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  For doughnuts and sex toys, absolutely two of my favorite things.



Not to go off on a tangent here, but since I already left you a love letter to sex toys on my website (see Author’s Note)…



There’s a maple bacon doughnut in one of my local doughnut shops that is easily as big as both of my hands, side by side. I call it the “come in your pants” doughnut, for obvious reasons.



And, yes, I got one to reward myself for finishing this story. Of course I did.








  
  Foreword


Most of this history was clarified in book #1, Cultivated by the Orc. In case you’ve skipped that and are jumping in here, a little background: 
The Still Life with Orc stories take place in a world where Orcs have made their presence known to humans, and it hasn’t gone… well.
In the US, at least, Orc clans that live in the mountains are largely left alone. One member of each clan, typically the chief, is given credentials which allow him/her to do limited business in the human communities. However, they’re not allowed to exchange their gold for currency, so they’re forced to overpay for things in gold whenever they need anything.
Because Orcs are territorial, the clans in the mountains often fight each other for territories. As a result, some clans have been pushed out of the mountains and have been given small allocations of otherwise unused land in places like the Dakotas. They’re called ‘Orc Sanctuaries,’ but they’re easily kissing cousins to reservations and concentration camps.
Willoch, from book #1, is an Orc from one of those relocated clans. It’s a harder life than in the mountains, but at least they have each other.
Grazlar, in the book you’re about to read, is clanless—a situation which leaves him nowhere to go, no one to help him.  Until he meets Fran.






  
  
Fran 
I carried the bag of vegetables from Jason’s farm toward the back of my shop as the front door’s bell tinkled faintly with Jason’s departure. 
Jason brought the vegetables three times per week, but I divided them up to give Grazlar a smaller bag every day. Along with his doughnuts and sandwiches. Once, that is, I’d realized that he had been staying alive exclusively on my stale doughnuts.
At first, I’d simply switched from day-old to fresh doughnuts. Then, I’d started sharing Jason’s produce every day—some for me, some for Grazlar. At this point, I was parceling out pretty much all of the fresh produce each day along with packaging a huge box of fresh doughnuts and usually adding a big sack of cheap breakfast sandwiches or cheeseburgers from a drive-thru, since I don’t cook at home. Grazlar protested each escalation, but I couldn’t seem to help myself. 
But he flat-out refused my offer to let him sleep in the back of my shop, although he occasionally unintentionally napped back there during the day, and I didn’t drop the sweet girl next door act my doughnut shop’s success depended on to command him to do it.
Although I wanted to. Command him, that is. To do a lot of things. I occasionally found myself wanting to dominate my wayward Orc so badly that I had to squeeze my thighs together for relief.
With Jason’s early-morning visit done, Grazlar made his usual entrance through the back and wordlessly took the bag out of my hands, turning to set it down on my work counter.
Face angled down, he flicked his eyes to mine, as briefly as usual, and said, “Good morning, Fran,” in his incredibly soft, incredibly deep voice, before looking back down at the floor. That deep, gentle voice, it… did things to me.
I took him in, as I often did at this point in the morning. Today he was in a purple hoodie that was too tight across his big shoulders and chest and army green cargo pants that were fairly tight around his big thighs. He was barefoot as usual, the hood pulled up to make his grey skin, silver eyes, and tusks less visible, long, glossy black hair hidden underneath. As soon as he put down the bag, his hands went right back inside the big front pocket of the hoodie, eyes still on the floor.
These were all clothes I had bought for him at Goodwill, a trip I made about once a month to a bigger town, looking for things that might fit him. I knew he wouldn’t accept my buying him things that were new.
We kept two big boxes in the back of my shop: one for clean things, one for dirty things that I took home every week and washed before putting them back in the other box. 
He also wore a backpack I had picked up for him, and I knew it contained a thermos, a big water bottle, and a sleeping bag—one of two I had gotten from Goodwill so I could alternate them through the wash for him. I usually filled the thermos with any hot chocolate I didn’t sell during the day. The last thing I knew for sure it held was my old Kindle e-reader, filled with a highly random assortment of the thousands of books I had bought or grabbed when they were free, with a heavy emphasis on dark romance and erotica. 
I often wondered if he read any of those. 
That was Grazlar: my homeless, clanless Orc. The fact of which being the only information I’d been able to pry out of him about why he was hiding out on the streets of this small, midwestern town. 
We’d built a little hiding nook in the corner of the back kitchen, away from all the doughnut-making activity, hidden by the big clean/dirty boxes and some shelves on which I stored less-frequently used ingredients. That’s where he spent his days, reading with Kindle plugged into the wall outlet. We had this little bit of time together in the morning, before I opened, and the cleanup/next day prep time in the afternoon after closing. When I left for the day, he did, too. To where? He would never tell me.
“Good morning, Graz. How was your night?”
“Good,” he told the floor. The same thing he always told the floor.
For months now, I had so badly wanted to peel this Orc bare, both literally and figuratively. I was so insanely attracted to him, I sometimes didn’t think I’d make it through the day with him on the other side of the wall—that I’d just lock the front door, walk back there into his nook, lift my dress, and straddle him. Tell him all the things I wanted him to do to me and not to dawdle, if he knew what was good for him.
The front door’s bell jingled, and I locked eyes with Graz. I had forgotten to lock it after Jason left.
“Hey Fran, you back there?”
My eyes widened, and I put my hands on Graz’s chest to back him up a couple of paces away from the connecting doorway. I didn’t pull them away after we’d moved, either, enjoying the feel of warm, hard muscle underneath my palms.
“Uh, sure am, Sheriff. How can I help you? Give me five minutes, and I can come around. I’m… uh… working without a… dress on, right now. Just an apron. I splattered it with batter and had to take it off to rinse.”
“No worries, Fran. I don’t mind shouting if you don’t! I’m here because we’ve had some reports of an Orc sighting in town, recently. Around the alley of this street in particular…”
The sheriff kept talking, but I was already grabbing a notepad and pen, scribbling my address on it and this note: There’s a fake rock on the right side of the porch steps with a key inside. Go now. I’ll meet you there tonight after closing.
I gave the paper to Graz. He read it, then shook his head, vehemently.
I stared into his silver eyes as I said, “I haven’t seen any Orcs, Sheriff—I’d probably call you in hysterical tears if I did.”
Was that a smile quirking the corners of Graz’s mouth? I narrowed my eyes at him and pushed on his solid chest, mouthing the command, “GO. NOW.”
For just a moment, I swear his pupils dilated. Then he turned, silently opened the back door, and left.






  
  
Grazlar 
I almost laughed at Fran giving me her address, like I didn’t spend every night sleeping lightly underneath her back porch and ensuring her safety. Like I hadn’t moved her hollow rock with the key inside, piling real rocks on top of it so that it wouldn’t be quite as glaringly obvious.
So far, I had thwarted a bumbling, meth addicted wannabe burglar who had crept around in the night, and a would-be suitor who had spent the whole of one day on her porch steps, speaking his deranged, degrading fantasies aloud and masturbating on the steps. The meth addict I had been able to scare quite badly, and I had never seen him anywhere near Fran’s again.
The fetishizing stalker required… a different solution. But he wouldn’t be desecrating her dwelling again or acting out one single aspect of his disgusting fantasies—many of which featured doughnuts, for some reason—with her, and the hose took care of any evidence he had left behind.
She was mine to protect, a circumstance of her making when she had chosen to feed and clothe me so many months ago. Or rather, I was hers and would protect her with my last breath.

      [image: image-placeholder]Fran’s house was a smallish, one-story with a wrap-around porch. Ever since spring rolled in, she’d been gradually putting out more and more hanging flower baskets all the way around, providing a riot of color, a little bit of shade, and a nice amount of cover for me now as I unlocked the back door and stepped inside. 
Fran’s scent enveloped me, slid through my nose into my lungs, rolled down my throat into my belly, and I shivered in pleasure. I was bathing in her, and nothing could have made me happier.
This was the door she always entered through, and it opened onto a big, sunny kitchen to the left and a big, messy dining table to the right. I could see that the table was where she dropped everything upon entering. There was a pile of mail, a couple of different pairs of her colored canvas shoes under the table, a pizza box, and a few cereal boxes.
By contrast, the kitchen was immaculate, and I didn’t wonder why. I had never heard or smelled Fran cooking in the months of sleeping directly beneath. Evidently, the only thing she did in the kitchen was make coffee. Out of curiosity, I walked over and opened the refrigerator door. The inside of the door was filled with condiments. The shelves were bare except for the bottom one, which contained collections of alcoholic beverages in cans or bottles. On the counter next to the refrigerator was half a loaf of bread and a jar of peanut butter.
I also never once had seen her eat a doughnut. Although, I often got her to eat something from the bags of breakfast sandwiches or cheeseburgers she brought me. But it didn
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