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...

This experiment explores the potential coupling between Alien Specimen #201 and Volunteer Human #13. Prior subjects have been tested and abandoned. Subjects are all chosen due to the subject’s proclivity for tentacle-related ‘videos’. Subject #13 is fully aware and consensual.

You know what you're getting into when you are handed the thousand-page document. A normal person would scream and run. It reads like a BDSM terms and agreement written by someone who has no idea what they're into, so they've just included everything. A level-headed person would see the giant red flag being waved all the way from Mars and run.

And that's before you're told that you aren't dealing with inexperienced Doms trying out the lifestyle for the first time. No. You're dealing with an alien creature that had fallen from the sky.

You're an intelligent woman, but you've also come five times reading the papers, imagining all the things written there being done to you. The scientists are staring at you hungrily from the other side of the glass. You're free to reject their proposal, but you want to see, want to experience everything they've laid out on the paper. You sign your name on everything.

You have no idea what you've gotten yourself into.

...

Warning:

This fictional short story is written from the second person’s pov and contains scenes of consensual alien sex, humiliation and degradation, bdsm, public stripping and fucking, exhibitionism and voyeurism , size difference, restraints, gangbang, double vaginal, sounding, and so much more.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Look Inside

[image: ]


A large mass of black substance emerges from the giant heart in the middle, and you know it's different from the rest when it touches you because this is wet and hot. It feels like a tongue, so you call it that as it slithers up your cheek, leaving a trail of heat and cold in its wake. You make a sound and turn your head away, but there's no escape the creature that is everywhere around you.

You're reminded that you're not alone when you see outside the glass and notice all the scientists around you. It makes sense to you why they’re there, but that doesn't stop the jolt of arousal from coursing through your body as you think about how they're looking at you, a mixture of disgust and arousal.

Your attention is brought back to yourself when you feel other tendrils exploring around your bare skin. The tongue on your cheek slides across your mouth and you tighten your lips together, but it doubles back and slides across them again. You wonder if it knows what kissing is, or if it's just trying to see where the hole in your mouth leads.

Despite your best effort to keep it out, the tip of the tongue snakes its away between your lips and the whole thing starts sliding into your mouth, rubbing your teeth and going deeper. You almost bite down at it, but manages to stop yourself. It keeps coming, sliding up and down your tongue, licking inside of your mouth like it's trying to taste you.

You moan around it, disgusted at the warmth and the feel of it as it explores your mouth, toying with your tongue and sliding across your teeth. You try to taste it, figure out if there's a taste to it at all. There's something... almost floral about the way it tastes a little bit sweet and pleasant, like candy that you want to suckle at instinctively to get more of that taste.

Suddenly, it pushes in farther, toward the back of your mouth and there's nothing you can do as it slides its way down your throat.

Maybe you were right about it trying to figure out where your hole leads.

You choke, your body jerking, arms pulling at your restraints. You bite down, but the reaction is one done out of panic and not malice. You don't actually want to hurt it, but it's hurting you and your body's instinctive reaction is just that- instinctive.

It keeps coming, growing thicker in your mouth, stretching your throat as it slides deeper into you.
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Chapter One: Terrible Decisions Brought You Here
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You know what you're getting into when you signed the thousand-page document. They're not trying to be sneaky with it. Everything is laid out in black and white so that you can't claim ignorance later, can't pretend you didn't leap headfirst into trouble.

It's not just the money either (but you have to admit, the money is a good incentive).

No, someone has to actually want this to agree to all the insane stipulations that were written in detail.

You have to actually want this, and you do.

You're a smart girl. Not spectacularly smart, but your results are decent. You are a level-headed, reasonable person. You work a nine-to-five, pay your taxes, and you're on your way to saving enough money to pay for that degree you've always wanted.

You don't know how they found you.

Alright, that's a lie.

You do know how they found you. It's all the kinky porn that you've been watching on your phone without a vpn. Thinking this, you pause, waiting for one of the many advertising ads to start playing so you can skip it. You snort. Right, this isn't some free streaming site. Maybe you should have clicked on one of those advertisements and paid for a vpn. Even after all the ads, you are still unsure of what it's supposed to do. People tell you it's useless, then they tell you it's vital.

You're not sure who to trust.

You wonder if you did sign up for a vpn with money you didn't have, they wouldn't have found you so easily.

You wonder if they would have found you anyways.

Then again, you really shouldn't be trusting men in suits offering you extravagant amount of money to do something insane. You're smarter than this.

But you're also really curious and you can have some pretty stupid ideas.

Like that time you took on a bet to drink that unknown blue liquid in the bottle back in high school just because some girls bet you were too straight-laced to do it.

They had to pump your stomach afterwards and your guardians were livid, but you kind of built a reputation of never backing down from a challenge after that and people stopped messing with you, which you think of as a win.

Even though it was really stupid. You still don't know what you drank.

But no matter how many dumb decisions you've made, you've really gotten yourself into something else with this one.

There are things in the world that are beyond your understanding, beyond everybody's understanding, and there are research that are done under the books in order to understand those things.

You walked right into one of these mysteries and now you're trapped.

Don't pass go, don't collect 200.

Actually, do collect 200. They're offering you a frightening amount of money to go through with this, enough to retire. You worry that the reason why they're offering you so much is because they don't think you're going to make it, or that by the end of your experience, you would want to retire. Maybe they're offering you so much because they don't intend to pay you at all.

Maybe you should've told someone that even though you watch really kinky, really terrible porn, you've never actually had sex before. You have a feeling they know already.

You wonder if someone else have walked into this scenario and had this exact thing happen to them before and what's why the papers you signed were so extensive.

You sign a few more of those papers prior to walking into the room.

The only thing you're wearing is a white robe. You were instructed to clean up properly earlier. Your hair is still a little wet despite your best effort to blow dry it with the ridiculously overpriced blow dryer in your room. Your temporary room. Everything in the room is expensive and high-end. Things you've only seen on advertisements at work. There's a full line of skincare on the vanity table, a hair comb that looks like it's made out of jade. The sheets, when you're finally left alone and able to explore, is so soft that you can't imagine sitting on it, let alone laying on it.

No expense has been spared for this and you feel like a princess.

Or a virgin sacrifice.

The later is a more accurate description of what you are.

You wish the thought of showering with half a dozen pointed at you doesn't make you hot, but honestly, this is checking all your buttons. You're a kinky little exhibitionist and there's no point trying to hide that here. You're going to be doing so much more than just exposing your naked body to some scientists.

You just pretend to be normal and play the part of a contributing member of society very well, but inside, you just want to be fucked and humiliated. You've just never been presented with the opportunity before now.

And now... Now, you're not even sure what it is that you've agreed to. Volunteered for.

You have a feeling nobody here knows, despite the bravado that they present at the door, the well-dressed men and women in suits, hiding their expression behind black sunglasses so you can't see what they're thinking.

You can see it through the glass windows surrounding it. There's no privacy here. Not that you were expecting any privacy in the first place. You've kind of forfeited your right to ask for privacy when you signed that away.

You signed away a lot of your rights, a frightened part of your brain whispers. You try not to think about that part because your heart is already beating really fast against your chest, your fight or flight response triggered, yet you're doing nothing to address it.

You can see yourself in the glass reflection in front of you.

Outward, you are the epitome of calm, your expression almost bored as you survey the sight in front of you, like
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