Biker Mice: Tentacle Trouble


The three biker mice sat on their motorcycles, all three staring at the scene in front of them.


“That... That's a tentacle monster alright,” said Vinnie, watching as the big, purple, slimy blob destroyed the street in front of them, debris soaring through the air as it smashed the place up with its powerful, slimy tentacles. The three had gotten a call from their mechanic and close human friend Charlie that night, calling for their help in putting a stop to this thing that had gone on a wild rampage through the city.


“Er, you think its Limburger's tentacle monster?” Modo asked.


“I dunno,” Vinnie shrugged. “Doesn't Limburger usually stick to just hiring Saturday morning cartoon villains?”


“Maybe that crazy scientist of his cooked something up,” Throttle suggested. “Whatever its deal is, it's going down.” He clicked a button on his bike's dashboard, the sides of his opening up and firing a single rocket towards the big blob of a tentacle monster, which was hastily absorbed by the creature's gooey body, the rocket quickly evaporating inside it.


“Nicely done,” Vinnie laughed. “A'ight, let ol' Vinnie take care of this!”


“Ah, Vinnie, maybe be careful-” Modo grimaced as Vinnie revved his bike and shot off towards his target. His two bros didn't know what the rash little mouse's idea was, but whatever it was it quickly went to crap as the monster took his bike out with a single wipe of a tentacle, another one swiftly going to snatch him by the ankle and hold him up, dangling in the air with his arms flailing, his helmet slipping off his head.


“Ah... G-guys? Li'l help?” he called out, struggling as best he could against the creature's grip.


“What a dumbass,” Modo shook his head. He and Throttle glanced at each other, smirking at Vinnie predicament before going to his aid, driving towards the menacing creature and readying their weapons, Throttle managing to dodge a few of the tentacles' swipes before getting careless and taking a tentacle to the face, hurtling off his bike and swiftly finding himself being pulled into the air, a thick, slimy tentacle wrapping around his waist and gripping him tight. Throttle grimaced as he felt that warm slime oozing into his fur.


“Urrgh, get off me!” Throttle grunted, punching and tugging at the tentacle to no avail. He looked to Vinnie who was dangling nearby, a deeply unimpressed look on his face. The white mouse reeled back as a few more tentacles drew close to him, one of them inching towards his face, the creature apparently nonplussed by the gunfire going off into its main body from Modo's bike.


“Hey, get away from me!” Vinnie hissed, trying to pull away as the tentacle at his face drew closer still. He gave a gasp when he felt a couple of those warm, sticky appendages rubbing at his shirtless body, one of them managing to push its way under the two belts Vinnie wore around his chest, tugging at them and managing to tear them from his body with incredible strength before rubbing itself across Vinnie's body, the mouse squirming and thrashing about the whole time.


“Q-quit touching me! Hey, are you listening to me! Knock it off!” He grabbed one of the groping tentacles and tried to tug it away, but that only seemed to annoy the creature as another tentacle wrapped itself around his wrists and forced his arms behind his back, all the while several other tentacles were rubbing over his body, molesting and stroking him.


“Hey, I think it likes you,” Throttle chuckled.


“T-this isn't funny!” Vinnie grunted. At that point the tentacle creature seemed to grow tired of Modo's constant ineffective assault on its body as it swiped him off his bike and held him up, a tentacle wrapped around his waist the same way it was holding Throttle. Even Modo with all his strength couldn't pull that thing off him.


“So, the hell do we do now?” Vinnie grunted.


“There must be some way out of this,” said Throttle. “C'mon, guys, think!” The trio struggled desperately against the tentacles holding them, kicking about, tugging at the long, slimy things gripping them.


Eventually, the tentacles saw fit to reposition Vinnie, a tentacle grabbing his other leg, the appendages working in tandem to get him lying in the air, on his back, arms raised above his head and tied together by a single strong tentacle.


“H-hey, what're you-?” Vinnie stared down as the things gripping his ankles began to curl themselves around his leg, steadily moving upwards and pulling at them, forcing the mouse's legs apart while the two tentacles that had been stroking at his body began moving down. “Ah, hey, bad touch! Knock it off!” Vinnie yelled, struggling with renewed vigour and gasping in shock when he felt the appendages tickling across his package.


“Wow, I guess it really likes you!” Throttle stared in surprise as the tentacles molested his bro, the two slimy things pressing against Vinnie's crotch, rubbing and squeezing it, Vinnie writhing in their grasp.


“W-well I don't like it! Now get away from there!” Vinnie kept thrashing but the tentacles held him tight. He could barely move, the slimy things gripping his arms and legs, holding him suspended in the air with his legs spread, all the while his crotch was groped, touched and molested.

Meanwhile a few more of the things moved to pay attention to Modo.


“Geez, how many tentacles does this thing have?” Modo scowled.


“I guess it's called a tentacle monster for a reason,” said Throttle. The usually strong and unstoppable Modo was powerless to stop them as the tentacles squeezed themselves underneath his shirt and the armour plating he wore, Modo watching in shock as the metal split and bent, the tentacles pushing against it and tearing through his armour, the broken shards falling into the creature's gooey body and being dissolved.


“Holy shit...” Modo stared, wide-eyed, the tentacles going to stroke at his now naked body, caressing his strong, toned muscles while a single other tentacle worked on removing his helmet, casually tossing it away as it was pulled off.

Modo looked over to Vinnie when he heard the smaller male cry out in shock. The tentacles that had been groping him were now pushing their way inside his pants.


“Ah! Dude, guys, I really don't like where this is going!” he cried out, watching in horror as the tentacles forced themselves inside his pants, stroking at his thighs, rubbing through his pubic fur until they finally found what they were looking for, Vinnie wriggling about as he felt his flaccid, furry shaft being rubbed by those thick, slimy tentacles, one of them going to tickle over his foreskin and make him shiver.

“B-bad touch!” Vinnie yelped. “Real bad touch, l-leggo of me!”


“Don't panic, bro, we'll get outta here!” Throttle called over, struggling against his own binds. He reeled back when a tentacle positioned itself in front of his face. “Tch, get outta my face.” Throttle spat, but the appendage ignored him, drawing closer and rubbing against his cheek, smearing his fur in its warm, sticky slime.

Throttle winced when he felt the thing rubbing up against his lips, the tip of the tentacle rubbing against them, softly at first, but then, to Throttle's abject shock, it thrust forward and buried itself in his mouth, Throttle forced to take the tentacle inside him.


“Mrrph?!” Throttle gave a muffled gasp as he felt the tentacle rubbing against his tongue, leaking thick globs of slime inside him.


“Hey! Let go of him!” Modo yelled out, his voice only drawing the attention of more tentacles which began rubbing all over his body, caressing and tickling him, covering his dark fur with their slime. He soon felt several of them pressing against the waist of his pants, slipping inside the same way they'd done with Vinnie's.

Modo gave a disgusted look when he felt them slipping into his underwear, running across his crotch, pressing against his sizeable, uncut cock and tickling his low-hanging balls. Moments later and Throttle also had a few tentacles shoved down his pants, not to mention the one thrust down his throat, forcing itself deeper and making him gag and choke on it. He could taste the slimy stuff oozing from it. It was warm, sticky, and a bit... salty? It was then that he noticed the faint throbbing and pulsing of the tentacle; it was almost like a... He shook the comparison from his mind, instead focusing on trying to struggle free of the tentacle around his waist, reaching down and trying to pull it from his body, though all that did was have his wrists tied together and held above his head, barely able to move as the tentacle in his mouth violated him deeper.

Modo soon felt a couple of the tentacles in his pants moving around his body, stroking his thighs before pressing against his strong, toned ass and rubbing at his cheeks. He soon felt the tentacles tugging at his pants, pressing against them from the inside, his clothes ripping and tearing before they were ripped from his body, the shredded remains fluttering in the wind and Modo gasping in surprise as he was made completely naked, the cold night air blowing over his helpless body.

The same thing happened to his two bros' pants too, the tentacles pushing at them from the inside and tearing through them leaving all three biker mice nude and helpless, their flaccid members dangling freely between their legs. With their clothes gone, the tentacles had free reign over the mice's bodies, running all over them, paying special attention to their lower areas, rubbing all over their crotches and asses, the three mice making grimacing, dismayed faces at their touch.

“Ah!” Vinnie gasped when a tentacle positioned itself at his cock, rubbing along the shaft before stopping at the tip. Vinnie stared down watching as the tentacle suddenly grew thicker, pushing against his cock and suddenly enveloping his shaft. Vinnie gasped and whined, the gooey, translucent tentacle moving down on his small, flaccid shaft, enveloping every inch in its warmth. When the tentacle had pushed all of Vinnie's maleness inside itself, the white mouse felt a sort of suction gripping his shaft, as if the tentacle were sucking at him.

“Mm! S-stop, that... feels... nghh...!” Vinnie left the sentence hanging, fists clenching and hips bucking as the tentacle sucked on him, a strange tingling sensation running through his shaft. He started to curl his toes, his body writhing at the feelings pulsing in his crotch.


“S...top... Fuck!” Vinnie gasped, his cock starting to twitch from all the attention. He looked down, cheeks blushing pink as he realized he was starting to harden inside the tentacle, the gooey thing keeping its suction up the whole time, coaxing him into growing harder and harder, his two bros watching in shock as he was forced to full mast, his whole five inches of uncut cock twitching inside the tormenting tentacle.

The tentacle continued sucking at Vinnie's length while the mouse whimpered and tried to pull away, being held in place by the tentacles who refused to budge. Throttle soon felt a tentacle rubbing against his own furry dick, that warm goo oozing out of its tip and smearing across Throttle's length. It rubbed against the tip of his foreskin and slowly moved forward, slipping inside of it and making Throttle moan and groan as he felt it violating him, the warm, slick tip of the tentacle soon rubbing against his sensitive tip, tickling at his cock slit.

Throttle's eyes went wide when he felt it pressing against his opening, against his piss slit.


“Mrrrph! Mm!” Throttle thrashed about, a tentacle binding his hands above his head while another had a strong grip on his waist, his legs kicking about helplessly as he felt the tentacle forcing its way inside him.

His eyes widened and he gave out a loud cry as he felt it slipping inside, the tentacle shoving itself inside his urethra and making him squirm and gasp. He panted out his nose, a tentacle stuffed down his throat, getting in deep and oozing inside him.

“Hey!” Modo yelled. “Let him the hell go! Leave him alone!” The tentacles showed no signs of understanding or even hearing the mouse. They all just kept molesting and abusing his bros, playing with Vinnie's dick and stuffing Throttle's body. Throttle was thrashing around, giving out muffled groans; he'd never been sounded before, he didn't know how it would feel or what to expect.

It hurt, having a fat tentacle shoved in there, stretching his slit painfully around its girth as it delved deep inside him, but there was also a strange, tingling feeling that coursed through his crotch as the tentacle explored him. It was like having his dick stroked from the inside; it was intense, intense enough to make his eyes water. It didn't take long before the tentacle's intrusions started to have an effect on him. He groaned around the appendage in his mouth as he felt himself growing harder, the tentacle flitting about inside him, making him shiver, his whole body tense from the overstimulating feeling pulsing through him, cock growing harder and hard until it reached its full seven inches, the tentacle still jammed inside.

It got in deep, the strange, uncomfortable feeling of the thing pulsing inside him making Throttle whimper. Eventually, both it and the one in his mouth stopped their pushing, remaining inside him for a few moments before they started sliding out... and in... and out, and in... They started to fuck him; once working in and out of his mouth while the other fucked his cock hole.

The feel of them sliding in and out of him made Throttle choke and whimper, crying out around the thing in his mouth, giving out muffled begs for the tentacles to stop, his cock slit soon growing sore from the slick tentacle's fucking.

It was at that point that Modo looked down at the two tentacles rubbing at his cock, the two slimy appendages stroking along his huge, low-hanging shaft while a single tentacle played with his heavy, furry nuts. Modo glared at them.


“Don't you fucking dare,” he growled. The tentacles kept rubbing at him, but they didn't seem too interest in his cock hole; there was another hole the creature was interested in.

Modo gasped and looked over his shoulder as a particularly fat, thick tentacle slithered its way between his cheeks.


“D-don't you fucking dare!” he said again, his one good eye going wide as he felt that fat tentacle prodding at his virgin fuckhole. It rubbed and stroked at it, smearing goo across Modo's hole before pulling back suddenly, the tentacles going to grab at his ankles and wrists, a tentacle for each one.

He was forced onto his back, arms held away from his body and his legs being forced apart.


“N...No...!” Modo grunted. He tried with to close his legs again, but even with all his strength, the tentacles proved stronger. They slowly pulled his legs open, slow enough for Modo to wonder if they were taking their time just to mock him.

Modo couldn't stop them; before long his legs were parted, up in the air with his tight fuckhole presented. He once again felt the fat tentacle slide between his cheeks and started rubbing his hole.


“Stop! F-fuck, don't! Let go of me, goddammit!” He struggled as best he could, but it was no use. The tentacle strained against his hole for a moment before managing to shove itself in, Modo crying out in pain as he was stretched wide around it.

“Argghh! Fuck! Dammit! Get it out! Get it out of me!!” He kept up his thrashing, burning pain surging through his rump as the tentacle violated him deep.
