
Table of Contents

Taken By The Tentacle Vines: An Alien Monster BDSM Sex Short


For the tenth time that day, Celine’s inbox pinged—another email from her boss. 

Celine sighed. It had now been six days without a break from work, and she was sure that her eyebags must be as purple as the iris that sat on her desk. She replied to the email, neck aching and fingers trembling as she typed. Didn’t I become a botanist to avoid computers? 

An orange hue colored the plants and flowers that decorated the greenhouse, the light of the setting sun shining through the transparent walls. Night fell slowly as Celine finally closed the lid of her laptop, huffing a tired breath, before she heard a quiet shout from outside.

“Hello? Ma’am?” a voice called. Celine jumped from her seat. Her boss had scheduled a delivery for tonight, a new shipment of plants—it must have slipped her mind while she was finishing her work.

“Yes, just leave it outside, please!” Celine called. “Thank you!” Nearly a week had gone by without Celine seeing another human face-to-face, but at this hour, she couldn’t stand the thought of small talk. Conserving her energy was more important than her social life, even though she was desperately seeking contact, especially physically. Her work had to come first.

Once the truck pulled away, Celine retrieved the large, damp cardboard box from the doorstep and carried it inside. Despite her exhaustion, a tingle of energy crept up Celine’s limbs—this was the first classified delivery that Celine had been allowed to take on. 

While her job of soil testing and plant monitoring looked mundane from the outside, the company she was hired into three years ago had recently taken a deal from the government, and since then, whispers traveled through Celine’s workplace about secret operations and hushed projects. Celine had her theories, but as of last month, she no longer had to wonder what her company had become involved in—the study of alien plant life.

When Celine’s boss first informed her of the change, she threw her head back and laughed, thinking her boss had a weird, playful sense of humor that day—but the responsibilities she held were no joke. Celine was now trusted with the care and monitoring of a newly discovered alien plant species, and that species was contained in the cardboard box she now held in her hands.

A bead of sweat trickled down Celine’s brow. The box was secured with dark, shimmering tape on all sides, and laminated warnings blanketed the top surface in bright yellow and red squares; Celine felt like she was about to disarm a bomb. She snatched a pair of scissors from her desk and traced the blade across the tape, opening the box with a pop. 

Celine had no idea what to expect from her delivery. Her mind flipped through images of tiny, cartoonish aliens and fantastical man-eating flowers—hopefully, what she was about to see would be a little less intimidating than that, but she had no right to refuse the contents of the package before her. Plus, she was being paid an incredible sum to care for this plant, whatever it may be.

The flaps of the box opened, revealing packing fluff and a cube made of thin, cold metal. Atop the cube sat a piece of paper with typed writing signed by Celine’s boss and two other names that were unfamiliar to her.

Proceed with extreme caution.

Please wear proper eye and skin protection when handling.

Do not dose, water, or feed.

Sitting on the page in bold, black font, the words did not ease Celine’s nerves. Her heartbeat quickened. Extreme caution? Do not feed? Is this seriously the only information I get about this thing?

Celine took a breath before lifting the cube from its container, the cold metal stinging her fingertips, and she gently placed it on a nearby table lit by a small LED light hanging from the ceiling. 

“Okay,” the woman muttered to herself, her breath shaking. “I can do this. It’s just a plant, right?”

She laughed in her mind. Just a plant? This is an unknown, unstudied, extraterrestrial life form—plant or not, Celine was terrified. But she had a job to do, and she had bills to pay. She must proceed.

With a sharp inhale, Celine’s fingers unclasped the lock at the top of the metal cube. The lock released all four sides of the cube, alongside the top, it unfurling like a blossoming flower. 

A small, green, viny plant about the height of Celine’s palm sat in the center of the now-open box. The plant sat in a handful of soil the color of charcoal contained in a tiny glass bowl.

Huh.

It’s actually quite cute, Celine thought to herself. The petite plant’s vines curled into tight coils, and small leaves sprouted from the top of its stem, fluttering in the gentle breeze of the greenhouse. 

This might be the least intimidating plant she had ever seen in all her years as a botanist. 

Celine’s shoulders relaxed. Staring at the plant, watching its timidness, she couldn’t imagine an easier ten thousand dollars made—could it really be that simple?

Once she had tidied her workspace, the woman carried her tired feet outside, only after ensuring that the new, tiny, alien specimen had found a home away from her other plants—she didn’t want to risk the wellbeing of her earthy plants, given the small but concerning list of warnings she received in the delivery. Thankfully, the greenhouse was just yards away from her home, meaning that she could easily reach the specimen if the need arose. 

Celine sighed at the thought. All she wanted was to sleep through the night; her eyeballs felt like they were about to drop out of her skull, dry and strained from the blue light of her computer. Now inside, the view of her bed evoked a relieved chuckle from her throat, and in a blink, the botanist stripped the clothes from her skin and tucked herself beneath the sheets, the cool fabric smoothing over her body like a breeze.

Thump.

Squinting into the dark, Celine rose onto her elbows, raising the sheet to cover her naked chest. 

What the hell was that?

Thump. Crash.

A sharp fear ran through Celine’s limbs. At first, she thought she may be being burgled—until she remembered the alien plant now in her care.

Celine scrambled from her mattress, stretching her arms blindly towards the floor for the long, white overshirt she had peeled off hours before. Tripping over her own feet, she threw the shirt around her shoulders and hurried to the nearest window. 

The woman’s eyes darted to the greenhouse outside. Surprisingly, it looked just as Celine had left it, aside from one hanging lamp, which beamed a spotlight onto a small tray of sprouts. She must have forgotten to turn it off before she came inside for the night.

“I really do need more sleep, don’t I?” Celine murmured to herself. Her sandals shuffled across the wooden floor as she forced her legs out the front door, a shiver running up her spine as the night air flooded inside. “Fuck,” she spat, “this better be quick.”

The dark sky was sprinkled with stars, the dots glimmering in Celine’s brown eyes. The skin of her bare thighs tightened. All that protected her from the cold were her shirt and a pair of lacy maroon underwear, much too frilly for her liking—they were her last clean pair, as she didn’t have time to do laundry all week, thanks to her workload.

Like ice, the metal knob on the greenhouse’s door bit Celine’s skin as she opened it. Warm, humid air rushed from the entrance, and she dove inside, closing the door behind her with a sharp tug. 

Exhaustion weighed Celine’s limbs towards the floor. Her feet dragged on the tarped flooring, and she made her way to the lamp in question, its bright light contrasting the black landscape outside. Her warming fingers searched for the light remote—it wasn’t on the desk, where it usually was. 

Celine glanced around. Her eyes traced circles around the floor, around shelves, and below her desk. No remote was in sight until she saw it tangled between the tendrils of bright green vines, writhing and outstretched before her.

Celine’s mouth dropped. The woman followed the vine with her gaze, and as she looked up, she saw tens, if not hundreds, of vibrant tendrils, climbing along the walls of the greenhouse and slithering across the floor like snakes. 

Air shot from her lungs. She stumbled backward, her back meeting the table of plants behind her, rattling the pots and baskets. The vines, smooth and pulsing, moved closer to her as her chest heaved, heartbeat drumming in her ears.

“W-what the fuck?!” Celine shouted. 

The tendrils stopped in their tracks. 

Celine’s hands grasped for the table behind her. A finger bumped into a small, thin tendril, and as if startled, it retracted, curling into the air like a snail’s shell. It was no question that this mess of stems was the result of the new alien plant.  

Again, the remote held in the grasp of vines dangled before Celine. 

Wait—is this thing trying to help me?

She swallowed. With trembling fingers, Celine reached her hand towards the vines and opened her palm to accept the remote.

The vines plopped it into her hand.

“Uh, thank you,” Celine whispered, her voice unsteady. The sound of her voice seemed to please the alien tendrils—they curled and twisted in the air as she took the object from them, and they continued their journey along the walls of the greenhouse, covering it with a vibrant apple green.

Celine stood still. There was clearly enough intelligence to these vines for them to be considered sentient because the woman suddenly felt underdressed and exposed in the presence of them. She buttoned the top buttons of her white shirt and curled her legs towards each other. I can’t believe my first impression on alien life is going to be my bare tits, she thought to herself, chuckling.

A swipe on her bare ankle broke her train of thought.

“Hey!” Celine yelped. The vine in question jolted as if the woman’s reply startled it, and it withdrew to under a shelf full of pots and equipment. 

Celine felt a pang in her chest—she felt kind of bad for scaring the plant like she did. Maybe it didn’t seem to mean any harm.

With a smack, Celine’s palm met her forehead. Am I serious?!  This thing probably wants to eat me! 

But the alien plant showed no intention of violence. Even though it was squiggling along every inch of the greenhouse, it left a space for each earthly plant, as well as the woman before it, who stood perfectly centered in an empty space lined by vines. If anything, Celine thought it looked like it was trying to greet her, introducing itself with its shining tendrils. 

Celine couldn’t help but gaze at the vines as they traveled around the room—she was a botanist, after all, and was assigned to study this plant in great detail. The way it moved was unlike any plant she had seen before. The hue of the tendrils held a slight luminescence, and each limb seemed to be growing and stretching at an inconceivable rate, pulsating with life and energy. 

I wonder what they feel like, she thought to herself. A warmth crept up her skin.

“No, no way,” Celine said, shaking her head, and she started stepping towards the door of the greenhouse. Her bare feet skirted around swirling vines—her sandals must have fallen off in the dark, but she was willing to walk barefooted if it meant escaping the terrifying feeling that had just rushed through her body—she wanted to touch them.

The brush of a vine against her ankle made her cheeks flush. Her breath caught in her throat. With only a touch, Celine’s skin flickered with heat like the flame of a match. This must be her time without human contact getting to her, right? 

Another tendril made its way up Celine’s arm. She wanted to protest, but it felt as if her body had just been sated after a centuries-long hunger. The beating vine began curling around her wrist, and she sighed, breath trembling.

I suppose this could count as studying, she thought to herself—but she needed no further reason, no further excuse. Her mind flooded with a warm fog, and the world melted beneath Celine as she relaxed herself, allowing the vines to swirl along her bare flesh.

She gulped. Celine expected the vines to grip her, engulf her, but they moved slowly, as if asking for permission. 

“Go ahead,” she said softly. The tendrils twitched. They seemed eager to explore the human, so different from their own species, tracing circles in her skin like fingers. Celine smiled at the sight. Her body grew warm, and her mind lit up as she observed the plant. She was curious about every part of it—everything it could do.

Something tugged within her chest; it felt wrong to be doing this, but the plant clearly wanted it the
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