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I awoke in the darkness, nestled beneath scratchy worn sheets with an unfamiliar scent. I forced myself upright.

My thoughts scrambled to make sense of it. Where was I? My eyes blinked, adjusting to the darkness engulfing the musky room.

These weren't the sheets of my chambers, nor the castle walls. Which told me one thing: I'd successfully escaped. Maybe.

But how? And where was I?

I peeled back the sheets and swung my feet over the side. Testing my weight proved to be a challenge; my right leg screamed with pain causing me to hiss. My eyes shot down to the culprit, a thick worn cloth bound around my calf.

I could recall snippets: entering the marshland, the horrifying moment my horse bucked as its feet sank into the marsh. We'd been riding for days and exhaustion had eaten at my strength. I was sent hurtling overhead and down into the marsh. The rest came back in fragments: the sound of hooves disappearing into the distance, pain radiating through my leg, the taste of swamp in my mouth, muscles aching as I dragged myself through reeds.

Someone had found me, and whoever that someone was must've been the one clattering away on the other side of that door. A light flickered under the thin strip beneath it.

I got onto my feet, gritting my teeth as I limped to the door. It slid open with a creak, making my body brace.

Any chance to sneak through was swiftly gone. There on the other side of this stale wooden clay-coated cabin, down the hallway, I saw the light coming from the centre. A place made of clay and elevated above the rest of the wooden floorboards; in the centre was the flicker of the fire, and fixed above it was a pot. A hearth.

Fighting the smell of damp moss and smoke was an alluring concoction. Stew. My stomach squealed in relief, my mouth salivating.

"Ah, so you're awake," the deep voice rumbled, causing me to halt on the spot.

My eyes locked on the enormous body off to the right. Knife in hand, it sliced through carrots on the wooden table.

In the lighting, its form was illuminated: green, hulking, with rough features. Its body dominated the space, and its shadow cast against the walls of the cabin made it seem all the more towering, making the room feel that much smaller.

"...have a seat, before you injure yourself further," the creature said in a surprisingly casual manner.

Like this was the most normal thing in the world.

My mind was running the numbers. I'd heard of it in the castle: fairytale creatures. The ones they warned you off in those folklore tales.

Beware of the Ogres. Brutish creatures with more brawn than brains. Terrors of the marshland. And here I stood inches from one of those brutes.

My hackles went up as its eyes set on me when I didn't move. My feet still frozen a few steps from the doorway, brown piercing eyes giving me their full attention.

Could this beast really be so bad? If it had tended to me?

I swallowed hard, my mouth feeling especially dry. "...Right," I answered, feeling much quieter than was typical of me.

I limped my way, one foot at a time, through the dimly lit room and set myself down on the chair next to the bubbling pot.

The fire crackled as its knife worked, slicing through thick potato, filling the silence as I sat there.

"How long was I out?"

"Long enough for me to sort out that hole in your leg," it retorted so casually, amongst the clunking of the knife. "I found you with a thick chunk of wood buried in that leg... nasty-looking thing. I got what I could out of it."

I must've been out of it pretty bad. I couldn't recall a single moment of that, which in itself was a blessing. "Thank you."

My eyes returned to the makeshift bandage as I assessed it, tight-bound with blotches of red.

"Don't thank me, you're not out of the marsh yet. Let's hope it doesn't get infected. I flushed it with some good wine."

Right.

Wood creaked and groaned as it moved, thumping its hulking form over to the pot. It added potato and carrots as I sat there watching, swirling the ladle and humming its curiosity over the contents, before setting itself down into the chair nearby. The chair groaned as it settled, its legs spread wide, arms folded curiously across its chest. Its eyes swept up my body with the same curiosity it had for that stew.

Like I was a meal it was waiting to dig into. "You're not from around here."

"No, I'm not."

"I figured as much when I found you draped in that royal garb." It glanced down at my body pointedly, eyes sampling my golden silk dress-tight-fitting and mottled with brown stains from the swamp water, edges torn and ripped. Not looking nearly as pure as it used to. "So what's a royal blood doing so far away from the safety of her castle walls?"

I could've held my tongue, lied, but with the creature before me, curious and unguarded, I found my mouth moving before I could conceal any of it. "I fled," it came out hoarse from my dry throat. The thick eyebrow quirked up on the beast. "I was being thrust into an arranged marriage with that royal prick." My hands bunched on the golden silk. "I wanted anything but to bear that man's heir." My face scrunched in disgust.

The corner of its mouth curled in amusement, sharp pointed teeth visible. "A daring thing you are," it said. "So you took off? I suppose you have a plan. Where are you running to?"

"Anywhere but there," I insisted. "I'll keep going. I'll go on the run however long it takes. Somewhere where he and his lackeys can't find me."

I saw its shoulders rock as it stifled a laugh. I couldn't deny it: the words sounded absurd coming out of my own lips, but it was my truth.

It reached for the ladle, tending to the stew as it continued, "Hah, I commend your spirit but the wilderness is no place for a pretty thing like you."

So be it.

"I'll manage."

"Sure," it said, "yet I found you collapsed in the reeds, wounded. You're fortunate I found you... any other beast could've found you. A defenceless thing."

There was an undercurrent in its warning. I knew it was right.

It sampled the stew and grumbled its approval.

"Maybe that wouldn't have been so bad," the words slipped out, snapping that piercing gaze back to me. "What king would want a woman tainted by the seed of a beast?"

I felt the stirring inside, a heat teasing my core at the thought. "I'd revel in the look he'd give, knowing I would bear something that wasn't his. They'd cast me aside. I'd be free."

I saw something flicker in its features, and the amusement behind it, as it licked its bottom lip. "You wish to spread your legs?"

Yes. The thought was turning me on. How had I not thought of this up until this very moment? To surrender my pussy to the monsters of the woods. Maybe there was something so profoundly wrong with me. Yet it felt so right.

"I do," I answered before pausing. "You could be the one to breed me."

I watched in disbelief as it laughed. "It seems you did more than wound your leg-"

"I'm serious," I pressed, feeling the heat brush my cheeks.

It rose from the chair and reached for the clay bowls on the table, beginning to dish out the stew as my own mind stewed with thoughts.

The thought of being brushed aside so readily stung in a way I hadn't expected.

Was it wrong to think like this? And if so, why was my pussy throbbing so much? I squeezed my thighs together to soothe my thrumming cunt. While my mind had other ideas, watching its muscular arms move, massive hands that could easily bend me over and spread my thighs apart. It could easily use its weight to pin me to that table and fuck my cunt.

I found myself moving, desperate to recapture its attention, not to be brushed aside.

My hand grasped its leathery forearm as I stumbled for support, ignoring the burning of my calf, feeling the muscles flex under my grip, supporting my balance. "You're a stubborn thing, aren't you?" it mused.

"I am... so what do you say?"

It gave me its full attention, letting go of the bowls and straightening, rising to its full height, causing me to crane my neck to look at its features.

"I'd say it's not so easy to bear the seed of a beast," it answered. "Half-breeds don't come that easily."

I squeezed its wrist. "Then we'll keep going, over and over again until it happens."

I felt my heart hammering, desperate to hear the yes from its deep rumbling voice.

"Listen to you, mewling for my cock," it continued in that gruff tone as it set the bowl down and returned its attention to me. "If you think you're serious about this, then by all means, Your Majesty, I'll let you prove it."

I let go as its hand moved to the pelt. "Show me how dearly you want to be bred." The ogre returned to the seat in front of us. There it finally pulled aside that leather pelt, spreading its thighs apart to reveal something that left me utterly speechless.

I was no stranger to sex, to men, to indulgence, but the sheer size of this cock stirred something deep inside me.

Could I really take that?

"Well?" Its prodding nudged me out of my thoughts and there I moved and knelt in between its legs, my hands capturing its hefty length. Feeling the heat and veins and life pulsing as I stroked it.

It was massive, far outsizing any man I had experienced before. My breath came out shuddered as I brought my lips to its length.

I licked the head and savoured its unnatural earthy taste, the musk of it. The more I sucked and licked, the bigger its already mammoth cock became.

But it didn't deter me. I took the head in my mouth, sucking and bobbing, feeling the massive intrusion sliding into my mouth, pressing against the top of my mouth.

So much bigger than anything I had ever known. Yet between my thighs I felt my pussy clenching on nothing, yearning to feel this cock spreading me, to sink deep inside. I moaned, stifled, as I felt its swollen head thump against the back of my throat, but not sinking any further. It was far too big and there above me, those piercing brown eyes watched me with hunger, relishing the way I gagged on its pulsing cock. It licked its bottom lip again, not savouring stew this time, enjoying me.

"Not bad, Your Majesty," each word came out slow and steady.

Its meaty hand landed on my head, combing through my matted black hair, fingers spanning over my head as I bobbed, guiding my movements and tilting my head further, to which I obeyed.

"Relax."

I did my best, with each movement the head of its swollen cock sank into my mouth and pressed against the back of my throat, but never went further. I could feel tears prickling at the corners of my eyes as my gag reflex was tested with each thrust.

As much as I wanted to take more, as much as my pussy throbbed and clenched absently, desperate to feel it go deeper, the sensations made me hot and bothered.

It sighed as it pulsed in my mouth and made drool spill from my lips and down my chin.

Till finally that hand tilted me back
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