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I was traveling to start a new life when raiders attacked our caravan. Now their enslaved troll refuses to let me go…

When bandits strike, I think I'm doomed until their chained troll weapon sees a raider threatening me and breaks free to protect me instead. Now I'm his prisoner in a mountain cave, but this gentle giant isn't the mindless destroyer I expected.

My body bears a humiliating curse—milk that flows whether I've borne children or not. But Grohk doesn't see shame when he discovers my secret. He sees treasure. He's never tasted anything so sweet, never encountered a woman whose gift calls to his deepest hungers.

I should escape back to civilization, should resist his growing devotion and whispered promises of protection. But he’s the sweetest, most gentle soul I’ve ever known. I don’t have the heart to leave him…

Maybe surrendering to a troll's gentle possession is exactly what my heart has been craving.

A sweet monster romance with a protective troll hero, lactation themes, size difference, and an HEA that transforms captivity into chosen family.
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CHAPTER ONE

The merchant caravan had been traveling for three days through the mountain passes, and I already regretted my decision to join them.

Not because of the rough roads or the cold mountain air that cut through even the thickest cloaks. Not even because of the suspicious looks the other travelers kept shooting my way whenever they thought I wasn't watching. No, I regretted it because of the familiar ache building in my chest, the telltale fullness that marked me as different, cursed, unwanted.

Twenty-three years old and still unmarried. In our village, that made me practically a spinster, but it wasn't for lack of trying on my family's part. My father had paraded potential suitors through our modest home for the past five years, each one initially interested in the blacksmith's youngest daughter with her acceptable dowry and reasonably pretty face.

Until they learned about my condition.

I pressed my hand to my bodice, feeling the dampness that had begun to seep through the thick fabric despite my careful binding. The curse that had manifested when I turned eighteen—my body producing milk despite never having carried a child, never even having been touched by a man. The village midwife had called it a sign of divine blessing, but the men who'd come courting called it unnatural, disturbing, wrong.

"Probably cursed by some witch," Mr. Holloway had whispered to my father when he thought I couldn't hear. "What kind of pure maiden leaks like a wet-nurse without cause? It's not natural."

Not natural. The words had followed me for years, whispered behind hands at market days, muttered by potential suitors who fled once they learned my secret. My three older sisters had all married well, producing grandchildren that made my parents beam with pride. But me? I was the family burden, the daughter who couldn't be married off, the reminder that bloodlines produced things that didn't fit.

The wagon jolted over a particularly rough patch of road, and I winced as the movement sent a sharp ache through my sensitive breasts. At this rate, I'd be leaking through my outer garments by evening, and then there would be questions I couldn't answer, stares I couldn't bear.

"Easy there, miss," called the wagon driver, a grizzled man named Tobias who'd been surprisingly kind during our journey. "Road gets rougher through these passes, but we'll make camp soon enough."

I managed a weak smile in response, not trusting my voice. The pressure in my chest had grown unbearable during our morning travels, a throbbing ache that made every breath shallow and painful. I needed relief desperately. When the wagons stopped for the midday meal, I slipped away into the forest with my small pack, seeking privacy among the dense pine trees.

The forest was cool and dark, pine needles soft beneath my feet as I found a secluded grove far enough from camp that no one would stumble upon me. With trembling fingers, I unlaced my bodice and loosened the tight binding beneath, gasping as the pressure finally began to ease.

The moment the cloth fell away, milk began to bead on my swollen nipples before flowing in thin streams down my chest. The relief was immediate and overwhelming—muscles I didn't know I'd been tensing finally relaxed as the painful fullness subsided. I cupped my hands beneath my breasts, catching what I could, watching the pearlescent liquid pool in my palms before spilling between my fingers.

The sweet, distinctive scent rose around me like incense, heavier and richer than I remembered. My body trembled as the pressure eased drop by drop, each release sending waves of blessed relief through my chest and down my spine. I pressed my palms against my ribs, feeling the way my breathing deepened as the tightness finally faded.

When the flow finally slowed to occasional drops, I used water from my flask to clean myself as best I could. But the scent lingered on my skin despite my efforts, and when I returned to the caravan with my clothing rearranged and binding retightened, I prayed no one would notice the lingering sweetness that clung to me like a guilty secret.

The attack came without warning that afternoon, savage war cries echoing off the canyon walls as painted raiders poured from the trees on both sides of the narrow pass. But it wasn't the raiders themselves that froze my blood in my veins—it was the massive creature they'd brought with them.

A troll. An actual, living troll.

He towered at least nine feet tall, broad shoulders covered in what looked like moss and small plants that had taken root in his thick hide. His hair was a wild tangle of green that moved with a life of its own, and his arms were bound with heavy iron chains that his captors used to direct his movements like some terrible weapon.

"Smash the wagons!" one of the raiders screamed, yanking on the chains. "Kill the men, take everything of value!"

The troll's face was a mask of misery and rage as he was forced to comply, his massive fists splintering wagon wheels and sending goods scattering across the rocky ground. But even as he destroyed, I could see intelligence in his storm-gray eyes, a soul trapped in circumstances beyond his control.

The other passengers screamed and ran, some cut down by raider blades before they could escape. I should have run too, should have fled into the forest and prayed the chaos would cover my escape. Instead, I froze in place, watching this magnificent, terrible creature who moved with obvious reluctance, obvious pain.

One of his massive hands caught a wagon wheel, and for just a moment, our eyes met across the destruction. Recognition passed between us—shared understanding of what it meant to be used by others, controlled by forces beyond our choosing.

Then everything changed.

A raider had cornered me behind an overturned wagon, his scarred face twisted with cruel intent as he grabbed for my torn skirts. "Pretty little thing," he leered, his breath reeking of ale and violence. "Worth keeping alive for a while, I think."

I screamed and tried to scramble away, but there was nowhere to go. His hands were already tearing at my bodice when a stray blade from the battle—meant for someone else entirely—sliced through one of the chains binding the troll's left arm.

The iron links parted with a sound like thunder, and suddenly the air crackled with different tension.

The troll's storm-gray eyes fixed on the scene—the raider pinning me down, my terrified struggles, my desperate cries for help. Rage flared in those ancient depths, primal and protective.

With a roar that shook the mountains, the troll snapped the remaining chains like they were made of grass. But instead of turning on all the raiders, he moved with deadly purpose toward the one threatening me.

The raider looked up just in time to see death approaching in the form of nine feet of enraged troll. He released me and tried to run.

He didn't make it three steps.

But I wasn't watching what the troll did to my attacker. I was staring at the massive creature who'd looked directly at me again, whose storm-gray eyes had gone wide with recognition. He moved toward me with surprising speed for his size, and I finally found the presence of mind to be afraid.

Too late.

One enormous hand closed around my waist, lifting me from the ground as easily as a child might pick up a doll. I screamed—of course I screamed—but the sound was lost in the chaos of battle as he threw me over his shoulder like a sack of grain.

"Soft one safe now," he rumbled in a voice like distant thunder, the words barely recognizable but understandable. "Grohk keeps soft one."

Keeps me. The implication sent fresh terror through my already panicked mind as he strode away from the destruction, carrying me toward the treeline with steps that covered ground faster than any horse could run. The other passengers, what remained of them, were either dead or fleeing in the opposite direction. No one was coming to save me.

"Please," I gasped against his moss-covered shoulder, but he didn't seem to hear me. Or maybe he simply didn't care. "Please, I'm not—I don't—"

But my protests died as the sounds of battle faded behind us. The troll—Grohk, he'd called himself—moved through the forest with the confidence of someone who knew every tree, every stone, every hidden path. His steps were surprisingly careful despite his size, avoiding fallen logs and thick brambles that would have torn my skirts to shreds.

Despite my terror, I became acutely aware of other things. The warmth radiating from his massive body, seeping through his rough clothing to envelope me in unexpected comfort. The scent of him—pine and mountain air and something wild and earthy that made my pulse quicken in ways I didn't understand. The careful strength of his arm across my back, holding me secure without crushing me.

The forest grew denser as we climbed, pine boughs so thick overhead that the afternoon sun barely penetrated to the forest floor. Grohk's breathing remained steady, unlabored, as if carrying a full-grown woman up a mountainside was no more effort than walking empty-handed.

His massive hand rested low on my back, fingers spread wide to keep me balanced on his shoulder. The touch burned through my torn clothing, and I became shamefully aware that my struggles had shifted my skirts higher than was proper. His fingers brushed against the bare skin of my thigh where my stockings had torn, and I shivered at the contact.

After what felt like hours but was probably much less, the trees began to thin again, revealing rocky outcroppings and steep cliff faces. We were much higher now, the air thin and cold, and I could see the distant valley spread out below us like a patchwork quilt of farms and forests.

"Where are you taking me?" I whispered, not really expecting an answer.

"Home," Grohk said simply, his voice vibrating through his chest and into my body where I pressed against him. "Safe place. No hurt soft one."

Soft one. The phrase should have been insulting, but the way he said it made it sound protective. Like I was precious, fragile, worth handling with care.

We reached a narrow ledge that led nowhere, just a dead end against the cliff face. But Grohk ducked his head and stepped sideways, and suddenly we were in a hidden passage that opened into a natural cave.

The cavern was rough and wild, clearly untouched by human hands. Water dripped from stalactites overhead, and the floor was uneven stone covered in patches of moss. It was dry, at least, and there was a natural crack in the ceiling that would draw smoke upward.

Grohk set me down with surprising gentleness, his massive hands steadying me as I swayed on unsteady feet. He looked around the empty cave with the same wonder I felt, as if seeing it for the first time.

"Safe here," he said, his voice echoing off the stone walls. "Hidden. No one find."

"Have you been here before?" I asked.

He shook his head slowly. "Grohk remember this place. From before raiders. Before chains." His storm-gray eyes grew distant. "Young Grohk explore mountains. Find many caves. This one... this one special. Secret."

So this was a refuge from his youth, not a prepared home. That explained the emptiness, the untouched feel of the space.

Now that I was standing before him, the size difference was even more overwhelming. My head barely reached his chest, and his shoulders were so broad they blocked out everything else.

But it was his face that caught my attention. Despite his intimidating size, despite the moss and strange vegetation that grew directly from his skin, his features were rough-hewn but not unkind. Carved in broad strokes that spoke of strength and endurance, but with an expression of genuine concern that made my terror begin to ebb.

"Hurt?" he asked, his storm-gray eyes moving over me with careful attention. "Soft one hurt? Grohk fix."

"I'm not hurt," I said, though my voice shook with exhaustion and residual fear. "You... you saved me from those raiders."

Confusion crossed his craggy features. "Soft one safe now. Good."

He moved around the cave with purpose now, gathering dry wood from debris that had blown in over the years, arranging stones to make a fire pit. His movements were efficient but uncertain, like someone working from old memories.

"Grohk make fire," he said, striking flint against steel with surprising skill. "Make warm. Make safe."

Soon a small fire crackled in the makeshift pit, casting dancing shadows on the cave walls. The smoke rose through the natural chimney, and the space began to feel less wild, more sheltered.

From a leather pouch at his belt, he produced dried meat and what looked like edible roots. Not much, but enough for a meal.

"For soft thing," he said, offering me a portion. "Grohk not have much. Raiders not feed Grohk good food."

"Sit," he instructed, gesturing to a relatively flat rock near the fire. "Rest. Grohk keeps soft one safe."

I sank onto the makeshift seat, my legs suddenly too weak to support me. The events of the day crashed over me all at once—the attack, the destruction, being carried away by a creature from legend. I should be dead. By all rights, those raiders should have killed me along with the other passengers.

Instead, I was in a wild cave, being offered food and rough shelter by a troll who was more concerned with my comfort than with... well, whatever it was that trolls supposedly did to captive humans.

"Why?" I whispered, looking up at him as he settled cross-legged nearby, careful to keep some distance between us. "Why did you save me?"

Grohk was quiet for a long moment, his eyes fixed on the fire. When he finally spoke, his voice was softer than before, uncertain.

"Soft one looked at Grohk," he said slowly, as if the words were difficult to form. "Not like fear. Not like hate. Just... looked. Like seeing Grohk."

The simple honesty in his words made my throat tight with unexpected emotion. When was the last time anyone had looked at me without judgment, without whispers about my strangeness, without pity or disgust?

"What happens now?" I asked, though I wasn't sure I wanted to know the answer.

"Soft one rests," Grohk said, rising to bank the fire for the night. "Tomorrow, Grohk teaches soft one about mountain. About safe."

He moved to the far side of the cave, settling onto the bare stone floor with only his torn clothing for comfort. His sleeping area made mine look luxurious by comparison. The firelight played across his features, softening the harsh angles and highlighting the careful way he watched me.

As he settled his massive frame on the hard ground, his rough clothing shifted and I caught a glimpse of the scars that covered his arms and chest. Some looked like they came from weapons, but others were more deliberate—marks of punishment, of years of abuse at the hands of creatures smaller but more vicious than himself.

"Sleep," he rumbled, his voice already drowsy. "Grohk watches. Keep soft one safe."

As I lay there by the flickering firelight, using my torn cloak as a blanket, I realized I felt truly safe for the first time in years. The merchant's daughter who'd set out to find a new life had certainly found something unexpected. Whether it was better or worse than what I'd left behind remained to be seen.

But as I drifted toward sleep, listening to the steady breathing of my unlikely protector, his massive presence both comforting and unsettling, I couldn't bring myself to regret the strange turn my life had taken.

After all, what was waiting for me in the civilized world except more rejection, more whispers, more proof that I would never fit into the life that others expected me to live?

Here, at least, I was seen. Here, I was... safe.

Even if I had no idea what that safety would cost me.


CHAPTER TWO

I woke to pain.

Not the sharp agony of injury, but the deep, persistent ache of muscles that had been handled roughly, joints that had been jarred beyond their limits. My shoulder throbbed where it had pressed against Grohk's collarbone during our flight through the forest, and my ribs ached where his arm had held me secure but far from gently.

The cave was filled with soft morning light that filtered down through the crack in the ceiling, and the fire had burned down to glowing embers. I lay still for a moment, trying to orient myself, trying to convince my body that I was safe despite every instinct screaming that I was in danger.

A shadow fell across me, and I looked up to find Grohk crouched nearby, his storm-gray eyes fixed on my face with an intensity that made me suddenly very aware of how small and vulnerable I was.

"Soft thing awake," he observed, and there was pleasure in his rumbling voice. "Good. Grohk worried soft thing hurt."

I tried to sit up and immediately regretted it as various bruises made themselves known. A soft whimper escaped my lips before I could stop it, and Grohk's expression immediately shifted to distress.

"Hurt?" he asked urgently, reaching toward me with one massive hand. "Grohk fix hurt. Make better."

His fingers closed around my wrist, and I gasped at the pressure. Not painful, exactly, but firm enough to make me acutely aware of how easily those hands could crush every bone in my arm without him even noticing.

"Too tight," I gasped, and he immediately loosened his grip, but the confusion on his face was obvious.

"Grohk gentle," he protested, his voice carrying frustration. "Why soft thing still hurt?"

"Because you're very strong," I said carefully, testing my range of motion as he released my arm. "And I'm... not. You have to be more careful."

He stared at me for a long moment, and I could see him struggling to process the concept. How did you explain fragility to a creature who could probably punch through solid rock?

"Soft things break easy?" he asked finally, and there was genuine confusion in his voice.

"Yes," I said gently. "Very easy. Like... like flower petals. You have to touch them carefully or they tear."

Grohk's eyes widened slightly, and he looked down at his own hands as if seeing them for the first time. "Grohk not know. Raiders make Grohk break things. Break always. Never teach gentle."

The pain in his voice made my heart clench. "The raiders forced you to hurt people."

"Yes. Hit Grohk if Grohk not break things fast enough. Chain Grohk, hurt Grohk, make weapon." His hands clenched into fists, and I could see the faint marks where iron manacles had rubbed his wrists raw. "Grohk hate breaking. But raiders hurt more if Grohk not obey."

I stared at him, really seeing him for the first time. The moss on his shoulders wasn't decoration—it was evidence of how long he'd been chained in one place, unable to move enough to dislodge the plant growth. The scars on his arms weren't battle wounds—they were marks of punishment, of years of abuse at the hands of creatures smaller but more vicious than himself.

"How long?" I whispered.

"Many seasons. Since Grohk young." He looked away, unable to meet my eyes. "Grohk bad at being weapon. Too slow to hurt, too gentle to kill. Raiders beat Grohk until Grohk learn better."

The casual way he spoke of his torture made bile rise in my throat. This magnificent creature, reduced to a tool of destruction against his will, beaten until he learned to overcome his own nature.

"I'm sorry," I said softly. "That should never have happened to you."

He looked back at me with surprise. "Soft thing sorry? For Grohk?"

"Yes. No one deserves to be treated like that. No one."

We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of his suffering settling between us. Then his stomach growled audibly, and he looked embarrassed.

"Grohk hungry," he admitted. "But feed soft thing first. Grohk take care."

He rose and moved to the back of the cave, returning with items that looked familiar—dried meat, roots, berries. But when he offered them to me, there was longing in his expression.

"For soft thing," he said, but his eyes lingered on the meat with obvious hunger. "Good food."

I looked at the bloody, raw flesh and tried not to gag. "Grohk, I can't eat this. Humans... we need our food cooked."

"Cooked," he repeated, and there was pain in his voice. "Yes. Grohk knows. Fire makes food good, makes smell..." He trailed off, looking away.

"You know about cooking?" I asked gently.

"Grohk watch fire food many times. Smell good food. But not for Grohk." His massive hands clenched. "Raiders say trolls eat raw. No fire food for Grohk. Get sick, die if eat people food. But Grohk smell, and always wonder..."

My heart clenched at the quiet longing in his voice. "They lied to you. They just didn't want you to have anything good."

His eyes widened. "Grohk can eat fire food? Really?"

"Of course you can. Here, let me show you."

I showed him how to skewer the meat on a sharp stick and hold it over the coals, and watched his face transform as the meat began to brown and release savory aromas he'd only dreamed of before.

"Smells so good," he whispered, afraid to believe it. "Grohk really can have?"

"Yes," I said firmly. "You can have whatever you want. You're free now."

When the meat was done, I offered him the first bite. His reaction was pure wonder—eyes closing in bliss as he savored the first cooked food he'd ever been allowed to taste.

"So good," he breathed, and there were tears in his storm-gray eyes. "So good. Why raiders lie? Why say Grohk can't have?"

"Because they were cruel," I said simply. "They wanted to control you, keep you from having anything that brought you joy."

His pleasure was so genuine, so childlike, that I found myself smiling despite everything. When had anyone ever been excited about cooked meat?

We shared the meal in companionable silence, and I studied him more carefully. His features were rough but not unpleasant, carved in broad strokes that spoke of strength and endurance. His skin had a grayish cast that was natural rather than sickly, and the moss on his shoulders added an oddly decorative touch.

But it was his eyes that caught my attention. Storm-gray and surprisingly intelligent, they watched me with a focus that was both flattering and unnerving. He looked at me like I was the most interesting thing he'd ever encountered.

As we ate, I became aware that something was wrong with my clothing. The rough journey and violent rescue had torn the fabric of my bodice in several places, and I could see the white binding beneath showing through the rips. I tried to adjust the fabric to cover myself more modestly, but Grohk's gaze tracked the movement with sudden intensity.

His nostrils flared slightly, and his pupils dilated as he caught the scent I'd been trying to hide all morning. The sweet, distinctive fragrance of my milk beginning to leak through the binding despite my careful positioning.

"Why soft thing have water here?" he asked suddenly, pointing to my face.

It took me a moment to realize he meant the tears that had started falling without my notice. "I'm crying," I said, wiping my cheeks with the back of my hand.

"Why soft thing leaking water from eyes? Grohk hurt soft thing?"

The genuine distress in his voice made fresh tears fall. "No, you didn't hurt me. I'm crying because... because I'm sad. And scared. And I don't know what's going to happen to me."

He was quiet for a long moment, processing this. "Soft thing not want to be with Grohk?"

The question was asked so quietly, with such careful vulnerability, that it broke my heart a little. "It's not that simple. I don't know you. I don't know this place. Yesterday morning I was traveling to a new town to start a new life, and now..."

"Now soft thing with Grohk," he finished. "In safe place. Away from bad people."

"Yes, but..." I struggled to find words that wouldn't hurt him. "In my world, when someone takes another person without asking, it's called kidnapping. It's... it's wrong."

His brow furrowed deeply. "Grohk save soft thing. Raiders kill soft thing if Grohk not take away."

"I know you saved me. I'm grateful for that. But I don't know what you want from me now. I don't know if I'm a guest or a prisoner."

"What difference?" he asked, genuinely confused.

"Guests can leave when they want to. Prisoners can't."

He considered this carefully, his expression growing troubled. "Soft thing want to leave Grohk?"

"I don't know," I said honestly. "I don't know where I would go, or how I would survive out there alone. But I need to know that I could choose."

"Dangerous outside," Grohk said firmly. "Raiders still hunt. Wild animals. Cold. Soft thing die quick without protection."

He wasn't wrong. Even if I could find my way down from this mountain, I had no supplies, no weapons, no knowledge of how to survive in the wilderness. The chances of making it to safety were virtually nonexistent.

But the principle mattered. The choice mattered.

"Can I think about it?" I asked finally. "Can we... get to know each other first? Before I decide anything?"

Relief crossed his features. "Soft thing stay. Learn about Grohk. Learn about mountain. Then choose."

"Thank you." I meant it, more than he probably understood. "What do I call you? Besides Grohk, I mean."

"Grohk is name," he said, looking puzzled. "What soft thing called?"

"Narah. My name is Narah."

"Narah," he repeated carefully, testing the shape of it on his tongue. "Good name. Pretty like soft thing."

Heat rose in my cheeks at the unexpected compliment. When was the last time anyone had called me pretty without some ulterior motive?

"Thank you," I said softly.

We finished eating in comfortable silence, and I found myself relaxing despite everything. Grohk might be intimidating in size and appearance, but his manner was gentle, eager to please. Whatever his intentions, they didn't seem malicious.

As the morning wore on, he showed me around the cave, pointing out features with obvious pride. A natural spring that provided fresh water. Storage alcoves where he kept supplies. A larger chamber in the back that he used for sleeping.

"Grohk make nice for Narah," he said, gesturing to a pile of clean furs near the fire. "Soft place for soft thing."

It was then that I became acutely aware of the pressure building in my chest again. The familiar ache that had been temporarily forgotten in the chaos of kidnapping and conversation was back with a vengeance. But now my torn bodice made hiding it impossible—I could see dampness beginning to seep through my binding despite my careful positioning.

The sweet scent grew stronger, unmistakable to anyone who knew what to look for.

Grohk's nostrils flared again, and his eyes went wide. "What smell? Good smell. Come from Narah?"

Heat flooded my face as I pressed my hands to my chest, trying to hide the obvious signs of my condition. "I... it's nothing. Just..."

But it was too late. His gaze had fixed on my bodice, where the dampness was spreading despite my best efforts to contain it. The torn fabric from yesterday's rough rescue wasn't helping—my binding was visible through the rips, and the binding itself was failing.

"Narah leaking," Grohk observed with the blunt honesty I was beginning to recognize as typical for him. "Like eyes but different. What comes from soft thing? Smells sweet. Good."

I closed my eyes in mortification. Of all the ways I'd imagined this conversation going, this wasn't one of them.

"It's milk," I whispered, barely audible. "My body makes milk even though I've never... even though I don't have children. Everyone says it's a curse."

When I opened my eyes, expecting disgust or fear or confusion, I found Grohk looking at me with wonder.

"Narah makes food?" he asked softly. "Like mama animals feed babies?"

"Like that," I admitted, still burning with embarrassment.

"But no baby. So food goes where?"

"Nowhere. It just... builds up until it hurts. Until I have to..." I gestured helplessly, unable to finish the sentence.

Grohk was quiet for a long moment, his storm-gray eyes moving between my face and my chest with obvious fascination. His pupils were dilated now, black overwhelming the gray, and his breathing had grown deeper. Then, so quietly I almost didn't hear him:

"Can Grohk help?"

The question hung in the air between us, loaded with implications I wasn't sure either of us understood. But the ache in my chest was becoming unbearable, and the genuine offer in his voice made warmth unfurl in my chest that had nothing to do with milk production.

"I..." I started, then stopped, then started again. "That's not... people don't usually..."

"Grohk not people," he pointed out with unassailable logic. "Grohk not know human ways. Only know Narah hurts. Grohk wants to help."

The simple sincerity in his voice undid me completely. Here was someone offering to help with the very thing that had made me an outcast, the curse that had ruined every chance I'd ever had at a normal life. And he was offering not out of perversion or curiosity, but out of genuine desire to ease my pain.

"Gentle," I whispered, the word barely a breath. "You have to be very, very gentle."

His eyes lit up with joy, and he moved closer with careful, deliberate movements. "Grohk learn gentle. For Narah."

With trembling fingers, I began to undo the laces of my torn bodice, acutely aware of his gaze tracking every movement. When the fabric fell away and my binding was revealed, I heard his sharp intake of breath.

"So small," he murmured, wonder clear in his voice. "How such small thing hold so much? Grohk's hands too big. Might hurt."

"We'll figure it out," I said, and was surprised to find I meant it. "Together."

As I guided his massive hand to the edge of my binding, showing him how to loosen it without causing me pain, I realized that whatever this was between us—captor and captive, protector and protected, monster and maiden—it was already far more than either of us had bargained for.

The fabric fell away completely, and Grohk went very still, his eyes wide with reverence. In that moment, with morning light streaming down from above and the scent of my gift filling the air between us, I felt my whole world shift.

Perhaps my curse wasn't a curse at all. Perhaps it was simply waiting for the right person to see it as the gift it was meant to be.

And perhaps Grohk, for all his frightening size and rough edges, was exactly that person.

"Beautiful," he breathed, and for the first time in my life, I believed it might be true.


CHAPTER THREE

"What comes from soft thing? Smells sweet. Good."

Grohk's massive hand hovered just above my exposed breast, so close I could feel the warmth radiating from his skin but not quite touching. His storm-gray eyes were wide with wonder and confusion, like he was seeing a miracle but couldn't quite understand what it meant.

"It's milk," I whispered again, my voice barely audible. "My body makes it even though I've never had a baby. The village elders say it's a curse from the gods."

"Curse?" Grohk's brow furrowed deeply, and anger flashed in his eyes. "Stupid humans. Not curse. Gift."

"Gift?" I laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Tell that to every man who's ever turned away in disgust. Tell that to my family, who can't marry me off because no one wants a wife who leaks like a cow."

"Stupid men," Grohk said firmly, and his simple certainty made my chest tight. "Not see treasure. Grohk sees. Grohk knows."

Before I could ask what he meant, my body betrayed me completely. The pressure had built to unbearable levels during our conversation, and now, exposed to the cool air and under his intense gaze, milk began to bead on my nipples in pearlescent drops.

Grohk's breath caught audibly, and his nostrils flared as the sweet scent grew stronger. His pupils dilated until they were almost black, and I could see his massive chest rising and falling with deeper breaths.

"So much," he whispered, wonder thick in his voice. "Narah makes so much treasure."

"It hurts," I admitted, my voice breaking slightly. "When it builds up like this, it hurts so much. And I can't... I don't know how to make it stop."

"Grohk help," he said immediately, but when he reached toward me, his massive hand stopped just short of contact. "But Grohk scared. Hands too big. Might hurt Grohk's treasure-maker."

The possessive endearment thrilled me, even as I struggled with the intimacy of what we were discussing. "You won't hurt me if you're careful. Gentle, like we practiced."

Slowly, with the careful concentration of someone handling something infinitely precious, Grohk brought his hand to cup my breast. His palm was rough and warm, easily large enough to encompass my entire curve, and I gasped at the sensation.

"So soft," he breathed, his thumb moving in the barest caress along my skin. "Like flower petals. How Grohk not break perfect tits?"

The crude word in his reverent voice sent heat straight to my core. "You won't break me," I assured him, though my voice shook with the intensity of sensation. His touch was reverent, worshipful, nothing like the clinical necessity I'd known when dealing with my condition alone. "You're being perfect."

Milk leaked steadily now, running in thin streams over his fingers, and he watched with absolute fascination. His breathing grew heavier, and I noticed his other hand had clenched into a fist at his side.

"Sweet smell stronger. Grohk want..." He trailed off, looking uncertain.

"Want what?" I prompted gently.

"Want taste," he admitted, his voice rough with desire. "Smell so good. Never smell anything so good. But not know if okay for Grohk."

The request should have shocked me. Should have seemed wrong or perverse or shameful. Instead, it sent heat flooding through my core in a way I'd never experienced before. Here was someone who saw my body's strange gift not as a burden but as precious.

"It's okay," I whispered, barely believing the words as they left my lips. "If you want to taste it, it's okay."

Grohk's pupils dilated completely, and he brought his other hand up to steady me as he lowered his head toward my breast. "Narah sure? Really sure?"

"Yes," I breathed, and meant it completely.

When his mouth first touched my nipple, I cried out at the sensation. Not pain, though there was intensity that bordered on overwhelming, but relief so profound it made my knees weak. His lips were warm and surprisingly soft, and when he began to suckle gently, the sensation sent lightning straight to my core. Milk flowed freely now, and I could hear his soft groans of satisfaction as he swallowed.

"Sweet," he murmured against my skin between gentle pulls. "So sweet. Like honey, like sunshine. Grohk never taste anything so good."

The praise made me arch against him involuntarily, pressing more of my breast to his mouth. The movement drew a rumbling sound from his chest that I felt vibrating through my entire body.

But it was what happened next that changed everything.

As he continued to nurse from me, as the relief and pleasure built to almost unbearable levels, I became aware of other sensations. Heat burned between my thighs. A slickness I'd never experienced before. An ache that had nothing to do with fullness in my breasts and everything to do with an emptiness I was only now beginning to understand.

My body was responding to his touch in ways that had nothing to do with milk production and everything to do with desire.

"Oh," I gasped, my hips shifting restlessly against the stone floor beneath me. "Oh, what's... what's happening to me?"

Grohk lifted his head, milk glistening on his lips, and his nostrils flared again. "Narah smell different now," he observed, his voice rough with hunger. "Sweet smell, but different sweet. Good smell. Grohk like very much."

Heat flooded my cheeks as I realized what he was scenting. "I don't understand what's happening to me," I whispered, confusion and arousal warring in my voice.

"Narah make happy sounds when Grohk drink," he said, his storm-gray eyes studying my face with intense focus. "Body like when Grohk touch? Make Narah feel good things?"

The blunt question should have embarrassed me beyond words. Instead, it sent another wave of heat through my core, making me press my thighs together in a futile attempt to ease the growing ache.

"Yes," I admitted, my voice barely audible. "It feels... different than I expected. Good different."

Understanding dawned in Grohk's expression then, making his eyes burn brighter. "Grohk make Narah feel pleasure," he said wonderingly. "Not just help with hurt. Make good feelings too."

"Is that... is that wrong?" I asked, suddenly uncertain. Nothing in my sheltered upbringing had prepared me for this, for the way my body was responding to his touch.

"Not wrong," Grohk said firmly, his massive hand moving to cup my other breast with the same careful reverence. "Narah give Grohk sweetest treasure. Grohk give Narah good feelings. Fair trade."

When he lowered his head to my neglected breast, his tongue darting out to capture the milk that had been flowing freely, I moaned aloud. The sound echoed through the cave, and I felt him pause against my skin.

"Narah make more happy sounds," he rumbled, his breath hot against my sensitive flesh. "Grohk doing good? Making treasure-giver feel pleasure?"

"Yes," I gasped, my hands tangling in his wild green hair to hold him closer. "So good, Grohk. You're making me feel things I've never felt before."

His answering groan vibrated through my breast as he sealed his lips around my nipple and began to suckle in earnest. This time, he was more confident, more sure of what he was doing. His tongue worked against the sensitive tip while his lips created perfect suction, drawing milk from me in steady streams.

But as his massive hand moved to support me, his fingers brushed against something that made me wince and pull back slightly.

"Narah hurt?" he asked immediately, lifting his head with concern darkening his storm-gray eyes.

"Just a scrape," I said, trying to dismiss it, but he was already examining the angry red mark on my shoulder where I'd been thrown against the wagon during yesterday's attack.

"Bad men hurt Narah," he growled, his voice taking on a dangerous edge I'd never heard before. His finger traced carefully around the wound, and I could see fury building in his expression. "Grohk should have killed them slower."

"It's not that bad," I protested, but he was already cataloguing other marks—bruises on my arms, scratches on my hands from scrambling over rough stone.

"Many hurts," he said grimly, his protective instincts clearly warring with his desire. "Grohk been selfish. Taking pleasure when Narah needs healing first."

But it was more than just the physical relief now. Every pull of his mouth sent corresponding waves of pleasure through my entire body, making me arch and writhe against him. The heat between my thighs was becoming unbearable, an ache that grew stronger with each passing moment.

"Grohk," I whimpered, not even sure what I was asking for.

He lifted his head again, and this time there was no mistaking the hunger in his eyes. Not just for my milk, but for me—all of me.

"Narah wet," he observed bluntly, and I realized with mortification that he could probably smell my arousal as clearly as he could smell my milk. "Body making different wetness. Grohk know what that means."

"You do?" I asked breathlessly.

"Narah body wanting," he said simply. "Wanting touch. Wanting pleasure. Wanting Grohk."

The direct statement sent fire racing through my veins. "How do you know that?"

"Grohk not stupid," he said with a hint of amusement in his voice. "Grohk see animals mate. Know signs. But also..." He paused, looking uncertain. "Grohk dream of this. Before Narah come. Dream of having female, giving female good feelings. But never have chance."

My heart clenched at the longing in his voice. "Never?"

"Raiders take Grohk when young. Chain, force to fight. No females for Grohk ever. Only dream about what would be like." His storm-gray eyes grew distant with old pain. "Dream about being gentle with female. About female wanting Grohk's touch. About making female happy instead of scared."

"You were lonely," I whispered, understanding flooding through me.

"So lonely," he admitted quietly. "Watch other creatures find mates, make families. Grohk have nothing. No one. Until..." His eyes focused on me again, burning with intensity. "Until soft thing fall from sky like gift from gods."

"I didn't fall from the sky," I said softly, but I was touched by the poetry in his words.

"Narah fell to Grohk when Grohk need most," he insisted. "Perfect female who makes treasure, who lets Grohk be gentle, who shows Grohk how to give good feelings." His massive hand cupped my face with infinite tenderness. "Narah everything Grohk dream of and more."

The simple honesty of his words made my throat tight with emotion. Here was this magnificent creature, denied companionship for so long, and I was the first chance he'd ever had to express his gentle nature with someone who welcomed it.

"I want to make you happy too," I whispered, my hand covering his where it rested against my cheek.

"Narah already makes Grohk happy," he said immediately. "Happiest Grohk ever been. But if Narah wanting more..." His voice grew rough with barely contained desire. "Grohk want to learn. Want to learn all ways to pleasure Narah."

"Teach me too," I said boldly, surprising myself. "I don't know anything about... this. About pleasure or desire or what my body is doing. But I want to learn with you."

"Together," he agreed, his eyes blazing with hunger and devotion. "Grohk teach Narah pleasure. Narah teach Grohk how to be perfect mate."

When he returned to nursing from me, there was new purpose in his movements. His free hand began to explore, trailing along my ribs, my waist, learning the shape of me with careful touches that left fire in their wake.

"So soft everywhere," he murmured between gentle pulls at my breast. "Grohk want to touch all of Narah. Want to learn what makes best happy sounds."

The thought of those massive hands exploring my entire body sent a rush of moisture between my thighs that I couldn't hide. Grohk's nostrils flared again, and he made a sound of pure male satisfaction.

"Narah getting wetter," he observed with obvious pleasure. "Body liking what Grohk does. Wanting more."

"Is it supposed to feel like this?" I gasped, my hips moving restlessly against the rough stone. "So intense, so..."

"Good?" he suggested, his thumb stroking along my jawline. "Happy? Like Narah's body finally doing what it supposed to do?"

"Yes," I admitted, and the word came out like a sob. "Like I was waiting my whole life for this without knowing it."

"Because Narah was waiting," Grohk said with quiet certainty. "Body making treasure but no one to give treasure to. No one to make Narah feel good for sharing treasure. Until now."

His simple logic made perfect sense. All those years of shame and embarrassment, of feeling cursed and wrong, and all I'd needed was someone who saw my gift for what it truly was.

"I was so lonely too," I whispered, the admission torn from somewhere deep inside me. "So tired of being different, of being wrong."

"Not wrong," Grohk said fiercely, lifting his head to meet my eyes. "Never wrong. Perfect. Made perfect for this. For giving treasure, for feeling pleasure, for being precious to someone who knows how precious Narah is."

Tears spilled down my cheeks at his words, but they weren't tears of sadness anymore. They were tears of relief, of recognition, of finally being seen and valued for exactly who I was.

"You really think I'm precious?" I asked, needing to hear it again.

"Most precious thing Grohk ever seen," he said without hesitation. "More precious than gold, than gems, than anything in any treasure hoard. Narah is treasure that gives treasure. Perfect treasure."

Before I could respond, he was kissing away my tears with a gentleness that belied his massive size. His lips were soft and warm against my skin, and when they found mine, the kiss was careful but intense.

"Grohk never kissed before," he admitted against my lips. "Doing right?"

"Perfect," I breathed, pulling him back down to me. "Everything you do is perfect."

When he settled more fully against me, I became acutely aware of his size in new ways. Not just his height and breadth, but the obvious evidence of his arousal pressing hard against my thigh through his rough clothing. He was massive everywhere, and the realization sent both thrill and trepidation through me.

"Grohk," I whispered, not sure how to voice what I was thinking.

"Grohk know," he said quietly, shifting to relieve some of the pressure. "Grohk know Narah feel how much Grohk wants. But Grohk not push. Not ask for more than Narah ready to give."

The care in his voice, the careful way he held himself back despite his obvious need, made my chest tight with emotion. "What if I want to give more?" I asked softly.

His pupils dilated completely, and his breathing became ragged. "Narah sure? Really sure? Grohk big. Might be too much for soft thing."

"We'll go slow," I said, surprising myself with my boldness. "Learn together, like we did with this."

"Together," he agreed, his voice rough with barely contained desire. "Grohk teach Narah pleasure. Narah teach Grohk gentle."

As he lowered his head to my breast again, as his massive hands began their careful exploration of my body, I realized that everything had changed. I wasn't just a cursed maiden hiding from the world anymore. I was Narah, treasure-giver, precious beyond measure to the magnificent creature who held me like I was made of spun glass and starlight.

And for the first time in my life, I felt like I was exactly where I belonged.

But even as pleasure built between us, I could see the concern in his storm-gray eyes every time his fingers brushed against one of my injuries. Tomorrow would bring healing and care. Tonight brought something else entirely—the beginning of a bond that would change us both forever.


CHAPTER FOUR

When I woke again, it was to the gentle sensation of something cool and wet touching my forehead. I blinked slowly, disoriented by the soft golden light and the unfamiliar sensation of being completely comfortable.

"Narah awake," Grohk's deep voice rumbled from nearby, warm with relief. "Good. Grohk worried when Narah sleep so long."

I tried to sit up and immediately became aware of several things at once. First, that I was wearing a clean shift that definitely hadn't been mine before. Second, that my body ached in places I'd never ached before—not unpleasantly, but in ways that spoke to what we'd shared earlier. And third, that Grohk was kneeling beside me with a bowl of water and what looked like torn strips of cloth from his own clothing.

"What are you doing?" I asked softly, touched by the obvious care in his movements.

"Grohk help," he said simply, wringing out the cloth and gently dabbing at what I now realized was a scrape on my arm from yesterday's chaos. "Narah have hurts from bad men, from rough travel. Grohk fix."

I winced slightly as he touched a particularly tender spot, and he immediately stopped, his expression filling with concern.

"Grohk hurt Narah!" he said urgently, but when he reached for me again, his massive hand gripped my arm too tightly in his worry, making me gasp.

"Ow, Grohk, that's—"

He released me immediately, horror washing over his features. "Grohk hurt Narah! Try to help but make worse!"

"It's okay," I said quickly, seeing his distress. "You just need to be gentler. Like this." I took his hand and guided it back to my arm, showing him how to apply just enough pressure to clean the wound without causing pain.

"Soft pressure," I explained as he tried again, this time with exaggerated care. "Just like when you touch my face."

His concentration was intense as he worked to find the right balance, and I could see sweat beading on his forehead from the effort of controlling his strength.

"Better?" he asked anxiously.

"Much better," I assured him, and his relief was palpable.

"Grohk learning," he said, more to himself than to me. "Learning gentle for Narah."

As he continued tending to my scrapes and bruises with painstaking care, I studied the evidence of his own suffering. Now that I was looking for them, I could see scars everywhere—on his arms, his shoulders, disappearing under his rough clothing. Some looked like they came from weapons, but others were more deliberate marks.

"Grohk," I said softly, reaching out to trace a particularly nasty scar on his forearm. "What happened here?"

He glanced at where I was touching, then quickly looked away. "Nothing. Old hurt. Not important."

"It is important," I insisted. "All of these... they're from the raiders, aren't they?"

"Raiders not like when Grohk hesitate," he said quietly, not meeting my eyes. "Not like when Grohk too gentle with prisoners. Beat Grohk until Grohk learn to be proper weapon."

My heart clenched at the casual way he spoke of his torture. "They beat you for being kind?"

"Raiders say trolls supposed to be fierce. Supposed to kill without thinking. But Grohk..." He looked down at his massive hands, as if they belonged to someone else. "Grohk always want to protect, not hurt. So raiders teach Grohk better."

His voice grew distant, lost in painful memory. "Grohk was young when raiders come. Maybe fifteen, sixteen summers. Still learning, still growing. Live with troll clan in deep forest, far from human places."

"You had a family?" I asked gently, sensing he needed to tell this story.

"Had mother. Father. Three sisters, two brothers." His voice grew thick with old grief. "Raiders attack in night. Kill most. Take young ones for slaves, weapons. Grohk try to protect little sister, but..." He swallowed hard. "Grohk fail. She die anyway."

My heart clenched at the pain in his voice. "I'm so sorry."

"Raiders chain Grohk, drag away from everything Grohk know. Say trolls make good weapons if trained right." His massive hands clenched into fists. "Spend years teaching Grohk to fight, to kill, to not think about who getting hurt."

"By hurting you," I said, anger flooding through me at the thought of this gentle giant being tortured into violence.

"By making Grohk understand what happens when Grohk too soft," he corrected, his voice hollow. "Every time Grohk hesitate, every time Grohk try to be gentle, raiders remind Grohk what happen to little sister. What happen when Grohk too weak to protect."

The broken way he spoke made tears spring to my eyes. "You weren't too weak. You were just a boy."

"But now..." He met my eyes again, and there was wonder in his expression. "Now Narah likes when Grohk soft. Wants Grohk gentle. Makes Grohk think maybe raiders wrong about everything."

"They were wrong about everything," I said fiercely. "You being gentle isn't a weakness, Grohk. It's the most beautiful thing about you."

He stared at me as if I'd spoken in a foreign language. "Narah thinks Grohk being gentle is good?"

"I think it's wonderful," I said honestly. "The way you touch me like I'm precious, the way you worry about hurting me, the way you take care of me—it's the most amazing thing anyone's ever done for me."

His eyes filled with emotion, and I realized I was seeing years of being told his gentle nature was wrong finally being challenged by someone who celebrated it instead.

"No one ever like Grohk gentle before," he whispered.

"Then they were all fools," I said firmly. "Your gentleness is a gift, Grohk. Don't let anyone convince you otherwise ever again."

"Narah really mean that?"

"I really mean that."

He was quiet for a long moment, processing this revelation. Then he returned to tending my wounds with renewed purpose, his touch even more careful than before.

As I watched him work, I became aware of the familiar pressure building in my chest. The stress of yesterday and our intimate encounter had disrupted my body's usual rhythms, and now I was full to the point of discomfort again. The sweet scent began to rise from my skin, and Grohk's nostrils flared immediately.

"Narah needs," he observed, his pupils dilating as he caught my scent. "Grohk can smell. Sweet treasure waiting for Grohk."

"Yes," I admitted breathlessly, already anticipating his touch. "I'm so full it aches."

"Grohk fix," he said immediately, his hands already moving to help me with my shift. "Always help Grohk's treasure-maker."

But this time, when he helped me remove the garment, his approach was different. More confident, more possessive. His massive hands moved over my skin with growing boldness, learning what made me gasp, what made me arch into his touch.

"Perfect tits," he murmured, his voice rough with desire as he cupped my heavy breasts. "Grohk's perfect milk-maker. Made just for Grohk."

The crude possessive words sent heat rushing through me. "Yours," I agreed breathlessly, already responding to his attention.

When he lowered his head to drink from me, the sensation was even more intense than before. My body was more sensitive, more responsive, and every gentle pull sent pleasure through my core that made me moan aloud.

"Such good sounds," he praised, his free hand beginning to explore my body with more purpose. "Grohk loves how Narah responds. How Narah's body knows it belongs to Grohk."

"I do belong to you," I gasped, shocked by my own boldness. "I want to belong to you."

His answering growl was pure male satisfaction. "Mine to care for," he agreed, his massive hand trailing down my ribs to rest possessively on my hip. "Grohk's female. Grohk's treasure."

The possessive words combined with his gentle touch had me writhing beneath him, desperate for more contact, more sensation, more of everything he was offering.

"Grohk," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

"Grohk knows what Narah needs," he said with quiet confidence, his hand moving lower to stroke along my thigh. "Grohk takes care of everything."

When he bit into the cooked meat, that same wonder from before crossed his features, as if he still couldn't quite believe he was allowed such pleasure.

"Good?" I asked, though I could see the answer in his expression.

"So good," he said, his eyes bright with joy. "Everything taste better when Narah says Grohk can have."

"You can have whatever you want," I said firmly. "You don't need permission from me or anyone else."

"Grohk want what Grohk want?" he asked, as if the concept were revolutionary.

"Yes. You're free now, remember? Free to want things, to have things, to choose things for yourself."

"What if what Grohk wants is Narah?" he asked quietly, his gray eyes serious.

The question sent warmth flooding through me. "What do you mean?"

"Grohk want Narah to stay. Want to take care of Narah always. Want..." He paused, looking uncertain about whether he should continue.

"What?" I prompted gently.

"Want Narah to be Grohk's mate," he said in a rush, as if afraid he'd lose his nerve if he didn't say it quickly. "Want to give Narah everything Grohk has, everything Grohk is. Want Narah to want Grohk too."

The simple honesty of his words made my heart race. "And what would that mean? Being your mate?"

"Mean Grohk protect Narah always. Provide for Narah. Make Narah happy every day. Give Narah pleasure whenever Narah wants." His voice grew rough with emotion. "Mean Grohk never lonely again. Never empty. Always have purpose."

"What purpose?"

"Loving Narah. Making Narah feel precious. Being worthy of Narah's trust." He reached out slowly, telegraphing his movement so I could pull away if I wanted, and gently touched my hand. "Being everything Narah needs."

The touch was warm and careful, his massive fingers gentle as they traced along my much smaller ones. "And what would I be to you?"

"Everything," he said without hesitation. "Narah would be everything to Grohk. Partner, friend, treasure-giver, pleasure-bringer. Most precious thing in world."

"I've never been anyone's everything before," I admitted softly.

"Then Grohk be first," he said with quiet certainty. "Grohk show Narah what it like to be treasured proper. What it like to have someone who thinks Narah more important than own life."

The intensity of his devotion should have been overwhelming. Instead, it felt like coming home, like finding what I'd been searching for my entire life without knowing it.

"I want that," I whispered, surprising myself with the admission. "I want to be your everything. And I want you to be mine."

His answering smile was brilliant, transforming his entire face from rough and intimidating into beautiful and warm. "Narah sure? Really sure? Once Narah is Grohk's mate, Grohk never let go."

"I don't want you to let go," I said firmly. "I want to belong to you. And I want you to belong to me."

"Always," he vowed, bringing my hand to his lips to press a gentle kiss to my palm. "Grohk belongs to Narah always. Until mountains fall and sky breaks."

Looking into his gray eyes, seeing the absolute sincerity there, I felt the last of my reservations crumble. This wasn't just desire or loneliness or circumstance—this was love, real and profound and life-changing.

"Then yes," I said softly. "Yes, I'll be your mate."

His joy was radiant, like sunshine breaking through storm clouds. "Narah really means? Really wants to be Grohk's?"

"Really," I confirmed, and then I was in his arms, gathered against his massive chest while he held me like I was the most precious thing in existence.

"Mine," he whispered into my hair, his voice thick with emotion. "Narah is mine now. Grohk's mate, Grohk's treasure, Grohk's everything."

"Yours," I agreed, and felt the world shift inside me. Not loss of freedom, but finding of purpose. Not being claimed, but choosing to belong.

As he continued to worship my body with his mouth and hands, as I surrendered completely to the pleasure he gave so freely, I realized that everything had changed between us. We weren't just protector and protected anymore, or even just lovers learning each other's bodies.

We were something far more profound—two souls who'd found their perfect match in the most unlikely of circumstances, bound together by shared trauma, mutual healing, and a love that had grown from the ashes of our separate loneliness.

"Mine," I whispered against his hair as he lavished attention on my sensitive flesh. "You're mine too, gentle giant."

"Always," he rumbled against my skin, and I felt the truth of it settle into my bones. "Always Narah's. Always together."

The merchant's daughter who'd fled an unwanted marriage had found something far more precious than safety or acceptance. She'd found love, purpose, and the knowledge that even the deepest wounds could heal when tended by gentle hands and an understanding heart.

And she'd never been more complete in her life.


CHAPTER FIVE

The next morning I saw Grohk staring out at the dawn with an expression I'd never seen before. Not sad exactly, but contemplative, distant. His massive frame was silhouetted against the pale morning light, and there was tension in the set of his shoulders that spoke to deep thoughts.

"Narah awake," he said softly, turning to me with storm-gray eyes that held new depth.

"What's wrong?" I asked, immediately concerned by the change in him.

"Nothing wrong," he said, rising and coming to kneel beside me with fluid grace. "Grohk just... thinking about hands."

He held up his massive palms, studying them as if seeing them for the first time. The morning light caught the scars that crisscrossed his knuckles, the calluses that spoke to years of forced violence.

"These hands only for hurting before. For breaking. For being weapon." His voice grew wonder-struck as he flexed his fingers. "But with Narah... hands for different things."

Understanding dawned, making my throat tight with emotion. "For gentle things."

"For touching precious mate. For giving pleasure instead of pain." He looked at me then, and his eyes blazed with freedom—true freedom, perhaps for the first time in his life. "Grohk learning what hands really for. What Grohk really for."

"And what are you for?" I whispered, captivated by the transformation in him.

"For loving Narah," he said simply, his hands already reaching for me with new purpose. "For making Narah feel treasured. For using gentle touch to bring joy."

When his fingers traced along my cheek, there was new confidence in the caress. This wasn't the careful uncertainty of before—this was purpose, desire, love made manifest through touch. His thumb brushed over my lower lip, and I couldn't help but press a soft kiss to the pad.

"Show me," I breathed, and his pupils went black with hunger.

"Grohk show Narah everything," he promised, his voice dropping to that rumble that made my core clench with need. "Show Narah what these hands can do when they choose love instead of violence."

He undressed me slowly, his massive hands worshipful as they revealed each inch of skin. But this time, when I lay bare before him, there was no hesitation in his touch. His palms mapped my curves with growing boldness, learning what made me gasp, what made me arch into his caress.

"So soft," he murmured, his hands spanning my waist with ease. "Like silk under Grohk's fingers. Grohk could touch Narah for days and never get enough."

His thumbs traced the underside of my breasts, circling higher with maddening slowness until they brushed over my nipples. The contact sent sparks straight to my core, and I arched up into his touch with a soft cry.

"Perfect," he murmured, his thumbs circling my nipples until they peaked hard and aching. "Grohk's perfect mate. Made just for Grohk to worship."

When milk began to bead on the sensitive tips, he groaned with need. But instead of immediately lowering his head to drink, he shifted position, settling back against the cave wall.

"Come here," he said, his voice rough with desire. "Grohk want Narah on top. Want Narah to feed Grohk how Narah wants."

I gasped at the suggestion, heat burning through me at the thought of controlling our intimate feeding. Carefully, I straddled his massive chest, my knees on either side of his broad torso. From this position, I could look down at him as he gazed up at me with pure worship in his gray eyes.

"Beautiful," he breathed, his massive hands settling on my hips to steady me. "Grohk's treasure right where Grohk can see all of her."

When he lifted his head to take my nipple into his mouth, I cried out at the sensation. The angle was different, more intense, and I could control how much pressure he applied, how deep he could take me.

"Narah's skin so warm," he observed, his massive palm covering my entire belly. "Can feel Narah's heart beating fast. Excited for Grohk?"

"Yes," I gasped, my body already responding to his proximity. "Always excited for you."

His hand continued its journey downward, fingers splaying wide as they mapped the curve of my hip, the sensitive hollow where my leg met my torso. When he finally reached the apex of my thighs, I was already trembling with anticipation.

"Narah already wet," he observed with masculine satisfaction, his thick finger sliding through my arousal with gentle pressure. "Body always ready for Grohk's touch."

"Always," I gasped, my legs falling open in shameless invitation. The way he touched me—like I was precious beyond measure—made me bold in ways I'd never imagined.

He explored me with careful fingers, learning every fold, every sensitive spot that made me gasp and writhe beneath him. His touch was gentle but thorough, mapping my most intimate places with the same dedication he'd shown to tending my wounds.

"So wet for Grohk," he murmured approvingly, his finger circling my entrance before sliding just barely inside. "Sweet pussy getting ready for Grohk's touch."

The crude word in his gentle voice sent fire straight to my core. I'd never heard such language before, but from him it sounded like prayer, like worship.

"Grohk learn word from raiders," he said suddenly, his finger circling my most sensitive spot with maddening lightness. "Bad word for here. Want to say to Narah."

"What word?" I asked breathlessly, my hips lifting involuntarily to seek more pressure.

"Pussy," he said, and the crude word in his gentle voice sent fire straight to my core. "Raiders talk about females' pussies. Grohk want to say... Narah has beautiful pussy. Sweet pussy that Grohk loves to touch."

The blunt words combined with his tender caress made me moan aloud. "Say whatever you want, Grohk. I love hearing you talk like that."

"Grohk loves Narah's perfect pussy," he rumbled, sliding one thick finger inside me while his mouth continued to work at my breast. "Love how tight Narah is. Love how wet Narah gets for Grohk. Love these pretty pink lips that open for Grohk like flower petals."

His finger was so much larger than my own, stretching me deliciously as he explored my inner walls with careful precision. He moved slowly, letting me adjust to the intrusion, his eyes fixed on my face to gauge my reactions.

"Feel good?" he asked, curling his finger inside me to stroke along my inner walls. "Grohk's finger big, but Narah taking it so well."

"More," I gasped, surprised by my own boldness. "I want more, Grohk."

His eyes blazed with pride and desire. "Greedy little pussy," he said approvingly. "Want Grohk to fill you up? Stretch you nice and wide?"

When he added a second finger, I cried out at the sensation. The stretch was intense but not painful, and when he began to move them in and out with deliberate strokes, pleasure built in waves through my core.

"That's it," he praised, his thumb finding my clit and beginning to circle it with maddening pressure. "Take Grohk's fingers deep. Show Grohk how much Narah's pussy loves being touched."

He found that spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyes, and when he stroked it with deliberate precision, I sobbed his name and pressed desperately against his hand.

"Right there," I sobbed, pressing against his hand with shameless need. "Oh gods, right there, Grohk."

"Here?" he asked, stroking that perfect place again with devastating accuracy. "Grohk make Narah feel good here? This special spot that makes Narah cry out so pretty?"

"Yes, yes, don't stop," I begged, my hips moving against his touch in a rhythm as old as time. "Please don't stop, it feels so good."

He added a third finger, stretching me wider while his thumb maintained its maddening pressure on my clit. The dual sensation had me writhing beneath him, desperate for more, desperate for everything he could give me.

"Look how well Narah takes Grohk's fingers," he marveled, his voice thick with desire as he watched his thick digits disappear inside me. "Pretty pussy stretch good for Grohk. Maybe ready for more soon?"

The implication in his words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. "Grohk," I whimpered, not even sure what I was asking for.

"Grohk want to taste Narah's pussy," he said suddenly, his storm-gray eyes blazing with hunger. "Want to put mouth on Narah. Make Narah come on Grohk's tongue."

The crude promise made me clench around his fingers. "Yes," I gasped. "Please, Grohk, I need your mouth on me."

He released my breast and kissed his way down my body, his massive frame settling between my spread thighs. His shoulders were so broad they forced my legs even wider, and the sight of him positioned there, ready to worship me with his mouth, made fresh wetness flood between my thighs.

When his breath ghosted over my most intimate place, I trembled with anticipation. He was so close I could feel the heat radiating from his skin, but he took his time, pressing soft kisses to my inner thighs while his fingers continued their gentle exploration.

"Beautiful pussy," he murmured, his thumbs spreading me open for his inspection. "Pink and wet. Perfect for Grohk. Going to eat Narah's pussy until Narah screams."

When his tongue first made contact with my heated flesh, I did scream. He was so large, his tongue broad and warm as it licked through my wetness in one slow, devastating stroke from bottom to top.

"Taste so good," he groaned against me, the vibrations making me shudder. "Sweet like honey. Grohk want more. Always want more of Narah."

His tongue was impossibly skilled, exploring every fold, every sensitive spot with patient thoroughness. He licked and sucked at my outer lips before delving deeper, his tongue spearing inside me to taste my arousal directly from the source.

"Grohk," I moaned, my hands fisting in his wild hair as pleasure built steadily in my core. "That feels incredible."

"Narah taste good," he rumbled against my heated flesh. "So good. Grohk want Narah's flavor always."

When he found my clit and began to circle it with deliberate strokes, I nearly came apart immediately. The sensation was so intense, so overwhelming, that I could do nothing but writhe beneath him and sob his name.

"Sensitive little button," he observed with masculine satisfaction, flicking his tongue over the swollen nub. "Gets so hard when Grohk licks it. Narah's clit loves Grohk's tongue, doesn't it?"

"Yes," I gasped, beyond shame or embarrassment. "Don't stop, please don't stop, it feels incredible."

"Never stop," he promised, sealing his lips around my clit and sucking while his fingers found that perfect spot inside me again. "Grohk worship Narah's pussy. Make Narah forget everything but Grohk."

The combination was devastating. Pleasure built in my core like a wildfire, consuming everything in its path until I was nothing but sensation and need. His mouth worked tirelessly between my thighs while his fingers stroked that magical spot inside me, driving me higher and higher toward a peak I'd never imagined possible.

"Grohk," I sobbed his name as the pressure reached unbearable levels. "I'm going to... I can't... something's happening..."

"Come for Grohk," he commanded, his voice muffled against my flesh but no less commanding. "Come on Grohk's tongue. Let Grohk taste how good Narah feels. Give Grohk everything."

When the climax finally crashed over me, it was with a force that stole my breath and shattered my world. I screamed his name as waves of pleasure tore through me, my body convulsing around his fingers while his tongue worked me through every tremor. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on painful, so overwhelming that I lost all sense of time and place.

"Perfect," he murmured when I finally stilled, pressing gentle kisses to my inner thighs as I lay gasping and boneless. "Narah taste so good when coming. Grohk loves making perfect mate feel good."

He crawled back up my body, gathering me in his arms while I tried to remember how to breathe. His face was wet with my arousal, and the sight of him marked by my pleasure sent a fresh wave of heat through my already oversensitive body.

"That was..." I started, then trailed off, unable to find words for what he'd just done to me.

"Good?" he asked, concern flickering in his storm-gray eyes. "Grohk do right? Make Narah feel pleasure?"

"Incredible," I managed, my voice hoarse from screaming. "I never knew... I didn't know it could feel like that."

His smile was radiant, transforming his harsh features into something beautiful beyond words. "Grohk just beginning," he promised, his massive hand stroking through my hair. "Have so many ways to pleasure Narah. So many things to teach perfect mate."

As I lay there in his arms, feeling more complete than I ever had in my life, I felt a profound truth settle in my chest. This magnificent creature had found his purpose through loving me, had claimed his freedom by choosing gentleness over violence. And I had found my destiny in surrendering to him completely.

"I love you," I whispered as he gathered me close, my body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. "I love you so much, Grohk."

"Grohk loves Narah more than life," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. "Narah gives Grohk everything. Freedom, love, purpose. Everything that matters."

"What happens now?" I asked softly, tracing patterns on his massive chest.

"Now Grohk takes care of mate," he said simply. "Makes sure Narah knows how precious she is. How perfect. How much Grohk needs her."

"Show me," I whispered, already craving more of his touch.

His answering smile was full of promise and dark intent. "Grohk show Narah everything," he vowed. "All night long. Until Narah knows she belongs to Grohk completely."

And as he lowered his head to claim my lips in a kiss that tasted of my own pleasure, I knew that this was only the beginning of our exploration together. The cursed maiden who'd fled an unwanted marriage had found something far more precious than safety or acceptance.


CHAPTER SIX

How many days had passed in this cave?

"Narah," Grohk rumbled against my skin, his voice rougher than usual. "Need to drink from treasure-giver. Grohk so thirsty for Narah's sweetness."

"I'm so full," I admitted, arching as his massive hands cupped my heavy breasts. The weight of them ached, demanding relief. "So full it hurts."

"Grohk fix," he promised, his mouth already seeking my nipple. "Always fix Narah's hurt."

When his lips closed around the sensitive tip, the relief was immediate and overwhelming. But this time, as he drank from me with obvious hunger, his other hand didn't remain idle. It roamed my body with growing confidence, mapping every curve with possessive touches that burned trails of fire across my skin.

"Taste even sweeter today," he murmured between gentle pulls. "Grohk's perfect mate, making perfect treasure."

His wandering hand found its way between my thighs, and I gasped as his thick fingers slid through my arousal. I was already wet, my body responding to his touch with shameless eagerness.

"Narah's pussy always ready for Grohk," he observed with masculine satisfaction. "Always wet, always wanting Grohk's fingers."

"Can't help it," I confessed, pressing against his hand. "You make me feel things I never knew were possible."

"Good," he said firmly, sliding one finger inside me while his thumb found my clit. "Grohk wants Narah always wanting. Always ready for pleasure."

The dual sensation of his mouth at my breast and his hand between my legs was overwhelming. Every suckle sent corresponding bolts of pleasure through my core, amplified by the steady rhythm of his fingers.

"More," I gasped, my hips moving against his touch. "I need more, Grohk."

"Grohk gives Narah everything," he promised, adding a second finger and curling them to stroke that spot that made me see stars. "Everything Narah wants, Grohk provides."

His fingers were so thick, stretching me deliciously as he worked them deeper. When he added a third finger, I cried out at the intense fullness, my body clenching around the intrusion.

"So tight," he growled approvingly, pumping his fingers slowly to let me adjust. "But Narah's body learn to take Grohk. Getting ready for Grohk's cock."

When I came around his fingers, crying out his name as pleasure tore through me, he worked me through every aftershock with gentle persistence.

"Beautiful," he breathed, lifting his head to watch my face as I came down from the high. "Grohk loves watching Narah feel good. Loves knowing Grohk makes perfect mate happy."

As I lay catching my breath, I became acutely aware of his own arousal pressing hard against my thigh. The knowledge that pleasuring me affected him so strongly sent fresh heat burning through my core.

"Your turn," I said softly, turning in his arms to face him properly.

"Narah not have to," he said quickly, though his breathing was ragged with need. "Grohk happy just making Narah feel pleasure."

"I want to," I insisted, my hands moving to explore his massive chest. "I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel."

"Narah sure?" he asked, his pupils going black as my hands roamed lower.

"Show me," I said boldly, my fingers finding the ties of his rough clothing. "Trust me like I trust you."

When the fabric fell away, revealing him in all his magnificent glory, I gasped. He was huge everywhere—his cock thick as my forearm and intimidatingly long, the head flushed dark with his need. Veins traced along his length, and I could see him pulse with each rapid heartbeat.

"Scared?" he asked quietly, old insecurity flickering in his voice.

"Amazed," I corrected, reaching out to touch him with gentle fingers. "You're incredible, Grohk."

His whole body shuddered at my first tentative caress, and a low groan escaped his lips. "Feel so good. Narah's hands perfect."

I marveled at the contrast between us—my small pale hand against his massive, grayish length. Where my skin was soft and smooth, his was fascinating, the texture different from anywhere else on his body. The head was broader than I could have imagined, and when I traced my fingertips around the ridge, he made a sound like distant thunder.

I grew bolder, wrapping my hand around as much of him as I could manage and stroking with increasing confidence. I could barely close my fingers around his impressive girth, his skin hot and smooth over steel-hard flesh.

"Like this?" I asked, experimenting with different pressures and speeds.

"Yes," he gasped, his hips moving involuntarily into my touch. "So good, Narah. Grohk never felt anything so perfect."

"You've never...?" I started, understanding hitting me.

"Never," he confirmed, his gray eyes burning into mine. "Narah first. Narah only. Everything new with perfect mate."

The knowledge that I was his first, that these incredible sensations were completely new to him, filled me with possessive pride and overwhelming tenderness.

"I want to give you everything," I whispered, increasing my pace. "Want to make you feel treasured."

"Already feel treasured," he panted, his massive frame trembling with the effort of control. "Feel loved, wanted, perfect. Narah gives Grohk everything just by being here."

"But this is different," I said, watching his face as pleasure built in his expression. "This is just for you, just because I love you."

"Love Narah so much," he managed, his breathing becoming labored. "Perfect mate, perfect hands, everything perfect..."

When he finally reached his peak, it was with a roar that shook the cave walls and my name on his lips. His massive body went rigid, every muscle defined in stark relief as pleasure overtook him. The release was as impressive as everything else about him, and I watched in fascination as his grayish skin flushed darker with satisfaction.

"Narah," he breathed as he slowly came back to himself, gathering me close against his chest. "Perfect, wonderful Narah. Grohk loves perfect mate so much."

"I love you too," I said, pressing kisses to his throat. "I love being yours. I love belonging to you."

"Narah belongs with Grohk," he agreed, his arms tightening around me possessively. "Always together. Always mates. Always home."

"Always," I whispered, and meant it with every fiber of my being.

We lay together in peaceful contentment, our bodies still humming with pleasure and connection. The morning sun streamed through the cave entrance, painting everything in golden light, and I had never felt more complete.

After a while, Grohk stirred, pressing a soft kiss to the top of my head. "Narah hungry?" he asked. "Grohk should feed precious mate."

"A little," I admitted, realizing I was indeed hungry after our morning activities.

Grohk was quiet for a moment, his gray eyes distant with thought. "Grohk remember... from before raiders. When very young, before chains." His voice grew soft with old memory. "Grohk explore mountains with family. Learn safe paths, good food places."

"Your family lived here?" I asked gently, sensing this was difficult for him to speak about.

"Long time ago. Before bad men come, before Grohk taken away." He looked out toward the cave entrance, his expression wistful. "Grohk remember some places. Maybe still safe. Maybe berry bushes still grow where mama troll showed little Grohk."

My heart ached for him, this gentle giant who'd lost his family so young. "Would you like to look for it? Together?"

His eyes lit up with cautious hope. "Narah want to see? Might be dangerous. Might be nothing left."

"I want to see," I assured him. "I want to share everything with you, even old memories."

The thought of exploring beyond our refuge with him was both thrilling and slightly terrifying. But the excitement in his gray eyes was infectious.

"I'd love that," I said softly.

His answering smile was brilliant. "Grohk show Narah secret places. Beautiful things. All for Narah."

He helped me dress, his hands lingering on my skin with obvious reluctance. When we were both clothed, he took my hand in his massive one, dwarfing my fingers completely.

"Stay close," he instructed, leading me toward the cave entrance. "Mountain can be dangerous for soft things."

The world outside our cave was breathtaking. The morning air was crisp and clean, filled with the scent of pine and wild flowers. Far below us, I could see the valley spread out like a green carpet, and above us, snow-capped peaks reached toward the brilliant blue sky.

"Beautiful," I breathed, overwhelmed by the majesty of it all.

"Not as beautiful as Narah," Grohk said simply, and the sincerity in his voice made my cheeks warm.

He led me along a narrow path, following half-remembered directions from his childhood. His massive frame moved with surprising grace over the rocky terrain, though I could see him pausing occasionally, trying to recall details from so long ago.

"This way, maybe," he murmured, more to himself than to me. "Grohk think mama troll went this way. Hard to remember. Was so small then."

His uncertainty made the journey feel more like an adventure—we were exploring together, following fragments of memory toward something that might not even exist anymore.

"Here," he said finally, stopping at what looked like an ordinary cliff face. But something about it must have sparked recognition because his eyes brightened. "Yes. Grohk remember now."

When he pushed aside a curtain of hanging vines, I gasped at what lay beyond.

It was a hidden meadow, sheltered by high stone walls and filled with berry bushes that had grown wild over the years. The fruit hung in heavy clusters, deep purple and glistening with morning dew.

"Still here," he breathed, wonder thick in his voice. "Mama troll's special place still here. Berries still grow."

He stood there for a moment, overwhelmed by the rush of memory and emotion. When he looked at me, there were tears in his gray eyes.

"Grohk's family gone long time," he said softly. "But this place remember. This place still here for Grohk." His voice grew tender. "And now for Narah too."

I moved to stand beside him, taking his massive hand in mine. "Tell me about them. Your family."

"Mama troll very gentle. Teach Grohk about growing things, about being careful with small creatures." His voice grew distant with memory. "Papa troll strong, but always patient with little Grohk. Brothers and sisters... all gone now."

"All of them?" I asked softly.

His expression grew heavy with old grief. "All trolls in mountains gone now. Raiders kill some, take others like Grohk. Grohk only one left in whole range of peaks."

The weight of his loneliness hit me like a physical blow. Not just separated from his family, but the last of his entire people in these mountains.

"You've been so alone," I whispered, my throat tight with emotion.

"Was alone," he corrected, squeezing my hand gently. "But not anymore. Now Grohk has Narah. Now Grohk has family again."

"And maybe..." I paused, heat rising in my cheeks at the thought I was about to voice. "Maybe someday we could have children. Little ones running through this meadow."

His eyes went wide with wonder and desperate hope. "Narah wants babies? Wants Grohk's babies?"

"I want everything with you," I said honestly. "A family, a future, little trolls with their father's gentle hands and their mother's stubbornness."

His smile was radiant, transforming his entire face. "Not just family. New clan. New beginning for trolls in these mountains."

"A new beginning," I agreed, love swelling in my chest at the thought.

"Sweet berries," he said, plucking one and offering it to me with shy uncertainty. "Good for Narah. Good for making strong babies someday."

I bit into the berry and moaned at the burst of flavor—sweeter than anything I'd ever tasted, with a richness that seemed to melt on my tongue.

"Incredible," I said, and his face lit up with pride.

"Grohk pick best ones for Narah," he said eagerly, moving through the bushes with careful precision, selecting only the ripest, most perfect berries. "Want future mama of Grohk's children to have sweetest food."

I watched him work, this magnificent creature who could crush stone with his bare hands, handling the delicate fruit with infinite care. Every berry he chose was for me, picked with the same devotion he showed in everything else.

"Try this one," he said, offering me a particularly large berry. When I bit into it, juice ran down my chin, and he leaned down to kiss it away with gentle lips.

"Sweet," he murmured against my skin. "But not as sweet as Narah."

We spent the morning in that hidden meadow, sharing berries and soft kisses, talking quietly about the future we might build together. It was peaceful in a way I'd never experienced before—not the desperate passion of our cave, but something deeper, more tender.

"This place could be ours too," I said softly as we sat together on a sun-warmed boulder, his arm around me as we watched clouds drift over the peaks. "A place to bring our children when they're old enough to walk these paths."

"Grohk teach little ones about mama troll's berries," he said, his voice thick with emotion. "About being gentle with growing things. About family."

"And I'll tell them stories about their brave father who chose love over violence," I added, pressing a kiss to his jaw.

"Together," he said softly. "Raise children together. Build new clan together. Fill empty mountains with love and laughter again."

As he kissed me with passion that spoke of eternal devotion, surrounded by the beauty of his family's memory and the promise of our own beautiful future, I knew I had found my destiny in the arms of this gentle giant. Whatever came next, we would face it together.

Perfect, sacred, eternal.

Exactly as it should be.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I woke the next morning to find Grohk already up, moving quietly around the cave with obvious purpose. There was nervous energy in his movements, and when he caught me watching him, his cheeks flushed that endearing darker gray.

"Narah awake," he said, his voice carrying an unusual tremor. "Good. Grohk... Grohk wants to take Narah somewhere."

"Back to your mother's meadow?" I asked, sitting up and stretching. The memory of yesterday's sweetness made me smile.

"Yes. But..." He fidgeted with his hands, looking uncertain. "Different reason today. Important reason."

Curiosity filled me as I dressed, noting how carefully he watched me, how his gray eyes were memorizing every movement. When we left the cave, he took my hand in his massive one, but this time his grip was trembling slightly.

The path to the hidden meadow felt different today—charged with anticipation I didn't quite understand. Grohk was quieter than usual, lost in thought, occasionally glancing at me with an expression I couldn't read.

When we reached the curtain of vines, he paused, taking a deep breath before pushing them aside.

The meadow was even more beautiful in the morning light, dewdrops sparkling like diamonds on the berry bushes. But Grohk led me to the center of the space, where wildflowers grew in a natural circle among the grass.

"Sit," he said gently, his voice thick with emotion. "Please. Grohk needs to say important things."

I settled on the soft grass, looking up at him as he towered above me. For a moment, he just stood there, his massive frame silhouetted against the morning sky, struggling to find words.

"This place," he began finally, "where mama troll brought little Grohk. Where she teach Grohk about growing good things. About being gentle." His voice grew softer. "About caring for things."

He dropped to his knees before me, bringing us closer to eye level, though he still dwarfed me completely.

"Narah," he said, his gray eyes burning with intensity. "Grohk needs to ask. Needs to ask proper, in place that means something."

My heart began to race as understanding dawned.

He was quiet for a long moment, his massive hands turning over in his lap. "Grohk wants... Grohk needs..." He stopped, frustration clear in his voice. "Words hard."

"Take your time," I said gently, reaching over to cover one of his hands with mine. "I'm not going anywhere."

"Grohk was alone so long. Thought always be alone. Thought never have mate, never have family, never have home." His massive hands reached for mine, dwarfing them completely. "But then Narah fall from sky like gift. Show Grohk what it mean to love, to be loved, to protect something precious."

Tears spilled down my cheeks at the raw honesty in his voice.

"Narah make Grohk feel whole. Make Grohk want to be worthy of such perfect female." He took a shuddering breath. "Grohk wants to be Narah's mate. Real mate. Forever mate. Want to make promises in place where mama troll taught Grohk about love."

His voice grew heavy with the weight of his people's loss. "All trolls in these mountains gone now. Grohk last one, only one. But maybe..." His eyes blazed with desperate hope. "Maybe Grohk and Narah start new clan. New family. Bring troll voices back to empty peaks."

"Yes," I whispered immediately, but he continued, as if he'd rehearsed this.

"Grohk promises to protect Narah always. To make Narah feel good every day. To be gentle with Narah." His voice grew rough with emotion. "Promise to love Narah until Grohk dies. Promise to fill Narah with strong babies. Promise to help Narah bring new life to dead mountains."

"Yes," I said again, louder this time, throwing my arms around his neck. "Yes, yes, a thousand times yes. I want to be your mate, Grohk. I want to help you rebuild what was lost."

His answering smile was radiant, transforming his entire face. "Narah sure? Really sure? Once Narah is Grohk's mate, Grohk never let go."

"I don't want you to let go," I said firmly, pulling his head down to kiss him with all the love in my heart. "I want to be yours forever. I want to give you children who will fill these mountains with laughter again."

"Mine," he breathed against my lips, wonder thick in his voice. "Narah is Grohk's now. Grohk's mate, Grohk's everything. Mother of new troll clan."

"Yours," I agreed, feeling my whole world shift and settle into perfect alignment. "And you're mine."

We held each other there in his mother's meadow, surrounded by growing things and the beauty of wild places, and I knew this moment would be etched in my memory forever.

But as we kissed, I became aware of tension building between us—not uncomfortable, but charged with new meaning. We were promised to each other now, claimed, but not yet truly joined.

"Grohk," I whispered against his lips. "What happens now?"

His gray eyes grew dark with hunger and need. "Now Grohk wants to make promises real. Wants to claim perfect mate properly, if Narah ready."

Heat burned through me at his words. "I'm ready," I whispered. "I've been ready."

"But Grohk scared," he admitted, his voice dropping to barely a whisper. "Grohk so big. Narah so small. What if Grohk hurts precious mate?"

The genuine fear in his voice broke my heart. This magnificent creature, who could crush stone with his bare hands, was terrified of hurting me with his love.

"You won't hurt me," I said softly, cupping his face in my hands. "You've been nothing but gentle since the moment we met. Even when you didn't know how, you tried. Even when it was hard, you learned."

"But Grohk so much bigger than Narah," he protested. "Everywhere bigger. What if—"

"Then we go slow," I interrupted. "We take our time. We learn together, just like we've been doing with everything else."

"Narah really wants this?" he asked, his voice thick with hope and fear. "Really wants to try being with Grohk completely?"

"I want everything with you," I said honestly. "And I trust you completely. Do you trust me?"

"Grohk trusts Narah with life," he said immediately.

"Then trust me with this too. Trust me to know my own body, my own limits. Trust me to tell you if anything feels wrong."

He leaned into my touch, his eyes closing as if my words were physical comfort. "Grohk wants this so much. Dreams about it. But dreams not same as real. Real has consequences."

"Good consequences," I said, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. "Beautiful consequences. The consequence of two people who love each other sharing everything they have to give."

When I pulled back, his gray eyes were burning with desire and desperation that made my heart race.

"Narah sure?" he asked one more time. "Really sure?"

"I've never been more sure of anything in my life," I said, and meant it completely.

"Here?" he asked, looking around at the wildflowers and soft grass. "In mama troll's special place?"

"Here," I confirmed, my hand moving to the laces of my bodice. "Where you learned about love. Where we promised ourselves to each other. Where our children will play someday."

His massive hands shook as he reached for the laces of my bodice, thick fingers fumbling with the delicate ties. Each layer of fabric he peeled away revealed more of my skin to his burning gaze, and I could see the effort it took him to move slowly, carefully.

"So beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with worship as his palms skimmed along my ribs without quite touching. "Grohk's perfect mate. So small, so precious. Perfect for making babies."

The morning sun warmed my skin as he guided me back among the wildflowers, his touch light as air despite his massive size. Even when I lay completely bare before him, he kept his distance for long moments, his gray eyes drinking in every detail.

"Narah sure about this?" he asked, his hands hovering inches from my skin. "Really sure Narah wants Grohk?"

"Grohk wants to make this perfect for Narah," he said softly. "Wants Narah to feel only good things. Only pleasure."

"Then touch me," I whispered, already aching for his hands on my skin.

He did, but with careful attention. His fingers traced patterns across my skin, finding every sensitive spot he'd learned over our days together. When his mouth followed the path of his hands, I was already trembling with need.

"So responsive," he observed with masculine satisfaction, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. "Narah's body always ready for Grohk."

"Only for you," I gasped as his tongue found my most intimate place. "Only ever for you."

He worshipped me with his mouth until I was sobbing with pleasure, my hands fisted in his wild green hair as he brought me to the edge again and again without letting me fall over.

"Please," I begged when I couldn't take anymore. "Grohk, please, I need you."

"Need to make sure Narah ready," he said, his thick fingers joining his tongue in their devoted attention. "Need to prepare perfect mate properly. Make sure Narah can take Grohk's seed."

He was incredibly thorough, using first one finger, then two, then three to stretch me carefully while his mouth continued its sweet torture. By the time he finally deemed me ready, I was desperate with need, my body aching for him in ways I'd never imagined possible.

"Now?" he asked, his voice strained with his own barely controlled desire.

"Now," I confirmed, reaching for him.

When he finally positioned himself above me, the size difference was even more pronounced than I'd expected. He loomed over my much smaller frame like a mountain, his massive shoulders blocking out everything else. But instead of feeling frightened, I felt protected, cherished, completely safe in his careful hands.

"Grohk go very slow," he promised, the head of his impressive length pressing gently against my entrance. "Narah says stop if hurts."

"I will," I assured him, though every instinct I had was screaming for him to claim me completely.

The first pressure of him entering me stole my breath. He was so large, so overwhelming, that for a moment I wondered if this was actually possible. But then he was speaking to me, his voice soft and encouraging, his hands gentle as they stroked away my tension.

"Breathe, precious mate," he murmured, holding himself perfectly still while my body adjusted. "Just breathe. Grohk waits as long as Narah needs."

"More," I whispered when the initial stretch had eased. "I can take more."

He moved with excruciating care, entering me inch by precious inch, pausing whenever I tensed to let me adjust to his size. His face was a mask of concentration, sweat beading on his forehead from the effort of restraint.

"So tight," he groaned when he was finally seated fully inside me. "So perfect. Grohk's cock in Grohk's pussy now. Narah belong to Grohk."

"I was," I gasped, amazed that my body had been able to accommodate all of him. "I was made for you."

When he began to move, it was with the same careful precision he'd shown in entering me. His thick length slid almost completely out before pressing back in, each thrust controlled and deliberate as he watched my face for any sign of discomfort.

"Feel good?" he asked, his gray eyes intense as they searched mine. "Grohk's cock not hurting Narah?"

"Feels incredible," I gasped, my hands gripping his massive shoulders as pleasure built with each careful stroke. "So full, so perfect. Don't stop, Grohk."

"Never stop," he promised, his pace increasing slightly as my body relaxed around him. "Grohk love being inside Narah's tight pussy. Love how perfectly Narah takes Grohk's cock."

Fire shot through my veins, and I moved with him, my hips rising to meet each thrust as my body demanded more.

"That's it," he groaned, feeling me respond. "Move with Grohk. Show Grohk how much Narah likes being filled."

"I love it," I sobbed, lost in the sensation of being so completely claimed. "Love how big you are, how you stretch me, how deep you go."

"Grohk's cock fill Narah's pussy good," he growled, his thrusts becoming more demanding as my responses encouraged him. "Tight pussy squeeze Grohk. Take all of Grohk like perfect mate. Take Grohk's seed deep. Make babies for new clan."

The combination of his incredible size and the filthy breeding talk soon had me climbing toward heights of pleasure I'd never experienced. When he shifted slightly, hitting that spot deep inside that made me see stars, I cried out so loudly it echoed through the meadow.

"There?" he asked, doing it again with devastating precision. "Grohk's cock feel good there?"

"Yes!" I screamed, my body arching beneath him. "Right there, don't stop, please don't stop!"

He focused on that spot with single-minded devotion, his thick length stroking against it with every thrust until I was sobbing with pleasure.

"Come for Grohk," he commanded, his voice rough with his own approaching climax. "Come around Grohk's cock. Let Grohk feel how good perfect mate feels."

When I finally shattered, it was with a scream that shook the meadow walls. My body convulsed around his impressive length, gripping him so tightly he roared with satisfaction.

"Mine!" he snarled, his rhythm becoming brutal as my climax triggered his own. "Narah mine now. Grohk's mate, Grohk's pussy, all mine! Take Grohk's seed! Make Grohk's babies!"

His release filled me with liquid heat, so much that I could feel it coating his length as he continued to thrust through his orgasm. When he finally stilled, both of us breathing hard, I felt utterly claimed in the most primitive way possible.

"Completely yours," I agreed, tears of joy streaming down my cheeks as I felt his seed deep inside me. "Always yours, my gentle giant. Father of my children."

As we lay entwined among the wildflowers afterward, his careful hands stroking my hair while I caught my breath, I felt profound truth settle in my chest. We belonged to each other now in every way that mattered.

"Was good for Narah?" he asked softly, and I could hear the vulnerability still there despite what we'd just shared.

"It was perfect," I assured him, pressing kisses to his throat. "You were perfect. Everything about this was perfect."

His relief was palpable, his arms tightening around me protectively. "Grohk so happy. So grateful Narah trusts Grohk with precious body. Maybe..." His voice grew wonder-struck. "Maybe Grohk's seed takes. Maybe little one already growing in Narah's belly."

"Maybe," I said softly, my hand moving to rest on my stomach. "And if not this time, then soon. We have all the time in the world to fill these mountains with our children."

"I trust you with everything," I said honestly. "My body, my heart, my life. The future of your people. All of it belongs to you now."

"And Grohk belongs to Narah," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. "Forever and always, Grohk is Narah's. Last troll in mountains, but not alone anymore. Never alone again."

The last troll was no longer the last. And I would make sure he never had to be lonely again.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The afternoon sun streamed through our cave entrance as I sat watching Grohk work. He'd been busy all morning, using his massive strength to move heavy stones and reshape our living space with a focus I'd never seen before.

"What are you doing?" I asked, fascinated by the way his muscles bunched and flexed as he positioned another large rock.

"Making better home for Narah," he said, wiping sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand. "Making ready for babies."

The casual way he mentioned babies made heat burn low in my belly. Since our joining yesterday, he'd been different—more possessive, more confident, and completely focused on preparing for our future together.

"Show Grohk," he said suddenly, straightening from his work. His gray eyes had gone dark with hunger as they fixed on my chest.

I looked down and realized what he'd noticed—dampness was already seeping through my shift where my binding had loosened. The familiar pressure in my breasts had been building while I watched him work, but I'd been too distracted to notice.

"Always so full," he murmured, abandoning his stone-moving to kneel beside me. "Grohk's perfect milk-maker. Always ready to feed Grohk."

His massive hands moved to the laces of my shift with practiced ease now, revealing the binding beneath. When he loosened the cloth, my breasts spilled free, already beaded with milk.

"Beautiful tits," he growled, his pupils going black with desire. "Full of sweet treasure for Grohk."

When his mouth closed around my nipple, I cried out at the intensity. But this time was different—as he drank from me, I became acutely aware of his arousal pressing hard against my thigh through his rough clothing.

"Grohk," I gasped, my hands tangling in his green hair. "You're so hard."

"Always hard for Narah," he rumbled against my breast, his free hand moving to cup himself through the fabric. "Drinking from perfect mate makes Grohk need to claim Narah again."

"Then claim me," I whispered boldly, heat throbbing between my thighs at his words.

His answering growl was pure male satisfaction. "Grohk take what belongs to Grohk."

He lifted me effortlessly, positioning me so I straddled his lap while he remained seated. From this position, I could feel the thick length of his cock pressing directly against my core through our clothes.

"Want to drink from Narah while Grohk fucks Narah," he said bluntly, his crude words sending fire straight through me. "Want to taste sweet milk while Grohk fills pussy with cock."

"Yes," I breathed, already working at the ties of his clothing with trembling fingers. "I want that too."

When I freed his impressive length, it sprang up between us, thick and hard and ready. He was so large that even sitting in his lap, I had to rise up on my knees to position myself over him.

"Narah's pussy wet for Grohk?" he asked, his thick fingers sliding beneath my skirts to find me slick and ready.

"Always wet for you," I confessed, gasping as he stroked through my arousal.

"Good mate," he praised, positioning himself at my entrance. "Take Grohk's cock deep while Grohk drinks from perfect tits."

The first pressure of him entering me from this angle stole my breath. He felt even larger like this, stretching me deliciously as I slowly sank down onto his thick length.

"So tight," he groaned, his mouth already seeking my breast again. "Narah's pussy grip Grohk so good. Like made for Grohk's cock."

When he began to suckle while I moved on top of him, the dual sensation was overwhelming. Every pull at my breast sent corresponding bolts of pleasure to my core, amplified by the feeling of his thick cock filling me completely.

"That's it," he encouraged, his massive hands gripping my hips to guide my movements. "Ride Grohk's cock. Give Grohk sweet milk. Perfect mate doing everything right."

I found a rhythm that worked for both of us—rising and falling on his impressive length while he nursed from first one breast, then the other. Milk flowed freely, running down my chest in thin streams that he lapped up eagerly.

"Messy," he observed with masculine satisfaction, his tongue following a trail of milk down to my nipple. "Grohk's mate leak everywhere. So much treasure."

"Can't help it," I gasped, grinding down on his cock as pleasure built steadily. "You make me so full, so ready to give you everything."

"Everything mine," he agreed, his thrusts becoming more demanding as he drove up into me. "Narah's milk, Narah's pussy, Narah's body. All belong to Grohk."

The possessive words combined with the incredible sensation of being filled while nursing him pushed me toward the edge embarrassingly quickly. But just as I was about to fall over, he stopped moving completely.

"Not yet," he growled, lifting me off his cock despite my whimper of protest. "Grohk not finished with perfect mate."

He positioned me on my hands and knees on the soft furs, my heavy breasts hanging down as he moved behind me. From this angle, he could see everything—my pussy wet and swollen from his cock, milk dripping from my nipples onto the furs below.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his massive hands spanning my waist as he positioned himself at my entrance again. "Grohk's perfect mate, ready to take seed."

The crude words sent a fresh rush of wetness between my thighs. "Fill me," I begged, pushing back against him. "Fill me with your cock, your seed, everything."

When he thrust into me this time, it was with one powerful stroke that buried him to the hilt. I screamed at the sensation, my back arching as he filled me completely.

"So deep," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he set a punishing rhythm. "Grohk's cock so deep in tight pussy. Going to fill Narah with so much seed. Make babies grow in Narah's belly."

"Yes," I sobbed, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Give me your babies. Fill me up."

He reached around to cup my swinging breasts as he pounded into me, milk coating his fingers as he squeezed gently. "Perfect tits full of milk," he panted, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Milk for Grohk and babies. Narah feed everyone Grohk puts in her belly."

The image he painted—me heavy with his child, nursing both him and our babies—sent me over the edge with devastating force. I came with a scream, my pussy clenching around his thick cock as pleasure tore through me.

"That's it," he snarled, his thrusts becoming brutal as my climax triggered his own. "Milk everywhere, pussy squeezing Grohk. Perfect mate coming on Grohk's cock while thinking about babies."

His release filled me with liquid heat, pulse after pulse of seed coating my inner walls. When he finally stilled, both of us were breathing hard and slick with sweat.

But he wasn't finished with me yet.

"Again," he growled, already hardening inside me. "Grohk not done claiming perfect mate."

What followed was the most thorough claiming I could have imagined. He took me in every position he could think of—on my back with my legs over his shoulders, on my side with him spooned behind me, standing against the cave wall with my legs wrapped around his waist.

Each time, he found new ways to worship my breasts while he filled me with his cock. Sometimes drinking deeply, sometimes just letting the milk flow while he watched it run down my body, sometimes catching it in his hands to taste.

"Grohk's milk," he would murmur between thrusts. "Grohk's pussy. Grohk's mate. Everything mine."

By the time he was finally satisfied, I was boneless with exhaustion and drunk on pleasure. Milk covered both of us, my thighs were slick with his seed, and I could barely form coherent thoughts.

"Perfect," he breathed, gathering me against his chest as we both struggled to catch our breath. "Narah so perfect. Take everything Grohk gives."

"So full," I mumbled against his neck, overwhelmed by the sensation of his seed deep inside me. "So much..."

"Good," he said with deep satisfaction, his massive hand stroking possessively over my stomach. "Maybe Grohk's seed takes this time. Maybe little one already growing."

The thought sent a lazy pulse of heat through my exhausted body. "Would you like that?"

"Want Narah round with Grohk's baby," he said immediately. "Want to watch Narah's belly grow big. Want to feed from Narah while she carries Grohk's young."

"And after?" I asked softly.

"After, Grohk watch Narah nurse little ones. Share mama's milk between babies and Grohk." His voice grew wonder-struck. "Perfect family. Grohk's clan."

As I drifted toward sleep in his arms, thoroughly claimed and completely content, I felt profound truth settle in my chest. This was exactly where I belonged—in the arms of my gentle giant, carrying his seed, building our future together.

"Love you," I mumbled, already half asleep.

"Grohk loves perfect mate more than anything," he replied, his arms tightening protectively around me. "Always protect Narah and babies. Always."

The last thing I remembered was the feel of his massive hand resting possessively on my stomach, and his whispered promise: "Grohk's family. Grohk's everything. Forever."


CHAPTER NINE

The changes began subtly, in ways I barely noticed at first.

It had been two weeks since Grohk and I had fully claimed each other, since I'd surrendered completely to being his treasured mate. What started as small differences—sleeping more deeply, waking more refreshed, feeling stronger throughout the day—had gradually become impossible to ignore.

"Narah different," Grohk observed one morning as I stretched languidly among our furs, noting how my movements felt more fluid, more graceful than before. "Smell different. Feel different when Grohk touches."

He was right. Even I could sense it—the fundamental shift in my body, in my very essence. My skin had taken on a healthy flush, my hair felt thicker and more lustrous, and there was energy humming through me that spoke of deep contentment and physical well-being.

"Different how?" I asked, though I thought I already knew.

"Stronger," he said immediately, his massive hands skimming along my arms with wonder. "Like happiness making Narah healthy. Like love changing Narah to be perfect for Grohk."

Love and contentment. The concept made perfect sense. This life of being treasured and cherished, of finally having my gift appreciated rather than scorned, had transformed me in ways I'd never expected. My body responding to joy by becoming more vibrant, more alive.

"Is that what's happening?" I whispered, looking down at my body with new understanding. "Love is... enhancing me?"

"Love makes everything better," he said with simple certainty. "Makes Narah strong enough to be troll mate. Makes Narah able to take all of Grohk."

The implications sent heat burning through me. Not just emotional wellbeing, but physical enhancement born from being truly cherished. My body becoming more resilient, more capable of handling his supernatural size and strength, more perfectly matched to his needs through the simple power of being loved completely.

"I can feel it," I admitted, marveling at the subtle changes. "Like energy flowing through my veins, making everything more... intense."

"Grohk feels too," he rumbled, his gray eyes going black with hunger. "Narah's milk changing. Getting stronger, sweeter. Getting better."

He was right about that too. Over the past days, I'd noticed my milk production increasing dramatically—not just in quantity but in richness. Where before I'd been modestly abundant, now I overflowed with sweet nectar that drove Grohk to new heights of worship and devotion.

"I'm so full this morning," I confessed, my hands moving to cup my heavy breasts. The familiar ache was more intense than usual, demanding relief with an urgency that made me squirm. "More than I've ever been."

His pupils dilated immediately, nostrils flaring as he scented my arousal and the abundance I carried. "Grohk help," he said eagerly, already moving to position himself for our morning ritual. "Always help precious mate with treasure."

But when his mouth closed around my nipple this time, the sensation was overwhelming in entirely new ways. Not just the usual pleasure and relief, but connection so intense it felt like our souls were merging through the intimate act.

"Oh!" I gasped, arching beneath him as sensation crashed through me. "Grohk, that's... that feels incredible!"

"Taste different," he groaned against my breast, his voice rough with hunger. "Richer. Sweeter. Good milk. Love making Narah's milk perfect for Grohk."

The enhancement was obvious—what flowed from my body now was more concentrated, more potent, carrying not just nourishment but the very essence of our bond. Each gentle pull sent lightning through my system, and I could feel his satisfaction and love flowing back into me through our deep connection.

"More," I begged, threading my fingers through his green hair. "Don't stop, it feels too good."

He obeyed eagerly, switching between my breasts with increasing hunger, his massive hands gentle but possessive as they worshipped my enhanced curves. Through our bond, I could feel his amazement at the transformation—not just in taste and abundance, but in the way our connection deepened with each feeding.

"Narah look healthy," he observed with wonder when he finally lifted his head, my milk glistening on his lips. "Like happiness making Narah strong. Like love making Narah more beautiful every day."

Looking down, I could see what he meant. There was a subtle vibrancy to my skin now, the flush that comes from deep contentment and being truly cherished. The look of a woman who had found her purpose and was thriving in it.

But before I could respond, Grohk's entire body went rigid with tension. His nostrils flared wide, testing the air with sudden alertness that made my heart skip.

"What is it?" I asked, immediately concerned by the shift in his demeanor.

"Smell," he said quietly, his voice dropping to a dangerous rumble. "Old smell. Bad smell." His gray eyes grew distant, focused on some threat I couldn't perceive. "Steel. Horses. Unwashed men who smell of violence."

Fear clawed at my throat. "How many?"

"Many. More than before." He rose slowly, his massive frame radiating barely controlled menace. "They coming up mountain path. Moving careful, trying to hide scent. But Grohk knows that smell. Lived with that smell for years."

"The raiders," I whispered, understanding crashing over me.

"Yes. Come for Grohk again. Come to take Grohk back to chains." His hands clenched into fists, and I could see the old trauma warring with his protective instincts. "But this time different. This time Grohk has precious thing to protect."

"We could run," I suggested, though even as I said it, I knew it wasn't truly an option. "Find somewhere else to hide."

"No." His voice was firm, final. "This Grohk's home now. Grohk's sanctuary with beloved mate. Grohk not run from animals who made Grohk weapon." His gray eyes blazed with fury I'd never seen before—not just protectiveness, but righteous rage. "And running means leaving Narah unprotected. Never."

"How long do we have?" I asked, already moving to gather supplies, weapons, anything that might help.

"Not long. Hour, maybe less." He paused, listening to sounds I couldn't hear. "Moving faster now. Know Grohk scent them back." His expression grew troubled. "Something wrong though. Too many for just recapture mission. Too much equipment."

"What do you mean?"

"Grohk hear metal clanking. Chains, yes, but other things. Heavy things." His massive frame tensed with growing alarm. "Grohk think... Grohk think they not just want Grohk back as weapon. Think they want to sell Grohk. Trade Grohk to someone else."

The thought of him being sold like livestock made rage burn through me so intensely that my enhanced body trembled with fury. "Over my dead body."

"No." His voice carried such deadly certainty that it sent chills down my spine. "No one touches Narah. No one takes Grohk from Narah. Grohk dies first."

As we prepared for the inevitable confrontation, Grohk moved with methodical precision. He positioned heavy stones near the cave entrance, creating barriers and weapons. His massive hands shaped makeshift clubs from broken stalactites, testing their weight with the expertise of someone who'd been forced to fight for years.

"Narah hide in deep cave," he said, his voice carrying an authority I'd never heard before. "Behind big rocks where they can't see. No matter what Grohk says, no matter what happens, Narah stays hidden."

"I'm not hiding while they threaten you," I said fiercely, surprising myself with my boldness.

"Narah hides," he repeated, but there was desperation beneath the command. "Grohk fights better knowing precious mate safe. Fights harder knowing what Grohk protects."

Before I could argue further, voices echoed from outside the cave. Harsh, commanding voices that made my blood run cold with their casual cruelty.

"Found the tracks!" came a shout that carried clearly through the mountain air. "Fresh ones, leading straight up to that cave opening!"

"Good," came another voice, this one with the authority of command. "Set up the perimeter. I want nets on both sides of the ledge and pit traps along the escape routes. This time our lost investment doesn't slip away."

Grohk's transformation was immediate and terrifying. The gentle giant who held me like spun glass vanished, replaced by danger incarnate. But this wasn't the broken weapon they'd once forced him to be—this was a mate protecting what he loved, a guardian defending his sanctuary.

"Remember," the leader's voice continued, "the troll's worth more intact. Disable, don't kill. And if there's a female with him..." Cruel laughter echoed off the cave walls. "Well, matched pairs bring premium prices."

I pressed myself against the cave wall, hidden behind the rocks as Grohk had insisted, but I could see everything. My enhanced vision picked up details in the dim light that would have been invisible before—the way Grohk's muscles coiled with barely contained violence, the careful positioning of his improvised weapons, the calculating look in his gray eyes as he assessed his enemies.

"We know you're in there, beast!" the leader called out. "Come quietly and we'll make this easy on you. Fight us, and you'll just end up in chains anyway—but with a lot more pain."

Grohk's response was a low growl that seemed to come from the very depths of the earth. "Grohk not your beast anymore."

"Oh, but you are," the leader replied with mock sympathy. "You'll always be our property. Just like your little pet will be, once we collect her."

The casual way he referred to me as property sent rage burning through my enhanced body. Without thinking, I stepped forward, no longer willing to hide.

"We're not property," I called out, my voice carrying a strength I'd never possessed before. "We're free."

"There she is," the leader said with satisfaction. "Come out, girl. Make this easy on yourself."

"Narah, no," Grohk growled, but I was already moving.

"I'm not hiding anymore," I said firmly. "We face this together."

The raiders appeared at the cave entrance—six armed men in full battle gear, moving with the coordination of those who'd done this before. But what made my heart sink was what they carried: nets woven with metal threads, chains designed specifically for troll anatomy, and crossbows loaded with bolts that gleamed with poison.

"There's our missing merchandise," the leader called out, his scarred face wearing a satisfied smirk. "Miss us, beast? We certainly missed our best earner."

"Grohk free now," my mate replied, his massive frame radiating barely controlled violence. "Grohk has mate, has home, has reason to fight."

"Mate?" The leader's eyes found me and his expression shifted to calculation. "Well, well. The troll's found himself a pet." He looked me up and down with obvious assessment. "Actually, this works out perfectly. You see, we've had inquiries. Certain collectors willing to pay premium prices for matched sets."

"Matched sets?" I asked, though I had a horrible feeling I already knew.

"Troll and his human mate," another raider explained with cruel amusement. "Apparently there are those who find such... relationships fascinating. Willing to pay quite well to observe them in captivity."

The rage that burned through me at his words was so intense that my entire body trembled with fury. "You're sick," I spat. "We're not merchandise. We're people who love each other."

"Love?" The leader laughed cruelly. "Girl, you've been living with a monster so long you've forgotten what's natural. But don't worry—our buyers will remind you." His gaze fixed on me with predatory hunger. "Oh yes, this is going to be very profitable indeed."

"Enough talk," Grohk rumbled, stepping protectively in front of me. "You want Grohk? Come take Grohk."

The raiders spread out with practiced efficiency, but Grohk was ready for them. Years of forced combat had taught him to read enemies, to predict their movements, to turn their own tactics against them.

"Take him down!" the leader barked.

The first raider rushed forward with a weighted net, but Grohk had anticipated the move. His massive hand closed around one of his stone clubs and swung it in a devastating arc. The weapon caught the raider in the chest with a sound like breaking thunder, sending him flying backward into the cave wall.

"Spread out!" the leader screamed, his professional composure cracking as he saw how different this was from their previous encounters. "Use the hooks! Keep him at distance!"

Two raiders flanked Grohk from opposite sides, their nets spinning in practiced arcs. These weren't simple rope snares—the metal threads gleamed with barbed edges designed to bite into troll hide and hold fast. But Grohk had learned from years of being caught in such traps.

He feinted left, drawing both nets toward him, then rolled right at the last second. The raiders tangled their own weapons as Grohk came up with another stone club in his hands.

"Too slow," he growled, bringing the club down on the nearest raider's skull.

But the third raider was already moving, his net catching Grohk's left arm. The barbed weights tore through his skin as they wrapped tight, and golden blood began to flow.

"Got him!" the raider shouted triumphantly, yanking hard on the chain attached to his net.

Instead of being pulled off balance, Grohk grabbed the chain with his free hand and hauled back. The raider's feet left the ground as he was dragged forward, his eyes going wide with terror as he realized his mistake.

Grohk's free fist caught him in the chest, and I heard ribs crack like kindling.

"Crossbows!" the leader screamed, his voice cracking with desperation. "Poison bolts! Bring the beast down!"

Two more raiders raised their weapons, but these weren't ordinary crossbows. The bolts were twice the size of normal quarrels, their tips gleaming with a sickly green coating that made my blood run cold.

"Grohk, look out!" I screamed.

The first bolt took him in the shoulder, spinning him halfway around. The second caught him in the thigh, and I watched in horror as he stumbled, his movements already becoming sluggish.

But the poison only seemed to enrage him further. With a roar that shook the entire cave, he grabbed a chunk of the cave wall and tore it free. The boulder, easily the size of a man's torso, sailed through the air with devastating accuracy.

"No!" I screamed, grabbing a heavy stone from beside the fire. My enhanced strength, which I was only now discovering, let me hurl it with force that surprised even me. The stone caught the crossbowman in the temple with a wet crack. He dropped like a cut string, his weapon clattering across the cave floor.

"The girl!" the leader snarled, raising his own crossbow toward me. "Tranq bolt! We need her alive but compliant!"

But I was already moving, my enhanced reflexes carrying me out of the bolt's path. The projectile shattered against the cave wall where I'd been standing.

"Fast little thing," the leader muttered, reaching for another bolt.

He never got the chance to load it. Grohk, even poisoned and bleeding, moved with the deadly precision of a predator. His massive hands closed around the leader's throat, lifting him off the ground with casual ease.

"No one threatens Grohk's mate," he growled, his voice carrying the promise of death.

The leader's eyes bulged as Grohk's grip tightened. "Wait," he gasped. "We can... negotiate..."

"Grohk done negotiating," my mate replied, and there was a sound like wet branches snapping.

The remaining two raiders looked at their dead companions, then at Grohk—wounded, poisoned, bleeding, but very much still standing—and their nerve finally broke.

"Retreat!" one of them screamed, already scrambling for the cave entrance. "Fall back! Fall back!"

They fled into the morning light, their panicked shouts echoing down the mountain as they ran. But Grohk didn't pursue them. The poison was working its way through his system, and I could see him swaying on his feet, golden blood streaming from multiple wounds.

"Grohk!" I rushed to his side as he collapsed to one knee, my hands frantically checking his injuries. The crossbow bolts had gone deep, and the poison was already spreading dark veins under his grayish skin. "Stay with me, love. Don't you dare leave me."

"Narah safe?" he asked, his voice already thickening with the effects of the toxin. "Narah not hurt?"

"I'm fine," I assured him, tears streaming down my face as I tried to stop the bleeding. "Because of you. You saved me again."

"Good," he mumbled, his gray eyes struggling to focus. "Grohk's job. Protect precious mate. Always protect..."

His massive frame toppled forward, and I barely managed to guide his fall so his head landed in my lap instead of on the stone floor. The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by the sound of my sobs and the distant shouts of the fleeing raiders.

But Grohk was still breathing, still fighting the poison that coursed through his veins. And as I sat there, cradling his head and whispering words of love and encouragement, I realized profound truth had just been revealed.

These weren't the same broken raiders who had once controlled him through fear and pain. And he wasn't the same reluctant weapon they'd tried to reclaim. This battle had been different—not fought in obedience to cruel masters, but in fierce protection of precious love beyond measure.

He had chosen to fight. Chosen to kill. Chosen to risk everything, not because he was forced to, but because he loved me too much to let anyone take me away.

That devotion, that depth of love—it was more powerful than any chain, more dangerous than any weapon they could have brought against him.

And now I understood my own transformation too. The enhancement hadn't just been about surviving his size or producing more milk. It had been preparing me to stand beside him, to be a true partner rather than just a protected mate.

We were stronger together than either of us had ever been alone.


CHAPTER TEN

The poison worked through Grohk's system for three agonizing days.

I barely left his side, watching helplessly as the dark veins spread under his gray-green skin, as his breathing grew shallow and labored, as fever wracked his massive frame. The crossbow bolts had gone deep, and though I'd managed to extract them, the damage was extensive.

"Narah," he mumbled during one of his brief conscious moments, his gray eyes struggling to focus on my face. "Narah safe? Not dream?"

"I'm safe," I assured him for the hundredth time, gently bathing his fevered brow with cool water. "You protected me, remember? You fought them off."

"Good," he whispered, his massive hand finding mine with trembling fingers. "Grohk's most important job. Keep precious mate safe."

"Your most important job right now is getting better," I said firmly, though my voice shook with fear. "You need to heal, Grohk. I need you to heal."

But even as I spoke the words, I could see how much the battle had cost him. The poison designed specifically for trolls was vicious, attacking not just his body but his supernatural resilience. What should have been minor wounds for someone of his constitution had become infected, angry red lines spreading from each injury.

I'd done everything I could think of—cleaned the wounds with boiled water, applied poultices made from moss and healing herbs I'd found growing near the cave entrance, kept him hydrated and as comfortable as possible. But I wasn't a healer, and the fear that I might lose him was a constant ache in my chest.

On the second night, as his fever raged at its worst, I felt my control finally break.

"Don't you dare leave me," I whispered fiercely, pressing my face against his burning chest. "Don't you dare die on me, Grohk. I can't lose you. I won't survive it."

His hand found my hair with weak fingers, stroking gently even in his delirium. "Narah," he breathed, my name the only clear word he'd spoken in hours.

"I'm here," I said, tears streaming down my face. "I'm right here. Stay with me."

"Mine," he mumbled, his grip tightening in my hair. "Grohk's Narah. Mine."

"Yours," I agreed desperately. "Always yours. But you have to stay with me to keep me."

His fever broke the next morning, and I woke to find him watching me with clear eyes for the first time since the attack. His breathing was steady and deep, and when I pressed my hand to his forehead, it was cool to the touch.

"Narah," he said softly, his voice still weak but unmistakably himself. "Beautiful Narah. Grohk so sorry for scaring precious mate."

Tears of relief burned my eyes as I leaned down to kiss his forehead. "Don't you ever scare me like that again," I whispered against his skin. "I thought I was going to lose you."

"Never," he said with quiet certainty, though I could hear the exhaustion in his voice. "Grohk not leave Narah. Not ever. Promise."

"You're hurt," I said, my hands moving to check his wounds. The angry red lines had faded to pink scars, his supernatural healing finally able to overcome the poison's effects. "How do you feel?"

"Weak," he admitted, trying to sit up and grimacing at the effort. "Poison bad. Made Grohk feel like dying for while."

"But you didn't die," I said fiercely, helping him settle back against the furs. "You fought it off. You're going to be fine."

"Because Narah took care of Grohk," he said, wonder in his voice as he looked around the cave. I followed his gaze and realized what he was seeing—evidence of my constant vigil. Bowls of used water, strips of torn fabric stained with blood and medicine, the careful way I'd arranged everything within reach of his bedside.

"You stayed," he said, emotion thick in his voice. "Whole time. Narah stayed and took care of Grohk."

"Of course I stayed," I said, as if the alternative had never occurred to me. "You're my mate. Where else would I be?"

His eyes filled with tears, and I realized this might be the first time in his life that someone had cared for him when he was vulnerable, had chosen to tend his wounds instead of abandoning him or making them worse.

"No one ever..." he started, then stopped, his massive hand reaching up to cup my cheek. "Narah so good to Grohk. So perfect. Grohk not deserve such love."

"You deserve everything," I said firmly, capturing his hand and pressing a kiss to his palm. "You deserve to be cared for, protected, treasured. Just like you do for me."

"Narah treasure Grohk," he said wonderingly, as if the concept was still foreign to him.

"Always," I promised. "In sickness and health, in danger and safety. Always."

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, his thumb stroking along my cheekbone as I held his hand against my face. But gradually, I became aware of the familiar ache building in my chest. The stress and fear of the past three days had disrupted our usual routine, and my body was responding to his recovery with abundant relief.

But more than that—I needed him. The terror of nearly losing him had left me desperate to feel connected to him again, to reassure myself that he was truly alive, truly mine.

"Narah full," Grohk observed, his weakened state not diminishing his awareness of my needs. "Grohk can smell. Sweet treasure waiting."

"You're too weak," I protested, though my body was already responding to his attention. "You need to rest."

"Grohk needs Narah," he said simply, his gray eyes going black with hunger despite his exhaustion. "Need to feel Narah close. Need to know Narah real, not dream."

The raw vulnerability in his voice broke my heart. He was as desperate for connection as I was, as terrified by how close we'd come to losing each other.

"Then take me," I whispered, already moving to straddle his lap. "Take whatever you need."

When his mouth found my nipple, the sensation was different than usual—more desperate, more needy. His massive hands shook slightly as they cupped my breast, and I could feel tears on his cheeks as he began to drink from me with hungry pulls.

"So sweet," he groaned against my skin, his voice thick with emotion. "Taste like home. Like life. Like everything Grohk thought lost."

I could feel him hardening beneath me as he drank, his body responding to mine despite his weakness. The knowledge that he wanted me even now, even barely recovered from near death, sent heat burning through my core.

"Need to be inside Narah," he said urgently, his free hand fumbling with his clothes. "Need to feel Narah's pussy around Grohk's cock. Need to know we both alive."

"Yes," I breathed, helping him free his impressive length. Even weakened, he was thick and hard for me, ready to claim what was his. "I need it too. Need you inside me."

When I sank down onto his cock, we both cried out at the sensation. He filled me completely, stretching me deliciously as I took him to the hilt.

"Mine," he growled, his hands gripping my hips as I began to move on top of him. "Grohk's Narah. Grohk's mate. No one take you from Grohk. Never."

"Never," I agreed, riding him slowly to accommodate his weakness while he continued to nurse from my breast. "I'm yours forever, Grohk. Your mate, your woman."

"Going to fill Narah with seed," he panted, his thrusts growing stronger as arousal overcame exhaustion. "Going to make sure Narah carries Grohk's baby. Then no one ever take Narah away."

The breeding talk sent fire through my veins. "Yes," I sobbed, grinding down on his thick cock. "Fill me up. Give me your baby. Make me yours completely."

We moved together with desperate intensity, both of us driven by the knowledge of how close we'd come to losing each other. His mouth worked at my breast while I rode his cock, milk and pleasure flowing between us in equal measure.

"Come for Grohk," he commanded, his thumb finding my clit and circling it with perfect pressure. "Come on Grohk's cock while Grohk drinks from perfect tits."

When I shattered around him, it was with a scream that echoed through the cave. My pussy clenched around his length as he continued to thrust up into me, his own release following moments later.

"Mine," he snarled as he filled me with his seed, his grip on my hips tight enough to bruise. "Grohk's mate. Grohk's everything. Never let go."

"Never let go," I agreed, collapsing against his chest as we both tried to catch our breath.

As we lay entwined afterward, I felt deep contentment settle in my chest. We'd survived the attack, survived the poison, and our bond was stronger than ever.

"Better?" I asked softly, noting the color that had returned to his cheeks.

"Much better," he said, his voice already stronger. "Narah's milk and Narah's pussy best healing in world."

I laughed despite everything, pressing a kiss to his throat. "You're going to be fine."

"We both going to be fine," he corrected, his massive hand moving to rest possessively on my stomach. "Grohk make sure of it. No more bad men ever hurt what belongs to Grohk."

"What happens now?" I asked.

"Now Grohk gets strong again," he said, his arms tightening protectively around me. "Grohk makes sure cave safe, makes sure no more bad men can find us. And..." His voice grew tender. "Grohk worships precious mate who saved Grohk's life."

"I love you," I whispered against his chest, feeling his heart beating strong and steady beneath my cheek.

"Grohk loves Narah more than anything," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. "Fight anything, heal from anything, live forever if it means protecting precious mate."

The merchant's daughter who'd fled an unwanted marriage had found her purpose in the arms of a gentle giant who saw her gift as sacred, her love as healing, her body as home.

"Sleep, my love," I whispered as his breathing began to deepen. "Rest and know that you're safe, you're loved, and you're exactly where you belong."


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Two weeks had passed since the attack, and Grohk had recovered completely—stronger than before, if that were possible. His wounds had healed to faint silver lines that only enhanced the rugged beauty of his gray-green skin, and the confidence in his movements spoke to a man who had proven himself in the most fundamental way possible.

But it was the changes in me that had become impossible to ignore.

"Narah different," Grohk observed one morning as he watched me stretch among our furs, his gray eyes noting details I thought I'd hidden. "Smell different. Move different. Glow brighter."

My heart skipped, but I tried to keep my voice casual. "Different how?"

"Like..." He paused, his massive head tilting as he searched for words. "Like life growing. Like happiness making Narah more beautiful every day." His eyes grew intent, focused. "Like carrying precious thing."

The careful way he said it, the hope barely contained in his voice, told me he already suspected. Probably had for days, with his enhanced senses picking up changes my human awareness was only beginning to recognize.

"Grohk," I said softly, my hand moving instinctively to rest on my still-flat stomach. "What if I told you that your healing milk did more than just make you strong again?"

His entire body went still, every muscle tensing with anticipation. "What Narah saying?"

"I'm saying that maybe, while I was caring for you, while we were so connected through that healing..." I took a deep breath, meeting his burning gaze. "Maybe we created something beautiful together."

The silence stretched between us, heavy with possibility. Then Grohk's massive hands began to tremble, and his voice came out barely above a whisper.

"Baby? Narah carrying Grohk's baby?"

"Yes," I said simply, and watched his world transform.

The sound he made was pure joy—part roar, part laughter, part prayer of thanksgiving that echoed through our cave and probably halfway down the mountain. Before I could blink, I was swept up in arms that shook with emotion, held against a chest that rumbled with happiness so profound it made my own eyes fill with tears.

"Baby," he kept repeating, the word like a sacred incantation. "Narah and Grohk made baby. Made family. Made most precious thing in world."

"Are you happy?" I asked, though his reaction made the question unnecessary.

"Happy not big enough word," he said, setting me down gently but keeping his massive hands on my waist as if afraid I might disappear. "Grohk feels... feels like heart too small to hold all the love. Like sun living in chest. Like everything Grohk ever wanted coming true at once."

"It's still early," I warned, though I was smiling through my tears. "Anything could happen. We have to be careful—"

"Grohk be most careful creature in world," he interrupted fiercely. "Protect Narah and baby with life. Nothing hurt precious family. Nothing."

His hands moved to cover my stomach, still flat but somehow already precious beyond measure to both of us. "Hello, little one," he said softly, speaking directly to my belly. "Grohk your papa. Love you so much already. Going to keep you and mama safe always."

The tender way he spoke to our unborn child, the absolute devotion already blazing in his eyes, made my throat tight with emotion. "They're going to be so loved."

"Most loved baby in world," he agreed, then looked up at me with sudden intensity. "Grohk want to do proper thing. Want to make proper promises to Narah and baby."

"What do you mean?"

"Grohk want to be real mate. Not just male who loves Narah, but proper husband. Want to make vows, make promises that everyone knows." His expression grew shy. "Want Narah to be Grohk's wife, if Narah wants."

The formal proposal, delivered with such earnest uncertainty, made my heart melt completely. "Yes," I said without hesitation. "Yes, I want to be your wife. Your mate. Your partner in everything."

His smile was radiant, transforming his harsh features into something beautiful beyond words. "Then Grohk make proper ceremony. Make beautiful for Narah and baby."

What followed was the most touching display of devotion I'd ever witnessed. Grohk spent the entire day transforming our cave, gathering materials with the focused intensity of someone creating something sacred. He wove garlands from the mountain flowers that grew near our entrance—tiny white blooms that smelled like starlight and wild honey. He arranged smooth stones in careful patterns, creating circles within circles that spoke to ancient traditions I didn't understand but felt in my bones.

"What do the circles mean?" I asked as I watched him work with painstaking precision.

"Protection," he said simply. "Inner circle for Narah and baby. Middle circle for family Grohk will make. Outer circle for promises that last forever." He paused, looking at me with burning eyes. "Troll marriages meant to last until mountains fall. Grohk want same with Narah."

"Until mountains fall," I repeated, loving the poetry of it. "That sounds perfect to me."

As the sun set, painting our cave in golden light, Grohk led me to the center of his carefully constructed circles. He'd dressed in the finest clothes he possessed—rough leather that he'd somehow cleaned and softened until it gleamed, his wild hair tamed with small braids woven with flowers. He looked magnificent, primitive and beautiful and entirely mine.

"Narah," he said formally, taking my hands in his massive ones as we stood surrounded by his symbols of eternal love. "Grohk wants to make promises. Big promises. Forever promises."

"I'm listening," I said softly, my heart pounding with the solemnity of the moment.

"Grohk promises to love Narah always. To protect Narah and babies from everything bad. To make Narah feel precious every day, to give Narah everything Grohk has." His voice grew rough with emotion. "Grohk promises to be gentle when Narah needs gentle, strong when Narah needs strong. To fight for family, to work for family, to live for family."

"And I promise to love you always," I replied, my own voice thick with tears. "To treasure your gentle heart, to trust your strength, to give you everything I am." I placed his hand over my stomach. "To raise our children knowing they're wanted, loved, cherished beyond measure."

"Good promises," he said solemnly. "Now Grohk asks: Narah stay with Grohk forever? Narah be Grohk's wife, Grohk's mate, Grohk's partner?"

"Always," I vowed. "Forever and always, until mountains fall and stars die."

"And Grohk be Narah's husband, Narah's protector, Narah's devoted mate," he replied. "Forever and always, until world ends and beyond."

He sealed our vows with a kiss that tasted like forever, his massive hands gentle as they framed my face. When we broke apart, I felt fundamentally changed—not just his lover anymore, but his wife, his true partner in every sense that mattered.

"We're married," I said wonderingly, looking around at the flower garlands and stone circles that had witnessed our promises.

"Married," he agreed, and the satisfaction in his voice was unmistakable. "Proper family now. Husband, wife, baby coming. Everything perfect."

"Everything perfect," I echoed, and meant it completely.

But even as I spoke, I became acutely aware of the familiar ache building in my chest. The day's emotions had triggered my body's response, and now I was fuller than I'd been since the pregnancy began.

"Narah needs Grohk," he observed, his nostrils flaring as he scented my arousal and abundance. "Milk ready. But..." His expression grew almost possessive. "Different smell now. Richer. Sweeter."

He was right. My body had changed dramatically over the past weeks, my milk production increasing not just in quantity but in richness. "It's for the baby," I said softly. "My body is preparing to feed our child."

His gray eyes went dark with something I'd never seen before—a hunger so intense it was almost primal. "Grohk knows baby needs mama's milk," he said, his voice dropping to that rumble that made my core clench. "But Grohk had Narah's sweetness first. Grohk not ready to share."

The possessive words sent fire racing through my veins. "You won't have to share," I assured him breathlessly. "There will be plenty for both of you."

"Good," he growled, already moving to position himself carefully around my changing form. "Because Grohk need taste wife's milk. Need drink from beautiful mama who growing Grohk's baby."

When his mouth found my nipple, the sensation was overwhelming—not just the usual relief, but something far more intense. The milk that flowed from my body now was different, richer, carrying flavors that made him groan with desperate need.

"So good," he gasped between pulls, his massive hands reverent as they supported my sensitive breasts. "Taste like honey and cream. Like everything perfect in world." His voice grew rough with awe. "Narah making treasure for baby, but Grohk gets to taste first."

"Drink all you want," I whispered, my body already responding to his worship with arousal that burned through my veins. "You're my husband now. You have rights to everything I am."

"Everything," he agreed, switching to lavish attention on my other breast. "Grohk's wife, Grohk's milk, Grohk's body growing Grohk's baby."

The possessive words combined with his reverent touch had me writhing beneath him, my newly sensitive body responding to pleasure in ways I'd never experienced. When his free hand moved to explore my changing form, his touch was worshipful.

"Beautiful," he breathed, his palm mapping the slight swell of my belly with wonder. "Round with Grohk's child. Perfect wife, perfect mama, perfect treasure."

"I want you," I gasped, surprising myself with my boldness. "I want my husband inside me. I want to celebrate our marriage properly."

His pupils dilated completely, and he lifted his head from my breast with obvious reluctance. "Narah sure? Baby safe if Grohk loves wife?"

"The baby is safe," I assured him, my hands already working at his clothing. "And I need you. I need to feel claimed by my husband."

What followed was the most tender, passionate claiming I could have imagined. Grohk approached my pregnant body like it was sacred, his massive hands gentle as they positioned me carefully on my side, one leg draped over his hip to accommodate my changing form.

"Beautiful wife," he murmured as he entered me slowly, his impressive length filling me completely despite the new positioning. "Grohk's perfect mate, carrying Grohk's child."

The angle was different but perfect, allowing him to thrust deep while his hands remained free to worship my swollen breasts, to stroke my rounded belly with reverent touches.

"Feel so good," I gasped, my body more sensitive than ever before. "Everything feels more intense."

"Because body changing," he explained, his rhythm slow and deliberate as he loved me with exquisite care. "Growing baby makes Narah more beautiful, more perfect for Grohk."

When he lowered his head to drink from me again while we moved together, the dual sensation was overwhelming. Every pull at my breast sent corresponding pulses of pleasure through my core, and I could feel myself climbing toward heights I'd never reached before.

"Going to come," I warned him, my voice breaking with impending release.

"Come for husband," he commanded, his hand moving between us to stroke my swollen clit while he continued to thrust. "Come around Grohk's cock while Grohk drinks wife's milk."

My orgasm hit differently this time—deeper, more primal, like my pregnant body was responding to his claiming with desperate need. I sobbed his name as pleasure tore through me, my inner walls gripping him so tightly he couldn't move.

"Wife," he groaned, the word breaking on a desperate sound as I squeezed him. "Perfect wife, taking husband's cock so good."

His own climax followed immediately, his massive body shuddering as he filled me. But instead of the usual intensity, this felt like marking—like he was claiming not just me but the life growing inside me.

"Grohk's family," he whispered against my throat, his breathing ragged. "Wife and baby, both safe, both loved."

"Both yours," I confirmed, my hands stroking his sweat-dampened hair. "Forever and always, we're yours."

As we lay entwined afterward, his careful hands stroking my hair while I caught my breath, I felt contentment so profound it seemed to glow from within.

"Was good for Narah?" he asked softly, and I could hear the vulnerability still there despite what we'd just shared.

"It was perfect," I assured him, pressing kisses to his throat. "You were perfect. Everything about this was perfect."

His relief was palpable, his arms tightening around me protectively. "Grohk so happy. So grateful Narah trusts Grohk with precious body."

"I trust you with everything," I said honestly. "My body, my heart, my life. All of it belongs to you now."

"And Grohk belongs to Narah," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. "Forever and always, Grohk is Narah's."

As sleep claimed us both, wrapped in each other's arms with the scent of our lovemaking perfuming the air, I knew that everything had changed between us. We were truly mates now, bound together by love and trust and the most intimate connection possible.

"What happens now?" I asked softly.

"Now Grohk takes care of wife and baby," he said with quiet certainty. "Makes home safe, makes everything ready for little one. Spends every day making sure family knows how precious they are."

"And I take care of my husband," I added, pressing a kiss to his chest. "Make sure he knows how loved and treasured he is."

"Grohk knows," he said, his voice thick with emotion. "Feel it every day. In Narah's touch, in Narah's milk, in way Narah looks at Grohk like seeing something beautiful."

"Because you are beautiful," I said firmly. "Inside and out, you're the most beautiful soul I've ever known."

As we settled into peaceful sleep, his arms protective around me and our unborn child, I marveled at how completely my life had changed. The unwanted daughter who'd fled an arranged marriage had become a treasured wife, carrying the child of a man who would move mountains to make her happy.

"Sleep, my love," I whispered as his breathing deepened. "Dream of the family we're building, the children we'll raise, the lifetime of love ahead of us."

"Best dreams," he murmured sleepily. "Dreams coming true."

And they were. Every single one of them.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Eight months later, the changes in my body had become impossible to hide, and Grohk's devotion had grown correspondingly intense. At seven months pregnant, I was gloriously, unmistakably round with his child, and he treated me like I was made of spun glass and starlight.

We'd moved from our cave sanctuary to the stone cottage he'd built with his own hands—a proper home with windows that caught the morning light and rooms designed for a growing family. The raiders were long gone, driven off permanently after word spread that the mountain troll was no longer alone and defenseless. Now we lived in peace, just the three of us soon to be four.

"Narah not lift anything," he said for the hundredth time that morning, gently taking a water bowl from my hands. "Grohk do everything. Narah just rest and grow beautiful baby."

"I'm pregnant, not helpless," I protested, though I was smiling. His overwhelming protectiveness was endearing, even when it bordered on ridiculous.

"Narah carrying most precious treasure in world," he said seriously, his massive hands coming to rest on my swollen belly where our daughter moved constantly now. "Grohk's job to make sure nothing disturbs."

Our daughter. The knowledge still filled me with wonder, especially when I felt her responding to her father's voice and touch with excited movements that made my entire belly ripple.

"She knows it's you," I observed, watching his face light up with paternal pride as a tiny foot kicked against his palm.

"Smart baby," he said with satisfaction. "Knows papa's voice, knows papa loves her." He leaned down to speak directly to my stomach. "Hello, little star. Papa here. Mama here. Both love you so much already."

The baby's response was immediate and enthusiastic—a series of kicks and rolls that made me gasp and laugh at the same time.

"She's going to be active," I said, rubbing the spot where her elbow jabbed my ribs.

"Good," Grohk said firmly. "Strong babies move lots. Shows healthy, shows happy." His expression grew tender. "Shows excited to meet mama and papa."

"Are you ready for her to be here?" I asked, though I could see the answer in his eyes every time he looked at my pregnant form.

"Been ready since first moment know about baby," he said immediately. "Ready to hold little one, to protect little one, to teach little one about being gentle and strong." His massive hand stroked reverently over my belly. "Ready to see Narah be perfect mama."

The absolute faith in his voice made my throat clench with emotion. "What if I don't know what I'm doing? What if I'm terrible at being a mother?"

"Impossible," he said with quiet certainty. "Narah already perfect mama. See how careful with baby, how much love already. See how body makes perfect food for little one." His eyes grew distant with wonder. "Going to be beautiful, watching Narah feed baby and feed Grohk."

The thought of nursing our daughter while still providing for my husband sent heat burning through me. My body had already begun preparing, my milk production increasing to levels that amazed even Grohk—enough for a growing baby and a devoted mate.

"Speaking of feeding," I said, my hands moving to cup my heavy breasts as the familiar ache began to build. "I think someone is demanding breakfast."

Grohk's pupils dilated immediately, his nostrils flaring as he scented my arousal and abundance. "Grohk help beautiful wife," he said eagerly, already moving to position himself carefully around my pregnant form. "Always help perfect mama."

These feeding sessions had become even more intimate since my pregnancy advanced, Grohk's reverence for my body reaching religious levels. When his mouth found my nipple, the sensation was overwhelming—not just physical relief, but spiritual communion that encompassed all three of us.

"Sweet," he murmured against my breast, his free hand resting protectively over our daughter. "Even sweeter now. Baby making mama's milk perfect for everyone who needs it."

He was right. The milk that flowed from my body now was richer, more abundant, carrying not just nourishment but love made manifest. Each gentle pull sent pleasure shooting through my entire being, and I could feel our daughter responding to the contentment flowing between her parents.

"She loves when you do this," I observed, feeling the baby's movements slow to peaceful flutters as Grohk continued his reverent worship. "She knows her papa is taking care of her mama."

"Smart baby," he said with masculine pride, switching to lavish attention on my other breast. "Knows family takes care of family. Knows love makes everything better."

When he was finally satisfied, he didn't pull away immediately. Instead, he rested his forehead against my chest, his breathing deep and peaceful, one massive hand still protective over our child.

"Grohk happiest creature in world," he said softly. "Have perfect wife, perfect baby coming, perfect life. Everything Grohk ever dreamed of and more."

"We still have work to do," I reminded him gently. "The birthing area needs to be prepared, supplies gathered—"

"All ready," he interrupted, and his tone was so satisfied that I looked at him with suspicion.

"What do you mean, all ready?"

"Grohk show Narah," he said, carefully helping me to my feet and leading me toward the back of our cave.

What I found there took my breath away. He'd transformed our cottage's back room into the most beautiful birthing space I could have imagined. Soft furs covered every surface, arranged in comfortable layers that would cushion and support me during labor. Fresh flowers from mama troll's meadow filled the space with gentle fragrance, and he'd rigged a system to bring warm, clean water from the mountain spring directly into the room.

But it was the smaller details that made tears spring to my eyes. Tiny clothes woven from the softest materials he could find. A cradle carved from beautiful mountain wood, sized perfectly for a newborn but sturdy enough to last for years. Blankets that felt like silk against the skin.

"When did you do all this?" I asked, amazed by the thoroughness of his preparations.

"Little bit every day," he said proudly. "While Narah rests, Grohk works. Want everything perfect for baby's arrival." His expression grew shy. "Good enough for precious family?"

"It's beautiful," I whispered, running my hands over the carved cradle that would hold our daughter. "She's going to love it here. Going to feel so safe and treasured."

"Like mama," he said, gathering me carefully in his arms. "Both precious girls safe and treasured always."

As we stood there in the room he'd created for our growing family, I felt the baby give a particularly strong kick, as if she approved of her father's preparations.

"I think she's ready to meet you," I said, laughing as another kick followed the first.

"Grohk ready to meet baby too," he said, his voice thick with anticipation. "Ready to hold little one, to see little one's face, to start being papa." He paused, looking suddenly uncertain. "Think Grohk will be good papa?"

"You'll be the best papa in the world," I said without hesitation. "You already love her so much, and she's not even born yet. You've prepared everything she could possibly need, and you'll protect her with your life."

"Always," he vowed, his massive hand covering mine where it rested on my belly. "Protect both precious girls with everything Grohk has. Make sure family always safe, always happy, always loved."

"We're already all of those things," I assured him, pressing a kiss to his strong jaw. "And when she's born, we'll be even more complete."

"Perfect family," he agreed, his gray eyes bright with dreams of the future. "Mama, papa, baby. Everything beautiful and right."

But as we talked about our daughter's arrival, I could feel the familiar fullness building in my chest again. My body was producing so much milk now that I needed relief multiple times throughout the day, and Grohk was always eager to help.

"Again?" he asked, noticing my subtle shift as I pressed a hand to my breast.

"My body is preparing," I said softly. "Making sure there's enough for everyone who needs it."

His gray eyes went dark with possessive hunger. "Good. Grohk not ready to share mama's sweetness with baby yet. Want few more months of having all of Narah's treasure."

"You'll never have to go without," I promised, already moving toward our comfortable pile of furs. "Even when she's here, there will be plenty for my devoted husband."

"Promise?" he asked, his voice rough with need as he helped me settle into position.

"Promise," I confirmed, and watched his pupils dilate with desperate hunger.

This feeding was different—longer, more intense, as if he was storing up the experience against the coming change. He drank from me with reverent greed, his massive hands worshiping my pregnant form while he took what he needed.

"So full," he groaned between pulls. "Narah making so much treasure. Perfect mama, perfect wife, perfect everything."

"Just for you and our baby," I gasped, pleasure burning through me as he switched between my breasts with increasing hunger. "My body knows what my family needs."

"Always need Narah's sweetness," he murmured against my skin. "Always need perfect wife who gives Grohk everything."

When he was finally satisfied, he held me close, his hands protective over our daughter as she moved peacefully within me.

"What about after?" I asked softly. "When our little star is here, when she's old enough... do you want more children?"

His entire body went still, and I could feel his excitement radiating through the connection between us. "More babies? Narah wants more babies with Grohk?"

"I want a house full of children," I admitted, surprising myself with the truth. "Little ones running around, learning about gentleness from their papa, growing strong on their mama's milk."

"Cave full of babies," he agreed, his voice thick with emotion. "Little ones running through mama troll's berry meadow, learning about gentle things. All beautiful like mama, all loved like most precious treasures in world."

"How many?" I asked, genuinely curious about his dreams for our family.

"Many," he said immediately. "As many as Narah's body wants to make. Fill mountain with love and laughter and children who grow up knowing they wanted."

The image he painted was so beautiful it made my chest ache with longing. "Our own little tribe."

"Best tribe," he agreed, pressing gentle kisses to my hair. "Children who never know fear, never know pain, only love and safety and parents who treasure them."

As the sun set over our mountain sanctuary, painting our stone cottage in golden light, I felt deep peace settle over me. Soon our daughter would be here, completing the family we'd built from love and choice and fierce devotion. She would grow up knowing she was wanted, treasured, running through mama troll's berry meadow and learning the old ways from her devoted papa.

"I love our life," I said softly, settling back against my husband's chest as our daughter moved peacefully within me.

"Grohk loves everything about life with Narah and baby," he replied, his arms encircling both of us protectively. "Past, present, future—all perfect because family together."

"Forever together," I added, feeling our daughter settle into quiet contentment.

"Forever and always," he confirmed, pressing gentle kisses to my hair. "Until mountains fall and beyond. Family forever."

Outside our stone cottage, the world continued its mad rush toward whatever destiny awaited it. But here, in the arms of my gentle giant, carrying the child we'd created from perfect love, I had found my forever. Tomorrow we would walk to mama troll's meadow together, pick berries for our growing family, and dream of all the children who would follow in our daughter's footsteps.

The merchant's daughter who'd fled an unwanted marriage had become a cherished wife and expectant mother, building a life based on love rather than obligation, choice rather than circumstance. And soon, very soon, our family would be complete.

"Sleep, my love," I whispered as Grohk's breathing began to deepen. "Dream of the day our daughter opens her eyes and sees how much her parents love each other."

"Best dreams," he murmured, his hands protective over our unborn child. "Dreams of forever."

*****

SEVEN YEARS LATER

*****

The sound of children's laughter echoed across mama troll's berry meadow as three small figures chased each other through the tall grass, their voices bright with joy. I watched from my comfortable spot beneath the old oak tree, one hand resting on my swollen belly where twins moved restlessly, the other shading my eyes as I kept track of our little ones.

"Khira, don't go too far!" I called to our eldest, who at six years old thought herself quite the explorer. She had her father's gray eyes and my dark hair, along with an independent streak that kept us both on our toes.

"I'm being careful, Mama!" she called back, her basket already half-full of the sweetest berries. "I'm showing Jorik the good spots!"

Four-year-old Jorik, our gentle giant in miniature, nodded seriously as he followed his big sister. He had inherited more of his father's build and coloring, his green-tinged skin and massive hands already promising he would be as large as his papa someday. But his temperament was pure sweetness, just like the man who adored him.

Two-year-old Lila, our surprise blessing, was content to stay closer to mama, her chubby hands sticky with berry juice as she ate more than she collected. She was the perfect blend of both her parents, with gray-green eyes and hair that caught the sunlight like spun gold.

"Mama eat!" Lila announced, toddling over to offer me a particularly plump berry with a gap-toothed grin.

"Thank you, sweet one," I said, accepting her gift and pulling her onto my lap carefully, mindful of the babies growing within me. "Are you having fun picking berries?"

"Fun! Papa come soon?" she asked, snuggling against my chest with the easy affection of a well-loved child.

"Soon," I promised, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Papa is showing the new families where to build their homes."

It still amazed me how much had changed in seven years. Word of our happiness, of the safe haven Grohk had created on his mountain, had slowly spread through the scattered troll communities. One by one, families had begun to return—cautiously at first, then with growing confidence as they saw that peace was possible here.

Now our mountain was home to nearly two dozen trolls, all living in harmony under Grohk's gentle but firm leadership. Children played together in the meadows, adults worked side by side building homes and tending gardens, and for the first time in generations, troll culture was thriving again.

"Mama, look!" Khira's excited voice drew my attention as she pointed toward the path leading up from the village. "Papa's coming, and he brought the Ironforge family!"

Sure enough, my husband's massive form was approaching through the trees, accompanied by a family of four we'd been expecting. The newest arrivals looked nervous but hopeful, their children clinging close as they took in their new surroundings.

"Papa! Papa!" Jorik abandoned his berry picking to run toward his father, his little legs pumping as fast as they could carry him.

Grohk's face lit up with pure joy as he scooped his son into his arms, spinning him around before setting him down gently. "Hello, strong boy. Taking good care of mama and sisters?"

"Yes, Papa! I picked lots of berries, and Lila ate lots of berries, and Khira found the best spot ever!" Jorik's words tumbled over each other in his excitement.

"Good boy," Grohk said approvingly, ruffling his son's hair before his eyes found mine across the meadow. The look that passed between us was pure contentment—the gaze of two people who had built something beautiful together and were still amazed by their good fortune.

"Narah," he called, approaching with the newcomer family in tow. "Want to meet the Grimjaw family? This is Thok and Zurga, and their little ones Grek and Vash."

"Welcome," I said warmly, carefully standing with Lila still in my arms. "We're so happy you've come to join us."

Zurga, a pretty troll woman with kind eyes, looked around the meadow with obvious wonder. "So peaceful here. So beautiful. Zurga not see children play so free in... well, ever."

"This is what Grohk wanted to build," I said proudly, watching as Khira immediately approached the newcomer children with her basket of berries to share. "A place where families can just be families."

"Speaking of family," Grohk said, his massive hand coming to rest on my rounded belly with reverent care, "how are the little ones today?"

"Active," I laughed, feeling one of the twins kick in response to their father's voice. "I think they're excited to meet their new neighbors too."

Thok's eyes widened slightly. "Twins? That... that wonderful. True blessing."

"Our fourth and fifth blessing," Grohk said with unmistakable pride. "Narah gives Grohk the most beautiful family."

"Fifth?" Zurga asked, looking around at our three visible children.

"These two will make five," I explained with a smile, patting my rounded belly. "Our family keeps growing."

"Growing family is best family," Zurga said warmly, her own children already playing happily with ours.

"Love makes everything possible," Grohk said simply, lifting Lila from my arms so I could embrace the newcomer family properly. "That's what Grohk learned from perfect wife."

As the afternoon wore on, I watched our children playing with the Grimjaw little ones, their initial shyness quickly melting into friendship. Khira took charge of showing them the best berry spots, while Jorik shared his knowledge of which flowers were safe to pick and which ones papa said to leave alone. Even baby Lila offered her new friends berries from her tiny basket, though she kept the best ones for herself.

"They adapt so quickly," I observed to Zurga as we watched the children together.

"Children always do, when they feel safe," she replied. "Your Grohk... he not what Zurga expected from stories."

"What stories?" I asked, curious.

"About the mountain troll who drove off the raiders single-handedly. Who could tear a man apart with his bare hands." She glanced toward where my husband was patiently helping Grek climb onto a low branch to reach higher berries. "But look at him. So gentle with them."

"He's the gentlest soul I've ever known," I said softly. "Strength and gentleness aren't opposites—they're partners. He taught me that."

As the sun began to set, painting the meadow in shades of gold and amber, Grohk gathered our little family for the walk home. Khira proudly carried the heaviest basket, Jorik held tight to his papa's hand, and I carried a sleepy Lila while the twins stirred restlessly in my belly.

"Good day?" Grohk asked as we walked the familiar path back to our stone cottage.

"Perfect day," I confirmed, feeling the deep contentment that came from watching our children grow and our community flourish. "The Grimjaws will fit in well."

"All families fit well when they have love," he said wisely. "Love makes room for everyone."

"Even two more?" I teased, gesturing to my pregnant belly.

"Especially two more," he said, his eyes bright with anticipation. "House getting fuller, family getting bigger, hearts getting happier."

"Papa," Khira said thoughtfully as she skipped alongside us, "when the twins come, will you still have time to teach me about the mountain flowers?"

"Always time for teaching little star," he assured her. "Papa will teach all children about mountain, about being gentle and strong, about taking care of family."

"And Mama will teach us about books and letters and human things," Jorik added, not wanting to be left out.

"Both parents teach everything," Grohk agreed. "Children learn about both worlds, both families. Best of everything."

As we approached our cottage, I could see the warm glow of lamplight spilling from the windows, and the garden Grohk had planted bursting with vegetables and herbs. Our home had grown over the years to accommodate our expanding family, with rooms for each child and space for the new babies who would arrive before winter.

"Bath time," I announced as we reached the door, knowing from experience that three children who had spent the day berry picking would need serious cleaning before bed.

"Do we have to?" Khira groaned, though she was already heading toward the washroom.

"Yes, we have to," I laughed. "Unless you want purple fingers for tomorrow's lessons with Elder Marta."

"I don't mind purple fingers," Jorik said seriously. "Purple is a nice color."

"Purple fingers and purple faces and purple everything," Grohk observed with amusement, looking at his berry-stained offspring. "Look like little fruit spirits."

"We do!" Lila giggled, holding up her sticky hands. "Look, Mama! Purple hands!"

"Very purple hands," I agreed, settling into my chair with a satisfied sigh while Grohk began the process of corralling three small children toward cleanliness.

This was my favorite time of day—when the children were tired and content, when Grohk hummed old troll lullabies while he helped them wash, when our home filled with the peaceful sounds of a family settling in for the night.

"Mama," Khira said during her bath, "will you tell us the story tonight? About how you and Papa met?"

"Which part?" I asked, though I knew exactly which part she meant.

"The beginning part! About the berries and the cave and how Papa was sad until you came."

"I tell better," Grohk protested mildly, wrapping Jorik in a warm towel. "Was there, remember?"

"You both tell it," Lila declared with the authority of the youngest child. "Both tell story together."

"Both together," I agreed, my heart full as I watched my husband and children, as I felt the twins moving restlessly within me, as I contemplated the life we had built from nothing but love and determination.

Later, after the children were clean and fed and tucked into their beds, after the last story was told and the last kiss goodnight given, Grohk and I sat together on our front porch, watching the stars appear over our peaceful mountain.

"Seven years," I said softly, my hand resting on my belly where the twins had finally settled into sleep.

"Best seven years," he replied, his arm coming around me carefully. "And many more years to come."

"Many more children to come," I added with a smile.

"As many as Narah wants," he agreed, his hand joining mine over our growing babies. "As many as love can make room for."

"I love our life," I said, echoing words I'd spoken seven years ago but with even deeper meaning now.

"Grohk loves everything about life with Narah and babies," he replied, pressing a gentle kiss to my temple. "Past, present, future—all perfect because family together."

"Forever together," I murmured, feeling sleep beginning to claim me.

"Forever and always," he confirmed, his voice carrying the same wonder it had held on our wedding day. "Until mountains fall and beyond. Family forever."

THE END


Would you like a FREE copy of X. Callisto’s Bearing the Alien’s Spawn?

Newsletter Subscribers get their own copy of the too-hot-for-the-‘zon
EXTENDED and UNCENSORED version.

CLICK HERE TO CLAIM YOUR COPY

[image: ]

https://mybookcave.com/direct/bearing-the-aliens-spawn-extended-edition/


OTHER BOOKS BY X. Callisto

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH

Milked on the Ranch

Promised to the Ranch

Owned by the Ranch

Mated on the Ranch

Taken to the Ranch

Saved by the Ranch

Shared by the Ranch

Hidden on the Ranch

Trapped on the Ranch

Traded to the Ranch

Punished on the Ranch

THE MILKY WAY HUCOW FARM

Bessie

Daisy

Rosie

Maisy

Ellie

DOMESTIC HUCOWS

Hucow Sitter

Hucow Maid

Hucow Trainer

Hucow Nurse

Hucow Milk Maid

Hucow Nanny

MILKED BY THE BOSS

Milk for the Boss

Milk for the CEO

Milk for the Office

Milk for the Intern

Milk for the Client

MYTHS AND MILK

The Minotaur’s Fertile Claim

The Dragon’s Treasured Mate

The Gargoyle’s Sacred Blessing

The Demon’s Willing Witch

The Troll’s Mountain Bride

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

HUCOW MAIL ORDER BRIDES

Mail Order Hucow

Hucow Bride

Hucow Engagement

Hucow Honeymoon
Coming Soon!

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

Strawberries and Cream

Lucky Hucow

Werebunny Eggs for the Hucow

Alien Eggs for the Hucow

More coming soon!

-

Smashwords Exclusives

Looking for something a little (or a lot) more… taboo? Check out X. Callisto on Smashwords!

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

X. Callisto writes hucow, free-use, alien-abduction and sci-fi/horror themed erotica. They are an avid monster fucking enthusiast and have spent their life savings on the strangest silicon toys money can buy.

cover.jpeg
o ALISTO






OEBPS/image_rsrc1D5.jpg
SPAWN

X. CALLISTO





