

Escape to the Monsters

I just wanted to get away. I’d been a slave my entire life, and the royal family are cruel masters. I led six other slave girls to freedom, escaping from the village and out into the forest. But when we were captured by ogres and saw what they like to do with their own human slaves, I wished we had never escaped the village. Or do I?


Chapter One

My lungs were on fire. My legs burned. My bare feet stung from the forest floor. But we didn’t dare stop running. We’d finally done it. We escaped our slavers, and no amount of pain from the broken twigs and thorns waiting in the forest for our bare feet to tramp down on would keep us from going back.

Our masters had been cruel. But they were the royal family, they could do whatever they wanted. Our tears, growling stomachs, parched lips, or begs for mercy never reached their hearts. They had kept us barely functional, and never stayed their hand when one of us made a mistake.

I suppose they did it so that we would be too weak to fight back or run away. They were certainly right about that. Most of us came to the palace as slaves when we were children, and long years have passed, most of us barely surviving.

That all changed two weeks ago. One of the other slaves, Margaret, the most beautiful slave in the palace, caught the heart of the village butcher. She’d been used to the constant abuse in the palace, but he had wanted her consent. She enchanted him as best as she knew how, from watching the noble-women’s examples. And when she asked him for extra food for her fellow slaves, he happily obliged.

So for the last two weeks we’ve been hiding food and gaining our strengths back. We kept our backs bent, hands shaking, and sullen looks on our faces to get rid of any suspicion. Then, finally, last night we made our escape. Margaret almost considered staying with the Butcher, but only the King could free her, and if she was seen in town afterwards, she’d likely be killed. She left a note for him, instead.

I felt bad for the butcher. He had genuinely loved Margaret, after all. He was kind to her, so she said, and he willingly gave all of us food. He deserved to have Margaret love him back, but it wasn’t to be.

We didn’t hear any noise from the castle nor the village. We were sure we had gotten away without any notice from the village. But it turns out the village was not all we had to worry about chasing us.

Hours after our escape, while we were resting, we heard rustling in the forest near us, just beyond the shadows. “Shh!” I called for quiet. All chatter stopped and we listened hard. We had no campfire, for fear of leaving a trail, but it seemed something had found us anyway.

It was Jenny who saw him first. Her face looked stricken with fear, and following her gaze, all seven of us finally saw him, too. A massive hulking ogre stood there. Staring at us. Grinning. We knew there was an ogre village deep in the mountains, towards which we were admittedly heading, but we hadn’t planned on running into any. What was he doing here? We stood there, too paralyzed to do anything or speak to each other.

Then, we heard a second rustling to the right of us, and all our heads whipped to the side to see two more ogres standing there. Their height practically double ours. “Run!” I called and grabbed the two girls nearest to me and turned around, forcing everyone to run. We all took off, luckily all in the same direction. We continued to run deep into the forest, away from the village. Ogres keep slaves, as well, and I couldn’t imagine that they were kinder owners.

All we were wearing was thin canvas dresses, they wouldn’t keep us warm if we had to hold out anywhere overnight, but they didn’t hinder us as we ran through the forest, trying to keep together while outrunning the ogres.

Even as we ran, I knew we wouldn’t escape. Human girls, barely fed for years and on tender bare feet, were never going to outrun 10 foot ogres with thick skin and large muscles. They seemed to even be playing with us, letting us wear down from running before finally capturing us.

Jenny tripped over a root and brought down another girl, Naomi, and I heard them fall hard, crying out. I ran back to them, shouting, “Come on, you have to get up!” I wasn’t going to let us go down without a fight. The other four girls came back with me to help, and I wanted to curse at their stupidity. They should have kept running.

When we got Jenny and Naomi back on their feet, we realized we had been surrounded. Four ogres stood around us, one slinging two dead deer over his back like they were nothing to lift. The girls huddled together, frightened, so I put myself in front of them, trying to defend them, but it made little difference. I couldn’t surround them like the ogres were doing with us.

“What are you girlies doing out here?” The ogre in front of me said, his voice guttural and rough. “We are not trespassing nor doing you any harm. You have no right to harm us. Just leave us alone.” I said, setting my chin defiantly. I had no idea if they did have right to harm us, but I said it with conviction anyway.

The ogres laughed around us. “You’re obviously slave girls, escaped. There may be reward in returning you, hmm?” He said back. Shit. They probably would get a reward. Relations between the village and the ogres were not hostile, though they rarely interacted unless one needed something from the other. All of our hard work would be for nothing.

The ogres came closer, and the girls huddled even closer together behind me. I stepped back until I touched them, but I didn’t know what to say. “Please, sir! Please don’t take us back!” Naomi shouted behind me, her fear in her voice.

The ogres stopped moving and looked at us all. The ogre in front of me brought out a torch and lit it, lighting up our faces. “My, my, you’re a pretty lot, aren’t you?” he said, sending chills down my spine. He grinned widely. “You lot are coming with us, instead.”

At his words two ogres behind the girls grabbed two each, leaving only me, Jenny, and another girl, Sarah. I had turned around and started walking towards the girls who’d been grabbed, when I felt a large meaty hand wrap around both of my arms, the fingers didn’t wrap all around me, but they had a grip enough to pick me up and move me back.

I immediately began kicking at the ogre who’d grabbed me. “You mother-fuckers! Put me down or I swear I will kill you in your sleep! I’ll fucking gut you if you don’t let the girls go!” I bit and scratched at the hand holding me, hoping I would cause enough of a ruckus that the other ogres may momentarily let go of the other girls and they’d run away. Unfortunately, I did no damage to the ogre who held me, and he simply laughed at my protests.

I didn’t stop, however. I watched the girls get their hands tied together and then get attached to a very long rope, stringing my fellow escapees along. I, however, wasn’t trusted enough to even be let down. My hands and feet were tied together, and I was strung over the ogre’s shoulder, held in place with his strong hand.

I kept screaming threats and profanities, thrashing my tied legs and beating my fists on the ogre’s back, but I may as well have been a butterfly for all the attention he paid me.

They walked us through the forest towards their village in the mountain ahead. After several hours my throat was hoarse and raw, but I refused to let up. I was completely helpless, but I refused to go down without a fight. I would not see my girls put back into slavery. Eventually they tied a strip from one of their rags around my mouth, and I decided to stay quiet. For now.




Chapter Two

We made it to the village by morning. I had dozed off on the ogre’s shoulder, and I believe the others had carried the girls at one point in the night to let them sleep, as well, once their feet were shuffling more than they were walking.

When we got to the village, all of us were back to being wide awake and terrified. I worried that we shouldn’t have run away at all. Maybe we could have survived forever from the butcher’s handouts, and just dealt with the cruelties from the royal family. The ogres, I was sure, would do so much worse.

It was very early in the morning, and we saw no one else in the village before being put into a locked room in a building near the village gate. There was a large stage outside the building, maybe meant for announcements?

The girls and I remained tied up, but were left alone. Jenny took off the rag around my mouth, and I tried to comfort them. “It’s going to be OK. We’ll escape from here, too, I promise. They might separate us, but just leave it to me to figure out how to communicate, OK? Just be patient, and we’ll get out of here, as well.” The girls looked skeptical, and I didn’t blame them. I didn’t want to be patient. I was tired of cowering. I wanted to fight.

I sighed and said, “If you ever see an opening to run, do it. I don’t care if you’re alone or together. Run. Leave me and the rest of us behind.” This statement resulted in crying. “Marly, no! We can’t leave you! You’re the one that got us out of that horrible place,” Naomi said.

“Yeah, and into this one.” I said sullenly. They all shook their heads, and Jenny said, “We had no way of guessing this. I’ll still be betting that you’ll get us out of here.”

We sat in silence at that, and we heard the village slowly come to life outside. At first we heard normal village sounds; carts were rolling, ogres were talking and laughing, and storefronts were opening up. But soon other sounds drifted in from outside. We couldn’t place the sounds; they were sometimes high-pitched and sometimes low.

Finally Naomi said, “Is that… is that moaning?” She was shaking. As soon as she said it we realized she was right. It sounded like women moaning and groaning, but they were too soft to be ogres. Were there even female ogres? There must be, but one had never come to the village like the males had.

We sat in that shed listening to the women outside moaning, sometimes practically screaming, and we heard what was obviously male ogres grunting as well. What the fuck was going on?

When an ogre finally opened the door and came in, the sounds of civilization outside were in full throng. The morning was getting on. As soon as he came in I jumped up and stood in front of the other girls who huddled together again. “Don’t you dare fucking touch us!” I shouted. “Let them go, just keep me instead.” I couldn’t let my girls be handled by these ogres, they weren’t mentally strong enough.

He just grunted, however, and came towards me. I tried to beat him with my tied fists, but he just wrapped one large hand around my torso and put the rag over my mouth again. I tried to bite his finger, but his skin was too tough.

He picked me up by my torso and grabbed the rope connecting the others and led us out of the shed. He led us on top of the stage outside the building and said, “Line up, pretties. Let everyone get a good look at you.” They were too conditioned to following orders that they listened to him, too scared to do anything else. He planted me down on the stage but held me there. I tried to keep struggling, but when I looked out at the gathering crowd, I stopped.

Many ogres had assembled, roused by my struggling. Next to the stage a gong was rung by another ogre, and it was obviously a calling to the stage. Fifty ogres trickled in, some merely looking curious and others excited. To my horror, as I looked out at the crowd, about twenty of the ogres had women hanging off of them. Human women. Their hands were tied and the rope was strung around the ogres’ necks.

Some had their legs dangling and others had their ankles tied together, with the rope going tight around the ogres thighs, but neither of those were what was disturbing me. They were… impaled on the ogres’ hard cocks. They were just sitting on their cocks. Several of the ogres were grabbing the girls and moving them up and down, half having sex and half masturbating. Every woman’s face was filled with ecstasy, whether they were being moved on the cocks or not. They were in heaven! What the fuck was this place?!




Chapter Three

“This batch was brought in just this morning!” An ogre who had taken to the stage announced. I was still being held by the one who let us out of the room, but this one was the stage-master. “Escaped slaves from Torra. Aren’t they too pretty to simply return?” The ogres in the crowd nodded and cheered.

“Let’s start the bidding!” he called, and the gong was rung once again. The crowd cheered louder and then fell silent as the stage-master walked up to me, gesturing to me to the crowd. “This one’s a real treat!” His voice boomed out across the crowd, which had grown to practically 70 after the second gong. He tried to lift up my dress, and I immediately kicked out at him, but to little affect. He did drop my dress, however. “You see? This one has real spirit. Who wants to break it?”

Shouts from the crowd raised up, almost too quick for me to keep track of. “Fifty!” “Seventy!” “One twenty!” “Two hundred!” “Five hundred!”

The final number was shouted out by an ogre in the back. He was dressed differently than the others. Most of them wore loose canvas shorts and a vest or shirt, but he wore tighter pants, a shirt, and seemed to have a large necklace around his neck, in addition to the women currently cumming on his cock as he furiously moved her up and down. Her screams of pleasure were the only thing heard after his bid and the rest of the crowd fell silent.

“Sold!” The stage-master yelled out, and nodded to the ogre holding me. He lifted me up again and started bringing me off the stage. The girls left were practically wailing, and I tried to look back to comfort them, but I had no room to maneuver.

I tried kicking and screaming through my gag, but I shouldn’t have wasted my energy, really. I was brought to the ogre who bought me, and he took hold of me and walked us away from the crowd. Behind me I heard the stage-master calling out the girl who was closest to me in line, my sweet Naomi.

This ogre carried me through the village, and here and there I saw others going about their day. Some had women on their cocks and others didn’t. I never saw an ogre who looked like a woman. Maybe they looked exactly the same?

I kept looking at the girl impaled on his cock, no longer moving up and down but just hanging limply, and I saw cum running down her legs. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling. What was wrong with her?

Eventually he took me through what looked like the back door to a large building, and it opened onto an open living space. I could see a large bed in the far left corner, and on the right side was something like a living room, only the furniture was very basic, just several large chairs made of wood and straw. There was another large door on the far side of the room, in between the living room and the bed.

He opened this door but just called out, “Barron!” and settled back in the first room. Another ogre came in shortly after and said, “Yes father?” The ogre holding me quickly untied the girl’s wrists and then gingerly took her off his massive cock. Cum followed her out and moans of pleasure at the movement turned into groans of frustration once she was off.

“Here, son, I give you your first woman. You are a man, now.” Barron grinned and took the woman from his father. “Thank you, father.” He graciously said, and backed out of the room. The woman was smiling again, knowing she was going to be put back on a cock soon.

I couldn’t even struggle anymore, I had no idea what to think or do. I was absolutely terrified, but I couldn’t deny that I was curious why none of the women I saw looked scared or like they wanted to run away. There’s no way they just gave in and are happy to be masturbation toys for these monsters. Right?

“I’m going to do you a favor and explain things.” The ogre holding me said to me. He untied my legs and then put me down on the ground but just turned me around to face him, not letting go of me. “We have no women. Ogres are always born men, and we can’t let our race vanish. Human woman can bear us children, and they are always full ogres, but your weak bodies are difficult to get pregnant. So this is our solution.” He paused, letting his words sink in, and I understood. The near-constant sex, and keeping their cum mostly inside of us would help us get pregnant. It probably still took a while.

“Most of us can only afford to buy one woman in their life, but we like to buy new ones and pass our old ones on to our sons until they can afford to buy one themselves. I have six sons, and I just gave my youngest my old one. I’m going to enjoy breaking in my final human. Unless you bear me more sons.” He grinned widely, and his obvious excitement at what was to happen sickened me.

He turned me back around and lifted me up again. I started screaming and kicking once more, not wanting this to happen. He had left his hard cock out, I realized, and it would be so easy for him to slam me down on his cock. He didn’t, however.

He grabbed one of my legs with his other hand and held it out, spread my legs, and then put me perpendicular on top of his cock. The head was poking through my thighs, and he moved my lower body back and forth on his cock, rubbing my clit over and over.

He was slow, evidently not wanting to hurt me, as I was nowhere near wet. I could hear his breathing quicken behind me, and I felt his cock twitch on my clit. It felt… good. Slickness escaped me, and I was moving more easily along his cock. He quickened his pace, and my screams of protests quieted into silence. And then I was half moaning, half whining. Fuck, I was getting so wet, my clit was gliding along his cock, wet from my juices, and the pleasure was growing.

I had never had a man, let alone a fucking ogre, take care of my own pleasure. The men in the palace just took what they wanted, who cares if it hurts the slave? This ogre, however, was trying to get me off first. This realization with the pleasure growing inside me filled me with shame.  How dare I feel good while being violated by him?

But fuck it did feel good. Suddenly I couldn’t take it anymore. I came hard, my thighs clenching tightly around his cock, squeezing it to my clit even more, and I cried out into the rage over my mouth. As soon as I did he quickened his pace even more, and the pleasure was unbelievable.

When my legs un-clenched he stopped and let me hang there, basically straddling his cock. When my breathing slowed again, he lifted me up and positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to my now dripping wet pussy. The fear re-awakened in me, and I yelled out in protest. But, I have to admit my defiance was weakened. That had felt so good, and I kind of wanted more.

It didn’t matter, of course, because he was going to do it, anyway. He pushed me down just a little, stretching my pussy to the tip of his cock. I knew he wasn’t even inside me yet, but I felt my pussy stretch so far. He slowly pushed until the entire head of his cock was inside me, and I screamed at the intensity, arching my back and resting my head and shoulders against his chest.

I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of my pleasure, so I kept quiet as he slowly brought me down fully on his cock, making sure I felt every inch.  When I was at the base, my cunt was barely accommodating his large size. It hurt, but fuck it felt so good. I looked down, and I saw the shape of his cock up my abdomen, and the sight of it terrified and electrified me.

He moved me back up to the tip, and I couldn’t keep quiet. I screamed into the rag, the feeling was too intense. Encouraged, he stopped going easy on me and slammed me down on his cock hard, taking my breath from me.

I had no time to think, he brought me back up and slammed me back down. Over and over, he used my body to masturbate, his cock slid in and out of me easily, stretching my pussy to the max. He let go of my leg and used his fingers to grope my breasts, tiny-looking in his large hands. But he teased my nipples as he brought me down hard to the base of his cock.

I could barely get any sounds out, my breath was gone. Pleasure from my nipples and from every inch inside of me racked my brain. I came hard, my pussy clenching even tighter around his cock, and my screams finally tore out of my throat. It lasted forever, but eventually I came down from it. He didn’t cum, however. He kept up his furious pace for what felt like hours. Probably 10 minutes later I came hard again, feeling exhausted. Finally he came.

He moved me up and down more erratically, and my vision blurred with the quick movement. He groaned loud and I felt his cum shoot out of his massive cock, straight into my womb. He continued to fuck me as he came, letting cum spill out of my stretched pussy, but most of it stayed inside me.

Eventually he stopped cumming inside me and left me on his cock, all the way to the base, and let me go. I was leaning against his chest and didn’t fall, my legs and hands falling limp. It was the most amazing pleasure I had ever experienced, and I wanted more. But I couldn’t admit that to him yet.




Chapter Four

He was chuckling and breathing heavily, and said, “Have I broken you yet?” I shook my head. I wouldn’t give in that easily, even if I wanted to. “Don’t worry, you will by tonight. Normally I just leave the women on my cock and fuck her when I feel like cumming, but I think you’re going to need more than that.” With that he grabbed me again and began slowly moving me up and down his cock.

It was nothing like before, but I had just cum twice and was way too sensitive for this. Pleasure exploded through me again, and I actually felt frustrated that he wasn’t fucking me hard. God, what was wrong with me?

He walked out the door in the room, down the long hallway that was beyond it, and out into a huge room that kind of resembled a mud version of the king’s throne room in the village. What the hell?

The entire time he was moving me slowly on his cock, eliciting strangled moans from me. I didn’t want to show him I was loving this, but I couldn’t help it. It was wonderful. He sat down on a large chair at one end of the room, and there was a crowd of ogres gathered. I realized then that he must be their king!

He held their version of court for the remainder of the day. Every second I was being moved slowly on his cock, but when I started cumming, my pussy tightening around his cock would urge him to pick up the pace furiously, and he would slam me down on his cock hard and fast again, causing me to shriek and scream with pleasure.

I saw my girls in the crowd. Each one of them was on a cock, and they were in heaven, as well. They saw that I was loving my ogre’s cocks, and their worried looks at my appearance turned into happiness. They had been broken already. I wanted to give in right then. Good God I wanted to. But my will and spirit was still too strong. Could I face myself if I did so, so soon after capture?

The ogre king kept me moving on his cock the entire day, cumming several times himself, filling my womb with cum, mixing with my own juices and flowing down my thighs.

That night, when he retired to his room, he took the rag off my mouth. I didn’t scream at him. I didn’t protest. I simply moaned with pleasure at the constant fucking. My pussy was raw, my clit so sensitive even the wind up my dress teased it. He took me off his cock and I groaned in disappointment, but only barely kept myself from begging to keep fucking me.

He laid me on my back on his bed, untied my hands, and then spread my legs wide and buried his massive cock inside me once again. I welcomed the fullness, never wanting it to leave me again. He barreled into me, a new kind of leverage on top of me, and it wasn’t long before I came hard on his cock once again.

He came hard, too, spurting his cum inside me again. My pussy was beyond filled to the brim, it was actively leaking out of me every second by now. He panted on top of me, keeping still inside me. He was spent, as well, from the constant movement and pleasure all day. In the dark, I whispered up to him, “Please don’t ever stop.”

He grinned and grunted happily, thrusting into me for the last round of the day.

The End

Thank you for reading! This was Escape to the Monsters. I hope you enjoyed it. If you’d like to see my other works, please visit my Amazon Authors page here.
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