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Submitting To The Tentacle Being: A Rough and Slimy Monster BDSM Sex Short


A soft humming echoed from the portal in front of Linara. It glimmered, cherry-red in color, and swirled in the air before her, waiting. A sense of nervousness tingled in her limbs—she had yet to visit this dimension herself, but knew of others who had. Logically, she knew that she had nothing to be concerned about, as the portal-opening spell had been approved by the Sorcerer’s Council long ago, and only worlds determined to be safe and stable are granted such approval. Despite the worries which flooded her mind, Linara sipped a deep breath of air and stepped forward into the portal.

Upon entrance, Linara was greeted by a grand pool of crystal-clear, teal water surrounded by towering pillars of dark, shining stone. The portal behind her closed itself inward with a sharp hiss, fizzling into nothingness. Linara gulped. She had committed, now—no turning back. She puffed her chest, fighting her rising sense of panic, and approached the pool.

The pool held power in the room. Its expanse nearly passed the corners of Linara’s sight as the ripples of the water danced on the wall behind it, creating ribbons of vibrant blues and greens upon the intricate stone carvings. 

A bold, booming voice echoed within the chamber, stopping Linara in her tracks.

“Linara of Starmere. Explain your arrival.” The words created tremors in the water and made small pebbles trickle down the walls, disturbed by its power.

“I greet you, Being, in respect,” Linara spoke, clearing her throat, reciting the words she had practiced the day before. She continued, “I come in request of...of...” Don’t get nervous now, Linara, she thought to herself. 

“Speak!” Rocks tumbled down the stone walls of the corridor again, and Linara jumped, startled by the echoing voice penetrating her ears. 

“I-I come in request of your... your pleasures,” Linara answered, almost choking on her own words. Any sense of confidence melted away from Linara, as she felt a warm blanket of shame cover her face. Gods, am I really doing this? What am I doing here? I should go home!

The Being interrupted her train of thought with a hum, sounding more like an earthquake than a voice. The ground beneath Linara’s feet shook. 

“You should have just said so, Linara,” the Being purred. Linara’s breath caught in her throat at the sudden shift in the Being’s voice—it melted into something warm and almost comforting. This is really happening, Linara thought to herself.

“Yes, it is, if you so wish it to,” the Being interjected, much to Linara’s surprise. 

“Wait, you can hear my thoughts?” Linara inquired, now feeling panic rise in her chest once again.

“I can, Linara. You deny what you seek, yet you find yourself here nonetheless.”

Linara’s face grew hot. Embarrassment and shame grew heavy in her chest, but they paled next to a lighter feeling—arousal bloomed between her thighs, anticipation creeping into her skin. 

“Y-yes,” Linara spoke, her voice trembling. “You speak correctly.”

“Well, Linara, are you here to make an agreement with me?” The Being asked bluntly. 

An agreement with the Being entailed many things. Agreements were used by many, but they were rarely spoken of in more than whispers behind closed doors. Linara never understood the stigma surrounding the subject; all participants were willing and informed, and returned home safe every time, always greatly satisfied with their time spent. The transaction sounded quite pleasant to Linara, in fact, but as time passed, such fantasies became swallowed in shame—those in Starmere verbally spit on those who made agreements with entities like the Being. How Linara found herself now following those desires, finally, she was unsure, but was grateful for, nonetheless.

“I am, great Being,” Linara answered, a newfound spark in her words. “I have read what agreements detail and I agree to all necessary notices.”

The pool rippled again as the Being hummed an in impressed tone. “Ah, a prepared party. I always like that, Linara,” it spoke, its silken words glazing Linara in a pleasant embrace. Linara’s heart thudded in her breast at the praise. “Let us waste no time, then,” the Being continued.

The ground began to vibrate again as a large, flat cylinder of stone emerged from the pool before Linara, standing tall in the clear, teal water. Steam rose from the pool in swirling clouds. The scene seemed to silently invite Linara, and she obliged.

Linara undressed slowly, which she had read was common practice before entering the Being’s pool, shuffling off her brown boots, followed by her cloak, tunic, and finally, her trousers. She paused as she reached her undergarments, a final, shame-infused hesitation climbing her limbs. No, Linara responded to the feeling. I want this.

Linara peeled the underwear from her hips and untied her bra, allowing the garments to fall to the rocky floor below her, shedding the remnants of pause from her mind. The air was surprisingly warm in the corridor. Steam from the pool pulling at her limbs, softening her skin. Linara sighed at the sensation.

“Come,” the Being prompted. 

Bare feet on stone, Linara followed the Being’s command, her heart beating faster, drumming in her ears. Flames of heat licked at her insides—she had always dreamed of submitting to someone, letting go completely, and the stories she heard of experiences with the Being put her imaginary fantasies to shame. Linara’s head spun in her struggle to comprehend that the situation in front of her was not a scene from a dream, but her reality, the warm air hugging her flesh and her bare feet carrying her to the gently rippling pool.

Linara dipped a toe into the teal water and sighed—it was not simply warm, but the temperature of the most soothing bath or humid rain. She waded into the water, her braids floating along the surface as the pool swallowed her body. Small waves cupped her breasts and shoulders, and around her, steam rose high in sweeping clouds. Linara stood motionless in the water for a moment, drinking in her surroundings, before approaching the wet cylinder of stone erect in the center of the pool and hoisting herself upon it, a few drops of salty water landing on her lips.

“Linara, once more, pledge your submission to me, and confirm the soundness of your mind, so that we may proceed,” the Being’s voice boomed, bouncing off the rocky, wet walls of the corridor.

“Yes, Being, I agree, and I am of sound mind,” Linara said. “Oh, and I am aware of the word of safety. I will use it if I deem it necessary,” Linara added, her eyes flickering around the environment, as if to find the source of the Being’s great voice, wishing to answer it directly.

Small traces of insecurity attempted to sprout again in Linara’s mind, but Linara found herself discovering a new wave of confidence in her decision to come to this place—the closer she got to the reality she had been drawing in her mind for days, months, and years, her mind turned away from the stigmas of her society, and the more and more engulfed she became in the seductive, enticing world she now stood in. Her body hungered for submission, for the sense of safety and trust she had been chasing and never found.

“We shall begin,” the Being’s voice echoed in the corridor one final time. From her previous research, Linara understood that from this point, the Being would not speak aloud, but in Linara’s mind. She was more than free to object at any time and leave, though Linara doubted she would need to—thoughts alone of what was waiting for her made her head rush. 

After a long, aching stretch of silence, the water surrounding the pedestal which Linara laid upon began to tremble, water splashing along the edges of the rocky surface. A great mass of long, red tentacles emerged from the pool, unfurling and stretching towards the ceiling, exposing twin rows of circular suction cups along their undersides. Droplets dripped from the bright red tips of the tentacles, catching the light in small glimmers, as water whorled on the surface of the pool. 

Linara’s pupils bloomed. Surrounding her were at least ten, maybe twenty, wet, shimmering tentacles, some thick and fat, others slender and slithering. On instinct, Linara’s body shied away from the sight, but within herself, she understood that she wanted these things—her entrance hungered for their touch. A harsh breath rushed from her chest at the thought of being penetrated by them, ensnared by them, submitting to them. 

“Hesitation, Linara?” the Being purred, its voice overwhelming Linara’s thoughts inside her skull.

“No,” Linara blurted. Linara’s voice softened, pleading, and she relaxed her body. “Please.”

In reply, the scarlet tentacles squirmed in Linara’s direction, skirting across the surface of the pool and tickling the edges of the stone pedestal. Linara let out a breathy sigh, the air trembling in her throat—she could feel herself growing wet already. 

The tentacles slowly advanced, water spattering onto the stone surface. One tentacle, skinnier than the others, crept across Linara’s wet shoulder. The suction cups on its underside brushed across her skin, taking hold of tender flesh upon her neck. Linara sighed. She allowed her eyelids to flutter closed and dropped her head to one side, inviting the tentacle to explore further, her face heavy with heat.

Two thick, pulsating tendrils curled themselves around Linara’s thighs. The smell of salt and something herbal filled Linara’s nostrils—the tentacles were secreting something from their cups as they tangled themselves around her. Her skin glistened from the slimy substance they coated her in, which was warm and translucent, mixing with the water from the pool. The girthier of the tentacles, nearly as thick as Linara’s head, squeezed around her right thigh, and Linara moaned. 

Linara caught her lip in her teeth as she leaned her head backwards, feeling a tentacle press between her shoulder blades, keeping her reclined. It wrapped itself under her arms and across her collarbone. The mixture of pool water and gooey slime made her skin slick, easing the tendril’s motions, and another tentacle followed suit, ensnaring itself below her breasts. The restraints produced a faint pain in her chest, a pain that made her skin tingle, eased by the
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