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To every little girl who got mad when the Beast turned into a blonde man.
Foreword
This book is a product of my Beauty and the Beast obsession and my endless TBR list that is in the upper four hundreds. It is based in our world in the past, and the land that the main male character comes from is not so much magical as it is inhabited by different species. I wanted an orc romance but make it Western, so that’s what I made.
Given that this is based in the real world with some mysticism, I tried to base the history in the real world, though some liberties were taken. One thing is the Homestead Act of 1862. I don't know a lot about the functioning of government in the 1890s, but I’m sure it did not run as fast or quite as inefficient as I made it out to in this book. Technically, that act did not require the citizen to be male, or even white. According to my friend who decided to teach this stuff for a living, “It was quite a progressive law for the time,” but I knew, as Moira did, fighting back on that point would take too much time. And she had better things to do.
If you’re looking for grumpy/sunshine but sometimes it flips, he falls first, western, or monster romance, this is the one for you. Content warnings are:
Off-page death of parents (in the past)
Gorey violence and death (non-main characters)
Non-consensual touching
Attempted SA
Torture
Mentions of suicide and suicidal actions (in-action)
Moira just wanted to live in peace on her late Pa’s land, but, of course, her older brother and sister-in-law inherited everything. Luckily for her, no one in town wanted to marry her; unluckily for her, an orc complicated her cozy life. Or, rather, an orc showed up in one of her brother's traps and ended up being her salvation.
Enoch was running away from his mistakes. Not any of the beings he killed, or anything he didn't kill, but the one thing he could have done to save his village that he… failed at. And Enoch hates failing. So, when he ended up in a human trap, he had truly hit rock bottom. And then fell through the bottom when she took care of him as he healed and then offered to help him escape the town. Everything in him wanted to hate her, but her scent, her incessant talking, and the charming set of her lips made that impossible.
When they ran away together, they were supposed to be enemies with a common destination. But after Moira's forced fiancée catches up with them, and Enoch saves her, they have bigger problems. Not only do the humans all know there is an orc traveling with a single human, but both grow uncomfortable with the distance they must keep between one another.
Traveling through the Wild West of Montana during the late Gilded Age, can their attraction overcome their enemies, both inside and out?
Chapter 1: Moira
We meet Moira and she meets an orc.
Crops had been down all over the valley all season no matter what Brody had tried. Either the plants would dry up or birds and bugs would decimate entire swaths of fields. If it wasn’t one thing wrong, it was more than one hundred others. Try as she might, even Moira couldn't think of anything to turn their fortunes. Pa had kept Moira on the farm for the first twenty-five years of life, something she was grateful for. Learning to farm seemed a much more worthy endeavor than trying to find a husband, given the entire town’s worth of eligible bachelors consisted of unmarriageable men over the age of forty.
And then Moira and Brody’s parents had died, first their mother and then their father a few years later. Their passing left their daughter homeless, unmarried, and with no dowry to her name. All she had to make her attractive to the opposite sex was a pair of birthing hips. Her older brother, Brody, hated that Pa “spoiled” her by letting her run amok on the farm instead of learning to be a doting wife. Now, Brody had his own young wife to look after and did not have the time to take on a feral woman. Of course, when their parents died, Moira then became “his problem.”
Brody inherited their parents’ land, which butted up against his own land, leaving him double the acreage to work. He put Moira to work, of course, since she could work like a farm-hand and knew the ins and outs of the market. Things were going okay until the crops started failing. Even trying to run cattle and sheep on the land ended up not helping when animal after animal turned up missing or dead.
Moira was sure Brody’s wife, Kate, now heavy with their first child, would love to have blamed her for this turn of their luck, but it would seem that they weren’t the only ones affected by this. Sitting in the back of the Carver City courthouse, Moira waited to see if Kate would mention her imaginary blame in this at the council meeting, but, on the day of the meeting, Kate was sick. Lucky her.
“I knew when the Wall came down those damn monsters would try to make their way toward civilized society. We should have left them walled up in the Bad-Lands like my father fought for from the beginning.”  Farmer Mason’s white mustache twitched in ire as he pounded his fist against his knee. Most town hall meetings had started off the same way since the crops started failing and the animals went missing or were found torn apart. Never mind that the Wall had come down eighty years ago, allowing fairies, orcs, were-folk of various kinds, and all other manners of nightmares into human lands. Since then, the monsters had kept their distance in general, their numbers having been decimated from the war that had freed them in the first place. Sure, there was the occasional “an orc stole my wife” story, but the woman was always found out of town with a lover of the human variety. Some faerie-folk even worked in the dairies of larger towns, all of which benefited from sweeter milk and more prolific milkers.
“You know that an orc was seen scrounging about not too far out of town… I’m sure he’s the one who’s been destroying our lives,” Mr. Mason continued.
Senator Parsons rubbed his brows with withered fingers. “Do you have any proof Mr. Mason?”
“Only this.” Mr. Mason held up an object wrapped in leather, unwrapping it to reveal the broken arm bone of his own dead Father. This was not the first time the arm had been brought into a town meeting. Moira hoped for everyone's sake he just carried the thing to town meetings, but she truly wouldn't put it past the man to always keep the arm on him. Any time he could bring up his “war hero” father he would take the opportunity. Moira secretly hoped something bad would happen to the offending bone, just so she wouldn’t have to see it almost weekly. “Chewed off by an orc in the war! They are bad news Senator!”
Mumbles of agreement flitted through the room where most of the town’s farmers and ranchers had gathered. Moira craned her neck to see her brother shake his head towards the front of the meeting. Their own great-grandfather had fought in the war, the one the humans had lost to the bleeding hearts who had been conspiring with the monsters across the Wall. Frankly, Moira didn’t care one way or the other since the Wall being down hadn’t affected anything in her life, though she didn’t suppose she would notice it. The creatures from the other side of the Wall (really it was more of a door to a different land hidden behind the actual Wall) rarely came as far west as their town. The creatures that did make the journey could be easily mistaken for humans, leaving no one the wiser.
Moira had heard that the Wall had gone up before the Americas were even colonized, not even to be discovered until some explorers went missing sometime after. A similar Wall was found to be in England, though theirs had come down long before the one in America. The more human-like elves had found a way to contact humans in the United States more than one hundred years ago, after centuries of being walled from human society. A plague had been rampaging through their world, killing many and weakening those who survived. They couldn’t grow enough food to help themselves and they had begged for the Wall to come down so they could join humanity again and live in peace.
Those humans who opposed the reintegration took up arms, easily decimating the first wave of weakened fae-folk. While the fires were still burning, the larger and more fearful monsters—such as the orcs, ogres, and were-folk—attacked, evening the numbers. Catalyzed by the counterattack, more humans joined in the fray. The war raged on for five years until politics got involved and decided that humans fired the first round and everyone on God’s Green Earth deserves to live their lives without fear of starvation and disease… funny coming from the same people who did not decide the same principle applied for humans toiling away in New York factories or certain folk who had been living in the South. It had been a point of contention in elections for years, though no one knew how they could even rebuild the Wall to block anything else from coming through and there hadn’t been one confirmed case of a monster truly acting like a monster in the last eighty years. On the other hand, there had been hundreds of reports of humans attacking monsters just for being in their town.
When the Wall had finally come down, the town all just hoped that the many miles of townships that separated the Wall in the North-East from them in the West would dissuade the monsters from joining their farming society. Though surely the strict laws about where monsters could and couldn’t live would go a long way to keep them out. For the times laws didn't work, most towns kept an active militia to investigate sightings. In their town, Brody and their neighbor, Leopold Dunphry, led the militia.
“Mr. Mason, again, I am sorry for what happened to your Pappy, but war crimes eighty years ago have no bearing on what is happening today,” Senator Parsons said as he tried to keep control of the room. Immediately, half the town was on their feet protesting the flippancy Senator Parson used in brushing off a respected elder in the town. “Fine, fine,” Senator Parson held his hands up to quell the mob. “If this orc is really sniffing about our Carver, it should be dealt with. Anyone who can successfully trap it and bring it to me as proof will receive one hundred and fifty dollars paid from the town’s coffers for their work.”
The offer changed the mood in the room as men who had never known war seemed to rally at the thought of violence. Senator Parsons was the only one not fighting a grin. Even Brody was in a heated discussion with Leopold. Most likely about the creek that ran between the properties if his hand gestures were any clue. The two were walking toward her and out the door as they continued talking.
“Brody, your land has more trees at the bank of the creek. If we flush the son-of-a-bitch from my side, we have a better chance of trapping it on yours. Did you pull all your bear traps from last season?”  Moira stopped listening as they continued to plan their hunt. All around, men, and even some of the women, were planning how to hunt the creature that may not have even been in the town. Isn’t that just how things worked? They wanted so badly to be heroes. Frankly, she just wanted to run Pa’s old land and be left alone.
Senator Parsons sat behind his podium, rubbing his eyes with one hand. It was well known in the town that Senator Parsons' grandfather was a creature sympathizer. He had fought and died in favor of bringing the Wall down, though no one was sure where Parsons himself stood. Looking at him though, it was obvious he wasn’t as against the creatures as everyone else in town. Moira kept that to herself as she walked out of the meeting room. Brody could have his men’s talk and plan his orc hunt without her; Moira only joined him to go to the town shop and pick up supplies. Slowly, the townsfolk drifted out of the meeting hall and, shortly after she had gathered up all their provisions from town, Brody finally exited.
Back in their wagon, Brody sifted through the provisions, likely taking stock of what he would need to go back to the store for. “Moira, did you remember the candles?”
“Yes, two boxes. Is there anything missing?” Moira leaned back against the wagon, her arms crossed over her chest. She already knew she had gotten everything since she was the one who made the list with no input from Brody after having gone through their pantry, but, as his younger sister, she was often blamed for things he forgot to order.
“We’ll need some ropes and chains…” he muttered, mostly to himself, “I don’t know how big that monster is, but I know Leopold and me can catch it.”  Brody now turned to look his sister in the face. “When did we last lose livestock to it?
Moira thought back, but it didn’t take her long to recall. “We lost a cow that looked chewed up two days ago, but one of the pigs turned up missing this morning, so it may have been even more recent. Of course, sometimes the pigs just wander off once they get through the fence. Nobody has shown up so—”
“With a monster loose so close to us we won’t accept any excuses, Moira. Rope, chains, and a few more bear traps,” Brody shoved a few bills into her hand even though she normally put everything on his tab. “And hurry! We want to be set up before dark.”
◆◆◆
Brody and Leopold were set up before dark, setting traps throughout the surrounding forests and some more in the fields. Hopefully the traps were livestock-proof, but Moira wasn’t sure if they were thinking that far ahead. After setting the traps, the two of them took up watch in one of the barns in order to oversee as much of the property as they could, leaving Moira to either stay inside with Kate and her demanding pregnancy or retreat to Pa’s old house across the creek that encircled Brody’s property.
Moira would have stayed living at Pa’s place if Brody would have let her, but he was so set on keeping his sister’s virtue that he couldn’t bear the thought of leaving her, a woman, to live on her own even one plot away from him. She had told him that it would be safer for the livestock and farm if there was a set of eyes at the other end of the property and he gave her leave to spend a few nights on her own. He even gave her a map of where the traps were, as well as a key ring to those traps so she wouldn’t get stuck in one on her way across the creek.
Moira knew she should have headed out earlier before sunset, but Kate had a list of things that needed to be done before she could leave the main house. Frankly, Kate most likely thought if she kept her sister-in-law until after sunset, she wouldn’t be brave enough to leave. By the time she got her painted horse, Socks, saddled, she had to read the map by lamplight as the pair made their way through the fields. The creek itself was easy enough to cross, but she had to take extra care as she traversed the woods on either side since, according to the map, that’s where most of the traps had been set.
As Socks was picking his way through the underbrush on Pa’s side of the creek, and as his rider was praying Brody’s map was accurate, she heard something off to their right. Low grunts and growls that could have been another language came from just on the other side of the brush she was passing. According to the map, there was a bear trap placed there. The growl turned into a roar and Socks sidestepped to avoid going any closer. “C’mon boy.” Undaunted, Moira urged him forward, keeping one hand near her rifle just in case. If her fool brother had caught a foreigner in one of his damn traps instead of a monster, they would most likely be treated the same way regardless, and Moira couldn’t let that stand.
“Fuck!”  The cry was a surprise, so sudden and rough she almost didn’t believe she had heard an actual word. No man (for it had to be a man’s voice) that she had ever heard sounded like that, regardless of race.
Moira dismounted Socks, slinging the rifle down from the saddle and kept it at the ready. “Hello?” She tried to keep her voice from shaking at the same time she hoped that she was just speaking into the wind.
The rustling and grunts stopped, and the area was eerily silent.
“I know that I heard someone there, there’s no sense in trying to hide it now.”  Moira tried to make herself sound much stronger than she felt, but wasn’t sure if she had succeeded. When no answer came, she knew she would have to step around the bushes to find what manner of monster or man had been trapped. That was the only thing that made sense: something had gotten caught in Brody’s trap, and it was not a human of any kind.
Rounding the bushes with her rifle poised, it took her eyes a moment to spot the massive mound of darkness among the shrubbery. The moon was full, but scant light filtered through the canopy above. It wasn’t until the dark mound moved that she could see what she was dealing with: an orc.
It had to be the same orc that Brody and Leopold had been searching for. Neither the woman nor the orc made a sound as she looked upon the ugliest, most horrid face she could have imagined. Scars, silvery in the moonlight, crisscrossed its face. One scar bisected its nose long ways, continuing down into its bottom lip. One thick tusk jutted up from that lip, while the other was snapped in such a way that it was merely a bump along its gumline. As its eyes slowly blinked, Moira realized one was solid black, but the other had a scar across it and was milky white.
As the orc was sitting, she had a tough time gauging a height, but even so the ruined nose reached above her belly button. There they sat for some length of time, just staring at each other until Moira realized her gun had lowered itself back down to her side. “You were making plenty of noise before, why so quiet now?” Even Moira could hear the wavering in her own voice.
Two slow blinks before the monster took a breath to respond, “I’m assuming you’re here to kill me.” The chest rose and fell heavily as the orc spoke, his words in English but heavily accented in a way that almost sounded like the travelers that often came into town from overseas. Moira didn’t quite have anything else to compare it to.
Her rifle was still by her side and Moira decided to leave it there. “You’ve been stealing from us and you’re a monster. Should I react differently?”  Truthfully, Moira often hunted for their food and dispatched farm animals for the table or for the stores, but never had she been faced with the idea of killing something sentient. Monster or not, the orc in front of her was sentient. It was nothing like killing a wolf or bear that was threatening their animals. Even as she had had the rifle aimed at him, she had realized it would feel too much like killing a person for her to actually pull the trigger.
The orc immediately scoffed. “Steal? I haven't stolen anything, except maybe some vegetables or a chicken: I followed a wolf to this farm from the mountains. Or do you consider killing a wolf to be ‘stealing’?”
Now it was Moira’s turn to laugh, though, when she looked back later, she should have been more concerned as to why he was making no move to attack. However, when he mentioned the wolf, he shifted, and she could hear the rattle of chains. His face winced, becoming even more grotesque.
“A wolf? Are you saying a wolf is the one who killed one of our cows and took a pig?”
She could have sworn she saw his one good eye roll, even in the dark, as he lifted one large hand and tossed a roll of something at her feet. “Where there is one wolf there are always more.”  He pointed at the bundle. “That’s the one I followed.”
Keeping her eyes on the orc, Moira leaned down and felt the bundle. It was a roll of fur, the skin of the wolf, she assumed. As she watched him, the orc’s chest still heaved even though his voice had been steady. “They say the same thing about orcs.”
She felt as if his white eye bored a hole through her. “I assure you, I’m alone.”
“And if you wanted to lie to me?”
“I wouldn’t still be stuck here,” the orc tugged at his trapped leg, making the chains clank again, and then growled as the metal bit further into his muscle. “I knew humans were monsters, but this is inhumane. Could you either kill me or free me? It is a death sentence for an orc to lose a leg, especially with how long I have already been out here. Infection could already be setting in.”
Moira had never been the best at reading people—Pa had said it was why she was never able to trap a suitor—but reading an orc with such a hideously scarred face was impossible. Only one side of his mouth moved when he spoke and with one black eye and one white eye it was impossible to tell if he was avoiding eye contact with her.
No, that was a lie: she could feel in the pit of her stomach that he was still looking directly at her, even when she crouched down with her rifle barrel pressed against his chest while she tried to pry open the trap with her other hand. Giving it a shake, she realized the trap was stuck tight, and the teeth dug even deeper into the orc’s ankle.
The orc roared before clamping his teeth shut to muffle the sound. In a swift move, he grasped the barrel of the gun and removed it from his chest. “I could have done that! There is a lock!”  He continued to mutter in his own language just within her hearing range.
Moira tugged at the rifle, fear filling her as she realized the amount of strength the orc had, even trapped and injured. He must have realized the same thing because he quickly released the gun, even going as far as to recline away from her a fraction.
“I am sorry for frightening you. I can smell it on you. You do not need to be afraid of me. Just,” he sighed and straightened his injured leg, seeming to allow Moira to move out of his arms’ reach to work on the trap, “please focus on taking this off. You don’t need the gun.”
His voice, while still physically rough, seemed softer as Moira searched the trap for a keyhole. She double-checked Brody’s map and found the note “E3” scratched next to the trap marker. The key chain Brody had passed to her suddenly made more sense and she quickly searched for the one labeled “E3.” With a click, the lock released and, between Moira’s hands pulling one side and the orc pulling the other, they quickly released his leg with a muffled groan.
Moira was thankful for the low light as blood oozed from what she assumed was a grizzly display. They sat staring at each other for a moment as she realized the orc was now free, and she had no plan on how to manage that situation.
In the distance, the sound of hunting dogs called out, followed by the shouts of men upon realizing the dogs had scented their quarry.
The orc’s eyes widened in shock. “Fuck!”  He ripped his already tattered shirt over his head, tying it around his mangled leg with a wince.
As he struggled to his feet, Moira grasped his forearm, helping to bring him standing only to find herself face-to-face with his bare nipples. The orc stood head and shoulders over her. “That sounds like my brother. I think his dogs have found you.”
The orc gnashed his pointy teeth before turning away from the sounds of the hunting party and taking a step to flee.
The step was not successful and almost sent him sprawling on top of the much smaller human. He caught himself with one hand against a tree and one on Moira’s shoulder. All the while, the dogs were getting closer, in fact, Bartie, Brody’s favorite, had just broken through the brush.
“Shh,” Moira held both hands out to the dog, “Bartie… go, shoo!” When the dog merely trekked closer, she reached into her pocket and pulled out a piece of beef jerky she had stashed there. “Bartie, you want this? Fetch!” Bartie sailed into the brush after the food.
With the orc's broad hand still clamped onto her shoulder, she could feel as he swayed back and forth on his good leg. “You’ve been nothing but an asshole to me, but I don’t think you should die for it …” she tugged him along behind her toward Socks, “Get on.”
The orc’s mis-matched eyes narrowed but Moira didn’t miss the sweat that had broken out on his brow, “You’re barely standing, and I can’t carry you: get on the horse now or I’ll leave you here for my brother. I’m sure he doesn’t plan to kill you right away.”
Without more delay, the orc hobbled over to the horse, somehow not toppling Moira as he used her as a crutch, and, with more than a little help, slung himself across the saddle, being unable to pull himself up right. “Socks will take you to my Pa’s cabin, stay out of sight when you get there. I’ll follow along once I take care of Brody.”  She held the horse still for a moment longer as she took in the orcs tattered clothes while he couldn’t look back at her, “I’m trusting you with my only horse …”
She could have sworn she heard the orc snort in response, but he didn’t say anything else, so she slapped Socks on the rear and sent him on his way, hoping the orc would be able to hold on. She had no clue what possessed her to send him away on her horse like that, but she knew she had to do something. Maybe if Brody had only meant to kill the beast, she would have left him to his fate. But after hearing Brody and Leopold talk that evening, she knew they meant to torture the poor thing. That she couldn’t abide.
The dogs were getting closer and there was no hiding the fact that the trap had been opened by the key … unless –
With no more thought, she fired one shot into the keyhole of the trap and promptly threw herself down to the ground just as the rest of the hunting party burst through the brush.
“Something was stuck in the trap!”  As soon as Brody came into view, Moira started her act, ad-libbing as she went and praying that Socks would make it back to Pa’s cabin. The dogs were already dancing around her, some sniffing at the trap and one, terrifyingly, looking toward where Socks had run off to with his orc passenger. “It spooked my horse, and he took off. I thought I was safe, but,” she gestured wildly at the trap, “It had some kind of tool or something!”
Brody rubbed his face in exasperation as he often did around his sister, “Did you at least hit it as it ran off?”
“I-I don’t know, it is dark. I didn’t hear any kind of sounds though … maybe it was a mute monster?”
Leopold, their older neighbor, gray haired, with a paunch belly, helped her to her feet while her brother obviously fumed, “Was it the orc?” He emphasized each word like a punch to the gut.
“I-I don’t know it’s d –”
Brody wasn't much taller than Moira, but he had breadth on her, every bit of which he used to push her back as the flat of his hand smacked against her cheek. “If you say, ‘it’s dark’ one more time, Moira, I will leave you out here to take your chances with the beast.”
The pain in her cheek aside, at least her ruse was working, it was always easier to manage her brother when he thought she was just as daft as his own wife and their mother. “It was big, and it growled. It could have been a wolf though. I guess if it growled, that means it wasn’t mute though, so maybe I didn’t hit it. I'm not usually a bad shot though.”
With his own growl, Brody turned and began pulling bags off one of the pack mules, passing them out to his mounted posse. “Take the mule, make sure he’s locked up at the cabin and stay there this time. If you and the mule go missing tonight, I will surely miss the mule more.”
If the other men objected to the way Brody spoke to his sister, they were too busy searching the area to say anything in her defense. When it was clear Moira was dismissed, she grabbed her lantern and climbed onto the mule and slowly led it back to the cabin, taking the scenic route to make sure she wasn’t followed.
The clearing around Pa’s cabin could have been cleared of more trees to make a better living space, but she hadn't had time. As it stood, there was just enough room for Socks’ pen and a giant heap of unconscious orc that was slumped against the front door, the black and white horse standing guard over him.
After taking a moment to make sure the orc was still breathing, she untacked Socks and the mule and tucked them both safely into the pen before turning to tackle the next problem. Though, she would almost rather build an entirely new room around the orc where he lay, than try to lift his body through the door on her own. She had just begun looking around for miraculous timber to start her build when his voice cut through the silence.
“The door was locked. I’m assuming this is your place, the horse dropped me off.”  The orc's speech was more slurred than it had been, the strong accent making her lean even closer to his face to understand what he was saying.
She crouched and checked the shirt-bound leg, it was soaked through with blood, “I don’t know if you know this, but there has been an orc sighted near here; I had to protect my Pa’s cabin.”
The orc laughed. It was more like an explosive breath out that ruffled her hair, but she knew it was supposed to be a laugh. “If I hadn’t been caught by that trap, your lock wouldn’t keep me out.”  When he smiled, he didn’t look near as hideous, and that was a thought that she tried to shake free as she stood to unlock the door.
“I can’t carry you. Can you make it into the bed?”
With a big grunt, the orc all but threw himself through the door, catching himself on the sideboard just inside the cabin. “Where?”
Moira glanced over her shoulder as she shut and latched the door, checking through the small window that no one had followed her, before throwing down the curtain. “On the bed in the corner of the room if you can make it. The cabin only has one room, it was Pa’s before he –”
With a loud thump, the orc collapsed halfway onto the bed. Moira rushed over to haul his legs up before his bulk made him slide onto the floor. “Wonderful, just how I was planning my night away from caring for Kate. Spending it caring for an orc.”  Unconscious like he was, he was slightly less terrifying, but his scars stood out starkly on his slack face. His knees and feet hung over the end of the bed, so Moira dragged over one of the chairs and a small nightstand to prop his feet on before she lit a lantern and began unwinding the shirt from his ankle. For good measure, because, in the lamp light, she could see that his chest, stomach and arms were just as hideously scarred as his face, she threw a large fur over his uncovered body. There was no need for her to realize just how muscled he was, or how that light dusting of hair traveled all the way down to his trousers, or how his trousers were sagged a bit lower than was proper … no, she should just focus on his leg. The leg that was bleeding all over her pants now, taking her focus away from anything untoward, she sat to work best she could by the light of the single lamp.
Chapter 2: Enoch
An orc wakes up in an odd place.
Opening his eyes wasn’t much better than the hell that had been plaguing Enoch when they were closed. He could tell that he was obviously in a human dwelling, the mattress he was laying on was not more than a straw-filled sack that only spanned half of his body, the furs that were on the bed were quite different than the large animal hides orcs tended to prefer, and a small lantern glowed on the nightstand, barely illuminating the slumped figure of a woman that sat in a chair near the door. He vaguely remembered from the night before, her brown curly hair being barely restrained by a big-brimmed hat. She wore blue/gray pants and a button up shirt like he had seen men wear in this travels. And she was tall for a human woman. A rifle lay across her lap even as it was obvious that she was asleep.
He tried to roll off the bed but the loud creaking of a chair sliding across the floor caused the woman to jerk awake. His injured leg didn’t move.
“Fuck,” The woman’s voice was closer than she had been sitting and when Enoch turned forward, he was surprised to find her halfway across the floor toward him. “Don’t move. For one thing, I don’t think I set your leg right and don’t want you to make it worse. And for another thing,” she hefted up the rifle to make sure he knew she still had it, “I have this, and I still don’t trust you.”
When she mentioned his leg, he looked back down to the end of the bed where both of his feet jutted off the end. His injured leg was propped up on the back of a chair on top of a pillow and heavily wrapped, blood still seeping through in a few places. Goddess, he hoped this woman wasn’t about to let him lose his leg.
“I could only do so much with lantern light, but I have water boiled and fresh linen. And,” she brought a steaming cup over and held it out to him. When the orc refused to take it, she turned his hand palm up on the bed and placed the small cup in it. “Drink it, it can prevent infections and help with inflammation and pain.”
When she grasped his hand like that, he realized just how small she was compared to him: her dainty hand could only clasp around his thumb as she moved his hand. “You realize that, even laid up, I could crush you if I wanted.”
She raised one eyebrow, “I don’t think you would, regardless of if you could, because, while you have been a horrible house guest, you haven’t been a monster.”  Her eyes roved up and down him, “Though you do smell like one.”  She gestured off in the corner of the room where a pile of linens and a large (for a human) tub lay. Water already filled most of the tub, so she had obviously been working on it for a while before she fell asleep. “I can’t imagine your filth will help in your healing … so I can drag that over here and leave you to take care of yourself before I work on your leg again. I don’t have clothes that will fit you, but I have extra sheets, and I can wash and do my best to darn what you’re already wearing.”  By her even tone it was obvious to Enoch that she was used to the housework human women tended to be relegated to, but how she held her gun, and the clothes she wore that looked more like men’s clothes than anything he had seen a human woman wearing, including a broad-brimmed brown hat, she must not fully fit the role.
“I can just leave at night fall, no need to put yourself out,” he could hear his voice was gruffer than the woman deserved. Frankly, he knew that she had saved his life, and he wasn’t even sure if she hadn’t gotten herself into trouble, though, as she crossed to the tub, her face was illuminated by the lantern, and he could see a bruise on her cheek. Had that been there the night before? He wasn’t sure.
She scoffed, her back to him as she tugged the tub backwards across the wood floor, pausing to kick a threadbare rug out of the way. “It’s not like I want a naked orc male in my room, I would just rather have a covered orc male that doesn’t smell so offensive so that he can get medical attention and leave my room sooner.”  When the tub was as close as she could bring it, she straightened and wiped her brow before crossing to the fireplace and used a thick rag to pull a kettle out of the fire, pouring hot water into the mostly full tub. “Mostly, I don’t want to have to remove a dead orc from my bed if that gets infected.” She pointed to his bandaged leg. "Get in. Toss your pants to the door and yell when I can grab them."
Moira was mostly out the door when he realized he hadn't responded. “I won't fit in the tub."
She looked back at him, gesturing to the pile of linens, “Then use the towels, don't submerge your bad leg." She slammed the door a bit when she went but Enoch could hear her standing by the door, waiting for his clothes.
Not even when he lived with his parents had anyone waited to clean his clothes. Being in an orc village was many things, but nurturing wasn't really one of them. Now he found himself in a human female’s house, in her bed, while she waited to do his laundry.
Not wanting to risk her coming back in, Enoch pulled off his pants and tossed them towards the door, pulling one of the furs over his lap. "They're at the door, human.”
Enoch washed himself quickly, even though he could scent the human woman was no longer standing at the door. Just the thought of her smell caused his cock to rise so he washed that first, rougher than necessary so that it would hopefully relax before she returned.
To keep his mind off the woman herself, he looked around the cabin. It was small, for an orc, but he could see how she could call it a home. The bed was in the far corner, across from the door, the fireplace in the wall past the foot of the bed. Next to the bed was a nightstand and small sideboard with a few items behind the broken glass panels, while on the wall that held the door was a table with an inset bucket and racks for a few dishes next to a wood burning stove that was wiped up through the ceiling. He didn't see any signs that the woman lived here full time, but obviously she stayed here to have it as well equipped as she did
He had finished washing, wrinkling his nose at how dirty the water and towels he had used had become. He wrapped the largest sheet around his waist as an extra barrier under the fur. When the woman still didn't return, he reclined back in the bed, propping his injured leg on the chair she had placed and was soon asleep again.
Maldec, the village Enoch had grown up in, was deep in the woods on the other side of the Wall, what the creatures that lived there called Abadeen. There were often skirmishes between orcs and were-folk or the ogres that lived farther up in the mountains.
Both males and females were warriors, though males were the ones who left to do battle, the females stayed closer to home to protect the village. Both saw plenty of combat, but the females had to protect the children. Not that there had been many children recently.
As he slept, Enoch dreamed of being back in his village, coming home from a battle and being greeted by two cute little orclings.
“Pa pa!!" The smaller orclings tugged at his shirt while the older one took his axe out of his hand, nearly collapsing under its weight.
For the first time in a while, his chest filled with joy, and oddly enough, the orclings skin was a very pale green. Almost like—
"Enoch, I'm glad you're home!” His mate’s voice, he would recognize it anywhere. Even asleep, Enoch realized it truly did sound familiar …
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