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We waited all day for this friend of his. By the late afternoon I fully expected them to arrive tomorrow. That was until the door swung open and this big green Ogre crunched dirt onto the wood. I’d been sat at the table when his huge green body stomped over to us; Beau was slicing through fresh fish at the table. “Ah, took you long enough.”

The Ogre had a large backpack on, made from old weathered cloth, holes coating the thing. He shrugged it off and dumped it on the table with a hard thunk vibrating through the wood surface. I flinched at the sound.

“Shit, you try lugging this across the lands,” he retorted, unwinding the rope strapping the backpack together. “Weighs a fucking tonne. Love to be those humans, you seen the things they can ride? That’d save my back.”

Beau and him took out the contents: jars of fermented goods, dry herbs, and other things. The last being a clay crock, he set it down on the table and peeled back the lid for us to peer at the contents. Buried in salt was something I had craved for weeks.

We’d been living off fish and eels. I hadn’t gotten the taste of red meat in weeks.

“You beauty,” Beau grinned. “We’ll have a stew with it.”

“Wish we could eat it tonight, shit needs to be washed,” the friend said, setting down the lid.

Beau was packing the jars on the shelves when the Ogre finally noticed me, his eyebrows raised. “Beau? We keeping strays now?”

I’d finally gotten a look at his features. His skin was more of an ashy green, he was huge and broad-shouldered just like Beau but with a bit of extra meat, his eyes a mossy green, and they looked at me utterly confused.

I couldn’t blame him. I climbed off the oversized chair, grabbed the corners of my dress and bowed a greeting. “It’s lovely to meet you. I am Claudia.”

He huffed quizzically, “Claudia, huh?” 
“She was passed out in the marsh, wounded,” Beau said, without taking much of a glance at his friend. “She’ll be staying for now.” 
“Yeah? What about the rations, you smooth-brained fuck?” he retorted, turning away from me completely to grizzle at Beau. 
“We’ll manage,” Beau replied. “Now stop yammering and swig some tea before you give yourself a headache.” He nudged his head toward the pot, glancing at it. 
I was immediately feeling like a fly on the wall when I sat back down, as the Ogre grumbled at Beau and took two clay cups and filled them. My body tensed as his mossy green eyes surveyed me; he thumped his overly-sized body in front of me and thrust a cup at me. 
I muttered my thanks. I didn’t particularly enjoy the marsh tea. Quite frankly, far too cheap for my taste, but I wasn’t about to complain. 
He dropped down into the seat beside me, his massive arm resting leisurely on the table as he held the cup in one hand, taking a big gulp before he probed, “So, where are you from? We gonna get anything for keeping a stray?” 
“I’m not going back,” the words slipped out on first instinct. “And I’ll be out of your hair when I recover, I can promise you that.” 
“No?” he grunted. “I can’t imagine sitting in this cabin, suffocating on his farts, would be worth sticking around.” He grinned. 
I almost laughed. Beau snorted behind us. “Fuck off, you oversized wart.” 
“So why aren’t you going back?” 
I found myself feeling like the first night I was here, the way Beau had probed and left me feeling like an open book. “I fled an arranged marriage with Lord Margen... I do not wish to bear his offspring.” 
He froze, the cup inches from his lips at my words. “Royal blood.”
I nodded. 
His lips spread wide in that mocking way as he cracked up with a deep belly laugh. “Shit, and that worked out well for you, didn’t it?” he said. “Nah, you can have your little temper tantrum all you want. Once you’re well enough, we’ll send you back and reap a nice reward.”
My hand tightened on the cup. I was about to refuse, to assert myself, when Beau cut in.

“She’s not going back,” I heard his voice way above me, from behind. The Ogre’s eyes went up, and he glared.

“The hell you mean?” he growled.

“You heard me,” Beau’s wall of an arm landed on the table beside me. “She ain’t going back.”

“We made a deal, Beau and I,” I announced, his eyes shot back down to me. “I’m going to stay... until I fall pregnant to him.”

I saw the heat starting in his eyes as I kept going, “That way, no matter if they find me, the king will cast me aside—”

The beast hardly heard me; he was already on his feet, moving like a force of nature as I flinched. He stormed past me, grabbing Beau and slamming him back against the cabin wall. The shelves rattled as some of the jars toppled and crashed to the floor, spilling their contents.

He growled, “Are all those screws loose? You got cotton stuffed up there? Do you have any idea what you’ve done?”

I threw myself onto my feet as Beau put up no fight, his piercing brown eyes held the Ogre’s unwavering glare.

“They’ll take our heads if they find out.”

“You think I don’t know the risks?” Beau finally growled as the Ogre’s nails dug into his chest. “Or do you think I held her down?”

I grabbed the beast’s free arm. “Please stop,” I shouted, capturing his attention, “that’s enough, this was my decision.”

He looked down at me, his hand still pinning Beau back.

“I’m not going back, not ever,” I said firmly, “You can be mad all you want, but blame me. I wanted this.”

He glared at Beau, huffing deeply as his hand reluctantly left his chest, “The king will—”

“He’ll never know I was here, I’ll be gone soon enough, you needn’t worry.”

Frustration bled through his features but he held his tongue, “Shit... Beau, I need to clear my head of your ugly mug...,” he heaved loudly, “get me some water, so I can start soaking meat for tomorrow.”

Beau gave a gruff response but obliged. As he passed by, he purposely put a hand on my back, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do while I’m gone, Alge.” 
The ogre only grunted not looking at him, but I felt more secure as he gave me one last glance. He wouldn’t be far.
The door thumped closed, leaving just me and this ogre alone. He didn’t say anything at first, salvaging the contents of jars and then retrieved the thick cut of meat from the crock. The ogre sliced through the dense chunk with ease. Tension was written on his face, but I wasn’t going to make myself smaller. 

I sat down at the table beside him, nursing the tea he had given me, toughing through the sour, earthy taste.

“Miss...” he finally broke the silence, “you can be real with me. If that dim-witted fuck made you do this, I’ll sort him out, you hear?” 
I didn’t like the look he gave me. I straightened. “Like I told you, I came onto him. I’m not being forced into anything. I wanted this.”
I wanted Beau to breed me.

The words almost left my mouth as my body responded, stirring up those lewd feelings in my core, heat bubbling. But I kept myself composed. 
He gave a long, drawn-out sigh. “Fine,” he gruffed. “Guess if we’re gonna be stuck with a stray for a while, you ought to know my name,” he said. “Call me Alge.” 
I smiled. “Alge,” I tried the strange name on my tongue. “I look forward to getting to know you.”

Alge was pleasant after that, even if he was a little gruff around the edges. 

As much as I craved the meat, it needed to be soaked for a day or so according to Alge. The one perk was that he knew how to use his spices to make the eel taste a bit more tolerable. The night drew in a slow crawl. I was far too keen when Beau was ready to go to bed. As soon as that door closed, nothing else mattered. 

I was here for one reason and one reason only, and this massive ogre was the answer to it all.

To the reason my pussy had been wet and aching all evening. This had been the first day all week I hadn’t been fucked, and my body hated it just as much as my mind.

I was on the bed at lightning speed, landing on all fours as he dragged the dress up. My heart hammered as I felt his thick, meaty cock drag over my panties.

Teasing my slit with his dick as he slid against my wet panties and growled in approval, “Wet, as always,” he mused. 
I rocked back into him, seeking more when he teased me. “Put it inside me, Beau,” I whispered.
Reaching a hand back as the tip of his meaty cock rubbed against my hand, its thick, bulbous head pressing against me, pulling my focus.

Did I want to play with his cock, or did I want him inside me? The answer was easy. I swept my panties aside, and the first bit of heat from his hard cock made me sigh.

“Take me, Beau,” I whispered in a hushed tone, parting my pussy lips to give him full access to my needy hole. “Breed me—”

There I felt the swollen head of his cock pressing to my hole, and it slid in. No matter how wet it was, no matter how impossibly tight it felt. His massive cock forced its way in, stretching me wide and leaving me moaning with delight. 
I snapped my hand over my mouth, muffling myself while I still had my senses with me.
Alge didn’t need to hear me moaning for his friend, right?

Beau wasted no time, thrusting into my welcoming hole. Each powerful thrust jolted my body and reached that decadent spot deep inside to make me see stars, mingling pleasure and pain as he stretched my pussy to its absolute limits.

I gasped loudly as my arm shook under my weight, feeling so feeble as I melted into the addictive sensations of his cock dominating my hole.

I pressed my hand firmer on my lips, stifling the growing moans of pleasure trying to spill from my throat. That only seemed to make Beau move quicker, deeper, taking his sweet time to fuck my pussy raw.

His large hands captured my hips, dragging me into each mind-melting thrust. “You’re awfully quiet tonight. What’s wrong, Your Majesty?” he queried in that low voice. “Are you afraid he’ll hear you?”

I slid my hand down for a brief moment, biting my lip as the next thrust pressed deliciously on my g-spot. “I am.”

“Hah, Alge was in bed hours ago. That beast could sleep through anything; you needn’t hold back,” he said. “You could scream on my cock, and he wouldn’t hear a thing.” I could hear the need in his voice, growing rougher as he pounded my pussy.

Like he was trying to make me moan, trying to steal any sound he could. “I’ll gladly prove it to you, so don’t hold back on me, Your Majesty.”

My hand snapped back to my mouth. Trying to keep any
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