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All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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The stories in this book contains unrealistic and unsafe sexual scenarios, and the human characters' lack of physical limitations does not reflect on what the human body can actually endure. Nothing in this story should be taken as an endorsement of real-life behaviors.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Tentacle Encounter
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"They're beautiful," Lucas breathes.

The melodic exhale that answers this statement can only be laughter, though he's never heard Kahr laugh before. In the year he's known the big, stern Kellian male, Lucas has never witnessed any reaction stronger than quiet amusement. Hell, even quiet amusement took him time to recognize. Kahr's featureless face and enormous eyes are so different from the many humanoid species Lucas has met since leaving Earth.

There are many complications to making friends with a species like the Kell, who resemble sasquatch-sized squids more than anything. Subtlety of expression is only one hurdle Lucas has learned to navigate.

He's prepared to learn more. Otherwise he would not be standing naked in Kahr's luxurious diplomatic quarters, staring in awe at sexual appendages that are normally covered by elegant robes.

The tentacles look similar to Kahr's normal limbs, but they're more slender, clearly not meant to carry any of Kahr's enormous weight. They shimmer a rainbow of slick delicate colors, and there are slits at the ends. The tapering elegance takes Lucas's breath away.

"I don't think a human has ever called them beautiful before." Kahr draws near enough to nudge Lucas down onto a plush divan.

"They are." Lucas stares up into Kahr's face, but in his peripheral vision he is delightedly aware of the slim tentacles swaying closer. He tries not to think about Kahr with other humans before him. He's got no grounds for jealousy. "They're gorgeous. For the love of every single one of your gods, please put them inside me already."

Kahr hums approvingly, and two of his regular tentacles—his arms, more or less—position Lucas gently but irresistibly in the desired position. Feet on the floor, spine arched, arms pinned firmly to the back of the furniture.

"How many do you want?" Kahr asks, and the question nearly shuts down Lucas's higher brain function.

"All of them. I don't care how, so long as you fuck me hard." Lucas counts four shimmering appendages. More than anything, he wants to feel all of them invading his body at once.

"Greedy." But Kahr immediately touches one slim organ to Lucas's lips.

Lucas opens his mouth and shivers as the tip presses inside. It's slick and smooth, a little salty, and when he strokes his tongue along the soft shaft, Kahr rumbles and slides the tip deeper. The forward momentum stops only when the pressure at the back of Lucas's throat makes him choke, but he quickly gets himself under control and Kahr blessedly does not retreat.

"I'm going to put the other three here." Kahr touches the space between Lucas's spread thighs, brushing against his cock like an afterthought. "We will see how much you can take. And when I'm confident I've reached your limit, I will allow you to pleasure me." This last he says with the smallest nudge at Lucas's throat, nearly overriding the gag reflex Lucas is struggling to suppress—which gives Lucas some idea what pleasuring Kahr will entail.

He hums his agreement, unable to express himself more eloquently, pinned hard by Kahl's steady hold.

The first tentacle to sneak past his rim is barely noticeable, slim and wet and warm. The second follows quickly, and then the third. Together, the narrow ends are not much more challenging than an average cock, but Lucas knows this is only the start.

He breathes through his nose as Kahr presses deeper inside his ass. The three appendages widen gradually, twisting and delving by torturous increments. When the intrusion jerks too quickly forward, Lucas gasps—nearly choking on his mouthful. Blessedly, Kahr slows but doesn't stop. He seems to understand precisely what Lucas needs.

The tentacles keep coming, writhing steadily into him without ever drawing back. They are impossibly long and flexible, and as Lucas's belly fills, his insides begin to cramp. Kahr pauses whenever the balance of pain is about to tip from welcome heat to unwanted intensity, warned by the timbre of Lucas's whimpers.

This endless, expanding torment seems to go on forever, but at last Kahr stops. Lucas senses this is because moving any further risks damaging his fragile human body. An instant later, the tentacle filling his mouth shoves smoothly forward and slips down his throat. He's been waiting for this—desperate for this—and he easily accommodates the long, slow thrust as it slides down and down and down.

He ignores his achingly hard cock, on fire with the realization that he can't breathe around this new intrusion. Lucas focuses entirely on controlling his gag reflex—on not choking when the slick length reverses course.

It is utterly surreal to be used this way. The thrusting rhythm reminds him of swallowing a human cock, but it's also inescapably more. He's never taken anything so deep. It's almost—almost—enough to drown out the stretched, straining sensation overwhelming his ass and belly.

He rides out the physical demands. The steady fucking. In and out, Kahr's slick tentacle slithering impossibly farther every time, until Lucas wonders if the relentless length is filling his entire throat.

He chokes when Kahr suddenly shoves in more roughly than before, and then there is the even stranger sensation of slick release pouring into him. He splutters and swallows, delighting in every second, then finds himself coughing helplessly as Kahr withdraws too fast and leaves him bereft.

"Look," Kahr commands in a tight voice.

"Wh.. What?" Lucas blinks bleary eyes open. He's so aroused he could cry.

"Look," Kahr repeats more urgently, directing Lucas's gaze downward.

Lucas shudders with delight at the sight of his own stomach, visibly swollen by the coiling girth of tentacles. His cock jerks at the brutal combination of visual and sensation.

"I'm going to spend inside you," Kahr growls in the same strained voice. "And I want you to watch."

Such a redundant admonition, when Lucas is helpless to look away. He gapes at his distended stomach, then whimpers as a gradual pressure begins to stretch his insides
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