ORC
“Hot Green Hell”
This place is going to kill you if you let it.
You’ve been lost for what feels like days. You were told to follow the trail, but there’s no trail anymore. It was swallowed by the jungle, overtaken by moss, covered by sunlight-hungry leaves. You can’t even find your way back.
You last caught a glimpse of her about an hour ago. A silhouette, half-concealed by the thicket; you mistook her for a tree, but then you blinked, and the tree was gone. You were told the Orc tribes would be watching – they knew everything that goes on within their territory – relations with humans are amicable, and you have nothing to fear. Still, it unnerves you.
Back to the trek.
Your supplies are dwindling. Two rations, half a waterskin – it won’t last you long. Your body, soft under the sweltering heat, tender with exhaustion, feels like it might collapse at any moment. The mud sucks at the soles of your boots, and each step sinks deeper than the last. At the edge of your vision, the jungle starts to blur together. This is hell. But you must keep going.
You dropped your backpack hours ago. Empty, it was of no use to you. At some point, you thought of filling with offerings to buy safe passage through Orc lands, but the locals assured you it wouldn’t be necessary. Let them handle peaceful relations, they told you in no uncertain terms. You were glad to not have to carry any extra weight.
These thoughts keep you company. While your mind races, the aching of your leg muscles eases, if slightly. And then you notice it – the silence that hangs over the jungle like a sudden stillness, the palpable absence of something that, until now, you didn’t realize was keeping you safe. The shrill of songbirds, the droning hum of insects; this cacophony took up every wavelength, and in doing so, shielded you. No longer. The silence exposes you. It reveals you for what you are – a naked ape lost in the jungle. You know well what it means – it means that there’s a predator nearby. You draw your broad-bladed knife from your belt.
You regret it immediately.
Something squeezes at your wrist and twists, forcing you to drop it. Then something wraps around your neck and starts to crush. You resist. The form behind you feels like warm steel against your back. Within seconds, you snuff out like a candle.
***
A thin mist washes over you. A shiver rolls down your body, and with it, a jolt of life. Sunlight burns your retinas through closed eyelids, and the mumbling of a waterfall – so loud, so wonderful – deafens you to the world. You open your eyes, grumble, cover them. How long has it been? It’s so bright. Too bright.
You sit up. Your body feels numb, and your mouth tastes of some bitter, unctuous herb that you may have smelled while wandering, you’re not sure. You’re naked. Why are you naked? Even here in the wild, you feel ashamed, exposed. Around you is a tangle of roots and gnarled tree branches, which form a circle around a pristine pool. Mist rises where the falling water meets the pool, and within that mist, something moves.
It’s her.
Her presence quiets your other thoughts. She stands knee-deep in the water, framed by a corona of mist, her olive skin glistening with moisture, her jet black hair clinging to her scalp. You understand now why you mistook her for a tree, earlier – her stocky frame reminds you of a tree trunk, her powerful arms of branches, her henna tattoos of encroaching love vines. Her gray eyes rest on you, and her expression barely changes, save for a slight curl of the lip, which exposes the etchings on one of her boar-like tusks. Then she smiles. Her teeth are sharp, shark-like.
As she approaches, stepping into shallower water, her size only becomes more apparent. She towers over you, a bulwark of bone and muscle and sinew; trim, no fat. Rivulets flow from her hair, run down her body, delineating each hard curve and dripping from her fingertips. Like you, she’s naked; unlike you, this is her natural state, and she shows no shame as she wades through the water. Your eyes wander, naturally, and your body, naturally, responds to what you see. Your heart races, your chest tightens, your mouth dries up.
“No weapons, no offerings. Bold.”
Her voice is low, complex, resonant. It vibrates through your core, disarms you, and lingers long after she’s done speaking. But this isn’t what surprises you – it’s that she’s fluent in the common tongue, with little more than a slight lisp from her unusual dentition to betray her as a member of some insular tribe.
She doesn’t wait for your response. She steps onto the rock you’re on. A gentle breeze blows, and droplets from her hair land on your chest, needles of ice on a skin that’s boiling.
“What do you have to give?”
Your eyes widen. You struggle to connect words. She sees this, and smiles – it is as if she had been expecting it. Hoping for it.
“If you have nothing to give, then you are mine to take.” She cracks her knuckles. “Good.”
Something about that word, the way it’s spoken, weighs heavy on your chest. It holds all the certainty of a death warrant. She stands a little taller, looks towards the sky; you can see her brows knit for a moment, and realize she’s measuring time by looking at the sun. As her sharp teeth gleam in the sunlight, and as her fists begin to curl, she takes on the distinctive demeanor of a predator. Every motion she makes carries an underlying threat.
It occurs that you should probably start running.
Your fingers slip on the wet rock. They find creases in the surface and take hold, and you drag yourself in an attempt to find your footing. You scramble to your feet, put some space between yourself and her, and when you think you’re safe, turn around and dash.
You’re not safe.
Your neck almost snaps as you feel something grab you by the hair. The wave of pain that follows blurs your thoughts and vision both. All you see and register is red, then dark, then green. Your face sinks between her breasts, pushed by a force you cannot hope to resist, and drags down, until your cheek is sliding across her steel abs like a rag through a washboard. She’s warm. The heat emanates from her skin and into yours. You force your eyes open, turn them upward and see her looking down at you, her smile framed by her heaving breasts, and her eyes, burning with a yearning you cannot hope to understand. And yet you feel something, too, as her earthy scent permeates your nostrils, as her perspiration bleeds into your skin and her pheromones run amok in your brain. It’s a need. A frustration. And in so many words, she offers you a solution.
“Start eating.”
You’re on your knees. Her thighs tighten against your skull, silencing all but the sound of your own heartbeat. The hand grasping at your hair nudges you forward, and as her thighs part, you know where you’re headed. Past hard muscles, soft flesh. Past dark green, warm pink.
Your parched lips brush hers, clumsy at first, caught by surprise – but the taste of her, sickly-sweet and intoxicating, stings your taste buds. She parts before you, her folds like heavy drapes, giving way to your tongue’s prodding.; even your gentlest lap sends shivers up her spine. 
And so a plan starts to form: what if you can tire her out, satisfy her, overwhelm her with your tongue so that you might slip away during the aftermath? Or perhaps, if you play your cards right and ingratiate yourself to her, she’ll let you go. You go for a wide, slow lap. She holds on to you tighter. Her lips envelop your face, her juices and your saliva run down your neck, dripping on your bent knees. You prod her insides, but the muscles at the base of your tongue complain; you wish to go deeper, but you’re too small for her. So you pull out, and her insides suck at your tongue, releasing with a pop; you follow the curve of her labia upwards, and find her clit, pressing on your face like a hard pebble, quivering at your approach. You purse your lips around it, and nails dig into the back of your scalp. Getting warmer.
Her thighs squeeze. Your head rumbles. Only her desire to keep you conscious stops her from popping your head like a grape; and even then, when the throes of desire grow uncontrollable, the oxygen still struggles to reach your brain. All you know is to keep going, even as your jaw begins to hurt and your chest begins to tighten. The muscles embracing you twitch, and though distant, you hear her gasps, shallow wheezes through gritted shark-like teeth, grunts during moments of weakness. Her whole body tenses up and bends. Her muscles stretch out her skin. Tension builds. It builds. She squeezes. You shift in and out of consciousness. The pressure mounts; your skull’s about to explode, it’s about to explode, but you can’t stop, you just can’t, the tension builds and all you can do is lick, lick, infinite seconds building on each other. Tension builds, builds, you plunge deep, her insides twist around you...
Relief.
You fall limp as she contracts. A clear, sticky torrent flows down her legs, fading into the pristine pool. When the sun shines through the trees, it glimmers like gold, and so do the whites of her eyes. You breathe. A fresh supply of oxygen innervates your brain, and everything feels vivid, awake – her most of all, standing over you like a particularly promiscuous war goddess, caught at her most intimate.
Right. The plan.
Escape.
You try to stand, but your knees refuse to take your weight. Damn it, not now. You try again, but it’s too late. The staggered giant stands tall once more, and her predator’s eyes see nothing but squirming, cornered prey.
She flashes her fangs. There’s something new to them.
“Too beat for round two? Works for me. I’m running short on time, myself.”
She grabs you by the shoulders, forces you onto your feet, then lifts again, and your legs hang. You’re limp, like a doll. She brings you close – a kiss? No, her lips are parting, and so are her sharp teeth. Your heart sinks. The warmth of her breath replaces the cool mist of the waterfall; it surrounds you, softens you, eats at you. It brings out the last of the fight within you. You kick her in the stomach, and it’s like kicking a rock. To her, you are nothing. Worse than nothing – meat.
Her tongue rolls out of her mouth...
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