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I am Helena, a warrior
meant to be sacrificed to the mystery of the labyrinth. He is the
mystery.

Asterion, the minotaur
Lord...

When I enter the labyrinth, I intend
to kill the monster rather than become his latest sacrifice.
Instead, the massive minotaur pulls me into his world completely,
and he claims that I am his fated mate.

Now, I belong to him. He craves to
claim and breed me. To make me his forever. He says it will unlock
the prison of the labyrinth and bring peace to our land.

But can my body withstand the desires
of a beast? Will I be able to birth his massive, horned offspring?
And how can I allow myself to give in to enjoying the pleasures
such a creature can give me?

Jump into this seductive
tale of monster breeding, rapid pregnancy, instalove, and immense
pleasure. This is a short erotic
story.

Content Warning

This book contains sexually explicit
scenes, adult language, possible triggers, and may be considered
offensive to some readers. It is intended only for adults who love
pushing the boundaries.

For other books in this series, please
visit:

http://www.lorrainepearl.com/tbms.html

Love D. L.’s & Lorraine’s
books?

Sign up to be notified of new
releases!
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One

Rain hammered down on my armor as I
stood within the circle of ancient stones. The chatter of the
villagers behind me filled my ears, their fear palpable even over
the sound of the storm.

I didn’t know what they were saying,
but the panic in their voices was impossible to miss. Turning to
see them huddled together, I couldn’t help but notice the looks of
horror on their faces.

I turned back, shaking off their fear,
not taking it in as my own. Before me loomed the dark entrance to
the labyrinth, its stone walls engraved with glowing runes that
seemed to beckon me in.

My blade hung heavy at my side, its
weight both a comfort and a constant reminder of my purpose. I was
no mere sacrifice. I was a warrior, chosen by lot but ready for
whatever lay within those twisted corridors.

The High Priestess chanted an
incantation, her solemn words reverberating off the stone walls and
rising above the howling wind and pounding rain. As each syllable
rolled off her tongue, the ground shook with a rumbling tremor.
With the passing seconds, the quaking intensified until the entire
landscape was trembling.

The labyrinth’s monolithic stone doors
lurched open, shuddering and groaning as if they were alive, their
mighty weight shifting with a thunderous rumble. It filled the air
like a warning, a harbinger of something dark and
powerful.

A heavy mist rolled out, wrapping
around my boots and crawling up my legs as if testing my resolve. I
took a deep breath, tightened my grip on my sword, and stepped
forward, crossing the threshold into this strange new world. The
stone doors slammed closed behind me, silencing the old, familiar
world I left behind.

Inside, the labyrinth was unlike
anything I had ever seen. It was not merely a maze of stone, it was
a living, breathing entity. The walls pulsed with an eerie light,
illuminating patches of ivy and strange, glowing
flowers.

Despite its terrifying reputation, the
labyrinth was far more than a mysterious tomb waiting for terrified
sacrificial women. In some areas, stone walls gave way to lush
gardens where strange and exotic plants grew in abundance. Water
bubbled up from deep springs and trickled down the walls, filling
the air with its calming sounds. Everywhere I looked, there were
murals depicting a history far richer than I had ever
imagined.

Each mural I passed seemed to whisper
its secrets, as if every ancient brush stroke was charged with
magical power. The stories came to life as if I was walking through
a living history book. The images moved and shifted, dancing on the
walls to tell their stories. Voices from the past echoed in my
ears, a cacophony of surprises unfolding in a never-ending
tale.

But then, I felt it—more than saw it—a
presence watching me, sizing me up, the weight of its gaze as
tangible as the sword in my hand.

"Who dares enter my domain?" The deep
voice boomed, resonating through the labyrinth's walls.

I turned toward the voice, my sword
ready, but I was not prepared for the creature that stepped out
from the shadows. It was a minotaur, yes, massive and menacing,
with fur-covered legs and fearsome horns. But it was his eyes,
human, expressive, and filled with loneliness, that caught me off
guard.

I was matter of fact in my reply. "I
am Helena, chosen by my people to—"

"You are not like the others," he
interrupted, his voice tinged with curiosity. "You wear the armor
of a warrior."

"And you speak in the tongue of a
man," I shot back. "You are Asterion, Lord of this land, are you
not?"

"I am..." He took a step closer.
"...and you have entered my labyrinth, my home. Tell me, Warrior
Helena, have you come to slay the beast?"

His deep gaze locked onto mine, and in
that moment, a connection sparked between us, primal and immediate.
It was as if fate itself had woven our destinies together, and I
knew with unshakable certainty that I had met my match.

But in what way?

"No." I lowered my sword ever so
slightly. "I have come to meet him."

I did not know what had come over me,
but somehow, I didn't feel in danger. And I no longer had the heart
to attack this creature.

Asterion seemed taken aback by my
response. His eyes, which had been filled with suspicion and a hint
of anger, softened as he looked upon me in awe and wonder. We stood
there for what felt like an eternity before he finally spoke
again.

"No one has ever entered my labyrinth
without fear before you, my little warrior." His voice gentle yet
strong. "You have courage beyond measure." 

I smiled at him and stepped closer,
unable to resist the impulsive urge, until I felt the warmth
radiating from his body. His presence was comforting and familiar
in a way I couldn't explain, as if our souls were intertwined in
some way that transcended time and space. In his gaze I saw
kindness and understanding, qualities I had never expected to find
in such a monster, and I knew then that this was more than mere
chance or coincidence, this truly was fate.

"You are not what I expected,"
Asterion said, his voice low and husky.

"What did you expect?" I reached up to
touch the soft fur of his minotaur face but pulled away
quickly.

It wasn’t like me to be so impulsive,
but he also needed to understand that I wasn’t afraid of
him.

"I expected someone who would either
try to kill me or cower before me, who would see me as nothing more
than a monster." His dark eyes flickered with emotion. "But
you...you see me as something more."

"You are more," I said, standing
taller, looking him in the eye. "You are a creature of strength and
power, but also of intelligence and kindness. You are not the
monster they have made you out to be. You are
something...different." I somehow knew all of this
instinctively.

My intuition had always been
impeccable. One of my many gifts. I couldn't question it now, no
matter how outrageous it might seem.

He smiled then, a genuine, heartfelt
smile that filled me with warmth. "You are a remarkable woman,
Helena. This magical energy arcing between us is something I have
dreamed of for centuries. I am glad that fate brought us
together."

"As am I." I stepped even closer. "But
what happens now?"

Asterion's eyes darkened with need as
he leaned in closer to me. "Now," he said, his voice husky with
desire, "we explore this labyrinth together. There are rooms I have
only glanced in, knowing they were meant for something more than
just me. We must find the secrets hidden within these walls so that
we may discover what fate has in store for us." He gestured for me
to come with him.

I nodded and sheathed my sword then
followed him through winding paths and hallways that branched off
like the veins of a leaf. The minotaur moved with surprising grace
for a creature of his size, his hooves clacking against the stone
floor.

"As you see," he began, gesturing to a
wall adorned with a detailed mural, "this labyrinth is more than a
prison or a trap. It is a gallery, a museum of sorts, that tells
the history of my people and yours."

I looked at the mural, captivated by
its vibrant colors and complex scenes depicting minotaurs and
humans living in harmony, working the land, studying the
stars.

"You seem so proud of it," I
offered.

"I am." His eyes lit up with hope. "It
serves as a reminder of what we once were, and what we could be
again."

We continued walking, and soon arrived
at an open chamber filled with lush, green plants and a pond at the
center. Glowing stones at the bottom of the water illuminated the
area with a soft light.

"This is the heart of the labyrinth,"
Asterion explained. "The plants are sustained by the underground
springs and magical essences within the rocks. It's a sanctuary, a
place of peace. At least, it was meant to be that way before..."
His voice trailed off.

I decided it was best not to push just
yet. "It's beautiful," I said instead of questioning him, my eyes
meeting his.

"I've always wanted to share this with
someone who could appreciate it," he said softly, "but I never
thought that someone would be a human warrior sent as a
sacrifice."

I couldn't believe it either. "Life is
full of surprises."

"Indeed." His human-like stare drank
me in. "Here we are."

A shiver rolled up my spine, and, in
an attempt to shake off his intense gaze, I looked around at the
labyrinth walls, as if seeking an answer to an unspoken question.
Finally, I asked the one thing that had been burning within me from
the beginning.

"What normally happens to the
sacrifices?" My voice was tinged with genuine curiosity and a hint
of apprehension.

He paused for a moment, as if
measuring his words carefully. "The sacrifices are not killed, if
that's what you're wondering. They are placed into servitude,
tending to the labyrinth, maintaining the history it contains,
among other duties."

"Servitude," I repeated, pondering the
implications.

"Yes. They become a part of the
labyrinth, its keepers, if you will. They are provided with food
and shelter, and in turn, they also care for me and the other
minotaurs who dwell within these walls."

"But they can't leave?" I
pressed.

He shook his head. "No. They can't.
But over time, most come to see the labyrinth as their home, as a
place where they belong."

I looked around at the enchanting
space—the glowing pond, the lush vegetation, the walls filled with
ancient murals. As a warrior, I'd been trained to fight, to protect
my people. The idea of being confined, even in a place as beautiful
as this, rankled me.

"And what of you? Do you see this
labyrinth as your home or your prison?" I had to know more about
this strange creature with the body of a monster and the seeming
heart and soul of a man.

Asterion's gaze deepened, the depths
within unfathomable. "Both. This labyrinth is an extension of me.
It is a sanctuary and a chain. My
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