

Sacrifice to the Tentacle God

When my village was razed to the ground, I thought I would die wandering the desert, trying to find shelter. What I ended up finding was a large, secluded village next to the ocean. They welcomed me with open arms, but I wasn’t there for all of two days before they told me how their secluded village had become so prosperous, and about their ages-long mission to find the bride of their God, destined to wander the Earth until she is found and given to him.

In this slightly longer short erotica story, enjoy a detailed set up and sexual exploits of how a young woman not only agrees to see if she is the destined bride to a very handsome tentacle god, but finds herself experiencing more pleasure than she thought physically possible.


Chapter One

The desert sun was beating down on me, and I didn’t know if I could keep walking. My feet were dragging in the sand, letting the sand flood my shoes, doing nothing for my aching feet. I’d been walking for two days straight.

I knew if I stopped longer than to rest in short intervals, I wouldn’t find water in time. And I couldn’t let myself die. Not after my parents thrust me out of our home and told me to run. We had heard the screams and knew that the rumors we’d heard were true. Some villages, far off to the north, had banded together and were looking to rampage across the land, hoping to find enough food to last them through the long summer, where all the crops had withered and died from the multiple heat waves over the last few months.

Unlike the rest of the village, they had acted quickly. They didn’t poke their heads out the door to see what was going on. They immediately grabbed me, their only child, and ushered me out the back door and into the brush behind our house. I had had enough time to grab a blanket, aware of the protection it would give, both from the cold of desert nights and the harsh sun of the day.

When we got to the edge of the brush, several yards away from the house, I stopped, assuming we would wait there instead of running into open dessert. “No, you have to keep running.” My mother said to me, pushing me forward.

“But they’ll see us running away.” I said, already hearing screams from our neighbors behind us. I hadn’t realized that they didn’t intend to follow me. Not yet, anyway. “We’re going to wait here, if anyone sees you running, we’ll distract them. If no one does, we’ll follow you soon as we can and find you,” My dad said to me, in a voice that told me I couldn’t argue with him. That didn’t stop me from trying, however.

“That’s stupid, dad, if we get separated, we’ll never find each other again. We all have to run or stay here.” I planted my feet and was determined to stick together. But my dad grabbed me by the shoulders, turned me around, and pushed. “The creek. Wait ten minutes, then keep going if you don’t see us.”

I tried to stay behind with them, shaking my head and tears streaming down my cheeks. But the look in my mother’s eyes told me that I couldn’t argue with my father. He wasn’t wrong, one person running away would be much less noticeable than three. So, I squeezed their hands before my father roughly pushed me away again, and I ran. Knowing that I wouldn’t see them at the creek.

I only waited at the creek long enough to savor the cool water after running such a distance. When I was away from the village, I had looked back, and I saw silhouetted bodies against our burning house, walking directly towards the place my parents were hiding. I was too far away to distinguish their individual screams from the multitude of screams coming from the village, but I knew all the same.

I steeled my heart as I continued to run, my blanket balled in my arms to carry it easily, knowing that I couldn’t waste water crying. Not if I was going to survive.

That was two days ago, and I no longer thought I would survive, but I couldn’t just lay down to die, either. The pleading look in their eyes to run away kept me walking long after the point of exhaustion. But right when I was about to give up, I smelled salt and green. I’d only seen the ocean once in my life, but I remembered it perfectly.

My spirits lifted, and my feet seemed slightly lighter with every step towards the wonderful scent. The sun no longer seemed to beat down on me so hard. The blanket may have kept my skin safe, but it sure didn’t keep me cool.

“Stop!” I heard a voice from out of nowhere, but I was too numb to really respond. I turned my head to the right and saw a man and woman, one carrying a spear and the other a bow, coming towards me cautiously. I stopped moving, not wanting to die now. I slowly lifted my blanket off my head and laid it down on the ground behind me, showing them I was unarmed.

“Help.” I whispered out, my lips and throat too dry to manage much more. They came up to me right as I collapsed. I remained conscious long enough to see their looks of concern as they stood over me, and then noticed a look of some importance pass between them. Then I blacked out.




Chapter Two

When I awoke, I was laying down on a soft mattress in a room that was lined with mattresses like mine. Some had other people in them, bandaged up and sleeping. I realized I must have been in a hospital. “Hello?” I called out, and a man came into the room. Light was streaming in from the doorway behind him, and I asked, “Did I sleep through the night?”

He smiled at me and said, “Two nights. You’ve been waking up every now and then to drink more water, but this is the first you’ve talked.” I felt so much better, almost miraculously no longer injured from my long walk or two days without any water in the desert summer.

“Where am I? I had no idea there was a village this way.” His smile faded slightly, but he said, “Sorry, the chief wanted to see you once you were up, so I’ll take you now. He’ll answer any questions.” I got up and followed him out of the room, which turned out to be the only room in one large building. We walked through the village, and I marveled at how well the buildings were built. They weren’t just clay and sticks, like ours were, they were made from hard rock, some shiny and black.

Nothing looked like it had to be reconstructed every now and then, and there were so many people! We seemed to walk forever before getting to the chief’s place. This village must have been huge. How had no one in my village heard of it? It wasn’t that far away, considering we could have taken a cart here in probably a day and a half.

I was marveling at the buildings before realizing that this man, I forgot to ask his name, was leading me up stairs to this massive building. “This is in the center of the village, if you ever lose your way.” He said to me, having noted my awe at the big place.

I walked in with him, and I had to keep my jaw from hanging open the entire time. It was even bigger inside than it looked on the outside, hands-down the largest building I’d ever seen. Other men were standing just inside the building and halted us. “This is the girl the Chief needs to see.” My nurse said, and the guards gave me a look up and down. They met each other’s eyes and smiled and allowed us to pass. I was so confused, were they making fun of me? I couldn’t have looked put together, I realized. I was still in my clothes from the past two – sorry, four – days.

Feeling shy suddenly to see the Chief looking as I did, I tried to straighten my shoulders and stand up tall, as my father taught me to do. “No daughter of mine is going to be a little mouse around other men,” He would always say. Remembering him gave my heart a pang and new confidence in meeting the chief. Maybe I could ask him for help in avenging my parents and village.

When I was showed to the chief, he was sitting in a grand chair with several guards around him, men and women. He didn’t seem to have a wife next to him, but he was talking with someone who must have been some sort of advisor or something, as he dipped his head to what the Chief was saying and stood back as I approached.

“Ah, here’s the mysterious girl who stumbled on our village. Tell me, how did you find us?” His voice was confusing. He didn’t seem to be angry, but he wasn’t friendly either. He seemed to be filled with puzzlement and curiosity, ready to be friendly or angry once he knew what was happening, but not before.

I stood taller and answered, “My village was razed, and I ran away in a random direction. I kept walking, not wanting to stop until I found water. I walked for two days and then I smelled the sea. I followed that scent and two scouts or guards or whatever they were found me, and evidently brought me here.”

I talked with confidence and the truth. It must have showed, because the chief relaxed more in his chair and simply asked, “And did you see our village before our hunters found you?” Ah, so they were hunters. “No,” I answered, “just smelled the ocean.”

He smiled and looked back at this advisor, a meaningful look passed between them, and I realized it was the same look that passed between the hunters. “What luck you found us in time. We are a hidden place, no one outside our borders knows we’re here. It must have been fate, no?”

“How does no one else know you’re here? I had never heard of this village before, but it’s huge. How do you stay so private?” This was more confusing to me than anything. I momentarily forgot to ask about my village, or to be irritated that he also only cared about his village’s privacy over the fact that a village was razed to the ground not far from here.

Everyone in the room laughed at this. Everyone. It was eerie. When everyone quieted, I realized that all eyes were on me, and they were eager and excited. The chief stood up from his chair and slowly walked towards me. He wasn’t very tall, I realized. He seemed more important in his big chair, but he was barely taller than me.

“What is your name?” He asked. “Reiza.”

“Reiza.” He repeated, saying my name slowly, almost sensually, and my skin crawled – he was really creeping me out, now.

“Listen, Reiza, tonight is an extremely important night to this village, so I don’t have time to bring you into this slowly, like ever other woman in this village.” He paused, for dramatic effect or to see my reaction, I wasn’t sure. He certainly had my attention, however, and my pulse was quickening as I started to notice the potential danger that was present.

“You see, we aren’t a normal village. Too long ago for current memory, our ancestors who settled on this land met a demon god who came from the earth and water beyond. Now, every village has their set of gods they worship, but how many of them actually see their gods?

“We are the lucky ones, chosen by a god to serve him and be rewarded in return. Every blood moon we make a sacrifice. We look for signs among our women that they may be the destined bride of this God, who bade us search forever for his bride. As long as we continue to search, we will be rewarded with good land, good fishing and hunting grounds, and our crops will never whither, nor our men and women grow barren.

“The sacrifice is simple enough. Magic, calling the god, and watching her human body be explored by him. For generations we have searched, and while some women were close, none ever made it to the end.”

He must have seen my horrified eyes, where I was picturing women torn to shreds by a monster, and he cut in, “Oh don’t worry, the women are fine afterwards. They all have different experiences, some were never so much as touched, while others found the experience so wonderful that human men can’t even satisfy them, anymore. They are the revered ones, given high station in our village for coming close to being the chosen ones.”

This was just too fantastical to believe, so I asked, “And what exactly did the god say he would do for you if you succeed?”

He smiled widely, “We will live forever. Our own village won’t be the only place given remarkable luck for breeding and food, but we will conquer all land we set out to, and any land under our control will be flush with life of all kinds. We will have paradise on Earth.”

My heart stopped at that, but not from fear. “And you plan on conquering other lands? What about other villages?” He laughed at me, and smiled like he had found his calling card, “You mean the people who destroyed your village?” I nodded.

“The woman who is sacrificed must be willing to partake. I find it hard to believe that a woman who stumbled into our hidden village, that supposedly no one can find, two days before the blood moon, is not our destined bride. But we can’t force you, even if you are. So, I’ll tell you what. You agree to simply be a part of this, and even if you fail, I’ll let you lead a large band of our warriors against those who have harmed you. And if you are the bride, we’ll be conquering them, anyway, you can be sure of that.”

I stood there, contemplating. He said the women don’t die after failing, but what did I really have to live for, anyway? And if his word could be trusted, it was a win-win either way. “Ok. I’ll do it.”




Chapter Three

The rest of the day seemed to pass by in a blur. It had already been late in the afternoon, so I simply had to wait for nightfall and the blood moon to arrive. Getting ready for the ritual was easy, I simply bathed, and they gave me a long white robe to wear. I ate and drank my fill and waited.

I wasn’t that nervous, surprisingly. I had to admit I was intrigued. Whatever could make a woman be uninterested in regular sex had to be damn good. When the time came, I walked out of the Chief’s building to a parade waiting for me.

I walked at the head of the pack as hundreds of people escorted me to a large clearing, more like a giant hole in the ground, cut in a cliff at the edge of the ocean. It was massive, the hole was maybe 300 feet wide, though not very deep. I was led to a spot about a third of the way down the hole to a pole stuck in the soil and realized that the rest of the village was lining up around the rim of the crater. My hands were quickly tied in front of me before I realized what was happening. “Hey! If I must agree to this, why am I being tied up?” Oh god, maybe I’d been tricked.

The girl tying me up gave me a kind look and said, “This is how the god demanded we perform the ritual. Everything is about testing the woman’s compatibility. Don’t worry. And when the magic begins, you’ll know right away if the ritual’s going to go well.” She winked and then suddenly my arms were lifted above my head and tied to the pole.

I was about to protest again, but everyone around me had retreated up to the crater lip and lined up themselves. I had no idea what she was talking about, and I waited for what felt like forever, but eventually the moon began to grow a shade darker. As soon as it did, the ritual began.

I heard and felt the drums beating above my head, and a low chant began to hum around the rim of the crater. The chanting and drums were low at first, and I a strange sensation was stirring in me. My heart beat faster and electricity seemed to shoot in my chest. As the chanting and drums became louder, I felt a stab of pain and pleasure at my sex.

I felt myself getting wet, and my clit began to ache with a need for attention. The chanting and drumming tuned out and became a constant hum of voices and drums. There was no inflection in the rhythm, no rhythm at all, just a steady hum of noise and vibration. Suddenly my pussy ached with need, and I desperately clenched my thighs together, rubbing them in an effort to get some semblance of pleasure. But it wasn’t enough, and instead a deep fire was burning inside me, and I felt that if I didn’t get fucked right now, I would die.

Suddenly the ground started bubbling in the center of the crater in front of me. I felt the sand shift under my bare feet, and I felt the wind pick up and blow through my thin robe. It was somehow both a warm and cold breeze, perfect to the touch.

Suddenly the earth parted, and a mound of writhing black tentacles began to climb out of the center of the crater, pushing the bubbling soil out of its way. It looked like an infinitely-legged spider pushing all of its legs out the hole and arching each one after touching the tips to the soil.

Finally, it brought its body out, but instead of a spider’s body, or even a body resembling an octopus, a man stepped out of the hole. He was naked, and at first I thought it was too dark in that hole to see him properly, but the torches along the crater were casting plenty of light. Instead, the tentacles and his skin were ink black, shiny in the fire light. He slowly walked towards me, and I realized he was naked, his hard cock swinging as he walked. My heart quickened even more, but the desperate need in my sex never left me.

I couldn’t take my eyes off his face, I was completely mesmerized. Eventually he was standing directly in front of me, and I saw that his face was utterly expressionless. It unnerved me at first, but then I realized how handsome he was, even with his staring completely black eyes. His features were sharp and angular, and the urge in my sex grew greater than I knew how to handle.

I realized, suddenly, that these tentacles were what ruined the other women of normal sex. The thought of those dark things sliding up my cunt and ass was too much bear, and I desperately rubbed my thighs together again in anticipation.

His hand raised and cupped my face, and he leaned in close enough for me to kiss him. I didn’t, however, sensing that a kiss between the two of us would be a step in the ritual that it just wasn’t time for, yet.

He nodded at me and gave a slight smile, beautiful on his otherwise-unmoving face. “You are the one.” He whispered, loud enough only for me to hear without the humming villagers coming close to overhearing. My heart swelled with excitement and pride that I didn’t understand, but when he took his hand away and stepped back, I felt such loss I could have wept.

“Wait!” I cried out before I knew what I was going to say, but the words came to me as soon as I opened my mouth to say more. “I realize how this is supposed to go, but… I want you to fuck me first. I mean, really you. Please, I can’t wait any longer, but I want you to be first.”

I had no idea why I was begging for this, I wanted those tentacles inside me so badly, but the idea of his own cock fucking me first just seemed right. He didn’t nod or smile, but he stepped back up to me and cupped my cheek again, and I felt whole again.

“Spread your legs.” He whispered, and I obliged. It was almost painful to take away all sensation from my clit, but I did it for him. In that moment, I felt I would do anything he asked of me. My feet dragged in the sand as they parted, and I felt my robe swaying in the breeze that hadn’t gone away since he’d arrived.

He hands went to my waist, and it felt like electricity emanated from his hands. I shuddered in pleasure at his touch, and gasped when he grabbed my thighs and lifted them up and around his waist. He pushed me back against the pole to hold me while he adjusted his cock, rubbing up and down on my swollen cunt, dripping and aching for him to fuck me.

“Please” I managed to strangle out, and he obliged, sinking his entire length into my cunt, letting gravity help me fall on his dick. Suddenly the painful fire that had been burning inside me turned into a crescendo of pleasure. As he lifted me up and down on his cock, slowly, the fire persisted, burning me from the inside, but it was like nothing I had ever felt or imagined feeling before. I wanted it so much faster and harder.




Chapter Four

Like he was reading my mind, he thrust into me hard and no longer seemed to care about being gentle or slow. He held my thighs and ass and lifted me up and down on his cock as he thrust into me hard and fast. I screamed out, no longer able to be quiet or caring if the entire village heard my cries of pleasure.

It was everything I needed, and it wasn’t long at all before my ready pussy clenched around his cock and I came so hard, pulling on my restraints and squeezing my thighs around his waist. He didn’t slow his pace until I was done cumming hard on his cock, and then slowly pulled out, letting my legs fall to the ground. No, I wanted more. I never wanted this to stop. I needed to feel him cum inside me.

No words were spoken, but he spun me around until I faced the pole. I was starting to wonder why I was still tied up, but I realized that I liked it. I loved being at his mercy and wanted him to do to me whatever he wanted.

At this realization, I felt the head of his cock push against my ass. I had no panic or anxiety at this unusual intrusion. I relaxed my ass but clenched my hands in excited anticipation. I wanted to experience everything he could do to me, new territory or not.

He pushed into my tight asshole, slower than he had my pussy, but he met very little resistance. Fuck, feeling my ass stretch around his large cock was intense. I felt him fill me up inch by inch, his movements hindered by my tightness. He only went in and out of me slowly a couple of times before quickening his pace. With ever thrust he went into me faster and harder than the last, over and over and until at last he was fucking me hard, slamming his pitch-black hips into my ass, sending shockwaves with every thrust.

Fuck, I couldn’t get enough of this, my ass swallowed every inch of his cock. I was just beginning to feel that I wanted something… more, but not knowing what, when he smacked my ass hard. I cried out in surprise, but also in pleasure. I pushed my hips back into him to get him deeper, and he smacked me again and again.

My ass stung, and I could think of nothing else but the feeling of his cock stretching out my ass. His hand came around to rub at my still-aching clit and electricity and fire mingled inside me, shooting up to my chest. I couldn’t take it anymore, all of the pleasure bubbled over and I came again, my ass slamming down on his cock and he slammed up into me. He fucked me hard through my orgasm, drawing it out as long as was possible.

I had barely come down from the high when he spun me around again, once again lifting me up and impaling my pussy on his cock. I became aware of a warning in my head when he said, “Don’t worry, you’re with a god. You won’t get something as trivial as an infection from me.” Fuck, so he can read minds. Thoughts only had time to surface in my head before the pleasure took over, but I was still happy to know that going from anal to vaginal wasn’t going to do anything.

I loved the feeling of my hands tied up above me, but suddenly I wanted nothing more than to throw my arms around his neck and kiss that unmoving face. He reached up and nimbly undid the rope around my arms, and I let them fall around his neck, pulling him close. When my lips touched his as my body was moving up and down on his cock, I felt the magic flowing between us. I didn’t know if I was his destined bride, but I knew then that I would be one of those women who would be ruined for regular sex.

I became aware of one of his tentacles sliding up my leg, wrapping around it, even as I was wrapped around this god, and it was smooth. When the tip pushed against my ass, I felt liquid come from its tip to lube itself up. It buried itself deep in my ass, sliding up until the width of the tentacle was too wide for my ass to accommodate.

I screamed in pleasure, throwing my head back and breaking our kiss. He knew I didn’t want him to start slow with this as he had the first two times, so he and his tentacle fucked my cunt and ass hard, fucking in and out in unison, filling me up completely with every thrust.

Over and over his cock and tentacle slid easily out of my holes, bringing the fire to a roaring pitch that drowned out all other sensations. Before I realized it was coming, my third orgasm exploded through me. My screams were unintelligible groans, unable to process the pleasure I was feeling. I felt the tentacle in my ass swell up, stretching my already stretched-to-the-max ass even more, and fluid poured out of the tentacle into my ass, dripping out as the tentacle refused to stop, even after cumming.

I realized that the god hadn’t cum himself, and I knew I needed it, needed to feel his cum inside me. “I can’t do that, yet.” He said, having read my thoughts. I wondered if I could ever be annoyed with it, but it’s only served me well in this context. “That is the final mark of taking you as my bride, which I cannot do just yet. The ritual must be completed.”

“What is the ritual? This isn’t it?” I asked, my head starting to go fuzzy again from his cock and tentacle.

He shook his head, “If you make it through every one of my tentacles taking your holes and cumming inside you, filling you to the brim with cum, then the ritual will be complete, and I will fuck you one final time. Then I will take you back with me, and all pleasures you could ask for will be yours as my bride.” I realized through his speech that he wasn’t saying “if”, but “when”; he truly believed that I was the one. So why the ritual?

“Because I’m a god.” He said with amusement in his voice and a surprisingly-wide grin on his face. Even his teeth were pitch black.




Chapter Five

Without me realizing, other tentacles from the swarm of them behind his back had come up and were now wrapping around my arms and legs, lifting me off his cock pulling me to the center of the crater. As I was being lifted, the tentacle in my ass pulled out with a loud pop, and I felt momentarily embarrassed at all of the villagers staring at me, but they were smiling.

As I came to the swarm of tentacles, three lashed out at me. I had barely enough time to register them before one had buried itself deep in my pussy, all the way up to my womb, another had gone as deep in my ass as its girth would allow, and finally I opened my mouth for the third to slide straight down my throat. I kept my tongue wrapped and licking around it as it slid in and out of my throat quickly, and my cries of pleasure came out strangled.

I was no longer conscious of the world around me. The tentacles were everything. Digging and sliding inside of me as deep as they could possibly go without any of it being painful. The tentacle in my throat shot its fluid straight into my stomach and was quickly replaced with another one. I was being held in the air by these writhing things, above the mound, and when I looked down I not only saw the tentacle sliding deep into my pussy, but I saw that the mount contained at least a hundred tentacles, maybe more.

My brain felt heavy with the knowledge of how long this would take, but I was exploding with pleasure from deep within. I knew then that I was the tentacle god’s bride.

Each tentacle had its way with me, until long after the blood moon had passed, and dawn was just barely beginning to break over the ocean. Each one had moved inside me until its fluid shot into me, each one being replaced with another, each more eager than the last to get their fill.

I had too many orgasms to process, and eventually they all blurred together until the last couple of hours of the non-stop fucking were just one continual orgasm. Until finally, it was done.

The last three tentacles shot out their fluids at the same time, covering me with their stickiness. My holes had long since gone past their capacity to hold the liquid inside. When the last tentacles were done, the ones holding me up gently brought me back down, laying me on a bed made up of the tentacles.

They were surprisingly soft and comfortable, but before I could close my eyes to sleep, something I realized I desperately needed, the god himself came onto the bed and climbed on top of me. He looked down on me, and in his pure black eyes I saw affection and pride. I spread my legs and wrapped them around his hips as his head bent down to kiss me.

I kissed him deeply, and pulled him close to me, my arms wrapping tightly around his neck. Without any other precedence, he sunk his cock back inside of me. My pussy was practically swollen shut from the constant fucking, but he was able to slide in and out of me with ease. It was so intense, I was no longer tired.

Magic poured from him as we reconnected, and I saw both of us glowing in the new morning sun. He fucked me hard, biting every inch of me his mouth could find. I dug my nails into his back. His hand wrapped tightly around my throat. I arched my back and thrust my hips up into him, and he drove me back down with his.

Together we melded and I felt his cock twitch inside my tight cunt and his cum finally shot deep inside me. I cried out with my own orgasm, strangled though it was around his hand on my throat. We lay there panting as our orgasms subsided, and his cum mingled with his tentacles’ fluids as they dripped out of my swollen and red pussy.

I felt something changing within me, and I knew that it was done. I was his bride, I was married to this tentacle god who’s name I don’t even know. It didn’t matter. He kissed me and whispered his name, but I can’t repeat it. His name holds power, only to be repeated in the most sacred of instances. “Reiza.” I said back, and I felt the magic and power on my lips as my name formed, and I knew then that I had become something other than pure human as well.

He smiled wide before getting up off the bed. I was too tired to follow him, but I watched as the chief of the village came down from the lip of the crater and met with my husband. It was then that I saw the tentacle mound was connected to his back, where a leathery pipe was sticking out and then split up to form the hundred tentacles trailing behind him, holding me up.

“You have done well, after all this time. All I promised will now be true.” I heard him say, and I remembered the chief’s promise to me about getting revenge. Please make sure he sticks with it, I thought. “And as to what you promised my bride?” He added, asking sternly.

“Yes, I promise to hunt down those who had burned down her village, and they will meet the same end.” I swelled with happiness, feeling like I could leave this Earth with my husband with a light heart, knowing my parents would be avenged.

“We are pleased, human. No more will you make sacrifices; no more will you be bound to me. Your bond with my bride shall end when the murderers are dealt with. Enjoy your reward.”

The chief bowed deeply and backed away, smiling widely. As my husband came towards me again, a straggling tentacle wrapped around my thigh once and then, almost exploratively, poked inside my swollen ass, pushing in only a little. I was too tight to allow much room, but as my husband came closer, the weariness seemed to lift. I was continuing to become more than human, and the perks of being a god were starting to be realized on my body.

My body relaxed and the tentacle was able to fully insert itself inside my still-tight ass. My husband smirked when he climbed back onto our makeshift bed and said, “They are never tired. And soon, you won’t be either. Are you ready?”

I nodded eagerly, not able to wait any longer to see what our new home would be like, and to explore the never-ending pleasure that he and his tentacles promised me.

Thank you for reading!

This was “Sacrifice to the Tentacle God”. I hope you enjoyed it!

Similar books to this one:

	Escape to the Monsters 



If you’d like to see my other works, visit my authors page here.

Thank You!
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