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Bred by the Sea Beast: A Gay Monster Breeding BDSM Short


His laptop closed with a sharp snap. Alex pressed his face into his tired hands and sighed. Nine meetings in one day. Nothing could be more inhumane.

Alex rose from his desk chair and flicked off the light of his home office. It was around seven in the evening—about three hours later than he had hoped to finish his workday—and the summer sun was starting to creep its way towards the horizon. He opened a window and drank in the smell and taste of salty sea air. Smiling, he closed his eyes, allowing the sound of the ocean to wash his day away. 

He fluttered his eyes open and gazed outwards, finding the lapping waves of the ocean with his eyes. A flock of gulls swept across the sky, their calls echoing past the waves and to Alex’s ears. The sky’s reflection in the water looked like a sea of tangerines, ready to encase and relax the young man’s stiff, sore body.

One of the best parts of moving to the coast last month was this very thing. After work, if time allowed, Alex could shut the social world away and sink his feet into the sand, letting the saltwater soak into his skin and melt his stress away. Good thing the sun hadn’t yet set. Even better, the beach looked empty of people. Alex had had enough of people for one day, and the serenity of a beach to himself as dusk made itself known would be the perfect, blissful therapy.

Slipping on a pair of sandals, Alex closed the door behind him and strolled his way to the ocean, tiptoeing down a set of stone stairs that were charmingly dotted with little clumps of green and beige grass. Already, the warmth of the sun relaxed his muscles through his shirt. He could feel himself returning to life, embraced by the natural world and away from the digital. Though late days sometimes prevent it, he tries his hardest to fit in a slice of this after every workday. Nothing drains him like his at-home office job, but nothing restores him like the ocean.

Soon, Alex’s cork sandals met soft sand instead of hard stone. He glanced to each side, scanning the sand that appeared to glow orange in the sun’s setting light. No people. Not even a stray dog running in the distance or a bird pecking away at insects below its talons. He was truly alone, thank goodness.

It wasn’t often that Alex let himself go all-natural in the water, but the empty beach sands and warm ocean air was like a siren’s call, begging him to allow his body to enter the world of nature as his uncensored self. So, he obliged. With a grin, Alex stripped his shirt away, exposing the dark curly hair on his chest and the moles that dotted his brown skin. His shirt fell to the sand and was soon joined by a pair of sandals, shorts, and a black pair of boxers, the pile of clothing abandoned on the damp sand.

Tastes of saltwater landed on Alex’s tongue as he laughed, splashing into the ocean waves that greeted him in many hugs, enveloping his tired body and offering solace in its embrace. Something between a chuckle and sigh escaped his grin. He allowed his neck to relax and his face to tip upwards, the remains of sunlight sparkling off the drips of water trickling down his arms, his abdomen. Peace. Here, he found peace.

At first, it felt like a small wave crashed into his body, jostling him slightly. His eyes opened, and he found his body still stable in the water, but he could swear something had knocked into him. He watched the water beyond to ensure he was safe to stay. Maybe sneaker waves were approaching, he thought, as he let his fingers float along the liquid that grasped his bare waist.

Another pressure jolted through him. A tremble ran through Alex’s feet as if speakers were playing sound deep below the water. His first instinct was to run for cover, thinking it was an earthquake, but after a moment, the rumbling ceased, disproving that theory. Confusion twisted his face. Whatever was making the sensation didn’t feel friendly. Best to go back for the night, he thought, but as he stepped back, another pressure shook the wet sand below his feet, and this time, it was different. It was a voice.

“Human,” it seemed to growl. Was it from the beach? No, Alex concluded, after glancing at the sand. Nothing was in sight. Was it from the water? Before he could think further, the water splashed around him almost as if something—or someone—had pushed it towards his body.

“H-hello?” Alex stammered, his arms splashing the water around them as he turned, looking to the sides and behind him. Nothing made itself known, but the voice repeated itself again, sounding larger than life itself.

“Sink deeper. Come to me.” The voice was rough around the edges but warm and full like chocolate, melting and dripping along the insides of Alex’s skin. A chill trickled down his spine. Common sense told him to start running. But his feet wouldn’t budge. The sand around his feet seemed to grasp at him, locking him into place in the ocean. 

The waves around him started to feel heavier, as if the water had doubled its mass. The voice boomed again. The sun was past the horizon now, the light quickly shifting from orange to darkness.

“Either leave now, or heed my command. I will not ask again.” Water swirled viciously at Alex’s sides as if proving the seriousness of the voice’s promise.

“O-okay, I’ll... come to you,” Alex murmured. His eyes squeezed shut. Did he seriously just say that? Was his job really wearing him down to this point, where he was hallucinating voices from the ocean? And worse, he was listening to them?

Before he could contemplate any longer, he heard something like suction, and the water around him lowered, exposing his skin to the humid air. He shivered, not from cold, but from the sudden awareness of his nudity. The tide barely kissed his ankles, now. He was completely vulnerable to the world. All he could hope was that nobody would walk by anytime soon.

He waited on the newly exposed beach, anxious and confused, nude in the open air and without answers. Before long, his eyes caught the movement of something beyond the shallows. Something was coming from the water.

No—someone.

His breath caught in his throat. What kind of creature, or person, or whatever was speaking to him could survive out there for so long without him seeing them?

And why did it look so handsome?

The creature, looking more human by the second, continued to erect from the water. The silhouette expanded and darkened against the backdrop of the horizon’s final light. As it grew closer, the sound of splashing water and footsteps grew louder. Alex’s eyes rose higher and higher, trying to make out the thing that was now yards away. A kind of heat ignited in his abdomen. He couldn’t close his eyes.

“You seem ready for me,” the creature bellowed. Now, Alex could see the texture of scruffy hair on its jaw and the sheen of long, curling hair like a mane that fell from its head. Large arms and a width that eclipsed Alex continued to trap his breath in his throat. A smile seemed to form on the silhouette’s face with a glimmer like pearls.

Only now did the creature’s words register in his ears. Alex blinked in confusion, trying to return to reality, and he glanced downwards to find himself fully hard, his dick hanging between his water-soaked thighs.

“I—I’m sorry, I—” Alex rushed to spy his clothes on the beach, but they was a fair distance away, and something told him that it would be disrespectful to turn away from the man who stood before him. He compromised with his hands poorly attempting to conceal himself. This earned him a deep laugh.

“Do not apologize, young man,” he said, a glisten of teeth showing between his full lips, barely visible in the darkening ambient light. His laughter sent a wave like flames through Alex’s body. Something about this water-born man was completely entrancing. His skin seemed to shimmer with a faint iridescence atop the color of green sea glass, and dark hair trailed across his broad, wet chest, through the center of his stomach, all the way down to... 

The man continued. “I sought you out tonight for a reason. I understand you must be confused, dear man,” he purred. Alex’s brow furrowed, but he listened, hungry for every word made by the perfectness that was this man’s voice. His eyes were glued to him, his figure, and the faintness of eyes he could make out. “I saw you nights ago, your euphoria with the ocean. It likes you, and you like it. In other terms, you are perfect.”

Alex waited for him to elaborate, but he didn’t. He simply remained standing tall, looking down at Alex with both a gentleness and force that gripped his very soul. 

“Uh, what exactly do you mean...? Perfect for what?” Alex squeaked. The unmoving presence of the man, his hair still dripping with pearls of saltwater, made him wonder if he had plans past this conversation. His heart thudded in his chest. 

The man laughed again, lower this time, closer to the chuffing of a tiger than the laughter of a human. 

“Perfect for me,” the man answered.

Waves shushed across the beach, filling the silence that followed the man’s reply. A lone bird called in the distance. Something in Alex wanted to scream at the bird for help. Something else, something stronger, wanted the bird to go away forever, leaving him in the arms of this man for all of eternity.

“For—” Alex started to speak, but a warm, heavy hand landed on his shoulder, sharply cutting off his sentence.

“May I ask you something?” The smell of salt and tobacco filled Alex’s nostrils. The man was tilting his head downwards, leaning into the small space between their bodies, his smile rounding his cheeks.

Alex nodded. His eyes were locked
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