Each time his thrust was intercepted by Orthok’s whirling great sword. The blade must have weighed a ton, but the orc chief swung it about with startling ease. Gailan methodically began exploring the orc’s defenses, launching attacks from every conceivable angle. He hoped to find a hole he could exploit. He found none. 

Throughout all of this Orthok had contented himself with defending. Now he took his turn on offence. The chieftain swung just once, but in that one swing Gailan understood his doom. The chieftains blade crashed in with numbing force. Gailan’s longsword was heavily enchanted, and could easily withstand such a blow. That was more than he could say for his arm. He felt as if he had been struck with a sledge hammer, and a dull ache spread from his shoulder down.
Gailan was accounted one of the finest swordsmen in the alliance, but he knew he was overmatched. It was only a matter of time before he slipped up and the orc put an end to him. Gailan was going to die. Rather than let this knowledge defeat him, he used it to fuel his will to fight. He let go of everything. His fear, his sorrow, even his love, until all that remained was hate. He focused this hate into a razor edge, and he used it to strike out at the orc.
They fought.

For what seemed like hours the only sound in the hut was the ringing of steel on steel, and the panting of the warriors. Parry. Strike. Thrust. Recover. What Gailan lacked in skill and strength he made up for with sheer ferocity. Nevertheless, the human was wearing down, and they both knew it. 
Gailan overextended himself for a brief moment, but that was all the opening Orthok needed. The massive orc kicked hard at Gailan’s right knee while simultaneously smashing his crossguard into the humans face. Gailan’s world exploded into pain as his lip was mashed against his teeth, and his blade dropped from numb fingers onto the floor. He quickly followed it, landing flat on his back. 
Gailan groped around for his lost blade, refusing to give up. After a moment’s panicked searching his fingers found the blade. He had just grasped it when Orthok stomped down hard, pinning his hand. He looked up to see a grinning Orthok holding his blade high above his head. Gailan closed his eyes, and prepared for the end. 
…

Slut was in hell. Her heart ached as she watched her love struggle desperately against the cruel Orc that had torn her from his grasp. Yet even then the insidious collar worked its dark magic, forcing her to admire the way the two warriors moved in their deadly dance. Her pussy was flooded with warm juices, and her hand seemed to move of its own accord towards the tiny nub of flesh just above her throbbing hole. She hated herself, but she was powerless to resist the urges of the collar. 

Slut gave a cry when she saw Orthok’s blow knock Gailan off his feet. She closed her eyes, and silently said goodbye to the love of her life.

No. 

She would not allow this to happen. She didn’t know if there was anything she could do to help him, but she would not surrender Gailan without a fight. 
Jaida cast her eyes around desperately, searching for something to give Gailan the opening he so sorely needed. Suddenly, her eyes fell upon a small ivory figurine standing on the armrest of Orthok’s throne. She knew immediately that it was the figurine that controlled her collar.
A quick glance at the battle revealed her worst fears. Gailan lay helpless as the Orc chief prepared to end his life. She forced herself to ignore the sight, and focus on the task at hand. Jaida shoved at the Orc standing next to her. The guard was not expecting her attack, and fell backwards, cursing. She wasted no time, launching herself at the throne. 
Jaida reached out for the figurine, only to be stopped less than an inch away by a blinding wave of pain. It felt as though millions of fire ants were crawling along every inch of her, biting again and again. The pain was excruciating, and she fought the urge to black out. Grimly, she exerted all of her mental force against the barrier of pain.

The struggle went on for what seemed like an eternity, but was in reality only a few seconds. Finally, with a grunt of pure determination her hand closed around the obscene ivory figurine. She raised it high above her head, and in a voice much stronger than she felt called out, “Orthok!”

…
“Orthok!” 

Gailan heard the voice of his love call out, and his eyes snapped open. He turned his head just in time to see Jaida smash the statue onto the ground. The statue shattered, and Jaida let out an agonized shriek as the collar around her grew red hot and began to shoot out angry red sparks. 
Orthok let out a bellow of rage, and Gailan felt the pressure on his hand lessen. He immediately seized the opportunity Jaida had given him, and he swung his other hand into the orc’s massive knee as hard as he could. There was a sharp cracking sound, and Orthok’s scream turned into one of pain. Suddenly, the pressure on his hand went away entirely.

Gripping his sword in a hand that screamed at him, he snapped it up, and thrust it upwards into the torso of the orc chief. The blade entered just above the startled orcs stomach, and exited with a spray of blood right below his neck. The look Orthok gave him then was one he never forgot. It wasn’t anger, or fear, but simple dumb surprise. It was as if for all the deaths he had caused it had never occurred to him that he might meet the same end.
The huge great sword tumbled out of nerveless fingers, and the great beast fell backwards. With a final gurgling breath Orthok, son of Thrall, chief of Crossroads, and heir to the throne of the horde, died.
A profound silence fell over the throne room. For an instant, no one knew what to do. Then, bellowing screams of rage, the circling orcs converged on him. Gailan smiled, content with the way things had turned out. He would die happy.
“Hold!” a loud voice cried out, “stop where you are.” The confused orcs stopped, looking around. They turned to see Grobb standing on top of the throne. “As senior member of the guard I am now the ruler of Crossroads, and as my first order I’m telling all of you that no one is to harm these humans.” The orcs looked furious, but held there ground. “You there, Gailan, I assume you wish to take your woman with you back to your homelands?”

Gailan nodded, stunned to silence.
“Very well. At first light tomorrow my men will escort you to the town of Ratchet. From there you can catch a boat back to alliance territory.”
Gailan knew that he should simply count himself lucky, but despite himself he asked, “Why are you doing this for us?”

Grobb smiled down at him. “You may not realize it, but today you have done a great service to the Horde. Orthok was not fit to rule the Horde, and out of his leadership could come only death. In exchange for this service I’m granting you your life, and the life of your woman.”
Jaida.

In his shock he had forgotten her. He ran to her side, pushing glowering orcs aside. She wasn’t moving, and for one horrible moment he thought that all of his actions had been for nothing. Then he spotted the gentle rise and fall of her chest. There was a bright red ring on her neck where the collar had once been. As for the cursed collar itself there was no sign.

 He scooped her up into his arms, and held her close. Weeping gently, he muttered “We’re going home, my love, we’re going home.”
Chapter 16

Jaida strolled along a crowded street in Stormwind, marveling at all the sights and sounds of the bustling city. A cool breeze from the nearby sea ruffled the hem of the silken dress she was wearing. Despite herself, she found herself thinking how different the human metropolis was from the almost barbaric Orcish outpost. It seemed like ages since she had been rescued from Crossroads, although in reality it had only been a few months. 

She had been unconscious nearly the entire boat ride home. Gailan had admitted to her that he had begun to fear she would never wake up. The shock to her system when the collar was removed had nearly killed her. As it was, the scarlet ring around her neck was a constant reminder of her time in captivity. The best healers of the city had been completely unsuccessful to remove it. It didn’t hurt, precisely, although it did sometimes give a phantom tingle whenever Jaida became aroused. 
What’s worse was that she was afraid that some of the collars magic had rubbed off on her. Her sexual appetite was voracious, and despite Gailan’s best efforts she often felt unfulfilled. She was eternally grateful that Gailan had risked his life to take her away from that monster Orthok, but she was ashamed to admit that there were moments when she almost wished he hadn’t come for her. 
Which was why she was walking along near the docks instead of sitting at home in Gailan’s estate. Whenever she was home alone she found her mind would inevitably turn to the subject of sex, and she would feel a nearly irresistible desire to feel the pleasant stretch as a thick cock entered her, or the hot splash of cum on the back of her tongue. So far she had managed to hold the urges at bay with masturbation, but she was afraid that if she didn’t do something soon she might become unfaithful to Gailan. For this reason she had taken to spending the better part of the afternoon walking about the city. The urges weren’t as bad when she was moving. 
On a whim she decided to turn down a narrow alley next to a butcher’s shop. She had only gone a few feet when she heard the unmistakable sounds of two people in the throws of passion. Blushing, she thought about leaving, but instead found herself creeping forward towards the noises. 
As she peeked her head around a corner she found a young woman in a bright red dress bent over a stack of crates. The hem of the dress was raised up to reveal a plump round ass. Behind her, a man dressed like a sailor was pumping his cock in and out of the young woman’s glistening cunt. As Jaida watched the pair she felt her own pussy getting wet, and the ring around her neck begin to tingle. Unaware of what she was doing, she began to massage herself through her dress. 
After a few minutes the sailor gave a shuddering groan, and then pulled his penis out of the young woman. Thin strands of cum began to dribble from the woman’s snatch. The sailor quickly stuffed his still erect cock into his trousers, and then handed the woman a few coins out of his pouch. The young woman thanked him, lowering the hem of her dress.

The pair started to walk towards her, and Jaida gave a startled yelp and ran for the exit. She blew a sigh of relief when she emerged once more onto the busy street. As she began walking again she contemplated what she had seen. The woman in red was obviously a whore. There was a time not long ago when Jaida had looked upon prostitution with utter disgust. Now she wasn’t so sure. 
The more she played back the scene in her head the more appealing she found it. If she began selling herself in the afternoons she would no longer have to worry about a lack of sex in her life.  Besides, as long as it was just anonymous fucking it wasn’t really cheating. She doubted Gailan would see it that way, but she didn’t necessarily have to tell him. 

Grinning broadly, Jaida headed for home. 
…
For the first time in many years Milendrea Na’Kyere was afraid. No, it was more than that. What she was feeling was closer to panic. Word had gotten out about the disaster in Crossroads. The heir of the Horde dead, and the little bitch responsible fled. If the Blood Elves’ position in the horde had been tenuous before, it was now near the breaking point. Everyone was looking for someone to blame, and all signs pointed at the Na’Kyere sisters. 

“Hurry Laishara, we have to get out of the city. Pack only what you need, these possessions aren’t worth our lives. 

Her twin sister stared daggers at her. “I’m going as fast as I can, maybe if you would help me instead of…” her words ended in a startled gasp, and Milendrea saw a tiny green dart sticking out from her sister’s neck. Laishara collapsed to the floor in a heap. Milendrea whirled, readying her most powerful destructive magic, when she felt a sharp prick on the side of her own neck. She tried to raise up her hand to see what it was, but arm would not obey her commands. She too collapsed to the floor.

“Well well, if it isn’t the mighty Na’Kyere sisters,” a darkly amused voice said. Desperately, Milendrea tried to move her eyes to see who was talking, but even they were beyond her control. It didn’t matter, as a second later a Blood Elf man dressed in black leathers stepped into her field of view. Milendrea realized in horror that it was Xandar, the assassin the sisters had hired to capture the human girl. 

“You two always acted so superior, as though I was nothing but vermin. I’ve waited for years to see the two of you brought down a peg, and I was overjoyed to be given the chance to do it. You see, Prince Sunstrider was very unhappy with certain recent events, and he sent me here to make you understand just how unhappy he is. Personally, I wanted to kill you, but the Prince had other ideas for you two.” From within his cloak Xandar pulled out a pair of all too familiar collars. “Oh, but don’t worry about me, to cheer me up he promised me I could have the first go at you once these beauties are in place. I understand the wearer has to be humiliated before the collar will attach. I guess we have our work cut out for us, don’t we?” He grinned down at her them malicious glee. 
If she had been able, Milendrea would have screamed.
