Besides their capacity for human-level intelligence and organization, perhaps the most noteworthy thing about the orcs is their recency. By time humanity had first encountered them 500 years ago, we were already knee-deep in a war. The orcs have remained in seclusion ever since, and understandably so. We can only begin to speculate on what secrets they may hold.
-Noted Researcher Nergus Syvethi, in his only known statement regarding orcs.
   Touven was the aptly-named city of flowers, as blooms of countless colors surrounded the streets, which lead to a garden in the center square. Many traders from across the sea passed through Touven after arriving in Adaford, and it’d become something of a tradition for them to plant a flower from their homeland in the center. Over the years, cross-pollination between all of the disparate species lead to the emergence of some truly remarkable colors.
The people of Touven were no less colorful, as the trio found out soon after arriving. There seemed to be two fashion sensibilities among its citizens: bold, colorful outfits that looked like they belonged on a stage, and more ordinary, practical garb accentuated with vibrant, attention-grabbing accessories.
It was far more populous than anywhere that any of the three had been for the last several years, and the contrast between it and the places they’d trekked through on the previous part of their journey was stark. They couldn’t afford to get too distracted though. There was a job to do. They hitched their horses to the nearest post and dismounted, each with a stack of the posters tucked underneath their arm.
“We’ll split up,” Marenn said, going over the map that he’d procured by the city gates. “Me and Keena will cover the inns and taverns, and Norrix can do the bulletin boards around town. We’ll meet back up in the lobby the Rafflesia Inn in about an hour and hope somebody shows up. If not...I suppose we’ll just have to hope that Horak’s foot soldiers aren’t willing to chase us all the way to Midroux. We already agreed that the king’s authorities can’t be trusted with something like this until we know what it is. And for all we know, they could be involved.”
“I guess it’s just us against the world, then” Norrix said.
“Hey, don’t sound so worried,” Keena said, pulling the two of them into an embrace that gave both of them a potent whiff of the ripe, steamy stench lurking beneath her armpits. “As long as I’m in your corner, as far as I’m concerned that’s an even match.”
“That’s right,” Norrix said, reaching his arm up to pat Keena on the head affectionately, earning an uncharacteristically high-pitched noise from her somewhere between a delighted sigh, a laugh and a purr. “Good girl, looking out for your master and his…” pausing, he turned to Marenn.
“Partner in crime.”
----
The trio went about their respective duties uneventfully, placing their posters in their respective locations. They couldn’t help but use this as an opportunity to take in the lovely scent of Touven’s flowers, or in Keena’s case, spoil them by hiking up a leg, grunting, and letting out a shameless burst of flatulence so foul it was surprising that the flowers didn’t wilt.
They returned to their agreed upon meeting spot in the lobby of the inn, a roomy space that was just the right temperature, and had furniture that was unbelievably soft. Seconds after Keena’s cheeks touched one of the crimson couch cushions for the first time, she found herself curled up on top of it like a slumbering dog. Norrix kept his eyes trained towards the entrance, asking “is that them?” of every stranger who passed through the door, only to watch them walk straight past him. Hours passed, the sun streaming through the curtains turned to moonlight, and still nobody came.
“I think we should call it a day,” Marenn said. “Maybe we can see if someone comes tomorrow…”
“Excuse me? You were the ones looking for a monster researcher, right?” came a woman’s voice. Norrix was immediately confused. He had watched the entrance the whole time, surely someone hadn’t slipped completely past him.
“Down here!” came the same voice, drawing Norrix’s gaze towards the floor.
“Oh, that explains it,” he thought, as the diminutive green figure came into view. It was a goblin woman, with the characteristic green skin and pointy ears and her black hair tied back in a bun. Her curvaceous figure was packed tightly into her small stature, and then packed tightly once again into the small, sharp suit that she wore.
“My name is Jeta,” she said, extending a hand, which Norrix knelt down to shake. “I understand you have a werewolf you wanted me to look at?”
“Present,” Keena said, getting up and stretching with a yawn before discharging a noisy fart into those lovely, soft cushions, embedding the fabric with her stench.
“Come with me to our room. We can talk more there.”
The group made their way towards the room they’d rented. Keena occasionally stole glances back at the goblin, to make sure she hadn’t lost her.
----
“So, we may not have been entirely honest with you,” Norrix said, sitting down and leaning forward with his fingers tented. “Keena is really a werewolf, but that’s not the reason why we needed you.”
“Uh-huh,” the goblin said, standing in front of Norrix so she could face him at eye level. She was certain that she’d been roped into some kind of scam, until Norrix produced a vial from his satchel and held it up to her rapidly widening goblin eyes that shone with what was unmistakably recognition.
“Where did you find this,” she said in a hushed tone.
“We found it in some basement in Thern, a hideout for some kinda criminal organization. It looked like they were either producing it or smuggling it,” Keena said. They had already dragged Jeta deep enough into their business, and she figured that, the more truthful she was with her, the more truth she could impart in return.
“Well, you’re lucky you found me, of all people. Not all monster researchers would know what this is, but a goblin who was born in the Westlands like me would.”
She took the vial into her tiny hand and let out a sharp sigh.
“I take it you’re not aware of how orcs first came to be?” she said, turning to Norrix. He shook his head.
“As far as I’m aware, nobody knows for sure. There have been theories, but the only thing concrete is that humans first encountered them about 500 years ago, and we haven’t found any evidence that they existed before that.”
Jeta puffed up her small chest (“chest” here refers to the stature of her upper torso sans breasts.  In terms of cup size she was actually rather blessed, even without proportion taken into account) proudly. “Well, as I’m sure you’re aware, goblins are Westland natives too, and first appeared just a few years after orcs did. As a monster researcher, an Adafordian immigrant from the Westlands and all-around knowledgeable gal, there’s really no better person you could’ve ran into!”
Her raspy little goblin voice began to increase in pitch as it radiated with audible excitement.
“So are you gonna tell us what this goo is?” Keena asked.
“Mhm!" Jeta said, nodding up and down in a way that, because of her proportions, really did make her look like a life-sized bobblehead.
“But in order to explain that, I’ll have to tell you the origins of the orcs!”
Norrix leaned forward, and his eyes began to sparkle in that way that they did whenever he encountered a new piece of exciting information.
----
“Here’s what I know: about 500 or so years ago, a woman named Orinka lead an expedition into the Westlands. Because the Westlands was filled with deadly monsters and so inhospitable to human life, no other kingdoms had laid claim to it. So, she figured she could make it her own, and establish her own independent kingdom. She managed to convince quite a few people to go along with her. Most of the funding came from thwarted nobles who were far down on their family’s line of inheritance. Their defense came from retired knights who’d grown tired of civilian life, and the bulk of their population was simply people with nothing to lose. The most important person she brought along, however, was a monster researcher whose name has been lost to time.
Anyways, they discovered pretty quickly why no humans had settled the Westlands before. Before they even reached their destination, a few dozen of them had already been snatched from their wagons.
The harpy's great swaying guts hung from their midsections like overfilled potato sacks, as they flapped their wings vigorously to stay in the air despite the added weight of their prey. The screaming visages of the humans trapped within were visibly outlined in the taut flesh of their bellies before the bird-women vanished over the horizon. Several days later, the caravan stumbled upon several mounds of dung. Though none of them dared linger on it, they all spotted the bits of bone and cloth that once belonged to their fellow travelers embedded within.
When they did finally get there and started setting up their kingdom, they found out that the Westlands soil isn’t very accommodating to the crops they had brought. With half of her people either starving, eaten, or both, Orinka started to grow desperate. They were stranded there too, as nobody from the other kingdoms was willing to enter the Westlands to rescue them, and the journey back would leave few if any survivors. That’s when the monster researcher came to her. He’d been spending his time examining the ecosystem around them, and had discovered something that could save them. But, he warned, it would leave them forever changed.”
She paused to take a breath. Keena, who had started to grow rather bored and restless, began pester Marenn to entertain herself, mainly letting out brassy farts in his direction while being just far enough away to seem like she wasn’t doing it on purpose. Norrix remained still and listened intently.
“Here’s where things get a bit hazy. The researcher had discovered something that he said could splice humans with monster traits. It was indeed impossible for humans to survive in the Westlands, he argued, and so the only way to save them from certain doom was by becoming monsters themselves.”
There was a brief moment of calm before Orinka's body began to change, as though time had stopped. A tingling sensation spread rapidly through her body, neither painful nor pleasurable, though the sensations that followed were an intense mixture of both. Her body grew in every conceivable way. Her arms bulged as her triceps and biceps swelled into the impressive musculature of a seasoned weightlifter. Her legs both lengthened and thickened as she gained height and muscular bulk. Her hands and feet became large and gnarled as though from years of hard labor. Her abdominals tightened and then bulged as their size became too great for a flat midsection to contain, leaving her with a slight protruding potbelly made of pure muscle. Her lower jaw jutted out to accommodate the two tusks that burst out from her gums. As her flesh stretched, contorted, bulged, and tightened, it began to take on an increasingly greenish hue, until it finally settled on a color akin to the leaves of a great oak tree. Unable to contain their wearer's advancing bulk, her clothes had been shredded by the transformation process, leaving her to admire her new form in the nude without obstruction. Her towering stature. Her overwhelming musculature. The rich scent that her body now radiated. She felt big. She felt powerful. And she loved it.
“And it worked-for a while. The newly created orcs were able to thrive in their new environment. The monsters that once hunted them became their food instead.”
Orinka picked the last of the harpie’s roasted flesh from its bones, resting a hand against her bloated ab-gut and let a greasy belch roar from her two-tusked maw. They would be prey no more, and had taken their rightful place at the top of the food chain once again.
“But the formula they’d taken had side effects. A certain number of orcs reacted to having their genetics so drastically changed with a drastic increase in aggression. They started conflicts with their fellow orcs, and eventually, with some small towns around the border to Adaford. That’s when the other kingdoms started to take notice. Nobody really knows who truly provoked the other first, but as far as I see it, things were always going to go a certain way once Adaford became aware of them. There was this theory that the king’s advisors had been developing-the idea of a kingdom of predators. Unlike humans, monsters don’t form civilizations. The ones who are most dangerous to humans, the ones who are stronger, faster, more cunning than we are, and who rely on us as their primary source of food-are always solitary predators, or pack hunters at most. The reason why humans are still the dominant species on this planet, so the theory goes, is our organization, technology and social structures. But what if that wasn’t the case? What if a species of monsters emerged who were just as if not more fit than humans, who viewed us as a source of food, and who built kingdoms, forged weapons and formed armies just as we did? That would spell humanity’s doom. When two kingdoms go to war, they ultimately still have a vested interest in not wiping out humanity as a whole. A kingdom of predators would not have such a concern. If they did allow humanity to persist, it would be as little more than cattle. And when humanity encountered orcs for the first time, monsters that had begun to organize into a human-like civilization the king of Adaford was convinced that the theory was beginning to come true. At least, that was his justification for declaring all-out war. If you want to know my opinion, and what most of the people in the Westlands think, I reckon that the king recognized the orcs for what they truly were: a potential fourth power in a political stage that was already rapidly heating up. He wasn’t worried about a kingdom of predators, just another kingdom was dangerous enough.”
“Anyways, I could tell you about how the orc civilization has developed since then, but I think I’ve gone on long enough. Let me skip to the part where us goblins enter the picture,”
She prodded her chest as she puffed it out with pride. “Because that’ll explain what’s in that vial you brought me.”
“The genes that the orcs inherited only last for a few generations. After that, the children of the orcs began to emerge far smaller and tuskless but still green-skinned. And that’s how goblins like me came to be! Unfortunately, this meant that orcs would go extinct after a few generations. A goblin and a goblin can only produce a goblin, and the same is true of a goblin and an orc. And us goblins are great, trust me, but we couldn’t have survived in the Westlands on our own at that point. So, a derivation of the original formula that turned humans into orcs was created, that would allow goblins to turn back into orcs and pass on their orc traits to their children for a few more generations. And that formula is what’s in that vial.”
As soon as Jeta stopped talking, Norrix shuddered as though he’d just awoken from a dream.
“That was all...very fascinating,” Norrix said, in what was perhaps the first sincere utterance of those words. “I really don’t know what to say. How could nobody have known…”
“Orcs have been very secluded and secretive since the war. Orcs and goblins outside of the Westlands either don’t know because they didn’t grow up there, or keep the secret out of a sense of obligation. But apparently someone must’ve broken that obligation, or else there you wouldn’t have had it. This criminal organization you mentioned, were there any orcs or goblins in their ranks?”
“Their was an orc who appears to be their ringleader,” Marenn said. “Norrix has told me that this chemical causes sudden uncontrollable growth in those who are exposed to it-I assume this is the effect it has on non-goblins who take it?”
“That seems to be the case, yes. Only a select few among the orcs have access to it, and that’s why it’s all the stranger that a criminal organization has their hands on it, even if their leader is an orc. Do you have any idea what they could be using it for?”
“If I had to venture a guess, I’d say as a performance enhancing drug for their enforcers-or to sell to those looking to use it as such.
“Or as a poison,” Keena added darkly. “That doesn’t kill the victim, but makes them kill everyone around them.”
“Well, whatever they’re using it for, I’m sure it’s very concerning. I’m sure you’re scared, but if I can, can I make a request?”
Norrix nodded.
“You can do whatever you want. You can even forget about all of this, leave the vial with me, and let me figure this whole thing out. I just ask that you don’t tell the king’s authorities about any of this. I fear it could reignite conflict with the Westlands-or that they might try and reproduce it for their own ends. I understand that I don’t have much of a say over what you do, though.”
“Can you give us a moment to talk in private?” Norrix said. Jeta nodded and exited the room.
“You can come back in,” came Norrix’s voice from just beyond the door. "We've talked about it, and we agree that we shouldn't let the king's officials know about this. We don't want to put anyone else in danger either, but none of us are really sure what to do from here. Touven seems like the safest place for us right now, so we'll stay here until we can figure out a plan. If we find out anything else, you'll be the first to know."
Jeta nodded. "I'll see if I can't find someone trustworthy to help you. You shouldn't have to go up against such a dangerous organization on your own."
"Thank you, really. You've been such a huge help...if there's anything we can do in return."
“Well, there is one thing I want, and it’s from you specifically,” Jeta said, turning to Keena, but she seemed unwilling to allow her eyes to meet hers. “Don’t consider this a reward though. I wouldn’t feel comfortable asking for this in exchange for me helping you. If you agree, do so because you want to.”
”Yeah, what is it?” Keena said, taking a few steps towards the goblin until they were both made keenly aware of the massive disparity in their statures.
Her green cheeks turned bright scarlet as she struggled to gather her words beneath Keena’s long shadow. The seasoned scholar was reduced in an instant to a verbally clumsy, inarticulate mess as she stumbled through her statement.
“Well it’s just…” the gobliness said, looking down and shyly pressing her index fingers together . “You’re…very tall,” she looked up and Keena. “And I…I’m very short. There’s…there’s quite a difference in size between us. And I...I want you to sit on me. Please, I want you to. If you did, it would...it would probably cover most of my body, and it would be really heavy too, and I think…and I think that would feel nice.”
“Sure, I could do that." Keena said bluntly. "You know my butt’s pretty nasty though, right?”
”Oh yes, I’m well aware,” Jeta said, clearing her throat to help regain her composure. “That shouldn’t be an issue.”
“Alright, I don’t wanna kill ya either, so just gimme three taps on the hip if you need to come up for air.”
The pair wordlessly got into position, with Jeta lying on the ground with her face towards the ceiling, and Keena slightly hunched forward, backing up towards Jeta with her butt jutting out. Once her hindquarters began to cast a shadow over the goblin, excitement overtook her.
"Yes, that's right! Crush my face with your huge butt, hurry! Squash me! Until I can't breathe anymore! Squish my face!"
Those hurried, breathless words were the last thing Jeta said before she was silenced by a massive werewolf butt plopping down on her face with an audible "wumf"
Jeta had assessed the difference in size between them correctly; the bulk of Keena's butt was so vast that it almost completely enveloped Jeta's body save for her little legs peaking out from beneath it, kicking the air in a lustful frenzy. At first Keena was concerned that she had done something wrong, but she was quickly able to identify the muffled sounds coming from beneath her bottom as joyful yes's and delighted squeals. 
Keena hadn't undersold the foulness of her rear either. Jeta was trapped in a humid, musky mire between those two cheeks comprised of equal parts fat and muscle, with a generous glaze of sweat overtop. This didn't seem to deter the goblin one bit, however, as she took long, purposeful sniffs of the hot butt-funk that tainted every breath of what little available air she had.
She was about to get an unexpected influx of extra air, however, as a dangerous telltale gurgle burbled forth from Keena's lower intestine. Some of Keena's farts were controllable, and she would proudly blast them out in big bold eruptions of stench and sputtering sound. Some, however, surged through her gastrointestinal system like an out-of-control storm. This was one of the latter. By time she heard her bowels growl, it was already much too late. She could feel it rapidly rushing through her body, roaring out of it's only available exit before she even had so much as a chance to clench.
PFFFFFFOOOOOOOOOOOOORTTTTPPTTTFFF!!!!!
The room was filled with a sudden, and overwhelming silence, save for the juicy explosion roaring it's way out of Keena's asshole. The wave of sultry, smelly fog swiftly swept over the face of Keena's green-skinned seat, easily overcoming Keena's musk with it's superior scent, and ensuring that even holding her breath would not be enough to protect her by forcing its way up her nostrils. The meaty stench accumulated and lingered deep in the goblin's sinuses, ensuring that she would not be spared from the smell for so much as a single second. 
Perhaps it was the lack of fresh air combined with the smothering cloud of methane. Perhaps the smell was simply that dreadful. Whatever the reason was, Jeta was knocked out by Keena's fart, as was evident by the way her flailing legs kicked about, tensed up, and then fell still.
"Oh shit, are you okay?" Keena said, rising to her feet as soon as she could, which was already much too late. She looked down at the unconscious goblin beneath her, with a blissful smile across her slumbering face and a puddle between her legs that indicated that she had in fact enjoyed herself very much.
"Yeah, I think she'll be alright." 
