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The Mating Arena:




Part One

OGRE




Chapter One

I’m a nerd. My brother calls me nerd daily. It’s his nickname for me and not meant maliciously. The man who drives the city bus jokingly remarks about it when he drops me off at the same place every day, the antiquated, used bookstore on the south side.

Even when I was an awkward teen in school, my peers would call me a nerd when they saw me in the hallways, arms loaded with books.

It’s the truth and I’ve come to accept the title with pride. My childhood was lonely with parents who were so self-absorbed they forgot they had kids. My brother had friends and sports to keep him busy.

I had friends when I was little, but as we grew to the cusp of womanhood, our goals didn’t align, so we faded apart.

They went boy crazy, and I went book crazy. They flaunted their newly grown breasts and perky asses at parties and in tiny bikinis during the summer while I covered my assets up with baggy clothes and hid behind thick glasses and even thicker books.

I became a socially awkward nerd.

It was fine by me. I loved books more than the real world. Fantasy stories are my life and I consume them like candy. My favorites were old stories of maidens and knights. A romance long forgotten. The knight would always win the maiden’s hand. They marry and ride off into the sunset.

It’s a sweet ending, but that’s not what got me wet and aching between my thighs. It was always the monsters that appeared in the book. With their menacing snarls and odd or horrific features, brute strength and a craving for virginal maidens.

Just once, I’d love to see the creatures win. He’d capture his prize and rip her gown to shreds as his monstrous cock grows between his bulging thighs. The woman would be terrified but secretly want to be mounted by such a beast. He’d plunge his shaft into her, deflowering the young maiden and claiming her for all time.

She’d remain as his slave, mate or broodmare, depending on the monster. Now that would be an epic story ending.

I can feel the arousal coursing through my veins at the thought, but it’s just fantasy. It’s my dirty desires, but that doesn’t mean I’d want to be ravaged by a monster. They’d rip my poor human body apart on those monstrous cocks, and besides, it’s not real life.

“Next stop, Riffe St.”

The bus driver shouts, rousing me from my daydreams of monsters mating humans. I grab my belongings as the bus comes to a stop. I walk towards the front, and the driver winks at me as I pass. “Have a wonderful day, miss. Don’t nerd out too hard with all those dusty books.”

I give him a shy smile, knowing he means well, and climb down the steps. The bus door closes behind me. It drives off just as my face breaks into a genuine smile. The Gateway Bookstore stands in front of me. The sign, large and beckoning me closer.

My getaway from reality and the best job in the world. As I enter, Mr. Armond, the shop owner, comes from the back with a stack of books in his arms.

He’s a little man in his late sixties and short. He only comes up to my stomach and I’m short by most standards. I rush to help the grey-haired man, taking the stack of books from his arms. “Let me help you, Mr. Armond.”

“Ah… hello, Layla. You’re early as usual.” He says with a chuckle. His thin, weathered lips tip up on one side in his version of a smile. It looks more like he’s trying to take a dump, but I’d never tell him that.

“I’m always early.” I say as I set the books down on the front counter. His smile widens and I get a glimpse of yellowed teeth. The ends are a little pointer than normal. His long nose is bent awkwardly to the side, letting his glasses slide down the bridge of his nose. Even his ears have an odd appearance. If this was some fantasy book, I’d have to say he resembles an elf or goblin, but he’s from a mountainous village in Europe I’ve never heard of, so maybe his odd features are normal there.

It’s none of my business and impolite to ask those types of questions, so I just accept he’s different like me. No, I’m not funny looking. I know my long dark hair and well-endowed chest attracts the eyes of men, but as soon as they talk to me, I get flustered and make an ass of myself. Turns out men find discussing books very unappealing.

That’s what Mr. Armond and I are. Unappealing to most people and that’s why we get along great. We share a love of books and I’m comfortable with the strange-looking man.

“Where should I start today?” I ask, eager to get to work.

“We got a new shipment of old tombs this morning that need to be filed and find a home on a shelf. You can do that.”

I nod and hurry towards the back, but he stops me by calling out. “Oh, Layla?” I turn to face him and notice the mischievous glint in his eyes. “I think one or two of the books you’ll find interesting.”

My cheeks grow warm as a blush suffices my face. I might have let my secret fantasy slip one day and complained to him about how the hero always gets the girl and once in a while, it would be nice if the monster wins.

He chuckled good-naturedly at me and patted my back. “Sometimes they do. You just haven’t seen it yet.”

I didn’t know what he meant by that comment, but went back to work.

“Thanks Mr. Armond.” I say quickly and head towards the back of the store with a flaming face, but secretly I’m excited to check out these books.


Chapter Two[image: ]

The backroom is off limits for customers, but those are few. I’m not sure how this place stays open. We get maybe one customer a day.

I inhale the smell of old parchment, and my entire body relaxes at the scent. It’s my favorite smell.

I spy the stack of books on the workbench and quickly sit down on the stool and get to work. It takes time to log them and figure out which section they belong in. Some are military, others old bibliographies of people long ago. There are a few science books and one self help thrown in. It’s not old like the others, so I wonder how that slipped in with the rest.

I set aside the two historical romances that catch my interest, but it’s the book at the bottom of the pile that draws me in like a siren lures an unsuspecting fisherman.

It’s old, very old. Its binding is cracked and will have to be replaced. The cover is faded, but I can still make out the picture. I can’t find a title, but there is a depiction of a stone arena like the roman gladiators fought in.

The picture is not what’s drawing me in. It’s the strange symbol on the bottom. The symbol is like nothing I’ve ever come across before. An eight point geometric star or flower with a vortex in the center.

I can feel a presence deep in my chest, willing me to open the book. It’s magnetic and I couldn’t fight it if I wanted to. My trembling fingers rub across the symbol and heat pools in my core, building until my entire body is flush with arousal.

Why am I getting so horny over an old book?

I can hear every beat of my heart in my chest as I grip the book between my hands. Something tells me my life is about to change if I open it.

My hands move without thought as I open the book. Air is caught in my chest as the anticipation of what lies between these pages has me holding my breath. Like my entire life, the inside is sadly disappointing. I’m greeted with one measly sentence on the top.

Your journey has not yet been written…

What the heck does that mean? I exhale harshly in disappointment, disturbing the dust inside. I wave a hand in front of my face as I cough and splutter, trying to clear my throat.

I was hoping for an epic story and all I got was an asthma attack. I look down at the open book with a frown before picking it up again and reading the words.

I let out an unladylike snort. “My journey has been written.” I say out loud. “I’m going to grow old and brittle like these books, and my pussy will be just as dusty.” I grouse.

I start to close the book, and something sharp along the edge catches my thumb. “Ouch.” Blood wells from the tiny cut. A drop falls from the tip and falls onto the open page.

“Shit.” I curse. Mr. Armond will be mad if I damage the books.

I grab a cloth to wipe off the blood but freeze. The crimson liquid bubbles and then disappears into the page like the book absorbed it.

A burst of light explodes out of the book, blinding me, and causing me to drop the cloth and cover my eyes. The room seems to spin and I lose my balance, falling forward. I reach out with my eyes closed, expecting the table to stop my fall, but there is nothing there.

My body continues its forward momentum and I continue to fall into… nothing. I scream as I flail my arms and legs wildly. My heart beats in fear. What is happening?

The light penetrates my closed eyelids, and the pain makes my head pound so painfully I pass out.


Chapter Three

The first thing I’m aware of is nudging in the area between my legs. Oh, no! Did I knock myself out in my fall and Mr. Armond’s cat is getting frisky with me?

I blink my eyes open and come face to face with a creature that is definitely not a cat. That’s the second thing I’m aware of, and I sit up quickly. The creature's little pink cock dangles from its sheath as it sniffles at my crotch. Oh, my god! The little thing is trying to sniff out my lady bits! I kick my legs in a panic. Thankfully, my movements seem to scare the little creature, who turns his pig-like body around and runs off through the bushes. It peaks out at me and my head swims with confusion.

I’m no longer in the bookstore, but in a forest. The trees are tall and thin with long green leaves lined with pink. How odd? The creature makes a squeak and I turn my attention back to it. His pudgy snout moves back and forth as it scents me. The little thing has a face of a pig, but no pig I’ve ever seen has purple fur sprouting all over its body, and it’s about the size of a cocker spaniel. Its feet are paws instead of hooves. I watch with horror as its little cock grows longer right in front of my eyes. His snorts grow in excitement.

I must have hit my head when I fell, and this is just a hallucination. My fingers touch the strands of grass beneath me, and the rich scent of foliage invades my nostril. A strong hallucination, then.

I stumble to my feet when it darts towards me again. I’m on my feet in seconds and shout at the little beast. “Shoo.” It gives one more squeal before it runs off for good. Horny bugger.

I touch my head, looking for a bump to prove what I’m seeing and experiencing is from head trauma, but there is nothing. I feel no pain either. What is happening?

I have to remain calm. I’m sure Mr. Armond is concerned that I’ve disappeared and has contacted the police. The best course of action would be to stay put, but then my stomach grumbles in hunger. I missed breakfast and by the angle of the two suns in the sky, it’s past noon. Wait a minute! Two suns?

This is getting stranger by the moment. I shrug off the two suns as another hallucination and decide I need to find my way home.

I wipe the sweat from my brow as I continue my trek. It’s so hot. I’ve shed my oversized sweater hours ago, and the thin white camisole is soaked through with perspiration. The outline of my thin bra is visible, but this isn’t the time for modesty. I’m lost and this forest is never ending. I’ve seen more strange plants and animals that should not exist and it’s beginning to freak me out.

I walk another ten minutes and almost give up and sit down when the forest begins to thin. Up ahead, I see a clearing with a dirt road and a large house.

I run as fast as my tired legs will carry me, my tits bouncing and almost smacking me in the face. Big boobs can be a burden sometimes.

There is no one around when I reach the house, but a fancy table and chairs are set up under a gazebo and it’s filled with food, just waiting for someone to eat it.

The plates and goblets are filled with delicious looking morsels and drink that makes my mouth water. I’m sure they won’t mind if I help myself. After all, I’m lost and need help.

I sit at the head table and dig in, humming as the flavors coat my tongue. Taking a sip of the dark liquid, I realize its wine. I down it quickly and am just finishing my plate when I hear footsteps approaching.

A man wearing medieval attire stops short when he sees me. Have I stumbled onto a movie set? We both stare at each other for a few moments. Me, taking in the outdated but fine clothing that a wealthy nobleman would own back in the day.

He wears a doublet made of luxurious velvet adorned with intricate embroidery and gold trimming. His trousers are made of the finest silk and his leather boots are polished to perfection. A cloak that looks soft to the touch is draped over his shoulders while a feathered heat sits upon his head.

The outfit is completed by a jewelled belt and a large gold ring on his finger. He looks like a duke or earl.

I’m still looking at him when he bellows, “Guards! Stop that peasant!”. I jump to my feet.

“Excuse me, sir.” I start to say, but my words are cut off when four armored guards rush towards me.

Fear grips me and I stumble backwards, finally realizing that I might be further from home than I thought. The four guards are not human. Their body is covered with armour, but they are giant compared to me and the nobleman. Their skin is a rich brown and, through the mouth of their helmets, large tusks poke upward. The guards are quick and have me in their clutches in seconds.

“Let me go!” My struggles are useless against their strength. I look at the man who sicked these beasts on me and try to reason with him. “I’m sorry to trespass, but I got lost in the forest.”

“That is no excuse to sit at my table and eat food that doesn’t belong to you.” He looks down his nose at me like I’m dirt beneath his feet.

Ducking my head, I try to explain. “I’m sorry, but it’s been hours, and I was hungry.” I look up again and hope he can see the sincerity on my face. “This has all been a misunderstanding. I’ll gladly pay for the food, and if you could help me find my way home, I’d be grateful.”

He approaches me. His pompous gaze filled with a maliciousness that has my throat going dry. “Oh, you’ll pay for the food, you filthy peasant, but it won’t be with money.”

My heart is about to pound out of my chest at the implications of his words. Is he going to rape me?

“Take her to the Mating Arena!”

I don’t know what that is, but the guards begin to chuckle. Their guttural laughs are broken up by grunts and snorts as they drag me away.

I look back at the man and see him smirking. “I look forward to bidding on how many rounds you’ll pass. My bet is you won’t make it past the first one.”

With those last words, the guards drag me towards a horse-drawn carriage on the other side of the house. Its windows and doors have bars and I’m thrown into the back without care.

As the carriage rumbles along the road, I struggle to understand how I woke up in this world. It must have been the book. My blood unlocked a gateway and if there is away here, then there must be a way home. I’ll just have to find it.

Something in my gut tells me it’s going to be almost impossible, and that my adventure home is just beginning.


Chapter Four

It’s just like the cover of the old book back at the bookstore. The Mating Arena is a large stadium made of stone walls with seating high above so the spectators can watch the poor souls duke it out in the dirt.

I still don’t know exactly what this place is, but I’ve got an idea and it has nothing to do with fighting. I’m mostly terrified, but also curious.

The nobleman’s henchmen hand me over to two hooded figures in brown cloaks. They instantly place a steel collar around my neck and lead me through a door by a thick chain. There are no words spoken, and I’m forced to follow along behind them down a dark corridor.

I’m taken to a steam filled room, and they begin to strip me. I squeak in protest and try to hold on to my shirt, but they ignore me and pull the clothes from my grip. My cheeks are hot with embarrassment once I’m naked. They remove the chain from my collar and push me towards a heated pool of water in the center of the room.

I step in tentatively and can’t help but moan as the water eases the muscles in my body. They quickly wash me with a sweet-scented soap that makes my head hazy and my body malleable to their touch. I blush more as their hands suds up my breast and my nipples turn to pebbles beneath their fingertips. The fingers are gentle as they tweak the bud, drawing a moan out of me.

Another hand slips between my legs. These are thicker and dip inside my lower lips. I bite my lip at the bolt of lust that hits me. I shouldn’t find this arousing, but I’ve never been touched down there before by someone else. It’s only ever been my hands and they’ve never felt like this before.

My head is tipped back and my hair washed with the same sweet smelling shampoo that makes my muscles relax even more. My eyes are half-lidded when they are done. I’m guided out of the water and over to a corner.

Clay jars hold the same smelly scent and I sigh in pleasure as the two hooded figures begin to massage oils into my skin until it’s soft and glowing under the touches. A pleasant heat has filled my body, making me damp between my legs.

I’m almost disappointed when they dress me in a white loincloth and a thin band of material that barely covers my breasts. My hard nipples poke through the fabric, making it useless, which is probably the point.

I’m led back through the same door without the chain this time, thankfully, but they make sure one of them is walking in front of me and the other behind, so I can’t run.

We enter an open area. The walls are made of the same stone, with touches lining the walls. To the left of me are prison cells with bars from floor to ceiling and inside I can see human women of all ages and sizes inside. All of them are lying on mats on the floors or sitting in groups talking quietly. A few near the doors look my way and one girl around my age meets my gaze and smiles at me in greeting. I instantly smile back, hopeful to befriend someone here. Someone to talk to would be nice.

“Wait here while I fetch the Enchanter.” One figure says. It’s the first word spoken to me and I’m surprised to realize the person under the hood is female. That explains the soft hands on my breasts.

She walks away and I’m left with one guard. I wonder if I could get away?

“Don’t think about running.” His gruff voice makes me jump. So this one is a man and can apparently read minds. Or he is good at guessing. “Your best chance to leave here is in the arena. Running only leads to death.” His ominous words send a shiver down my spine, but before I can ask him anything, the other one returns, followed by a tall, thin man with hollowed cheeks and a pale complexion. It looks like a strong wind would blow him away, but the aura that surrounds him tells me he is more powerful than he looks. It radiates off him and I’m transfixed as he nears me.

I’m unable to move as he places his hand on my stomach just below my belly button and right over my womb. When he opens his mouth, a power seizes me as he begins to chant. Goosebumps break out across my skin as he utters words that sound like gibberish. Warmth grows hotter under his palm until it begins to burn. A scream gets trapped in my throat as the burn turns inward. I feel like I’m going to explode into a ball of fire at any moment.

My gaze meets the girl’s who smiled at me earlier and it’s filled with understanding and sympathy, but her eyes hold no fear of what is happening. She stands against the bars and places her hand on her stomach. The same spot the enchanter is touching me is a mark upon her skin.

My eyes fall shut as the enchanter’s words grow louder. My body is in agony. I can no longer handle the pain and that’s the second time lose consciousness since opening that damn book.


Chapter Five

When I wake up, I’m inside the cell. I look up at six pairs of eyes staring down at me.

“Hello.” The pretty girl I spied earlier says. She has blond wavy hair that reaches her lower back. She’s petite with big blue eyes. “Welcome to the arena.”

“Hi.” I say and sit up.

“I’m Liza.” She says. “This is Georgia.” She points to a girl with a short pixie cut. It’s pale pink, and she’s short with curves to make any man drool. She nods hello, making her hair simmer under the light.

“That’s Cara.” She gestures towards a woman that looks to be the oldest of our little group. Maybe twenty-eight or nine. She has straight brown hair with a button nose and puffy lips. She’s a little plumper than the others, but just as alluring.

All the girls are beautiful. Especially the two twins with red hair who are introduced as Mona, and Mina. I can only tell them apart because one has a freckle below her left eye.

The last girl seems the shyest. Dotty sits regally against the wall and crosses her legs primly. She would look like any aristocratic lady if she wasn’t wearing a loincloth that barely hides her nakedness beneath.

“Hi. I’m Layla.” I reply.

“So Layla, how did you end up in the Mating Arena?” Cara asks, so I explain what I’ve figured out so far. How I feel through a gateway into this world and am not supposed to be here, and how I angered the nobleman by eating his food.

When I’m done explaining, none of them seem surprised. Sympathetic but not surprised. “The noblemen you described sounds like Lord Delmont.” Cara says and I hear Dotty snort. “More like Lord Dickmont.”

The others giggle, but I ask, “Who is he?”

“He is a pompous ass and the lord that run this place. He’s also why I’m here. I was supposed to marry his son, but fell in love with his stable hand instead. My father was embarrassed that I would sully our reputation, so Lord Delmont suggested he send me to the Mating Arena.” Dotty holds her hands up. “So here I am.” Her voice is filled with bitterness and I can understand why.

“What about the rest of you?” I ask.

“Theft.”

“Trespass.”

“Manners.” That comes from the twins, and I raise my eyebrow.

“It could be anything that offends the nobility.” I see Dotty wince at the way Liza says nobility, but she keeps quiet. “We are lowly peasants and easy sacrifices for the arena.”

“What is the arena? I’m still clueless.” I ask.

“The Mating Arena is exactly what it sounds like, but only our potential mates are monstrous beasts looking to rut and impregnate a human woman.”

My mouth drops open in shock. “What?”

“I understand where you come from; there are only humans, but here, there are beasts of every sort. Some are worse than others and they are brought to the arena to breed with us as entertainment to the nobility.” Georgia says with a shrug like it no big deal.

“You’re not scared?” I ask, and she shrugs again. “Not really. I asked to come.”

My head is spinning at her response. Why would she want to come here?

“It was this or my master was going to cut off my hand for taking an extra loaf of bread to my ailing mother without permission. This way I have a chance of earning my freedom or I hope to find a monster that won’t be so bad. Some just want a mate.”

Mina chimes in, “Yeah and some creatures treat humans like broodmares or worse, like food or nothing more than a vessel to be filled over and over until you die.” She shivers in fear and her sister hugs her, continuing where she left off. “You are delusional about your freedom. No one makes it out of the arena without a cunt full of monster seed.”

My womb pulses faintly and I look down to see a symbol glowing on my skin. It’s the same symbol that was on the cover of the book.

“What is this?” I ask.

“That is an enchantment to make you fertile and your womb compatible with any monster’s cum. One drop of monster jizz and you’ll fall pregnant with their spawn.” Dotty says, and my stomach sinks.

A horn sounds, followed by the beat of drums. “What’s that?” I ask in a panic.

Liza and the other girls look worried. “That means the Mating Arena is open.”

I’m not sure what type of monster we are about to face, but one thing I know for sure is that I can’t let them breed me or I’ll never get home.


Chapter Six

“Welcome to the Mating Arena!” Lord Delmont’s voice booms in the open space and the crowd of nobility seated above us cheer as they leer down at our group. The men’s eyes are fiery with lust as they gaze on our exposed flesh. The women sneer down at us in disgust, like we’re dirt.

“Whore!”

“Slut.”

Jeers are shouted down at us, and I flinch at the vileness, but the most common slur that’s chanted by the masses is, “breed them, breed them.” They are enjoying our plight.

There are twenty-one of us huddling in the center. I haven’t met the one’s from the other cells until now, but their beautiful faces are masks of terror, resignation, and a few are suffering from shock. They stare blankly ahead at nothing.

My emotions are a mixture of all three, but I need to be smart and not let the fear cloud my judgement. I need to pay attention.

“We have a large group of beauties competing this season.” Somehow, Lord Delmont finds me in the group and I flinch at the cruelty I see. “The rules are simple. Survive all the rounds, avoid mating a beast, and you will earn your freedom.”

“How many rounds are there?” I whisper to Liza next to me.

“No one knows because no one has made it that far.” She says, and my heart sinks.

Lord Delmont drones on, but I can’t look at him anymore. “Our enchanter has spelled their bodies with a fertility curse, making them able to mate with any foul creature that steps into the ring. Their wombs are ripe to carry their young. They’ll even lust to be bred by the lowly beasts!” He laughs, “and I have found some fascinating specimens this season. The lovely females are in for a few surprises.”

The crowd laughs along with him while the surrounding women grow uneasy.

“Some will survive the mating and live happily with their monster mate, but others won’t be so lucky.”

“Oh god!” I look at my new friends with wide eyes. “I can’t do this! I need to go home.” Tears fall down my cheeks as they crowd closer, lending me comfort.

“Hush, dear. We’ve got you,” Cara says and the others nod. I take a deep breath and relax, knowing they have my back.

“Bidding will begin as soon as the beasts enter the arena. Now let the games begin!”

A gong sounds and the women freeze, eyes fixed on the set of wide doors that grinds open slowly.

Four seven foot tall beasts step into the ring and the crowd goes wild. I block out the bids that sound from above and focus on the things that walk into the arena. Their bodies are corded with muscle. Thighs as big as tree trucks. They resemble a man, but their skin has a green hue. Atop their heads, are horned helmets adorned in fur.

“Ogres!” I hear Dotty gasp behind me as the spectators cheer in excitement.

The symbol above my mound warms and I grow slick between my legs at the sight of the ugly beasts. A collective moan falls from our lips, and I realize I’m not the only one feeling aroused. It must be the enchantment.

Not only do they expect us to breed with these monsters, but they want us to lust after them too!

The ogres stop about twenty feet in front of us and I get a good look at their faces. Each has broad foreheads, prominent cheekbones, and a wide, jutting jawline. Their beady eyes rove over the cowering women greedily. They fill with arousal as they take in our scraps of clothing.

I’ve read stories of these beasts in some of my fantasy novels, and wished just one time they would capture the princess and ravage her body. Taking her maidenhead and filling her up with ogre babies. What would it feel like to submit to the mighty beasts?

My body grows hotter as my kinky fantasies fuel the fertility curse. My womb pulses as my arousal grows.

As one, they tilt their heads up, sniffing the air with large, bulbous noses. The largest of the four grins showing a mouth full of sharp, crooked teeth. His black eyes meet mine and I know he can scent me. His voice is deep and comes out more like a growl. “Fertile human. Breed! Mate!”

I swallow harshly as the fabric around his waist begins to tent. They pull them to the side and their cocks are huge. How the hell would that fit inside a human? It’s thicker than my arm and almost as long. Dammit!

They rush us as a group and we turn and run. Screams of the other girls spur my legs to move faster. To my left, I see a girl with brown hair go down. An ogre is on her in a second, ripping off her loincloth. I stumble to a stop, frozen in horror and lust as he mounts the poor girl in one thrust.

His shaft should split her in two, but her body opens for him as he thrusts into her dripping furrow. His rutting is harsh and brutal, but the woman’s screams quickly turn to moans. The beast tears the remaining fabric covering her heaving breasts and takes her entire mound into his mouth, surprisingly careful of her soft flesh. He sucks on her nipple as he plunges his green rocket so deep inside her that I see her stomach bulge. That’s when she comes with a wail.

The ogre lifts his head with a roar. “Take seed!” He growls and then cums inside the woman, sealing her fate. She wails again, screaming, “yes! Breed me.”

There is so much cum it sprays out onto the ground and I’m transfixed.

It was stupid to stop and stare. I knew better, and it cost me.


Chapter Seven

A heavy weight slams into my back, sending me to the ground. My face hits the dirt. I grunt from the pain, looking over my shoulder to see the largest beast has me in his grip.

I was stupid, and now I’m about to be bred by a monster. I don’t want this. My mind screams as he grabs me by the hips and flips me over, but my body has a mind of its own. My legs spread as he settles between my thighs.

“Good human. You want breed? I chief of tribe. You give me powerful sons, my mate.” He grunts as he rips off the flimsy material that covers my weeping slit.

Without waiting, he shoves his nobby finger deep into me, making me cry out. It’s as big as a human cock, and I burn from the stretch.

“Tight. Good cunt for ogre cock.” He growls.

He pumps his finger into me a few times until the burn fades and pleasure takes its place. All thoughts of this being wrong fade as my hips buck under his menstruations. He grunts in approval and removes his finger, causing me to cry out at the loss.

“You ready. Now we fuck!”

I feel the head of his cock touch my folds, and clarity comes back to me for a moment. I turn my head and meet Georgia’s gaze with panic and hopelessness.

She stares back in sadness, but something like determination fills her gaze just as he finds my opening and, with one brutal thrust of his hips, drives his shaft into my virgin pussy.

I cry out as he tears through my hymen like a battering ram. He is no gentleman but a brute as he ruts into my freshly deflowered cove. I expect to tear and split in two on his monstrous cock, but my body molds around him, taking him to the hilt. The magic of the curse allows me to take him without harm.

His pelvis brushes my clit on every stroke, making my pleasure grow. I moan and rub against him. The nose of the crowd dulls as the curse clouds my mind with lust.

Lord Delmont was right. I didn’t even last the first round. It’s too late for me now, so I might as well find some pleasure in the beastly act. I buck against his thrust and rub my hands along his chest.

His toothy grin grows as I submit to him fully. He leans his body over me until all I can see is him. “You like ogre power. Cunt soaking cock. Make good human mate.” I try not to flinch from the sourness of his breath. “Seed you soon. Keep you fat with babies forever.”

I’m on the cusp of cumming as he says those words, and some of the pleasure dulls as fear takes its place. Can I live the rest of my life as an ogre mate? Pregnant day after day?

Movement next to us catches my attention. Georgia is crawling closer with a look of determination. What is she doing?

I look between our joined bodies to see her lay on her back between my legs. Her soft pink hair tickles my inner thighs. The ogre above me is too busy rutting into me to notice her. His thrusts turn frantic and he grunts, telling me he’s on the verge of cumming.

Suddenly, I feel Georgia’s tiny hands grip the ogre chief’s shaft and pull him out of me. He roars. “What this!?”

He kneels back to look under him, his face mottled in rage, until Georgia sucks his cock into her mouth. His eyes close as she swallows him down, deep throating him like a champ. He bucks his hips, fucking her throat, too lost in the moment to notice me sliding out from under him.

I can’t believe Georgia did that? For me? Someone she just met. I crawl backwards and watch with wide eyes as she pleasures him with her mouth.

I’m in a daze from the entire experience, and I don’t see the other ogre sneaking up on Georgia until he’s between her legs. He takes advantage of her distracted state and mounts her before I can shout a warning.

She’s now filled at both ends. The ogre chief in her mouth and another pounding his thick meat into her with determination. The ogre chief was close to his end while inside me and doesn’t last much longer with Georgia’s talented mouth.

With a roar that vibrates my bones, he cums down the girl’s throat at the same time the beast between her legs bellows his release. Georgia is lost to the curse and withers under the two ogres as she is seeded.

Her fate is set. She sacrificed herself to save me. I feel humbled and I don’t know how I’ll ever repay her.

Thick gobs of ogre cum coat her face and hair as the ogres climb to their feet. The chief has a scowl on his face as he looks between me and Georgia. “Bad human. Seed was for cunt, not mouth.”

Georgia looks up at both ogres with a blissed out smile on her face and her legs spread open, exposing her cum-filled pussy to the jeering crowd above. It drips from her snatch onto the dirt beneath her pale cheeks.

The ogre who seeded her helps her to her feet after a moment and holds her around the waist. He looks at the chief. “My mate. Her womb carries my baby.”

The chief looks at them in disgust and grunts. “And she carries my seed in belly. She no mate, but human whore.”

The other ogre looks down at Georgia. His lips are turned down in what looks like a frown. “You chief. You decide. She bred and carry ogre pup in belly but you right, she no mate.”

Georgia lets out a whimper at his harsh words but stands taller. She won’t let them hurt her pride.

The chief crosses his beefy arms as he decides what to do with her. “She must come with us, but no mate status. She be tribe broodmare for all unmated males.”

I meet Georgia’s sad gaze, but she gives me a teary smile as the ogre picks her up and tosses her over his shoulder. As he walks away. I meet her gaze one last time and mouth, thank you. I watch as she and two other women are carried out of the arena and vow to never forget her sacrifice.

The chief snorts, and I look over at him to see he’s staring at my naked pussy with lust. “You miss out on strong mate because of her. Next monsters maybe not be so nice. Good luck.” He says and stomps away.

Georgia saved me this time, but what about the next round?

To Be Continued…

What other monster will the women face in the Mating Arena? Lord Delmont has plans for Layla inside and out of the arena. Part two, coming soon!
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