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  For all those guys taking a chance on love in the stupidest, most ill-advised, riskiest way possible, then turning it into amateur porn. You know who you are.








  
  Foreward


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.
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, from book #2, is clanless—a situation which leaves him nowhere to go, no one to help him.  Until he meets Fran.
Arkturn, from the book you’re about to read, is also clanless—a situation which came about because of his relationship with Grazlar, something his clan attempted to kill him over. They thought that they had succeeded. So did Graz.

Note: have you read books 1 & 2? If so, go to https://reamstories.com/maizyfellto find the free, 6k-word story, Jingled by the Orc, a no-spice Christmas dinner vignette featuring Jason, Will, Fran, and Graz that precedes this book.






  
  
Ethan 
Birds chirping all around me, I was at one with the forest. Connected to the mountain below me and the sky above me. At peace with all of creation.
I’d driven across what felt like the entirety of the Great Plains that day, farmland gradually transitioning into arid high plains, and then—BAM! The front range of the Rockies loomed like monster’s teeth. Up since 3AM, I’d driven the 500 plus miles with only one stop at my cousin’s for gear, a couple of drive-throughs, and a gas-up.
Though younger than the Appalachians by about 400 million years, the Rockies felt ancient to me, sentient and observant; critical of whatever mischief I might have planned for its sacred spaces. 
And I’d admit the truth: I had some almighty fucking mischief planned.
Standing in an aspen grove, I waved to the birds, smiled up into the sun dappling through the tree branches, closed my eyes, and visualized a well-worn image of a massive Orc nailing Little Bo Peep, hard, against a tree. It was an image from a porn video I’d watched about a thousand times.
It was also the reason I had now found myself in the mountains, naked, rolling on molly, and gently stroking my cock. I was waiting to be discovered, then railed (preferably also against a tree), by a massive Orc. 
I’d have said that was my first mistake, but honestly, there were so many of those leading up to this particular moment that I’d lost count.
In fact, I was pretty sure that mistake number one was the molly, even though at that moment I was powerfully in love with it and everything else in the whole… fucking… universe.
The rush of blood in my ears felt like the heartbeat of the forest itself, and I lifted my face to the sun to let the molly blur the last boundaries between my body and the earth, becoming one with everything.
I was primal, raw, wild—ready to be captured and claimed by someone infinitely more so, swept away by the ancient magic of these mountains and a monster from them—and I suddenly laughed with the understanding that nearly anything could happen today.






  
  
Arkturn 
I hadn’t been out of my cave in two weeks, hadn’t seen the sun a single time in all of those days, hadn’t wondered about the state of the world. I’d just let myself slowly sink into the mire of my own soul. 
An elk I’d taken down three weeks prior afforded me that luxury of psychic slovenliness, after I’d finished all the outdoor processing and best cut gorging, I had holed up inside to smoke the remaining couple of hundred pounds and live on my stores.
I’d discovered this cave about a year prior, climbing up an unstable, inclined boulder field when I felt a breeze pulling past me down between the rocks, like there was something down there sucking air. I dug out a concealed opening and dropped in to discover a series of vaulted chambers, a mildly sulfuric hot spring, a few trickling streams of freshwater running down the walls, and a small, underground river to carry my garbage and waste away. The airflow was pulled in through my entrance and blew deeper into the mountain, concealing the smoke from my fires and my scent. 
It was perfect to keep me hidden and safe.
But now, it felt like a prison. A comfortable prison, no doubt, and one bedecked in all the best human things I’d been able to steal from camp sites and vehicles, cabins and forestry service buildings, but still a prison.

      [image: ]So, I peeled myself out of the reclining camp chair that read, “zero gravity,” on the tag for some reason, grabbed a bar of soap—the soap—and started climbing up the semi-sheer wall of the cavern to my exit.
I used to steal human soaps from camp sites solely for the purpose of masking my scent with human ones to avoid being hunted down by my former clan, but now, I had to confess… I liked them. My collection included all sorts of bar soap and body wash types, even the hand soaps from bathroom facilities that dotted the mountains. 
My favorite, though, was the one I was using now in a small, alpine lake—ice cold despite the warm sunlight—a cautious distance away from my dwelling. Woodsy, with cedar and pine and hints of mint and lemon, it was a bar that I’d carefully preserved over the years and only used when my mood needed a lift. There were so few things that gave me pleasure anymore, I felt a certain amount of anticipatory dread about the idea of using it for the last time, but I’d been steadily spiraling down for the last several weeks and hoped to raise my spirits with a bath featuring my favorite soap.
I washed in slow, deliberate strokes in the icy water, the lather from my precious bar of soap drifting away in lazy swirls, the sunlight on my body feeling almost foreign after so many days below ground.
In retrospect, it's probably my focus on the smell of the soap, that perfect blend of pine, mint, lemon, cedar, that made it take me longer than it should have to recognize his scent.
Graz. 
And below that… human. 
Urban, pampered, and out of place in these wilds, my heartrate sped up at the unexpected comingling of the scents, my old instincts automatically sharpening my focus and cutting through the fog of my perpetual isolation, as I left the lake and closed the distance between me and the source of those smells, dripping the whole way.






  
  
Ethan 
Even though it’s what I was here for, when the massive, grey Orc strode out of the trees, naked and dripping wet, tusks preceding the snarl on his face, I dropped my cock and raised both hands up in a warding off gesture. It was involuntary and automatic, something even the effects of the molly couldn’t overcome.
I mean, this guy dwarfed me, and I’m six feet two; he must have been almost seven feet tall, and at least 300 pounds of solid muscle. His long, wild, black hair was plastered to his charcoal-colored shoulders, chest, and back, and the rough terrain map of scars crisscrossing his face and body spoke to a hard, brutal life.
And, actually, it was tusk, singular. His left one was broken entirely off, a thick scar bisecting both his upper and lower lips at an angle where the tusk had been. It looked like it had been an extremely deep cut, a little bit of scarring showing up on his cheek and chin in perfect alignment with the lip scar, suggesting that the cut had been with a long blade. It was a wonder that he hadn’t lost his eye.
My general sluttiness reasserted itself long enough for me to see past the scars to the chiseled delts and smooth, hairless pecs, down his hard, well-defined abdomen, then lingering on his huge swinging cock—my eyes having burned their own happy trail—to his rock-hard quads. He had black talons on his toes, matching the black claws that were his fingernails.
He stopped momentarily when he registered the sight of me, a look of confusion passing over his face. The look quickly morphed into anger as he resumed stomping toward me. I swear I could feel the mountains shaking with each step, my heart slamming five times in my chest between each of his strides.
My hands stayed in front of me as I started taking huge steps backward, unwilling to turn my back on the Orc in order to run, and I let out a short yell of scared surprise when my back came up hard against the bark of an aspen tree.
Before I knew it, the Orc had grabbed both of my wrists in just one of his massive hands, pinning them over my head, while the other hand wrapped around my throat. He had copper-colored eyes that were matched perfectly by the series of copper rings running up both ears.
I could feel the tips of his black claws pressing into the side of my neck, his huge hand hot against my skin.
I could smell an incredible, woodsy scent coming off of him, a smell that practically screamed mountain man.
I could feel the top of his left thigh against my right hip, pushing me into the tree.
I could feel drops of water falling from the ends of his hair onto my chest and slowly running down my torso, cold on impact, then warming as they made their way down my body.
I could feel the tip of his huge, uncut cock against my lower abdomen, soft and spongy and just brushing the always bristly area of my shaved pubes.
I could feel myself become instantly hard, something my own hand hadn’t been able to do, the tip of my cock straining and grazing the underside of his enormous balls while I suffered from momentary lightheadedness. 
I could feel a profound sense of connection and affection, as if this Orc was my long lost soul mate, finally reunited to end our aching, individual loneliness. 
Hello molly, my old friend.
I moaned at the sensations—all of them hitting me like a tsunami—my eyes rolling back in my head and my back arching, my naked body involuntarily pressing into his naked body, straining for him, even my neck pushing back against his palm as my head tilted back in bliss, just as the Orc barked out, “WHERE’S GRA—" 
But he cut himself off at the sound of my moan and the feel of my cock pressing harder up into his balls, my body pushing against his to get closer, an almost adorable look of confusion coming over his face, before he took me in, registering my hard on, my panting, the feel of my racing pulse under his hand. 
His eyes roamed my body, taking it all in, and I spoke before he could, my hand trying to pull out of his grasp so I could lovingly cup his scarred, bewildered face, and letting the molly make me bold:
“I’m already prepped—lubed and ready for you to fuck me.” 
For a split second, the Orc seemed stunned, his copper eyes wide before I watched his expression shift from confusion to raw, aching need. One that matched my own. My senses were consumed with the heat and weight of him, everything but the electric tension that sparked between our bodies falling away.






  
  
Arkturn 
It’s been four years since I’ve been seen, spoken to, touched, wanted. I took in the human, finally registering his remarkable beauty and the obvious signs of his arousal—not fear, like I had initially thought, or at least not only fear—and felt my own cock stirring in response. 
He truly was beautiful. Tall, slender, with light brown hair and sparkling green eyes; eyes that were currently almost entirely pupil. His chest rose and fell quickly, his pulse pounded under my fingertips, and his body strained toward mine.
Looking down, I could see the tip of his cock, cut and flushed a dark red, leaking. Looking up, I watched as he ran his tongue across his bottom lip and arched away from the tree to bring our chests in contact. His skin was soft.
I didn’t let myself think. 
I’d been living entirely within the confines of my own head for years, and I really didn’t need to hear any more fucking thoughts. I just wanted to feel, wanted it so badly that it was a constant, low-level agony to every minute of every waking day.
I released his wrists while holding eye contact with those startling green eyes, letting my hand slowly slide down his soft skin: forearm, triceps, armpit, ribcage, obliques, hip, and outer ass cheek, finally reaching under the back of his thigh and lifting his leg. Pulling it out to the side a little, I pressed my lower body harder against his, every move slow and deliberate, giving him plenty of time to change his mind, balk, run away. Plenty of time to feel how hard I was now, plenty of time to consider what he was asking for.
Of course, I had forgotten to take my hand from around his throat, something I didn’t realize until I felt him trying to look down, to see what he was asking to take. I released his throat, lowered his thigh, and took a step back to let him look his fill.
He just stared at my hard cock, straining toward him now, and I started to think that he was having extremely warranted second thoughts.
But what he did next was moan loudly, a sound of utter desperation and need, drop to his knees, wrap his arms around my hips, and swallow my entire cock down his throat, and, fuck me, his tongue was pierced. He practically had to unhinge his jaw to take me in, suck me down, and it was a given that his jaw was going to ache badly after this.
But he didn’t seem to care, coming at the effort of sucking my cock with every molecule of his being. My eyes closed, I blindly groped for the tree to brace myself with my right arm, loosely holding his head with my left hand, as the human laved the underside of my cock, metal ball piercings sliding against me, head bobbing up and down, moans emanating from his throat the whole time. I could feel him moaning, and it was that, the sound of his obvious pleasure in sucking my cock, that was my undoing. I didn’t even have a second of warning before I was pulsing down his throat.
The human didn’t pull away, didn’t even falter in his pacing, just worked me through my climax, swallowing me down, continuing to moan as if even my taste gave him pleasure. 
Fucking incredible.
When he finally pulled off, he regarded my still hard cock, then looked up at me, “Seriously? You can still go?”
I just nodded, rendered speechless by the whole scene.
The human stood, brushed off his knees, smiled, and said, “Then give it to me hard. Against the tree. I think I might be in love with you.”  
Ethan
The Orc spoke, his deep voice rumbling through my bones as he laughed dismissively and said, “I don’t take orders, human, and you’re definitely not,” before grabbing me under each thigh, lifting me high against the tree, and wrapping a long, black tongue around my cock. I could still taste his cum in my mouth, salty and not at all as bitter as a human’s, and I watched in fascination as he took me all the way to the back of his throat, right tusk bracketing the left side of my dick like a single parenthesis as he swallowed around me.
“No,” I groaned against the wave of pleasure, tilting my head back against the tree and wrapping both hands around the sides of his head, his hair just barely still damp, to try to push him off me, “don’t make me come.” I lightly slammed the back of my head into the tree for good measure, a little pain to delay the inevitable.
He didn’t budge, somehow managing to curl his long tongue around my shaft like a snake. Yes, I was definitely in love with him. With every Orc in the whole goddamned world, actually. 
“Please,” I whispered, grabbing his hair in double handfuls, desperate as I could feel my balls starting to tighten. The sight of him with my cock in his half-tusked mouth alone was cum-worthy, never mind the incredible sensation of his long, clever tongue.
He pulled off me at my plea, and I let the mounting tension fall away, breathing a big sigh of relief, because this whole thing had always been about getting fucked. I still held onto the hair at the sides of his head as he began lowering me, careful not to scrape my backside against the rough bark of the tree. He stopped when I could feel the head of his massive cock against my hole, and I finally started to consider whether I had used enough lube.
The Orc pushed me up against the tree at the height he wanted me, cockhead still just right… there. 
He held eye contact with me, and I briefly considered the astonishing fact that I might never get tired of looking into those copper eyes. 
But I still held the sides of his head, fists full of hair, and it had begun to feel weird, so I abandoned the sight of those remarkable eyes in favor of wrapping my arms around him, pushing my face into his neck.
“I’m ready,” I whispered against his hot skin, and he didn’t let a second elapse before slowly starting to push into me.
Not only had I never taken anything as big as his cock, I’d never experienced bareback sex before—I’d always insisted on condoms—but the government had extensively studied Orc physiology before allowing them their limited existence amongst us and had determined that there was no possibility of zoonosis between our species.
Also, no one manufactured condoms big enough to fit them.
So, it burned, yes, because he was huge, but it was also just so much… more. I worked on just breathing through it until he bottomed out and went still.
“You tell me when, human,” he growled low in his deep voice. I could feel it reverberating in all parts of me, everywhere our skin touched, everywhere his heat pressed into my body.
“Ethan,” I whispered against his neck, “my name is Ethan.”
“Ethan,” he repeated, and I could feel it in my balls. My skin broke out in goosebumps. The movement from him speaking shifted his chest across my nipples
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