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Bred By The Demon: Fertile Monster Breeding Part 2


What if I’m pregnant?

If I am, should I stay here, or find somewhere else to go?

While those questions were pressing, one question clutched Julia’s attention more, and ignited a hot, hungry rush of arousal within: 

What other monsters here can breed me?

That final question seemed to mute Julia’s inner thoughts. Instead of words, her mind played image after image of her own body being touched, held down, folded, and covered in the seed of every monster she could remember from her studies of the Demon Realm. The reality of raising children wasn’t her focus. Right now, Julia’s body only hungered for the burning desire she had just discovered within herself. All she wanted was to be bred, over and over again.

The sound of the door opening made Julia jump, interrupting her thoughts. It was Krogdak, the massive, muscular green orc, who happens to be the reason for the current ache burning throughout Julia’s sore body. He had an unusual look of concern on his face.

“What’s going on?” Julia asked, sitting upright on the bed, her feet brushing the wooden floor beneath her.

“Julia, good afternoon,” he replied, wiping sweat from the back of his tree trunk of a neck. “I... I am so sorry, but... I cannot let you stay here tonight.” His eyebrows were furrowed with worry. This was genuine guilt here, not the excuse of someone playing off a one-night stand.

“Oh! That’s, um, that’s alright,” Julia spoke, trying to shake the exhaustion from her body as she stood and searched for her shirt and trousers, forgetting that the latter had been torn to shreds in the heat of the previous night. Thankfully, her shirt was a surviving party, and she slipped it on over her dewy skin.

“I am truly sorry,” Krogdak said again, grabbing the cup of tea he had left the woman, offering it to her palms. “My family... They need me. Nothing serious, just some repairs on their home,” he explained. 

“Hey, it’s okay, seriously!” Julia reassured. She kindly took the tea and sipped, drinking in the yummy herbal scent and taste. “I’m sure I can find somewhere to stay if what you said is true—about so many witches staying here, that is.” 

“It is true,” the orc said with a smile. “I hope my company was proof of why that is,” he spoke in a silky voice, a wink accompanying his toothy grin. Julia couldn’t help but smile.

“It definitely is,” she replied. Careful not to rile herself up too much, Julia’s mind brushed past the memories of the previous night. The orc’s meaty hands grabbing her waist as he slammed himself inside of her, taking control—with permission—of her body, even her mind, as he emptied himself in her womb until he was certain she had been bred. Her skin felt warm at the memory of her body laying limp and used in the pool of sticky semen.

“I see last night was memorable for you, too,” the orc purred, snapping Julia from her fog once again. A blush covered her face.

“Y-yes, you’re definitely right,” she laughed. It felt good to know that he was thinking of her the same, but it made the goodbye more painful. Julia would have loved to stay here for the rest of time, in a warm, hand-built cabin, with a strong and kind person who wasn’t afraid to lose control with her. 

Fortunately, she had plenty of the Demon Realm ahead of her. Who knows what—or who—she might run into next? 

Krogdak began gathering a few things in a satchel before throwing it over his green, freckled shoulder. “I must get going, I regret to say. If you don’t mind, it would be best if you left before nightfall,” he admitted, gazing at the beautiful woman before him.

“I understand. Before you go,” Julia started, standing up, being reminded of the extreme height of the orc as he towered over her. “Did our... did you...?”

“Maybe,” Krogdak spoke, somehow knowing what she was about to ask—did you really breed me? “Do not worry—we have plenty of choices available for you here, whether our attempt was successful or not. In other words, if we did breed, you could choose to keep it or not. It is up to you,” he said with a softness in his voice. 

Julia was amazed. This concept was never even spoken of in her realm. Her shoulders relaxed. She had time to decide, and it was her decision alone. Relief washed over her like a gentle breeze.

“Thank you, Krogdak,” she said, smiling, giving the large orc a small hug. With Krogdak’s size, any hug from her would be small. “Oh, and, do you have a recommendation? Of where to go next, I mean?”

“Ah, yes,” Krogdak spoke after returning Julia’s embrace. “Follow the setting sun for a little while, past the dark forest. You should find a tavern—Devil’s Keep, I believe is the name,” he replied. “I hear those demons are a good time,” he said with a wink. Julia felt heat rush up her body. 

Demons. From her studies, she recalls pictures of them, hues of red with forked tongues and horns in all shapes and sizes. 

She wondered what else might come in all shapes and sizes. 

“Thank you for everything,” Julia said. “I guess I should start going now, if I want to get there before night. But I’m gonna need a spare pair of trousers—you owe me.”

A few hours passed since Julia departed from the orc’s cabin, a new pair of trousers and a jacket lent to her, the layer eclipsing her silhouette. Still, it provided nice cover from the heat. The sun wasn’t horrifically hot, but it was closer to a summer’s day than the sun in autumn. A breeze kicked up dry dirt that surrounded dark-wooded trees and a few leaves chased after each other in the wind. 

Thankfully, the orc had left Julia with a small container of fresh water from a stream and a serving of steamed vegetables wrapped in a hand-sewn cloth. She had been worried about facing hunger or thirst, but the Demon Realm was turning out to be more like a reddish, rural land full of hiking trails and scattered towns than the desolate world she was taught in school.

Maybe living here wouldn’t be all that bad, she thought to herself. Up ahead, a sign appeared in the distance, shadowed by the evening sun.

Devil’s Keep, it read in curving, pointy letters of dark stain painted on wood. Just beyond it stood a three-story building—no, a steep hill, crowded by similar dark hills made of stone, but the center hill had been hollowed out, and a variety of colorful windows and doors were fitted in the stone walls. It looked like a massive colony of cave-dwelling creatures had abandoned their family home, the place now crawling with demons, devils, and soon, a witch, who’s footsteps grew faster and faster the closer she grew, speeding like a moth to candlelight.

The door of the tavern opened with a creak. Julia peered her eyes into the dim space. A flood of noise spewed from the doorway—laughter, the sipping of drinks, and something louder, something that furrowed Julia’s brow just before making a quick rush of blood flow into her cheeks. 

Moans, guttural and wild, filled Julia’s ears. As the witch curiously tip-toed into the tavern, disbelief plastered on her face, the motion of figures came into view under the light of candles redder than the ones she knew back home. The flames danced brightly against the sweating bodies that squirmed and pulsed before her. Several demons and devils seemed to be trying to devour each other in a lustful spree, some spread across tables and bars, others paired up in chairs or even on the wooden floor of the room.

Before Julia could open her mouth, a large, clawed hand firmly pressed against her chest.

“Greetings, traveler,” a large, muscular demon woman barked, her words kind but her tone suspicious. “What brings you here?” The woman, her skin a rusty orange and eyes seemingly made of flames, lowered her face to peer into Julia’s nervous eyes. 

“H-Hello, I just need a place to stay tonight,” Julia croaked, her eyes darting from the woman before her and the wild orgy that lay just yards away. She couldn’t fathom how this woman wasn’t reacting to the action behind her. “A friend recommended this place.”

The woman guffawed, her open maw exposing snake-like fangs that glinted in the candlelight. “Darling, I didn’t mean this tavern! I meant here—the Demon Realm, of course,” she said. A few demons, still occupied with various sexual activities, were seemingly becoming interested in the conversation. Visitors from outside the realm must not be common in this area.

“Oh, right,” Julia chuckled. A little bit of sweat started to gather on her temple. “Well, I come from—”

“Witch, uh, Academy, or something, right?” A high voice shouted from the far wall, appearing to come from a person currently pinned against a wall by a muscular figure. A handful of voices chimed in in agreement. “Yeah, that one prude place, I bet!” another voice added, followed again by agreement from the crowd.

“Close, but yeah, that’s me,” Julia answered, trying to make her voice loud enough to be heard over the groans and huffs that filled the room. 

“Ah, it is you, Julia. Krogdak sent word. He’s a good man,” the woman said with a grin before patting Julia on the shoulder. 

Great. Not only does word seem to be spreading about my appearance here, Julia thought, but now random people seem to know about my sex life. 

After a little more teasing, the sturdy woman—Selani, the guard of the tavern—allowed Julia further inside the musky room. Julia drank in her surroundings; demons pounded and licked each other, breathing hot air and hissing, wings flapping and spreading out as moans became primal screams. The spewing of liquids and catching of them on tongues, backs and bellies kept catching Julia’s gaze, making the sweat on her face wetter, her tongue flicking out to lick her nervous lips. A bar like this wouldn’t have survived one minute in her home realm. 

Julia’s eyes blinked rapidly, trying to break free of the enticing views before her. I’m here to find a place to stay for the night, that’s all, she reminded herself.

A new voice broke through the fog of the room. “Julia, was it?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” Julia replied, trying to locate the source of the voice. 

“Over here,” the voice said again. Soon Julia caught the obsidian gaze of a demon behind the bar at the far side of the room, a beaded curtain twinkling behind him. “Care for a sip?”

Julia made her way through the writhing, steaming bodies, trying not to peer too longingly at the figures around her. She found a free seat covered with a red upholstery cushion as the demon slid a small crystalline glass across the bar. The witch gently took the glass in her fingers. Only a bumpy orb of ice sat inside, already beginning to melt from the heat of the room.

“What is it?” Julia asked, trying to avoid the eyes of the demon and utterly failing. At first, his eyes looked to be solidly black, but at a closer distance, she could see that they were the color of smoke, as if it were billowing from a fire or volcano inside of his eyes. It was hard not to stare.

The demon chuffed with a smile. “No ice in your realm? You folks really are deprived.”

Julia rolled her eyes. “Okay, we have ice, I just didn’t know if it was... alcoholic ice, or flavored, or something,” she explained clumsily. The presence of this demon was hard to keep calm around. He seemed to ooze coolness, despite the heat of his skin, which could be felt even across the shiny wooden bar. 

“Well, I’m glad to hear it,” he grinned. “It’s just ice, yes. We don’t serve alcohol in this season.”

“Why not?” Julia asked. It was hard to believe that the still-continuing sex happening behind her, beside her, all around her was the action of totally sober beings.

The demon’s barely visible pupils met hers. His expression was still one of humor, but now had a tinge of confusion in it, as if he had never been asked the question. “...You don’t know?” He asked.

Julia blushed out of embarrassment. “Sorry, I really only got here a day ago.” When she thought about it, Julia couldn’t remember any mention of seasons in the books she had read about this realm. How could something as simple as a season cause an alcohol ban?

“...It’s breeding season,” the demon answered. 

Suddenly, it was as if the sounds of the demons in the bar grew louder, faster. Breaths became harsher and nasty words spit out of mouths while screams of pleasure rang through Julia’s ears. Her eyes widened as she stared at the ice
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