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Today I was sat between my superiors under the artificial light of the meeting room. Marcus was on my right, relaying as he always did in that slow, long, drawn-out voice all the expectations for today. Sitting across from us were today’s Participants: a group of three aliens. They were a mossy green in colour, with large round bodies and a frill of tentacles around their jaws. Instead of fingers with joints they had more tentacles, swaying and moving like they had a mind of their own.

Now, in this line of work that could mean everything or nothing at all.

But the possibility of these tentacles being inside my body made heat pour into my aching pussy. I needed to know I wasn’t getting my hopes up for nothing.

I reached for the tablet in front of Marcus. He didn’t bat an eye as I slid the device in front of me and checked the records. They’d been in the program before, that much I knew which meant there was data on them and what I would be working with today.

Within three taps, there before my very eyes was an image of their species along with the detail I was longing to read.

Tentacles: this alien species reproduces through long, tentacle-like appendages. Each long appendage has the ability to produce sperm.

The appendages are sensitive, friction and physical contact work effectively. Safe for penetrative reproduction.

All of this was music to my ears.

Did Marcus know? He had to.

For once, Marcus hadn’t sat me down and regaled me in excruciating detail about what I was in store for today.

All he said when I asked was, ‘You’re going to like it.’

Had I done something so right that I was being rewarded with the one thing I couldn’t get enough of?

I squeezed my thighs together tight, doing my best to ignore the friction of the bodysuit pressing against my needy cunt, thoughts racing in anticipation through my dirty mind for what was in store for me today.

As I watched the frill of tentacles swaying and wriggling from their jaws, this was torture for my wet pussy.

Marcus continued his long talk, taking his sweet, sweet time while I felt the need worsening in my cunt, but I persisted. Doing my best to suppress the urge to touch myself right there in front of them.

I knew better. I had to wait.

Eventually, he finally concluded his talk and the three aliens made their way into the breeding room. I turned my attention to my superior, sliding the tablet back to him on the table.

“Do we need to go over the protocol?” I asked, eager to speed this up, anything to get me in that room sooner. “My safe word: Helium? Or the safe signals?”

He glanced down at the tablet, the corner of his lip curled and he shook his head. “No.”

That was a first. “Are you sure?” I asked perplexed, studying his face and uniform to make sure this was still the same Marcus who would usually talk my ear off.

He turned his body to face me lazily, resting an elbow on the table as he began, “Ava, you’ve been in the program for quite some time now. Not once have you gone against protocol or given me reason to be concerned.”

He thumbed the side of his glasses; I knew he was switching off the camera. “We have half a platoon who drive me up the wall sometimes, but not you.”

I smiled, standing up as Marcus continued, “So enjoy your assignment today, and if it gets too much, you know I’m waiting just outside that door ready to intervene.”

I bowed my head. “Thank you so much.”

I lifted my head as his hand went to the glasses, switching them back on.

“Now, is there anything else you would like to discuss?”

“No,” I answered all too quickly.

“Then proceed, and show our participants why you are the perfect candidate today.”

I entered the room: a large, open white space. Clinical and sterile in design, this room looked far too plain for what happened in this unplain room.

The breeding room, the number of romps I’d had in here over the years was enough to stir up memories that would make any woman’s pussy wet with desire.

There beside the massive bed waited my lucky participants. Standing far taller, much rounder than I had given them credit for earlier.

They stood half a person taller than me, but I held my head confidently as I made my way in and stood at the centre of their attention, proudly announcing, “Welcome to the program. My name is Ava,” my hand moving to the thick collar on my neck.

Tapping the metallic collar caused the bodysuit to withdraw, that skin-tight latex suit left my body.

And there, the cool air blanketed over my body. I could only smile as I looked up at them.

Large oval eyes swept over my body, lapping up my physique. Taking their time to savour my thick thighs and curvaceous figure. I was proud of my body, especially my large rack, my plump, round breasts. The cool air hitting my skin gave me goosebumps and I felt my nipples harden.

“I look forward to servicing you today.”

The largest one moved first as if they were the leader of their kind.

Its thick appendage-like fingers swayed and wriggled as it stood before me. A crackling sound clicked from what must’ve been its mouth. “Ava,” the translator on my collar said.

It raised its arm and those fingers extended, stretching as they engulfed my body. I felt the heat of its tentacle fingers as they moved over me, stretching around my back.

Wriggling over my skin and tingling me as they pulsed and writhed, moving and exploring my body, sliding down my back and over my ass.

Thick tentacles were working their way lower as the other two aliens stepped in close to my left and right. Many more tentacles made themselves known, covering my body.

The alien to my right bent down, the thick frill of tentacles surrounding its jaw engulfed the surface of my breast. I could feel the thick girth, the ridges as they coiled around my breast. A sharp breath escaped my lips as its mouth latched onto my breast. I felt its two thin, wet tongues exploring my sensitive nipple.

Tingling pleasure radiated through my rack and I sighed.

The other tentacles slid further down between my ass cheeks, going all the way between my folds, and then the clicking started. “So very wet down here, aren’t you, Ava?” the first one commented.

More of that delicious pleasure teased my needy cunt as its thick tentacles rubbed against my folds. I ground against the tentacle, seeking more of that feeling. “I am. Wet and ready to service you all, however you desire,” my voice came out a purr. I meant every word.

So put it inside me already.

I held my tongue, not by choice.

The one to my other side, the frill of tentacles swept around the side of my face, pulling me in that direction towards its face. Its large jaw opening, our lips clashed as I desperately searched for more. My hands found targets; thick, bulbous tentacles to my left and right and I began pumping up and down their lengths. The clicking sounds told me I had to be doing something right as its two rough, thin tongues entered my mouth.

Clashing with my own as more tentacles coiled and explored my face and hair, firm and pulling me in closer.

Yet the activity from the other two didn’t end. My nipples were licked and suckled, and my pussy teased as that tentacle swept backwards and forwards over my dripping wet folds.

I moaned into its mouth, my hand letting go of the tentacle on my right, desperate to insert that tentacle in my pussy already. If they wouldn’t put it in yet, I very well would.

I wanted to feel that addictive stretch as it plunged inside my needy hole, delving deeper. Much deeper than any dick ever could, and to feel more tentacles fill me.

I moaned into its mouth, reaching down between my thighs, fingertips grazing its rough length when a rogue tentacle coiled tightly around my wrist.

It pulled my arm away. “What do you think you’re doing, Miss Ava?” The translator wasn’t doing it justice. I could hear the tone shift in the clicking voice.

Going higher, maybe it was teasing me. “These hands have plenty to do,” it said as something thick entered my palm, the bulbous round head of a tentacle.

I wrapped my fingers around it as it slid in and out between them.

I whimpered with need into the mouth of the second alien as its two tongues dominated my mouth, firm tentacles keeping me in place as my other wrist was captured.

I didn’t resist, accepting as the tentacles fucked my hands and that painfully slow grinding rubbed my pussy, making my legs shudder in anticipation. I was so close.

I wanted to cum so badly.

“Please,” I spoke into its lips, muffled and wet.

Please give me more, give me everything. Bend me over and fill my body.

When it finally broke away from my lips, I gasped for air, desperate to tell them what I needed. “I’m so close,” I spoke in a breathy voice, “fuck me already, or let me suck it.” I begged for anything as I felt their eyes on me.

“Please,” my voice came out more desperate this time, the kneading of tentacles intensified on my breast, coiling tentacles around and over them.

“You may cum,” the first one said, as I felt the tentacle between my pussy lips slide upwards.

It dragged up, lengthening as it travelled over my pelvis, between my plump breasts and then up to my still parted and pleading lips.

“But I want you to taste yourself while you do this.”

I welcomed the tip of its tentacle into my mouth and it sawed in and out. I ran my tongue over it, savouring the taste of my own arousal coating it.

Each thrust went further into my mouth and each stroke rubbed against my needy cunt.

I ground my aching pussy against its length, savouring every drop of pleasure I could find. As its tentacle went deeper into my mouth, daring to see just how much I could take.

I moaned a muffled and wet sound, rising to the challenge as its massive tentacle plunged down my throat, causing me to gag. Yet it felt so good.

More heat coiled in my desperate body as I felt the tentacle pulse in my throat. The one beside me still had its tentacles wriggling through my hair and over my head; it pressed, guiding me to bob and take more of the big alien’s tentacle down my throat. “Good, you’re taking it well, Ava,” its two rough tongues ran up the side of my neck sending shivers up my spine as it stopped at my ear. “Relax and let go.”

I did just that, melting into the sensations until finally an orgasm hit me hard. Pleasure crashed through my body as my legs threatened to give out. I gurgled and moaned onto this massive tentacle, which only seemed to give them just what they were after.

It withdrew from my mouth, the bulbous tip of the tentacle pulsing as thick streams of cum poured into my mouth. Bathing my tongue in that salty, creamy taste as I shuddered in ecstasy.

“Good,” one praised as I swallowed every last drop. The tentacle left my mouth and a thick strand of cum and saliva connected my lips to its
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