

The Alien’s Sex Slave:

Tried By The Invertebrate

A Torrid Gay BDSM Alien Tentacle Tale

By

Dominique Gary


The Alien’s Sex Slave: Tried By The Invertebrate - Copyright 2013 Dominique Gary - All Rights Reserved

No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder.

This novel is a work of fiction.  Any and all characters, events, and places are of the author's imagination and should not be confused with fact.  Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or events or places is merely coincidence.  This book also contains graphic depictions of sexual activity.  It is intended for mature adults, and should not be read by those under 18 years of age. 

First Electronic Edition, 2013 - Published in the United States of America

Notice:

If you would like to receive updates on how to download high-quality erotic releases like this one for free, please visit the following website to sign up for their newsletter:

BookBomm.com


About This Book

On an alien planet, Dover has been arrested for the crime of mass murder.  A crime he claims he did not commit.  However, his accusers - the squid-like alien species known as the Quaraam - do not believe him.

The Quaraam are a symbiotic species.  They attach themselves to hosts more powerful than them and use those hosts to carry out their bidding.

Right now, their bidding is to keep Dover locked away in their deepest, darkest prison.  A prison where Dover discovers the horrors of being a plaything - to his merciless guards and other dangerous prisoners alike.

His only hope for freedom comes when his trial is announced.  It is a trial by the Quaraam leader known as the Mighty Quim.  He, and he alone, has the power to decide Dover's ultimate fate.

When he finally gets a chance to plead his case and declare his innocence, Dover is given a choice:  Accept judgment now, or submit to a symbiotic joining with the Mighty Quim to prove he is as innocent as he claims.

But what does this joining entail?  And would Dover be able to survive it?  Just how much is Dover willing to risk to regain his freedom?

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.


It Is Better To Die, Than Live As A Slave

Icy water crashed down over Dover’s head, shocking him back to consciousness.  He gasped, his matted and tangled brown hair now in his eyes, the water making it stick to his face.  He shook his head so he could get a clear look at his jailer above him.

Dover jerked at the harsh iron manacles that held him chained in the pit.  The rusty grate overhead revealed the outline of the creature above him.  It had the tall, muscular body of a Roxxar, but by now Dover knew the Roxxar was just as much a prisoner as he was.  The alien jailor was carrying the Quaraam symbiote on its back.  The small, squid-like creature had its tentacles wrapped around the Roxxar’s rock-hard, muscular, blue body, controlling him as though he were a puppet on strings.

The metal grate swung open and Dover gritted his teeth.  He knew what came next.  The Roxxar had already raped him numerous times.  He was still sore from the last encounter.  The locks holding his manacles to the ground of his cell disengaged and he felt his prison collar tighten as the Roxxar yanked on its chain.

Dover flew up out of the pit and landed on the unforgiving metal of the floor.  Before he could get up, he felt the Roxxar grab him by the back of his neck, its big, blue hand’s grip was vice-like in its hold.  He yanked Dover up to his feet before roughly forcing him onto the crude metal sawhorse that had been erected in the holding area.  He cried out and struggled, but the Roxxar was too strong.  Instead, Dover was forced onto the sawhorse yet again, his collar and manacles attached to it, leaving his rear-end bent over, exposed, and vulnerable.

He jerked violently at his restraints, not wanting to endure yet another humiliation by his jailor.  He could see other prisoners looking at him through the grates in the floor, their eyes a mixture of relief it was not them on that sawhorse and dread with the knowledge that their time would come soon.

“This will be our last session, human,” the Roxxar said in his bass-heavy voice.  “Your trial has finally come.  Your judgment shall be passed.”

“I am an innocent man!” Dover screamed.  “I’ve done nothing wrong!”

“That is for the Mighty Quim to decide,” the Roxxar said, running his large, rough hands up the insides of Dover’s quivering thighs.  “Until such time, you are mine.”

Dover bowed his head and grit his teeth as he felt the Roxxar’s hands grip his ass cheeks and spread them open, both of the alien’s thumbs resting upon his sore, abused anus and playfully rubbing it in a foreboding manner.  He could feel the tip of the alien’s rough thumb gently probe him, forcing his anal ring to stretch open and accept it.

Dover felt so helpless he wanted to cry.  How had his life devolved to such dire straits as this?  Why was he meant to suffer such indignities as being anally violated on a regular basis by a huge blue alien cock controlled by a jelly-like squid?

He was imprisoned because he’d been accused of destroying a Quaraam egg nest, amounting to the charge of mass murder with the death of over a hundred potential Quaraams.  In reality, he was just a fisherman who was in the wrong place at the wrong time.  He’d spent three months in the Quaraam jail, awaiting his trial.  But it felt as though he’d already been convicted and was suffering his punishment at the hands of an alien rapist.

“Humans have such tender holes,” the Roxxar said, gleefully.  “They, by far, feel the best of any species.”

“Just get on with it,” Dover said through gritted teeth.

The Roxxar chuckled.  “As you wish, prisoner,” he replied.

The Roxxar pulled one of his symbiote’s tentacles from his chest and grabbed Dover’s cock, which was hanging limply between his legs.  He slid the hollow end of the tentacle over it and Dover felt it latch onto his dick like a disgusting wet mouth.  He moaned as the tentacle began to suck on his manhood, its tip crawling up until it encompassed the base of his shaft.

Another tentacle then wrapped around his testicles, pulling tight and making him squeal.  He felt the Roxxar’s massive cock lay itself in the crack of his ass.  It was long and wide, and from experience, Dover knew he’d be forced to take every last excruciating inch of it in moments.

A third tentacle dripped a stream blue ooze onto his ass and the Roxxar used his finger to begin working the ooze into Dover’s rectum.  It was a cool sensation, but Dover grit his teeth none the less as his jailor’s rough finger worked its way inside of him.  The alien’s excrement may lube his anus enough to permit him to take the Roxxar’s cock without damage, but it also heightened every sensation within his anal cavity, making the assault from the alien penis both immensely painful and pleasurable, all at once.

When his anus had been thoroughly coated with the ooze, the alien removed his finger.  Dover felt the bulbous head of the alien’s cock rob over his tender ass hole, threatening to dive in deep into his bowels.  More tentacles released themselves from the Roxxar and slithered their way over Dover’s body.  Two held his ass cheeks wide open and another wrapped itself around his neck, as if staking its claim to ownership over him.

Dover grunted as he felt the alien press its cock’s head past his anus, the already sore muscles of his taboo fuck-hole stretching open to accommodate the alien’s large member.  Dover couldn’t help but cry out in a feeble whimper as the alien entered him, feeling every inch of the being’s girth as it slid against the walls of his anus, filling him up as he dove deeper and deeper.

God, he’s so big! Dover thought as his knuckles turned white from gripping onto the sawhorse.  He’s just so big!!!

He didn’t know much about Roxxar women, but he theorized they had to be massively flexible to accommodate the girth and length of their male counterparts.  Dover was familiar enough with Roxxar culture to know that laying with other males was greatly looked down upon.  He could only assume it was the Quaraam attached to the Roxxar that found him so enticing.  It wasn’t quite clear what gender the Quaraams belonged to, but they could experience everything their host did.  Judging by how many times Dover’s ass had been penetrated, the host seemed to rather enjoy violating him.

Dover could feel the massive alien cock begin to slide into him, burrowing further and further into his anus.  He cried out as he could feel every inch of the alien penis, the Quaraam’s discharge lubricating his anal walls and making him aware of every sensation in excruciating detail.

Finally, Dover gasped as he felt the Roxxar’s testicles rest against his, his jailor having pushed himself into his ass all the way to its hilt.  He felt the tentacle’s hold around his balls squeeze tightly and the sucking from the tentacle attached to his cock intensify.

The Roxxar’s large hands wrapped around Dover’s waist to hold him firmly as he pulled out and drove back in with a mighty thrust that caused Dover to scream in a mixture of pleasure and agony.

Dover could feel his anus being stretched to its limit, the humiliation of being fucked by another male ringing in his chest and making him despair.  But the stimulation of his cock coupled with the queer sensations from the alien lubrication sent jolts of ecstasy down his legs and into his belly.  It wasn’t so much that he disliked the pain he was experiencing, it was the fact that he hated the pleasure he felt by being fucked like a prison bitch.

The tentacle around his neck tightened, restricting his airway as the alien beast punished his anus with its massive cock.  Dover struggled to breathe, but he was powerless to do anything except lay against the unrelenting sawhorse he was chained to and take what his jailor gave him.

The Roxxar chuckled.  “You make a good female, human,” he mused.  “Your hole pleases me.”

Dover could only whimper in reply as the alien continued to shove his cock in and out of his ass, pumping away at his man-pussy with reckless abandon.  His balls ached, filling with trapped blood from the tight grip of the symbiote’s tentacle.  His cock was being worked by the other tentacle, its jelly-like muscles pulsing all around him, milking his cock like a cow’s udder.  Despite himself, Dover couldn’t help but feel his cock grow harder at all the stimulation.

“Oh, God,” he moaned as his body jerked with each powerful thrust into his ass.

“Yes, pray human!” the Roxxar laughed.  “Your God will not save you from me…”

The Roxxar pulled out and squirted more blue ooze into Dover’s ass, letting it drip down into his gaping ass hole, before he resumed fucking it.  The alien chuckled as he’d pull out and Dover’s ass would gape, its ravaged pink ring staying wide open, lined and dripping with blue lubrication.  It would swallow up the alien’s member obediently as the Roxxar rammed himself back inside.

Dover’s eyes began to roll to the back of his head as he gave up trying to resist the assault.  He attempted to go someplace far away in his mind, allowing his body to be used by the aliens for their twisted pleasure.  But it was as if the Quaraam symbiote knew what he was doing and would shock him back with a quick tug at his neck with its tentacle.

The Roxxar was fucking him as properly as any male would fuck a female now.  Rapid thrusts in and out of Dover’s ass with his large cock, the rhythmic slap-slap-slapping of skin on skin ringing out as he did so.  Dover cried and whined and squirmed as his body rocked back-and-forth with the thrusts of his rapist, but there was nowhere for him to run and hide.  His ass was being sacrificed to a merciless alien god, and there was nothing he could do about it.

With a powerful thrust, the Roxxar roared and drove as deep into Dover’s anus as he’d ever had.  Dover arched his back and cried out as he struggled to accept all of the alien and felt the strange explosion of sensation as the alien climaxed inside of him.

He could feel the building pressure deep inside as the Roxxar’s ejaculate filled up his guts.  Roxxars orgasmed for up to three whole minutes, spewing their release the entire time.  Already, Dover could feel the tingling down his leg as the alien’s ejaculate seeped from his anus as more and more of it flooded into him.

The tentacle’s stimulation increased as well, sucking on his aching cock relentlessly, consistently loosening its grip around his balls before squeezing tightly once again.  The stimulation was making his cock ache with ecstasy and he could feel the building pressure in his loins as he grew closer and closer to his own orgasm.  Finally, Dover could take no more.  He moaned and released his seed, his cock pulsing even as the Roxxar pulsed within him.  The Quaraam tentacle sucked on him vigorously, pulling every last drop of sticky white cum for him that it could and drinking it up.

Dover felt the tentacle around his neck move, working its way into his mouth.  It squirted the semen it had collected from him with its other tentacle there, forcing him to swallow his own seed and taste its thick, salty nature as he choked it down.  Only then did the Roxxar seem to reach his full climax and pull out of him.  It was as though he could feel his ass muscles collapse as the massive appendage was removed from him and he breathed a sigh of relief at being free from the beast once more.

He felt his stomach cramp and he bore down, expulsing the alien’s cum from his bowels.  He felt the stream of thick liquid shoot out of him and the Roxxar roared with delight as it covered his genitals.  Dover kept pushing until every ounce of the alien cum he could eject from him was gone.  He breathed deeply, the stress from pushing the Roxxar’s ejaculate out of him being a great physical trial.

He felt the Roxxar’s large fingers dig back into his anus, working in and out of him as it scooped its ejaculate out playfully.  Dover moaned as the alien chuckled, playing with his stretched rectum in an amused fashion.

“Yes, this hole has been well used,” the Roxxar said.  “Such a shame to see it go.”

“Please, no more,” Dover begged.  “The hole hurts…”

“Aye, wait until it is used by the Mighty Quim,” the Roxxar said.  “It shall be transformed.”

Dover didn’t know what that meant, but he didn’t like the sound of it.

Then, the large doors to the jail opened and two more Quaraam-possessed Roxxars entered, carrying their energy staffs.  The head guard looked at Dover and his jailor with disdain.

“You were to prepare the prisoner for trial,” he growled.

The Roxxar jailor chuckled.  “He looks prepared to me.”

Dover felt the Quaraam tentacles retract from his body, his shackles disengaging from the sawhorse, allowing him to fall to the floor.  He cradled himself, his ass and cock sore from being so soundly abused by his captor.

“Hose him down,” the head guard commanded.

The Roxxar jailor took a nearby water hose and blasted Dover with it.  The water hit him with the force of a truck, its icy temperature making him scream and cry out.  He rolled on the ground, trying to get away from its assault, but his jailor followed after him, spraying every inch of his body.  When it was all over, Dover curled up, shivering, his skin hot and red from the impact of the icy water.

“Bring him,” the head guard ordered.

The other guard and the jailor picked Dover up between them.  They followed the head guard, dragging Dover along, his head slumped from exhaustion.  He tried to look up as he was escorted out of the jail, his eyes focusing on the cold metallic hallway that seemed to go on forever.

“Where are you… taking me…” he asked, weakly.

“To trial,” the head guard said.

“What of my lawyer?”

“Your what?” spat the guard.  “You are to stand before the Mighty Quim and receive your sentence.  Nothing more will be provided to you, scum!”

They eventually came to two large steel doors which opened to accept them.  Sunlight shone down from above in the room beyond, its floor made of hard stone blocks.  A stone dais sat near the far wall, ringed by columns which rose to the high ceiling.  Dover recoiled in horror when he saw the most massive Quaraam he’d ever witnessed sitting upon the dais.  It was the size of an elephant, its gigantic circular head bobbing as veins twitched beneath its surface.  It had two large, black eyes that gazed soullessly toward those approaching, a multitude of large tentacles emanating from beneath it, reaching out all over the room.  It looked like some type of horrible God from a nightmare best forgotten.

Dover tried to struggle feebly, doing all in his power to get away as he was dragged closer to the Quaraam that was to sit in judgment of him.  But he could not get away.  His captors brought him before the creature and forced him to his knees.

“Hail, Mighty Quim!” the head guard said.  “Before you is the accused, who maliciously destroyed an egg nest, murdering 123 hatchlings.”

“It’s not true!” Dover cried.  “I was a member of a fishing vessel, sanctioned by the Quaraam senate!  Our ship was destroyed in a storm off the coast of Givaltaar.  The egg nest was already destroyed when I washed upon the shore!  I’m innocent!”

The lead guard struck Dover in the belly with his staff, sending a painful electrical jolt through him.  He cried out before collapsing forward, holding his gut where the staff had struck him.

“Silence!” the guard cried.

A faint clicking sound emanated from the Mighty Quim.  Then, a deep, authoritative voice boomed throughout the chamber.

“Leave us,” it commanded.

The three guards bowed, then exited the chamber, the massive steel doors closing behind them.  Dover pushed himself back up to his knees, looking at the Mighty Quim before him, frightened.

“Please, I beg you…” he said.  “Just hear me out…”

“Do you wish to prove your innocence?” the Mighty Quim asked.

Dover nodded his head.  “Yes, oh Mighty Quim!” he said.  “Desperately!”

“Then I shall give you the choice to submit to Genstraition before I pass judgment,” he said.

Dover looked at the alien, confused.  “I don’t understand,” he said.  “What is Genstraition?”

“It is a form of symbiosis,” the Mighty Quim boomed.  “You will allow me to merge with you.  Read your thoughts.  Determine the nature of your crime.  However, I must warn you, the process of Genstraition is quite harsh.  You may not survive the process.”

“And if I do?” Dover asked.  “If you see I’m telling the truth?”

“Then you shall have your freedom,” the Mighty Quim replied.  “Otherwise, I shall pass judgment now.”

Dover felt fear and nervousness jumble together in his stomach.  He did not like the sound of this Genstraition thing one bit… but his other choice wasn’t very preferable either.  At least this way, he had a chance at freedom.

“Very well,” he said.  “I submit to judgment via Genstraition.”

“Your submission has been accepted,” the alien declared.

Suddenly, the Mighty Quim’s tentacles shot out, wrapping themselves around Dover’s wrists and ankles.  Before he could even cry out in pain from the brutal suckers which attached themselves to his skin, he was pulled up into the air, suspended, spread-eagle.

Dover watched, helpless, as numerous smaller tentacles wormed out from underneath the giant beast.  They stretched out behind Dover and began lashing against his back.  Dover cried out with each strike, the tentacles feeling as sharp and as painful as any whip.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” Dover screamed.

“The body must be prepared for the joining,” the Mighty Quim boomed.  “All defenses must be weakened.”

Whap Whap Whap

Dover’s back burned with each strike of the tentacles.  He screamed and cried out with each blow, tears welling up in his eyes from the pain.  He tried to struggle against the tentacles restraining him, but it was useless.  Yet again, he was forced to suffer.

Finally, he could take no more.  He gave into his pain and nearly passed out, his mind far off, his body practically numb.  That was when the lashes stopped.

“Good,” the Mighty Quim boomed.  “You are now ready.”

Dover wept quietly as he felt more of the alien’s tentacles wrap around him.  He felt one slithering up his leg, eventually burrowing itself into his anus.  He opened his mouth to cry out as he felt the spongy tentacle enter him, stretching out his ass even more than the Roxxar’s cock, when another tentacle shoved itself into his mouth.

He choked on the alien appendage as it worked its way to the back of this throat.  He gagged on it, trying to bite down, but it was too strong.  He could feel the tentacles sliding in and out of him, working him from mouth to ass, as if trying to join together inside of him.

More tentacles attached themselves to his nipples, their suckers latching on to them.  He felt his nipples come alive as they felt like they were being greedily sucked on.  Another tentacle slid along his ballsack, attaching itself there firmly.  He moaned as the tentacles began slowly pumping his balls, like a great hand with nimble fingers.

Despite his predicament, his body responded with an erection.  No sooner did his cock become engorged than the tentacles brought him closer to the Mighty Quim.  A flap at the alien’s base raised, revealing a small beak.  It opened up as Dover approached, a fleshy pink hole within.  Dover’s eyes widened in fear as he struggled, but the tentacles brought him close as they continued to work his mouth, ass, nipples, and testicles.

Finally, the beak enveloped his erection, Dover’s cock sliding into the slimy pink opening it guarded.  The opening began constricting around his cock, feeling as soft and welcoming as a vagina.  His legs were spread as the alien’s tentacle pushed deeper into his ass, pressing against his prostate and sending jolts of pleasure shooting into his dick.

Dover kept struggling for air as the other tentacle wormed its way down his throat.  He could feel his saliva dripping down his cheeks as he coughed against its invasion.  His nipples cried out as the suckers there seemed to fire electricity into them, making his chest tingle.  All the while, he felt his balls massaged as his cock was forced into the Mighty Quim’s opening.

No more! Dover thought desperately.  Please, God, make it stop!

“Give yourself over to the Genstraition,” the Mighty Quim commanded.  “Let your resistance fade.  Submit to my will.”

Dover’s eyes rolled to the back of his head.  The warm, wet sensation around his cock began to feel so good.  His anus no longer hurt.  It had been stretched out to allow even more of the tentacle into him, and he felt it deep inside his bowels, filling him up.  His skin tingled from the stimulation of the suckers attached to it.  And as the tentacle in his mouth wormed its way down his throat, it suddenly occurred to him that he no longer needed to breathe.

“That’s it,” said the Mighty Quim.  “Good.  Submit.”

Dover felt all resistance drain from him.  It was as though his consciousness was a million miles away.  There was just his body left.  A body which was a slave to the will of the beast which held it in its grasp.  He felt his balls get squeezed and his prostate tickled deep within him.  Suddenly, he orgasmed, his cock shooting his seed into the alien’s opening which suckled on his penis like a baby would a bottle.

Suddenly, images flashed into his mind.  Images of the great storm and his crewmates getting swept away as his ship sank below the waves.  Images of him being washed up on the shore, the already mashed egg nest laying there among the rubble.  And as he looked up, he saw the Mighty Quim standing there in judgment, looking down upon Dover’s memories.

“Now do you see?” asked Dover.  “I’m innocent!”

“The rubble which destroyed the nest belongs to your vessel,” the Mighty Quim said.  “It crushed the hatchlings.”

“That was not my fault!” cried Dover.  “I could do nothing to prevent it!”

“You could have not been fishing in our seas,” the Mighty Quim replied.  “You could have stayed off our planet.”

“I could have done many things,” Dover replied.  “But I did not murder your hatchlings!”

“But you were responsible for their destruction,” the Mighty Quim said.  “Thus, your life will be spared.  But your sentence shall be one of servitude.”

“NO!” cried out Dover.  “You said I could go free!”

“If you were telling the truth,” the Mighty Quim said.  “But you were just ignorant of your role in the death of my people.  Not innocent of it.”

“Please…” Dover began to beg.  “Just let me go!  I DID NOTHING WRONG!”

Suddenly, the memory he was in shattered, and once again, Dover was back in the grasp of the Mighty Quim, every orifice of his being violated by one of the alien’s appendages.  Then, they withdrew.  He could once again breathe.  His cock was away from the beak and his ass, mercifully, was empty.  He coughed and choked and gasped for air, and when he’d recovered, he could do nothing but sob in despair.

The Mighty Quim began to make a retching sound, and from underneath him, a new Quaraam was spat out.  The tiny octopus creature crawled up one of the Mighty Quim’s tentacles, working its way toward Dover, who watched it with unbridled fear.

“What is that?” Dover screamed.  “What are you doing???”

“This is the symbiote, born from your genetic material,” the Mighty Quim said.  “It will enslave you now.”

“NO!” screamed Dover as the alien squid crawled onto him.  “PLEASE!!!”

The Quaraam symbiote wrapped its tentacles around Dover’s body, its suckers injecting a poison which numbed him.  Then, he felt its teeth dig into his back, attaching to his spine.  He tried to cry out, but his body was no longer his.  He sensed another presence in his mind now.  It was like his consciousness was a prisoner in his own head.

The Mighty Quim lowered him to the ground and he stood there, swaying, as the Quaraam symbiote strengthened its hold on him.

“What would you have of me, Master?” Dover asked the Mighty Quim.

“The Roxxar have expressed their fondness for your hole, human,” the Mighty Quim replied.  “You are to be their concubine until I think of further use for you.”

Dover bowed.  “As you command, my Master,” he said, his consciousness screaming in defiance the entire time.

Thus, Dover found himself marching back to the prison, offering himself to the guards for their use.  He offered them his mouth, which he used to suck on their enormous cocks, drinking down every drop of their slimy ejaculate.  He offered them his ass, which he trained to accept every last inch of the long, thick Roxxor members.  And he’d stimulate himself for their pleasure, letting the Roxxar symbiotes suck up his ejaculate and spit it back into his mouth for him to swallow, over and over again.

This was his punishment.  This was his fate.  He was now a sex slave to the Quaraams.  Nothing more than a hole to be used as they saw fit.

All for the crime of surviving.
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