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About This Book

The mysterious Orricrons are a new threat to the galaxy.  They infest entire worlds and attack their inhabitants, dragging them beneath the surface to their Hive.  No one has ever seen an Orricron, only their fearsome tentacles, which attack any civilization in their way.

Commander Brox and his bomber squad make a run at the Orricron Hive that has been terrorizing their colony, only to be captured and dragged into its depths.  There, the Orricron's finally reveal themselves to the humans who are strung up, helpless and naked, by the enemy's powerful invertebrate arms.

Brox watches in horror as one by one, members of his squad are assaulted in unspeakable ways by the tentacles of their alien captors before being tossed into a dark pit from which they never come back.

Now, it's Brox's turn.

As his Orricron Overlord turns his attention upon him, Brox soon discovers that what the Orricrons are doing isn't torture - they're attempting to mate!

When the alien's tentacles begin to probe Brox in unnatural ways and inject his body with their tantalizing venom, he soon discovers the pleasures that go along with being an Orricron mate.  Pleasures so unimaginable, that they threaten to strip away his very identity.

As he writhes in the throes of ecstasy, his captor gives Brox a unique opportunity - become his willing slave, serve the Hive, and experience these homoerotic pleasures forever.

Will Brox succumb to the alien's desire for him?  Is the pleasure of the alien appendages too much for him to resist?  Will he be willing to give up his identity to become a sex slave to his alien master?

Please Note:  This story contains graphic descriptions of sexual activity that some may find shocking, including depictions of nudity, bondage, bdsm, gay sex, dubious consent, sex with alien species, and tentacle sex.  If any of this offends you, please read no further.


“No one is truly free.  Be it love, fortune, or an ideal, there is something in this life we willingly become slaves to.”

Brox cried out as the tentacles tightened around his wrists.  The suckers on them burned, making his skin feel as though it were on fire.  He struggled, but could not free himself.  The accursed appendages had wrapped themselves around his wrists and ankles, holding him suspended in a spread-eagle position.

His muscles tensed as his body heaved.  He was breathing heavy in the musty humidity of the Hive, a sheen of sweat making his hard, naked body glisten.  The Hive was where the Orricrons lived.  Last he remembered, he and his squadron were making a bombing run on the Hive that had taken root near the colony.  Then, there was a screeching sound in his ear, and his world had turned dark.

Now, he was here, which he could only assume was the Hive he’d been trying to destroy.  It was porous and looked to be made of a blue wax substance that was coated in a thin, clear mucous.  The alien’s tentacles appeared to burrow through it with ease.  There were other men there as well, all naked and being held by the fearsome tentacles the same as he was.  Some of the men he didn’t recognize.  Others were from his squad.

Orricrons were bad news.  They’d infest planets, growing like a cancer with exceptional speed.  News from other colonies said that an Orricron infestation would take only a month to envelop an entire planet.  The colony Brox was stationed at had been fighting them for a week.

No one knew what an Orricron looked like.  All anyone ever saw were its tentacles.  Long, rubbery, almost translucent with a slight green hue to them, they would strike without warning.  They would shoot up from the ground and attack anything in sight.  The suckers on the underside could paralyze a victim as the tentacle wrapped around them and dragged them back to the Hive… for what purpose, God only knew.

The man beside Brox grunted as he also struggled with his restraints.  It was Hallon, one of Brox’s wingmen.

“Hallon,” said Brox, trying to get his attention.

Hallon looked up and saw his squadmate.  “Brox!  Where the hell are we?” he asked, his voice hoarse and dry.

“I was going to ask you the same thing,” Brox grumbled.  “What happened?  How’d we get here?”

“I don’t know,” grunted Hallon.  “I was in my ship one moment, then I heard this noise… next thing I know, I’m here!”

Brox grimaced.  It was the same experience he’d had.  Did the Orricrons have tentacles that could reach high enough to attack their ships?  What was the source of that noise?  And what did it do to them?

Suddenly, Brox heard a cracking sound.  The roof of the Hive broke apart and a being dropped from it, its tentacles catching it so it seemed to hover before the captives.  It was humanoid in form, with arms and legs and a head.  Its skin was a scaly green, and its head was oblong with glowing red slits for eyes, slits for a nose, and a long mouth with its sharp teeth clearly visible.

A multitude of tentacles grew from its back, shoulders, and thighs.  Some were skinny, some were thick.  All were so long, they disappeared into the waxy walls, impossible to judge their true length.  Brox eyed the alien and noticed the tentacle that hung between its legs as well.

The Orricron moved itself before the captives, its narrow red eyes looking them up and down in turn.  It stopped in front of Hallon, its lips twisting into a horrific smile.  Hallon snarled at the alien and spit in its face.

“Alien piece of trash!” he screamed.

The Orricron didn’t react.  In fact, it sounded like it was chuckling at Hallon’s display of defiance.  It pulled itself back and the tentacles holding Hallon lengthened, moving him forward toward the creature.

“What are you doing!?” screamed Hallon, struggling against the tentacles which were bringing him closer to his captor.  “Let me go!  RELEASE ME!”

The tentacles spun Hallon around to face the rest of the captives.  Brox got a sick feeling in his stomach as he watched the Orricron move behind Hallon, who was furiously struggling to break free.  Brox could do nothing but watch his comrade’s muscular body tense as Hallon struggled against his bonds.  He had a firm and muscular body, defined and hardened from their intense military training.  Brox could see the definition in Hallon’s abs, his thighs, his chest, and his shoulders.  The man’s teeth gritted as he frantically tried to break free from what was binding him, his intensity such that Brox could see veins bulging from Hallon’s neck and biceps.

Enemies of the Hive, a reptilian voice rang out in Brox’s mind.  Witness what is to be your fate…

A small tentacle, barely the size of a shoestring, slithered around Hallon’s waist.  He squirmed, but could not shake it off.  He was beginning to panic as in wrapped itself around his dangling cock and pulled his penis up against his belly, exposing his ballsack.

“No!” he cried.  “Let me go!  Don’t touch me!”

Suddenly, a tentacle shot out from between his legs, the tip of it whipping Hallon’s ballsack with a sharp smack.  Hallon’s eyes went wide as he screamed, his legs quivering from the blow.  Brox felt a wave of nausea wash over him as he listened to his friend’s cries, sympathy pains shooting through his belly.

Again, the tentacle lashed out and whipped Hallon’s testicles, causing the man to cry out loudly in even more agony.  Over and over, the tentacle mercilessly whipped his sensitive ballsack, causing the grown man to cry and whimper, tears flowing down his cheeks as his genitals were punished by the cruel alien, who leered at his captive with sadistic pleasure.

Brox did not want to watch, but he couldn’t turn away.  Hallon’s ballsack was growing red and swollen as the Orricron continued to punish it, the smacks of each blow ringing out as loud as drumbeats in the cavernous Hive.

“Please!” Hallon cried, tears running down his flushed cheeks.  “Please, stop!”

The alien did not listen.  Smack after smack against Hallon’s balls, it continued, unrelenting.  Finally, Hallon threw up, his entire body quivering.  As his vomit rolled down his muscular belly, the tentacle finally stopped its painful assault. 

Hallon hung there, helplessly, whimpering.

The alien creature emerged from behind him, looking at its captive’s pitiful state.  It seemed to enjoy his suffering.  More tentacles crawled around Hallon’s chest, the sucker at their tips latching onto his nipples like tiny leeches. 

Hallon cried out again.

“It burns!” he screamed.  Brox could only assume the suckers were injecting some type of poison into him as he watched his squadmate writhe and whimper under the harsh treatment of their tormentor.

More tentacles slowly wrapped themselves around Hallon’s muscular thighs and biceps.  Brox watched with a mixture of fascination and horror as more tentacles ran themselves over Hallon, leaving faint trails of clear mucus in their wake as they seemed to caress his hard, naked body in an almost sensual fashion.

“Please…” he whimpered.  “Don’t…”

The Orricron ignored him, one if its tentacles sliding up Hallon’s inner thigh, it’s tip aiming right up from beneath.  Hallon quivered as the tentacle worked its way to his anus.  Brox could see Hallon tense as the appendage forced its way inside his ass.  Hallon’s head fell back as the man cried out in pain.

“No!  Not that!” he screamed as the tentacle penetrated him further.  “Not my ass!  Anything but that!  Please!  MERCY!”

Another tentacle wrapped around Hallon’s swollen balls, squeezing them tight.  Yet another snaked around his tensed neck.  Tears were flowing from his eyes as the one between his legs kept working itself deeper into him, it’s slack portion twisting and twirling like a worm that was digging into the Earth as its head continued to violate Hallon in the worst way possible.

There is no mercy for enemies of the Hive… the voice said.  Only punishment.

The tentacle that had penetrated Hallon began to work itself in and out of his anus, pulling back before digging back in deeply, making Hallon cry and moan.  The one around his balls had wrapped them so tight, they were starting to turn purple.  His chest jerked as he received another jolt to his nipples, causing his face to twist in a look of agony and hopelessness.  Brox couldn’t believe what he was seeing – his friend was being raped, right in front of him!

A tentacle wrapped itself around Hallon’s neck, choking him as he was being violated.  His face began to turn red as he struggled to breathe, his body heaving as the tentacle plunged deep into his rectum, stretching him out as the alien tormentor made this strong soldier his helpless sex toy.

Then, a new tentacle appeared.  This one had a hollow tip to it.  It made its way to Hallon’s flaccid cock and swallowed it, latching its tip to his pelvis.  The tentacle began to convulse, as though it were swallowing.  But as Hallon squirmed and moaned, Brox realized that it wasn’t swallowing – it was sucking!

“Oh no!” Hallon gasped.  “Please!  PLEASE!”

A tentacle found its way into Hallon’s mouth, silencing him as it wormed its way down his throat.  Hallon choked and gagged as the tentacle forced itself down his esophagus.  Tears continued to flow as Hallon was forced to deepthroat the slimy appendage, his desperate attempts to breathe adding a horrific soundtrack to the sickening event.

Brox looked away from the horrific sight.  Hallon was being violated in every way imaginable.  His ass was being raped.  His cock was being raped.  His mouth was being raped.  He hung there, suspended by his tentacle restraints as other tentacles worked across his body.  There were only faint, wet sounds as they ravaged him, tweaking his nipples with poison and constricting around his balls.

Hallon’s eyes eventually grew distant.  He continued to choke and gag at the tentacle in his mouth, but he no longer struggled.  Brox could tell that somewhere, deep inside his mind, Hallon had broken.  He could no longer fight what was happening to him.  The man was now simply submitting, giving himself over to his torment.

See how he has given in? the voice said.  This will be the fate of all who oppose us!

The tentacle over Hallon’s cock pulled itself away.  Hallon had a massive erection, his cock standing up long, hard, and fully aroused.  The tentacle wrapped itself around his cock and began to tug at, starting slowly and working up to a vigorous pace, jerking at him it until he came, sticky white cum shooting from him.  Hallon moaned as the tentacles around his balls squeezed and the one around his cock milked him, forcing every last drop of semen out of his tortured cock.

When he could ejaculate no more, the tentacles released their grip on his genitals.  The one in his ass pulled out, a thick glowing green ooze pouring from his rectum.  Brox could only assume that was some type of tentacle ejaculate as he watched the slime seep down the inside of Hallon’s thighs in disgust.

Finally, the tentacle in Hallon’s mouth pulled out and the man gasped for air.

How do you feel, slave? the alien voice asked.

“Wonderful, Master,” Hallon replied, a far-off look in his eyes.

What is your purpose?

“To serve the Hive.”

And how will you do this?

“By pleasing the tentacles,” he said.  “I am theirs, for their pleasure, now and forever…”

Good slave.  Go about your purpose…

All the tentacles that had been holding Hallon suddenly released.  He fell into the dark depths of the Hive.  Brox watched him disappear far below, fear and sorrow swelling in his gut.  Was this what was in store for him?  Was he to be robbed of his free will and banished to a lifetime of alien rape?

Brox could hear the other captives cry out in horror as the Orricron torturer smiled at them again, its red eyes malicious and hungry.  The second victim, knowing what was in store for him, struggled furiously, screaming at the top of his lungs as the tentacles that restrained him brought him to the alien.

He was violated in the same way as Hallon.  His ass was penetrated – stretched to its breaking point as it wormed its way in and out of his rectum.  His cock sucked, the tentacle tasked with that mercilessly milking him.  A tentacle forced down his throat, restricting his breath as it assailed his esophagus with its mucousy member.  By the time he came, he was a shell of the man he once was – the tentacle rape having broken him the same way it had Hallon.  He too professed his allegiance to the Orricron Hive and was banished to the depths below.

One by one, the Orricron Overlord raped each prisoner, violating the very essence of what it meant to be a man by forcing their unholy appendages places they were never meant to go.  The prisoners screamed.  They cried.  They whimpered.  But eventually they all succumbed, until only Brox was left.

As the Orricron’s last victim fell to the depths below, the alien moved closer to Brox, its fiendish lips twisting into a smile.

You are a prime specimen, it said.  I wished to save you for last…

“What do you mean by that?” growled Brox.

He could feel the slimy touch of the alien’s tentacles as they gently caressed his body.

Your muscles, your appearance… you were the best of the lot.

Brox felt his chest tighten.  Was this alien telling him… he was attractive?

“You’re sick,” spat Brox.  “Your entire disgusting species is sick!”

Possibly, the voice replied.  We are what we are.  And soon, you will be in service to us.

“Do what you’re going to do,” sneered Brox.  “Let’s get this over with!”

Do not be so hasty.  I plan to take my time with you…

Brox could feel the tentacles working around his broad chest and latching onto his sensitive nipples.  He hissed as he felt the suckers firmly latch onto them.  They burned, the poison from the suckers making them feel like they were on fire.  He cried out in pain, struggling against his restraints.  He felt the suckers pinch him, softly chewing in the sensitive pink nubs of his nipples, sending a burning pain into his chest with each excruciating massage.

How does that feel? the alien inquired.

“It burns!” screamed Brox.

Yes… the voice replied.  That is our first ejaculation.  We are injecting it into your nipples.  We are cumming inside you right this very moment.  Can you not feel it?

Every muscle in Brox’s body seemed to tense with revulsion.  He could feel the warmth spreading across his chest and down his abdomen as the tentacles kept injecting his nipples with the first stage of their cum with each excruciating pinch.

“I can feel it!” Brox shouted through gritted teeth, the warm sensation filling his body, making his blood pump faster.

Good, that’s good…

Brox could feel his heart racing, beating so hard against his chest it was as though it could burst from it at any second.  His nipples felt like they were still one fire, but the rest of his muscles began relaxing as the warmth from the alien poison worked its way through him, soothing him in a queer way.

He felt a tiny tentacle wrap around his cock and pull it up to his belly, exposing his testicles.

Now, we must prepare your expulsion of genetic data…

A tentacle whipped out, smacking its tip soundly against Brox’s ballsack.  He screamed as he felt a sharp stinging sensation to go along with the impact, his stomach clenching as a wave of nausea rushed up from his testicles and hit him.  The tentacle whipped his balls again, and again, it was as though he’d been pricked with a needle in addition to being whipped, the lingering sting of pain causing him to shudder.

“What are you doing to me???” he cried.

We are injecting our ejaculate into yours, the voice said.  Is it not obvious?  Our suckers are squirting into you with every lash.  This is the second stage of our mating and assimilation process.  When you eventually climax, it will enhance the sensation.

The tentacle kept lashing at Brox’s tender testicles, each blow causing them to swell and engorge as they were filled with the alien’s semen.  After each lash, Brox could feel a sharp pain in his balls as the alien ejaculate wormed its way into him.  Brox moaned in agony as his legs quivered, begging to clamp together to protect himself, but denied by the harsh alien restraints.  He could feel the dull sensation of nausea welling in his belly with each sharp slap, and he would cry out pitifully, tears rolling down his cheeks.  The whipping of his balls was sheer torture – more painful than anything he’d ever felt in his life.  His testicles ached as they swelled and became engorged, getting more and more sensitive with each assault.  He was heaving so hard, he could barely catch his breath as the alien mercilessly whipped at his tender mansack.  Coupled with the pain still being inflicted on his nipples as the tentacles there continued to inject their venom, he just wanted it to end.  He wanted the pain to be over!

“Please…” he whimpered, barely able to speak.  “Oh God… please… please…”

His tormentor ignored his cries.  He continued torturing Brox’s balls and nipples, the rhythmic slap-slap-slap sound of their inflicting agony echoing through the Hive.  Finally, Brox could not endure any longer, and he retched.  Bile shot from his mouth, dribbling down his chin and onto his chiseled chest which was heaving as he struggled to catch his breath.

Excellent… the alien said.  You are responding well.

Brox spit, the tang of acidy bile stinging his throat.  He glared at the alien with malice.  His testicles felt like two bowling balls between his legs, feeling swollen and achy as they burned with the fire of the alien ejaculate which had been injected into them.  His stomach felt as heavy as lead as it clenched, feeling nauseas.  But worst of all was the feeling of shame that washed over him at having been abused in such a way.

“You… monster…” Brox grunted.

He felt the alien’s tentacles squirming all over his body, caressing him.  They massaged his muscles and he could feel them on his biceps, thighs, and ass cheeks as they slid their mucousy length over him and groped at his tight bulges and sweat-slicked skin.

Yes, you feel so good.  Very pleasurable.

“Fuck you,” Brox growled.

Don’t worry, we are getting to that part.

Brox felt a tentacle lapping at his ass hole.  He closed his eyes, bracing himself for what was to come.  The tip of the tentacle tickled his opening.  In a strange way, it felt like a soft, spongy tongue.  He felt it worm its way into him, slowly squeezing itself into his tight little anus which had never before ben penetrated.

He yelled as he felt himself stretch out to accommodate the appendage that was delving into him.  It was soft, but firm enough to feel it enter his bowels.  He could feel the pressure deep inside his anus as the tentacle moved deeper, churning and twisting inside him so he could not ignore the sensation.

“OH GOD!” Brox yelled as he endured the anal invasion.  The alien laughed.

Your species is so wonderful.  You have so many ways to violate you.

Brox could feel the tentacle begin to plunge in and out of him, having sex with his helpless virgin ass, getting him loose and open.  He could feel it excrete its mucus, lubing him up so it could easily slide in and out of him.  Brox whimpered.  He felt ashamed and violated as the alien tentacle raped his innocent ass.

He could feel his ass burn as the tentacle continued to fuck him, stretching him out further and further, turning his anus into a gaping hole for its own pleasure.  Brox shivered as the appendage that was assaulting him forced its way in deeper, until it hit his prostate, sending an electric jolt of pleasure right through his dick.

The sensation was so abrupt and unexpected, Brox could only make a high-pitched cry as he struggled to comprehend what he was feeling.  The sudden mixture of pleasure and pain was starting to make him dizzy.  Once the tentacle had found his prostate, it continued to hit it from deep inside, causing his body to shake and quiver as more jolts of intense pleasure raced through him.

Then, Brox saw the dreaded hollow tentacle appear.  He gazed at it with loathing as he felt something wrap tightly around his aching, swollen balls.  Then, the hollow tentacle slid over his cock, fitting him into its warm, slimy embrace before attaching its mouth to the base of his pelvis.  Once firmly attached, the tentacle convulsed.  Brox felt it suck at him, the sensation strong and oddly pleasurable.

He tried to resist it, but he felt the tentacle in his ass continue to stimulate his prostate, rubbing up against it and causing jolts of electric pleasure to shoot into his cock and through his loins.  His ballsack constricted as he got more aroused from the assault, causing a dull but pleasurable ache around his engorged testes.  Brox’s body shivered and he felt himself growing hard as his cock was stimulated from the different tentacles that were violating him.

Feels good, does it not?

Brox tried to get the alien out of his head, but he couldn’t.  It did feel good!  As much as Brox did not want to admit it, the pain and pleasure all mixed into one was overwhelming.

He then felt a tentacle wrap around his neck and squeeze.  He struggled at the sudden choking sensation, but the force was too strong.  He felt himself going light-headed as the oxygen to his brain was restricted.

The lack of oxygen heightens the sensation, the alien cooed.  It will make you feel ever better, yes?

Brox managed a moan.  His entire body was tingling.  His cock was being worked expertly, sucked and squeezed and milked by the tentacle that had consumed it.  The inside of the hollow tentacle felt soft and tight and wet, just like a vagina, and the sensation it was delivering was beginning to turn him on.  He felt the tentacle in his ass, milking his prostate as it churned, filling him up and stretching him out in a way he’d never before experienced.  It was like he was fucking and being fucked all at the same time, used as both a man and a woman by this strange creature that was filling him with such unnatural pleasure.

Brox’s nipples tingled.  They were no longer hurting and he could feel his balls growing full with cum as they bulged, large and swollen against his legs.

His head buzzed and he struggled to keep his vision focused.  It felt like every sensation was heightened to the extreme and the gentle caressing of the tentacles about his body made him fall deeper into relaxation as his entire body flushed with arousal and an ever-growing sense of erotic pleasure.  His chest was heaving as he struggled for deep breaths, and he pulled feebly at his restraints as he began to surrender himself to being so thoroughly violated by the slimy tentacles that were raping him.

Another tentacle then appeared before his face.

Open your mouth.

Brox struggled to focus on the tentacle before him.  Part of him wanted to resist, but he felt his resolve fading.  Finally, he complied and obediently opened his mouth, allowing the tentacle to enter it.  He felt the soft, spongy appendage move to the back of his throat and down his esophagus.  He gagged as it probed him, its girth pushing against the walls of his throat.  It would slither down his throat to the point where he’d gag, then slither back out as he greedily sucked in air around it. Soon, the Hive was filled with his gurgling noises as he deepthroated the slimy tentacle, saliva pooling in his mouth and dripping from his lips and onto his heaving chest.  He could feel his esophagus stretch to accommodate the spongy appendage as it went in and out it, making him gag on it submissively.

He was continuing to be penetrated in his ass and his mouth as he was sucked off.  He was now nothing more than a sex toy to be used at the discretion of the alien beast before him.  A worthless puppet whose holes were at the mercy of his master.  Brox could feel the alien’s arousal as it violated him, its sexual energy radiating from it as its many appendages had their way with his body.

Give in, the alien said.  Can you not feel the pleasure?  You can have this feeling all the time, for as long as you desire it.  Do you not want that?

All at once, Brox’s senses were assaulted.  He could feel himself getting fucked in the ass, as though he were a woman being ravaged by an intimate lover.  He could feel his cock getting sucked as his engorged balls were massaged, as though it were being done by an expert mouth skilled in the art of lovemaking.  He could feel his throat being fucked, and it felt wonderful and natural, as though he’d been born to do it.

“Feels… so good…” he thought.

Yes… the alien purred.  You are my plaything.  Do I not treat you well?

“You do,” thought Brox, feeling the tentacle in his ass speed up its thrusting, fucking him harder and harder, making him a right and proper bitch.  “You treat me so well…”

Do you not enjoy being my mate?

“I enjoy it… I love it!”

Brox’s body shook with waves of ecstasy.  His skin had become hyper-sensitive and he could feel every touch and caress of the tentacles as though they were a lover’s soft kiss, a thousand of them stimulating his body all at once.

His brain felt as though his consciousness were somewhere far off, floating in a sea of tranquility and pleasure that it never wanted to leave.

He felt his ass and cock and mouth, all singing and buzzing with delight as they were exquisitely violated by his alien lover.

Will you be mine, human?

“Yes…” thought Brox.  “I’ll be yours… make me yours!”

Tell me you’ll be my mate.

“I’ll be your mate.  I’ll be anything you want me to be…”

Tell me you’ll be my slave.

Brox hesitated.  In the back of his mind, he knew to make such a commitment was to fully surrender.  It was to abandon his identity and become what the alien wanted him to be – a soulless, thoughtless thrall to be used by his people for their pleasure.  And yet… now that he was experiencing their gifts, it did not seem so bad.  He was no longer afraid of it… in fact, he craved it!

“I… I…” Brox thought, struggling with the decision.

Tell me!

“God help me – yes!  I’ll be your slave!  Oh, please, just keep fucking me!  Please, keep fucking me, master!”

Good slave, the alien purred.  Now you shall receive your reward…

Brox jerked as suddenly, all the tentacles began to fuck him harder, the pleasure he received increasing exponentially.  He moaned in ecstasy as the waves of sensation crashed over him, bringing every inch of his body to life.  He felt his ass getting fucked by the tentacle, tingles from a bundle of erotic electricity fluttered in his belly as he submitted to being fucked like a woman, being stretched and filled up in a way he’d never thought he’d experience.

He felt the tentacle in his throat, breathing air into him so he wouldn’t suffocate while it wormed his way into him, as though he were tasting the most delicious desert he’d ever eaten, making his throat tingle and his stomach warm.

He felt the tentacles tighten around his balls and squeeze them pleasurably.  The hollow tentacle disengaged, revealing his throbbing and swollen cock, aching with a longing to be emptied.  The tentacle wrapped around him and began to jerk him off as the other one played with his sensitive swollen balls.

His chest heaved as he breathed in the air from his throat tentacle greedily.  His eyes were rolling into the back of his head as he felt the exquisite pressure of orgasm building up deep within his cock.

Yes.  Good.  Are you ready for your reward?

“Yes!  Oh, God – YES!”

Brox felt a tremendous pressure in his rectum as the tentacle inside him began to expel the alien’s ejaculate.  He felt the goo shoot up into his guts, filling him deeply with an amazing warmth that took his mind into another dimension of pleasure as his bowels absorbed it.

He felt his cock explode from the sensation and the tentacles frantically worked it along with his balls, milking him for every last drop of his seed.

His muscles spasmed and contracted as he shot load after load of hot white cum from his tortured dick, each rope of ejaculate sending wave after wave of erotic release up his spine and into his overtaxed brain.

He felt the tentacle in his mouth shove itself all the way down, squirting more alien ejaculate into his stomach, making him feel as though he’d just eaten the most exquisite meal.

The alien continued to inject it’s cum into his nipples, making every last muscle in his body sing in ecstasy.

For the first time in his life, Brox experienced a total body orgasm on every level imaginable.

His cock cried for mercy as the tentacle squeezed out the last drop of cum he could muster.  It released its hold on his genitals, just as the other one pulled out of his ass, a flood of alien cum flowing out of his stretched and gaping anus and running down his legs.  The final tentacle then left his throat and he could once again breathe on his own.

His head spun.  He’d never experienced such pleasures before in his life!  His dulled brain struggled to come to grips with what had just happened.  Who was he?  Where was he?  Nothing else seemed to matter anymore.  He was content and at peace.  He was happy!  And he just wanted to keep feeling that way, no matter what.

Who are you? the alien asked.

Brox struggled to remember.  He’d had a name once, hadn’t he?

“I’m… your slave,” he responded.

And what does that make me?

“You’re… my master.”

And what can a master do to its slave?

“Anything the master wants.”

The Orricron hovered before Brox eyes, smiling down on him fiendishly.

This master wants you to join its Hive.  Do you accept, slave?

“Yes, Master,” Brock said breathlessly.  “I am yours!”

Brock felt the tentacles release him and suddenly he was falling.  The depths of the Hive below him rushed up to embrace him as he was engulfed by the darkness.  Then, he felt his descent slowing, and he came to rest on a soft, pillowy structure.

He sat up and looked around him.  Thousands of humans were everywhere – men, women, young, old – people of every shape and size.

They all made love to each other, pleasing their fellow humans and Orricron tentacles alike.  They were sex puppets, used for nothing but giving and receiving pleasure.

Brox smiled as he felt tentacles wrap around him again, sending tingles about his skin.  He turned and saw Hallon beside him, who was gazing at him with glassy eyes.  The two men kissed lovingly, their lips greedily locking together as their rough tongues danced in their mouths, each lost in bliss as their erections grew.  The tentacles positioned them so that they each faced the other’s cock and took that cock into their mouths as the tentacles probed their asses, filling them up with ecstasy.

“Oh, how wonderful it is to be a slave!” thought Brox as he happily sucked on Hallon’s swollen dick while surrendering his ass to his alien master.  “I hope this feeling never ends…”

**********

From orbit, Supreme Commander Galvon looked at his ship’s readouts of the planet below.  Evacuation shuttles were inbound as his fleet tried desperately to save as many as they could from the colony below.  250,000 souls had lived on this planet, and now only 30,000 remained.

He grimaced as he saw the buildings of the colony’s great city topple, pulled down by the massive Orricron tentacles that had emerged from the ground.  People not lucky enough to make it to the shuttles were grabbed and dragged beneath the surface, never to be heard from again.

“The last of the evacuees are aboard, Commander,” his Executive Officer said.

“What of the planet?” Galvon asked.  “Can it be saved?”

“Our sensors show that the Hive as nearly consumed a third of it,” the XO replied.  “If there is any hope to stop them, we’d have to strike now.”

Galvon grimaced.  An orbital strike would destroy the Hive, but also make the planet uninhabitable for a hundred years, at least – however, it might be worth it to stop the spread of the alien menace.  He sighed, making his decision.

“Do it,” he ordered.  “Blow them all to hell.”

On his orders, the fleet released their full complement of nuclear missiles.  It hit the planet below, their impacts looking like a flash of fireworks on the surface, followed by beautiful clouds of destruction as the atmosphere turned black and charred.

Galvon looked at his ship’s readings as the Orricron Hive was engulfed in flames of nuclear fury and everything on the surface of the planet was consumed by its cleansing fire.

“Better to die, than live as slaves,” Galvon muttered.


More Great Sci-Fi & Fantasy Erotica:

The Alien’s Sex Slave:  Kidnapped By Pirates (BDSM Impregnation)

The Alien’s Sex Slave:  The Spoils Of War (Reluctant MFF Threesome Sex)

The Alien’s Sex Slave:  Tried By The Invertebrate (Gay Tentacle Sex)

The Centaur’s Submissive: The Forbidden Passion Of The Alchemist (Centaur Dom/Sub Sex)

The Disposable Woman Part 1 (Clone BDSM Sex)

If you’d like to be notified about new entries in the series, be sure to subscribe to the newsletter at BookBomm.com and follow Dominque Gary’s author page on Amazon.


About The Author

Dominque Gary is a lover of the fantastic and all things kinky.  She is fascinated by the possibilities of the universe and the pleasures that could lie in wait.  If you enjoyed this book, and would like to read more erotic tales involving aliens, creatures, and mythical beasts, be sure to check out the others Dominique has written by visiting the website below:

Dominque Gary’s Amazon Page

Please Note:  If you enjoyed this book, please be sure to write a positive review on Amazon!  Reviews help readers to discover new and exciting works by independent authors.  If you would like to help support Dominque Gary and her books, please be sure to write a review of it by clicking here now.

OEBPS/image_rsrc8J.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Beginning


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28






