
Bred by the Ogre 2: Ruined for any King

Copyright 2026 © Katherine Welch

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including, but not limited to, photocopying or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.
This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, events, and places are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. Please note that all characters are 18 or older.
Please don’t replicate what you see in this book.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Bred by the Ogre 2: Ruined for any King

Sign up for Katherine Welch's Mailing List

Further Reading: Bred by Aliens 7: Tammy's First Time with an Enormous Alien

Also By Katherine Welch

I scrubbed away at the endless pile of dishes, the warm water soothing my fingers as I worked through the different clay plates and bowls, the events of the last week playing through my mind.

We'd been falling into a rhythm at this point; the four walls of this cabin were beginning to feel familiar. During the day the ogre, Beau, would tend to the duties outside of the cabin while I was left to my own devices. He wanted me to heal but I wanted to show my gratitude. And so on days much like this I got to work doing one of the small things to make his life easier. The throbbing in my leg hadn't disappeared; each shifting of my weight reminded me pointedly that I was wounded. Instead of gritting through that pain I'd kept my knee resting on the chair for support while I used the big pot to wash the dishes.

Beau was especially attentive when tending to the wound, which was the only reason I wasn't looking forward to his return. My bandages needed to be changed, he had warned in that apologetic way before he left. Outside of that, everything else wasn't so bad. He always showered me in praise, but the thing I had enjoyed most of all was the deal we had formed.

I'd gotten to know most of the space intimately, such as the time he fucked me against the bookcase in the back room, on the couch where he often had me sit while he tended to my wound, against most of the walls as he pinned me there. I knew the feel of his bed intimately, having my face buried into the scratchy mattress as he bent me over and fucked my brains out.

An ogre's dick was something otherworldly... I spent most of my days anticipating when he would drive his cock into my pussy. Beau had kept to his word, spreading my legs and filling me with his seed. And to be honest, my body was far too ready; even now my pussy was getting wet just thinking about it. Aching to feel that addictive stretch as his massive dick forced its way into my tight body again.

I had to sigh; standing here torturing myself with fantasies wouldn't get me anywhere. Where the hell was he now? Beau had been up rather early today, preparing breakfast before disappearing into the marshland to do God knows what. It was the one time we had fallen out of our sexual routine.

The creaking of the door pulled my focus, daylight spilling into the cabin along with the thumping of boots. There he was, carrying under his arm a large collection of reeds. He thumped his hulking form past me, and set them down in the catchment beside the hearth. "You were up early today," I called, keeping my eyes glued to the plates.

"Hm," he hummed, dusting his hands off, clapping them together as he rose. "The fireplace won't keep. I've been drying out reeds this week, this should keep her going. Long enough," he said, his voice coming closer with each thunking of his boots.

"What do you think you're doing? I never said you had to clean," he queried. "You should be resting."

"Nonsense," I shot back, feeling the warmth of his stomach pressing against my back. "It's the least I can do, for everything you have given me."

He hummed again, and I could feel his meaty hand running over my shoulder, down my shoulder blade, then sweeping around to rest on my stomach. "I suppose it wouldn't hurt... as long as you're not pushing yourself."

My heart hammered in anticipation. I fully expected things to shift immediately from here. Beau had an insatiable appetite; he could easily bend my body to his will, the same way he bent me over this table on the first night I was here. Another throb teased my core. My breathing hitched, fully expecting that hand resting on my stomach to shift down curiously. 

To find the evidence of my desire, hidden under the dress. To feel my arousal dripping all over my panties, all for him. 

"I won't, I promise. If it gets too much, then I'll stop," I told him after swallowing hard. Swallowing down the urges that had been riddling my mind all day. His hand lazily traced my stomach as he continued. "Good, I don't want you to become bed-bound..." He paused as his fingers shifted lower, caressing my pelvis as he continued. "Why don't you take a break from that?" 

I froze, knowing what was about to come.

"Have a seat on the couch. I'll get a few things ready and then we'll clean your wound." The part I hated most. But I didn't object. I ended up setting myself down into the old material, my body rigid and stiff like a board, bracing, hearing the clinking and clattering as he got things ready. Beau went down on his knees in front of me. I didn't pay attention after he captured my leg and began to unbind the bandage. Never really having the heart to see what the wound was like, I already knew what it FELT like; that was enough for me. I clenched my teeth and bunched the golden dress in my hands, gritting through the worst of it. Beau offered his praise and reassurance as his meaty hand kept my leg straight, like a vice I couldn't have pulled away even if I had wanted to. But this was for my own good, and I knew that. "You've done well," I heard his praise again, as the tight bandage went around and around my leg. I finally exhaled, letting the tension leave my shoulders as my eyes finally peeled open. Beau was kneeling before me with my foot resting on his thigh, deep brown eyes fixated on my leg.

"How does it look? Any better?" 

"Not infected," he said, "the wine and honey seems to be working." He finally swept his gaze up my body. "You take it well. I commend your endurance, your majesty." He smiled, sharp teeth visible.

He always emphasised it, in that endearing way.

He knew my name, Claudia, but never chose to use it. Part of me wondered if he got a kick out of it, getting to breed a royal. 

His eyes drifted back down to my bunched hands, the hem of my dress riding up my thighs, and there, his eyes rested between my legs. "I think you've earned a reward for putting up with all this. What do you say?" 

I answered with my foot, just as he was about to tuck the end of the bandage. I brought my foot to his pelt and pressed my toes against his crotch. I could feel him through the fur, his length not yet hard, and smiled at the way he grunted his approval at my curious foot. "I've been waiting all day to hear you say that," I told him. "Get down here and make me come on your tongue." 

The desire flared in his eyes, a growl rumbling in his throat as my toes explored his length, tracing across the fur pelt. "As you wish, your majesty," he said, taking on a playful tone. Beau bent down, bringing his massive head between my thighs, and groaned his delight as he breathed against my panties, his thick arms hooking under my thighs and sliding me further down the couch with ease. I could feel his hot, wet tongue gliding against the fabric, hungrily blotting it in his saliva. "Even your panties taste so sweet," he spoke, without lifting his gaze. "They're soaked in your taste.”
I ran my fingers through his tufts of black hair and clenched. "You've been gone all day," I shot back. "I'm done waiting." 
I guided his head down, pressing him against my cunt and felt the deep exhale, his breath fanning through the fabric. My legs spread apart for him as I felt his mouth tracing the fabric, toying with me through the thin barrier.

And through every second of it, it felt like heaven. I ground against his mouth. More. I needed much more of this. 

My good leg rested on his mountain of a back while the other dangled off the couch lazily. His arms clenched tighter against my thighs. He growled his approval into my cunt as I desperately sought more, until he pulled away, sucking in a breath. I felt the fabric being pulled aside, his meaty tongue found my bare slit and dragged all the way up.

Savouring every drop of arousal as I moaned, my head teetering back against the couch. My eyes drifted to the ceiling as he toyed with my cunt. He ate me out, his tongue exploring every inch as sounds poured from my lips. Finally, I was getting what I'd desperately needed all day.

"Beau," I whined, his name as he pulled away, my fingers clenching in his hair. Wishing he wouldn't dare leave, not when I was this close. 

I felt the huff as his arm shifted. "You're such a needy thing," he teased, and there at my entrance I felt the press as two fingers plunged inside.

Beau's thick digits spread me deliciously as my legs trembled. I moaned as they plunged all the way down to the base, and then curled back. It was electric, pleasure radiating through me as he found my G-spot.

It felt so fucking good, but the minute his mouth closed around my clit while he pumped my pussy, there was no chance of me being edged today. My legs clamped shut as I screamed in ecstasy, grasping his head with both my hands. Riding out the orgasm as his fingers still remained knuckle-deep inside my dripping wet cunt. 

He exhaled deeply as he released my clit. "Hah," he sighed, his approval as his fingers slipped out, drenched in my arousal, glistening and sticky, shimmering in the dim lighting. "Look how wet you are for me."

I couldn't deny how erotic it was watching him sucking his fingers clean right before my very eyes, taking his sweet time to enjoy the taste of my desires spilt all over his fingers. Beau stared at me with such intensity as he began to remove the loincloth. "I could sit here and eat out this sweet pussy all day, but I've got a far better reward for you."

The second he peeled away the cloth I was met with his mammoth cock springing to attention. On the first day I had seen his absolute behemoth of a dick, it had been a daunting sight.

But today, it only turned me on more how he filled me so completely. My pussy clenched absently, stirring to feel his dick stretching me out. He rose, his wide frame towering over me as he put a knee on the couch. His hands hooked under my thighs, and then he grabbed the couch. My pussy was high in the air as he leaned over me, brown eyes blazing with desire as my heart hammered in anticipation. His massive dick landed there on my slit, and immediately he gruffed a sound, sliding his dick back and forth over my wet cunt.

I squirmed uselessly, rocking against his addictive cock. "What are you waiting for?"

He grinned down at me. "Beg for it."

I could feel my cheeks heating up. "Beg?"

"Beg for me to use this royal cunt for what it's made for." He rutted his cock over my slit, pressing against my thrumming clit, pressing so nicely to make my legs quiver. The slick wet sound followed with each swipe over my dripping wet cunt.

"Please, I can't take it anymore," I whined. "I need to feel you filling me up." My hands found his length, his cock thrust between my palms. I wanted to press him straight
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