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Book 1 - Sensual Tentacles


Chapter 1

My name’s Kione Ali. And right now I’m swimming through the warm, blue-green waters of the Caribbean by Barbados. I churned through the waves in my tight, high-cut, one-piece swimsuit. It hugged my sensual 30 year-old Egyptian body in all the right places, especially my huge tits and curvy hips and ass, which jiggled in the sexiest way possible when I walked.

I headed for a secret cave I had discovered that I hoped contained treasure left by Blackbeard, who frequented this area during his pirate days. I’m an archaeologist and treasure hunter. More of the treasure part. Though I still give most of it over to museums or other appropriate places. Of course, I always keep a generous cut for myself. Hey, I’m the one who goes through all the work and puts my life in danger. It’s only right I get a nice payday out of it too.

I reached the mouth of the cave. The tide was in so the water was blocking the entrance.

I took a deep breath and dove under the aqua sea, hoping I could swim in far enough where the cave reached a higher elevation out of the water.

I propelled myself through the aquatic wonderland, passing multi-colored fish, large sea turtles, and manta rays.

Just when I felt I might have to turn back, I saw the shimmering surface of the water above me. I broke through, my wet hair whipping back behind me, and sucked in the much needed air.

I was in a lagoon-like area, with rock outcroppings surrounding it. The cave walls had some kind of bioluminescence, reflecting off the water and casting a soft blue over the inside of the cave. It was possible it was something similar to the Waitomo Caves of New Zealand, where the larvae of fungus gnats spin silky glowing threads. That would be interesting to find out, but I wanted to discover some awesome treasure first.

I pulled myself up onto a fairly smooth and large rock surface and peeled my skintight swimsuit off. My large, firm tits popped out and jiggled, my nipples getting erect from the cooler air inside the cave. I slid the suit down my hips and droplets of water ran down my sensual ass.

I laid the suit out to dry and ran my hands over my wet, smooth, light brown skin. I loved the thrill of being naked out in the open. Well, okay, I was in a secret cave so it was highly unlikely anyone was going to see me. But still, my nipples and pussy were tingling a little at the thought of someone coming in, tying me to the cave floor, and plundering my pussy, just like Blackbeard plundered booty from merchant ships. Though in this case, I wanted my actual hot booty pillaged.

Okay time to focus and find that treasure. I could always masturbate and pretend I was being tied up and fucked later.

I pulled my wet hair to the side, away from my bright green eyes and sharply-defined face that many people told me was exotically beautiful. I guess I was exotic to those who weren’t around Egyptian girls a lot.

I spotted something gleaming off the natural light of the cave. I padded over to it and gasped. It was a pirate sword! I knelt next to it and picked it up. It was lightweight and had a long, decorative curved blade typical of those used by pirates of the time. It was somewhat rusted but still in remarkably good shape. There was no way to know for sure if this was Blackbeard’s sword but it was definitely early 18th century, which put it at the right time.

I dug around the area some more and found a flintlock pistol, some gunpowder, an astrolabe, and a few other tools. No gold, silver, or jewels but that wasn’t that surprising. Pirates almost never actually buried their treasure. I considered this find a treasure of its own. It was fantastic to find these objects in such good condition, and I could definitely get a nice finder’s fee from some museums or collectors for it, especially when I told them it was likely owned by Blackbeard. Hey, it could be true.

As I was bending over examining my awesome find, I felt something wet touch my ass. I spun around but didn’t see anything. What the hell was that? Maybe there were some slimy worms or other creatures in the cave.

I went back to looking over the goods when I felt both ass cheeks get fondled. I jumped back and scanned the entire cave. But I still didn’t see anything.

Then my ass got spanked. I yelped and grabbed my ass. I felt some slimy substance and brought it up to my face. It was clear and a little sticky. I sniffed it. It smelled kind of sweet, like a wild, fragrant flower.

My ass got slapped again. Harder this time.

“Ahh!” I cried. “Okay, who the hell is out there?”

I was getting a little worried at not being able to see the sneaky spanker. But I was also getting turned on. I loved being spanked and disciplined, and my pussy was already starting to get moist.

As I spun this way and that, trying to catch a glimpse of the hit-and-run spanker, a tentacle shot out of the water, wrapped itself around my ankle, and yanked me into the lagoon.

“Aiieee!” I shrieked as I was plunged under the depths.

I rose to the surface, spurting water out of my nose and mouth. A large tentacle wrapped around my waist and lifted me just above the surface. More tentacles emerged. I couldn’t see underneath the water but whatever the creature was, it had a lot of arms.

I was about to freak out when it squeezed my waist, but not in a way that hurt. Almost in an affectionate way. And I suddenly realized that’s what I felt from it. I was getting a sensation of affection, of loneliness, of a need for companionship. Somehow with the creature touching me, I was able to get a sense of what it was feeling. And it was lonely. I think it just wanted someone to play with it and be its friend.

I stroked the tentacle around my waist gently, trying to convey that I meant it no harm.

“Hey there, Mr. or Ms. Tentacle Thingy. Um, would you like to play in the water?”

I got a warm sensation from it that I felt was a yes.

“Okay, we can do that.”

It dropped me back into the water and we splashed each other. Though it was a lot more effective at it, with all its arms.

I swam around, trying to grab its different tentacles as it played keep away. Each time I missed, it would grab and dunk me. It seemed to think it was funny every time I came up spurting water. I think I had discovered a mischievous monster. Though I shouldn’t call it a monster. It hadn’t done anything mean to me except spank me, and I actually enjoyed that quite a bit.

I think it could read my thoughts or feelings, because I was thinking about how I loved to dive off cliffs and do flips, and then it grabbed me and tossed me way up in the air. I somersaulted around and did a perfect entry back into the water.

It kept flipping me around, letting me practice my aerial acrobatics. It even created a kind of ramp with its tentacles, where I would slide down its curved arm and go flying back into the water. It was like being at a water park. I was having a great time.

I also realized every time I slid down its tentacles my naked pussy would rub against it. The tentacles were moist from its natural slimy coating but still provided enough friction to make my pussy hot with desire every time it touched them.

Fuck. I was getting really hot for whatever this creature was.

We finished our water play and it hugged me around the waist again as I bobbed in the water. It seemed to really enjoy making contact with my skin. I didn’t mind. It squeezed me in a comfortable, affectionate way.

“Well, that was fun. But you totally cheated having so many arms.”

It seemed to think I was weird for only having two arms.

I patted one of its other tentacles. “I guess I must look strange to you. But you seem to really enjoy touching my body.”

A small tentacle popped out of the water and gently stroked my cheek, coating it with some of its natural juices. It felt a little weird but also kind of nice. This thing really seemed to like me.

The tentacle moved across my lips and I could taste its juices. It was kind of like milk, but sweeter.

I took the tentacle tenderly in my hands and kissed it. I let it put the tip in my mouth and I swirled my tongue around it. It must have sensed what I wanted and learned quickly. It twisted around my tongue, creating fantastic sensations in my mouth. I felt other tentacles massage my body as I continued to make out with it.

Okay, yes it was super-weird that I was French kissing a tentacle creature but it felt really good, and I liked that I was doing something so taboo.

Just as I was thinking how I wanted to do more with it, it lifted me out of the water and laid me back on a soft, mossy part of the rock. Multiple tentacles ran up, down, and across my body. I writhed, loving the feeling of its arms all over me and that it was coating me in its sticky liquid.

It seemed to be asking me in my mind if it was okay to do more.

“Yes… I… really want you to fuck me.” I couldn’t believe I just said that, but it was absolutely true. I wanted to feel one of its tentacles deep inside me.

It slid a tentacle up and down my slit, making me moan and get wetter. Other tentacles encircled my tits and squeezed them and played with my nipples.

Fuck. My breasts felt electric the way it was stimulating them. I don’t know if I was the first human it had fucked, but it sure knew what it was doing. I realized I might be taking this thing’s virginity. It was certainly my first time with a tentacle creature.

It wrapped more tentacles around my thighs and spread my legs. I gasped in anticipation of it entering me.

“Oh fuck. Yes, please stick your big tentacle in my tight little pussy.”

The tip of its tentacle pierced my lips and I gasped even louder. Fuck that felt good.

It worked its way inside me, and I groaned as I felt it expand my pussy walls. Damn this thing was big.

I could feel it adjusting in size, finding the perfect fit for my gorged pussy, filling it as much as possible without causing me too much pain.

Now that it was inside me, I could feel an even stronger connection with its mind. We could better understand what each of us wanted. So it knew the exact way to take over my pussy that would cause me the most pleasure and make me have the most desire for it.

I felt it completely fill me and tickle my cervix.

“Oh my God, you’re filling every inch of me. Fuck it feels so good!”

Its tentacles firmly clasped my waist and hips and started fucking me, moving me up and then pulling me back down fully onto its huge cock-like tentacle.

“Ohhhhh!” I cried in delight.

It actually felt better than a penis. It was more malleable so it could twist and expand and touch every part of my pussy that gave me extreme pleasure. It could tell exactly what was causing me the most wondrous sensations and it kept doing those things and doing them harder.

It yanked me down faster and rougher on its bulbous arm, knowing that’s what I wanted. It played even more intensely with my tits and nipples. It ran other tentacles across my stomach, neck, legs, and arms, so it felt like I was being fondled by a million different hands.

I felt it probe my mind to sense if I was okay with what it was doing to me.

“Oh God, oh God! Yes feel me up. Fuck me. Treat me like a whore!”

At that, it seized my wrists and tied them together with a tentacle, lifting them above my head. The way it had me wrapped up, I was completely bound and at its mercy. And it was so fucking hot. I loved being tied up and fucked so much. I loved the thought that my new sex partner was going to have its way with me.

It fucked me even harder now that it had me completely bound. It forced me to take its full shaft, which got just slightly bigger, so it felt like it was just barely too much for me to take. But at the same time one small tentacle encircled my clit while another latched onto it with a small opening on its head. The tentacles squeezed and sucked my clit, creating such euphoric sensations that pleasure far overtook the pain of having such a monster cock inside me.

I thrashed around on the mossy carpet, my tits, nipples, pussy, and clit experiencing more extreme euphoria than they ever had before.

The creature increased to a pace so fast I could barely process the sensations coursing through my body. A huge orgasm exploded inside me and my juices spurted out like a firehose.

It pulled its huge cock tentacle out of me but kept dominating my clit and made me continue to cum like crazy. It soaked up my juices with a few of its tentacles and wiped them all over my body. As it was coating me in my own cum, it plunged its huge tentacle back into me and made me cum even harder.

It kept plundering me, making me cum even when I thought all my girl juices were out of me. And I was giving it more and more liquid to keep spreading all over my writhing body.

As it continued to cover me in my nectar, I felt it tense up and expand inside me, and then expel a liquid. Holy shit. It was cumming inside me. And it was cumming a lot. I felt its sweet sauce fill my insides. That set off even more orgasms just when I thought I was finally done shooting my juice all over the place.

It pulled out of me and shot its seed across my stomach and tits as other tentacles continued to paint me with my cum. So by the end I was covered in a mixture of my own juices and the creature’s milky seed.

I was incredibly sticky and felt incredibly dirty. But it was also the hottest, most amazing sex I had ever had, and submitting to this creature had turned me on more than any other time in my life.

I massaged its tentacles with my hands and legs.

“Oh baby, you fucked me so good. You made me your little slut and I loved it.”

I thought I would feel weirder about calling this thing pet names and telling it I was its slut, but it kind of felt right. The creature was actually quite sweet and caring.

It created a makeshift bed and pillow out of its tentacles and laid me on top of it. I turned on my side and wrapped my arms and legs around one of its larger tentacles, so it was pressed against my pussy and fit perfectly between my breasts. I cuddled against it as I felt it wrap me up in a warm cocoon with its other tentacles.

It felt very tender and safe, and I drifted off to sleep, dreaming about what other ways it could make me a submissive slut.


Chapter 2

I woke up, wrapped in a blanket of warm, soft tentacles. And I didn’t freak out at all. It felt wonderful.

“Mmm, good morning,” I cooed as I stretched my body against it and peppered its tentacles with sweet kisses. I could feel it enjoyed that.

It softly caressed me, and I felt like I could stay like that forever.

I ran my fingers lightly down one of its arms.

“You were so wonderful last night. Thank you for making me cum so much.”

It squeezed me tightly, enough to feel like I was being hugged without hurting me.

“So, um, since you got to know me so intimately last night, you should probably know my name. I’m Kione.”

I felt it understood I was giving it my name.

“Do you, um, have a name?”

I got a sense of it trying to convey what it was called but I couldn’t make sense of it. It nudged the inside of my thighs with its tentacles, and I understood what it wanted.

I spread my legs and it slipped inside me. I gasped. It felt amazing every time it entered me.

But this time it wasn’t to fuck me. It was for communication. The deeper it was inside me, the better I could understand it. So it went as far into me as it could. My body tensed up and I moaned at the feeling.

“Oh fuck, this is one hell of a way to communicate.”

It was still a little hard to make out exactly what it was trying to say but I think it was saying something like “Kezgaron.”

“Is that your name, Kezgaron?”

I got what was sort of an affirmative. I wasn’t sure if that was its name or what its species was called.

“Can I call you Kez?”

I felt a pulse in my pussy, which I definitely took for a yes.

“Okay, it’s nice to meet you Kez. You fucked me so good last night.”

I felt the tentacle move inside me and I got the sense that it was telling me it really enjoyed probing my tight little pussy and tasting my juices.

I blushed. This creature was talking dirty to me.

“Kez! You’re so filthy.”

It responded by telling me I was a nasty little slut. At least that’s what I thought it said.

“Kez!”

I blushed more.

“Okay, fine, you’re right, I am a dirty little slut. But that’s only because you made me one.”

Another pulse inside my filled vagina.

“You like making me your little slut? Yeah, I got that sense last night.”

My stomach rumbled.

“I would like nothing more than for you to fuck me again, but I’m really hungry. I don’t suppose there’s anything to eat down here.”

It twitched inside me again. I whimpered. Man, this was my new favorite way of communicating. Every time it needed to tell me something, it moved inside me and set off small fireworks within my stuffed pussy.

I thought it was trying to tell me that it could provide nourishment for me.

“You can? How would that…”

I stopped as I understood what it was conveying to me.

“Oh. Wait, are you sure you just don’t want me to give you a blowjob?”

It seemed like Kez felt a little offended but also a little guilty.

I squeezed him with my arms and thighs. I actually didn’t know if it was a “him” or “her” or whatever but it didn’t matter to me.

“I’m sorry. I trust you. And I’m also totally cool sucking your sexy tentacles.”

I felt a tingle emanate from my pussy all through my body. I was apparently turning Kez on with my slutty talk.

Still wrapped up by his tentacles, he moved a medium-sized one up to my mouth. I took the tip in my mouth and began to suck on it. I felt the tentacle in my pussy throb and get bigger. Okay, I was definitely turning him on.

I took more of him into my mouth, sucking the tasty tentacle harder. I could taste Kez’s sweet juices seeping down my throat. I took as much of him into my throat as I could without gagging.

I felt him squeeze my body tighter and fuck my pussy more vigorously the more I sucked on him. It was making me hot giving my new lover a slimy blowjob.

Kez squeezed and massaged every part of my body as he searched out every crevice of my needy pussy. I licked and sucked every inch of his throbbing tentacle cock that I could, loving the taste of it in my mouth.

I felt his tentacle bulge and spasm and then he ejaculated his silky seed down my throat. It tasted warm and sweet, even better than when I got a hint of it on my lips last night. He made my pussy explode with its own orgasm, which made me suck him even harder, determined to drain him of all his hot tentacly cum. For one thing, it tasted awesome, and I was starving. For another, I liked taking him in my mouth and drinking all his manhood, um monsterhood, um whatever, like a good little whore.

My own girl cum poured out of me as I kept slurping up his sweetness. When I felt full, I finally took him out of my mouth. And he proceeded to jizz in my face.

“Ahh Kez!” I exclaimed, surprised at the cum facial.

He was still inside my tender pussy so I could understand him well.

“Okay, okay, fine I was just thinking that I wanted to be a good little whore. I suppose you think good little whores like getting cum shot all over their face.”

I got the sense that was exactly what he thought. I couldn’t really argue with him.

“All right, well you better be glad I like being your slut so much.”

He was very glad.

I couldn’t help smiling.

“Listen, from the nice present you just gave me and all the cum you covered with me last night, I’m kind of really sticky.”

I could feel the mixture of my own cum and his across every inch of my body. I had never been covered in this much cum, and it made me feel dirtier than I ever had before. But I also wouldn’t mind getting cleaned up. So he could spread it all over me again.

He lifted me and unceremoniously dropped me in the water.

I yelped at the surprise plunge into the chilly water. It wasn’t as warm as it was last night.

“Kez! This is cold!”

He liked that the cold made my nipples hard. Of course, I had to discover the tentacle creature that was both mischievous and loved making women submissive sluts. Though really that was my own wish he was fulfilling.

He dunked me underwater, getting my hair wet. Then proceeded to wash me off. Twisting me in very awkward positions as he sucked up water with the tips of his tentacles and sprayed me off like a firehose.

“Kez! Oh my God, that’s freezing!”

He kept dunking me every time I would protest and then would lift me up again, wiping all the jizz off with his many tentacles.

I felt like I was in a car wash being hosed down.

“Okay, I’m clean. I’m clean!”

I shivered in the water. He placed me back on the mossy rock and wrapped all his tentacles around me so only my head was exposed. I could feel warmth emanating from him, and my body stopped shaking.

“Mmm, that’s better.”

I sighed into his warmth.

“You think you’re really funny the way you washed me off, don’t you?”

He slid a tentacle inside my pussy to make sure I could understand him. I moaned softly. I was getting really used to him inside me. It just felt so comfortable when he was filling my cavern.

I got what I think was a tentacle equivalent of a laugh. Leave it to me to find a sex-starved creature who had a sense of humor.

“Yeah, well I’ll get you back.”

He informed me I would be too busy being tied up and fucked.

I turned red again.

“Kez! Geez, you don’t… okay fine that is what I want you to do. But let me warm up more first.”

He laid me down and adjusted a tentacle to support my head. He was really a sweetheart.

“So, how long have you been in this cave?”

I couldn’t get the exact number of years as I got the sense he calculated time differently than I did. But it was a very long time. And I was the first companion he had since being trapped in here.

I felt a deep compassion for him.

I freed my arms enough to stroke his tentacles tenderly.

“Oh Kez, I’m so sorry. Well, you have me now. And I’ll figure out a way to free you.”

He squeezed me in a way that I felt to a human would be close to love or extremely deep affection.

I kissed him sweetly.

“No problem sweetie.”

He posed a question.

“Yes, you can totally still fuck me when we get out of here. How am I going to learn what I huge slut I am without you making me submit to your huge, sexy tentacles?”

He wormed around inside my tight folds, very turned on by how I wanted him to treat me.

“Oo, Kez that feels good. Can you turn me into a huge slut right now?”

He flipped me over on my hands and knees and tied his tentacles around me to keep me in that position.

Then he spanked my ass, sending ripples through it and slutty sensations through me.

“Oo, you like spanking my hot ass?”

Whack! I got a harder slap as an answer. I made soft whimpering noises as he disciplined my luscious bottom.

He began using multiple tentacles so my ass was constantly being spanked.

“Uh, uhh, uhhh,” I groaned, getting more turned on the more he smacked me.

“Dammit Kez, you driving me wild. You’re going to need to fuck me soon.”

I felt one of his tentacles brush my hole, but not



























































