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Perseus Prime 

Candi straightened her uniform and closed her locker. Lliam would be waiting for her, and she should not keep it waiting.  

It always seemed to take forever for it to be time for her to go to work. Her scientist parents, currently off-world on a research project, often chided her for not taking time for herself, but she assured them that she really did enjoy her work. She did not, however, share anything with them about Lliam. Being first generation citizens, her parents were still leery of "alien" things and creatures, and anyway, it would only worry her mother even more if she knew. 

Candi Saunders worked graveyard shift for Satyr Industries at their Perseus Prime research facility in their xeno-study lab, as a glorified habitat cleaner. Her mother had gotten Candi the job after she'd dropped out of the trip her parents were on now, the previous habitat girl having abruptly abandoned the post only a few days before Candi started there. 

Candi had only been there for a few months, and things had been relatively mundane and boring until she met the pale green tentacle who called itself Lliam. She had initially thought it to be some kind of terrifying monster. Still, when it had been friendly to her and non-threatening, Candi had lost her fear of the thing and come closer, even though management had instructed her to stay as far away from Lliam as possible while still doing her job. 

What started as sign language and pidgin of sorts eventually turned into actual conversation. Lliam had introduced itself as soon as it could. Its name was a kind of strange trilling noise. It was not able to pronounce the hard "c" in her name, so instead, it called her "'andi" with a strange hiccup sound at the beginning of it. The alien had paid close attention as its captors spoke and managed to learn some of their language, but until Candi actually had real conversations with it, the alien had had nothing to base the word sounds on for them to make sense. 

It became apparent to Candi early on that the alien had not shared its name with the humans who were studying it, as they referred to it only as "Subject Q-SE-257 (Quad-tentacular xenoform)" on the identification card at the front of its cage. It made her feel special to know that Lliam had taken only her into its confidence. 

Her eyes ranged over the card that was slotted into the holder at the front of Lliam's enclosure. It said that it had been collected by a robot probe on SE-257 and that it had apparently grown substantially over the past thirty years since its capture. The notes she had seen regarding the alien said that at its capture, it had been about the size of a laboratory rat. The information listed on the three by five card was pretty bare, so Candi assumed that whatever file existed on it was locked away in some computer bank in the facility's central computer system. 

According to the card, the alien was docile, indeed, had always been, its primary diet appearing to be fungus-based. Indeed, part of Candi's job was to feed Lliam a carefully measured four pounds of stewed elephant ear fungus each night. The facility's cafeteria staff was responsible for cooking the ugly things, so all Candi had to do was pour a lukewarm bucketful of the noxious stuff into the feeding hopper door at the protected side of the enclosure. The alien would extrude its tongue, roll up the edges into a tube shape, and then suck the stuff up into its mouth as though through a straw. 

Candi made a point of always feeding Lliam first before she did any of her other work in the lab. It gave her just another excuse to linger near it for as long as possible. It did not hurt that it also might make the creature more charitably disposed toward her friendly overtures. 

Knowing that management would have fired her at the very least if they knew she had been communicating with the creature, she kept her familiarity with it a secret. Their shared secret gave her a thrill, quite frankly. Every time she thought about it, she shivered with delight. 

When Candi slipped into the lab and locked the door behind her, Lliam let out a happy trill. Candi ran to its enclosure and stood close to the bars, waiting as the alien reached out a tentacle to her. Without even considering that she was touching an alien creature, the girl took it and rubbed her thumb over the patch of small wet suckers at its tip, their fluid wetting her fingers before quickly disappearing. She watched as a shiver of delight shuddered through the alien's body and giggled. 

"How was your day, Lliam?" she asked it. Candi was always polite to the alien. 

"They do not touch me, 'andi," was the alien's birdlike reply. "I believe they are planning something soon, however. I am afraid of what they will do to me and that I will not see you again." 

Tears welled in Candi's eyes at the thought of her pale green friend being hurt. If she had been able to, she would have unlocked its cage to free it, but she had no idea what the access code would be. She reached through the bars and grabbed Lliam's other tentacle, something she had never done before. Lliam trilled happily at her as she did so. 

"I'm so sorry that they don't touch you, Lliam," she cried. "I will touch you. I'm not afraid of you." 

"'andi, I had so hoped that you would do this!" it responded, embracing her through the bars and pulling her close. "I have longed to touch you in this way!" 

The feeling of the alien's tentacles on her bare skin gave Candi a warm feeling inside, and she suddenly felt her clit begin to throb and her vagina become slick. The depth of emotion she felt for it was overwhelming, so she took the opportunity to push her lips up against its own and kissed it. 

The alien squeaked in surprise at the experience of the human's lips against its own and drew back a little. 

"What was this thing you did?" It wanted to know. "I do not know this thing." 

"Oh! That's right!" She responded, a little flustered, but getting very horny. "It is called a kiss. Humans do it when they like one another a lot." 

Like one another a lot? That seemed a rather tame description of the feelings that being around the pale green alien created in her. Candi momentarily considered that she could not possibly be in love with the alien. As she thought about it, something told her that was indeed the case, but she was too nervous to admit to it. 

"I liked it. May we do it again," it asked. It leaned in toward Candi again, making its rubbery lips pout in an approximation of a human pucker. Candi's lips met the alien's and she let the tip of her tongue explore the inside of its mouth. She did not feel anything in there that in any way resembled teeth, just smooth, hard gums, or something that felt like gums, anyway. Its tongue met hers and then slid past it, moving into her mouth, and doing its own bit of exploration there. 

Candi forgot herself and was taken away in the excitement and desire of the moment. The alien's flesh was not necessarily as warm as a human's would be, but was more like the temperature of warm, not hot, tea with milk. She would have continued but was suddenly surprised by a sharp stinging inside her mouth, which made her jerk away from Lliam. There was a funny taste in her mouth. 

"What was that? That hurt!" She told the alien as she rubbed the outside of her cheek. The odd taste went away, and she quickly forgot about it. "What did you do?" 

"I am sorry," the alien told her solemnly, both of its chameleon-like eyes both oriented on her face. "It was an accident. I forgot the spine under my tongue in my surprise at this odd way of expressing closeness. Please forgive me." 

Candi could not stay mad at the thing and quickly forgave it. It seemed so contrite at what it had done. 

"That's okay," she replied. "When we kiss again, just be careful not to do it again." 

The alien assured her that it would be vigilant and would try to avoid doing it to her again. 

The human girl looked at the clock on the wall and realized that if she did not start her work now, she would not finish before the research assistant arrived at four in the morning and then she would have a hard time explaining what she'd been up to while she was supposed to be cleaning enclosures. She did not want to chance losing her connection to Lliam. 

She made her apologies to the alien, who was despondent at having to stop hugging and exploring the concept of kissing with her but made it understand that if she did not complete her assigned task, they might never see one another again. 

"Very well," it said. "Finish your task, and I will see you tomorrow. But please, kiss me again." 

Candi happily bestowed another kiss on her beau, and also gave it a quick hug as she did so. She tasted the odd flavor again on her tongue and decided it must be the flavor of the alien's saliva, so she thought nothing more of it. 

"I will see you tomorrow, Lliam!" she promised it, and then went about the rest of her duties. Lliam spent that time slurping down its thick fungal stew and then stood at the back of its enclosure where a warm steam bath helped to moisten its odd green skin. The researchers had long ago discovered that such an environment was necessary to their subject's continued good health, and did not want to lose the lone specimen they possessed of whatever Lliam was until they were ready. 

When Candi was finished with her work, she stopped to give Lliam another kiss and then left for home. She was so excited about the blossoming relationship she'd established with the alien that she only took the time to shower and eat before she fell deeply asleep, exhausted beyond measure. 

Candi awoke at the shrill insistence of her alarm clock and found it odd that she was so sluggish. It appeared as though she had suffered from the night sweats and so she climbed into the shower and took her time washing her body clean. Letting her fingers curve into the opening of her vagina
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