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Today, I heard the most unexpected thing being called over the intercom: the order for me to meet with my superior in the meeting room.

Originally, I thought I must’ve screwed up somewhere along the way and was about to be scolded for God knows what reason this time.

But when I entered the meeting hall, my superior was surrounded by a number of faces I recognised. The medical team leader, Cathy, the alien species specialist, John and a few other high-ranked officials. Sat in the centre of the group was Marcus, always at the head of the table.

“You wanted to speak with me?” I asked, entering the white-walled room.

Marcus gestured to the empty chair across from them. “Have a seat, Leah.”

That was never a good sign.

I tried to keep my best poker face on, despite how much the nerves were creeping through my body as I sat down.

“Did something happen?” I probed.

“We’ve had a new species enter the programme.”

And?

The specialist to the right of Marcus, John, was on his feet in an instant with a device in hand and rounded the table to set the device in front of me. Marcus continued, “A tentacle species, from the outer regions of Quardon X, they’ve requested to enter the program.”

I let the specialist show me the data. The tablet lit up with the details and a 3D model of something that instantly captivated me: a red alien with the unmissable features that I’d signed off on.

“Tentacles?” I said without thinking. Glancing up to Marcus, I saw the corner of his lip twitching up briefly at the observation. “You know I’ve signed off only on tentacle species; that’s not an uncommon feature.” I swept over the faces of the team as I spoke. “So what’s with the formalities this time?”

“The scale of the alien,” John to my right answered, tapping the device in front of me and redirecting my attention. “You’ve been working with our average-sized species . The entity that’s entering the program exceeds anything you’ve worked with prior.”

My eyes widened without meaning to at the thought of it, captivated by those swaying red tentacles on the device in front of me... Would they even fit in my pussy?

I pondered as I felt something stirring in my core, heat starting but before I let desire pull me into this blindly I had one thought not sitting right with me. “Why isn’t Courtney here then?”

“Courtney was bred last week,” Marcus answered honestly. “She’s out for the count for the time being. Ordinarily, she is the number one choice, but large species breeders are in high demand and extremely hard to come by.”

“So you came to me? Why?”

I relished in that pause and the way his eyes were full of life, not daring to say what those eyes were speaking. I knew he enjoyed the way I took tentacles.

Go on, Marcus, tell everyone in this room why you want to watch this alien breed me today.

The specialist returned to his seat beside my perverted superior. Marcus sat forward in his chair. “The tentacles on this entity are much bigger than anything you’ve worked with in the past,” he started, “but I’ve been overseeing your breeding sessions since you started with the program years ago.”

“I've seen you be filled with more tentacles than I could count,” he said, with that glint of excitement in his eyes. “Watched you moan and whine into the mattress while I was waiting for your request to be ejected that never came. Every check-in you refused immediately. Your appetite has surprised me time and time again.”

There it was, the real undercurrent.

I sat there, feeling a mix of satisfaction over the fact he remembered those sessions that left me in mind-melting euphoria. The day I was bent over and had my cunt dominated by tentacle aliens. Of course, he was always overseeing our sessions – probably embedding that memory into his cock behind that one-way mirror.

It turned me on, but I didn’t say a word, wanting him to keep going.

“Let me be blunt, Leah. You can take far more tentacles than the rest of our team. If anyone could do this assignment, it would be you.” He studied me with the same intensity he always held. “I’ve seen what gets you off. Maybe this could be a new opportunity for you.”

I only smirked at the suggestion.

“So what do you say, Leah? Are you up to the challenge?”

“Why not,” I answered. “I think it’s about time we upped the stakes.”

“Excellent,” Marcus replied, already rising. “You’ll undergo a medical examination with Cathy here, then I want you in my office. We’re going to prepare you before our guest arrives. Am I understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

I’d passed the examination with flying colours, fit and ready to be bred as they always said. I bathed and then made my way to his office, entering the dull grey space. Marcus was there, organising things, but my eyes instantly went to the metal table beside his desk. He’d pulled out a collection of toys of different colours and sizes, dildos and tentacle-like appendage toys that made my pussy throb.

“On the desk,” he ordered, and I happily obeyed.

I seated myself there on the edge as I watched his hands roaming the surface of the many toys that would soon be filling my cunt. His curious hand halted on one in the centre and he pulled out a sizeable toy covered in bumps and nodes.

Hefting the heavy purple thing, it was clear it was as long as his thick arm. Marcus lathered it in lube as I spread my thighs without even thinking. As if my body was prepared to take it.

The sight of him coating the massive toy reminded me of my training years, preparing for this very role. Marcus made sure it was thoroughly wet and glistening in the light as I began to speak. “So you do this every time with Courtney?” I asked, unable to pull my eyes away from the toy as the thick lube dribbled down its length.

Marcus turned to face me. “It’s standard procedure.”

“I’m not buying it,” I replied in a teasing tone as he stepped between my legs, thick beads of lube dropping off, landing directly on the fabric covering my pussy lips.

“And why is that?” he asked in that flat voice, lowering the toy down to my bodysuit. Pressing the dripping wet tip against the fabric. It was cool and moist as he ground it against my sensitive pussy.

Sliding it over the fabric slowly and teasingly, I had to bite my lip before I got carried away by the sensations.

I had one thought as I looked past the toy at my superior. About the thing hiding behind that belt and under all those clothes. I could already picture his rock-hard cock, twitching to replace this dildo.

Part of me wanted it.

“Leah,” his warning voice pulled me back to attention, as his toy pressed firmer against my pussy. “Do you still wish to proceed?”

“Yes,” I answered, moving my hand to the collar and in an instant the fabric withdrew. The bodysuit recoiled, allowing my bare flesh to be graced by the warm room.

There, directly on my pussy, I felt the coolness of the lube as it rubbed along my skin. With little resistance the tip pressed its way in as I sighed from the sensation.

Marcus was watching me like a hawk, his eyes flickering with desire. Moving it in and out as he started to speak. “We’re going to prepare both your holes, and once I’m satisfied—” it went especially deep, pressing on that delicious spot inside as I bit back a moan.

His lip curled with amusement. “You’ll be ready to breed with our guest tonight.”

We went through the motions as Marcus filled my pussy, pumping and pressing more toys into my cunt as my legs trembled. The pressure built as more dildos entered my pussy, stealing the air from my lungs as I trembled with pleasure. But the fuller I felt, the more I demanded that he put another in me.

It didn’t end there. He moved onto my asshole, stretching and filling me with more and more dildos, working up from three to then four as that gruff order came.

Urging me to fuck myself with the toys, I ended up on my knees on the desk. My shoulder resting on the sterile surface, smelling of disinfectant and metal as I had both hands between my legs, holding the base of two of many toys buried in my pussy. I pumped them in and out of my stuffed cunt as I whined into the desk, toes curling as I fucked myself. “Another, put another inside—”

He answered my whining by adding forcing the fourth girthy toy into my asshole as I felt the addictive stretch, teetering on the edge of an orgasm.

“Hah, Marcus,” I whined.

Every thrust had my legs shuddering and sounds spilling from my lips. My breathing hitched as I kept going, toying with my cunt, when I felt another thick head being pressed against my asshole. But just when I was preparing to feel that delicious stretch and burn, he halted, keeping the tip there teasing my entrance.

“Do you need your safe word?”

“No,” I was quick to reply. “I’m going to cum. I-It feels so good, it’s too much but I don’t want to stop,” I muttered shamelessly into the desk, the side of my face pressing against the cool metal.

I felt him tease me in response, slowing entering it into my hole. I was hyperaware of every node and ridge and curve as it pressed and pushed and rubbed against the other dildos still buried to the hilt in my ass. It made me moan louder in desperation.

Pleasure, I need more, much more than this, I’m so close.

I started pumping both toys into my pussy, going deeper and harder with each thrust. One of the toys slipped out from my pussy and fell onto the floor with a thud. “C-can I come, Marcus, hah, it feels so good.”

“Not yet,” he answered firmly as I whined into the desk. “I’ll let you cum eventually, but you haven’t taken enough yet,” I could hear the smile in his tone. “Do you feel how tight you are? We need to loosen you up further, understand?”

Marcus left me trembling and quiver as the toys continued to stuff my tight holes, increasing the pressure and making my legs weak. I was so close, but every time I got closer to the edge he only slowed down with amusement in his eyes.

I could see his lip curl as I begged for release. Instead, he let me lie there on my back on the desk and squirm pathetically until finally there was a call.

I hardly heard his voice, just the flicker in his eyes as his mouth began to move, saying things that felt irrelevant to the pleasure I was drowning in.

Stuck in a daze of euphoria and pent-up arousal that left me unapologetically loud, “Mar—” he covered my mouth, thick calloused hand landing on my open mouth.

His hungry eyes roamed my face and body as he kept plunging that massive toy into my cunt, probing deep with each thrust that left me moaning into his hand.

My back arched as I teetered on the edge. “Please, can I—” I whined into his hand as he pressed firmer, my hands shooting up to his palm, gripping tightly as he kept going.

It was different this time
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