Shrek’s Children 

Chapter II

Shrek and Fiona had a discussion about whether to go back to Far Far Away or not, that quickly heated up into an argument. They were in their bed in their home in the swamp. 

“Mom and Dad need us. Mom is going through a difficult time now that Dad has been turned into a frog. I think they are ready to retire. Dad has been a human so long he forgot what it was like to be a frog.” Fiona said.

“I doubt the people of Far Far Away are ready for an ogre queen. They didn’t seem to like us very much the first time we visited. I feel we are safer in the swamp, it will be harder for Prince Charming to find us, and if he does find us it will be easier for us to fight him in our own territory.”  Shrek said. 

“You have a good point. Perhaps we should wait until after the child is born, then take the baby with us to Far Far Away.” Said Fiona.

Shrek had a feeling he would not win this argument, much like he had when they took their first trip to Far Far Away.

“We could have a royal christening at the castle for the baby.” Fiona said. 

“Well, I suppose the child will be royalty.” Shrek said.  “It’s too bad my parents did not live to see their grandchildren.”  Shrek’s parents, formidable ogres, were killed five years ago by a band of adventuring knights. 

“I wish I could have met your parents.” Fiona said. 

“They’d be surprised to find I married a princess.” Shrek said.

“I think they would be proud of you.” Fiona said as she put her arms around him and kissed him. 

Shrek yawned. “Time for us to go to sleep. Lights out.” He snuffed out the candle and went to bed with his loving wife. 

The next day, Jack the donkey came to visit, and he brought along a friend. It was Puss in boots. Puss said to Shrek, “Buenos Dias Senor Shrek. I see you are doing well with Senora Fiona. I come bearing good news. The gingerbread man is getting married. He has fallen in love with Tinker Bell the fairy, and wants to marry her. Here is an invitation.”  

Puss handed him a tan envelope decorated with glittery tiny white flowers and red hearts. The invitation looked like it was sprinkled with sugar. “Well well, it looks like Gingie has met his perfect match.” Shrek says. 

Fiona read the invitation over his shoulder. “The wedding takes place around Christmas time.” She said. “I love Christmas and I love weddings. This sounds like a lot of fun. I wonder what we should give them as a wedding gift.” 

“Well, we have plenty of time to decide before the wedding.” It was May and the wedding was on December 7th. 

“Say, Shrek, don’t you have something to tell Puss?” Jack suggested. 

“Oh yeah, did you know that Fiona is gonna have a baby?” Shrek said. 

“I have not heard that before. Congratulations to you both. May the little one have a combination of your good looks.”  Puss bent and kissed Fiona’s hand, then hugged Shrek. “I must be off. I got a job as a security guard at the Once Upon A Time museum. I start tomorrow.” The Once Upon A Time museum is where they keep the relics and artifacts of history, of all the stories. Rumpelstiskin’s gold is there, as are Cinderella’s slippers and Snow White’s poisoned apple. There’s the ruby slippers, the spinning wheel that Sleeping Beauty pricked her finger on, the pea from the princess and the pea, Jack and the beanstalk’s harp and goose that lays the golden egg, Little Red Riding Hood’s red cape, The scissors the witch used to cut Rapunzel’s hair, Rapunzel’s hair itself, Beauty and the Beast’s rose, and lots more famous items from fairytales.  

Puss invited them to come and see the Once Upon A Time museum. Shrek said they might go later in the week. 

In the afternoon Shrek and Fiona decided to take a walk through the swamp. While coming to a live oak draped in moss on some ground they saw a figure coming their way. When it got closer they saw that it was a lone goblin, which was unusual because goblins usually travel in groups. The goblin was short and skinny; he had light bluish gray skin, two stubby yellow horns protruding from the forehead of his wide bald head, big bat-like ears and a wide nose and mouth on an ape-like face. He wore a sleeveless beige leather tunic and black trousers ripped off under the knee, showing sinewy arms and legs with big hands and feet. He carried a large black leather bag with him, and a plain wooden staff.

Shrek knew that he could take this guy in a fight, but he did not look aggressive. When they met the goblin waved a blue hand with yellow nails.

“Hello, friends. I seem to be lost. Could you help me find the nearest town?” The goblin said. 

“I can tell ya where yer at.” Shrek said. “You’re in my swamp. I’m Shrek the ogre; this is my lovely wife Fiona. The closest town is Dulac, but I dinna think they’d welcome ya there.” 


“My name is Thrud and I’m a goblin. I wasn’t aggressive or mean enough, so my tribe kicked me out.” The goblin said. “Unfortunately for them, I happen to have valuable healing skills. I am a doctor although I don’t have a degree; I learned what I know about medicine from my friend Duncan the dwarf, who was a doctor.” 


“I could use the services of a doctor.” Fiona said. “I’m pregnant, and we want a safe delivery with a healthy baby.” 

“I’ll give you a check up if you will let me stay at your place for the night.” Thrud said. 

“OK, it’s a deal.” Shrek said.   

Thrud followed them home. When they reached their house they went inside and Thrud opened his black bag and took out a stethoscope. He listened to Fiona’s heart and stomach. 


“Yep, she’s definitely pregnant.” He said. “I think it could be twins. I hear two heartbeats.” 

“Twins!” Shrek said. “That would be great.” 

“She should give birth nine months from now. Fiona, you are a healthy and strong ogress I don’t think you’ll have any trouble at all with the birth.” Said Thrud. “I don’t think I can hang around here for nine months, I like to travel, but I will do my best to return to help her give birth.” 

“You should meet my friends.” Shrek said. “I have a donkey for my best friend, he is married to a dragon, and they have several little half-dragon half donkey children.

Then there’s Puss in boots, a cat who was an assassin and tried to kill me when I first met him. But we get along fine now. There’s also Pinocchio, he’s a little wooden and he lies a bit, but he’s all right. There are the three pigs and their admirer the big bad wolf, and there’s also Gingie, the gingerbread man.”      

“Sounds like you have interesting friends. My best friend is a troll named Brogie who built a bridge over a river in the forest to the east of here. He tries to make money by charging people to cross the river. It’s his bridge and he built it with no help from the wood in the forest, but you’d be surprised how many people refuse to pay and try to fight him to get over it.”     

While they talked Fiona fixed dinner. They had water rat stew and earthworm pudding. 

Thrud listened to the story about Shrek’s adventure to rescue Fiona and his problems with Lord Farquad. Then Shrek told him about visiting Fiona’s home country of Far Far Away and encountering the fairy godmother’s disapproval. 

At nighttime Thrud slept on the chair next to the fireplace. Fiona insisted that he be allowed to sleep inside the house. 

“He seems nice to me.” Fiona said. 

“Well, he’s much better than the humans that I know, who either scream and run away from me in fright or try to kill me with their swords, torches or pitchforks.” Shrek said.  


“My parents were always very careful that no one sees me as an ogress when I was a child.” Fiona said. “I was sent to bed early, as soon as the sun went down. When I was nine they decided to send me to the dragon-guarded castle so a hero would come to rescue me and break the enchantment. At first I was really scared of the dragon and hated her, but then we got to know each other and I started to like her. I knew that whoever rescued me would have to kill her, but I thought it would be worth it to be free from my curse and live happily ever after with my true love. Now I understand my ogre side is a part of me and I have learned to accept who I am. I am not ashamed of being an ogre any more.” Fiona said to her husband as they lay in bed together. 


Meanwhile, Princess Julie met Prince Charming at the royal country club owned by Julie’s father where the most popular royals and nobles of society met to socialize and play golf. 

Prince Charming looked Julie over as she smiled at him while wearing her new pink and tan golf outfit. 


“You must be the lovely Princess Julie I’ve heard so much about.” Prince Charming said as he took her hand. “It is a pleasure to meet you.” 

“I am delighted to meet you too, Prince Charming.” Julie said as he kissed her hand. “My father has told me about you, how brave and heroic you are.” 

“Oh stop, you’re embarrassing me. No, seriously, do go on.” Charming said. 

“I am so sorry about your mother’s untimely demise, it is such a tragedy.” Said Julie. 

“Please don’t remind me. I am still grieving for my poor dear mummy. I swear I will have revenge on that damned ogre and Princess Fiona and on her father that stupid frog king who betrayed us. I thought Fiona was a good princess, but now I see her for the evil cold-hearted bitch that she is. She and her husband and father will pay for murdering my poor mummy.” 


“I would like to help you get revenge. I am related to Lord Farquad, who was killed by the ogre’s pet dragon.”  

“My dear, we have so much to talk about. But this place is much to public for us to make plans. Meet me at my mother’s old factory, on Friday, after dark. Do you know where it is? 

“Yes, I have heard about the magic factory. I know where it is.” Julie replied. 

“Good. I will see you there.” Said Charming.


Julie motioned for a waiter. “I want a decaf mocha latte with skim milk and a sugar substitute in it.” She said. 

“I’m sorry, my lady, but we’re out of decaf.” The waiter replied while ringing his hands.

“What! No decaf? How can you people be so irresponsible and careless as to not have my decaf coffee in stock! Get me a decaf latte or you’re fired!” Whining, the waiter bowed and hurried back to the kitchen, hoping to make a quick exit and that Julie would forget about him. Prince Charming and Princess Julie left the country club’s dining room to play golf. 


Meanwhile, in Far Far Away, at the rough tavern, the Poisoned Apple, in the evening, Doris the barmaid was wiping down the bar with a wet rag. She hoped that by keeping busy, she could forget about Prince Charming and how he had broken her heart. Doris had followed Prince Charming to Far Away, and they had a brief affair. She could not help herself; tears began to fall from her eyes, which were lined heavily in mascara. Doris was a large woman, with an Afro of curly dark brown hair. She had big ears, hands and feet. A shadow of dark hair covered her upper lip. Her eyes were dark and rather small, compared to her wide, thick lips and big crooked nose.   

I suppose I was just too ugly for that beautiful jerk. After all, I am called the ‘ugly stepsister.’ I should have known it was too good to last.  

Captain Hook, now retired from his pirate career, played the piano at the Poisoned Apple. He was a good friend of Doris’. 

Doris noticed he had stopped playing the piano and sat on a stool in front of the bar, right in front of her. 

“Doris, are you still thinking about Prince Charming?” he asked. 

“I can’t help myself, Hook. That big beautiful bastard broke my heart. I miss him.” 


“He wasn’t worth your time. Listen, why don’t you go on a cruise with me tomorrow? A day at sea in my yacht will cheer you up.” 

“I can’t tomorrow, but I might close the bar on Sunday to take a break. Are you calling that old tub of yours a yacht?” 

“Ok, so she’s not a princess, but my boat is still a lady, even though she’s old and worn, she’s still seaworthy. I can get rid of my old crew that always hangs around so we can be alone.” 

“Why hook, are you trying to romance me?” 

“Maybe, maybe not. I like you Doris and I can’t stand to see you so sad over loosing Charming.” 

Doris looked at Hook’s gruff, weather-beaten pirate face with a long nose and chin, and thought that he would be the perfect match for her. After all these years, their friendship would turn into something more. Doris felt her broken heart begin to feel a little better, she felt warm inside. She smiled at Hook with her thick, wide lips split wide, showing big, uneven slightly yellow teeth. 

“OK, Hook, I’ll go out with you.” 

“You won’t be disappointed, Doris!” Hook said happily. 

He went back to the piano and played “I’m in love.”  

The door suddenly flew open, and a black cat, walking on her hind legs, came into the tavern. The cat walked up to the bar. She wore a black hooded cloak, with the hood down, and black boots with a dark brown leather utility belt. The black cat took a seat at the bar.  


“What can I get for you?” Doris asked the cat. 


“A bottle of milk, with a can of tuna.” The cat said in a husky voice. 

“Comin’ right up!” Doris went to the room behind the bar, which was like a kitchen. She found a bottle of milk, and a can of tuna. She opened the can and put the tuna in a bowl, and brought it out with the bottle of milk and cup. 

“Say, do you know Puss in boots?” Doris asked as she served the cat. 

“No,” was all the black cat said. She drunk her milk and ate her tuna in silence.

More customers spilled into the tavern. Doris served them drinks, a few asked for bar food. Doris was not the only barmaid at the Poisoned Apple. There were two others, Clotilda and Gertrude; both were uglier than she was. 

Most of the rough crowd, human bandits, assassins and thieves, Cyclops, ogres, goblins, satyrs, dwarves, werewolves, trolls, kobolds, and reptile men all preferred strong ale, or beer or whiskey.  Doris kept some blood wine under the counter for the few vampires that came in at night, sometimes the werewolves preferred to drink the blood wine as well. 

One of the Cyclops was arm-wrestling with a troll. The Cyclops won. A satyr was flirting with a female goblin. A male goblin punched the satyr in the nose, and a fight started. The bouncers, two ogres hired as guards, threw the offenders out of the tavern. 

A werewolf came up to the bar and belched loudly. The black cat hissed at him, and the werewolf growled. 

  “What’ll it be?” Doris asked the werewolf. 

“Ale.” He grumbled. Doris saw the cat put up her hood and leave. She shoved a full mug of ale to the werewolf. 

The wolf grabbed the mug in a furry, clawed paw. He chugged down the ale. 

Clotilda and Gertrude moved in and out of the crowd, bringing drinks. It was just another rough night at the Poisoned Apple. Doris wished it was closer to Sunday; she couldn’t wait for Sunday to come around. 


Later that night, Puss in Boots was at his first night of his job as a security guard for the Once Upon A Time Museum. He had his coffee, so he was not tired. He paced outside the exhibit that held Rumpelstilskin’s golden thread, spun from straw, and the magic spinning wheel. This spinning wheel was more valuable than the one Sleeping Beauty had pricked her finger on and then fallen asleep for one hundred years. 


Puss heard a loud crashing noise in the next room. He immediately ran to investigate. 

In the next room a suit of armor had fallen over and lay in pieces on the floor. He looked through the helmet, breastplate, gauntlets and greaves and found no one and nothing that could have pushed the suit over. Puss realized that someone may have been trying to distract him while they worked mischief elsewhere. He went back to Rumpelstilskin’s spinning wheel display. 

Puss saw something very strange; the display case appeared to be moving itself up, as if someone invisible was lifting it up so they could grab the spinning wheel. Puss had some magical weapons, and one was a potion that dissolved magic. He threw the potion at the invisible enemy, causing a black feline figure in a black cape, with the hood up to appear. The cat threw two small daggers at him, but Puss leaped out of the way and the daggers missed. He had a museum-issued crossbow, and he took it out and shot at the black cat. The cat was too fast, and she dodged the bolts and jumped up behind him with her sword drawn. Puss drew his own sword and started to fight the female black cat. 


“You will not get the museum’s valuables on my watch, senorita. I suggest you flee before I am forced to injure you.” 


The black cat hissed and said “Shut up, fool! You will be the one injured when the night is over! I always get what I want.” She pounced on him with her rapier and drove him back. Puss was surprised at her strength, speed and skill. It took him a moment to recover as he remembered that he was the feline master of the sword. The thief may have magic, but he would do all he could to prevent her from getting away. 


Their swords locked together and the black cat scratched his face with her left paw, Puss seized her wrist with his left paw and squeezed hard, she struck out with her foot and withdrew her sword edge from his to get him to let go. Her foot missed but he did let go of her wrist and they drew apart panting and eye glittering. 


The black cat pulled a small bottle from the pouch in the belt at her waist and flung it at Puss in boots. Puss did a back flip and it landed on the museum’s stone floor with a shattering of glass and a burst of violet smoke. 


“Your magic tricks won’t work on me, senorita.” 

He once again used his crossbow, and this time the bolts caught in the female cat’s cloak, pinning her down to the floor. She simply untied the strings at her throat that held the cloak around her and it dropped to the floor. This took time, and Puss ran to attack her with his rapier. She did a back flip and landed a few feet away. Then she drew her own rapier and they circled each other. Puss stalked his black female opponent and she stalked him each one looking for and advantage. She had large amber ayes and the typical features of a cat the color of midnight, which brought nothing but bad luck according to most superstitions. She seemed to bring bad luck to Puss in boots, as she was making his job very difficult. 


Each one waited for an opportunity to strike. Finally, the black cat threw another dagger at Puss. He turned aside just in time, and she leapt on him with her sword. He met her in time with his own blade. Puss in boots stepped on her foot and cut into her shoulder as she slashed his arm. Both grimaced in pain. When she was close enough the female cat uttered mysterious words Puss had never heard before, obviously words of magic. They made Puss pass out. Then the black cat grabbed the magic spinning wheel and teleported out of the museum. 


The black cat’s name is Onyx. She teleported to a witch’s house in the forest. The witch was the one who had hired her to steal Rumpelstilskin’s spinning wheel. The witch lived in a tree house built on top of a massive oak tree. 


Onyx knocked on the door. A tiny woman in black robes with curly black hair streaked with gray opened the door. Her pale face was young and pretty, without lines. She had narrow green eyes and wore silver pentagram earrings and a silver pentagram on a chain around her neck. 


“Morgan, I have the spinning wheel you hired me to steal.” Onyx told her. Morgan’s eyes lit up with greed. She knew how to operate the spinning wheel, being a powerful magic user. Morgan was a lot older than she looked, she was actually in her early sixties, and she looked twenty years younger. 

 
“Thank you Onyx.” Morgan reached into the pocket of her robes and pulled out a good-sized pouch of gold coins. She gave it to the feline, who counted the gold coins and tested them with her teeth. Satisfied, the cat started to leave.


“Wait.” Morgan called her back. 

“I have another job for you. I desire the ruby slippers worn by that girl who went to Oz. Get me the ruby slippers from that museum and I’ll make it worth your while. 

Onyx paused to think about it. Morgan had paid her one hundred gold pieces for the spinning wheel. How much would she give her for the ruby slippers?”

“How much will you give me for these ruby slippers?” 

“Sixty gold coins.”

“Make it eighty.” Obsidian demanded.

“How about sixty-five?” the witch brought up the bargain.

“I’ll take seventy.” 

“Deal. How do I know the gold won’t disappear after the job is done?” Obsidian wanted to be sure her money was real and not a magic trick. 

Morgan smiled. “Trust me. I am an honest witch. Wait a few days. The money will last.”

“If my gold does disappear, I’ll come looking for you.” Obsidian told the witch. “I’ll get you the ruby slippers tomorrow night. That security guard cat at the museum is a bumbling idiot.”  Obsidian went away to sleep in a small cave during the day. She did her best work at night.

Fiona and Shrek spent the day hunting small animals for food.  They caught some squirrels and rabbits. They also gathered cattail roots, dandelion greens, and arrowhead roots, which are edible. Fiona caught some grasshoppers, which she fried as a snack. Throd ate breakfast with them before traveling on to Dulac.  

Shrek and Fiona talked about what to do about the situation if Far Far Away. 

“After the children are born, I want to take them to Far Far Away and see my parents, and have them christened at the castle. Mom and Dad will want to celebrate the birth of our children, their grandchildren. Of course we must watch out for Prince Charming, and any other enemies we have. The guards in Far Far Away can protect us and the babies.” 

  Shrek sighed. “I suppose ya are determined to go back to Far Far Away. I canna argue with ya anymore. Ya always win.” 

“It’s a woman’s job to win arguments with her husband.” Fiona replied. 

“And you’re quite a woman.” Shrek said as he put his arms around her. As they were about to kiss, they heard a coughing sound. Shrek turned around and saw Donkey standing with his head in the window. 

“Donkey! What d’ya want?” Shrek demanded. 

“I thought y’all might want to meet my kids. And call me Jack, no more of this ‘Donkey’ stuff. Shiara and I have decided on names for the children, and we thought you might want to be there when we officially name them.” 

“Of course we’ll come.” Said Fiona. “Where are you living now with the dragon now?” 

“I found the castle over the volcano to scary and intimidating for me, so Shiara and I moved to a cave in the mountains next to the forest. It’s plenty big, and we like it. By the way, we met this goblin dude named Thrud. He said he knew yall. Is this true?” 

“Aye, Jack it be true.” Shrek said. 

Fiona and Shrek went with Jack to his cave to see the half donkey, half dragon children.  Shiara the red dragoness stalked out of the cave and hovered over them when they got there. Behind her came the kids, with donkey bodies, bat wings, horns and spiky tails. Some of them breathed small flames and nipped at their donkey father. 

One of them tried to bite Shrek. 

“Owe! Rough little buggers,” he said, at a glare from the dragon he added, “But they’re so cute.”

“That’s the oldest, Shania.” Jack informed them. “She’s a girl, there’s another girl, Shakira. Then there’s the boys; Jasper, Dorian, and Jupiter.” 

“Five kids in all. You have a lot of kids. Fiona and I only want two. We think Fiona may be carrying twins.” Shrek said. 

“That’d be cool.” Said Jack. “What do you think you’ll name them?” 

“Well, if it’s a boy, I’d like ta name ‘im Shreevin, or Drev, if it’s a girl, either Gwenella or Gwenora.”

“Whatever you think is best.” Replied Jack. 

“I like the names ya chose for your wee ones.” Shrek said. 

“Thanks, Shrek. Hey, keep an eye out for that Prince Charming. I heard a rumor he’s been stirrin’ up the people of Far Far Away, and that he’s plottin’ to get revenge.” 
“I’ll take on that sissy boy any day.” Shrek growled. “He’s the one who tried to come between me and my love, him and that witch of a mother o’ his.” 

“At least you took out the ‘witch’, that fairy godmother.” Jack said. 

“Aye, and that’s why he hates me. But they’re the ones that started it.” 

“Now, now, don’t go getting all mad and stuff. Why don’t you and Fiona have some tea before yall leave?” Jack offered.

Fiona had been playing with Jack and Shiara’s children. Shrek and Fiona had tea with the donkey and dragon and then went home to their house in the swamp. 

Prince Charming and Princess Julie met in secret at his mother’s old magic factory at 10:00 at night. The factory was for sale, since Prince charming did not have his mother’s skills with magic, he could not mix the potions. So far he had no offers.

Princess Julie road a black horse and wore a black cloak with the hood up and a black tunic with black tights. Likewise, Prince Charming was dressed all in black. 

Prince Charming pulled his hood down and motioned for the princess to come inside the factory. Princess Julie followed him inside and removed her hood. 

“Now tell me what wonderful schemes you have been thinking of.” Julie asked of Charming, her ice blue eyes gleaming in the dark. 

“Well, it is not enough for us to simply kill Shrek and Fiona; we must make them suffer first. I have thought of stirring up the people of Far Far Away to rebel against King Harold and Queen Lillian. I have paid the elves that used to work at Mummy’s factory to spread nasty rumors about the king and queen. I heard from my spies in the castle that King Harold was thinking of abdicating in favor of his daughter. The people will surely not accept an ogress as queen, or her ogre husband as prince consort. Any children that Fiona and Shrek have will surely be ogres, and the people will not accept them as rulers either, I will make sure of that.” Charming said. 

“A good plan, I like the idea of stirring up a rebellion against the king and queen of Far Far Away. The king has been turned into a bullfrog, and there are lots of predatory animals that like to eat frogs. Perhaps we could sneak an animal that likes to eat frogs into the royal garden where he lives.” Suggested Julie. 

“The king must suffer before he dies.” Said Charming. “I’d like to put him in the dungeon and torture him and his queen. Also, he has another daughter, Fiona’s little sister Deirdre. I would like to kidnap her and use her in my plans for revenge.”  

Julie told him, “My father has an ally who may help us in our fight against Shrek. King George of Amerigo is a good friend of Father’s. He is very foolish and eager to please the rich merchants that rule the economy in his country. He hates creatures like ogres, trolls, goblins, witches, vampires, werewolves, and dragons. King George would be most eager to wage war against ogres.” 

“So, we should set King George of Amerigo against Shrek, kidnap Princess Deirdre, and stir up a rebellion among the people of Far Far Away. Then, Shrek’s little family will soon be in dire trouble, and he will be as miserable as I am now that I have lost my dear mommy! You will all pay, Shrek, Fiona, Harold and Lillian, for what you have done to me, you and your kingdom!”    

