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Introduction

This tale of mythological minotaurs, the pleasures of embracing them, and the filthy emasculation of a father and husband began as a commission from a very special patron. The 3D artist Moiarte wanted a story to use as source material for a future comic adaptation. He had the idea for a cuckolding story about minotaurs and gave me some details to act as inspiration. I developed the story for him so that it pushed the boundaries of fantasy cuckolding even beyond what I had written for My Cheating Elf Girlfriend. This was going to be cruel.

The result is a novel length erotic epic of ancient Greek mythology about the origin of the Minotaur and the cuckolding of King Minos by his beloved magic bull. It centers on family of a wealthy merchant from Crete at the mercy of a hybrid race of holy minotaurs inhabiting an island.

Entire families are “rewarded” by being sent to the Island of the Minotaurs where the women are soon taken by the giant brutes and the men are forced to labor and suffer on behalf of the minotaurs. The curse of cuckolded King Minos is reenacted again and again as the basis for an entire civilization on the Island of the Minotaurs.

Someday, you will almost certainly see a comic version of this book released by the talented artist who commissioned the novel. Until then, these characters will live in my writing and in the reader’s filthy imagination. Enjoy the downfall of Stergios Vassakos and the beastly mythological pleasure as his wife and daughters surrender to the minotaurs.

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024


Prologue

Pasiphae and Her Bull

For men to endure upon an island they must worship the gods of the sea. Foremost among these was Poseidon, the ruler of the waves, who demanded the sacrifices of beasts and wealth in exchange for his mercy. If men wished Poseidon to give up the bounty of the deep to their nets, they needed to grant him extravagant sacrifices.

Upon the Isle of Crete, sacrificing a human life was outlawed for many centuries, but animal sacrifice continued to be popular. The rarer and more beautiful the animal, the more favor Poseidon granted to the humans. Poseidon’s favor seemed to wane. Ships were tossed upon the shores and the old king died from unusual cold weather.

The new king, Minos, resolved to end this ill-favor by sacrificing the most beautiful animal that any man or god had ever seen. He sent out word to every farm and every hunter to bring him the most beautiful beasts and to raise up prize animals for the solstice sacrifice. He inspected wild beasts caught from faraway lands. Resplendent birds and spotted predators. But it was a bull that won his interest. A bull with pure white fur and horns that shone like gold beneath the sun. This great beast was placid with the calmness of a beast of such power it could destroy any man who tried to slaughter it.

“This beast will be my sacrifice,” declared King Minos. “I will make a sacrifice of this magnificent bull to Poseidon so that Crete will have his favor again!”

The bull was paraded before the crowds and much acclaim was given to King Minos. Each time he brought the bull out he was met with adulation. It was such a fine and handsome beast, so happy to be caressed, that the king found he could not sacrifice it to Poseidon. When the solstice came, the king offered many beasts as substitutes for the bull, thinking this might appease Poseidon. A great pyre of animals burned through the night. An entire ship full of bulls was sunk into the ocean.

But this was not what Poseidon desired. The god of the sea gave voice to his fury as a storm that engulfed Crete and wracked its harbors. Many perished, but King Minos and his lovely wife Pasiphae lived in the palace upon the high ground and survived unharmed, along with the king’s beloved bull. Poseidon’s rage gave way to a need for vengeance upon the defiant king. The next morning, Pasiphae stood upon the balcony of the palace and gazed into the Sea of Candia. Poseidon’s baleful eyes gazed back from deep within the ocean and he put a curse upon Pasiphae.

Straight away, she went to the stable and found the king’s beloved bull. Denied the bull as sacrifice, Poseidon had blessed the beast with magic, transforming it from a simple animal to an intelligent and lusty vessel for the god’s vengeance. Pasiphae was overcome with lust for the golden beast, she climbed into his stall and offered herself to his godly desire. All of Pasiphae’s love for the king had become lust for this beautiful bull and the bull, now possessed of the intelligence of a man, was happy to grant pleasure to the king’s wife. Day after day, she crept into his stall and offered her body to him, withholding no pleasures in these secret moments and receiving his beastly seed in her fertile womb.

The king’s joy at his wife’s pregnancy became shock and anger when he discovered that the child was not his but the very sacrificial bull he had coveted. Word of this perverse coupling spread through Crete and King Minos was mocked for being cuckolded by the bull. Still, he could not slaughter the beast, nor could he bear to kill Pasiphae.

A son was born. A son that was half bull and half man, called a minotaur by those who would mock King Minos. The heartbroken king declared that the minotaur was a son of Poseidon and that he must be worshipped. Unable to stand the sight of the child, Minos constructed a temple on a nearby island where the minotaur, Pasiphae, and the bull could live out their days. They were loaded onto a boat and the sea became very placid as they were taken to the maze. The noble families of Crete observed this and realized that King Minos must have spoken true. The minotaur was holy and must be worshipped.

Each year thereafter, the sea became calm at the winter solstice and a ship would depart with a chosen family of noble blood to live in the Temple of the Minotaur. This strange pilgrimage was greatly desired by those who performed it. In the temple, it was said, they would live in harmony and pleasure. Serving Poseidon and venerating the minotaur. No more toil. No more earthly fears. Only peace and tranquility.

Those sent to the island found a far different truth in the Temple of the Minotaur…
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Chosen for the Minotaurs

The bell sounded nine times to signify each of the nine great houses of Crete. The sound echoed through the halls of the high temple and stirred the incense that hung in the air. The nine great families gathered before the altar where the high priest Calos stood in his ceremonial robes. The white marble statue of the Bull of Minos loomed behind him guarding the Golden Door of Ascension. The high priest was joined by acolytes wearing bronze minotaur masks and holding red tapers topped with flickering flames.

There was great solemnity to the selection proceedings each year. Each of the most prosperous houses sent members from within the house to attend the temple and be considered for elevation to the Island of the Minotaurs. There was paradise. There, after generations of toil, was a true reward for service to Crete. Only the richest could hope to attain such an honor as to be allowed to worship on the island.

Stergios Vassakos lifted his gaze as the final peal of the temple’s bell faded into the smoke. He was a tall man, broad-shouldered and well-muscled for a man of great wealth, with a graying thicket of curly hair atop his head. He was accustomed to working alongside his many laborers farming sheep, growing olives, and pressing oil. Today, his life’s work would finally be rewarded.

His wife, Phoebe, was once the greatest beauty in all of Crete. To his eyes she was still the loveliest. Full-bodied now in her forty-fifth winter and after seeing two daughters and a son to adulthood. More lines on her face and a white streak in her long, dark hair, but no less lovely for it. She clasped his hand tightly, looking up at him and smiling.

She alone knew what Stergios knew: that unless there was some surprise twist, such as one of the families bribing Calos, then Stergios and his family would be given the honor.

Stergios glanced back at Thodoris, his son, still young and more interested in athletics and girls than work. A good boy, tanned from his time by the sea rather than hard work in the olive groves.

Stergios’ two daughters stood behind Thodoris. Milena, older, difficult for she took after her mother. Buxom and beautiful and wild. She was easy to make smile or laugh and just as easy to make angry. She did not dare raise her voice to her father, but Stergios often heard her yelling at his wife.

His youngest, Isidora, assertive and intelligent, like her father. More interested in her studies than in finding a husband. Fair-haired and blue-eyed, like Stergios’ mother had been. He smiled at her. He had thought one day she might run his business, but if she joined him on the Island of the Minotaurs then his field would pass to his brother.

“All gathered and worthy,” began Calos, “the mantle of ascension will soon weigh upon the shoulders of the chosen. The king has watched and I and the others have measured your deeds over this past year. There can be no doubt that your families have accomplished much, but only one may be selected to join the minotaurs in their holiest of temples.”

“So speaks the bull,” intoned Stergios and all the others.

“You will enjoy a lifetime of leisure in your service to the minotaurs, for this island paradise is the inheritance of Minos and the minotaurs will be your masters in pleasure.”

“So speaks the bull,” chorused those gathered.

“Do you think there are real minotaurs there?” whispered Milena.

“Shhhhhh,” hissed her mother.

“Stergios Vassakos,” called Calos, his voice booming through the temple like an accusation, “step forward with your family.”

The glowering heat of jealous stares fell upon Stergios as he climbed to the altar at the head of his family. He knelt before the high priest.

“You stand out among your peers, Stergios,” pronounced Calos. “You have driven your workers harder and have harvested more olives, pressed more oil, and sheered more wool than any of the other families. You have brought great wealth to the island of Crete and for this, the king personally extends his congratulations.”

“Hear, hear,” muttered the patriarchs of the other eight houses.

“For this reason, and for your character of honesty and faithfulness, the bull has chosen you and your family to travel to the Island of the Minotaurs.” Calos turned to one of the attendants who held the golden mantle and horned headdress of the chosen. He lifted it from the hands of the masked man and settled its weight upon Stergios’ shoulders. “You wear the mantle of the chosen. You lead your family through the Golden Door of Ascension. To Stergios of House Vassakos. To his wife and son and daughters. The bull has spoken.”

“The bull has spoken,” echoed the other families.

“Rise Stergios of House Vassakos,” commanded Calos. “Bid this old life farewell. Lead your family through the Golden Door of Ascension.”

Stergios stood and turned to face the other families. He saw jealousy, even hatred, but also a covetousness upon several of them. Stergios knew all too well that the departure of one of the great families meant a scramble by the remaining families to take up their business. His brother would do well, Stergios knew, but he was not so shrewd and not so driven.

Stergios looked from the other families to his own. His wife, brought to tears with pride and happiness, his son, Thodoris, smiled and raised his chin like he had just won a race, and Milena, his oldest, flushed and giggled with the thought of serving the minotaurs. Only his youngest seemed at all unhappy. Isidora frowned and looked back over her shoulder as she climbed the stairs to the altar with trepidation. Stergios comforted her with a callused hand upon her shoulder.

“It will be alright, Isidora,” he murmured and walked between the legs of the bull.

The statue was remarkably detailed. The huge bull as big as a barn, with stout legs and even a partially aroused cock jutting from its bestial sheath. Stergios looked at that blunt-headed phallus and for a moment was struck with a strange sense of doubt. He almost stumbled, caught himself, and glanced back at Calos who still stood before the altar and gave him a hard stare.

Stergios led his family beneath the bull (and its huge cock) and to the golden door. There was a fresh peal of the bell and the door began to groan and swing outward. They walked past lovely maidens clad in clinging white gowns and spreading flowers before them.

The winter light was wan but golden and sparkled on the water at the docks. Two minotaur-masked boatmen waited to help them onto the red-painted bireme. Stergios and his family were seated in a special structure on the foredeck as the boatmen retreated to the taller pilothouse. One of the men rang a gong and drumming commenced belowdecks. The oars began to thrash at the water and soon the Ivlia was raising its sails and setting out into the sparkling Sea of Candia.

“I have never seen the sea so placid,” remarked Stergios as the waves seemed almost to flatten to nothing.

“I have,” murmured Isidora. “Last year when you thought we might ascend. We watched from the shore as the boat set out with the Ikonos family and the sea was like a sheet of Athenian glass.”

Stergios thought for a moment and then smiled and declared, “Then we are doubly blessed! Poseidon watches over us on our journey!”

The journey across the sea would require many hours, even in calm seas and with the wind at their backs. The night fell and they were given wine by one of the boatmen. There was nowhere to sleep other than on the hard benches in the ceremonial house in which they sat. Phoebe, Milena, and Isidora took the benches and Stergios and Thodoris slept upon the floor. The wine made Stergios tired and the drumming thumping through the deck beneath him helped to lull him into a trancelike sleep.

He awoke hours later. The sky was clear and the moon bright. Stergios sat up and saw his wife asleep on the bench beside him. He looked past the ample swell of her hip and saw Isidora asleep as well. He had given her his heavy cloak and she seemed almost like she had as a child. He smiled and looked past her.

The last bench was empty. Milena was not there.

“Hmmmm?” His head was spinning and the thumping of the drums made him feel like he was still dreaming. But the idea that his eldest daughter was missing awoke him more and he climbed to his feet. He staggered out onto the deck. A lone boatman stood in the pilothouse, steering the ship through the calm sea.

“Have you seen my daughter?” called Stergios.

The boatman turned his masked face towards Stergios but did not answer.

“She was asleep beside me, but now she is gone,” said Stergios, swaying unsteadily as he walked towards the pilothouse. The boatman still did not answer. Exasperated, Stergios pleaded with the man, “Surely you must have seen her. I fear that she might have fallen overboard. Was she at the railing?”

The boatman turned away from Stergios as if to signal he was done listening to him. This angered Stergios, but as he walked towards the pilothouse he spotted a staircase set into the floor that led belowdecks. He was drawn to the stairs. He was not entirely sure why, perhaps it was the drumming that he still felt through his feet or some hope that perhaps Milena had sought a more comfortable place to sleep inside the ship.

A door opened into the large rowing deck that ran almost the length of the entire bireme. Nearly fifty muscular men were steadily rowing, their bodies damp with sweat and their heads covered in eyeless hoods. A similarly hooded drummer beat a steady rhythm with his palms on a toubeleki drum.

The beat of the drum and the steady clack-slosh of the oars added to the dreamlike feeling as Stergios staggered past the rowers. There was a door at the far end of the rowing deck and he approached it and almost fell against its frame. His breath came in gulps and sweat trickled from his curly hair down his face and chest. He felt sick, but not like he would be sick. Like a fever had taken him. A fever that throbbed in his head to the beat of that damned drum.

“Milena?” he rasped, reaching for the door, and pushing it open.

The creak of the bireme’s hull and the knock of the oars could not quite cover the soft sounds coming from within the ship’s small hold. Stergios could see the movement before he could make sense of it in the deeper darkness. A bit of plump thigh. Curling toes. A single heaving breast with a nipple framed by a lock of dark hair.

He opened the door wider, his breath caught in his throat, and light spilled into the hold.

Milena was sprawled atop barrels covered in a spare sail of sun worn canvas. Her ceremonial gown was pulled up to her waist and down beneath her breasts. Her back was arched, her plump tits shuddering and her thighs parted for the boatman stood between her legs. Stergios stared, horrorstruck, as the masked boatman plundered his beautiful daughter’s dark-thatched cunt with a thick cock glistening with Milena’s nectar.

“Ooooohhhhh, yesssss!” cried Stergios’ daughter, bucking her hips and causing the quivering mounds of her breasts to sway and splash against her ribcage. The boatman reached a hand to her chest, gathering one breast in his grasp and running his fingers over Milena’s jutting nipple. She cried out with wordless ecstasy as he plucked at her stiff bud. “Cummmmmming! CaaaaaHHHH!”

The boatman let out a bullish bellow and drove deep into Milena’s fleshy cunt, his cock an oiled piston of pleasure and his muscular body seeming huge as he stood over her. Milena stroked his shoulders and hooked her legs tightly around him, drawing his cock deep as he threw back his masked head and bellowed loudly.

“Yessssssssss! Breed me, oh mighty minotaur!” cried Milena.

The masked boatmen fell atop her, bellowing and snorting with his release as he pumped his seed deep into Stergios’ beautiful daughter. The boatman’s strokes slowed. Milena kissed and caressed the bronze muzzle of the mask.

“Ohhhh, yes, I feel it inside me,” she moaned. “Filling me up. I—”

“Milena!” Stergios finally managed to give a hoarse cry.

“Father?” Milena, still clinging tightly to the boatman and squeezing him between her creamy thighs, lifted her head and looked to Stergios. Her eyes went wide with shock. But then the boatman began to move atop her again. Seeming to draw back only to thrust in deep again, his cock sloshing and producing an overflowing drool of cum that spilled down the side of the barrel beneath Milena’s bottom.

“Milena…”

Stergios took a staggering step towards his daughter. She laughed and threw back her head. The boatman’s mask pressed to her breasts and a wide pink tongue slid out from the bronze muzzle. Far too big to be human. It dragged across her breasts and circled her nipple. It licked its way up Milena’s quivering chest and straight to her face where it thrust hungrily into her mouth.

She moaned around that tongue and seemed to return its passion.

The sight of Milena locked in a passionate kiss, still being plundered by the masked boatman, was enough to drive Stergios momentarily mad. The world spun around him and the deck rose to greet him. He collapsed with a loud thump. The last sound he heard before darkness claimed him was his daughter crying out with pleasure as the minotaur-masked boatman began to snort once more.

Stergios awoke beside the bench where his wife was still asleep. The first light of dawn had broken across the placid sea and kissed the peaks of the waves with trembling golden crescents. His head hurt as he sat up and rubbed the sleep from his eyes.

“Milena,” he rasped.

She wasn’t on her bench. He rose uncertainly to his feet.

“Milena!” he called, beginning to rouse the others.

“Over here, father!” shouted Milena.

She stood at the railing at the bow of the ship. Her ceremonial gown clung to her ample curves, flapping in the morning wind that caught her dark hair and stretched it out past her shoulder. Stergios joined his daughter at the railing. He told himself that what he had witnessed had only been a dream.

“Did you sleep well, father?” she asked.

“No. I had a vivid and terrible dream. I dreamt that you… that…”

“Look!” cried Milena, bouncing on her toes with excitement and pointing out past the railing. “There, on the horizon! Land!”

In the distance, just beginning to rise above the horizon, lay the Island of the Minotaurs. A horn sounded from the pilothouse and the drums belowdecks increased their tempo. The oars thrashed and the ship gathered speed, driving Stergios and his family on to meet their destiny.

To discover the pleasures on the Island of the Minotaurs.
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The Truth of the Island

The ship coasted into the slip and the masked crewmen threw ropes ashore to a pair of beautiful fair-haired women waiting along the dock. Stregios and Thodoris stared in surprise at the two women. They were buxom and beautiful, and their plump bellies poked through the soft white of the gowns they wore.

“Strange to have women at the docks,” murmured Stergios.

“Isn’t that the Andrianakis girl?” wondered Phoebe.

“From four years ago,” said Stergios.

“She is so very fat,” sneered Melina.

“She is so very pregnant,” said Isidora, with a hint of worry in her voice. “I wonder if it was…”

She left unsaid what they were all thinking: were these two buxom women mooring their ship into dock pregnant from minotaurs? Stergios and Phoebe had dismissed such tales of minotaurs taking wives from the women sent to their island as lurid tales to frighten young girls.

“No,” said Stergios, refusing to believe the wild tales. “I am sure it is not so, my daughter. There is no reason to fear.” He put a hand on Isidora’s shoulder to comfort her. She looked at him uncertainly as the gangplank was lowered from their ship and onto the shore.

“Welcome!” called the older of two women. “I am Carissa and this is Medora. Welcome to the Holy Island of the Minotaurs. Blessing of Poseidon upon you.”

The women helped them ashore and hung garlands of yellow flowers on Stergios and Thodoris and garlands of red flowers on Phoebe, Melina, and Isidora. The masked men aboard the ship wordlessly and almost immediately pulled the plank back and cast off.

“Where are they going?” wondered Stergios.

“Oh, there are few ships on the island,” said Carissa, “and they are almost always engaged in bringing things to the island to provision us here.”

“We live in luxury on the island,” added Medora, stroking Isidora on the arm. “Everything we need is provided for us. Our every desire is granted.”

“Come,” said Carissa. “We will take you where you belong.”

The island was a paradise of white stone buildings, beaches, and warm, sunny streets. Stergios followed Carissa and Medora and tried his best not to stare at their nipples visible through their sheer gowns. Their hips swung and luscious buttocks bounced as they walked. He saw several groups of women moving around the island, all clad in similar outfits and many of them appearing very pregnant. They laughed and talked and seemed happy, which put him at ease.

Thodoris was gawping at the woman and their big, jiggling breasts and wobbling buttocks. Phoebe and Milena seemed entranced by the sight. Perhaps slightly scornful of all the women with their shameless clothing, but also intrigued. Stergios was intrigued as well. He found his cock swelling at the sight of so many shapely beauties.

Then he saw one of the minotaurs and his excitement froze in his gut. The beast was in the distance, carrying an open book in one hand and surrounded by a group of five women looking up at it adoringly. Its face was that of a black bull, with forward angled horns capped with gold and a golden ring in its bestial nose. It spoke and though it was too far to make out what it was saying its deep voice rumbled in the air.

“It’s a minotaur,” gasped Isidora.

“Look at the size of him,” marveled Thodoris.

“Glorious,” said Milena, staring in amazement.

It passed in front of them, still quite far away, and Stergios glimpsed something he would rather have not seen. The minotaur wore a loose loincloth and as it walked something as big as Stergios’ arm was swinging limp inside that fabric. He saw it. A dark sheath and blunt-headed cock and two huge bollocks that seemed to form a sack as big as Stergios’ head. The minotaur glanced in his direction at that exact moment. Its yellow eyes stared at him with a hint of amusement. A touch of cruelty.

Stergios was startled by a sudden grip on his arm. He looked over and saw his wife Phoebe staring at the same thing he had noticed. Her eyes wide and her mouth hanging open.

“Did you see that?” she whispered, clinging to her husband with a mixture of fear and something else. Something he feared was excitement.

“Yes,” he said, prying her clutching hands loose and grasping one of them in his. “Best not to think of such things. For the sake of our daughters.”

“R-right,” she said, nodding in agreement. Stergios could not help but notice a deep blush across his wife’s cheeks.

They continued down a road lined with cottages. They could hear singing, conversation, and laughter that once more put them at ease. But something else was bothering Stergios. Where were all the men? He was about to ask Carissa when they walked into an open plaza with a huge golden statue of a bull standing atop a fountain of sweet-smelling water. Carissa and Medora filled small golden cups from the fountain and brought them to Stergios and his family.

“Drink,” said Carissa holding the cup to Stergios.

“Why?” he asked, hesitating.

“You are not truly of the island until you drink of its waters,” she said, pushing the cup against his lips. “Once you drink of the waters of the island, you want for nothing and you will find happiness and your place on the island.”

“Oh, just drink,” said Phoebe, accepting the cup from Medora and drinking from it. Medora smiled and nodded slightly, then brought the cup over to Milena who drank without hesitation.

“I was thirsty,” gasped Milena, wiping her lips after she was done.

Stergios exchanged an uncertain glance with his youngest daughter Isidora.

“It is too late to refuse them,” she said to her father.

“Yes,” agreed Stergios. “We are here. There is no turning back.”

He took the cup and drank. The water was cool and refreshing, though he did not drink much out of lingering unease. Carissa took the cup from his lips and offered it to Thodoris who drank it dry and let out a belch.

“A thirsty boy,” chuckled Carissa. “Well done. By the waters you have joined us. You are now servants of the minotaurs as are we all. The rules of the island are very simple. You must obey whatever command a minotaur gives you and you must devote yourself to serving them as they desire. You must never speak back to a minotaur unless invited to do so and you must not raise your voice or hands in anger or you will be punished severely. You will be given your first duties very soon. When they are done, you will be taken to your houses.”

“What do you mean by ‘punished severely’?” worried Isidora.

“Come,” said Carissa, placing a hand on Isidora’s back. “The women will follow me. The men will follow Midora. We will take you to your first duties.”

Stergios felt a sudden fear. He looked at his wife, but Phoebe was already turning to follow Carissa. Milena as well. Only Isidora glanced back at him over her shoulder as she was led away by Carissa. Stergios almost called out, but then he felt a small hand on his back. He looked over to Midora and her friendly smile calmed him.

“Come, Stergios,” she said, though he never remembered giving her his name. “I will take you and your son to the baths.”

There was a color to her cheeks and a hint of mischief in her eyes that excited him. Would it be like the baths in Heraklion with their garlanded beauties eager to attend to the pleasures of the men? Stergios felt his cock stir at the thought. He could use something to calm his nerves like a nice tight cunt.

“Let us go, Thodoris,” he said, smiling to his son. “We will find our ‘duties’ in the baths.”

“I like the sound of that, father,” laughed Thodoris, falling in beside Midora as she led them from the fountain.

Their First Duties

The baths resembled a temple more than a public bath. The marble building was surrounded by white columns and the building had a familiar white roof that came to a low peak. The frieze above the entrance depicted minotaurs bathing and relaxing in the water surrounded by beautiful human women in gowns. Stergios noticed men for the first time in this imagery. Bare-chested men seeming small and feeble next to hulking minotaurs. They were depicted pouring pitchers of water into the baths and carrying trays of soap cakes.

“The men are servants at the baths?” wondered Stergios.

“We all must serve the minotaurs,” said Midora.

They climbed the steps and entered the baths, passing into a world of low lights, billowing curtains, and echoing voices. There was laughter and moans and deep, bestial grunts. The sound of sloshing water and the wafting scent of powerful fragrances filled the air.

There were many women in the baths. Moving among the curtained chambers, revealing glimpses of minotaurs soaking in huge tubs. Minotaurs reclining amid perfumed steam. Minotaurs fondling the naked bodies of the women that bathed and massaged them.

“There are so many minotaurs,” said Thodoris.

“They keep us all busy,” said Midora. “Come. Through here. You will find your duties.”

She parted a curtain and Stergios recoiled in disgust. A huge, tiled pool lay before them, tiles broken and out of place, covered in grime, and water channels stuck with fur and bits of cloth. The animal stench was thick in the air. There were smears of something white congealing on the floor and snatches of blonde and brown hair glued to the tiles.

Thodoris actually retched at the sight and stench, but Stergios maintained his composure.

“What… what must we do?” he asked.

“Clean and repair the bath,” said Midora. “This is the will of our masters. The bath must be ready for the morning. Here are buckets, soap, and brushes. You will find trowels, mortar, and tiles in the closet there. Return everything to its place when you are done.”

“I cannot do this,” moaned Thodoris, doubling up and gagging.

“You must,” said Midora, smiling without sympathy or cruelty. “This is the desire of the minotaurs. We must obey our masters.”

“Masters?” scoffed Stergios. But his anger was frozen by the thump of hooves on tiles. The dark silhouette of a minotaur moved past the curtain nearby and Stergios and Thodoris both trembled with fear.

They picked up brushes and soap and set to work cleaning the bath. It was as Stergios knelt amid the filth, scrubbing up bits of fur and foul smears, that his mind began to wander to his wife and two daughters. What tasks might they be given by the minotaurs?

As Stergios pondered what was happening, Carissa was delivering Phoebe, Milena, and Isidora to the Great Temple of the Minotaur. There was no mistaking the temple for venerating other gods.

Isidora looked in wonder at the towering statues of bulls and minotaurs forged in gold. There was a central statue featuring a woman being mounted by a golden bull. The detail was exquisite. The woman made of pure marble with large breasts dragged nearly to the ground and plump buttocks smothered by the golden bull’s underside. Its huge cock visibly stretching her marble cunt. Golden bollocks seemingly frozen mid-swing against the marble woman’s clit.

“Look at that,” said Milena, grinning as she stared up at the obscene statues. “Imagine spending weeks sculpting that prick.”

“Oh, Milena, do not speak like that,” scolded Phoebe, but she was staring as well.

Even Isidora, increasingly concerned by the statues, could not help but admire the bull’s cock and the statues of the minotaurs. They passed beneath the crossed cocks of two huge marble minotaur statues and entered the temple proper. Pews lined the walls and the smell of sweet incense hung in the air. A raised altar featured a strange saddle-shaped table with a drain beneath its stone legs. Was this for human sacrifice? Would the men be brought there to be killed?

No, thought Isidora. As afraid as she was of this secrets of the island, she could not believe the minotaur cult was killing men. As Carissa led them past the pews and towards the altar, Isidora could not help but give voice to her fear.

“What is done here?” she asked.

“We celebrate our masters,” said Carissa, smiling dreamily. “We carry out various ceremonies here. That is the altar of conception.”

“What about those cushions?” asked Phoebe, nodding towards a row of red velvet cushions on the floor that they seemed to be approaching.

“Ah, those are the baptismal cushions.” Carissa walked towards them. “This is for you to receive your baptism and to learn to worship our masters.”

“The minotaurs,” said Milena, a blush growing on her cheeks as she looked around at the obscene reliefs and statues.

“Yes, the masters have each chosen one of you,” said Carissa. “They will baptize you here today. Come. Undress and kneel upon the cushions.”

“Undress?” Isidora looked on in shock.

“You do not want to ruin your clothing,” said Phoebe, who began to remove her own gown as though it were perfectly normal to be undressing in the minotaur temple. Isidora’s dark-haired mother shed her gown with ease, revealing her plump, pendulous breasts, shapely hips, and thick thighs. A dark thatch of hair concealed her mound.

Melina undressed just as eagerly as her mother. Her breasts higher and firmer than Phoebe’s, but almost as large. Her hips and buttocks ample and sure to burgeon when she became a mother. Melina’s cunt was completely shorn like a whore might shave. Phoebe frowned in disapproval but kept any comment to herself.

Isidora burned with fear, but she could not disobey as her mother and sister walked ahead of her and knelt upon the cushions. There was a portentous solemnity to the moment. Their heads bowed as if in prayer. Their bare buttocks resting on their heels. The altar and the huge statue of the minotaur looming above them.

“Let me help you,” said Carissa, stepping behind Isidora and sliding Isidora’s gown from her shoulders. Isidora gasped as the gown slid down her slender back and firm, peachy buttocks. She covered her pert breasts and stiff pink nipples. She was fairer than her mother and sister. Her blonde hair like cornsilk and her skin lighter in tone than the olive skin of Phoebe and Melina. She did not resist as Carissa guided her to her knees on her own cushion an arm’s length from Melina.

Almost at once, a bell pealed and reverberated through the temple. Three huge figures emerged from behind the altar. Isidora’s breath caught in her throat. Three minotaurs. Muscular, huge, and with their cocks barely hidden in clean white loincloths.

The largest of the minotaurs, dark-furred and with a broken horn, stepped before Phoebe. The next largest minotaur, with reddish-brown fur and a scar on his chest, stepped before Melina. The third minotaur was the smallest, though still much larger than any man that Isidora had seen before. His fur was pure white and his eyes were an odd pinkish red color. His horns were similarly as white as bleached bone. He stood before Isidora and gazed calmly down at her.

The three minotaurs reached down to their loincloths as one and untied the garments that were doing little to conceal their enormous cocks. Isidora heard her sister and mother react, but she could hardly pay attention to what was happening next to her as the white minotaur revealed the immense length of its pink cock. It was as thick as Isidora’s wrist and as long as her arm including her hand. It was light in color, but darkened almost to red around the flattened, bestial tip. The bulging bollocks of the minotaur were similar in color. A rosy blush upon the heavy, cum-laden satchel of pink.

The smell was fresh and clean, like soap, but with a note of animal fur and flesh beneath that scent.

“Daughters of Crete,” intoned the booming bass voice of the largest minotaur, “you attend us upon this day of your arrival so that we may baptize you in the holy seed of the bull.”

“You will use your bodies to serve us from this day forward,” declared the red-furred minotaur.

“You will become the wives of every minotaur who rules this island,” said the white-furred minotaur. Then, in a slightly softer voice, he added, “You will serve our every desire, though you may find love for a single minotaur.”

The other two minotaurs spared a glance for the white-furred minotaur.

“W-what do we do?” asked Phoebe, almost out of breath.

“I think I know,” said Melina, reaching for the cock of the minotaur standing before her.

“This one has spirit,” chuckled the red-furred minotaur as he watched Melina take hold of his cock in both her hands. She hefted the hose of his maleness and began to stroke him and arouse him.

“You may use your hands,” said the dark-furred minotaur, reaching down to stroke Phoebe’s head. “Or your lips. Your tongue. Your lovely breasts. Whatever you desire, daughter of Crete.”

“Y-yes,” said Phoebe, reaching for the dark cock of the minotaur before her.

“Do not be afraid,” said the white-furred minotaur, drawing Isidora’s attention back to his pink cock. “I will not hurt you, human. Take your time. This is no competition.”

“Ahhhhh,” groaned the dark-furred minotaur, leaning his head back as Phoebe began to loudly smack kisses to his cock and stroke him between her fat tits. “I think I shall win, my brothers.”

“I am not so sure,” rumbled the red-furred minotaur, cradling Melina’s head as she began to lick her way from his bollocks up the underside of his cock all the way to his tip. “This harlot will make me spill my seed first. I can… mmmm… sense how badly she wants it.”

“Ohhh, yesss,” moaned Melina shamelessly. “Mmmmmm! Your cock is so big! Mmmm!”

She licked and kissed his cock, though she did not dare try to fit it into her mouth. Her hands worked wantonly upon it.

Isidora was hesitant. She stared at the pink cock before her, watching as it stiffened and swelled and finally rose erect, its flattened tip red and beginning to leak a clear liquid.

“I have never… never been with a boy before,” she said apologetically.

“Give me your hands,” said the white minotaur.

She held up her small hands and he took them gently and guided them to the warm pillar of his cock.

“Grasp it near the root,” he said.

She obeyed, feeling his hot cock throb beneath her fingers with the beat of his heart. She could not believe the wanton sounds her mother and sister were making, but she could not tear her gaze away from the minotaur’s pulsating flesh.

“Now stroke it slowly,” groaned the white minotaur. “From the root all the way up to the tip. Good. Yes. Ohhhh, you are doing so well. Squeeze harder. You will not hurt me with those small hands.”

Isidora was entranced by the warmth of the minotaur’s cock in her hands. Her breath came in shuddering gasps. Her fingers worked faster up and down, trying her best to encircle the thick column of his flesh. Though her focus was intense, she could not help but notice her sister and her mother growing more heated beside her. Their bodies rubbing and squeezing against the minotaurs and tongues flicking at the minotaur cocks.

Isidora looked up at the red-eyed minotaur.

“Should I… should I kiss it?” she asked.

“Yes, if it is your desire,” he groaned.

She pressed her lips beneath his tip. Breathing the fresh scent of his oozing nectar. She tasted his crown with the tip of her tongue. Tasted the faint saltiness of his oozing pre. She pumped her hands faster. She kissed and sucked just beneath his flattened tip.

“Ohhh!” he let out a shuddering bellow. “You have found the spot! Lick me there!”

“Yesss,” she hissed kissing him and licking him just beneath the crown of his cock. It seemed to drive the minotaur wild with pleasure. His bollocks tightened. His cock throbbed. He drew back suddenly and with a great bellow unleashed torrents of hot cum onto Isidora’s face and breasts. Thick, oily minotaur cum poured all over her. It seemed to be pitchers of it. She blew air out through her nose in bubbles and closed her mouth tight so she did not choke on the spewing spunk.

Beside her, Phoebe and Melina were similar drenched by gooey geysers of minotaur cum. A great, slimy baptism in the rich, musky spunk of the godlike beasts. A blessing from the gods that Phoebe and Melina drank with glee. Their mouths open and tongues shamelessly wagging in the raunchy spew.

Isidora, looking up through cum-smeared eyes, saw the white minotaur gazing down at her. At last, she opened her mouth, and tasted the thick, salty sacrament of the minotaurs. She reveled in the strange raunchiness of it. She savored and swallowed it, thick in her throat.

Across the island, her father and brother labored in the baths.
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Serving the Holy Beasts

For some, the Island of the Minotaurs was a paradise. The warm sea lapped at rocky shores. The bright moonlight illuminated the cobbled streets of the city of Labyrinthus and the lanterns of night revels glowed from the mansions and palaces in the hills overlooking the city. There lodged the minotaurs. While the human servants of the exalted beast men served and dwelled in the city.

For others among those humans, like Stergios and Thodoris, the island was no paradise. Father and son were at last relieved from their duties at the baths and sent trudging home. Their bodies unwashed and sticky with sweat from their long labors. Stergios, so tired he could barely speak, and Thodoris looking angered by the indignity of their disgusting work.

“How long must we endure this, father?” demanded Thodoris, his delicate brow furrowed and his face smeared with grime.

“My son, we swore an oath when we embarked upon this journey,” croaked Stergios, limping along beside his son. “We must endure for as long as we are asked. It is our solemn duty to serve the minotaurs. To learn the ways of this island and serve.”

They returned to an empty house. The small cabin afforded them seemed spacious without Phoebe, Milena, or Isidora to greet their arrival. Thodoris fetched a pail of water to fill a pitcher and Stergios found a ration of hard biscuits left for them to eat. They did their best to wash with cold water from the pail and then father and son dined in silence. Too tired to speak of their labors. Thodoris simmered with anger and Stergios slumped with exhaustion.

“I must rest now, my son,” croaked the old man, limping over to his bed and crawling beneath the sheets.

Sleep was little relief to Stergios. He dreamed of the minotaurs, massive and disturbingly nude, lounging in the baths he had just cleaned. Beautiful women gathered around them, clung to them, and cooed with sweet desire. The women began to pleasure the minotaurs and Stergios could not look away. He watched the water churn with the rough acts of lust. Women bouncing upon the pillars of beastly cock. Women begging for the seed of the beast men and moaning with lust as their soft breasts and upturned faces were covered in the thick, white minotaur spunk.

Stergios awoke with clenched fists, the bed shifting as Phoebe climbed in beside him. He lifted his head and looked at her in the moonlight through the open window.

“Go back to sleep, my dear,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. Her voice was thick with drink. He knew her well enough to know the sound. He drew her against him, urgent and hard from his lurid dreams. She stiffened as he prodded her with his cock. “Ooh! Now, now, it’s late! None of that.”

He pressed his face to the hair that spilled down the back of her neck and over her shoulder. Nuzzled against her the way those women had nuzzled against the minotaurs in his dream. He kissed her neck. Her shoulder.

“Stergiosssss,” she hissed, her voice low as he ground his hardness against the back of her sleep dress.

His hands explored her soft curves. He breathed her scent. Kissed her. Breathed her scent again. And stopped.

There was something about her smell that tickled in his nostrils. Her usual perfume, yes, but an unpleasant muskiness. It was familiar. Like something he had smelled working in the baths.

“What is it?” she said, turning to face him in the bed.

“My love, it is only that there is an odor…”

“You’re the one that stinks,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “But I still love you, Stergios.”

She pressed a kiss to his lips. It lingered and grew hotter. His lips parted and he thrust his tongue against hers, tasting a faint saltiness on her tongue. An odd taste, as though she had been eating salted fish. He pulled back again and looked at her strangely in the moonlight.

“That taste on your lips is strange too,” said Stergios.

Phoebe looked at him in the moonlight and Stergios swore he saw a blush darken her cheeks. Then she kissed him again, only a peck this time, and turned away from him on the bed.

“Sleep now, my love,” she said, a note of sadness in her voice. “We have many duties tomorrow.”

He felt a sting of anger and he wrapped an arm around her, beneath the soft weight of her large breasts, and he drew her tightly against him so she could once more feel the poke of his hardness.

“No,” she moaned. “All you do is work to clean the baths. Scrub some tile or clear a drain. We must tend to the minotaurs. Now get some sleep, my love.”

“Yes, right,” he said, chastened by her words. He did not know what duties were asked of her among the minotaurs. After his dream, he did not dare to dwell on it. A quiet settled over the small cabin. The breeze stirred through the windows and owls patrolled the rocky hills overlooking the city.

In the long darkness, Stergios remained sleepless. He could hear Isidora snoring. Thodoris muttering in his sleep. The deep, regular breathing of Phoebe beside him. And Milena… a soft gasp from her bed. Another. Strange sounds that made Stergios feel unpleasantly warm.

He raised his head and squinted across the dark cabin. A curtain hung from the rafters blocked his view of Milena’s bed, but he could faintly make out her silhouette. When had she returned to her bed? Her head and shoulders raised. Her knees parted. Her arm moving rhythmically against her body.

Stergios rose from his bed and crept to the edge of the curtain. He stayed in the shadows, out of sight, as he drew the cloth aside just enough to peer into his eldest daughter’s bed. His eyes went wide at what he saw.

Milena was pleasuring herself shamelessly. Her legs apart and her fingers plunging into her trimmed thatch of dark hair. Her large, firm breasts shuddered as she pumped her fingers into her slick cunny. But this was not even the most shocking sight, for with her other hand, Milena was thrusting three fingers into her mouth. Pushing her digits in and out and stretching her lips as drool spilled down her chin. She sucked at her fingers and rolled her tongue around them as she pleasured herself with her other hand.

“Mmmmnnnnnn,” she moaned softly, spit sliding through her fingers and falling onto her quivering breasts. Her stiff nipples jutting from her mounds. Her hips working as she fucked herself with her fingers.

Stergios felt his cock twitch in his sleep shirt and he suppressed a cry of horror. To see his daughter doing such a thing was bad enough. To feel aroused by it sent him reeling. What was she doing to herself? Why was she doing it?

He staggered back, nearly colliding with Isidora’s bed. To his relief, his fair-haired youngest daughter was sleeping. He limped back to his bed and climbed in beside Phoebe. After a moment, he covered his head with his pillow to shut out the sounds of Milena gasping with pleasure.

Milena’s Duty in the Halls of Glory

The next morning, Milena arrived with her sister and mother at the Great Temple of the Minotaur. They passed beneath the marble cocks and their faces flushed with remembrances of the day before.

Milena found her body growing hotter with each step she took. She recalled the reddish-brown fur of the minotaur with the scar on his chest. The way his big hand had cradled her head as she had given him pleasure. The snorting sounds he had made before covering her in his seed. So much seed. A great, warm, gushing fountain. The smell of it and taste of it lingered with her still. The memory sent a hot throb through Milena’s core.

The huge doors of the temple groaned as they swung slowly open. Milena, her sister, and mother were greeted by a darkly tanned sister with long, braided hair, pendulous breasts, and a pregnant belly. She was like a fertility goddess, and she introduced herself as Zala.

“Today you are given your first garments of acolytes,” she said, handing Milena a stack of folded clothing. “Please dress and prepare yourself for service.”

Zala showed them to a bare room where they could change. Milena looked away from her mother and sister to hide her excitement as she undressed from her simple shift and inspected the garments she had been given. A sheer robe hung over her shoulders and loosely down her body. Beneath it she was given stockings and garters to wear as well as a bustier without any front so that it lifted and enhanced her ample bust but left her breasts and nipples exposed. She suppressed a moan as the sheer robe hung against her stiff nipples. The material dragged against her sensitive buds as she turned.

Milena was surprised to see that her mother and sister were not dressed in the same costume. Her mother’s outfit seemed to be little more than an apron that tied around her ample body and squeezed her breasts so that they were visible around the sides of the apron. She wore a choker with the apron and this had a small golden bell on it. Isidora was dressed in a high-collared blouse that was tight but more modest and a long skirt that reached almost to her ankles.

“You look like a teacher,” giggled Milena, looking at her sister with her golden hair piled upon her head.

“I feel like one,” said Isidora, turning and looking down at the way the skirt moved against her slender body. “But they did not give me anything to wear beneath it.”

Isidora turned back to face Milena and Milena saw that her sister’s words were true. She could easily make out the small pebbles of Isidora’s nipples straining beneath her blouse.

“I like mine,” giggled Phoebe, turning shamelessly and showing off her dimpled bottom and thick thighs. “Very airy.”

“Yes, mother, anyone can have a look at you,” laughed Milena. “Seems you’ll be working in a kitchen today.”

There was a knock at the door and Zala entered.

“You will be assigned to your duties for the remainder of the week,” she said. “If you fit well, you will continue in these duties. If there is difficulty, you will find another duty. Phoebe, you will be going to work in the Trapezaria, preparing feasts and daily meals for the minotaurs and their close servants. Isidora, you will serve in the Vivliothiki. The library keeps the lore of our masters and the history of this island.”

“What about me?” asked Milena, stepping forward eagerly.

“You, my dear Milena, will be going to the Hall of Glory here in the temple. Your eagerness was exemplary yesterday, so you have been chosen as a temple bride. You will serve your masters in anonymity until the time comes that you may join the temple brides like me in the Saloni.”

Milena smiled with joy, but Phoebe interjected.

“You make a whore of my daughter?” said Phoebe with a frown.

“Be careful how you speak,” said Zala, her tone hardening. “There are no whores on this island. Your daughter has been chosen to be one of the favorite servants of the minotaurs. Brides of the temple may rise to either become very popular among many of the holy minotaurs or be chosen by one to serve as his consort. She will be lavished with gifts and know untold pleasures. Do you deny your daughter such an honor?”

“N-no,” said Phoebe, shrinking back from Zala’s fervor.

“Good,” said the dusky woman. “I shall take Milena to her duties. Someone will return to escort each of you to yours. Are you ready, Milena?”

“Yes!” said Milena brightly, bouncing on the balls of her feet and causing her pert breasts to jiggle beneath her sheer robe.

“Oh, yes, you will do well for the minotaurs,” chuckled Zala, brazenly admiring Milena’s body. “Now, come along. It is time for you to ascend to glory.”

The Hall of Glory was not quite what Milena had imagined. It was not very wide but it was long and darkly lit. On one side of the hall was a series of more than a dozen simple wooden doors. On the other side of this hall, candles burned in sconces and censers smoldered with the smell of herbs. The cloying smoke could not quite cover other smells. Like the rich musk of sex that excited a throb in Milena’s core.

“These doors will take you to your duties,” said Zala. “The ones that are closed are occupied. When you arrive for your duty, simply choose a door that is open, go inside, and begin your work.”

“My… work?” Milena raised an eyebrow.

“Pleasure, of course,” chuckled Zala, gently guiding Milena towards one of the open doors. Before they reached it, one of the doors opened near the end of the long hall. A fair-haired woman staggered out, red-faced and disheveled. She wore a robe and bustier similar to Milena’s, but this was smeared with white stains. The woman took a staggering step, one hand on a slightly paunchy abdomen. She looked sick to Milena.

“Is she alright?” asked Milena.

“She will be fine,” said Zala, watching as the woman staggered past them, seeming to be on the verge of getting sick. “One lesson you must learn is to vary the ways in which you give pleasure to the minotaurs. If all you do is swallow their seed then you will soon find yourself cum sick. Like that poor girl.”

The woman disappeared at the far end of the hall and only moments later there came a terrible retching sound.

“She will be fine,” repeated Zala. “She is still learning. But be careful. If you are not diligent in your duties you will be punished in the golden bull.”

“The golden bowl?” wondered Milena.

“No, no, it is a statue of Pasiphae being mounted by the bull. But the bull is not there. The acolyte who is punished is placed into this bull and her body is offered to the minotaurs. The amount of time the punished spends within depends on the severity of her offense. It could be hours or days. She will take little pleasure in this but the minotaurs find it a great enjoyment. In this way, she makes up for her past sins. But you will not end up in such a way, I am sure. You are an eager girl.”

“Yes, very eager,” agreed Milena as Zala led her through one of the doors. They were in a small room scarcely big enough for them to stand. There was a small cushioned stool, a clean towel hanging from a rod, and a wall with several sliding partitions. There was also a large hole in the wall, though this was covered with a plug decorated with the symbol of a bull’s phallus.

“Your duties are simple,” explained Zala, lighting a lantern with the candle she was carrying. “You will remove the plug from the hole to let the bulls know that you are available for their pleasure. The minotaurs will slide their holy member through this hole in the wall and you will pleasure it. You may open the partitions to entice or offer them parts of your body. Or simply so they can see through to what you are doing. They might request more from you, which you will obey, although you are not permitted to leave the room during your shift.”

Milena listened attentively as heat spread through her body. Each detail was both horrifying and exciting in equal measure. To be so thoroughly degraded that she was beneath some back-alley whore and yet to do it all in service of those glorious minotaurs was a strange and alluring proposition.

“My shift? How long is that?”

“You will work for five hours, then you will have one hour to bathe and rest, then five more hours. You may find yourself feeling sick, particularly after your first day, but I suggest you drink liberally from the cool spring water. Oh, and I have this for you.”

Zala reached into the folds of her robes and brought out a thick jar with a silver top. She handed it to Milena.

“Aloifi. This will serve to lubricate and prepare you if needed. It can also soothe you if you feel sore. Do not lose this jar. This is a valuable commodity on the island as women are often in need of Aloifi to cope with the constant attentions of the bulls.”

“Um, thank you,” said Milena, fidgeting with the lid.

“You are eager to begin. I can see it in your eyes.” Zala gestured to the plug covering the hole in the wall. “Simply remove it and they will come. They know a new acolyte is starting today and will be competing to be your first.”

Milena worked her trembling fingers around the edge of the wooden plug depicting the bull’s cock. She eased it out and it popped loose into her hands. Zala took it and set it aside and Milena leaned close to the hole, peering through into the deeper darkness beyond. She could hear sounds coming through the hole. Grunting and thumping. Soft moans and wet sloshing.

A furry shape moved close to the hole. Reddish-brown fur. A glimpse of a hip. Then a dark sheath and a flat-headed pink cock rose from the darkness like a vessel leaving a boathouse. It pressed through the hole, nearly knocking Milena back onto the stool. The length of it was impressive. Was this the bull she had served in the temple the day before? She stared at its flared tip and its long, twitching shaft as the minotaur on the other side knocked heavily on the wall.

“He is impatient,” laughed Zala. “Do you know what to do?”

“Yes,” gasped Milena, unable to look away from the obscene sight of the cock thrust through the wall. She did not even glance back at Zala as the dusky woman left the room and shut the door behind her. She had so many questions to ask Zala, but they all seemed unimportant when confronted with the glorious cock of the minotaur before her.

She ran her fingers over the warm pillar of flesh, feeling each throbbing vein that bulged from the sides, tracing her touch down to the wrinkled, furry sheath. Running one hand to the huge, red-furred bollocks. Fondling them and testing their weight in one hand as her other hand worked slowly from the minotaur’s root back to his flared tip. She was very close to his cock. Breathing his musky animal scent and exhaling against his twitching tip.

“You are the new girl?” groaned the minotaur. “I have never felt such experienced hands.”

“Oh, thank you, master,” she moaned. “I am new to this island, but not to pleasuring a man.”

“A man?” She heard an indignant snort and the stomp of a hoof. “I am no man!”

“Forgive me,” gasped Milena, burning with shame at her poor choice of words. “I meant no offense, mighty minotaur. Only to say… mmmmm…” She pressed a warm, lingering kiss to the head of his cock and finished her words, lips brushing his tip, “Only to say that I am happy to serve such a glorious scepter.”

“Mmmmm,” rumbled the deep voice of the minotaur as Milena pleasured him with her hand and her lips. Her tongue slipped out and mapped the terrain of ridges and veins. She tasted the salty oil oozing from his tip. She made him groan and thrust against the divider, which caused his blunt cock to nearly knock her over.

“More,” groaned the minotaur. “Let me feel your breasts upon my cock.”

“Yes, master,” moaned Milena, eagerly parting the soft fabric of her robe and leaning up from the stool to cradle the minotaur’s cock against her breasts. She began to rub up and down his shaft and tongued his dripping tip. The more of him she tasted, the more of him she craved. She parted her lips wide, struggling to fit his whole tip into her mouth. Moaning and softly gurgling as drool spilled from her chin and slicked her cleavage.

“More,” rumbled the voice again. “Let me feel your ass rubbing against my cock.”

“Ohhhhhh, yessss,” moaned Milena, feverish for the minotaur’s pleasure. She stood and turned, pushing her ass back so the underside of his cock met her firm, peachy rear. She held him there, cradled in the warm valley between her cheeks, rubbing between her garters and up and down her crack as she rolled her hips. His precum slicked his throbbing member. She worked faster and faster, panting with effort, her tits heaving as she bounced back against the divider with each stroke.

“Ohhhhh! Yesss!” roared the minotaur. “More! Put it in your cunt! Am I your first?”

“Yes, my first,” cried Milena, eager to grant the minotaur’s wish. She took hold of his cock, staggering a step forward and then guiding his blunt tip to her sopping cunt. So wet for him. A veritable virgin who had never truly experienced a cock like his.

“Slowly now,” rumbled the minotaur. “Do not hurt yourself.”

She eased back, stretching her folds, feeling herself opened in a way that meant no human would ever satisfy her again. Opened wider and wider as she slid back onto his cock. Filling herself. Changing herself for the minotaur’s pleasure. Her body united with his mighty pillar. Her pleasure stealing her breath.

And then the minotaur began to fuck her through the hole and in a few thrusts all of Milena’s past sexual experiences were forgotten. She bounced against the wall. She braced her hands on her thighs and received the mighty strokes of the minotaur. Taking his cock as deep as it would go. Feeling it bulge her flat tummy and rearrange her with each thrust.

“Ohhhhhh! I’m cumming!” cried Milena, unable to hold back.

“Yes! Cum for your master!” rumbled the minotaur with delight. “Feel the power of the bull!”

“Ohhhhhh! Thank youuuuuu!” cried Milena, weeping tears of joy as she was seized by an ecstasy like none she had ever felt before. She rocked back against the wall, taking him to the hilt. Feeling his huge cock pulse and twitch deep in her cunt. And then came the mighty rush of his seed. Not just pumping into her but gushing out of her. Spurting around his thrusting cock. Cream pouring down her trembling thighs as she clenched him and milked his cock with her climax.

His strokes slowed. The flow of his cum diminished. The minotaur pulled back from the wall and his cock popped free of Milena’s freshly-fucked cunt with a wet pop. She stumbled a step forward and felt the uncorked spurt of spunk from her creamy pussy. It poured out of her in a splashing stream that landed between her feet on the stone floor.

She steadied herself, still gasping for breath, and turned slowly.

“Well done,” rumbled the minotaur, already stepping back into the darkness. Disappearing from the other side.

“You’re welcome,” she said softly.

Only a few seconds later and she heard the heavy clop of hooves and saw a shadow pass by the hole on the other side. She leaned down as another cock slid through. Black and not quite as flared at the tip, but even longer. It drooped slightly, not fully erect.

“Open the divider,” commanded a soft voice. “Let me see your breasts.”

“Y-yes,” said Milena, still recovering from the first minotaur. She slid open the chest-level partition on the wall and thrust her chest into the darkness. Her hands grasped the minotaur’s cock as she felt hot breath and then a thick, wet tongue against her tits.

She bit back a whine of pleasure and wondered, as the unseen minotaur licked and nuzzled against her breasts, just how many lovers she might have in a single morning. The thought brought a smile to Milena’s face as she began to work her hand on the minotaur’s mighty black cock.
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Thodoris the Sinful

Young Thodoris could not bear the work in the baths. It was filthy and humiliating, crawling around on his knees, drenched in sweat, scrubbing the tiles and cleaning up clumps of hair. He had been so innocent on that first day, believing his duty to be a holy one, but by the third day his heart had hardened.

He listened to the minotaurs grunting and groaning. The cries of women being fucked echoed through the tiled chambers day and night. He glimpsed those huge cocks, like the cocks of full-grown bulls, dripping with foamy cum or hanging over their fat bollocks. Beastly cocks that made messes that Thodoris, his father, and the other men assigned to the baths had to clean up.

Sometimes they even had to carry the women out of the baths to the infirmary. Cooing whores, their bodies spattered with cum, their eyes rolling and smiles on their pretty faces. Fucked so completely that they were in a daze. The stink of cum clinging to their naked flesh. When he carried them, Thodoris looked away as though he were doing something wrong to even gaze upon their soft breasts, creamy thighs, or the minotaur spunk decorating their dark thatches of hair.

All the while, during all his toils, Thodoris hungered. His lust was agonizing.

On the fourth day, they delivered another woman to the infirmary. She looked almost exactly Milena. The same plush breasts and lovely hips. The same nose and sparkling eyes. He could not help but look at this girl as he and Stergios carried her by her arms and legs down the path to the healers. She was smiling. That same dazed expression. A moan escaping her lips as her bust jiggled and shook with each step they took. Smears of minotaur cum on her thighs and dripping from the reddened, well-used folds of her cunt.

“Milena,” murmured Thodoris, imagining his sweet sister in such a terrible state.

“What is that, my son?” rasped Stergios, his throat dry with lack of water.

“Nothing, father,” muttered Thodoris, looking away and feeling his face grow hot with shame. He realized that his cock had stiffened in his loincloth from looking at the insensate beauty in his arms.

“You are hungry,” suggested Stergios.

It was true. The awful, hard biscuits they were given were not enough to sustain them. They worked long hours in the heat and crept home each night exhausted.

“Yes, father,” admitted Thodoris, glad to speak of something other than the embarrassment he felt from being aroused by this helpless woman in his arms.

“Well, last night your mother told me she has been assigned to the kitchens,” said Stergios. “Perhaps she can bring us something better to eat from the leftovers.”

“Leftovers?” Thodoris felt a hot spasm of indignation. The idea of being fed the scraps from the tables of the minotaurs was almost as infuriating as the realization that he would lick their dirty plates clean for a chance at some gravy or lamb meat. He managed a weary smile, “Yes. That would lift my spirits, father.”

“Good boy,” said Stergios, smiling back as though he and his son were not carrying a woman in their arms who had just been fucked senseless by a minotaur.

Thodoris and his father delivered the girl to the infirmary and were brusquely sent back to the baths by a senior nurse with huge, pendulous breasts. Her eyes were hard and she offered them no thanks. They trudged back across the beautiful island and spent the remainder of the morning disassembling and cleaning a clogged drainpipe.

Thodoris could not understand why his father endured it all with a faint smile on his face. As though he still believed what they were doing was something more than a humiliating chore. They ate their lunch of hard biscuits soaked in bitter, mineral-rich water. A gong sounded the end of their brief rest and they returned to their labors.

But Stergios had put the image of great heaping platters of food for the minotaurs into the head of Thodoris. As he scrubbed and washed and his belly gurgled unhappily, Thodoris imagined all the favorite foods he had eaten back on Crete. The fish he could catch in the crystalline waters and the olives his family grew before they were brought here.

He made up his mind to sneak away, only briefly, and go to the kitchens to beg his mother for some food. He knew where the kitchens were. The meals were prepared in a large, low building adjoining the palatial megaron where the minotaurs ate. He had seen congregations of women wearing aprons heading there while he and his father ate their hardtack.

Thodoris had to go there. He had to have something better to eat. Something to give him hope.

“Father,” he said, hefting filthy sections of drainpipe into a cart. “I am going to take these down to the wells and rinse them clean.”

“Wait, I will join you,” said Stergios, beginning to rise.

“No, no,” said Thodoris, urging his father back to his knees on the rolled towel he used for padding. “Your back is not so limber as mine and will pain you if you keep standing and kneeling. You disassemble the pipes. I will bring the clean ones back and load up another cart when I return.”

Stergios seemed to consider and then, wiping sweat from his forehead, gave his son the slightest nod of agreement. Thodoris resolved to bring his father back something to eat as well. He hated to see his father suffer without complaint.

Thodoris pushed the cart out through the back doors of the baths, lead pipes weighing heavily against the axle. He was lean and strong despite his hunger. His body bronzed from the Mediterranean sun and glistening with sweat. A passing minotaur paid him no mind, as though he were no more than a goat or a dog. This gave Thodoris hope that his plan would succeed. He felt as though he was breaking the rules, but the minotaurs did not seem to think about the men on the island at all.

He left the cart of dirty drain pipes by the wells, washed his hands and face, and crept away. At first, he felt like a thief in the night, trying to stick to shadows and avoiding the minotaurs. But his heart swelled as he saw the sunbaked walls of the kitchen and smelled the wafting aroma of roasting meat. He slipped inside and was struck at once by the uniforms the women in the kitchens wore. They were naked save for long aprons that covered the front of their body. This left their buttocks, the backs of their thighs, and the sides of their breasts exposed.

The women in the kitchen tended to be both older and younger than Thodoris, with the older women toiling with the ovens and preparing the dishes and the younger women, just come of age, bringing the trays of food out in an endless parade of savory and sweet delights.

These younger women wore lace collars and stockings, and their aprons were smaller, leaving their pert breasts bare. Thodoris watched them come and go from a linen closet, admiring the lovely young women, peering through the slats as the beauties with their bare asses and breasts paraded right past his hiding space. When there was a momentary lull, he slipped out of the closet and down a side corridor that wrapped around the kitchen. He was just about to round a bend when he heard a loud groan.

“Oooohhhhh!” The voice was that of an older woman. The sound of her cry made Thodoris’ prick twitch in his loincloth. He could hear the slapping of flesh and the familiar, snorting sounds of a bull in full rut. He had heard those grunts and snorts echoing in the bath house a thousand times. He slowly crept to the corner and peered around the side.

His heart froze in his chest.

It was his mother.

Phoebe had seemingly been preparing a dish of roast pork when she had been accosted by the minotaur. She was wearing one of the larger work aprons, but this had been untied from her neck and hung beneath Phoebe’s large, motherly breasts. Her thick nipples stood out from her creamy mounds and the weight of her breasts jostled and bounced with the motion of the minotaur. She stood upright, tits hanging over the meal she had been preparing as the minotaur held her by her hips and rutted his huge cock into the slick passage of her cunt. Her big, round ass slapped and wobbled with each mighty stroke of the minotaur’s cock.

It was a huge brute of a minotaur. His fur ruddy brown and with a thick tuft of black mane atop his head and down the back of his neck. His nostrils flared as he worked his mighty hips, pummeling Phoebe’s ass and plundering her pussy with the glistening pillar of his beastly pink cock.

“OooooooOOooo yessssss,” cried Phoebe, her brow furrowed with pleasure as she clung to the countertop. She leaned forward, her huge breasts dangling and swinging with the force of the rutting minotaur. The brute hunched over Phoebe’s back, plowing harder into her and snorting with pleasure.

“You are tight,” growled the minotaur. “Do you not fuck the others?”

“Ohhhh, Rogar, they like them younger,” moaned Phoebe, looking back over her shoulder. “But you have a taste for me, don’t you?”

“You fuck like you want it,” agreed Rogar, the ruddy brown minotaur with the black hair.

“I dooooo,” moaned Phoebe.

The scene was riveting and beyond surreal. As Thodoris watched his beautiful mother being fucked by the minotaur, the other women continued cooking and preparing platters. As though a minotaur intruding and fucking one of them was a common occurrence no different than their usual tasks.

But Thodoris could not look away. For all he had heard and glimpsed in the baths, he had never stared directly at such a scene. Hardly able to blink as he watched the minotaur’s cock plunge deep into his mother and slide back out again. Pink and red and glistening. Huge, heavy bollocks swinging. Rogar reached around to roughly squeeze and fondle one of Phoebe’s breasts. The thick fingers of the minotaur plucked at her nipple.

“AAAHHHHH! YEsssss! Hold nothing back, Master Rogar!” Phoebe threw her ass back against him, just as eager as the minotaur. “Your mighty cock is going to make me…. AAAHHHH!”

“CUM! CUM FOR ME!” roared the minotaur, pounding harder into Phoebe and making her wail with ecstasy.

Thodoris bit back his own moan of lust as he pressed to the wall, watching intently as his mother reached her peak of pleasure. Her thighs quivering and her mouth hanging open in a low, rapturous moan. Rogar hilted his cock in her and spanked her clit with his bollocks with each thrust. His huge hands held her shapely hips as he drove Phoebe mad with pleasure.

“He is getting close now,” rasped a woman’s voice close to Thodoris’ ear. He stood up straight and felt the warmth of a woman press against his back. She was a little older than his mother. Fair-haired and blue-eyed. Not quite so pretty. But her huge, soft tits mashed wonderfully against his shoulder and left arm. Her hand reached around him and massaged the bulge of his cock in his loincloth.

“Who… who are you?” gasped Thodoris, his voice a terrified whisper as the older woman’s hand drew aside his loincloth and freed his stiff prick. She wrapped her hand around it, looking over his shoulder as she began to stroke his already dripping cock.

“I am Nomiki,” purred the woman. “Keeper of the ways here in the kitchen. You are not supposed to be here, you naughty young man.”

“I… I am sorry,” moaned Thodoris, looking down at his cock as Nomiki stroked him in time to the thrusting of Rogar.

“I am sure you are sorry you were caught,” whispered Nomiki, squeezing his cock harder and rubbing her thumb across his sensitive tip. “To not just sneak into the kitchen, where men are forbidden, but to watch one of the hallowed minotaurs taking his pleasure? Oh, you must be punished.”

“Please,” panted Thodoris, looking away from his cock as he felt his pleasure building.

But looking away only caused him to look in the direction of his mother. Rogar had turned her over and put her on her back atop the kitchen’s counter. Her feet were in the air and her legs spread wide by the minotaur as his massive cock plunged in and out of her slick cunt. Thodoris could see the bulge in her abdomen as the huge minotaur cock thrust into her. How could she be enjoying this so much? How could she ever know the pleasures of a wife with her husband again?

“Please? You plead to spill your seed?” Nomiki chuckled cruelly. She pressed her lips to Thodoris’ ear. “Cup one hand beneath your cock. Do it. Do not think. Do not doubt. Obey me. Cup your hand, palm up, just beneath your red tip. Now watch her. Watch the minotaur with her. Such a wondrous slut! She does not even need the Aloifi to take his cock to its fullest. Do you see the pleasure on her face? How she cums again and again for him?”

“Mmmmm. Y-yes.” Thodoris whispered shamefully as he held his hand cupped beneath his cock and stared at his mother being fucked by the minotaur. Her tits bouncing and splashing wildly against her ribcage. The minotaur leaning over her. A giant rippling with muscle. His huge bollocks tightening.

“See how taut his stones become,” rasped Nomiki, her hand working intently on Thodoris’ straining cock. “He is going to fill her up. His cum will overflow her and drip down her ass and onto the floor. Are you ready?”

“Yes,” admitted Thodoris, his pleasure surging, but the word lost to the bellow of the minotaur.

The hulking bull threw back his head and drove his cock deep into Phoebe’s stretched cunt. His mighty cock pulsed and a rim of white suddenly appeared to ring his shaft as frothing cum overflowed Phoebe’s cunt on the first spurt.

“Cummmmm,” whispered Nomiki. “Fill your hand with your seed.”

Thodoris was in agony, letting loose hot ropes of his seed that splashed into his palm and filled it with a quivering milky white pool. Some overflowed and dripped down his wrist. Some missed entirely and splashed onto the floor. He came again and again, with such force he seemed to be emptying every drop of seed in his body as he watched the minotaur filling up Phoebe with cum. Thick strands dripped down to the floor and a frothy mess spilled onto the countertop beneath her.

“There you are,” whispered Nomiki. “There. Let it all out, boy. Did that feel good?”

“Yes,” whimpered Thodoris, his cock painfully oversensitive as Nomiki squeezed out the last of his cum.

“You came here hungry,” she whispered. “I would not want you to starve. Go on. Drink what is in your hand.”

“W-what?” Thodoris looked from his slime-filled hand to her with disgust. “I cannot. That is… that…”

“It is your sin filling your hand,” she said, her tone growing harder. “Your foul deed manifested as this thick residue. That guilty feeling is an acknowledgement of your misdeed. Now lick it up, or I shall call out to them and let Rogar punish you.”

Thodoris looked from the woman’s hard, blue eyes and back to the cum filling his cupped hand. The thought of even tasting a drop of such a foul mess turned his stomach. But then he looked back out into the kitchen and saw his mother crouching before Rogar. Her cunt stretched and drooling out the beastly spunk. Her hands on the creature’s massive cock, now drooping. The horned giant stroking Phoebe’s head as she licked his dripping cock and fat, loosening bollocks.

The shame of such a display caused Thodoris to bring his hand to his face. The smell was strong, like lye, but he brought it up to his mouth. He closed his eyes.

“No, watch them,” hissed Nomiki, squeezing his sensitive cock. “Watch your mother clean the holy minotaur as you clean up the mess you have made.”

“Mmmmmm,” whimpered Thodoris as he stuck out his tongue and tasted his own cum. The first taste was revolting. Salty and strong. The second less so. The third and he buried his tongue in the mess and began to lick it up.

“Goooood,” chuckled Nomiki. “You take to it well. Imagine what the cook is tasting. Such a glory. You only have human cum, but she is savoring the seed of the gods.”

“Oooohhmmmmmm!” moaned Phoebe, slurping and sucking at Rogar’s cock.

“Mmmnnnn,” moaned Thodoris, licking his palm clean and feeling the foul thickness of the cum in his throat. He wanted to retch, but worse than the feel of cum in his mouth, worse even than his mother degrading herself so eagerly, was that his cock was once more hard in Nomiki’s grasp.

“Ah, you obey, but you still crave sin,” chuckled the older woman. “Very well, boy. Come with me. I will give you your punishment.”

Thodoris was utterly defeated. He could only nod and follow the busty woman back through the kitchen. In the open this time, receiving scornful stares from the other women. The younger ones laughed. The older women, with their huge breasts straining beneath their aprons, looked at him with something more like pity. Nomiki would not even permit him to put his cock away. She paraded him naked back to a small, windowless room.

Nomiki turned and began unlocking a cabinet of red-painted wood. Thodoris looked around the small room. There were candles and a small writing table. The only real decoration was an alcove with a golden minotaur and three nude women depicted in a relief. They seemed to be worshipping the minotaur’s oversized cock.

Or was it oversized? Thodoris thought of the minotaur drawing its huge cock out of Phoebe. The spear of a god. The way the cum had poured lewdly out of her. Thodoris wet his lips and tasted his own cum lingering there.

Nomiki turned to him with a small silver cage in her hands. She walked over and matter-of-factly closed the cage over Thodoris’ partially erect penis. It pinched uncomfortably over him as she locked it with a tiny mechanism.

“What are you doing?” he moaned, looking down at his reddened cock bulging at the cage.

“You are hereby sentenced to 100 days of chastity,” she said. “If you are caught here or anywhere else you are not permitted it will be 1000 days. If you are caught a third time, you will be castrated.”

“Castrated!?” cried Thodoris.

“Yes,” said Nomiki, hanging the key around her neck and into her generous cleavage. “Most learn their lesson after the first offense. But the cage is painful, particularly when there is so much to… stimulate you.”

She ran a finger around the neck of her robe, teasing her ample breasts and drawing his attention into that deep valley.

“Please, I cannot do this,” moaned Thodoris.

“And yet you must,” replied Nomiki. “Unless you wish to take the maiden’s vow.”

Thodoris looked at her with confusion. He would have sworn any oath to get his prick out of the painfully constricting cage.

Nomiki walked back over to the cabinet and opened it so that he could see several vials of swirling pink liquid.

“All you must do is swear to serve the minotaurs and drink the maiden’s nectar,” she said, selecting a vial. “We make it from our own milk. It will transform your urges and make you into a much better servant of the bulls.”

“What? Just by drinking a potion?”

“Many of the women on this island were once like you Thodoris,” said Nomiki, bringing the potion closer. “Confused boys. Outrageous young men. You swear the vow and drink the maiden’s nectar and you will change. You will have the body of a woman and you will come to be a woman. You will be given a new name and new duties.”

“A potion cannot do that,” cried Thodoris, revolted by the thought of his body turning into that of a woman.

“It can do that and more,” laughed Nomiki. “Do you doubt the magic of the minotaurs? Some who take the vow even manage to give birth. It is a fine choice to make. Honorable.”

“Never,” cried Thodoris.

Nomiki sighed and returned the vial to the cabinet. She shut it away.

“Very well, but consider the offer,” said the older woman. “Now, go back to your duties, boy. You would not want to be punished from both ends.”

With that, she let him put on his loincloth and leave the kitchens. Thodoris went limping back to the wells, feeling the cage pinch around his cock with each step. Somehow, his cock twitched each time he thought of taking that accursed vow. Or when he thought too long of his mother crouched before the minotaur.
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The Exalted Wife and Her Lowly Husband

Phoebe had always known she was a beautiful woman. When she was younger, her beauty had attracted the attention of all of Crete. Her long, curly dark hair had waved in the warm air and her shapely body had been taut with the firmness of youth. Many men had sought her affection, and some had even won pieces of it.

A lusty whisper, a soft kiss, a caress that traveled down their body. So many kisses, tongues tangling and hands fumbling. The thump of their heart in her palm when she wrapped her hand around a cock. The sight of their seed spilling like milk upon her thigh. Once she let a handsome boy kiss between her legs. She had wrapped her legs around him and crushed his face against the impossible, exploding pleasure of her womanhood.

Another, a great, strapping athlete named Mikos, she rewarded for a victory with her mouth. Oh, how that had excited her, to taste the sweat of his loins and feel him stiffen. Hear him cry out. Taste the hot flow of his seed. It had seemed to salt her lips for a week after.

That hot Cretan summer of her eighteenth year she had discovered a great aptitude for using her mouth in such a way. She was always smart enough to keep her maiden’s honor, but she employed every other wile to tame those eager boys. She would never forget that long night of dancing and drinking retsina with Hector, the stonecutter’s son, when she let him lift her gown, smear her buttocks with olive oil, and plunge his fat prick into her ass.

Oh, the hot delight of such a deed! To defy her vow without breaking it. To feel his cock throbbing and pumping inside her until he cried out and pulled back and she felt the warm trickle of his seed down her thighs and spilling from her ass over the dark-tufted folds of her cunt.

“Next time,” Hector had promised, “I will put my seed here.”

He had thrust a finger into her cunt and taken her maiden’s veil with that finger. She had cum, yes, but when she had seen her virgin blood, she was furious. She never spoke to him again. She cursed him. She even told herself she hated him for a while. Though later, after he was gone from her life, she thought of his handsome face and broad, muscular chest some nights in the bath, her finger pushing into her ass and her other touching her clit. Remembering Hector. Imagining what it might have been to be the wife of a stonecutter. 

Not long after she ended things with Hector, she met Stergios Vassakos. He was handsome, clever, and very, very wealthy. His family owned half the olive groves on Crete’s eastern slopes. She gratefully accepted his gifts and repaid him with the pleasures she could offer. On their wedding night, she feigned the pain of virginity as his cock took her. She made love to him whenever he asked. He rarely made her cum, but she pretended to be in ecstasy whenever they shared their bed.

She gave him a daughter, a son, and another daughter. Her body growing soft and voluptuous in her motherhood. Her breasts swelling and slipping with the rise and fall of her milk. She was still lovely, still beautiful, but her daughters had surpassed her. The young men hardly glanced in her direction.

As her fortieth year came, she grew a lock of white in her curly, dark hair. For a time she hid it from Stergios, knowing it might drive him to younger women, but when she caught him with one of the house maids, some young slut from the mainland, she decided she no longer cared. It was not that she thought the house maid might replace her. No, Stergios loved her still. But Phoebe had lived too much to let her life hinge upon Stergios and his pleasures. He could plow the housemaids and she would let herself live as she wanted.

But their journey to the Island of the Minotaurs had changed everything. She was not just free to live as she wanted, she had found new desires and new satisfactions. The minotaurs. Gorgeous and beastly. So muscular and huge and with their massive cocks dangling over their thick, cum-filled bollocks. Her heart beat faster when they were near. She cried out with lust when one looked directly at her or groped her luscious curves.

And she fell to her knees readily to offer herself to the holy beasts. To submit to pleasuring them or to present her body for their lust. Her time spent preparing feasts in the kitchen was only time spent between each moment in the embrace of a minotaur. She had been taken by several, including a black bull with a cock so large it had made her weep when he thrust it into her, but none excited her more than Rogar.

He visited her in the kitchen almost daily. Even if it was only to grope her breasts or thrust his tongue into her mouth, it was the highlight of Phoebe’s day. She hardly thought of her husband or children when Rogar was near. The rusty-brown bull towered over her. All muscle and furry brawn, with those brooding eyes and that thick mane of black hair down his neck. His horns curved from his bull’s head and his long, pink tongue thrust into her mouth, as big as a hand.

“Ohhhhhhh, Rogar,” she moaned, clinging to him as he yanked aside her apron and thrust his steaming muzzle into her cleavage. His tongue roamed across her creamy tits and dragged over the fat buds of her motherly nipples.

She clung to his head, grabbing his horns and thrusting her tits against his beastly face. She momentarily wondered if anyone was watching her in the larder with the bull. She’d heard from Nomiki that just the day before some boy had been caught and punished for sneaking around the kitchen.

Then Rogar sucked greedily at her tender nipples, and she forgot all about such concerns.

“Your breasts should be filled,” snorted the brute, lashing her fat bud with his huge tongue. “These tits… would quench my thirst.”

“Ohhhh, but I am old,” cried Phoebe, though in truth she felt younger with each day she spent on the island.

“Many breeding years to come,” snorted Rogar, giving her plump hip a smack and a squeeze. “I’ll fill your belly yet. You will be my personal cock sleeve.”

“Oohhhh!” cried Phoebe, scandalized by his words as the brute turned her around and bent her over one of the larder’s stone shelves.

She tensed as she heard the dragging fabric of his loincloth. She was naked save for her apron and there was nowhere to hide. Not that she wanted to get away from him. He lifted one of her legs all the way up to the knee onto the shelf top, bent and sideways, leaving her balanced on one leg. He dropped the length of his cock against her buttocks and up her back. She crooned as that warm shaft weighed atop her. His heavy bollocks pressing to her cunt. He was teasing her, letting her know how deep his cock would reach.

“Are you ready, slave?” he asked, running one hand down her back and dragging his cock along the cleft of her buttocks with a slow roll of his hips.

“I can never… never be ready for a cock… that magnificent,” she gasped, looking back at him over her shoulder.

Rogar rumbled with amusement and his bestial muzzle broke into a grin. He drew back his hips and the heavy length of his cock dragged back from Phoebe’s plush cheeks. He pressed her flat against the shelf, squishing her tits against the cool stone surface. This position forced her hips to tilt and offered her cunt to his lusty gaze. She felt his cock bumping the back of her thigh. The soft inner flesh of her leg. He rubbed the flattened head at her slick folds.

“Mmnnnnn!” she moaned, biting her lower lip as the massive minotaur thrust forward. For an instant, his huge cock caught on her folds and Phoebe felt a sharp pressure on her tender flesh. His cock bulled past her entrance, and he plunged the massive, throbbing length of it into her slick cunt.

Rogar’s hands surrounded her waist like bands of iron and his huge hips worked with the intense thrusts of the beast. His massive bollocks swung and slapped against Phoebe’s clit as his huge cock plunder the depths of her cunt. He let out a bestial roar, hunching over her and making the larder shelves shake with the force of his passion. Phoebe could only gasp with stunned ecstasy, caught and pinned to the cool marble by the force of a tempest of lust.

She came with explosive force, her whole body seeming to spasm around each thrust that plunged into her pussy. Rogar must have felt it, for he bellowed with pleasure of his own as he felt her slick cunt gripping and squeezing against him. He slammed his hips against her plush bottom and hilted his huge cock inside her again and again.

Through the pulsing of her pleasure, she felt his cock swelling. Throbbing. His hands tightening on her waist.

“Y-yessss,” she gasped. “Yes, Rogar! Cummmmm! Cum for me! Cummmm inside meeee!”

“RRRRAOOOOAAAA!” He threw back his bestial head and bellowed savagely. His bollocks tight, his massive cock jerking as he let loose a flood of hot seed into Phoebe’s depths. The pumping ecstasy of the brute gushed into her and sent another orgasm, slick and shameful, shuddering through her body.

She felt his hot cum churning inside her with each plunging stroke. His massive load coating her inner walls and overflowing her stretched cuntlips. It was a shameful ecstasy. The knowledge that she was violating every vow of marriage to receive the hot flood of the minotaur’s cum.

And it felt so good.

“OooooooHHH yesssss,” she cried, bucking her hips and pushing back against him. Her inner muscles working to wring out every drop.

Rogar’s thrusts slowed. He was snorting and breathing heavily as he eased his huge cock from Phoebe’s creamy cunt. The fat head of his cock popped free of her stretched folds and Phoebe gasped as a warm, frothy trickle of minotaur seed poured out of her flooded cunt. She could feel so much more still inside her.

“Mmmmmm,” rumbled Rogar, looking down at her and caressing her plush bottom. “I have made quite a mess of you. We go now.”

“Go?” she looked back at him over her shoulder.

“Yes, I will take you to the baths,” growled the minotaur.

Fear and guilty shame jolted through Phoebe.

“My husband is…” She trailed off as she looked into Rogar’s eyes and knew she could not refuse him. She smiled wanly and said, “Yes, the baths would be… nice.”

Hooded and Humiliated

Stergios Vassakos had come to the Island of the Minotaurs a strong and proud patriarch. Not even a week on the island and he was almost a broken man.

He told himself that he was doing his duty for the holy minotaurs, but it was hard to believe the gods wanted him crawling around on his knees under a pipe and wearing a leather hood to keep the hot water from scalding his scalp. He turned the wrench and grunted as he felt the steaming water patter on the hood. He had almost located the leak he was trying to fix when he heard one of the other men calling out to him.

Stergios cursed, crawling out of the waterworks and back to the tiled surface of the bath he was servicing. Ludos, one of the other workers at the bath house, wiped his grimy brow with a rag. The older man was out of breath.

“I must repair this pipe before the sun sets,” growled Stergios. “Why do you interrupt me?”

“One of the minotaurs has asked to see the man fixing the pipes. I don’t know why. But you had better hurry or you will be punished.”

Stergios jumped to his feet. Ludos pointed the way down the hall and Stergios all but ran to attend to the minotaur. He knew well that punishments could be severe if the minotaurs felt slighted in any way. His son endured a punishment so terrible he would not even speak of it to Stergios, only knew that Thodoris had been caught doing something in the kitchens and punished. Whatever had been done weighed heavily on the young man. Stergios could not help his son, but he did not want to share his fate.

He was in such a hurry that he forgot to remove his leather hood.

Stergios hobbled into the bath where the minotaur was waiting and sucked in a breath at the sight of the huge, brown-furred brute standing beside the filled bath. He had been around many minotaurs, but they rarely even glanced in his direction. This one was staring right at him.

“Are you responsible for this bath being cold?” demanded the minotaur, stirring the water in the bath with a hoof.

“N-no,” stammered Stergios. “No, please. I work on a schedule and it was not yet time for me to service this bath. One of the others—”

“Silence!” boomed the minotaur. “This is the bath I prefer. I wanted this human cleaned before I savored her but the water is too cold for her. Isn’t that right, my sweet?”

“Yes, Rogar,” she said softly. “Too cold to dip my body into.”

Stergios finally looked over at the voluptuous woman seated on the edge of the pool. She had her legs dangling in the water, her thighs slightly parted, her large, soft breasts hanging bare as she kicked her feet slowly beneath the water’s surface. She was blushing, her eyes lidded. She looked up at the minotaur and smiled as he stroked her curly black hair.

Stergios froze. It took him a moment more to see that this was not some random plump nymph.

Phoebe.

His wife. Blushing and smiling at the minotaur. The minotaur smiled back at her and caressed her shoulder. Her breast. Gently squeezing and hefting one pendulous tit. Running a thumb across one of the nipples that had nursed Stergios’ daughters and son.

Anger and horror churned in Stergios’ gut. He stared at the sight of the huge brute caressing his wife. The minotaur growled as he turned his attention back to Stergios.

“Well? What are you going to do about it?” demanded the minotaur,

That snapped Stergios out of his paralysis.

“Um, yes, I will go and fix the pipe now, master! Of course! The pipe!” Stergios took a step back to the door. He wanted to be out of the room. Wanted desperately to look away.

“Stop!” bellowed the minotaur. “I will not wait while you do the job you should have done yesterday! Come here. Get into that bath and come over to this sweet woman! You will clean her, fool! Clean her… with your tongue!”

“W-what?” stammered Stergios.

Rogar snarled and grabbed Stergios by one arm. The huge minotaur flung him into the cold bath and Stergios came up sputtering only an arm’s length from Phoebe’s parted thighs. He stared, not just at her shameless nudity, but at the way her cunny was red and gaping. At the trickle of yellowish white liquid spilling out onto the tiles at the edge of the bath. The thick, familiar musk of minotaur cum tickled in Stergios’ nostrils and he felt like he might be sick.

The minotaur loomed over Phoebe’s shoulder, that huge, beastly cock dangling between his muscular thighs.

“Do not stare at her,” snarled the minotaur. “Clean her! Now! Or so help me I will have you flogged!”

“Y-yes, master,” whimpered Stergios.

He put his hands on Phoebe’s knees and leaned closer to her. She giggled and looked away, blushing deeply as Stergios watched more of that thick, slimy cum drool out from her stretched cunt. The minotaur had fucked her. It was something he had feared, but deep down had known was happening. He had heard stories from the other workers. Ludo himself had told Stergios to forget his wife and daughters. That they belonged to the minotaurs now.

“Gods, please,” whispered Stergios, his nostrils stinging with the raw scent of bestial cum.

“What is that silly mask he is wearing?” asked Phoebe. “He looks like an executioner.”

“He will face one if he does not GET TO IT!” bellowed the minotaur, stomping a hoof and cracking two tiles.

Stergios felt like he might be sick, but he did the only thing he could: he licked. He ran his tongue over the sloppy gash of his wife’s cum-filled cunt. She giggled and squirmed as he lapped over and between her slimy folds. Breathed the scent of her damp bush. Tongued the salty filth that oozed from the well-used depths.

It was a humiliation beyond any he had imagined, yet he clung to the hope that the mask gave him. That his wife did not know. That she might retain some scrap of respect for her husband and only thought it was some anonymous man thrusting his tongue into her cum filled depths.

Slurping at her fleshy folds.

Licking and swallowing the foul, briny goop that squeezed and squirted out of her cunt. It stung his throat and sat heavy in his belly. He sucked and thrust his tongue deep.

“OOooOOOOoooh!” cried Phoebe. “I think he likes it!”

“He should,” laughed Rogar. “My seed is better than this fool deserves! Look at him, sucking away at you like he’s drinking honey from the comb! Squeeze it out, my sweet! Feed this wretch his supper!”

“Ooooohhh!” moaned Phoebe, tossing her head and pushing more cum into Stergios’ mouth.

He moaned as he sucked her cunt. He could feel her quivering against his tongue. He wanted to make her cum, as if he might reclaim some bit of his love for her by giving her pleasure. She cried out, louder, but the minotaur suddenly lifted her into his arms and kissed Phoebe.

Stergios could only watch from the cold water, his body trembling, his traitorous cock hard in his trousers. Phoebe kissed the minotaur passionately. Her mouth filled with the minotaur’s thrusting tongue. Her body offered to the huge brute like a feast.

“Leave us!” snarled the minotaur. “I forgive you this once. But if this should happen again, your punishment will be one for legend!”

“Y-yes, thank you, master,” moaned Stergios, crawling out of the pool and wiping cum from his lips.

The minotaur watched him go. Phoebe giggled and whispered something about an “old fool” that stung Stergios to his core. He limped away, dripping water down the hall as he heard Phoebe gasp with delight.

The familiar sounds of rutting soon echoed from the bath chamber. Each rhythmic slap, each cry of pleasure, each bestial grunt and feminine gasp, another spike driven into Stergios’ heart.

He held his head in his hands and felt the weight of the minotaur’s cum like a rancid slug in his belly.
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Free at All Costs

Stergios could not bear the humiliation of serving the minotaurs for a moment longer. He could feel the sickening weight of the minoatur’s frothy seed mingled with Phoebe’s nectar in his stomach. He could still taste that foul saltiness on his lips and still hear her cries of ecstasy as the beast rutted with her in the bath. His face burned with shame. He clenched his fists and trembled with impotent anger.

After helping one of the giant beasts defile his own wife, Stergios knew that he must act in some way. He had to save his daughters from a similar fate. Before they could be put under the spell of these cruel brutes. Before Milena or, gods forbid, sweet, innocent Isidora succumbed to minotaur lust.

He did not know where Milena could be found, but he had heard that Isidora was working in the library. He prayed that such a duty would provide her with some protection from the depravity of these lustful monsters. But he had to warn her and quickly. He had to save her from the fate of his wife and likely his elder daughter.

“I’m going,” he said to Thodoris.

“Mmmmm,” grunted Thodoris, who had not spoken much in the past day.

They unloaded the heavy sacks of tiles they had been carrying in a bath chamber that was being renovated. Two other exhausted, sweaty men crowded into the bath chamber with them. Stergios labored taking tiles out of the sacks until the men were busy and out of earshot. He leaned closer to his son and murmured.

“Something terrible is happening on this island, Thodoris. It is not the paradise we were promised.”

“You do not need to tell me this, father,” said Thodoris, his tanned arms shaking with effort as he lifted another stack of tiles and arranged them for the others.

“Your mother… I… never mind her. I am going to warn Isidora in the library. It is my duty as her father to protect her from what these minotaurs are truly doing here.” Stergios looked at Thodoris expecting support or at least some reaction. His son did not look at Stergios. He continued to work, moving tiles for the other men to grout. His back bent and his head bowed. “Thodoris, what has become of you these past days?”

“You know, even if you do not know, father,” muttered Thodoris. “Do not go. If we disobey them, there are worse fates than being forced to work here in the baths.”

“I must warn her,” repeated Stergios. “She is my daughter.”

Thodoris said nothing. His eyes were dark and his brow was knit with unhappiness. Stergios wished he could comfort his son, that he could understand the fresh source of his sorrow, but there was no time for such things.

Stergios waited until they were sent for another load of tiles. As Thodoris stood in line with the other workers, Stergios slipped away, moving wearily back through the queue of laborers, and slipping down a side passage through the bathhouse.

The halls echoed with sounds of rutting pleasure. Slapping flesh, sloshing water, bullish bellows, and feminine howls. Stergios could hear these sounds from the chamber where his wife was being fucked by the bull named Rogar. Stergios’ guts twisted with revulsion and anger and he wanted to run inside and attack the beast with a trowel. It would be the end of him, he knew, but at least he would die a man.

“No,” he muttered to himself through clenched teeth. “Isidora is more important than my honor as a man.”

He rushed past attendants carrying baskets of soap and lotion for the minotaurs and more than one busty, beautiful bath girl in a sheer gown. They looked at him with confusion, surprised to see a grimy laborer running through their midst. Stergios escaped through a door for food deliveries and ran into the afternoon heat. He sucked in a breath of fresh air, glad to be free of the scent of fur-clogged drains and the greasy residue of perfumed oils. His lungs were no longer choked with mortar dust.

Stergios stood on a hill and gazed across the island. At the placid beauty of olive groves and date palm trees gently waving in the breeze. A stream rushed into a waterfall that filled a lagoon surrounding a golden statue of the great bull. Every building was a barracks for servants of the minotaurs or temples to serve the great beasts in some way. Sculptures and reliefs of minotaurs decorated every wall and entryway. There was no escaping their glowering faces, muscular bodies, and huge, dangling cocks. Their stone eyes mocked Stergios as he set forth to find Isidora.

The Vivliothiki was situated in the shadow of the grand temple. A smaller building, but stately with Doric columns of white marble and polished floors of pink marble. Stergios felt like a beggar climbing the stairs of such a beautiful building in his filthy rags. But there were no guards. No one to stop him from entering. The huge doors, sized for minotaurs, stood open with only billowing curtains to cover the doorway.

Stergios stepped inside. The library’s scale became apparent once within its walls. A large reading area of couches and tables was surrounded by three tiers of shelves connected by both wide stone staircases sized for minotaurs and narrow spiral staircases of wrought iron. Stergios saw several minotaurs seated in the reading area and attended by female librarians. The minotaurs seemed focused on the books while the women, dressed in modest, but tight-fitting bodices and wide skirts, moved among the giant beasts bringing refreshments or books the minotaurs had requested.

Each of the librarians was of a certain type. Young, beautiful, slender, and innocent-looking. They wore their hair up in tight buns and wore heeled boots upon their feet as they went to-and-fro to attend to the desires of the minotaurs. They spoke in soft whispers and offered no complaint as the minotaurs, though focused on reading, idly fondled their bodies.

Stergios burned with anger at the sight of one black-furred minotaur slipping his hand under the skirt of one of the librarians and rubbing his fingers between her bare thighs and over the dark thatch of her hair. The huge thumb of the minotaur massaged into the crease of her buttocks and rubbed at the knot of the woman’s anus. She tried to pour a pitcher of pomegranate juice for the minotaur. The girl moaned softly, her face flushed, her blonde hair and delicate features bearing more than a passing resemblance to Isidora. Stergios’ cock stiffened as he watched the girl being molested. This only caused his anger to grow hotter.

Where was Isidora? Where was his daughter?

A minotaur stepped into the library and nearly stepped on Stergios without paying him any notice. Stergios scurried out of the giant’s way and into the stacks of books. He passed a librarian who looked at him with confusion.

“I do not think you are allowed to be in here,” said the beautiful redheaded girl.

“My daughter,” rasped Stergios. “Blonde. Slender. Her name is Isidora. Have you seen her?”

“Isidora? Oh… I think I have. She is helping Master Agamemnok in the archives. Down the stairs there in the vault. But you should not—”

Stergios was already running past her for the stone stairs that led down into the library’s basement. He shoved past two more library girls and they let out a squeal of surprise at seeing a bedraggled old man such as Stergios charging past them. He ignored their surprise and ran through the huge doorway and into the vault.

It was darker and cooler down there. The books were kept behind lock and key. In circles of light provided by lanterns, several minotaurs hunched over ancient texts. The air here was more solemn and intense. Stergios crept through the shelves of books. He searched for his daughter. There were fewer librarians in this part of the library. He saw no sign of her.

But, after frantic searching, he heard Isidora. Her soft voice sent a thrill through him even though he could not make out the words. She was in a small room off the main library. The door was almost closed, but he could hear her speaking and being answered by the gruff rumble of a minotaur’s voice.

He pressed his face to the door and peered through the narrow crack between door and doorframe. A warm light met his eyes. He could see the minotaur’s back as it sat before a table. White-furred and with curving horns visible as it shook its mighty head. One of the beast’s huge hands rested on the arm of its chair. The other hand rested on the slender hip of Isidora Vassakos. It stroked her. It squeezed her. Gently and almost affectionately.

She stood before the minotaur, most of her body blocked from Stergios’ view. His eye quivered, straining to see more. His breath came in furious shudders. His fingers clawed at the stone wall. His young, innocent daughter stood before the minotaur. His hands already stroking her body.

“You are clever,” rumbled the minotaur. “Clever girls are worthy girls.”

“Thank you, master,” said Isidora softly. “I am still new to the library. I do my best to honor you and the others.”

“Honor me then,” rumbled Agamemnok. “Show me your body, girl.”

“Yes, master,” whispered Isidora. Stergios was relieved to hear reluctance in his daughter’s voice, but that relief was nothing compared to the horror he felt as he heard her undressing. Her hand appeared holding her bodice. It dropped from her fingers to the floor. She turned, her body blocked by the furry brute.

“Wait,” said the minotaur. “I will remove your skirt, girl.”

There was a sharp ripping sound. Another. The torn pieces of Isidora’s skirt were cast aside by the minotaur. Stergios glimpsed his daughter’s slender legs. A momentary flash of her small, firm bottom. She turned and he saw, as the minotaur lifted one arm to embrace her, a flash of the golden thatch of hair between Isidora’s legs. Then the minotaur’s hand pressed there, covering her loins completely and causing Isidora to suck in a breath of surprise.

“Your flesh is on fire,” said the minotaur. “A fever burns in your sex. Have you been claimed?”

“Taken by a minotaur?” asked Isidora, a slight whine in her voice as the minotaur massaged her cunt with the flat of his hand.

“Or by man,” said Agamemnok.

“No, master,” she gasped. “I am a virgin. But I… I have been baptized at the temple.”

A chuckle escaped the minotaur.

“To be covered in the holy seed is not the same as being claimed,” rumbled the minotaur. “Such a pretty treasure as you must be savored. Perhaps I will claim you myself.”

“Please… I am not sure… I am ready,” whispered Isidora.

“Perhaps not,” chuckled Agamemnok. “Serve me then, girl. Let us see what you have learned in the library. Serve your master well and I will save the claiming for another day. Serve me poorly… and I will make your womb mine today.”

“Yes, master,” said Isidora.

Stergios bit back a shout of rage. Tears welled in his eyes as he saw his young daughter slide obediently to her knees and disappear before the furry bulk of Agamemnok. He could hear what was happening even if he could not see it. His mind conjured images more vivid than it would be to witness what innocent Isidora was doing on her knees for the minotaur. Cradling his heavy bollocks in her hand. Pressing kisses to them and running her tongue over them. Licking her way up his shaft as it swelled with his arousal. She moaned softly, her lips making wet popping sounds as she sucked at his flesh.

Stergios felt his own cock twitch at the sounds his daughter was making. His beautiful girl, so fair and sweet, kneeling before this treacherous, enslaving brute and worshipping his cock with her hands and lips and tongue.

“Oh, master, it grows so large,” moaned Isidora, the lust unmistakable in her breathy tone. “I do not know if it will fit in my mouth.”

“Your mouth is small,” chuckled Agamemnok. “But you will try. Stretch your lips wide and let me feel you suck.”

“Oh, mmmmm, yes, mmmmm, yes master, aahhhmmmmmmm!” Her last word was accompanied by a terrible wet slurping and gagging as she struggled to suck the minotaur’s huge cock.

“Do not fight it,” laughed the minotaur. “Enjoy it. Serve it. That’s good… ohhhhh… soon you will be my favorite girl. A fine cocksucker like you.”

“Mmmmmnnnnmmm,” replied Isidora, her words muffled as she sucked on the minotaur’s huge cock.

Stergios could see her head moving up and down as she pleasured the minotaur obediently. He couldn’t see her face, but the soft sounds of lust she was making were shameful. Agamemnok draped her head in one huge hand, encouraging her to suck deeper. His thick fingers tightened on the blonde bun of her hair and he lifted.

His cock pulled free of her mouth with a wet pop. She gasped to catch her breath and wiped drool from her chin with the back of her hand.

“You are good,” rumbled the minotaur, “but I desire more. Do you deny me my right to claim you, girl?”

“N-no,” she said. “It’s just that… it’s so big.”

“You will learn to love it,” chuckled the minotaur. “Will you submit to your destiny as my cocksleeve?”

There was a long beat. A moment when Stergios might have charged into the room and interrupted what was about to happen. His cock stiff in his ragged trousers betrayed him. His cowardly fear kept him at bay.

“N-no, master,” said Isidora. “I give myself to you. My body is yours.”

It happened with such terrible momentum that Stergios fell back from the door and pressed himself to the wall. He could not bear to watch, but he heard the cry of Isidora as she was thrown across the library table. He heard her gasp of surprise as the minotaur pressed his cock to her virgin entrance. And he was wracked by her wail of pain as her virgin cunt was speared by the hulking minotaur.

“Toooo biiiiig!” she cried.

“Calm yourself, girl,” growled Agamemnok. “Thrashing about will only cause you pain. Relax. Accept my scepter. Accept your purpose as your tight walls grip at me with every thrust.”

“OOooOOOOooooo goddddsssss,” gasped Isidora.

Stergios prayed for strength for his beautiful young daughter, for her to resist the minotaur, but with each stroke he heard the pain and fear leaving her voice. Her cries of resistance became soft gasps of pleasure. The steady, rhythmic thump of the thrusting minotaur and the slap of flesh against flesh resounded through the vault.

“It feels… it feels like my body is changing,” gasped Isidora.

“You awaken to the pleasures of a minotaur cock,” laughed Agamemnok. “It will train your body with or without potions and salves.”

“Ooooohhh, forgive me, I am… I am going to…”

“Yes, cum!” roared the minotaur. “Cum for the first time! Cum on the cock of your master!”

Isidora’s howls of ecstasy chased Stergios as he fled. He could hear her cumming. Hear her begging for more. Hear her innocence destroyed and reshaped into the lust of a whore for minotaur cock. She was gasping, begging for more, as Stergios ran up the stairs, out of the library, and into the city that belonged to the minotaurs.

He staggered back to the baths, unmissed, unnoticed, and rejoined the work. His shoulders slumped, his face slack with sorrow. Thodoris asked him something and Stergios hardly took notice of his son or his words. He could still hear Isidora, wailing with ecstasy, begging for the minotaur to fill her with his seed.

Homecoming

Isidora did not return home that night. Neither did Milena. Thodoris was asleep as soon as he had finished his meager supper. Stergios lay awake. His mind wracked with what he had endured. His cock stiff each time he thought of Phoebe or Isidora being defiled. His trousers were stained with his precum, his hardness coming and going again and again as he fought the urge to touch himself.

It would be too depraved to pleasure himself to such thoughts. To such pain. A surrender to the will of the minotaurs every bit as terrible as what he had heard his young daughter enduring. Yet it taunted him. The promise of release after such frustrating revelations. He found his hand sliding towards his stiff prick more than once and quietly cursed himself.

He was enduring another such battle when he heard the door open. A sliver of moonlight spilled into the small house and for a moment he saw his wife there, silhouetted and silvery-blue in the night. Beautiful as he remembered her in their years together on Crete. Then he saw her as she truly was, flushed and drunken, her curves barely hidden by the plain shift she wore, and her long dark hair pulled back from her aging face.

Her eyes met his and she smiled.

“Still awake, husband?” She sauntered over to the bed, kicking off her shoes and standing beside him as he sat up. “Mmmmm? Think about your wife, I see?” She nodded at the glistening bulge of his erection poking beneath his night shirt. “I’ve been thinking of you, too, my husband. How you loved to pleasure me. Remember that night in Knossos? Your tongue was everywhere!”

She drew the shift up her long legs, past her thick thighs, baring the soiled mound of her cunt to him. The stench of cum clung to her like a stinging perfume. She reeked of it and even by moonlight he could see the glistening white remnants on her thighs.

“Phoebe,” he said, ready to object.

“Pleading for it already?” She laughed and tossed her head as she pulled the shift all the way off and bared her big, pendulous breasts and thick, motherly nipples. He said nothing else as his beautiful wife climbed atop him and swung one ample leg across his face.

“What are you doing?” gasped Stergios, though he already knew the answer.

Phoebe knelt astride his head, gathering his thicket of graying hair in her hand as she sat her filthy cunt upon him. The heat of her and the smell of sex wafted from her soiled folds.

“I had so many suitors then, but you convinced me that night. Remind me, my love, why I married you. Show me my choice… was not misguided.”

He brought up his hands, cradling her hips. Fingers on the warm softness of her buttocks. He breathed the thick musk of beastly sex that dripped from her cunt. He wanted to throw her off. To accuse her of exactly what he knew she had done.

“Come now, husband,” she said, yanking on his hair. “Feast upon your wife. Suck the cum from my thicket. Drink the nectar of my loins. You know what it is, don’t you?”

His fingers tightened on her. He fought to turn his head aside but her thighs squeezed tighter and held his head in place.

“I’ve lain with the minotaurs,” she moaned. “I’ve had them inside me. Their huge cocks, plundering your wife’s vessel. Filling it with their steaming seed. Oh, gods, I came so many times I lost count. But I want more. I want you… to lick me. To drink me. To pleasure me as you once did, knowing full well that my cunt belongs to the beasts.”

Her cruel words drove the fight from him as surely as a whip. He licked, his tongue thrusting into the filthy cove of his wife’s cunt. Cum poured out, into his mouth and down his cheeks. Down his chin. She laughed and rode atop him, moaning, “Thaaaat’s it, Stergios! Drink the nectar of your wife’s loins! Eat the cum of the minotaur masters!”

“Mmmmmmnnn!” he moaned, gulping the thick, foul liquid that poured from his wife’s pussy. He licked at her clit and she squeezed more and more out. It seemed impossible that such a gagging mass could be inside her and yet it kept flowing loose. Dripping and drooling down his throat as he licked her.

“Aahhhhh! You love it! Haaaa! Yes, Stergios! I have some use yet for you! Ohhhhh, they gave me such sweet wine, my love! Such beautiful cocks! Ohhhhhh! And the baths! You… clean them so well! AHHHHH!” She bucked hard, cumming atop his face and squeezing out a fresh, frothy spurt of her cum mingled with minotaur spunk.

And still he licked. He drank. He swallowed. Thrusting his hips until Phoebe took notice. Until she reached back and pulled up the hem of his night shirt to encircle his cock in her hand. As he bathed in the reek of the minotaurs. As he swallowed their oily filth. He felt his wife’s fingers on his cock and he almost immediately gave in to the pleasure.

“MMMMM!” he cried, muffled by her cunt, and he felt the horrid rush of ecstasy as he let loose with his orgasm. Warm spurts splashing his thighs and Phoebe’s fingers. A final, desperate surrender to the lustful horrors of his day.

He was beaten, no longer a husband. No longer a father. As his wife stroked the last of his seed from his small, trembling cock, Stergios was nothing more than a pathetic, defeated cuckold ruled by the minotaurs.
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Two Lovers, One Master

Isidora Vassakos lay gasping across the table of the holy Vivliothiki, her body pale against the dark of the polished wood. Her golden hair had spilled loose from the bun she had been wearing and surrounded her head like straw. Her pert young breasts capped with pink nipples rose and fell and shuddered with each breath. She had a stunned glassiness in her eyes.

But she was smiling. Her cheeks were colored with the flush of her pleasure. Another quivering tremor ran through her body and she lifted her head and looked down at her bulging abdomen.

Agamemnok, the mighty minotaur, had just claimed her virginity with the massive pillar of his cock. The weight of it still filled her, but the great brute had stopped moving. He smiled, lips curling back from his teeth on his bestial snout.

“Your pain has turned to pleasure.” His voice rumbled through her when he spoke. “It was inevitable.”

“It’s… I feel different,” she gasped, running her hand over her stretched abdomen and feeling the outline of his cock pressing against her skin. She looked up at the minotaur again. “Will I… will I recover?”

“No,” said Agamemnok. “Each time will change you more until you crave nothing but the pleasure my kind can give you. But this is your sacred duty. You have come here to serve us. Do you see now what that entails?”

“Ohhhh, yesssss,” she moaned, a tremor running through her core and causing her slick inner walls, stretched almost to their limit, to clench and flutter around Agamemnok’s huge cock.

“Good,” he said, easing back and slowly sliding his cock from Isidora’s pussy.

The flared tip caught for a moment in her folds and seemed as if it might pull her inside out. She winced and cried out. The huge minotaur pressed a hand to her abdomen to hold her steady and yanked his tip free with an obscene, wet pop. She gasped with relief but felt almost immediately hollow without the huge minotaur cock inside her.

“M-master,” she whimpered, sitting up.

“You have had your first taste of pleasure,” said Agamemnok, lifting her into one arm and draping her over his shoulder. “But I have only sampled your sweetness, girl. I have not yet given you my seed. It is a precious thing.”

Isidora remembered well the volcanic eruption of the minotaur she had pleasured on her first day. The baptismal shower of his cum had been a shameful awakening for the young beauty. It had prepared her for her duties as a servant of the minotaurs. She had seen similar things happening in the library. Pretty librarians on their knees and showered with cum. Staggering through the stacks with their thighs drenched in the copious spunk of their masters.

“I’ve not yet felt it inside me,” gasped Isidora, imagining that volcanic explosion happening inside her body. Would he fill her womanhood with so much cum that it would pour out of her throat? Could it fill her body completely?

“I will take you to my lodge and I will have my pleasure with you,” rumbled Agamemnok, caressing Isidora’s creamy buttocks with one hand as he left the library’s archives. She was ashamed to be naked and draped over his shoulder as he went clomping through the library, but none of the other librarians spared her even a glance.

Another minotaur, black and slightly shorter than Agamemnok, stopped them at the door and looked Isidora over. He ran a big hand over Isidora’s leg and squeezed her left buttock. She whimpered in reply.

“Is this a fresh one?” asked the minotaur.

“Just off the boat a few days,” said Agamemnok.

“She’s a fine piece of flesh.” The other minotaur sniffed. “I smell a bit of blood. You’ve hurt her. Perhaps you should—”

“I’ve not hurt this one,” growled Agamemnok. “I was her first. I take her now to bestow my seed. Out of my way, Gorok, or I’ll ram my horns into your ugly face.”

“If I were not busy myself, I would gore you and take this slut for my own bed,” growled Gorok.

Agamemnok snarled in reply, shoving past the smaller minotaur. Isidora lifted her head from Agamemnok’s muscular back and looked up at the black minotaur watching her. His cruel smile sent another tremor of pleasure through her body. It felt strangely exhilarating to be desired by the minotaurs so much that they would fight over her.

The warm afternoon air stirred Isidora’s golden hair and tickled between her buttocks and over the parted folds of her cunt. Her freshly sullied flower yawned open still with the emptiness left by Agamemnok’s mighty pillar. She was sore and used by him and yet found herself longing to be filled once again as she jostled and bounced against his shoulder.

The lodges of the minotaurs were as lavish as Isidora had expected. Most of them were constructed from polished white stone and built on a scale purely for the comfort of the minotaurs. They stood upon the bluffs overlooking the island. Each was a personalized temple to an individual minotaur. Some facing inward and others, like Agamemnok’s, looking out upon the sea. His was one of the larger lodges, perhaps befitting his station, though every lodge was far more opulent than the cramped housing for the human servants of the minotaurs.

Agamemnok cradled Isidora’s bottom as he carried her up the stairs and parted enormous crimson curtains to enter his towering lodge. A handsome, middle-aged woman with bare breasts greeted them. Her red hair was in a braid and her breasts were lifted by a golden girdle. Her thick nipples were pierced with golden rings. Her generous hips exposed and her plump bottom scarcely covered with a hanging loincloth.

“Master,” she said, bowing her head. “Shall I prepare supper for two?”

“Yes, Thalia,” rumbled the minotaur. “I will take this one to my bed while you prepare our food.”

The woman bowed and retreated from the minotaur’s path. He clomped through the marble halls of his lodge and to a bedroom with a balcony overlooking the sea. The curtains rippled and moved in the warm sea air and natural light spilled across a massive four-poster bed constructed to the scale of a minotaur.

Isidora’s heart was pounding in her chest as Agamemnok swung her from his shoulder and down to the bed. She bounced once, crying out as he stood over her and untied his loincloth anew.

“Come here,” he said, unveiling the fat hose of his dangling maleness. “Put your mouth to use again. Wake it up so that I might bless you with my seed.”

“Y-yes, master,” panted Isidora, hot with desire as she rolled onto her hands and knees. She lifted the fat cock in both her hands and guided it to her mouth. She tasted it. Tasted herself upon him. Lingering, but overwhelmed with the strong salty taste of his glistening precum. She lapped his oozing slit and let that warm trickle flood across her tongue until her mouth seemed to be coated in his taste.

Isidora became so lost in the submissive act of pleasuring the minotaur that she forgot her purpose was not to make him cum. She was bobbing and slurping wetly upon him, massaging his huge bollocks, when he suddenly gave a snort and tightened his fingers in her hair. He yanked her head back and her mouth popped free of his cock trailing strings of saliva.

“Mmmmm master?” she looked up at him, pert tits quivering with each shuddering breath.

“My seed is not meant to wash your throat,” growled Agamemnok in a stern tone, though there was an amused twinkle in his eyes. “Lie back now, sweet girl, and I will give your body what it has learned to crave.”

Then, with one swift motion, the great beast was atop her. She was so small beneath him, scarcely a doll upon his giant bed. His cock nearly an arm’s length of pulsating flesh that lay against her flat stomach. She trembled as the warmth of it and the weight of it sat atop her. Agamemnok pinned Isidora’s wrists above her on the bed, shifted his hips, and dragged his cock down her body until it fell between her thighs. She looked up at him, at that prison of furred, muscular flesh above her, and she quivered with anticipation that was tinged with fear.

“Be calm, sweet girl,” he rumbled, perhaps sensing her trembling, “the worst is over for you. The pain of your first forever taken. Now, you will know the pleasure, and your body will learn the way of the bull’s cock.”

“Y-yes, master,” gasped Isidora, her thighs apart. Her cunt warm and slick with need. His cock, flattened at its head, pressed to the sensitive furrow of her young cunt.

He moved with the confidence of a godlike beast, thrusting into Isidora’s freshly broken cunt and filling her with half his length. His flattened tip beat against her tender walls and his throbbing girth stretched her wide. That first stroke stole her breath. There was pain, to be sure, but a warm pleasure too. That warmth rose with the second stroke. The third.

“Ohhhhhh, gods,” she gasped.

“Only one here,” rumbled Agamemnok. “The bull is with you now, my sweet. Cry out for me. Let me hear your pleasure.”

“Y-yes! Ohhhhh! YES!” she cried, giving in to the hot tide of pleasure within her. She let it carry her away from pain and fear and began to move beneath the mighty minotaur. His thrusts grew more intense. Her eager body provided copious lubrication, slicking his shaft and quenching his hot tip. He kept his weight off her body, except at the deepest point in each thrust and then, for a moment, his heaviness settled on her parted legs.

“My sweet,” rumbled the minotaur. “You open to me like a curtain. Your body… welcomes me with every stroke. Such a small thing able… GRRRRR… able to take my mighty cock.”

“It’s so big,” she gasped, bucking her hips beneath him. “But it… it feels incredible. I want more of it inside me. I want all of it.”

“Not yet,” chuckled the minotaur. “You are not ready. But in time, your body will learn. You will be mine, Isidora.”

“I am already!” she cried as pleasure burst through her last resistance. “It feels… feels like heaven! AAHH!”

Isidora could not hold back the rush of pleasure. An ecstasy like she had scarcely felt in her life. Gripping him and squeezing his bulling cock with the spasms of her pleasure. Her entire body wracked with such intense contractions that it felt as if each muscle in her body, even her heartbeat, was thumping and tightening around him.

It was at that moment that the great minotaur bellowed with his own pleasure and hilted his massive cock inside his young lover. Her abdomen bulged and she felt his cock seeming to rearrange her. A hot welter of liquid burst within her and she felt the swollen throbbing of his orgasm. Spurt after spurt of his holy seed flooded Isidora’s depths. It burst out around his shaft, greased her thighs, and poured in a pulsing spill down the crack of her buttocks.

The pleasure was so intense that Isidora blacked out for a moment. Thinking she was dying, but in such a pleasurable way that she did not care.

But she did not die and awoke just as Agamemnok eased his massive cock from her freshly fucked netherlips. There was a soft slurp and she gasped as a great dammed tide of his cum was unleashed, pouring out of her in a gush. Warm and slick and filthy. He released her wrists and stood over her, snorting in the aftermath of his pleasure. A godlike brute. His wet cock dangling between his muscular legs. She smiled weakly and touched her cunt. So wet that she was afraid she was injured, but her fingers came away slick with only cum.

“M-master,” she moaned. “That was… that was incredible.”

“Yes, it will always be so with me, little one,” rumbled the minotaur. “But the hour is late. I know you came here with a family, did you not?”

“Y-yes, but I would stay with you, master,” she said, sitting up and clinging to his hips. She nuzzled against his cock and kissed his flaccid shaft.

“No,” he rumbled. “There will be many days to come when you will know the pleasure of my cock, but tonight you should return to your family. Tell them of me. Tell them you serve me now.”

“Yesssss,” moaned Isidora. “Oh, yes, master.”

He bathed her from a huge pitcher and caressed her naked body. He draped her in a white sleeveless cloak decorated in blue flowers, and she ate with him at his massive table, feeling like a child on a seat raised to just beneath his level. After the meal, he held her in his arms and kissed her. She groped for his bull’s cock, but he gently pushed her away.

“Home,” he said. “Be safe. I will see you in the library tomorrow, Isidora.”

“Yes, master,” she said and they shared a soft kiss between woman and beast.

She desperately wanted to stay with him, to feel the forbidden pleasure of his cock again, but she knew not to argue with a living god. Thalia bundled up some leftover food and Agamemnok walked Isidora to the door. She clung to him and kissed him as long as she dared and then stepped out into the night.

It was a long walk from the lodges back to the meager houses where the servants dwelt. Isidora did not make it far. In fact, she was still in the lodge district. As she passed an alleyway between two lodges, she heard a snort and looked over. She was surprised to see Gorok leaning against a wall. The black-furred minotaur that had accosted Agamemnok as he was carrying Isidora out of the library was not quite as large as the white-furred minotaur, but still towered over Isidora. His dark eyes glittered in the moonlight as he looked down at her.

“Home so soon?” rumbled the beast.

“Y-yes, Master Agamemnok thought I should—”

Gorok took the bundle of food from Isidora’s arms and tossed it against a wall of the alley, smashing clay jars and smearing the delicious food on the ground. Isidora looked at it sadly. Gorok laughed and took hold of her cloak and tore it away from her body.

“Ah! Master Gorok!” she cried, bouncing against his muscular body and thick, dark fur.

“You know me? You were listening?” His big hands roamed over her naked flesh. Squeezing her roughly. Smacking her bare buttocks. “You know what I desire.”

She felt his warm cock pressed against her abdomen. The head of it brushing against her breasts. Isidora knew exactly what this brute desired. What surprised her more was that she desired it too.

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “I know.”

“And you do not resist?” chuckled Gorok.

“No, m-master, I am here to serve,” she said, looking up as she pressed herself against Gorok.

“The old fool,” laughed Gorok. “He should not have let you run into the night. You’re not bound to him yet and I am free to have you as I please. And I please. Serve me, slut.”

“Yessss,” moaned Isidora, falling to her knees before the mighty minotaur.

Gorok grabbed her hair roughly and pulled her face to his bollocks. Her nose pressed against his fleshy sack and she breathed his bestial scent.

“Lick,” he growled, shaking her head with a tug at her hair.

She tongued his bollocks, tasting the salt of his sweat and suckling his huge stones one at a time in her gentle mouth. The minotaur grunted and growled with pleasure. He drew her face back, his cock much redder than Agamemnok’s and barely more than half the size of that mighty pillar. Yet still huge. Still far larger than any human cock that Isidora could imagine.

She took it in both her hands and she surrendered herself to her lust. Her mouth engulfed him and she sucked upon Gorok’s cock like a proper slut. Like her sister or how she imagined her mother with these beasts. She pressed the softness of her tits against him and worshipped the rude beast’s cock.

“Not so innocent,” chuckled Gorok as he began to fuck her mouth. Taking her throat with rough thrusts that made her choke and tear up. Every few strokes he pulled his cock free of her mouth, leaving her gasping and with thick strands of drool connecting her lips to his bestial cock.

“Oh, yes, that fool has let you slip through his fingers,” laughed Gorok. “I will make you mine, my gagging golden-haired flower. You will belong to the bull.”

He picked her up to her feet and turned her roughly around, pressing her face and breasts against the wall of the alleyway. His cock rubbed at her slick folds. He held her hair tightly in his fist, mashing her to the rough stone as he smacked her bare ass with his other hand. His cock teased up and down her slit. Isidora whimpered and squirmed.

“Please,” she gasped.

“Please what, whore?” laughed Gorok, smacking his cock against her cheeks and rubbing it in her crack. “Please let you go? Please stop?”

“Please,” moaned Isidora, looking back over her shoulder, “fuck me.”

“Ha!” The black bull snorted with amusement. “Perhaps you belonged with me all along. Very well, slut. I shall give you what you crave.”

There was no gentleness to this brute. He drew back and pounded his hard cock deep into Isidora’s cunt. He stretched her wide and plundered her back walls. He kept her pinned against the rough stone, sawing his length in and out of her. He hilted with each stroke, his huge bollocks swinging against her and his cock hammering inside her. His hips spanked her ass. Thwap-thwap-thwap, louder and louder, faster and faster.

Isidora’s pleasure shook her thighs. Gorok’s savage ecstasy rose volcanically.

Until they both cried out, almost in perfect unison, and Gorok let loose with a pulsating flood of his beastly spunk deep inside Isidora’s body. It was so hot, the spasms so intense, that his cock seemed to thrash inside her with each spurt. Her own body reacted feverishly. Her thighs shook as they were drenched in his spilling seed. Her cunt gripped and squeezed and wrung every drop from Gorok’s climax.

“Yes,” he growled, leaning his head to her shoulder and licking at her cheek. His tongue dragged across the track of her tears. “This is how you belong. Skewered on my godly cock. Shall I take you back to my lodge for the night?”

“Yes,” moaned Isidora, trembling with aftershocks.

“Shall I fuck you until you cannot possibly walk?” he laughed, sawing slowly into her pussy and stirring his overflowing load inside her.

“Yessss,” she moaned, turning to look at him over her shoulder.

“Shall I make you mine, little slut?” he asked, pressing a kiss to her lips and thrusting his massive tongue into her mouth. His cock drew back and thrust in again with a lewd, sloshing slurp.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned against his lips, her tongue working against his. “Please. Take me, master. I will… do whatever you desire.”

“Yes, you will,” agreed Gorlok, finally drawing his cock from her sloppy cunt. “Because I am no fool like Agamemnok. Soon, I will bond you to me. And you will be my slave.”

The thought sent a cold jolt through her body, but she could not deny the dark-furred minotaur as he scooped her up and slung her over his muscular shoulder. She was afraid, but such fears were inconsequential in the face of her new desires.

To be owned by the minotaur.
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Chosen by the Bull

Milena Vassakos served eagerly as a temple bride in the Hall of Glory. With her luscious body clad only in a flimsy gown and her dark hair back and banded with silver, she spent much of the day kneeling before the holes of glory or in one of the mating stands that allowed her to present her body to the godlike minotaurs.

The more minotaur cocks she pleasured, the more she craved from them. Some of the other temple brides seemed awed by Milena’s willingness to take on any minotaur, no matter how large, and the ease with which she recovered from each encounter. The buxom beauty could ride the throbbing pillar of one minotaur and scarcely shower off her sweat before stuffing another into her pink cunny.

Milena could hear some of her sister brides whispering that she could be followed throughout the temple by the trail of spunk dripping from between her thighs. She did not mind such comments. These women were jealous of Milena. They were not so beautiful as she and did not attract as much attention from the minotaurs that visited the Hall of Glory.

But even a woman as enthusiastic as Milena was still made of flesh and blood. Her body became sore. She was nearing the point of collapse by the time she returned from being rutted by her latest visitor. She had to seek relief.

Zala was waiting for her in the gynaeceum used by the women to rest and recover between visitors. The beautiful but very pregnant and plump woman helped Milena to sit down on some cushions.

“You are most popular, Milena,” said Zala, stroking Milena’s sweat-damp head and cradling Milena’s cheek against her pendulous breasts. “But you have done enough at the Hall of Glory for today.”

“Please, I can do more,” said Milena. “I just need some Aloifi. I have emptied my jar today.”

“Yes, yes, I will replenish your stock,” said Zala, dipping a cloth in cool water and soothing Milena’s face with it. “But rest now. You have a special duty to carry out this evening.”

Milena was so weary that she did not immediately think to ask what Zala meant by this special duty. Instead, Milena sprawled upon the cushions with her thighs apart and her chafed cunny bare and red. Zala wiped the dribbling cum from her folds and then set a dish of ice on the cushions between Milena’s parted legs. Zala brought in another temple bride to wave a fan and waft cool air onto Milena’s well-used pussy.

“That feels nice,” said Milena, smiling sweetly and stretching back among the cushions.

“I’m so very proud of you,” murmured Zala. “You should drink now, Milena. Replenish your strength.”

“Water?” Milena lifted her head as Zala knelt down beside her. The plump woman hefted her breasts in her hands, presenting her engorged flesh and thick brown nipples to Milena.

“Not water,” murmured Zala. “The milk of a mother of the holy minotaurs will refresh and invigorate you. Drink, Milena. Drink me.”

The thought of sucking milk from the bosom of a woman had never occurred to Milena. Not that she had not kissed her fair share of girls after a few cups of wine or let a towheaded gladiatrix from the north kiss her tits after some oiled wrestling one night. But that was different. Just a bit of fun. This seemed somehow serious as Zala leaned closer and cradled a hand to the back of Milena’s head.

“Are you certain?” asked Milena, wetting her lips and swallowing hard.

“Yes, dear,” said Zala, drawing Milena’s face closer to her breasts. “Suck them. Drink as much as you like, and you will feel so much better.”

Zala’s laden breasts seemed to envelop Milena. They were soft, but not so soft as Milena’s ample breasts, which had never been stretched by the weight of milk. Zala’s nipples were darker and much thicker than Milena’s as well. Milena inhaled the woman’s scent, smelling rosewater, sweat, and the faint aroma of milk. Those thick nipples, as big and prominent as the first knuckle of a thumb, dragged across Milena’s lips.

“Drink,” whispered Zala and she pressed at her breasts with her hands. Warm milk sprayed out against Milena’s lips. She licked and tasted the sweet milk, thin and yet rich with nutrients. Her lips parted, more milk sprayed into her mouth, and then she pressed her lips to the heavy curve of Zala’s left breast.

Milena engulfed Zala’s straining nipple and began to suck. She was rewarded with a great gush of sweet cream and she swallowed it immediately. So warm and sweet that she let out a moan against Zala’s breast.

“That’s a good girl,” murmured Zala, stroking Milena’s dark locks. “Suck it just like that. You’re a thirsty girl, aren’t you? Mmmmmmm.”

Milena was thirsty. She found herself growing more enthusiastic by the moment, suckling greedily from Zala’s heavy breast until it began to lose its tautness and grew soft. The older woman popped one breast free of Milena’s lips and fed the other thick nipple into Milena’s mouth. With a grateful moan, Milena resumed sucking. Between the warmth of the milk that seemed to spread from her stomach throughout her body and the cool of the ice between her thighs, Milena’s body mounted a complete recovery.

Milena was feeling an incredible feeling of contentment nursing from the older woman’s breasts. She felt at peace with the world and with her new place in it. She was glad to serve the minotaurs. Glad to bring them pleasure. It was her holy duty, after all.

Zala freed her nipple from Milena’s mouth and smiled down at the young beauty.

“You’ve had so much, sweet Milena. I must tell you now that the milk of a minotaur’s mother is particularly potent. Not only in rejuvenating, but also in increasing fertility.” Zala ran a hand from Milena’s breasts down to the flat of Milena’s abdomen. Zala kneaded her fingers just above Milena’s mound. “Do you feel it inside you? That warmth? Soon you will free a throbbing as your womb prepares to receive the seed of your next lover.”

Milena could think of a hundred objections, but they all seemed so unimportant. She asked the only meaningful question that occurred to her.

“Who?”

“A special request has been made of the Hall of Glory,” said Milena, gently kneading just above Milena’s mound. “One of the chosen bulls has decided to take a mate. This is a blessed thing. His name is Spyridon and he is not like the other minotaurs you have encountered. The blood of the Golden Bull is strong in him. He is more beast than man and he has asked the Hall of Glory for its most eager and capable young temple bride.”

“Me?” asked Milena, her face flushed and her heart beating faster at the thought.

“Silly girl,” chuckled Zala. “Of course, you. There could be no other. You are ready for him now that you have had so much of my milk.”

“But this…. this Spyridon… is a beast?” asked Milena breathlessly.

“He appears like one and has the nature of one, but he is able to speak. That does not mean he will speak to you tonight. He does not live as a man or minotaur either. He lives with his servants more like a bull.” Zala smiled and seemed to stare off into the distance. “Mighty Spyridon. He is so very handsome.”

Milena felt honored by the bull’s decision and was still afraid. She had grown to feel an intense attraction to the minotaurs. A bull was a different matter. A beast. The stories of Pasiphae with the Golden Bull had titillated her as a girl. The truth of it was far different.

“Will he hurt me?” asked Milena.

“No,” said Zala, smiling serenely. “He will make you feel things you have never felt before. Good things, my innocent girl. Things you will remember for all of your days. Come. I must prepare you for your visit to Spyridon.”

Zala and two other temple brides helped Milena to bathe. They massaged her and anointed her with scented oils before draping her body in a gauzy peplos that hung from her breasts and clung to Milena’s shapely hips. Zala placed a garland of anemones on Milena’s head and walked with her into the warm night air. She pointed to the glow of torches on the nearby hill.

“There,” she said, indicating one of the minotaur lodges that resembled a stable built of stones. “Go to him, my dear. Do as his servants tell you.”

“Will I stay the night with him?” asked Milena.

“If he likes you a little,” said Zala.

“And if he likes me a lot?”

“You will stay for him until your child is born,” said Zala. “And maybe longer. Remember, the choice will be yours, Milena. Spyridon’s lust will be that of a beast. But you will decide whether you receive his seed and how you will receive it. If you are to be a mother or a whore.”

The very thought sent a hot thrill through Milena’s body.

Spyridon’s Arena

The bull’s hooded servants brought Milena into his arena. It was a large open chamber with a floor of fine sand. There was a wooden bench built unusually low to the ground and another wooden table that was unusually high. It took Milena a moment to realize that these were for positioning her body to be mounted by the bull.

“He will be with you shortly,” said one of the servants and they departed from the arena. Milena waited, studying the bench and the table and imagining positions she could assume for the mating. She found herself growing more excited by the moment. Her nipples stiff and sensitive beneath the sheer peplos and her cunt throbbing hotly with need.

Chimes sounded and a gate behind Milena slowly swung open. Spyridon appeared from the darkness. She saw his red eyes first as these seemed to glow in the dark tunnel beyond. She heard the heavy clop of his hooves and then saw his huge snout and curved horns.

His pelt was jet black with only some brown around his muzzle and the white of his horns contrasted with his thick dark pelt. He was massive and muscular. Bigger than any bull she had ever seen. The only signs that he was not some beast were the hands on his forelimbs, but he walked on all fours like an animal, loping slowly into the torchlit arena. He snorted and looked Milena up and down. He seemed displeased and it took Milena a moment more to realize why he was angry.

She fell to her knees and lowered her forehead to the sandy floor.

“Forgive me, Mighty Spyridon,” she called. “I was so struck by your majesty that I forgot myself. I am here to serve… serve your every desire.”

The bull snorted and strode closer. He loomed above Milena as she prostrated before him. His breath snorting from his nostrils. His bestial scent hick in the air.

She dared to lift her head just a little and found herself gazing up beneath his barrel-shaped, muscular body at the thick, pinkish red length of his cock sticking out from his sheath. It was as long as any minotaur’s cock and as thick, but it came to a narrower tip at the head and lacked any of the ridges she had encountered with the minotaurs. Still, it was beautiful, bestial, and exciting.

“You are forgiven,” rumbled the resonantly deep voice of the bull. “Tell me your name.”

“Milena, my lord,” she said, lifting her head a little more and looking up to meet his red-eyed gaze.

He did not say her name or speak again that night. He simply walked over her so that she was enclosed beneath the muscular barrel of his body. His fragrant, beastly cock rubbed across one cheek and over her shoulder. He stood there, snorting, his cock slowly bouncing against her with each breath he took. His bollocks subtly twitching in their furry pouch.

She was overwhelmed by the heat of the moment. She took his cock in her hands, eliciting a snort of pleasure and a stomp of his hooves. She began to kiss him. To rub him against her face and body. The softness of her breasts in the sheer fabric cradling his shaft as she ran her tongue over the musky flesh of his tip.

Spyridon bellowed and bucked his hips. His cock began to dribble precum and Milena tasted it as if it were a holy sacrament. Her tongue twirled around his tip and her warm mouth engulfed him and suckled him.

Spyridon did not hold back his beastly lust. The moment her lips were around him, he thrust forward, impaling Milena’s throat on his massive cock. Her eyes went wide and she gurgled around the bull’s cock as it seemed to reach all the way to her stomach with every stroke. She was entirely at his mercy. Tears of discomfort streaked her face as he rutted into her mouth and slapped his bollocks against her drool-smeared chin.

“Ggrkk ggrrkk grrkk,” she gurgled with each stroke of the bull’s massive cock. Her throat bulged and the acrid sting of bile worked its way into her sinuses. No matter the discomfort, she endured. Eager to show the mighty chosen bull that she was willing to pleasure him no matter the pain it caused her.

Spyridon let out a deafening bellow and his entire muscular body seemed to double up as he rammed his massive cock down Milena’s throat. She felt the jaw-straining swell of his root and the throat-thrashing pulse of his eruption. Warm cum pumped directly into her belly. A gushing flood that threatened to back up into her throat before the bellowing bull had emptied his load.

But the tension left him, at least for the moment, and Milena was able to ease her mouth to the head of his cock. She sucked him again, tasting the salty-sweet discharge of his cock and cleaning him of his tangy flavor with slow, whimpering licks of her tongue.

She would have gladly pleased him with her mouth throughout the night, but she knew Spyridon needed something more to satisfy his beastly lust.

Though afraid, she intended to satisfy Spyridon’s every desire.

“Oh, master,” moaned Milena, still kissing and caressing his great, beastly cock. “Your pillar is so magnificent. The spear of a god. Would you wield it and plunge it into my body? Please, master…”

She crawled out from beneath him and the huge bull followed slowly along behind her sniffing at her hindquarters and snorting lustily. She crawled to the structure that resembled a sturdy table and pulled herself up onto her feet. She bent over the table, gathering the flimsy peplos up her legs, her thighs, and finally, her luscious buttocks. Her dark-tufted cunt was dripping with her desire. Her pussy throbbing with the need imbued from Zala’s sweet milk.

Milena looked back at Spyridon over her shoulder as the great, black bull lifted on his hind legs and grasped the table with his humanlike hands. He towered over her, awkward on two legs, with his massive red cock thumping and rubbing against her rear.

She reached a hand between her thighs, caught Spyridon’s huge cock just beneath its narrowed tip, and guided it to her steamy snatch. Spyridon squealed and snorted with pleasure and hunched over her, rutting his huge cock through her fingers, and plunging it into her hot honeypot.

It was like nothing she had experienced with the other minotaurs. Spyridon fucked her with the brutal, ceaseless lust of a charging bull. His muscular forelimbs pinned her hips in place and his body arched over her. His huge, muscular body seemed to enclose her as he rammed his cock rapidly into her stretched cunny. Her days of serving in the Hall of Glory had taught her how to pleasure and adapt to the minotaurs, but not this bull.

“Ohhhhhhhhh, Spyridon,” she cried, cumming with such force it almost made her pass out. She held onto the table for dear life, her tits bouncing wildly with each grunting thrust of the mighty bull. Her pleasure building with him. His cock swelling inside her.

He was snorting and bellowing and she could feel his muscles tensing. It would not be long before he came again and this time with his cock buried deep inside Milena’s fertile pussy.

She remembered Zala’s warning. It was Milena’s choice if she took the bull’s seed. Her decision of whether or not she should sacrifice her womb and give up her firstborn to the beast pounding into her pussy. Another orgasm rose through her body. Her womb quivered as if thirsty to drink the bull’s seed.

“Master!” she cried, tears of epiphany pouring down her face. “I give… give myself to you! Claim me with your seed! My body is AAHHHH YOURSSSS!”

She howled with ecstasy as she felt the bull rutting into her, slamming her womb and thrashing his curved cock inside her. His massive spear pulsated and pumped and a forceful rush of the bull’s cum spurted into her depths.

In that moment, Milena knew that she had been bred. She cried out with religious ecstasy, cumming with him. Cumming again and taking his pumping speed. As his thrusts slowed, as he shuddered and snorted and eased his cock from her creamy cunt, Milena wondered if she had ever really had a choice in the matter.

Or if being bred by the bull had been her destiny all along.
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Wife Worship

Some men in the position of Stergios Vassakos resisted. These men retreated into solitude and hardened themselves to the humiliation of serving the lust of the minotaurs and seeing their families broken apart. Stergios saw these men. Months or years into their life on the islands, they were dead-eyed shells of men. They had no refuge or escape from the misery. No hope of freedom from the prison they had created for themselves.

Stergios swore that he would not become such a man. He let go of his pride. He took his happiness from the knowledge that his wife and his two daughters were experiencing pleasures they had never dreamed of on Crete. He hardly saw them, but he wished to see them. He wished to know the details of their lives on this island.

After all, no matter what occurred, Phoebe would always be the woman he married, and Milena and fair Isidora would always be his daughters. His blood.

Stergios worked in the baths so obediently, groveled so well, that he was promoted to the role of servant of the camp. This meant that Stergios was not always confined to the baths. He wore a special medallion and was permitted to leave to undertake various tasks and chores.

The medallion thumped against his chest as Stergios made his way to the kitchens that served the great feasts of the minotaurs. Their appetites in all things were bottomless and this meant that they dined day and night at every hour. Laughter and beastly bellows echoed from the dining hall as young women, their pert breasts bare, brought endless trays of food to their beastly masters.

Stergios was not permitted into the great halls to witness the feast, but he saw that many of these young serving girls returned flustered and disheveled. Their clothing torn askew, their bodies marked with minotaur filth, and dazed looks on their faces from the rough handling by the minotaurs.

The sight of such young, innocent women, just come of age, being treated so brazenly might have angered Stergios ten days earlier. No longer. He watched them return and only wondered at the pleasures they had experienced. Rough pleasure, to be sure, but ones they would learn to enjoy. All women seemed to learn to enjoy serving the minotaurs. Women like his daughters and his wife.

Such was the will of the gods.

A hand roughly grabbed him and pulled Stergios aside. It was an older, matronly woman with her large breasts barely held back by the roll of her apron over her bosom. She might have been beautiful once, but age had drawn lines over her face and her ample flesh was sagging.

“Stay out of the way,” she growled at Stergios. “What are you doing here anyway? What do you want?”

“Uh, my wife,” he said. “My wife works here. Phoebe. Do you know where I can find her?”

The older woman nodded and pointed to a pantry area of the kitchen.

“Should just be finishing up,” said the woman and she smiled at Stergios, but with a knowing twinkle in her eyes that caused a knot to form in Stergios’ stomach.

“Thanks,” he said, heading towards the pantry.

He drew back a curtain over a door and found his wife standing among the rows of shelves stacked with dry goods. She had taken off her apron and let down her hair and was just wrapping herself in a cloak that tied around her neck and covered her body down to her ankles.

“Stergios?” She looked at him with surprise. “What are you doing here?”

“They let me out of the baths now,” he said, lifting his medallion. “You would know if you’d come home these past few nights. Where have you been, my love?”

“Oh, Stergios,” she said, and there was a sadness to her smile. “You must know where I’ve been. With the minotaurs, of course. It is my duty to serve them.”

“Your duty?”

“Yes,” she snapped. “And yes, I enjoy it. Why would I not? They give me so much pleasure. Their cocks are so excited by me. So big and thick with such heavy, cum-filled bollocks. Yes, I go to them every night. Different minotaurs. Different pleasures. It is as if I spend my nights with the gods themselves.”

Stergios ignored her blasphemy. He felt his cock stirring at the thought of his beautiful, curvaceous wife submitting to the lust of the minotaurs.

“You cannot stop me, Stergios,” she warned.

“Do you think I come to stop you?” He furrowed his brow. “No, my love, I know that cannot be. But must you turn your back on me completely?”

“Oh, I see.” Her smile grew a little colder and meaner. “That’s it then. My husband lusts after me still. Does your little human cock grow hard at the thought of the hallowed brutes having their way with me? Claiming what once belonged to you?”

“It does,” hissed Stergios, coming closer to her. He reached for her, but she caught his wrists.

“You want me, Stergios?”

“Yes, please,” he said.

“My poor husband,” she sighed. “Well, if you are to have me, my sweet husband, it must be on my terms.”

“Anything,” agreed Stergios.

The warmth of Phoebe’s smile returned. She pressed closer to Stergios and let him feel the familiar softness of her body beneath her cloak. As plush and lovely as he dreamt each of these recent nights when he had slept alone.

“I am going to see Zorren and Gorreth this afternoon,” said Phoebe. “They are brothers. Two young minotaurs that I have visited before, by themselves. But tonight, they will share me.”

“Both of them at once?” moaned Stergios, feeling his cock throb in his trousers.

“Mmmmmm, yes, my love,” purred Phoebe, caressing Stergios and kissing his cheek. “They will have all they want of me and I will have all I want of them. My body, this body you feel pressed against you, will be theirs for this evening.”

“Ohhhh,” groaned Stergios, clinging to his wife’s hips and pressing himself against her shapely thigh.

She pushed him away and stepped back.

“Would you like to see what I am wearing to visit them tonight?” asked Phoebe, raising an eyebrow.

Stergios swallowed hard and gave her a slow nod.

Phoebe slowly untied the cloak of her throat and shrugged it from her shoulders. The heavy, fur-trimmed fabric swung back from her body and Stergios saw that she wore the finest lingerie he had ever imagined. Dark cups cradled Phoebe’s ample breasts in sheer black lace. Her wide areolas and thick nipples visible beneath the fabric. Her breasts supported almost as if she wore a corset. Her abdomen was bare, but upon her hips and the mound of her cunt she wore a similar V-shaped garment to match the cups upon her breasts. She turned slowly, swinging aside the cloak to show him the tiny shorts formed a thong between her plump buttocks.

“Gods,” moaned Stergios at the sight of his wife in such a shameless garment.

Her round ass was framed by the straps of garters that attached to a lacy belt and to the tops of thigh-high stockings. She was a picture of ample loveliness. In the dim light of the pantry, she was more beautiful than ever before. Her pale hidden curves contrasted with her bronzed flesh so that she fairly glowed in the candlelight.

“You want to touch me,” stated Phoebe, caressing her soft breasts and squeezing them in the cups of her intimate bodice. “I know you do. But I am not going to fuck you now, Stergios. Not before I see the brothers.”

“N-no?” he said, twisting his hands together and feeling his cock jerk in his trousers.

“No, but I shall let you pleasure me, my love,” she said. “And if you do a good job of it. There will be a reward.”

“Oh, yes, Phoebe,” said Stergios and without even being asked, he fell to his knees before her.

“You really have become such a cuckold, Stergios,” laughed Phoebe, running her fingers through his hair and drawing him closer to the soft gusset of her undershorts. He nuzzled against the warmth of her mound. He kissed her and breathed her scent. Familiar and yet different. Other men had been there. Or beasts. Or gods.

Phoebe looked down upon him with a mixture of affection and cruel superiority, her fingers tightening in his hair as she drew aside her shorts and bared her cunt to him. It was different. Changed. Fleshier and with lips that had been well-used by her massive lovers.

Stergios had little chance to savor the sight of his wife’s beautiful cunt before she pulled him roughly against it. His face was buried in her thicket of hair and his lips met the juicy folds of her cunt. Without hesitation, he began to lick.

“That’s right,” moaned Phoebe. “Taste me there, my love. Soon a mighty cock will be plunging into me. Oooooh, yes, suck it. Make me nice and wet for Zorren and Gorreth. Ohhhhh, get your tongue in deep. It will never reach as deep as their mighty cocks. Ooohhh yes!”

Stergios moaned as she rode against his face. Her scent and her wet, sweet taste smothered him as he obediently licked.

“Go ahead and take out your cock, my love,” moaned Phoebe, thrusting against his tongue. “That’s right. Show me that little cock of yours. I’d almost forgotten it. Like a little dagger compared to the mighty swords I have been battling. Stroke it for me. Stroke it while you pleasure your wife.”

“Mmmmnnnnnnn,” moaned Stergios, pumping his hand desperately on his cock as it began to drip with precum. He worshipped at the temple of his wife’s fertility. He sucked her fat clit and plunged his tongue deep into her hot channel.

Phoebe moaned with pleasure but seemed to stop short of cumming upon his face.

“There is another hole you must prepare for my lovers,” she said. “Are you ready for that, Stergios?”

“Yes, Phoebe,” he moaned, licking his glistening lips and gazing adoringly up at her as she stepped back. “Anything you ask, I shall do.”

“Oh, look at you with that little cock all red,” she laughed. “Don’t you dare cum, Stergios. Not until I say you can cum. Now… worship my ass. Get it nice and prepared for my minotaur lovers.”

“Yes, Phoebe,” moaned Stergios eagerly as she turned around before him and presented the plump onion of her bottom. She kept one hand on the back of his head, drawing him to her plush globes as she used her other hand to spread her cheek to one side. The dusky knot of her ass was bared to him and Stergios did not hesitate to tongue and spit upon it. He licked his wife’s velvet rim and thrust his tongue into her tight hole.

Tight… but not as tight as it had been. Minotaur cocks had loosened up her ass and Stergios found that his tongue slipped deep inside with ease. He tasted her bitter back passage and licked it obediently as her soft rump smothered his face.

He kept one hand on his cock, stroking his hardness, feeling his pleasure fizzing in his bollocks. But he did not want to disobey Phoebe. He moaned desperately, tongue-fucking her hot knot as she rode her ass against his face.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “You might have uses yet, my love. Ohhhhh fuck. Your tongue… nice and deep. Lick me. Lick my assss! AAHHHH!”

She threw back her head, her hair cascading down her back and over her shoulders as she bounced her ass against her husband’s face. Stergios struggled to breathe, pumping his hand on his cock and unable to restrain himself. The feel of her ass clenching around his tongue was too much. He let loose, moaning, pumping his cock, and spurting his seed onto the floor.

“Ohhhh, my, what a bad boy,” laughed Phoebe, stepping away from him and looking down at the mess Stergios had made upon the floor. “Well then, I was going to come home and let you have a try fucking me. But I cannot reward that behavior.”

“Please, forgive me,” moaned Stergios, his face red with shame. “I have been too long without you.”

“Mmmm, you did do a good job making me ready for Zorren and Gorreth.” She drew her cloak back over her ample curves. “Perhaps I shall bring you a gift tonight. Would you like that, Stergios?”

“Y-yes, my love,” he said, nodding profusely. “You are too generous.”

“Yes, I am,” she agreed, tying the cloak around her neck. “Well then, clean up your mess and find your way out. I need to be going.”

Stergios cleaned up his seed spattered upon the floor and departed the kitchens with his head hung in shame. He returned to the baths and to his usual duties there. He was lost in his thoughts of Phoebe being fucked by the minotaur brothers. His cock twitched at each new fantasy of his lovely, curvy wife being enthusiastically plundered by horned giants.

He was so lost in thought as he scrubbed tiles in a drained bath that he did not hear anyone approaching until he felt an elbow nudge his side.

“Hmmm? Oh, Thodoris.” He smiled sadly at his son. “What are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be replacing the pump pipes?”

“Yes, father, but I needed to see you,” said Stergios’ young and athletic son. “Mother, Isidora, and Milena are being taken by the minotaurs. We are losing them to the beasts. You are being humiliated daily, turned into a pitiful cuckold, and I am facing no better future.”

“Why do you say this to me?” asked Stergios, wiping the stinging sweat from his eyes. “There is nothing we can do, my son. There is no—”

“We will escape,” said Thodoris. “Boats bring supplies from Crete. I know where to get the bronze minotaur masks the boatmen wear. I can get two and we can escape back to Crete. Together, father. We will take the story of what is happening here with us and—”

Stergios hit his son. He had not struck the boy ever before. His hand slapped the words from Thodoris’ mouth and staggered him back a step.

“Speak no more of this, my son,” said Stergios. “We cannot escape. The punishments I have heard are grave indeed if we are caught even talking of this. Go, Thodoris. Back to your labors. And do not speak of this again.”

Stergios watched his son retreat with disbelieving tears welling in his eyes. It pained Stergios to do this to his beloved son, but he saw no better way to convince him of the painful truth: they were stuck upon the Island of the Minotaurs for the remainder of their lives. The best thing to do was to find what happiness they could manage. To make new lives no matter the sacrifice.

The Late Night Gift

Thodoris and Stergios returned to their meager quarters with the sweat of their labors still drying upon their brows. Thodoris ate and went to sleep. Stergios could not eat nor sleep. He lay in his bed, awake and turning, as he pictured the depravities being visited upon his comely wife. He pictured Phoebe bridging the space between two minotaurs, supported by nothing but the pillars of their cocks. Her throat bulging. Her stretched cuntlips dripping with their spunk. Her heavy breasts hanging and swinging beneath her ribcage as they bounced her between them.

It took every bit of Stergios’ will not to pleasure himself to such thoughts. He was as randy as a teenage boy. Feeling the urge to pleasure himself that he had not known since his wild years. The hour grew so late that he was certain he would not hear from his wife. Just as he was resigned to sleeping, on the brink of total exhaustion, there was a soft knock upon his door.

Stergios put on his robe and went to the door. A tiny speck of an old man, hardly larger than a dwarf, was waiting in a threadbare cloak. He held a lantern in one withered hand.

“Yes?” asked Sergios uncertainly.

“Follow,” said the old man, beckoning with his free hand.

Not knowing what else to do, Stergios followed. The little old man shuffled halfway across the island and to the lodges of the minotaurs. They towered over Stergios. Most were quiet at this late hour, but from a few Stergios could hear the unmistakable sounds of bestial pleasure and feminine moans. He was reminded of the late-night appetites of the minotaurs at the feasting hall. Evidently, they feasted in other ways at all hours.

“Here,” rasped the old man, pointing a withered finger at the door to a lodge of some modesty by the standards of the minotaurs. Stergios opened the door and climbed the huge staircase built for the size of a giant. He followed the light and the soft sounds of pleasure. His cock growing harder with each step until he arrived at a massive door of rough-hewn wood that stood slightly ajar.

He could not deny the anticipation he felt in his thudding heart as he approached the gap in the door and peered inside.

Phoebe was framed by the dark, muscular bodies of two massive minotaurs. Her hair was a mess and her pale curves were marred by red splotches and handprints. Her breasts were pearled with the gelatinous spunk of a minotaur and her thighs parted wide to reveal the dark tangle of hair matted with cum and raw, red cuntlips drooling with the filthy discharge of her lovers.

One huge hand reached out lazily to grope Phoebe’s breasts. She turned her face towards the furry muzzle of one of the minotaurs and Stergios watched as his wife kissed the giant beast. Her tongue tiny compared to the fat, pink muscle that the brute thrust into her mouth.

It was as she kissed the minotaur that Phoebe saw her husband standing in the door. She broke the kiss with her bestial lover and sat up in the bed.

“Do not stand at the threshold like a trespasser, my love,” she called out. “Join us. I’ve asked Zorren and Gorreth and they have said you could join us in the bed.”

“R-really?” Stergios staggered into the room.

He felt the contemptuous stares of the minotaurs. The cruel smirks on their faces as they luxuriated on either side of Phoebe and as Stergios shuffled towards the bed. He felt their contempt and he didn’t care. He was drawn towards his beautiful wife.

Phoebe smiled sweetly at him as she reached a hand to her lovers. She rested her delicate fingers on both cocks. Her hands seeming so very small atop such massive, flaccid serpents. Stergios tried not to look at them as he reached the foot of the bed and began to climb onto it.

“Ah-ah!” said Phoebe. “We are all naked in this bed. You must undress, Stergios.”

Stergios keenly felt the gaze of the minotaurs. His wife watching him, judging his inadequacy as he revealed his rangy body, bruised from his hard labors, and his red cock, stiff and jutting from his loins. So small and inadequate compared to the mighty, blunt-headed cocks of the minotaur brothers.

“You are married to this?” rumbled one of the minotaurs.

“This is what the humans call a man,” laughed the other. “How does he please you, Phoebe?”

“After you, I am not so sure he can,” laughed Phoebe. “Come and try, husband. Show Zorren and Gorreth what you can do.”

“I can do so little,” admitted Stergios. “I am but a man and these are living gods.”

“Do you hear that?” laughed one minotaur. “He thinks us gods.”

“He should. He is an insect to us.” The minotaur grabbed Stergios by the nape of his neck and lifted him towards Phoebe. “Go on then, human. Amuse us. Show us how you pleasure your wife.”

“Fuck me, Stergios,” moaned Phoebe, spreading her legs and drawing back her knees. Her pussy and ass both gaped open from the rough minotaur fucking. Cum dribbling out from her well-used holes and onto the bed in massive quantities.

Stergios had no choice. As the two minotaurs watched him, he climbed atop his beautiful wife and thrust his straining cock into the hot pit of her cunt. It was so loosened by the minotaurs that most of what he felt was their seed slathering his hardness. He thrust deep, not even coming close to touching her stretched depths, slapping his balls against her cum-smeared ass and letting out a frantic cry of pleasure.

“I’m cumming!” he wailed, throwing back his head and hilting in Phoebe’s creamy cunt. His seed pumped out and joined the fragrant mix of minotaur spunk.

“That’s it,” moaned Phoebe. “That’s a good boy. Give it all to me.”

“Pathetic,” laughed one minotaur.

“Cumming already? I think he likes the feel of our seed in your cunt, Phoebe.”

“Ohhhh, yessss, he loves it,” moaned Phoebe, wrapping her legs tightly around her husband. “And he’s such a good boy, Gorreth. After he’s done cumming in me, he’ll clean up the mess he made. And the mess you made. Won’t you, my love?”

“Y-yes, anything,” gasped Stergios, falling limp against his wife’s heaving breasts. “I’ll clean it… clean it all up.”

“Good,” laughed the minotaur. “I’ll fuck her again when she’s fresh and clean.”

Phoebe pressed a kiss to Stergios’ lips, but it only lasted a moment. She pushed down on his head and shoulders, guiding him first to her heaving breasts, to clean her pearly tits with his tongue, and then lower. To bathe his face in the raw, raunchy filth of the minotaurs. To clean his own pitiful spunk from the gushing remains of the minotaurs’ pleasure. To suck the salty froth from her ass. To pleasure and grovel and clean with his tongue until Phoebe and the minotaurs were satisfied she was ready.

For Stergios was nothing now. Not a husband. Not a father. Not really.

He was an obedient, groveling cuckold, on his knees beside the bed, resisting the urge to stroke his cock as Zorren and Gorreth fucked Phoebe into the morning.
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Sealed to One Bull

Milena knew the great bull Spyridon had claimed her womb the first time he mounted her. She felt the hot rush of his virile seed and her milk-fed fertility opened the gates of her womb as she surrendered herself to destiny. She savored each pulse of his cum into her depths, overflowing her stretched cunt, and dripping down her trembling thighs.

But even then, in that explosive moment, she had known with total certainty that Spyridon had claimed her. Thankfully, it was her duty to reassure the bull that she was with his child.

For nine nights, without departing Spyridon’s lodge, she gave herself over to the bull. Each day, she feasted, rested, and was bathed in scented waters and dressed in gossamer robes. She was brought into the bull’s arena and made to lean across the mating table. Her sheer robe clinging to her shapely body. Her cunt growing more and more accustomed to her master’s massive cock. She waited for him, thighs trembling, breath coming in tense gasps as she awaited the mounting.

Most nights, he entered the arena and charged at her. Heaving his great bulk atop her back and closing his powerful hands against her shoulders. His beastly body rammed his massive cock into her depths and all thought was driven from her head. It was exhausting. Brutal. But Milena was bolstered by the overwhelming need to please her master. To prove herself worthy of this ultimate blessing.

Her pink cunt stretched around his mighty minotaur cock. Her slick young walls tight against the thrusting might of his pillar. She clung to the table, crying out with ecstasy as each stroke of Spyridon rearranged her body to his satisfaction. Her organs pressed inward. Her cunt stretched and yet clinging to him with each thrust into her dripping depths.

“My Lord,” she cried. “Mighty Spyridon! My bull! My master!”

“Milena,” he snorted, blessing her by speaking her name. His cock plundered her with such force that she could go numb from his rutting. But her senses always awakened to his pulsating eruptions. Hot bull cum pumping into her body. Flooding her womb with fresh tides of his virile seed. She willed her muscles to contract around him. To squeeze and stroke him to prolong his release. Until that slick cum was dripping down her legs to her feet in warm trickles.

Most nights, he fucked her more than once. Sometimes again and again, pounding into her until her body ached and the cum was churned to a thick, fragrant froth that dropped from her overstuffed cunt like dollops of cream. His spent spunk puddled between her feet and soaked into the sand. On those night, she remained lashed to the table for hours and required many unguents and attentions from the servants on the following day to recover.

Other nights, Spyridon took her a single time and then remained in the arena. He allowed her to rise from the table. To stroke his muscular flanks and admire him. To kiss his muzzle or even, when she desired, to crawl beneath his bestial body and take his cock into her hands. To press her lips to it and trace its tip with her tongue. To lick the remains, so salty and sweet, of his potent discharge. To grasp him between her breasts and suck from him until he might rise again to take her or simply stand idle as she drained his bollocks with her mouth. Drinking the hot, blessed nectar of his loins. Feeling it fill her belly and soak her breasts. A fluid more holy than any. The seed of a god.

On Milena’s tenth morning, Zala visited and inspected her. She prodded and fondled Milena’s naked body. She pinched at Milena’s tender nipples and bent Milena over her bed to plunge her fingers into Milena’s well-used cunt.

“He has trained your body well,” chuckled Zala. “I could reach my whole arm inside you.”

“Please,” moaned Milena, shaking her hips shamelessly. “Do it.”

“No, not now,” said Zala, her tone growing cold as she slowly withdrew her fingers from Milena’s stretched cunt. “I have blessed news for you, sister. Your womb has been taken by the bull.”

“I knew it was true,” gasped Milena. “Will… will I… will I be permitted to leave?”

“Oh, no, my sweet,” said Zala. “You have been honored by Spyridon. The bull has decided to add you to his stable of wives. He has only two others, you know, so this is a rare privilege.”

“Wife?” Milena lifted her head from the bed to look at Zala. “I am to marry him?”

“You will be bonded to him, yes,” said Zala. “When the time is right and you are well into your pregnancy, the bull will wed you. It is my honor to oversee the ceremony. For now, you will serve your husband, and his servants will prepare you for the birthing. For now… would you like to drink of my bosom?”

Milena remembered how it had excited her when Zala had allowed this before. Her cheeks colored. She nodded to the older woman.

“Come then, my sweet girl,” said Zala, sitting in a chair beside the bed. “Drink your fill. Spyridon will be in the mood for celebrating the news tonight and you shall need your strength.”

Zala unveiled her laden breasts, so creamy white and taut with milk, dark veins visible along the outer swells and the nipples thick and red, perhaps from suckling other young women.

“Will my breasts grow as large as yours?” asked Milena, sliding off the bed and onto her knees beside the chair.

Zala smiled, stroking Milena’s head and cradling it as she guided Milena to her right breast and fed her thick nipple into Milena’s mouth. Milena moaned as she took to that warm breast and began to suck. Her mouth filled with Zala’s sweet milk, spurting out in plenty each time that Milena sucked, and as Milena drank a great since of peace and desire mingled within her.

“Your breasts will grow even larger than mine,” murmured Zala, holding Milena’s head tightly to her breast. “The seed of a bull changes a woman more than even the biggest minotaur. You will be his milk cow. His birthing bride. He will fill your womb again and again, my sweet, and you will be milked to make elixirs for the others.”

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Milena, deciding she very much desired this fate. She popped her lips free of Zala’s breast and moved to the other. She drank her fill, until the sweet milk of Zala was heavy in her stomach and her body was hot with desire.

Then, at the urging of Zala, Milena put her tongue to work between Zala’s legs. The older woman spread her thick thighs wide and hung her legs over Milena’s shoulders. Milena, drunk on Zala’s milk, did not give such acts a second thought. She licked greedily at Zala’s hot cove and sucked the nectar, like sweet oil, that spilled from Zala’s cunt. Zala cried out, her fingers tightening in Milena’s hair, her nipples trickling out milk excited by her pleasure.

“Yesssss! Mate of Spyridon! Milena! I cum!” Zala bucked and bucked, her hot thighs squeezing tightly against Milena’s face as her pleasure peaked.

Once the last shudder of pleasure had subsided from Zala, Milena climbed from between her legs and into Zala’s arms. She lay her head upon Zala’s shoulder and Zala kissed her and caressed her as though they were mother and daughter.

“I am proud of you, Milena,” whispered Zala. “Few women can truly satisfy a bull like Spyridon. You took to it as if born for such a cock.”

“I love him so,” murmured Milena, nuzzling tighter into Zala’s embrace.

The Long Journey

Bearing the son of a bull was no ordinary pregnancy. Spyridon was many times larger than a human man and his son would be at least twice the size of a human child when born. Milena knew that the pregnancy would be a struggle, but she was helped by Spyridon’s servants and by his wives, Cora and Ophelia.

Cora was older and had only been able to give Spyridon a single son. He hardly ever demanded her affections. She was bitter at the attention Milena was getting and treated Milena with contempt. She wrote down some helpful tips for Milena, but hardly spoke to her at all and avoided her at meals.

Ophelia, plump and voluptuous, had given Spyridon two sons. Her breasts were so enormous and milky that she spent most of her time being milked and stimulated by Spyridon’s servants. This involved a milking stand which allowed Ophelia’s huge breasts to hang over the wooden support. Women sat on stools and milked her like a cow or attached an apparatus that steamed and clicked like the wheels of a great clock as it rhythmically drained Ophelia’s milk. Despite this constant state of stimulation, Ophelia was quite friendly to Milena.

“Your back will hurt a lot the first time,” explained Ophelia as her huge, dangling breasts were worked by two serving girls. “First your tits will swell up, your udders will thicken and be sensitive all the time. Then your belly will get huge. Not soft either. Like a boulder saddled to your waist.”

“Do we… will I recover?” asked Milena, finding it difficult not to watch the two serving girls tugging on Ophelia’s red nipples and squeezing her dangling breasts.

“Oh, you’ll be fine,” said Ophelia, reaching back to itch at one plump buttock scantily covered by a loincloth. “After that first birth, after Myrrok, I thought I’d never feel anything again. But not three days later I was begging to be mounted. Not twenty and I was ready to be seeded again.”

Milena listened to Ophelia’s advice and found herself increasingly fascinated by the milking process. She wondered what it would feel like to be milked and at night she often played with her nipples picturing them squirting out milk.

Days became weeks. Weeks became months. Milena fell into the routines of Spyridon’s lodge. The meals, the ritual bathing, the monthly worship of Spyridon by all his wives and servants. This last was a great orgy of oiled bodies as every woman in the household served the mighty bull as he stood before them.

He hardly moved, except when Milena pleasured him. Even Ophelia looked on jealously as Milena impaled herself upon the holy bull’s cock. He snorted and stomped his feet and at last shoved Milena aside so that he could rain his seed down on all his wives and servants. His hot fountains of cum decorated their bodies and they began to kiss and lick the droplets of spunk up as he watched, nostrils flaring, horned head looking back and forth as he presided over the oiled bodies of his faithful cult.

By the third month, Milena’s breasts were becoming tender and enlarged. By the fourth, milk began to bead at her nipples when she stimulated her breasts enough. Her belly was growing swiftly. Pregnancy would soon make it more difficult to serve her master.

By the fifth month, her milk fully let down and her breasts were often painfully engorged. She was given a milkmaid named Cybele who would use her hands to massage Milena’s breasts. She filled bottles with Milena’s sweet milk and sometimes, if Milena asked, Cybele would even suckle it from her breasts. This naturally led to Milena and Cybele becoming lovers. Their fingers and tongues satisfying their desires. Milena was just as eager to please the slender young milkmaid as Cybele was to serve the future wife of Spyridon.

The more Milena’s body grew, the harder she worked to pleasure the mighty bull. She was enthusiastic in her duties, even as her back ached just as Ophelia had warned. She pushed herself against the mighty bull. She did not even need the table. She threw her bottom beneath him, rubbing against his furry underside, her pussy impaled upon that glorious cock. Panting, tits swinging and leaking milk, her ass bigger and thighs thicker with the idleness of her pregnancy. He sheathed his cock deep in her cunt and snorted with his pleasure.

“Milena, my love,” he bellowed and blessed her with his seed until it poured in rivers down her legs. She stood, shakily, and offered her breasts to him. The mighty bull snorted and looked at her with his wise eyes as he licked at her leaking cream.

Even the days when she hurt too much to be mounted, Milena pleasured the bull. She oiled her breasts and squeezed him between them. She tongued and slurped at his cock. She begged for him to cover her body in his thick, hot cum.

And he always obliged.

The Wedding

Milena wore her white peplos with one engorged breast hanging exposed. Milk dripped steadily from her thick red nipple and her heavy tits swayed in their sling as she walked down the temple aisle. The servants watched her adoringly. Ophelia and Cora looked on with naked jealousy. Milena thought she saw her father watching her from the entryway of the temple, but she could hardly spare him a glance as she approached the altar where Spyridon awaited.

The huge bull, so like a massive specimen of a beast rather than a minotaur, seemed completely at ease within the temple. His muscular physique seemed to perfectly match the golden bull statue that towered behind the altar.

Zala stood in a sheer white robe beside him, one step up as the officiant for the wedding. Though she was not actually priestess, she had been blessed by the church to perform the ritual.

Milena could not help but smile at the beautiful older woman as she arrived at the foot of the statue. She turned from Zala to Spyridon and Milena’s heart sang for the bull. Though only his eyes and his hand-like forelimbs resembled anything human, Milena had fallen rapturously in love with Spyridon. She found him handsome and everything about him excited in her something beyond desire. It was total devotion. She loved her beastly master and wanted to be his wife for the remainder of her days.

“Milena,” said Zala, “do you pledge to faithfully serve Spyridon as his wife?”

“Yes, I do,” said Milena. “With all my heart.”

“And Spyridon, do you claim Milena to be your bride and bearer of your sons?”

“Yes,” said Spyridon, the single word a rumbling affirmation that pulled at Milena’s heart.

“Then you are hereby bound in marriage, before the gods and before the Holy Bull. You may consummate your bond.”

Zala stepped back and Milena passionately embraced Spyridon. She hung her arms around his muscular neck and kissed his beastly muzzle. His huge tongue thrust into her mouth, smothering her kiss and reminding her that he was a holy beast and she was a mere mortal.

The crowd watched as Milena disrobed and handed her wedding gown to Zala. Then, she lay upon the altar, and Spyridon claimed her as his bride. His huge cock glistened as it worked in and out of the snug folds of Milena’s cunt. Morning light through stained glass bathed them both in color. Their bodies moving in perfect unison. Her laden tits bouncing and her pregnant belly shuddering with each thrust of Spyridon’s swollen pillar.

“Yes, my love,” cried Milena, her voice echoing in the vaulted space of the temple. “Oh, I cum for you! I cum for you, my master! My husband!”

“Milena!” snorted Spyridon. “Milena! My love!”

His roar of pleasure shook the stones of the temple as he unleashed a massive tide of his seed within Milena. His cum spurted with such force and in such quantity that it pumped out around the root of his cock to the rhythm of his pulsing pillar. Gushes of his seed spattered her thighs and legs and his cum began to pour out down the altar like wax melting upon a table.

Milena, filled by her mate, by her husband, was transported to heaven. She clung to him and came again and again, a warmth and happiness suffusing her flesh. A sense of joy like she had never known before.

She was the bride of the bull.
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Last Hope for Escape

Thodoris could not endure much more. Each new day brought fresh humiliation in the baths, witnessing human women submitting to the lust of the minotaurs and being forced to attend to their debased needs. The women, including his own mother, seemed to enjoy pleasuring the giant minotaurs. Thodoris had once been able to turn to his father for agreement, but Stergios was a broken man. He had accepted being a pathetic cuckold, subsisting on the foul seed that dripped from his own wife’s cunt.

Thodoris missed his mother, but he hated the nights when his mother returned to their miserable house on the island even more. Those nights, Thodoris covered his head with the pillow to try to shut out the noise of Stergios moaning and whimpering beneath her as she spoke words of betrayal. For each time Phoebe visited, she was more in the thrall of the minotaurs than before. She described their cocks as mighty, throbbing pillars and told how they took her in the kitchens or in their lodges. How she was filled again and again and could never get enough. And Thodoris had to listen to his father moaning in agreement with each new detail.

Worse, the lurid descriptions made Thodoris’ cock stir. A cock that was kept in a metal cage placed upon it as punishment by the matron Nomiki. The more aroused he became, hearing his mother describe the pleasures of serving Rogar and other minotaur lovers, the more his cock swelled painfully against the confines of its cage. Thodoris buried his head in his pillow and hoped not to hear any more.

When Thodoris had brought up his plans to escape the island to his father, Stergios had told him to be silent. To speak no more of it and to abandon all hope of escape. But these humiliations ate at Thodoris until he could think of nothing other than escape. He had not seen his sisters, Milena and Isidora, in days. Word had spread across the island that Milena had been given over to the bull-like Spyridon. Though it pained Thodoris, he had little hope of ever saving Milena from such a fate. But Isidora, sweet and innocent, might still be saved.

Thodoris made his preparations to escape. First, he managed to steal two bronze minotaur masks and togas such as those worn by the boatmen that brought supplies and new pilgrims from Crete. Then he memorized the comings and goings of those boats so that he and Isidora could stow away on one of the ships returning to Crete.

Thodoris waited for a task that would bring him close to the towering library where Isidora worked and stole away from gathering painted tiles to visit her in the Vivliothiki. He learned from one of the other girls that Isidora was rarely there. That she spent her nights and many of her days in service of an elder minotaur named Agamemnok. With a little convincing, one of the library girls gave up the location of Agamemnok’s lodge.

That night, when he was supposed to be confined to his bed, Thodoris stole into the darkness with a bag containing the togas and bronze masks. He avoided minotaurs and their servants and made his way to the far side of the island, where he found the lodge of the elder Agamemnok. Just as he arrived, the great doors creaked open and Isidora stepped into the light of the torches that blazed along the path to the lodge. The huge, white-furred minotaur was smiling as it took delicate, fair-haired Isidora into his arms. She clung to the giant’s chest and kissed his bestial muzzle.

Thodoris hated to see such affection, but he knew his sister well enough to see that she was holding something back. She did not love this minotaur completely. She embraced him and nuzzled his fur but was eager to depart when he set her back on her feet.

“Farewell, master,” she called out. “I will return in the afternoon.”

“Yes,” rumbled the minotaur. “Unless my desire brings me to you and your books.”

“Mmmmm, then I will see you at the Vivliothiki,” she giggled, waving to him and setting off down the path.

Thodoris could not approach his sister the moment she departed from Agamemnok’s lodge. There were provisioners from the kitchens delivering food to the lodges and several minotaurs playing a game that involved throwing tree trunks across a green. The loud cheering of the slaves and wives of the minotaurs turned Thodoris’ stomach. He wanted to call out to Isidora, to be away from that place, but instead he shadowed her as she made her way back towards the library.

But the hour was late. Why would she go in that direction?

As Thodoris followed her and awaited the right opportunity, he noticed his sister casting her eyes about as if looking for someone. She stopped near a dark garden and stepped in among the vines and night blooming flowers. Moonlight lit her golden hair as she moved through the shadows. Thodoris stole closer to her. Just as he was about to call her name, the shadows themselves seemed to come to life and Isidora, laughing softly, embraced the darkness.

The minotaur was dark-furred and not so large as Agamemnok, but there was a youthful strength to him that was equally impressive. He took Isidora into his arms and she passionately kissed him.

“Master Gorok,” she gasped, her tongue working against his as Thodoris watched in disbelief. “I have come, just as you said.”

“Yes,” rumbled the minotaur. “As I knew you would. Our bond has been delayed too long. Tonight, our bond will be sealed and Agamemnok will have no more claim to you.”

The black-furred minotaur took Isidora by her hand and led her deeper into the garden. There, beside a fountain depicting a woman kneeling before a minotaur, was a small brazier with a glowing fire within. An iron rested in the brazier, its symbol glowing in the fires.

“Bare your body to me,” commanded Gorok.

“Yes, master,” gasped Isidora with an eagerness in her voice that sent a pang of despair through Thodoris. He watched from the bushes as his sister undressed. Her body was young and firm and yet amply feminine. Her hair golden in every place it grew and her soft breasts capped with stiff pink nipples. He was aroused by the sight of her beauty, his cock pressing painfully against his cage, but denied himself any thought of pleasure with his own sister. He turned away for a moment and when he looked back she had assumed a lewd position before the minotaur.

Thodoris suppressed a cry as his cock swelled against the cage and precum began to ooze from its tip. He saw fair and lovely Isidora with her pert breasts cushioning her body and her hips raised in the air. Gorok stood behind her, his thick black cock drooping between his muscular thighs, one hand grasping the iron that glowed with his mark.

“Swear yourself to me,” said the minotaur, his voice rumbling with desire. “Swear before Poseidon that you belong to me. That I am your master for all of time and you will bear me sons to continue my blood.”

“I swear it all,” cried Isidora, wicked delight on her face. She looked back at the minotaur over her shoulder and wiggled her ass back and forth. “Seal our bond with your mark upon my flesh. I am yours, Gorok, for all of time. Please.”

Thodoris wanted to cry out. He wanted to leap from the bushes and strike down the huge, black minotaur. Instead, he retreated from the sight. Seeing his sister so shamelessly offered up to the black minotaur. He fled from the garden.

He thought he saw Agamemnok walking towards it, his shaggy old face brooding with fury, but Thodoris could not fully understand what that might mean. He was shattered by what he had seen in the garden. Isidora begging to become the branded slave of Gorok. He had no hope of saving Isidora. She was as lost as his mother and Milena. As submissive to the minotaurs as his father had become.

He donned his boatman’s disguise and stole away to the docks. There, among a cargo bound for the mainland, he awaited the dawn and the arrival of the boat from Crete. His hopes were reduced to nothing more than his own escape. He would leave his life behind on the island.

Thodoris began to weep in an unmanly way. His sobs echoed in the bronze mask. His knees clutched to his chest. Such was his despair that he never heard the approach of the minotaur called Furion.

Liberty, Death, or a Third Option

“What is the meaning of this?” roared the minotaur, snatching Thodoris by his neck and lifting him to his feet. Thodoris tried to choke out a desperate reply as the bronze mask was knocked from his face. Blood trickled from his nose as he gazed up at the anger fuming from the minotaur. “You are not allowed to be here. Wait! I know you! One of the laborers from the bathhouse. You are trying to escape!”

“N-n-o, please,” Thodoris managed to stammer. “Only… waiting for tile… from Crete.”

Thodoris knew this minotaur. Furion. He recognized the pattern of brown and white on his muzzle and body. He was small for a minotaur, but incredibly muscular, and with horns that curved forward to match his aggressive posture. His eyes were cruel and red, and he never wore a loincloth, preferring to let his very long cock dangle free and taunt the humans.

“You know the penalty for trying to escape,” laughed Furion and he picked Thodoris up and slung him over one shoulder like a minotaur carrying his bed slave.

“Please, I meant nothing by it,” whimpered Thodoris, struggling against the minotaur. This only caused his caged cock to rub against the mighty Furion’s muscular chest.

Furion laughed and smacked Thodoris on his bottom.

“You are too scrawny to escape me, silly human,” laughed the minotaur. “I have seen you working in the baths. A pitiful little creature. You were not made for such labors. Death is better.”

“Death?” cried Thodoris.

“Oh, yes, for trying to escape?” Furion laughed cruelly. “A most horrible death. Perhaps roasted alive or disemboweled. It has been too long since the last screaming sacrifice to the gods.”

The idea of being brutally killed was more terrifying than the horror of spending day after day upon the island. Thodoris shifted against the minotaur’s shoulder again, his cock pressing against its cage reminded him of the last time he was punished. The offer Nomiki had extended to him as an alternative to his misery. Of a potion that could free him from his masculinity and save him from certain death.

“The… the maiden’s vow,” gasped Thodoris.

“Hmmm?” Furion stopped. He hefted Thodoris from his shoulder with one hand and held him up so they were almost face-to-face. “You would surrender your cock and become a woman? A bed slave?”

“Yes, anything,” gasped Thodoris. “I just… just don’t want to die.”

“Oh, you may wish that again,” chuckled Furion. “But you have a fine little body, human. I’m sure you will make an even better maiden. And it will be my pleasure to be your first. Ha ha ha!”

Thodoris moaned with horror as Furion carried him to the temple of punishment. In those miserable halls, caged men and women pleaded for mercy and endured the whips, vises, and hot pokers of their tormentors. Hooded minotaurs pierced human nipples with needles, strapped men to wracks, and bound slave girls to be used as living furniture.

In the depths of such a place, Thodoris was re-introduced to Nomiki. He had thought her merely a senior cook or a matron of some sort when he had met her before. Now, surrounded by bubbling cauldrons and decanting elixirs into vials, she seemed more like a witch. One with huge, laden tits that she occasionally hefted and squeezed into her cauldrons, spurting out milk for her potions.

“Ahhhh, the prodigal son returns,” laughed Nomiki.

“Potion Mistress,” rumbled Furion, throwing Thodoris at the feet of Nomiki. “I have brought a boy in need of punishment. I caught him in disguise and trying to escape. Death is what he deserves, but he begs the maiden’s vow.”

“Does he now?” laughed Nomiki, dancing by the firelight and scooping up a vial containing swirling pink liquid. “Here, my boy. Do you swear to serve your masters?”

“I swear it,” cried Thodoris, desperate to avoid the cruel tortures he witnessed as he was brought into this inner lair.

“Then suck,” laughed Nomiki, grabbing Thodoris by the sweaty locks of his hair and pulling his face to one of her dangling breasts. She fed a thick nipple into his mouth and he latched desperately. He began to suck, drinking the warm, sweet milk in thirsty gulps.

As he sucked, Nomiki unstoppered the vial in her hand and began to pour the pink potion down her breast. She yanked Thodoris’ mouth from her nipple, twisting her fingers in his hair and holding his head tilted back. She suspended her breast above his open mouth and her milk and the potion’s pink droplets mingled as they dripped heavily into Thodoris’ mouth and across his tongue.

“With such a pitifully small cock, it won’t take much to change this one into a girl,” chuckled Furion.

Thodoris’ face burned with shame, but he could not stop drinking the potion mingled with Nomiki’s sweet milk.

“By the milk of my breast, by the seed of the masters, by the blessing of Aphrodite, you are remade,” she sang as the salty-sweet elixir began to slide down Thodoris’ throat. He looked up at her, desperate to escape the ultimate punishment, swallowing again and again as he drank the contents of the entire vial. Once the last drop spilled from Nomiki’s stiff nipple, she fed it into his mouth, and he resumed sucking at her milk.

But the warmth of the potion was already suffusing Thodoris’ body. He could feel the scruff on his face and the hair on his chest dropping off as if clipped. The tone of his muscles softening. A painful swelling in his chest and his hips. The pinch of his cock against his cage receding. He kept sucking from Nomiki’s sweat cream to avoid looking at his body.

“He changes already,” laughed Furion, studying closely. “My, those buds swell from his chest. Bigger than I expected on such a slender body!”

“Give it time, Furion,” gasped Nomiki. “It was a large dose. He will soften everywhere.”

And so Thodoris did. The lean, athletic young man softening and spreading into a voluptuous young beauty. His eyes and nose remained the same, but even his lips softened, his jaw narrowed, his brow thinned, and his blond hair grew longer and blonder still.

As his penis shrunk, the cage fell away with a clank. He felt the disappearance of his cock as a mild pleasure that suddenly burst inward as his outer flesh became inner flesh. Soft and silky and damp. A cunt. A womb. A softer ass. More delicate feet and toes. Eyes looking from Nomiki to Furion.

“Blessed by Aphrodite,” chuckled Furion, already rubbing at his long cock. “She is a pretty one. What shall we call her?”

“That is your choice, master,” said Nomiki, yanking Thodoris’ hair so that his lips popped free of her nipple.

The soft gasp that escaped Thodoris’ lips sounded distinctly feminine. His gaze was drawn, as if by nature, to the stiffening length of Furion’s cock grasped in the minotaur’s big fist.

“What is your name, girl?” demanded Furion.

“Thodoris,” he replied in a voice that did not sound his own.

“Not bad,” rumbled Furion. “Theodora. Does that suit you, girl?”

“Y-yes, I would like that, um, master,” said Theodora.

“She would like that,” laughed Furion, glancing over at Nomiki.

“Yes, they are so much more obedient after they have had the potion,” laughed Nomiki. “Go on, Furion. Take your pet back to your lodge. Introduce the girl that was Thodoris to the ways of being a woman.”

“Ha! With pleasure, witch!” Furion grasped Theodora in one mighty arm and slung her over his shoulder. Theodora cried out, the world turned upside down as the massive minotaur carried her from the temple of punishment. Furion’s hand was not shy about fondling and squeezing Theodora’s plush bottom. Groping her newly ample buttocks, teasing thick fingers down her crack, and over the damp lips of her cunny. “Hot for me already, eh? If I did not know better, I would think you wanted to get caught and turned into my little cock sleeve.”

“Nooo,” whimpered Theodora, wiggling her hips as if to escape, but only seeming to entice Furion to more thorough groping.

Furion was no high-ranking minotaur. In fact, he was among the lowest ranked, but still a god to the humans on the island. His lodge was small, made from unpainted wood and still only partly constructed. There was no hearth, but a firepit, and in this crackled a fire that warmed the rustic chamber. A bearskin was spread upon the floor by the firelight. Furion placed Theodora gently onto this soft pelt.

His cock was hard as he knelt above Theodora.

I am still a man, Theodora tried to tell herself. I am a man and I will be a man again. The gods will save me from this.

It was hard to believe her own inner monologue as she felt a trickle of desire from her cunt and gazed up at the huge cock of the minotaur jutting above her.

“You are beautiful,” rumbled Furion, his gaze softening as he looked down at Theodora. “Do not fear me, little one. Our first time will be gentle. It will not always be so. But this first time, I know it is new for you.”

“Th-thank you,” gasped Theodora, surprised that she meant the gratitude she offered him.

Furion snorted and leaned over Theodora, pushing her shielding hands away from the soft swells of her breasts. He lowered his face to them, snorting and snuffling, his hot breath tickling over Theodora’s new breasts. Her new, more sensitive nipples. She cried out at the soft brush of his muzzle against her tits. His lips opened and his hot tongue, huge and thick, dragged over her tits. Between them. Licking them slowly and covering them in his saliva.

His hands moved over her body. To her hips. To her thighs. He spread her legs wide and moved between them as his body moved lower. His tongue sliding down her hitching abdomen. To the fresh mound of her womanhood.

“No scent of manhood left,” sniffed the minotaur. He ran his tongue over the lips of Theodora’s cunny and she whimpered with pleasure. He licked again, his eyes gazing up at her as he nuzzled against her folds.

The minotaur’s huge tongue slipped inside her. Not deep enough to claim her but tasting her sweet opening. Her nectar. The minotaur licked her until Theodora was certain she was going to cum. A tightening within her that seemed much deeper than it had as a man. She gasped, on the brink, but Furion lifted his face.

The minotaur, muzzle damp with nectar, declared, “As sweet as any girl I have tasted.”

“Thank you, master,” moaned Theodora.

“Now you taste me,” he commanded.

He stood and she sat up, confronted with the minotaur’s huge, pink and brown cock and low-hanging bollocks. The strong male musk assaulted Theodora’s senses. She was hot she felt as if she should be steaming. Her breath coming in gulps. Her eyes wide and innocent as the minotaur draped his cock across Theodora’s face. The shaft against her lips. The head dripping on her bare shoulder.

“Mmmmmm,” she whimpered.

“Suck it,” rumbled Furion. “Taste it.”

I am a man, thought Theodora, already reaching a small hand for the root of the minotaur’s cock. She told herself, I could never suck a cock. Especially a beastly cock like this.

But her lips were already parting. Her tongue already reaching out for that dripping crown. The strong, salty taste melting into her mouth. Her lips enveloping Furion’s blunt tip.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Theodora, her eyes rolling as she began to suck.

It came so naturally to her. Sliding him deeper and deeper with each stroke. One hand on his bollocks, the other working the thick root of his shaft. Bobbing and slurping as brazen sluts had once done to the cock of a young man named Thodoris.

“The stones,” growled Furion. “Do not spare them your attention.”

“Mmmm, yes,” moaned Theodora. “Yes, master. I will suck them for you.”

Her mouth was upon the minotaur’s pink bollocks. Suckling and kissing, licking and caressing. Her hand working his wet shaft as she pleasured his musty stones. They tightened to his root.

“I will cover you now,” rumbled Furion. “Prepare… for your first baptism.”

“Yes! Yes, master!” cried Theodora, rocking back on her knees and offering her soft breasts and open mouth to him. The minotaur stood over her, stroking himself, precum dripping out onto Theodora’s face and into her waiting mouth. Each salty taste was like acid dissolving memories of her time as a man.

With a bellow, Furion unleashed the salty Santorini of his loins. An eruption of such quantity and warmth that it seemed to bathe the entirety of Theodora. Her face, shoulders, and breasts at least were completely smothered in the minotaur’s thick, slimy seed. She swallowed what she could manage and let the rest overflow her mouth and drip down her body.

Such a baptism awakened her desire. She took the minotaur’s spent cock in both hands and squeezed it between her spunk drenched breasts. She kissed and licked the crown as her soft tits massaged Furion back to full hardness.

“Such an eager girl,” rumbled the minotaur. “I thought to bathe you first, but this cannot wait. You will be mine… NOW!”

He bellowed with lust and tossed Theodora back onto the pelt. He grabbed her by her legs and spread them wide, pushing her feet up into the air as he pressed his cock to her slick entrance. Sudden terror gripped Theodora. The minotaur’s cock was too big. A finger first. A man’s cock. Anything. But, no, this was to be her first.

He thrust his cock into her tender folds and there was a sharp pain as Furion claimed Theodora’s maiden cunt. Her barrier sundered and her depths were invaded by his mighty spear. For several seconds, all she could do was stare in shock. Pain and heat sliding over the slow piston of the minotaur’s cock. Nectar trickling out of her cunt and down her ass.

Then, with another roar, Furion began to fuck her. Truly claiming her with each stroke. Making her soft tits bounce and sway against her ribcage. Her hair splayed against the pelt and her mouth open in a wordless cry of pain and pleasure. Her abdomen bulging with each stroke. Her body invaded, conquered, and claimed by the minotaur.

He hunched over her, working faster, his nostrils flaring and his eyes narrowing.

“Cum for me,” he snarled. “I will feel my slave’s pleasure before I let you have my seed.”

“Y-yes,” gasped Theodora, surprised she could even find that one word. “Yes!”

Her pleasure was like a storm inside her. Tightening and coiling around his thrusting cock. Pulsing from her clit down to the straining walls of her cunt. Gripping him with each spasm of her ecstasy. She howled his name, “Furionnnnnn!”

Bucking her hips to meet him. Feeling those huge balls slapping against her ass. Tighter and tighter until with a huge roar his seed burst inside her, pumping into her twitching pussy and overflowing her in hot spurts. Each pump of cum inside her sent an echo of pleasure through Theodora’s body. She forgot the pain. Forgot the anguish. She was made anew. Not as a man, not even as a woman, but as a slave.

As a cock sleeve for the minotaur.
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To the Victor, the Spoils

There, in the Garden of Pasiphae, beneath the prostrating statue of the bull-loving wife of Minos offering herself to the Golden Bull, Isidora knelt in a similar posture and awaited the mark that would seal her destiny to Gorok.

Isidora watched the glowing head of the branding iron as Gorok brought it closer to her firm, peachy bottom. Her supple flesh yearned for the young minotaur’s mark. The dark, rebellious Gorok was so much more exciting and forceful than old Agamemnok. She did not want to hurt the shaggy old minotaur, she respected his learned ways, but she was ready to be marked and claimed by Gorok.

“Please,” gasped Isidora, wagging her hips and inviting the mark. “Do it, master. Make me yours.”

“Then you shall be mine!” laughed Gorok, raising the iron to thrust it at Isidora’s flawless rear.

But before the glowing brand in the shape of an embellished “G” could make contact with the luscious curve of Isidora’s rump, another minotaur barged into the garden. Agamemnok swung a shaggy arm and knocked the branding iron from Gorok’s grasp. It splashed into the fountain beneath the statue of Pasiphae and the hot brand was extinguished with a hiss.

“Treachery!” shouted the old minotaur, shoving Gorok with both hands and nearly pitching him into the fountain. “You know this girl was mine to claim and yet I find you here, in a public garden no less, preparing to brand her like some milk cow!”

“You think you own her just because you have fucked her?” Gorok snorted with fury and shoved Agamemnok back on his hooves. The smaller black bull flexed his muscular shoulders and made his big hands into fists. “She offers herself to me! She would not become the breeder of some dusty old clerk! She desires adventure and boldness! She knows I can please her like no other bull!”

“I will crush you, welp! I have broken bigger bulls in half!” Agamemnok lowered his head and charged with his horns at Gorok. The black minotaur sidestepped and Agamemnok crashed into a fence covered in roses. The elder minotaur roared with fury, yanking the pieces of fence from his head and turning to look for his foe.

“Please! Don’t do this!” cried Isidora, terrified by the fury of the two minotaurs. “I don’t want either of you to be hurt!”

“Do not fear, my sweet slut,” snorted Gorok, stamping and dragging a hoof. He glanced down at Isidora. “This old fool will not hurt me and I will spare him any serious—AH!”

In his arrogance, Gorok took his eyes from Agamemnok. The massive minotaur flung the last of the fence aside and came at Gorok with both fists, hammering his massive punches into the head and shoulders of the black-furred minotaur.

“I will break your bones! I will gore your cock!” Agamemnok tried to impale Gorok with his horns even as he battered him. The smaller minotaur was too quick for that. Gorok finally managed to disentangle himself from Agamemnok by delivering a brutal uppercut to the old minotaur’s chin and knocking him back a step.

“I’ll see that you get a proper funeral pyre when I’m done with you, old fool,” snorted Gorok, blood dripping from a cut above one eye.

Both minotaurs were picking up objects to use as weapons to finish the job. Agamemnok retrieved one of the pieces of iron fence to use as a spear and Gorok picked up a gardener’s shovel, winging it menacingly and keeping Agamemnok at a distance.

Isidora could not bear it. She cried out and ran between the two fighting minotaurs. Whatever feelings of pride she might have at having two of these godlike creatures fighting for her affection, she could not stand to see either of them seriously hurt or killed. She ran into the path of their fury and both nearly struck her with their wild attacks. Realizing they had nearly killed the object of their affection, Gorok and Agamemnok backed away from her.

“Stand aside, girl,” commanded Gorok. “I have to finish this.”

“Yes, move aside. Let him run himself onto my horns,” laughed Agamemnok. “Neither of us wants you hurt, Isidora.”

“Well… well you’re going to have to hurt me!” said Isidora, growing annoyed with the both of them. She moved to stay between them, spreading her arms and presenting as big a target as possible if either minotaur tried to charge the other. “Stop it! There must be some way we can settle this!”

“Settle this?” Agamemnok snorted with fury and slammed down a hoof so hard it cracked a paving stone. “He was about to brand you with his mark! I chose you, Isidora! I brought you into my lodge!”

“And I was the one who showed her true pleasure,” mocked Gorok. “You probably couldn’t even get that hard for her, you gelded old buffoon. You are the past, Agamemnok. What use could she have for your seed?”

“That’s enough, Gorok! Quit antagonizing him!”

“You dare speak to me like that?” snorted Gorok. “Mind yourself, girl.”

“Do not threaten her!” bellowed Agamemnok, angling for a path to get to Gorok but stymied once more by Isidora as she kept her body between them.

It was Gorok’s viciousness and Agamemnok’s protectiveness that finally made Isidora realize what the only possible solution was to offer herself to them both.

“There is another way,” said Isidora. “I give you both a chance with me, to fill me with your seed, and we let the gods decide. Whichever bull gives me a child, I will be their mate.”

“But you were begging for my mark,” rumbled Gorok with anger.

“You should not sully yourself with this creature’s seed,” protested Agamemnok. “I will take you back to my lodge and we can settle this properly.”

“No,” shouted Isidora, the night breeze stirring her golden hair and her eyes blazing with determination. “No lodge. I will offer myself to you both, here and now, and once per day thereafter, until a child is conceived. The gods will decide to which of you I should belong. The other must accept this outcome.”

“You do not dictate these terms to me,” boomed Agamemnok.

“The old buffoon is right for once,” said Gorok. “You are a human. You do not make the rules for us.”

“It’s simple,” said Isidora. “You accept my terms or I will throw myself into the sea and let Poseidon decide my fate. Would you not rather take destiny on your own terms? Prove you are the mightier bull, Gorok. Agamemnok. What do you have to fear?”

The two minotaurs exchanged a hostile glance. Gorok’s lip curled in revulsion and his nostrils flared with anger. Agamemnok remained hunched with fury.

“Very well,” said Agamemnok. “I will accept this wager. But I demand to take my turn first.”

“I will not take second place to this moldering mop!” growled Gorok.

“One of you must be first and he agreed to my terms before you,” said Isidora. “Do not worry, Gorok. If your seed is as potent as you claim, I am certain you will triumph over Agamemnok.”

Gorok watched them with fury but said nothing more. Isidora was not sure if he was accepting the terms or plotting some sort of revenge. Agamemnok’s huge hand closed around Isidora’s and the massive old minotaur led her away from the fountain. He brought her to a portion of the garden devoted to flowering ferns. The smell of the bright pink flowers engulfed her as he lowered her to the soft grass.

“You were a silly girl to seek pleasure with a rogue like Gorok,” rumbled Agamemnok as he began to caress Isidora. “He will never treat you with the respect that I show you.”

“I know that,” gasped Isidora, thrusting her pert breasts against Agamemnok’s giant hands. “Maybe… maybe I like the way he treats me.”

Agamemnok’s nostrils flared with anger and his hands tightened roughly against her breasts.

“Should I be cruel to you then?” he asked, squeezing hard enough that pain shot from Isidora’s chest down through her core to her cunt.

“Oh, yesssss,” she moaned. “I’ve been so bad, Agamemnok. Be cruel to me. Be rough. I deserve it.”

His eyes widened in surprise and then narrowed as he understood her teasing. He shoved her back down to the soft ferns, shaking loose flower petals as he shoved her legs wide and moved between them. His massive cock was already growing stiff.

“That’s right, my love,” she moaned. “Punish me. I betrayed you. I deserve whatever you want to do with me.”

“I will… I will fuck you full of my seed,” rumbled Agamemnok.

He pinned Isidora’s knees back and her legs wide as he pressed atop her. The flattened head of his cock rubbed at her juicy slit. Even with her knees bent back almost painfully and pinned by his weight, she managed to rock her hips and rub her cunny against his cock.

“OooOOOooo yesss!” she cried, her cunny throbbing as she pressed against that huge, beastly cockhead.

“You are mine, Isidora,” bellowed Agamemnok and he thrust into her with a fury she had never felt before. It was thrilling and a little scary, for he was so huge in every way that she knew he could destroy her body if he so desired. He bent her beneath him with every trust, his huge bollocks slapping against her ass and his massive cock stretching her tight cunny. So big and swollen that she felt the drum of his heart in the veins that corded his thick shaft.

“Yesssss! Show me what a bad girl I have been! Make me yours!” she cried, but then even such words became impossible as he bent her bag further. Into a full mating press. His cock bulging her tight tummy as he plunged his length in and out of her slick pussy. Faster and faster, his bollocks tightening against his root. Her breath stolen with each thrust of the mighty minotaur’s cock.

“You will serve me!” roared Agamemnok. “You will birth my sons and forget that treacherous cur!”

“AAAAHHHH! YESSS! Make me forget him!” she wailed, cumming hard on the minotaur’s mighty cock. “Fill me with your seed, Agamemnok!”

His pumping pillar unleashed a hot flood of spunk into her depths. It surged against her womb and drenched her trembling ovum. Hot, slick minotaur cum that coated his throbbing cock and spilled out of her pussy. She could feel his cum frothing out from her cuntlips and dripping down her crack.

Agamemnok finished his pleasure inside her and then relaxed just enough to press his muzzle to her face and thrust his tongue into her gasping mouth. She had no choice but to kiss him in reply. Ravishing by his tongue. Her creamy cunt still twitching around the thrilling thickness of his cock.

For the moment, she felt sure that Agamemnok had won the wager. She embraced him and moaned softly against his fuzzy lips.

But she was soon to be reeducated by Gorok. When she went limping back to him, the savage black minotaur threw her into the fountain. She sputtered and gasped as he dragged her out of the fountain by her hair.

“I cannot stand the stink of that old fool on your body,” he declared. “I will make you mine… on my terms! Now! Suck my cock, slave!”

He shoved her down to her knees on the garden path and slapped his cock against her wet face. His fingers twisted in her wet hair, and he pulled again, making her cry out and open her mouth. He dragged the hot length of his cock across her lips and tongue.

“Aaaahhnnmmmm,” moaned Isidora, submitting to Gorok’s authority and sweetly tonguing his cock. She licked, kissed, and slurped upon his swelling cock. She suckled his bollocks, bathing them in her mouth and tonguing his cum-heavy stones. Her eyes rolling. Her nose thick with his musk. Her mouth full of his bollocks as her hands wanked his wet shaft.

“Mmmmmppphmmmmm. Oh, thank you, Gorok. Your cock… mmmmm… so magnificent. I will drink your seed like the finest of wines.”

Gorok snorted and pulled his cock from her grasp. He teased it across her face. Her open mouth and parted lips. Her tongue.

“You will not drink my seed again until you carry my son in your belly. My seed belongs in your womb. May it wash away the feeble spurts of that old fool’s withered stones.”

“Yesss, please,” cried Isidora. “Make my pussy yours!”

Agamemnok had shown her his fury. Gorok was a creature of fury. He lifted Isidora by her hair and hooked an arm around her body. He flung her over the side of the fountain, pushing her head down into the water as he stroked his thick cock against her freshly-fucked cove. His hand paddled her bottom, stinging impacts that caused her to cry out even as she was sputtering and fighting to surface and draw a breath. He finally let her head up, only to shock her with an impaling thrust of his big black bull cock.

“Mine!” he snorted, nostrils flaring wide as he pounded into her pussy. Her tits grazed the surface of the fountain’s water. Her dripping, golden hair hung beneath her head, slapping against her shoulder and tits as her head bounced with each thrust.

“Ahhhhhh!” cried Isidora, unable to form a coherent word as pain and pleasure ruled her body. Gorok beat her with his hips, spanking her firm bottom and forcing her to fight to keep from tipping over and submerging her head again. The pain was intense from the force of his ramming cock, but it was matched by exquisite, clutching waves of orgasmic pleasure. The black minotaur’s cock pummeled her in just the right spot. Blow after blow hammering into the core of her ecstasy.

“Take my seed! Take it and be mine!” bellowed Gorok, his powerful hands painfully tight on Isidora’s hips. His cock pounding into her. His tight bollocks beating against her clit. He roared with his release and Isidora felt the powerful jets of his cum flooding her womb. The angry force of each gush seemed to cleanse her womb of Agamemnok’s seed.

How could the wise old minotaur hope to match the youthful fury of Gorok? The black bull’s cum spurted again and again and even after he had cum he kept his cock buried inside her. Snorting, breathing heavily, not releasing Isidora or drawing his cock out.

“Oh, master,” she moaned, “you have marked me. I am sure of it.”

“I will fuck you every morning and night to be sure of it,” growled Gorok. “That old fool will never have you. His seed will never best mine. And when your belly swells with my son, I will force him to witness the birth. To prove that the fur of your child is black and not white.”

“Oh, yesssss, Gorok,” moaned Isidora, rutting back against Gorok’s softening cock. “Please, fuck me again.”

Gorok snorted and began to lazily sway his hips, working his partially flaccid cock in and out of Isidora’s cunt.

Only time would tell if his seed was indeed the most virile. Isidora was certain that it was, but was just as certain she would enjoy fucking both Agamemnok and Gorok until the matter was decided by the gods.


Epilogue

Blessed Lives on the Island of the Minotaurs

The Descent of Stergios

Many days passed upon the Island of the Minotaurs.

Stergios Vassakos had forgotten what it meant to be a father and husband. He had witnessed his wife’s eager embrace of pleasure with the minotaurs, he knew both of his beautiful daughters had succumbed to the godlike beasts, and he had been told that his son now lived as a woman with one of the minotaurs.

At last, Stergios fully understood the hollow expressions on the faces of the other patriarchs brought to the island. These were men of middle age or older. Men like Stergios that had built a family and a great fortune and had given up a life of wealth on Crete for the honor of coming to the Island of the Minotaurs.

He had believed that leisure would be his reward for an honorable life, but instead he swept the streets and crawled through the sewers fixing pipes. He hauled refuse to the waste pit and, if he was fortunate, would see his wife Phoebe for an hour or two in a week. He rarely ever saw his daughters and was not even sure he wanted to see what his son had become.

A few men threw themselves into the sea and offered their souls to Poseidon. One man hung himself in the barracks reserved for the men, his body waiting for a returning shift to discover.

Stergios thought of such men as weak. He would live on and endure. It was his duty to the gods, to his family, and to himself to labor in service of the minotaurs. Even if it meant living each day undone and utterly cuckolded.

When he was alone with such thoughts, in his bed, his hand would slip beneath the coarse blanket and fumble for his cock. He would think of his wife and the others.

He would wonder what they were doing at that very moment. And he would begin to stroke his stiffening prick.

Phoebe and Her Life of Service

The wet pop of suction was accompanied by a soft groan of pleasure. Phoebe was cradled in the arms of the hulking minotaur like a tot being held by its mother. But it was the minotaur that was suckling the milk from Phoebe. Her breasts had grown enormously since her pregnancy and the birth of her twins. Her nipples had thickened, and her milk swelled within her breasts, requiring nearly hourly milkings to keep from dripping.

“Ooooohhhhh, Planatos,” she moaned, caressing the bovine face of her latest lover. The minotaur with the creamy brown fur ran his tongue over Phoebe’s nipples and latched his lips again to her breast. She gasped with pleasure as she felt the milk spurting into his sucking mouth. Milk poured sympathetically out of her other nipple, spilling down over the quivering mound of her breast and trickling down her side.

Birthing twins had only made Phoebe Vassakos more popular with the minotaurs. She had become a “holy cow.” A woman free to be used and milked by any minotaur who desired her. So popular that she was regularly excused from her duties in the kitchen to simply luxuriate in the temples and other public areas, her gown loose and easily parted, and her body ready to pleasure or quench the thirst of any minotaur that desired her.

The beautiful, dark-haired matriarch stroked Planatos, her hands wrapping around his horns as he sucked at her breasts and drank greedily of her milk. She could feel his cock stirring against her back. Planatos visited her often. She knew he had taken a liking to her. She wondered if he might seed her soon so that her twin sons might have another sibling.

“Master,” she moaned. “Shall I pleasure you?”

“Mmmmmmm,” rumbled the minotaur, running his long tongue over and between her shifting, milk-heavy tits before lifting his fast from her breasts. “Very well. Drain my seed, my beauty. Let it fill you as your milk now fills me.”

“Yes, master,” gasped Phoebe, eagerly sliding from the minotaur’s huge lap and down to the floor before the bench in the rotunda. Minotaurs and their women were coming and going as if nothing unusual was occurring as Planatos pulled aside his loincloth and freed the brown pillar of his cock.

Phoebe moaned with desire, inhaling his rich musk and pressing kisses to the thick shaft of his cock. She nuzzled at his bollocks. Kissing his pouch. Shifting them with her tongue. Her lips moved up his mighty pillar and she squeezed his cock between the milking-softened hang of her breasts. She marveled at his size.

How fortunate to be the favorite of one of the biggest minotaurs on the island! She showed her appreciation by using her milk to lubricate his cock and wanking him between her tits. She moved her body up and down to stroke his huge cock with those breasts. She tongued his tip and looked up at him adoringly as she pleasured him.

Fitting the flattened head of Planatos’ cock into her mouth took a great deal of effort. Being the largest of her lovers had its drawbacks, particularly when she was stretching her lips around him and trying to suck. But her efforts were rewarded as her well-trained throat finally yielded to the huge head of his cock. Her neck bulged with the invasion and Planatos let out a deep, rumbling groan of pleasure.

“No other human is so dutiful,” he said, draping one huge hand on Phoebe’s head. “Now suck, my sweet. I have much seed for you to drink this morning. You need your daily dose.”

“Mmmnnnhngggnn!” agreed Phoebe, her eyes watering as she bounced her tits on his shaft and took his cock as deep down her throat as her body would allow. Mucus slicked his leaking dick. Slime from her throat mixing with the ooze of his precum. She could taste that familiar salty tang and feel his huge bollocks tightening beneath her stroking fingers.

The rotunda echoed with the glurk glurk of Phoebe’s efforts as drool poured from her mouth and soaked her cleavage. A few minotaurs and their mates glanced in Phoebe’s direction. She knew they wanted her. She could suck cock better than any woman on the island. She was the queen of draining minotaur loads and all those jealous women knew it.

She would have laughed at the women watching her if she didn’t have her throat stuffed full of minotaur cock.

“That’s it,” groaned Planatos, his head dropping back and his fingers tangling in Phoebe’s dark tresses. “My seed boils for you, Phoebe. Prepare… prepare yourself for my… RELEASE!”

He pushed her head down so far that her breasts were shoved out of the way and his cock impaled her throat deeper than it had ever been violated. Phoebe’s eyes went wide, but she recovered quickly, tightening the seal of her lips near the root of the minotaur’s massive cock and resuming her suction. She was rewarded a moment later by the powerful throbbing of the cock buried down her throat. Pump after pump flooded warmly into her stomach. He pulled back and let his cock slip free of her dripping lips to paint her face and dangling breasts in thick, warm streams of spunk.

“Ohhhhhh! Master!” she sputtered, opening wide and catching what she could. He decorated her in his cream and Phoebe moaned with delight, licking it up from her breasts and slurping her fingers clean. Even after she had licked the cum from his shrinking cock, she went lower to tongue and worship his softening pouch.

“Oh, master,” she moaned, kissing his bollocks. “Is there more for me?”

“Tonight,” promised Planatos, pushing her aside and slowly rising from the bench. “Attend me at my lodge and you will be rewarded with what you most desire.”

“You will breed me?” she gasped, overjoyed at the thought.

“You drink seed like a woman parched,” he laughed, giving her tits a rough squeeze. “You are ready to birth me a son. I know you will feed him well with these.”

Phoebe cried out with delight, thrusting her tits into the minotaur’s hands as she imagined a future with another son.

Milena and Spyridon

It was almost time for Milena. She could feel the minotaur within her huge belly, pushing against the walls of her womb. Each push only made her crave Spyridon’s cock more, but the minotaur had not visited her in several days.

“He is only being careful of your pregnancy,” said Zala, working the sensitive buds of Milena’s dangling, milk-heavy tits. Milk spurted through Zala’s fingers and into the wide pan she was using to collect the cream. “Milking is more important. It will ensure you have enough for the bull when he is born.”

“Yessss,” moaned Milena, jiggling in the milking stand and savoring each squeeze of Zala’s practiced fingers. “But… but plead to him for me. His cock… I think of nothing else, Zala. Without it, I am lost. I am still many days away from giving birth.”

Zala raised a skeptical eyebrow and glanced at the huge expanse of Milena’s gravid abdomen hanging beneath her in the milking stand. Zala gave Milena an extra hard tug on her nipples, eliciting a sharp gasp of surprise as milk spurted into the pan from both breasts at once.

“You are five days away, at most,” said Zala. “Spyridon is big in every way. You do not want him hurting you or your blessed son.”

“He can… he can be gentle,” suggested Milena, feeling a hot pulse in her clit as Zala squeezed her heavy tits again and milk spurted into the pan.

“Spyridon? Gentle?” Zala laughed. “The bull is not gentle. That is not his way. But you are so pitiful. I remember my first time birthing a minotaur. The pregnancy made me crave cock more than ever. I will take your plea to our master. Perhaps he will show you mercy, whether or not it is the sensible thing to do.”

“Thank you,” gasped Milena, feeling the flow of her milk begin to diminish. “Could you also… I mean… would you make sure every drop is out?”

“You like that, do you?” chuckled Zala. “Very well. I will get it all out for you, Milena, but only because you are my favorite of his brides.”

The plump older woman carefully moved the milking pan aside and grunted as she slid from the stool and onto her knees. Zala crawled beneath the milking stand and under the hanging weight of Milena’s still slightly laden breasts. Milena’s nipples had thickened with her advancing pregnancy and frequent milkings. They were red and beaded with droplets of milk. Zala leaned beneath one, capturing it with her tongue and latching her mouth to Milena’s breast.

Warm, soothing pleasure seemed to melt through Milena’s body as the older woman began to suck. How often had Milena sucked the milk from Zala’s breasts? More times than she could count, but to know the pleasure of being sucked was to realize a purpose she had often envied in women blessed with milk. Now that the blessing was upon her, she savored it. Each warm suck of Zala’s mouth producing another spurt until Milena was quaking in the milking stand and wriggling her hips against the restraints.

“Ohhhhh, matron,” moaned Milena. “Ohhhhh… you’ll make me cum if you keep sucking like that.”

“Isn’t that what you want?” chuckled Zala before returning her mouth to Milena’s breast.

“Yessssss,” hissed Milena, surrendering to the pleasure. She bucked in the milking stand, making the frame shake around her as she came and released the last of her milk into Zala’s suckling mouth.

After, the women shared a milk-flavored kiss. Zala helped Milena out of the stand and to her small, but comfortable bedroom.

It was well into the night when Zala unexpectedly visited Milena in her bed. The plump older woman nudged Milena awake. A candle lit her face and the depths of her cleavage.

“Come, Milena,” whispered Zala. “The master has agreed. Spyridon awaits you in the arena.”

The great and beautiful bull stood snorting in the center of the arena. His eyes blazed with lust. There was no breeding stand. Just him. Zala pushed Milena towards him and stepped back, but did not leave.

“My love,” murmured Milena, looking from the bull’s dark eyes to the cock straining from his sheath. “May I pleasure you?”

Spyridon snorted and stomped a hoof.

“Head down,” he rumbled. “Ass up.”

The position was difficult with the huge, stretched weight of her belly in the way, but Milena desperately wanted her master’s cock. She obeyed him, pressing her face and milky tits down into the sandy floor of the arena and raising her hips as high as she could.

Spyridon crashed upon her like a charging army. His mighty lance impaled her cunt. She felt it with a sharp pain and then, again and again, the rhythmic, snorting, grunting lust of the beast overwhelmed her. She began to cum through the pain. Feeling the bull’s furry underside rubbing against her ass. His huge, cum-heavy bollocks slapping her clit. His mighty pillar so very deep inside her.

“Thank you, master!” she wept. “Oh, your cock… it is magnificent! Can’t stop CUMMING!”

She wailed with ecstasy and the bull snorted in bestial rut, throwing back his head and hilting his huge cock inside Milena’s quaking cunt. He loosed a torrent of hot seed into her depths. Spurt after spurt flooded her fertilized womb. He remained like that, buried inside her, filling her clutching cunt to overflowing until at last he drew his cock from Milena with a loud slurp.

She turned to him, grateful tears in her eyes as she cradled his cock and kissed his slimy shaft.

“No more,” rumbled Spyridon. “Dangerous. Baby soon.”

“Yes, thank you, master,” she cried as he stomped out of the arena and left her on her knees, dripping with his spunk.

“Come, Milena,” said Zala, walking over to help her up.

But Milena fell forward into the sand, a painful spasm wracking her body. There would be no more waiting. No more.

Her son was coming.

Theodora and Furion

“Fuck yes, give me that fucking cum,” moaned Theodora, bucking her hips feverishly atop the mighty pillar of Furion. The minotaur’s hands cradled Theodora’s firm little bottom and the minotaur snorted with delight as he watched her pert tits bouncing nearly in his snout.

“Again? You need more to remind you… that you are my slut!” Furion smacked Theodora’s bottom and the insatiable girl cried out with delight, riding harder upon his cock.

“Yessss! So much, master! Fuck me full of your hot fucking seed! Drown me in your thick broth!! OHHH!” Theodora fell forward, wrapping her slender arms around Furion’s muscular neck and pressing a kiss to the minotaur’s beastly lips. The young beauty’s tongue met the minotaur’s as the blonde rode urgently atop Furion’s mighty cock.

Such enthusiasm was more than the great Furion could withstand. He let out a snorting, bellowing roar of pleasure and unleashed his seed upon Theodora’s womb. Gushes of hot, slick cum overflowed and dripped down Furion’s bollocks.

And still Theodora rode atop him, not permitting the minotaur any chance to recover.

“Damn you, woman!” laughed the minotaur, shoving her off his lap and to the floor.

“Ah!” cried Theodora, giggling and quickly crawling back to the minotaur. She took him into her mouth without hesitation and rubbed her soft tits against his cock.

“Wait!” Furion shoved Theodora away again. “Go and bathe yourself, slut! I have a gift for you for these months of good behavior!”

“A gift? For me?” Theodora tried to crawl back to Furion’s cock and he shoved her away and off the bed.

“Yes!” shouted the minotaur. “Go and bathe yourself! Return to me only when you are cleansed of my seed!”

“Oh, but it feels so good inside me,” moaned Theodora, but she reluctantly departed the bedroom. She wondered what her master could give her as a gift. She certainly had everything she wanted, like Furion’s cock. His fat, cum-filled bollocks. His long, powerful tongue. That hunky, muscular body. What more could she crave?

She emerged from the bath, scrubbed and flushed from the hot water. She wrapped herself in a towel and returned to the bed. She was surprised to find Furion standing beside it.

“Lie down,” he commanded. “On your back.”

He had something in his hands, but Theodora could not be sure what it was.

“Yes, of course,” she said, feeling a quiver of nervousness. “Is that how you want to claim me next?”

“It is,” said Furion. “Good. Make yourself comfortable. Now spread your legs very wide for me. Show me your shorn cunt.”

Theodora lifted her head from the pillows and spread her legs wide. She looked down at her blushing mound and stroked it with her fingers. Hard to believe scarcely a few months before there had been a cock there. She had been cursed with a different life and the urge to leave the island. This… was much nicer.

Furion stood at the foot of the bed, a smile on his savage muzzle as he revealed the vial in his hand. He popped the stopper from the top.

“Something Nomiki gave me to help you fulfill your destiny,” explained the minotaur, leaning over the bed and carefully tipping the vial over Theodora’s body. “An oil to awaken the womb within your body. So that my seed will at last find purchase within you.”

“Ohhhhh, yesssss,” cried Theodora, arching atop the bed as the oily liquid splashed against her mound and seeped into her pussy. She thrust her fingers through the oil, spreading it into her depths. Warmth seeped into her skin and her ovaries began to throb.

Furion climbed atop her, cock in hand, and fed the throbbing length of his mighty manhood into Theodora’s fertile furrow. She sucked in a breath as she was filled with hot flesh. It pulsed and twitched within her and the huge minotaur began to move. Each piston thrust drove the pleasure deeper and made Theodora’s ovaries drum inside her abdomen.

“This is incredible,” she gasped, a grin upon her face. “Oh, master, this will be the one. Cum for me, please. I need to feel it. Help me… help me reach my destiny.”

“Yes! YESSSS!” He roared like never before, throwing back his head and hilting inside her. His tight bollocks jerking and his cock unleashing mighty gushes of his seed.

Theodora came with him. Her primed body instinctively milking the spurts of potent spunk from the minotaur’s cock. Her fertile womb awash in the minotaur’s hot seed. This was it. All her past forgotten. All her future opening up before her.

She wrapped her legs as best she could around her mighty lover, drawing his spilling spear deeper into her womb as she shuddered with the intensity of her pleasure.

Bred at last!

Isidora and Gorok

Isidora sucked in a breath as the red-hot branding iron pressed into her flank. Her flesh hissed and burnt beneath the hot metal, the shape of Gorok’s sigil emblazoned upon her pristine skin. She was still drenched in sweat from the birth of her son, but Gorok had not wanted to wait. Once the birth had proved his claim on Isidora, he demanded the right to mark her as his property.

Agamemnok had no recourse but to admit defeat.

“My heart goes with you, Isidora,” said the shaggy old minotaur and he kissed her hand.

Gorok shoved the older minotaur away from Isidora.

“She carried my son, as I said all along,” snarled the smaller, but more muscular Gorok. “She is mine now and it is proven before the eyes of Poseidon. Go, Agamemnok, and do not bother yourself with my lodge! For here resides my wife and son.”

Isidora’s sympathy for Agamemnok was swallowed up by joy as she looked at the minotaur tot in her arms. She stroked its horned head and fed her nipple to its beastly mouth. The warm gush of her milk was so very satisfying. Not that Gorok had not sucked it whenever he pleased during her pregnancy, but this was different. This was what it meant to be a mother.

“What shall we call him, Gorok?” asked Isidora as she nursed the minotaur baby.

“My father was Manturok,” said Gorok, stroking Isidora’s sweat-darkened golden hair. “I would call my son Manturok.”

“Manturok,” repeated Isidora. “I like it. He will be Manturok.”

She kissed the minotaur on his dark-furred head and reclined among the cushions on the birthing bed. Gorok left her to feed the baby, but he was not away long. When the feeding was done, he insisted on having Isidora.

“It must be soon after,” he explained, untying his loincloth, “or you will take too completely to being a mother and forget your other job.”

“What is that, my love?”

“The sheath for my cock,” he growled, rolling Isidora onto her stomach. He thrust into her without pity and Isidora howled, at first with pain, but then with pleasure. She loved the rough way that Gorok treated her. He afforded her comfort, even some freedom, but his desires demanded her full attention.

Even exhausted, after birthing her son and being branded, she began to throw her ass back against Gorok. She took him with skill and enthusiasm. He lifted her into his arms and made her ride atop his cock. She came for him, waves of hot pleasure, quaking through her body, making her laden tits shudder and drip.

He took her standing up, making her tits swing and slap beneath her. Pounding into her pussy from behind with such force that she was afraid he might injure her. He fucked her ass, his bollocks spanking against her soaking cunt as she came around his long, throbbing cock.

Finally, he pulled out, pumping his seed onto her ass and back, turning her around and finishing into her mouth. Down her throat. Forcing her to clean his cock with her tongue.

Then, spent, she nuzzled against him. She slept in his arms. Her passion was satisfied by the brutality of her husband. Her love reciprocated with a rough hand and a hard, throbbing cock.

Stergios in the Depths

And so, Stergios heard of the fate of each of his daughters, the daughter his son had become, and even his wife, who visited him on occasion. He suspected she did it only to torment him, but it was a torment he endured to be with her.

She straddled his face with her plump thighs, smothered him with her ample ass, and let him taste the slick, raunchy, cum-filled trench of her cunt. He knew that if he did a thorough job of licking up the remnants of her beastly lovers, he would be rewarded with her milk. A reward sweeter than any he might hope for in his daily labors.

As he smothered beneath her, as he breathed the raunchy atmosphere of sex, sweat, and cum, as he tasted the lovers Phoebe enjoyed in his place, Stergios reached down to his cock and began to stroke himself. His pleasure built and Phoebe laughed atop him, her words vibrating through her body and against his tongue as she said, “Enjoy yourself, Stergios, for you dwell in the depths now. Poseidon wills it and the minotaurs reign.”

“Mmmmmmnnhmmm,” he agreed, his tongue buried in his wife’s salty cunt as his cock began to twitch and spurt in his grasp.

That only made Phoebe laugh harder.
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