I used to be a normal girl with a normal life like anybody else. But that was no longer the case for me as my destiny was to be something way greater than I could have hoped for, making me feel endless joy each day and do great things that no one else could have ever hoped for of doing by themselves. Even if I was given the choice to return to my old life, I would refuse it in a heartbeat as my new life was way better than I had before. 

And it all started out very harmlessly during the last week of my normal life: I was mainly doing my things the way I always did, only to feel myself being watched by someone. However, I knew that I didn’t had an admirer "at that time", who would have wanted anything out of me. No matter where I was, it was always there with me, following me in a safe distance, even in those places where absolutely no one could have observed me. I was so paranoid about the fact that I was looking around constantly before I did anything. And no matter how many times I did just that, there was nothing I could find. 

I was also getting some at the time “strange” dreams: It was like me having sleep paralysis and being unable to move or see during all of it. And on top of that I could feel this remote and observing presence approaching me. It was so close that it was right in front of me, looking down at me. Except for its immense presence, I couldn’t hear anything else that could tell me who or what it was. It stayed with me all night like this and did nothing. But as soon as it was morning again, it went away and disappeared into its "hiding place", from where it kept on watching me all day from a distance again. 

The very next night I was getting the first signs that were telling me that “it” might be a monster. As soon as it came closer and was standing over me again, I was suddenly feeling its hands touching my body. They were really big, certainly bigger than mine and the monster itself was certainly more than twice as big as me. But as in the night before, where he was just looking at me, he was now only rubbing its hands all over my body. It seemed to know what it was doing on me, because the movements on me were feeling quite comfortable, as if it was feeling me up and just wanted to examine me even closer. Again, the whole night went on like this and I could feel it as if it was a proper massage. On the following morning, I was even being very disappointed of it ending like that. But now I was really looking forward to my next encounter with this seemingly wonderful creature. 

As soon as I was lying down on my bed again at that night, I was waiting for him with anticipation. But it was most clearly letting me wait for him this time. I was still able on feeling its observing presence from afar, but it didn’t want to come to me anyhow. Either he could feel literally expecting him as well and wanted to know what would happen if he wasn’t doing it, or it was preparing itself for something great for me, only sweetening the hesitating wait for it. The longer I had to wait for him, the tenser I became, more than I had ever been the days before. I waited and waited and waited but he just didn’t seem to come over to me anymore. When I heard my alarm clock going off, I realized he hadn’t come this night. It was making me very disappointed, even more so than I was at yesterday's night with him. But somehow I was getting an exciting realization: I was feeling myself being much more attracted to it than I had ever been up to this point. 

The now fourth night, however, was somewhat strange. It came back to me again, but something peculiar started happening on that night, which was just a small thing, but it did much more to me than I could have admitted to myself: It was lying himself down onto me, holding me onto itself. And that was again the only thing it did to me: lying with me in my bed. Even if it was as good as nothing, it was still as good as everything else for me: I finally had him back with me. I felt so secure with it on me, lying in its arms and having it very close to me. However, I felt so good that I fell asleep shortly afterwards and woke up with a renewed disappointed feeling the next morning. However, it wasn’t quite as disappointing as I could now see a pattern with him: the longer I had to deal with him, the better it became. But what was better than it being simply on me? 

The answer to this question was actually foreseeable easy as I was able on feeling just that the very next night: It was making out with me. Not only did his large hands glide all around my body, but so was his large, long, slippery and even good-feeling tongue. He was feeling and licking me everywhere, leaving me far more comfortable than I had been the whole night before. It knew exactly what it was doing on me and what of an effect it was having on me. I even liked it so much that I was moaning my way through the whole night while he was "using" my body like that. However, that was nothing compared to what was still going to happen to me in the near future, as he was making me clear of that by tonguing my vagina: it was being pushed all the way into me and seemed to be licking around all the way inside of me. At that time, I wasn’t aware of the fact that he was only preparing me for my future, since he had already declared me to be worthy. He didn’t care how many times I was cumming because of him and just kept on going. That was my last night with him alone, because from then on, on my fifth night and on the beginning of the weekend, it was slowly becoming serious for me: 

After a particularly unusual and stressful day, I waited for him as always in my bed. I was even so exhausted that I even went to sleep very early on in the evening. And yet, after I finally became unable to move, I now knew that it wouldn’t take too long before my night with him would be starting all over again. I was feeling it approaching me, but my monster was apparently just standing over me, as he had been doing so on my first night. However, it wasn’t long before I was suddenly hearing his very masculine sounding voice. So I could assure myself that it was a male creature I had been dealing with. But instead of my feelings growing wild from the revelation, they all remained fixed at one single point: His voice. He told me why he had to do all of what he had done to me and for what this was going to be about. Here I learned that he was testing me for something he needed an excellent subject for, who could do what was soon to be demanded out of me. 

But before he could talk about what he this very demand was, he was telling me something about himself and about his race: He came from a far-distant world that was unreachable to us but very much like a neighboring world to his. There weren’t so many of him. There was still just a dozen of his kind left, all of whom weren’t capable of reproducing themselves to one another, since they were all being male. My body was already responding to this, but I continued to listen to him: he had already scoured countless worlds in search of a suitable partner for himself and his remaining species. However, no one was ready enough to face the huge task they would have been given until he got to know me. In the first few days, when he was slowly approaching me, he realized that he had perhaps found the right female. And the more he looked at me more closely, the more he had been thrilled on finally finding someone. He saw how I had reacted to him and had chosen me to become the queen of a whole race. 

I had been pretty proud of myself for supporting an entire race. During my time with him, I had tried to imagine him in my head so I could see him somehow. But since I still couldn’t see him, however, this image I have of him was quite crude, but still big, powerful and masculine looking. And to have dozens of them by my side, who were all just like him, would be like paradise for me. But one question was still remained in my mind: When do I start? His answer: whenever I wanted to devote the rest of my entire life to the repopulation of his kind. My decision was set, as I had already felt enough of him to make up my mind. He then asked me to rise from my bed, to give him my hand and follow him into his world, where I will spend the rest of my life. 

A little while later I noticed how I was able to move again, but still couldn’t see anything. So I stood up and reached my hand over to his direction, which he then took and was leading me to where I was required to be the most. As we moved on, he didn’t speak one bit to me about what I needed to do. Maybe he will tell me as soon as we will reach our destination. His proximity was still enough to sooth me as I was being led through the seemingly endless darkness. The farther we went together, the more I could hardly wait to do my job and make his race numerous and glorious again. Most of the time of me following him, I was feeling nothing around me, except for his hand and his presence. But in due time it was gradually becoming different, as if it was getting warmer and more comfortable. When we had finally reached our destination after hours of walking, he stopped and was also having the same euphoria as me as we both acknowledge what was about to happen very soon. But now I could do one more thing, which I was even more pleased to hear when he was telling me it: I was allowed to see him for the very first time. 

I opened my eyes and was finding him in front of me. Actually, I was only seeing his crotch before me, as he seemed to be really tall. The more I looked up to him, the more exciting I was finding him. He was like a mixture of man, demon and dragon: having the body shape of a man, demon-like colors and radiance while having the body structure of a dragon without scales. I fell in love with him at first sight as I was finally admiring his true form in all of its glory. But not only my feelings, but also my body were now throwing themselves right onto him. While I was holding his legs, he laying his big and powerful hand on my head and was caressing me very gently. Apparently he had also fallen in love with me and has even regarded me as his life partner. He was holding onto me for quite a while, but was then suddenly taking me off of him. 

He even had to pull me off rather roughly, as I was pretty much clutching him. The reason for this was obvious: As I was looking up to him, I could see him leaning his head slightly to his back while seemingly holding himself back for something. Upon looking back down on him, I could see his cock bursting right out of him. Not only was he quite large in his physique, but he was just as equally magnificent in his outgoing masculinity. It was enough for me to really wanna spoil him, but his smell was just as captivating as his size. But before I could begin to do anything, he was saying those wonderful words, which kept on echoing deep in my mind for all eternity: "My queen, fulfill your duty." 

With my task being set, I was literally throwing my life onto that piece of meat, was amusing myself with it with true eagerness and full commitment on my work. I worshiped him just as much as he had done it with my body the nights before: I ​​licked and massaged it everywhere as well as with everything that was being in my power to sufficiently and utterly worship his beautiful breeding stick. Of course I took it into my mouth, too, but its size was a bit overwhelming for my mouth on my first time with it. Nevertheless, I struggled to get him at least partially inside of me. On top of that, I got a taste of his delicious and pleasant-looking anticipation. I could already imagine that his race was quite different from what I would imagine. Somehow it seemed to me that he would even help me get the rest of his length into me. What was too big for me at first was turning out to be just right for me, getting more and more of him into me. So much so that even at my throat was even bulging out while it kept going in deeper. It wasn’t long before I was able to work his whole length with my mouth with pleasure and could actually blow him for once. 

Accordingly, he was slowly showing me how a true queen was supposed to operate: He was laying his big hand onto my head and was spurring me on to do much more and go much further than I was already doing it on him, driving me even wilder. I was going all out on him so much, that he was even giving me more of his precum as prize for my good work. I knew he liked me very much, as he was slowly but surely fucking my head more and more, even gently moaning for me with pleasure. It didn’t take long until he was holding me onto him and was cumming as well as roaring lustfully and powerfully into me. I was feeling every single discharge of him bubbling inside of me. It was even having the same effect on me as his anticipation did: it felt very similar, but it was much stronger and was giving me even more pleasure. 

To be filled up by him was making my stomach quite large and round. Wherever it was within my body and no matter how much further it was going even deeper inside of me, it was making me all tingly. And he even kept on cumming, so that it could properly prepare me for my upcoming life as the queen of an entire race. However, this wasn’t the only way I was being used by him, as he was then gripping me with just one hand, was lifting him up and letting me sit down onto his magnificent monster cock. But instead of putting it onto my butt, he was putting me onto my pussy, as if he now wanted to take me fully. Looking up to him, I was able to see him wanting it as much as I did. However, he was waiting for his special cum to ooze itself into me and to make me ready to take him. In contrast to the way it was behaving inside of my belly, it was still nerve-racking on having just it inside of me, especially as my pussy was being way more sensitive and was having a much greater effect on me than it was having inside of my body elsewhere. 

But somehow we weren’t the only ones here since I heard a steel door open up behind me, feeling someone else on my body and also on my back entrance. Looking up to the one joining our fun, it turned out to be a perfect doppelganger. He was looking just like my self-proclaimed monster king, but I knew exactly who was mine. Even though he had barely joined us and has positioned himself on me, I was then being taken by both of them at the same time. I was finding no difference between my two monsters, because they were being as equal as they could get while also feeling just alike. They were both stuffing me with their dicks as well as they could, were letting their anticipation flow into me and were letting it have its effects on me. Of course they were a bit too big for me at first, but that changed rather quickly, so that I could feel their combined size deep inside of me and enjoy it just as much. 

They both fucked me rhythmically for hours, giving me a flood of delight, which made me even more ready to help them out on making them become numerous and glorious again. I couldn’t get enough of them at all as they kept on using me. I was moaning up to them, showing them how much I was willing to be their queen, to give birth to countless of monsters and to raise the population tenfold. They seemed to like what I was telling them since they began to use me even more. But as long as they did, they had to come to an end eventually. With one final thrust both of their cocks were being pounded deeply into me and were then flooding my inners at both ends. And with their cum deep in my pussy, I was already at the last stage of permanently becoming their queen: I felt how incredibly violent it began to tingled deep inside of me while their cum in of itself began to pull itself deeper into my body, changing me and my body to require on having at least one cock inside of me at all times, just so that this tingling sensation could be overruled. 

After they were done with me, they both pulled out of me and spattered the last rest of their cream onto my body: And with it on my body, I noticed how it was now completely changing me. Thanks to their pink cum, I slowly became like one of them, but more in a lighter pink as their way darker variation. However, just like my still pounding, throbbing and greedy pussy, it seemed to have a similar effect on my whole body: I now needed the close proximity of one of my monster onto me at all times to calm my pleasure craving nerves. It was almost like me waiting for him in my bed with him not coming onto me. But on the contrary, this was now even much stronger than that, as if I was being depended on them. And as badly as it was making me feel those longing and yearning feelings I was getting from it at first, it was nothing compared to what I would be getting from them later on. 

After they were being finished with me, my faithful monster king was coming to me and was giving me his hand to hold onto. Everything I was feeling while being disconnected to my monsters were disappearing the instant I was holding his hand. My body calmed down again, but my pussy wasn’t, making me continuously anxious about wanting to stuff myself with the nearest cock I could find. He was watching me attentively and knew that I was now being ready to actually start my work as the monster queen. He was guiding me towards the room’s exit. But as soon as I was being outside, I was being greeted by dozens of more monsters like him, all waiting for me, being just as excited and ready to set the repopulation in motion as I myself was. A short time later, I was being surrounded by some of them, was being fucked by one half, while the others were giving me their cocks to hold and to play with. With all of them on me, I went to work and was giving them as much of a good time as with my mouth, pussy and ass, while handling their soon to be drooling cocks by myself. I felt so comfortable with them in and around me. 

My first time with them lasted for hours, since they went in groups of five onto me, taking me via rotating so everyone was being at least once everywhere on my body. They were all treating me as nicely as my monster king had done it before them all, only going in a little bit more rough on me because of their heightened excitement of finally having someone to fuck. It was a very joyful experience to have them all on me. I was even being disappointed in them as soon as they had “suddenly” stopped on me. But it turned out that my second task as their queen was just about to start: I was getting the feeling of having several things deep inside of me that wanted to get themselves out of me as soon as possible. Accordingly, they were coming out of my pussy without problems and I it was also feeling so right on laying my very first monster egg. It wasn’t as big as I had imagined, but that will soon change over time. But before I could continue to think about it, the next egg was already coming out of me. At first, the egg laying itself was quite good, but later on it was being surpassed by a much better feeling I started to have: More eggs means more monsters which also means more sex. And with that the endless cycle was now set in motion for me. 

However, I didn’t even get the chance on taking a look at my wonderful monster eggs, because my subjects they "taking" them away from me. But during this little ordeal, they were once more coming onto me and were again having their way with me, calming my sensations und turning my attention towards them. In the meantime the others were piling up my eggs onto one big group and were smearing and covering them with their sticky and juicy cum. This turned out to be the missing ingredient on making the eggs mature much more quickly. But since the eggs needed a lot of it, the monsters were preparing themselves to replace their fucking peers as soon as they were being done with me, so that everything could go as smoothly as possible. Even during them switching up the monster groups on me, I still couldn’t see what was happening to my already laid eggs behind the ongoing group of squirting monsters. Only after my second session was over and was about to lay my second bundle of eggs, I could see how my eggs were at least half as big as I myself was. Not only that, but they were even starting to hatch right in front of me. 

My little ones were all looking just like their fathers: male, younger, smaller and even more cute-looking. However, they apparently weren’t as small as they seemed to be at the first sight: they all seemed to be bursting with masculinity. They were just as well-hung as their fathers and wanted to make me as happier as they had done it to me: Because of their inexperienced, they all wanted to come onto me and wanted to do it with me all at the same time. It was getting quite chaotic, especially when two or even three of them were stuffing themselves into the one and same hole, stretching me out immensely. Still, they were being quite compassionate and were especially fast learners. In contrast to the adult monsters, they were much more loving, even if they are being quite selfish at times. And this is how my first day as the queen of monsters ended: me being together with my little ones sleeping around me and being soaked in their own cum. 

From that day onward I began to do a rhythmical schedule: In the morning and at night, I was allowed to be my little ones, having fun with them as much as I was having with the grownups, while during the day I would be taken by the adult monsters until I was laying my eggs for them. That was my life in a nutshell, as the mother of an entire race. After weeks, there were already so many of them, who have even grown to be fully aged adult monsters, that it was starting to become difficult on taking them all within just one day, satisfying them all without leaving one of them out. As much as I tried to do just that and the more of them I had to take with each and every additional day, I just couldn’t satisfy everyone in time, needing an additional day on taking them all. But they all seemed to have figured out a system on how everyone could still use me once until everyone had their go at me, resetting their system and counting from then on again. I myself didn’t need to care much about it since my job was being fairly easy. 

Today, after about a year after I had become their queen, the monster species has now fully recovered and I was even getting some more leisure for myself, so that I am no longer being surrounded by monsters and that I could even visit my kingdom personally. Of course, I was greeting my subjects with a pleasurable hand- or even blowjob, just to show them my gratitude, even if they should really be the ones thanking me, since I myself have achieved the repopulation in the first place. Still, it was a reciprocity we all were the ones responsible for it. During all of this, my monster king kept on following me and was just as happy as I was that we were able on getting this far thanks to the both of us. 

After I sufficiently had been in the public with them, we returned to our room and happily remained being there for quite some time. Since we no longer had to deal with the repopulation, the time with him became much more affecting. He loved me excessively and was even showing me this in the form of kisses, cuddling, french-kissing and some delightful sex. His tenderness was a change I began to love immensely. I did the same to him, feeling so much more contented being in his arms and on him in general. But even after one year of monster breeding, I still kept laying my eggs. However, they weren’t as numerous as they used to be, but they were only two to three eggs with him taking me every so often, while on more idle days there was always at least one egg to lie. Being an incubator for a whole year made me actually become one. But I was fine on being one myself. Doing it with the little ones while my monster king keeps on being along the ride is fine as well. 

I love my new life as a queen, even though I am not as active as I was before. But if it is time for me to resurrect my monster kingdom by breeding and lying even more eggs yet again, I will be more than ready on doing just that. Actually, you could never have enough monsters at your side, to fill each and every hole and becoming a true queen at the end of it. But at the moment I just wanted to enjoy my time with them all, make myself comfortable on my thorn, which was nothing more than my royal cock, and to make all of my subjects happy. Maybe, while being in a very good mood, I might even want to expand my kingdom. Right now I have just ten thousand of them. Certainly one hundred thousand or even a million wouldn’t be bad either. 
