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  Content Warnings


AN ORC AND A GENTLEMAN is a high heat romance with many instances of on page sex and sexual acts. While the overall romance is fluffy there are heavy topics such as: blatant discussion about fatphobia, bigotry, former child abuse, discussions about eating disorders, scars, and discussions of war. 
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  Chapter 1


Lettie adjusted the pink silk blindfold over her eyes, careful not to smudge the eye makeup her client wouldn’t even see. She had never once seen his face and yet, she still made sure that every bit of her was primped and ready for the day that he might want to remove her blindfold and reveal himself to her. 
She doubted that day would come. 
While she was no stranger to blindfolds, this was the only client who asked that she wear one the entire time. In the months she had serviced him she knew nothing about him. Well, that wasn’t exactly true. Lettie prided herself on learning her client’s proclivities even when they were less than forthcoming. Her observational skills netted her a loyal and steady clientele. 
Her anonymous client was no exception to this rule. 
The first time they had met her manager had warned her that the anonymous client had visited with several other workers, perhaps trying to find what worked for him, and for her not to feel bad if he didn’t return. Challenge accepted. 
Lettie had worn the blindfold as instructed. She had chosen simple black lingerie and a matching blindfold to feel out his preferences since his only instructions were to keep the blindfold on, no touching, and never ask him anything about himself. Simple enough. Many of her clients used pseudonyms with her to protect their identities, but she imagined he was very high profile to ask that of her. 
The first time the door had opened, she perched on the edge of her bed with back straight and waited patiently. She listened to him remove his jacket and roll up his sleeves—definitely a professional—and his feet shuffle across the pastel purple rug. She couldn’t see him but she felt his imposing presence towering over her, gaze dragging over every inch of her.
“Charlotte, but everyone calls me Lettie,” she had said and found herself met with silence. 
Big hands slid up her thighs, parting them easily and peeling her underwear away. Not a fan of black perhaps. A thud told her his knees hit the floor, the only precursor before he gave her some of the best head of her life. And that was saying something. She had moaned and writhed and cried out since nothing in his file indicated she needed to stay silent. He left as swiftly as she came, leaving her to peel herself off the comforter and walk jelly-legged to her attached bathroom. 
That was the first time in a long time, she had been unsure of her performance, but he showed up on her schedule barely two weeks later, and she was determined to get more out of him than silence. 
He wasn’t a fan of the crimson lingerie or the navy-blue lingerie. Both times he tossed the articles to the side in annoyance before sinking to his knees. The third time she wore one of her favorites, a see-through pastel pink with white flowers embroidered around the edges, and he had paused, rubbing his fingers over the flowers before his hot mouth laved her nipple through the fabric.
Pastels, check.
Ever since then she had stuck to her more colorful wardrobe, wearing her favorite pastel sets, and he enjoyed every single one, often times leaving them on while he ravished her pussy with his wide tongue.
She leaned back on her elbows, counting down the seconds until the doorknob turned and she heard his heavy footsteps enter the room. This time she wore a frilly pink set, the poofy top covering her breasts completely and the sleeves hugging her arms. 
“Hey, stranger,” she said, her painted pink lips curving into a smile. 
He grunted and she perked up. That was the most verbal response he had ever given. Was there a chance he might actually speak to her? She wanted to hear his—probably deep—voice.
Warm breath whispered across her stomach as he knelt in between her legs. Thick fingers plucked the poofy fabric until he hooked the top with his index finger and slowly pulled it down, baring her breasts to the cool air. Lettie’s fingers gripped the comforter, twisting the fabric in her hands as he nuzzled her breast, the tip of his tongue flicking against the hardening bud. Something smooth brushed the side of her breast.
Tusks?
An Orc then. 
She had suspected—from the sheer size of his hands—that he was either a very large human, a giant, or an orc. The first time she had briefly thought minotaur, but bovine snouts and tongues were very distinct. He had always been so careful to avoid touching her as much as possible that she hadn’t felt the tusks before.
Now she was even more curious to see her anonymous giver of glorious orgasms. Would she recognize him? There weren’t many orcs in the news and if he were to unmask her, she would likely know him. 
A sigh escaped her lips as his mouth trailed downward, lips tracing the stretch marks of her plush stomach, and his warm palms pressed against her inner thighs. Lettie instantly parted her legs, and she swore she heard a small rumble of laughter at the poof of pink covering her mound. Thin strings tied at her hips came apart with a small tug. 
He took his time rubbing her inner thighs, his hands inching up in time with her thudding heart, until his thumbs sank into the thatch of well-maintained dirty blond curls. Calloused thumbs traced up and down her labia. Lettie was wet well before he walked into the room, but now she was positively dripping in anticipation.
The first stroke of his tongue made her head fall back and her breath hitched. In the beginning, he pleasured her as if he couldn’t wait to leave. Now he took his time. Teased her a little. Touched her. He often kneaded her ample thighs, holding her open for him as he took her apart with his tongue which was currently tracing a circle around her clit until Lettie arched.
“I think about this sometimes, about you,” she admitted, a little breathless.
He paused. She pretended it was because he was waiting to hear more.
“I’m alone, usually in bed although sometimes it’s the bath, and I can almost feel your tongue on me and sometimes,” —she wet her lips—“sometimes I try to imagine what your fingers feel like.” She laughed softly. “Though my fingers are a little too small.”
He didn’t respond or move and she wondered if she crossed a line. Would this be their last session then? Her stomach twisted in knots at the thought. She never wanted to make a client feel uncomfortable.
Her fears were short lived.
He sucked the folds of her labia into his mouth, one after the other, lapping away the moisture that clung to them. “What do I look like when you think of me?” he asked, his voice as deep—and slightly grizzled—as she imagined and gods, it fulfilled every bit of her voice kink, making her thighs quake.
“A shadow. I try not to think about it too hard.”
“Why?”
“Because I think reality would be much better than whatever I could conjure.”
Again, he said nothing. The wellspring of words dried up and he returned his attention to her cunt, but she noticed how his fingers brushed close to her entrance as if he were going to give in and give her a taste of what his fingers would feel like.
He didn’t give in.
One orgasm fed into two with his lips sucking on her clit, his hands holding her thighs securely as they shook, and she keened, thankful for soundproofed walls. Lettie collapsed back on the bed as he gently lowered her legs. 
“Same bat time, same bat channel?” she teased, listening to his footsteps move away from the bed and turning her head to follow the noise.
The blindfold caught on the comforter, pulling away right as he was walking out the door and she saw a flash of seafoam green that reminded her of waves crashing on the shore, and of the paint swatch she had used to paint her bathroom at home. 
The door closed.
She pulled the blindfold from her face, holding the scrap of fabric in her hands, and waited for her legs to stop shaking. The small glimpse of skin only made her want to see more. With a despondent sigh, she peeled herself from the comforter and started her clean up routine by stripping her comforter off the bed and tossing it down the laundry chute with her lingerie. Lettie was thankful part of her room rent covered laundry services. She quickly washed off in the shower of her adjoining bathroom and dressed in her soft grey linen shorts and bubblegum pink tank top.
Lettie pulled her hair back into a ponytail and slung her canvas tote bag over her shoulder. Her phone chimed and she reached inside, fingers digging through lip gloss tubes, sticks of gum, crinkly wrappers of pads, and a tube of mascara before finally locating her phone.
Lil: Running late

Quinn: Me too, delivery

Lettie: Do you need me to pick up bug?

Quinn: I have her

Lil: Can you pick up dinner?

Lettie: Got it <3

Lil: Love you <3 <3 <3


She locked up the room behind her, tossing the key into her bag to get lost amongst everything else, and strode down the hallway, the carpet muffling her sandals. Thick burgundy carpet transitioned to dark wood floors. Thalassa sat behind the curved reception desk—pink and yellow velutinous skin shimmering in the low lights—her thin fingers clacking away on the keys. She looked up as Lettie leaned against the desk. A thin layer of glittery dust covered the wood.
“Done for the day, Lettie?” Thalassa’s voice held a buzzing undercurrent that worked its way up Lettie’s spine and made her shiver.
“Yup,” Lettie popped the p. “Any new appointments?”
Thalassa’s antennae twitched as her fingers danced across the keyboard. Her bottomless black eyes reflected the screen. “Not yet, but your client today,” —she chirped in delight—“left a rather large tip.”
Lettie’s heart soared. Maybe he didn’t mind her shooting her mouth off after all. 
“That’s because no one is immune to Lettie’s charms,” a silky voice teased from behind her.
Armando—their resident vampire—leaned against the rich wooden frame, wine-colored silk shirt unbuttoned to show off their sharp collarbones and the angular planes of their chest. White hair was pulled back with a ribbon. Silver eyes glinted in the light and they held their long-fingered hand out to her, nails curling around her wrist.
“You look even more delectable than usual, my little crème puff,” Armando said, pulling her to them and placing a hand on her waist as if they were about to waltz across the reception.
Armando was nothing if not dramatic.
“You say that every time,” Lettie argued, her lips curving into a smile. 
“And I have yet to tell a lie.”
Thalassa sighed. “You two are ridiculous.”
Armando kissed her cheek, cold lips against her warm skin, before flopping dramatically onto the crushed red Victorian fainting couch nestled between two fake monstera. “You do not understand our love, Thalassa.”
Lettie giggled at the annoyed curl of Thalassa’s lip. “I should go. I’m on dinner duty,” she said, adjusting the strap of her bag on her shoulder. “And I have a lot of studying to do tonight.”
“Good luck, Lettie,” Thalassa buzzed, her antennae quivering and sending a new puff of dust in the air.
Armando waved it away. “You’ll do well, I’m sure of it.”
“It’s algebra.”
“Ah, you might be fucked then.”
Lettie snorted. “Thanks.” 
The mild air of a spring evening greeted her. She wasn’t the only one leaving work for the day. Elves, dwarves, minotaurs, cambion, so many different kinds of folks crowded the sidewalks heading to their cars or bus stops to make the trip home. One of the many reasons Lettie loved living in Autumnbrook. She had grown up in a large city inhabited mostly by humans, and coming to Autumnbrook had been a welcome culture shock over ten years ago.
While Autumnbrook wasn’t large, neither was it small. Main streets branched into surrounding neighborhoods. All of the neighborhoods were diverse, but many were slated to accommodate the needs of certain species. Lettie lived in a craftsman-style just big enough for her family of four. 
Lettie popped into the Japanese restaurant smack dab between work and her bus stop, and fulfilled her promise of grabbing dinner. The large brown paper bag sat on her lap the entire way home and she tried to ignore the siren call of sushi from inside the bag. Instead, she looked out the window, imagining the sky as a seafoam green. 
Quinn was stepping out of his lime green, and rather beat up, four door sedan, his navy-blue polo shirt dusted with flour. Freckles stretched across sun-kissed skin and his emerald-green eyes lit up when he saw her. He tousled his thick brown hair and held his arms open for her. 
“Good day?” he asked, his thick arms wrapping around her. Hugging Quinn was like hugging an overstuffed teddy bear. 
“Great.” She pecked his lips. “How did the delivery go?”
“Perfectly. A hundred macarons that the clients will no doubt rave about to all their friends.” Quinn opened the back door and leaned inside to detach the baby carrier from the car seat. “I really appreciate the help on that one.”
“Of course, they are my specialty after all.”
“I don’t know why you just don’t go to culinary school, Lettie,” he said for the fiftieth time. He pulled the carrier out and nestled inside the bright blue padding was the cutest babbling baby, Ladybug. Chubby lilac fingers reached for Lettie as Ladybug grunted in frustration at the belt that held her back.
“I’m just not sure it’s worth it,” Lettie said cheerfully, smiling at her favorite Bug. 
Quinn heaved a sigh but didn’t push it. They had gone around in circles about it before. Lettie loved baking but she worried she would hate it if she tried to make a career out of it. Not to mention culinary school being a potential waste of money if nothing came from it. In truth, Lettie—even at thirty years old—had no idea what she wanted to do with the rest of her life.
She unlocked the front door for Quinn and followed him inside, kicking off her shoes and hanging her tote bag on a hook by the door. The brown bag with dinner made it to the table but Lettie waited to unpack it in favor of whisking Bug out of her carrier and letting the tiny—cute—menace pinch Lettie’s cheeks while babbling and laughing. 
Quinn had run upstairs, changed his shirt, and made it back down to help Lettie set the table when the door opened again. 
Lil kicked off her heels and sagged against the closed front door. She tossed her briefcase onto the floor and unbuttoned her black blazer. “Remind me why I wanted to be a lawyer again,” she grumbled, her dusky lavender fingers struggling to undo the buttons.
“Because you love helping people,” Lettie said, helping Lil out of the blazer and hanging it up beside the door. A starched white blouse stretched across Lil’s chest. “The boobs are fantastic today by the way.”
“Thanks, I grew them this morning,” Lil laughed, kissing Lettie’s cheek. 
Lil was only a few inches taller than Lettie if one didn’t count the heels and the horns. Years ago, Lil had found Lettie sobbing in a club bathroom, and Lettie had been torn between continuing her pity party and being absolutely enamored by the succubus that towered over her, pink eyes staring deep into Lettie’s brown eyes. 
“How was your day?” Lil asked as Lettie led her to the table.
Lettie sat down while Quinn filled their wine glasses and Bug happily sipped her apple juice, and relaxed in the comfort of spending a quiet evening at home with the only family that mattered to her.






  
  Chapter 2


Lettie pushed her pastel pink blue-light glasses back up her nose and squinted at the print on her computer. After hours of studying, the words blurred together into an unintelligible blob. Lettie sighed and leaned back in her chair, moving her head around to loosen her neck. 
Why was it always math?
Lettie was proficient at all of her other subjects. Literature? She loved it. Geology? One of her favorite courses so far. Letters mashed with numbers that demanded long drawn-out equations to find the solution? Lettie couldn’t wrap her head around it. Maybe she needed a tutor after all. If she did poorly on the upcoming midterm, she would search for her mathematical knight in shining armor.
But for now, she needed a break. 
She closed her laptop and stood, holding her hands over her head, and stretching until her back popped. Her things were safe where she left them on the table. No one even thought to steal with dragon librarians around. Another perk of living in a monster-filled city. 
The musty smell of old books tickled her nose. She breathed deep the scent of ink and paper as she wandered through the aisles, stretching her legs. The hem of her butter yellow sundress with daisies stitched into the skirt skimmed the tops of her knees. Her matching sandals smacked against the old, thin carpet. 
Lettie had tried school years ago and found it too difficult to juggle minimum wage jobs and full-time school, and she had collapsed under the pressure. It wasn’t until Lil found her crying in that club bathroom and took Lettie under their wing that Lettie found her footing in Autumnbrook. Lil eased Lettie into working at the brothel, and Lettie surprised herself by absolutely loving her new line of work. She paid her bills. She made friends. The stress melted off her back.
Now she was trying school again, less stressed than last time, but still no closer to knowing what she was doing here. What was it she wanted?
Quinn’s words rang in her mind. 
Why don’t you just go to culinary school?
She huffed, disturbing the swirling dust in the air. Great. Now Quinn was starting the argument in her own head. 
Lettie strolled through the earth science section, her eyes skimming over the various titles. A title caught her eye and she paused. Not helpful for her math problem but would help her geology mid-term paper about assessing geographical risks in different areas. She stood on the tips of her toes, reaching for the book. Her fingers barely grazed the edge of the shelf.
Her height deficiency was very unfair.
With a huff, she stretched her arm until her muscles protested, her fingers scrabbling against the spine but not able to grip it. A shadow fell over her, warmth radiated along her back, and a long arm reached over her shoulder to grab the book she had been trying so desperately to reach. For a brief moment, she thought they might be muscling in on the book she needed and prepared to throw elbows if necessary, but the glimpse of seafoam green made her freeze.
Could it be?
Lettie turned to face the Orc that towered over her. Silver eyes pinned her to the spot. Broad shoulders blocked most of the view behind him. A pressed cerulean button-up clung to his large chest and soft belly. Black slacks hugged thighs that reminded Lettie of tree trunks and she could only imagine the ass he had on him. A scar cut through his right eyebrow. One of the tusks that curled from his mouth was shorter than the other and capped with a silver tip. 
His eyes widened as he held the book out to her.
It had to be him.
She had to play this cool. It was unprofessional to air a client’s personal business, and Lettie was nothing if not professional.
“Thanks,” she chirped, gently taking the book from him. 
“Welcome,” he said, gruffly, clearing his throat. His eyes darted around as if looking for an escape.
“I’m Charlotte,” —she held out her hand—“but everyone calls me Lettie.”
He stared at her hand as if he expected it to bite him before he very carefully, enfolded her hand in his, shaking it up and down. “Roarke.”
Lettie withdrew her hand and held the book to her chest. “Do you go to school here?”
“Not anymore. I used to. I’m alumni. But
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