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A wish whisks me away to Faerie, where I have magic! And a “married at first sight” orc husband.

Stuck slinging pizzas in the deadest of dead-end jobs, I make a wish. In a blink, I’m teetering on top of a standing stone in Faerie, where I’m a witch!

With monsters fighting over me!

Thank god, the orc wins. A fierce and deadly warrior, Rovann’s nothing but gentle with me.

I’m stunned when he claims me as his moon bound bride, saying we’re already magically matched and married. I never imagined being wed to a stranger, even one who makes my heart flutter. When I tell him humans don’t work like that, Rovann vows to woo me.

No matter what it takes.
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Bound to the Orc Ranger is a steamy monster fantasy romance novella with a full HEA. It features a daring orc warrior who falls hard and a heroine ready to realize her dreams. Welcome to the Moon Blade Clan, where heart-melting romance, toe-curling steam, magic, and adventure combine into stories you’ll devour.
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Dear Reader, I write fun and steamy stories full of consent and adventure, and I want you to have a safe reading experience. I don’t want to spoil anything here, so if you’d like to see tropes and content warnings, please find them on my website.
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​​​​​​​​​​​CHAPTER ONE
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Olivia
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My hand cramps as I fold the edges of another pizza box. A hiss of pain escapes me as I shake it out, my eyes falling to the stack of flat cardboard I still need to turn into boxes before I can go home.

“Almost done,” I say as a little pep talk, trying to fight back fatigue. “You got this.”

I locked the Pizza Shack’s front door ten minutes ago, so no customers are around to hear. At least I’m off my feet for the first time in hours, perched on one of the orange vinyl stools that line the counter of the tiny dining area. To call this place a hole-in-the-wall is an insult to holes.

I get another two boxes done before the scuff of a footstep sounds behind me.

“Yo, Olive,” Chad says. “I’m out.”

I spin around and squint at where he stands in front of the door. After a double shift, the actinic glare of the bright overhead lights gives me a headache.

“What?” There’s no way this asshole finished all of his closing duties. He never does his share, knowing I’ll pick up the slack. “Did you take out the trash? It’s your turn.”

He doesn’t even turn around, just waves one ruddy hand over his shoulder as the other pulls the god-awful orange uniform hat off his blond curls. “Yeah, yeah. All done. Laters.”

The glass door swings open with an artificial chime and the roar of traffic noise before shutting with a bang. I hurry over to flip the deadbolt, my reflection looking washed out from the sixteen-hour day. I’ve got an olive complexion to match my name, but put me in a bright-orange Pizza Shack shirt, and I go downright pasty.

Even in his obnoxiously colored uniform, Chad disappears into the press of people hurrying past on the sidewalk. The number of Friday night revelers is nowhere near the crush of Chicago’s daytime crowds, but in a city of millions, you’re rarely alone.

You can still be lonely, though.

Like Chad, I want to leave. Unlike him, I’m not meeting friends to hit a cool new club. The most exciting thing I have planned is to return to the tiny room I can barely afford, fall across my thin mattress, and sink into the oblivion of sleep. After two days of double shifts, I’m worn out, but I couldn’t turn down the extra money. If I’m careful, I can pay off a little bit extra this month, reduce Nonna’s lingering medical debt instead of barely making the interest payments.

I hurry through folding the rest of the boxes and carry them into the kitchen—not that you can really call it a kitchen. The back of this place is mostly a giant walk-in freezer full of premade pizzas and a bank of flash ovens that can take fake cheese from ice cold to tongue searing in less than ten minutes.

Maybe if I ever got to actually cook something, this job would be fun.

“Yeah, right.” I snort, stacking the boxes on empty wire-rack shelves. Pizza Shack doesn’t want anyone to actually cook. And it’s not as if someone like me could ever afford culinary school. My dreams are going to stay that—dreams.

A layer of smudged grease coats the stainless steel counter where we take the pizzas out of the ovens. He didn’t even do that much. I grab a disinfect wipe, give the surface a quick scrub, and toss the wipe into the trash. I turn away on autopilot before it registers—the trash can is full.

“Dammit, Chad.” Just like always. He knows I’ll pick up the slack, because I can’t afford to lose this job. It’s shitty and soul-sucking, but it feeds me and keeps a roof over my head.

I gather the edges of the plastic bag and tug, lifting the whole bin instead of removing the bag. I kick the side a couple of times to jar it loose, and the can clatters back to the concrete floor.

The smell of the fake garlic used in the pizza sauce poofs out the top as I close up the bag. It makes me want to gag. I love garlic, real garlic, like Nonna used to buy every time we made homemade pizza on Sundays. Those were the highlight of my week growing up, standing beside her in her tiny kitchen, helping her work the dough, the smell of yeast and garlic and slow-cooked tomatoes filling the air.

Now I’m thankful every day for those memories, full of good food and love and belonging. She’d asked me to visit for my twentieth birthday, and we’d relived one of my special childhood Sundays. Had she known she didn’t have much more time?

My fingers brush over the necklace she gave me, feeling its solid presence under the thin polyester of my work shirt. It’s a pretty piece of quartz strung on a black cord. “It’ll help you realize your dreams, Olivia,” Nonna said. “Promise me you’ll always wear it.”

I put it on for her funeral and hadn’t taken it off in the two years since.

But those years landed me right where I started, still at the Pizza Shack.

I pull the stone out and wrap my fingers around it, whispering my new mantra. “I want my dreams. I deserve my dreams. I wish my dreams would come true.”

Then I get back to work, lugging the trash bag over to the back door. It swings open on the real reason Chad didn’t take out the trash. Oh sure, he’s a lazy little shit, but the back alley creeps him out.

It’s not that dark—no place in downtown Chicago is truly dark, no matter the time of night—but it’s empty with no one around, and something muffles the city noises until you feel like the rest of the world is far away. It’s a strange feeling, but I kind of like it.

The ripe smell of garbage overpowers the city’s typical scent of car exhaust. Sticky humidity coats my face.

As I drop the bag into the dumpster, the faint traffic noise grows even quieter and a spotlight flicks on behind me, throwing my shadow across the metal surface in a sharp outline.

“What the hell?” I spin around, my hand flying up to shield my eyes as the bright light makes my temples throb.

It’s not a spotlight.

A swirling vortex spins in the air above me, brilliant white at the center with flashes of icy blue sparkling around the edges. A cool breeze full of the scent of flowers washes over me. A high, sweet melody of notes teases the air, like a song playing in a distant room. I feel like I should recognize it, even though I’ve never heard it before.

A spot of heat warms my chest, and I glance down. My quartz necklace glows, making an orange lantern of my shirt front. I pull it free and grip it. Little zips of electricity shoot through my hand and race up my arm.

“Realize your dreams,” Nonna’s voice whispers from somewhere far away.

Then my own voice resonates through the alley like a struck gong, bouncing off the walls. It’s my earlier wish played back to me at full blast. “I wish my dreams would come true!”

The music rises to a crescendo. Light swoops down around me turning the whole world white.
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Rovann
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My fist cracks against Krivoth’s jaw with a satisfying flare of pain in my knuckles. I bare my tusks in a feral grin, knowing he hurts far worse than me.

Yells echo through the village pub as our clan mates circle close, cheering us on. Firelight dances across the wooden walls and floor, flickering over all the familiar green faces. The smell of spilled ale fills the air, our splattered drinks darkening the sawdust at our feet.

Krivoth shakes his head, his long black hair swirling as he narrows his dark eyes. He breaks into a snarl. My own gleeful anger rises to match it. We’ve gone too long without any action, our enemies avoiding us because the Moon Goddess hasn’t offered any sky gifts to fight for.

He lands a lucky punch to my ribs, but the ache only spurs me on. A growl rips from my throat as I block another strike and land one of my own.

I catch a glimpse of Mother’s eager grin as she mimes an uppercut. She leans forward, hands held up and ready to join the fray. Large and powerfully built, she hasn’t taken retirement from the position of warlord without grumbling that peace is boring as shit.

“Enough!” Dravarr bellows from behind me.

My brother’s voice does little to stop us. If anything, we punch faster, our fists a blur, each trying to get in as many blows as possible. Gerna’s voice eggs us on, rising above the others. Krivoth’s sister really does love a good fight.

A hand clamps onto my shoulder, squeezing like the vice grip of a god. It jerks me backward with a rip of tearing cloth.

“I said enough.”

Dravarr looms. He’s seven-feet tall, same as the rest of us, but somehow he still manages to loom. His wide shoulders flare, heavy with muscle. We’re built a lot alike, two of the strongest of the clan, but my brother has one year on me, and it makes him insufferable.

“We’re just sparring.” I bare my tusks, my hands aching to punch him. “No need to stop us.”

“That looked like more than sparring.” His dark eyes snap fire, his chin juts forward, and even his beard seems to bristle with anger.

I gesture to the knife sheathed on my hip, to my sword hanging from a barstool in its scabbard. “No blades drawn. No harm done.”

“No harm done,” Krivoth echoes, and the crowd mumbles it with him, Nana loudest of all.

It’s an ancient saying, brought with us from Avalon, the main realm of Faerie that was our original home. Orcs might be quick to anger and even quicker to fight, but we can take a lot of punishment, too. Brawling is accepted—expected, even.

“Save it for the ogres,” Dravarr snaps.

“What ogres?” I spread my arms wide. “They haven’t attacked in weeks.”

The ogres are bigger than orcs, but we’re the stronger fighters. The massive gray brutes learned long ago not to confront us lightly. These days, they only attack if the Moon Goddess drops sky gifts they want.

But our goddess shuns us, gifting neither rewards nor punishments. Only stars decorate the night sky, the goddess failing to cast her bright light.

Around us, our clan mates shift uneasily. This is the longest we’ve gone without a sign from our goddess. The king sent word to all the orc villages asking if anyone’s seen the Moon Goddess brighten their sky, but no one has. The goddess provides our only connection to the rest of Faerie. Without her, we’re truly alone. The worry puts everyone on edge.

Dravarr knows it, too. He’s simply not willing to admit it. As soon as he became clan warlord, he drove a dagger straight up his own ass, and it’s stolen the fun from him ever since.
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