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Dr. Emily Anderson has dedicated her life to studying alien species, especially the Velutipes-Genesis on the remote planet DP-469. 




After an exhilarating encounter with one of the aliens in the lab, she finds herself trapped in the nest of the biggest specimen she has ever seen, and it has only one thing on its mind - sharing its genetic material. 




Will she be able to carry the aliens’ eggs and find the key to this elusive alien species? Or will its giant tentacles prove to be too much for her to handle?  




This is a 7500-word erotic short intended for readers 18+ 
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ONE




Dr. Emily Anderson stood amidst the verdant artificial garden, her gaze fixated on the strange creature– an extraordinary specimen known as the Velutipes-Genesis. Its soft velvety skin glinted in the dappled sunlight that filtered through the thick canopy above. The glass dome that encapsulated the plant life in a safe, controlled environment.

Emily was the leading scientist on a remote planet, DP-469. Earth explorers had established a research facility in one of the large jungles that took up a majority of the land masses on the planet. 

She and the other doctor were two of the only scientists in the facility that were permitted to observe the alien being so close. 

The Velutipes-Genesis, or Velu, as the scientists had nicknamed it, was a mass of tentacle-like appendages, meeting in the center in a thick column and secured to moist stones or directly into the ground. This particular specimen was small and, although surviving in the lab, was not flourishing like the team thought it would.

As Emily observed the peculiar being, she couldn’t help but notice how incredibly sensual its movements were. There was something so tantalizing about the way it moved, swaying gently. 

It seemed almost… provocative?  Was that possible, considering it wasn't alive in the same sense humans understood living organisms? But there was no denying that every flicker of movement was mesmerizing.  

Dr. Brandon sighed. "I don't get it, all of our research has indicated that we have created the perfect environment for it to begin its spawning activity." 

Emily nodded, looking at her notes. "I wonder if the plant needs stimulation of some kind."

"Like pollination like plants on earth?" He asked. 

"It's not a plant," Emily countered. 

"We know that much already," he replied, his tone slightly annoyed. "But if you think it might need something more... Well, what else could it want?"

"I don't know!" Frustration filled Emily's voice. She knew this was supposed to be a simple form of extraterrestrial life they had ever discovered, yet nothing about it behaved as expected. "Maybe I should try introducing another specimen..."

"We would have to get permission to leave the facility," Dr. Brandon said. "We're already pushing the edge of our budget as it is. The leadership will have our asses if we don't get some results soon." 

Emily sighed and threw her notes down on the table. "I know that!" 

"Take a breath," Dr. Brandon said. His level voice was always enough to calm her down. "Listen, let me go talk to the lab manager and we'll see if we can get an additional specimen, ok?"

Emily nodded, biting her bottom lip. 

The other doctor left, the airlock whooshing loudly. 

Standing near the airlock, her heart raced as she watched the trees beyond the transparent walls. The lush greenery swirling along with the breeze whispered enchantment. She felt as if she wanted to run wild among them and explore this unknown world full of marvelous wonders. 

Emily caught a glance of herself in the reflection of the glass. She wore a skin-tight black suit, gloves and boots. Her head was protected in a helmet with built-in respirators and sensors. The air on this planet was safe for humans to breathe, but inside the research domes, they did not want to take any chances with foreign pathogens. 

Emily was here to help increase scientific knowledge of the universe. She could not fail. They’d been working for months on this experiment and still not found out how this Velu creature reproduced. 

As Emily turned back towards the central chamber, she noticed something unusual. It appeared as though the light coming through the dome seemed somehow darker, richer compared to just moments ago. The sun was beginning to set, thankfully this planet had day and night cycles similar to earth. 

Inside the laboratory area, she continued observing Velutipes-Genesis carefully. 

The sight of those long, sinuous tendrils moving together, the slightest hint of curiosity danced across the surface of her consciousness. As Emily approached closer, the alien presence began reacting to her movements, subtly altering its pattern of motions. The intensity of emotion escalated swiftly, leaving her feeling overwhelmed by the power of attraction radiating from the Velutipes-Gensis.

With her cheeks flushed, Emily realized that she must be imagining things under the pressure.

“Oh, Velu,” She sighed, plopping down on a stool near the organism. “What is going on with me? Am I going crazy?”

Velu’s appendages continued to sway in its humid enclosure, pressing against the glass, and motioning towards her. 

A wave of desire ran through her core, stirring desires which she hadn't even acknowledged existed before now.

Emily inched closer, pressing her gloved hand against the glass. What if it really did need physical stimulation, like she hypothesized? 

The mere touch of the glass brought a sharp intake of breath, while her fingers traced delicately around the edges of the container before opening the container.

Emily’s heart hammered rapidly, thumping heavily in her ears as adrenaline surged through her veins. Every fiber of her being screamed to be closer, but logic told her she shouldn't do anything reckless. 

A tendril reached out to meet her, touching her fingertips. 

Emily gasped, her hot breath fogging up her protective helmet. 

Velu wrapped its tentacle around her hand, holding it gently, curiously moving back and forth. Then, another tentacle moved forward. 

"It responds to touch," Emily said, furiously taking notes with her other hand. The writing was messy, but it would do. 

Now it was time to see if her theory was correct.









TWO


Emily set down her pen and put both hands into the Velu's enclosure. 

Three medium sized appendages came to greet her, moving around her hands and fingers like curious snakes. 

Emily smiled nervously, unable to believe what was unfolding right before her eyes. It was as if she was experiencing an unprecedented sexual encounter, amplified tenfold. 

Each tender caress ignited a spark of arousal within her, sending a ripple effect throughout her entire body. Feeling bold, Emily ventured further, allowing Velu to move around her wrists.

More appendages emerged from the column that made up the mass of its body. The tenacles buzzed with excitement, leaving slimy trails on her gloves. 

Emily wondered how the Velu felt. No one had touched it yet, except through the use of protective equipment. She slowly pulled off one of her gloves, wrapping her hand around a tentacle like it was a thick juicy cock. 

Emily pushed past the boundaries of fear, taking the lead to give the alien entity a taste of human pleasure. The soft tendril eagerly accepted the offer, writhing around her palm with anticipation. Moving it slowly back and forth, Emily tried to mimic the rhythm she saw during her observations earlier today. It responded positively, seemingly encouraged by her efforts. 

The Velu vibrated and squirmed in response. Its pores continued to leak sticky clear fluid onto her hand. Another tentacle pushed its way forward until she was jerking off three in each ungloved hand. 

Her pace quickened, matching
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