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Squirting For Space Aliens: A Sexy Sci-Fi Alien Probing Short


Beck awoke flinching from a dull pain in their back. They blinked their eyes open, finding themself curled up uncomfortably on a cold, metal floor. Eyes flitting back and forth, they looked around to absorb their surroundings. They were seated inside of a room with black chrome walls decorated with vibrant orange accents, what appeared to be control panels, and a large, gaping glass window. This was not home. 

Beck rubbed their hand on their face in hopes of waking up a second time and returning home, but home did not come. Panic arose in their body as they clumsily hoisted themself off the floor. As they looked out of one of the windows in the small room, confusion and tinges of fear melted away into wonder—stars, towering pillars of light, and massive clouds of colorful gas stretched into vast blackness. Beck’s mouth fell agape as shock crossed their face. Am I in outer space?

Their time for questioning fell short as a sharp noise filled the room. A pair of chrome sliding doors hissed and opened behind them. Beck swung around, and saw before them a tall, gray-purple figure with tight-looking skin decorated with faint, pale spots. The creature was adorned with lilac-colored sashes and a dark indigo woven gown. Jewelry clung to its waist, sinching the gown and matching the hues which adorned its fingers and wrists as jewelry.

Beck tried to speak, but the figure spoke first, its voice booming between Beck’s ears:

“I welcome you, stranger. I assume you have not previously distanced so far from your own planet,” it spoke. Its voice resembled a recording of a whale call, echoing and vast. Rather than speaking coherent words, it seemed as if the air between the two translated the figure’s alien language to English by the time it infiltrated Beck’s mind. 

Beck struggled to absorb the tidal wave of information before them but managed to squeak out a response. 

“I-I have not, no,” they said quietly.

The alien seemed to grin to itself. “Then I say again, welcome,” it said, voice bouncing between every nook and cranny of Beck’s skull. “I hope your rest was fruitful.”

“Not really, but it’s fine,” Beck replied, rubbing the lower muscles of their back, still sore from their resting place. The alien seemed disappointed, as if it had made an honest attempt to make Beck comfortable and was upset at its failure. A small silence sprouted between the two individuals before Beck continued, “So, what is going on exactly? Where am I?”

The figure seemed pleased again. Its head bowed as it gestured towards the grand window which swallowed the room, the sashes and jewelry accessorizing its arm following. “We are gripped in the warm embrace of SPL-3051-6, my home terrain within this universe,” the alien spoke, a ribbon of pride in its voice. “It is a far distance from your planet, but a short trip for this vessel. Our kind and the kinds adjacent have begun to expand our knowledge of that which surrounds us, which does to include your galaxy,” it continued. It paused to observe Beck, who was listening closely, almost entranced by the alien’s language and presence. “We have witnessed great violence and strife upon your planet, so our councils agreed to converse with a number of individuals, randomly selected, such as yourself, in secret,” it explained, “as to avoid an unfolding of conflict and violence.”

Beck opened their mouth to reply but was interrupted by a sudden feeling of warmness—the situation before them started to light small fires in their brain, remnants of private fantasies they only explored once in a blue moon. Beck grappled with their abrupt arousal that arose from the creature before them as heat bloomed between their legs. Wait, what? Am I seriously that desperate?

Interrupting this trail of thought, Beck inquired, “Am I the only one here? Are there more people, or is it just me?”

“You are the only one on this vessel,” it responded, “but there are a few alternate vessels nearby, also containing human persons like yourself, being interviewed by others of my species or allied species.” 

“Interviewed? Is this information going to be, like, published or something?”

A rumble, almost like the purring of a great, aged lion, passed through Beck’s mind. It seemed to be a form of laughter resounding from the alien, it amused by Beck’s questioning. The sensation felt warm throughout Beck’s body and lingered there, like a fading clap of thunder.

“Yes, if you consent to the distribution of that information, along with other information, if you would like to participate.”

Beck felt their heart skip a beat. Other information? Participate?

As if the alien could sense these thoughts in Beck’s mind, it explained itself. “If you desire, we would be grateful to perform various tests regarding the biological information of your species.” 

Beck froze. This situation was beginning to feel eerily familiar to them—the alien’s words again awakened a warmth in their mind, as well as in their body. In bookstores at home, Beck would often chuckle at the small, worn books that filled the back shelves with names like, “Probed by Space Aliens!”, yet found themself skimming the back cover, a heat climbing their face at each word their eyes trailed over. The thought of being observed, studied, prodded, and probed by aliens was a mesmerizing thought.  

Quickly, Beck again attempted to shut down this train of thought. 

“Yes, I would desire, yes, go ahead!” Beck blurted, failing to cover their fluster. A rumble of alien laughter swept through Beck’s mind again, and they felt their heartbeat quicken. 

The alien guided Beck down a skinny hallway, accented with intricate metallic materials of odd shapes and finishes. Only now did Beck notice that the figure was not walking, but floating, leading them through the various corridors of the spaceship. Beck scanned their environment, noticing small sections of colorful wires which could be seen through glass windows exposing portions of the interior of the vessel’s technology. There were also small, gold-colored signs in an unknown language mounted in doorways, and what seemed to be photos or illustrations accessorizing plain walls and ceilings. 

The hallways and rooms were labyrinthian. Beck expected to see other figures within the halls of the ship, but there didn’t seem to be anyone else present.

“Are there any more of you—of your kind—here? It feels a bit empty,” Beck said quietly, their voice echoing through the halls. 

“Yes,” it responded softly, “but they’re in the procedural room. I believe they will be finished with preparations by the time we arrive.” 

Beck nearly tripped over their own feet. They were already struggling to contain their arousal at this point, but the words ‘procedure’ and ‘preparations’ brought about irresistible imagery; scenes of various devices, apparatuses, and alien biological features exploring every inch of Beck’s supple body flooded their mind.

By the time Beck evaded these thoughts once again, the alien stopped them at the entrance to a room with another large, gold sign in the doorway. This room was shut with a sturdy gray door, decorated with small, blue lights and various phrases in the alien language that Beck was beginning to get accustomed to. 

“We are here,” the alien spoke, breaking the long silence that followed them through the halls, “if you are ready, and still willing.”

Beck’s heart fluttered. 

“Yes,” they spoke nervously, “I’m ready.”

The doors opened sharply, and a small, cold breeze grazed Beck’s face. Two pale blue figures stood around a charcoal-colored table. The figures held rags in their hands as they wiped down the table’s surface, along with bulky metal instruments which hung from the ceiling, and tools displayed on a nearby rolling cart. The aliens looked oddly giddy. 

The alien beside Beck spoke, “It has been some time since we have had the opportunity to study another species,” a spark of excitement in its voice. “Forgive us for our eagerness.”

Beck stared in wonder at the equipment that filled the room. It was remarkably clean, every piece twinkling in the lights that beamed from the ceiling. As Beck stood with their eyes wide, the other aliens began floating towards the entrance of the room. 

“Are they leaving?” Beck questioned.

“Yes, unless you prefer their added company,” the gray alien responded. It started to dress itself in a white, plain gown and removed the jewelry from its long wrists. “They will be watching on the display, monitoring your body’s levels, to ensure the safety and health of your human body.” It continued, “I will be the one performing your tests.”

Beck flushed. They felt themself warm under their clothes, which made them realize that they were still fully dressed. It seemed like the alien shared the same thought, and handed Beck a folded, pale gray gown, which shared resemblance to the blue gowns provided to hospital patients.

“Please adorn yourself with this,” it said. The echoing of the alien’s voice was now a comfortable presence in Beck’s mind. They gently took the gown from the alien’s slender hands. The alien then turned, facing one of the dark walls of the small room, granting Beck privacy, which felt ironic, given the intimate procedures that Beck was preparing for. Nonetheless, Beck obliged, and stripped the jeans off their legs, awkwardly shuffling out of them, and hoisted the shirt from their shoulders. 

Beck draped the gown over their head and slipped it onto their body. The fabric felt soft and spongy, delicately touching the skin of their legs and torso. In removing their clothes, Beck became exceedingly aware of the warmth that pulsed between their thighs. The cold air of the room felt sharp against their skin, sending a shiver through them. The alien was still politely facing the wall, but the anticipation alone of the events to come made Beck’s mind feel fuzzy. They felt lost—their arousal at the situation at hand could not be sheathed for much longer.

“Okay, I’m ready,” Beck spoke, their voice trembling through the silent air. 

The tall alien turned around to face Beck, and it gestured towards the table. Beck obliged again, lowering themself backwards onto the table. It was surprisingly comfortable—the dark surface became soft at contact and molded to the shape of Beck
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