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For months, strange, dark dreams had been haunting me. These visions weren’t mere fragments or fleeting impressions; they consumed my consciousness completely until I could no longer distinguish where reality ended and fantasy began. I lay naked and motionless in my bed while dark figures suddenly appeared at my side.

Their presence weighed heavily upon me, but in a strange way, I also felt comfort, as if they had always been there – just one step away from my conscious mind. Although they didn’t speak any words, I heard their voices in my head. It wasn’t a language I knew, and yet I understood them completely, as if they were speaking directly to my soul. They assured me that I had nothing to fear. Their words sounded emotionless, almost clinical, yet underneath flowed a strange tenderness. They told me of plans, of distant futures – a merging of souls and a kind of physical ascension.

These beings appeared female to me, but strangely alien. Their appearance had something supernaturally beautiful about it, as if they had transcended human ideals of beauty. Their heads were smooth and hairless, giving them a mask-like, mysterious appearance. Their oval faces, the gentle recession of their skulls, and their luminous white eyes had something both hypnotic and disturbing about them. The way their gazes cut through the darkness made me feel as if they could look directly into my innermost being, right to my deepest core.

They lacked ears and noses, their skin flawless and smooth. Particularly striking were their lips: full and of a dark silver-blue that contrasted sharply with the pale gray tint of their skin. Despite their alien appearance, I couldn’t deny their fascination. They seemed strangely attractive, though I couldn’t exactly name why.

The surface of their skin had a shimmering luster, as if made from a metallic, synthetic material. This slightly grayish-blue white reflected the faintest light, making them appear almost as if crafted from stardust. Their slender bodies displayed a distinctive femininity, with narrow waists and supple, elegantly curved hips.

Their breasts were well-formed, the nipples strangely pointed and colored in a dark silver-blue. These unnatural details emphasized their otherness, yet the bodies of these beings still radiated a sensual attraction. Their arms and legs were long and graceful, their movements fluid, almost floating – as if the physical laws of gravity didn’t touch them.

I remember clearly the first night I saw them distinctly. It was so dark that the air in my room felt thick and heavy, almost as if reality itself was bending under an invisible force. The darkness itself seemed to breathe, and with it emerged the shadowy figures. When I awoke, I was completely paralyzed, my heart racing. At first, I thought it was a nightmare, but their luminous outlines, faintly shimmering in the room, made me doubt. The atmosphere around them vibrated as if permeated by an invisible energy that sent goosebumps across my body.

One of them bent down to me, so close that I could feel the heat of their presence, a faint flicker of warmth on my skin. Their aura was simultaneously calming and disturbing, as if it were penetrating my deepest core without me being able to do anything about it. The touch I felt was strangely soothing. Despite the bizarre situation, it was as if their hands had the power to dampen my fear and unease.

Their movements had something almost dance-like about them, an unnatural lightness that dominated the space with every movement. Particularly strange was their exoskeleton – a deep blue structure that stretched over their bodies like an organic-technological pattern. It seemed alive, adapting to their breathing and covering them in a way that conveyed both protection and elegance.

As they led me into this strange world, I was powerless. Each touch, each gesture sent waves of sensations through my body that I could barely categorize. It was an agonizing, relentless alternation between pleasure and pain. I couldn’t move, couldn’t even flee. Yet their grip never loosened; they drove me further and further until I hovered on the edge of madness, only to pull back at the last moment.

In the end, something broke within me. The relief was like a fall, a moment of complete discharge. They took what they wanted from me and left me behind – exhausted, empty, and yet filled with a deep longing. It was like an addiction: each night the dream became more intense, felt more real, until I found myself in my bed in the morning, drained and abandoned, my body still filled with the aftereffects.

The thought that all this existed only in my head began to haunt me. Was I so lonely that I was dreaming up these alien encounters? Was this just my mind trying to fill something that was missing in the real world? But as I stood in the shower and the warm water streamed over me, these questions dissipated. The mindless, mechanical routine of my daily life returned, a weak comfort after the surreal nights.

Still, something of them remained, an indelible memory. A woman suddenly appeared in my thoughts – not an alien creature, but a real woman, tangible and warm. I imagined her kissing me in the shower, holding me tightly. But this fantasy quickly faded, and the bitter truth returned: it was just a dream, another illusion created by my mind to fill the emptiness that dominated my life outside of dreams.

Perhaps it was loneliness that drove me to disappear into these strange, dark fantasies. Despite the sobering reality, I couldn’t deny how addictive these dreams gradually became. Each night pulled me deeper in, as if I were succumbing to a current that carried me away, even though I knew it led into the abyss. The day proceeded along familiar paths, but the evening brought a strange anticipation, a flickering thrill that spread in my stomach. I lay down in bed knowing exactly what awaited me, and yet I couldn’t prevent it. The contradiction I carried within me – between fear and desire, escape and surrender – was like an invisible chain that bound me to my nightly fate.

When darkness fell and sleep carried me into the eerie world of my dreams, everything seemed predestined. The strange, dark figures appeared each time with more clarity, more power. Their hovering, their silence was disturbing, yet the elegance of their movements exerted a fascinating attraction on me. Their eyes, those white lights that pierced my thoughts, seemed to reach into my mind, forming thoughts that weren’t my own. I was a prisoner, not by chains or walls, but by something much more powerful – the complete overwhelming of my senses.

Each touch seemed to distort my reality further. Their hands, cold yet simultaneously soothing, glided over my body, exploring every muscle with a precision that had nothing human about it. It was as if they had control over my nerve pathways, over every minute reaction of my body, manipulating me as they pleased. They penetrated my thoughts, directed them, shaped them—and yet a remnant of my own reason remained, observing this absurd interplay of pleasure and pain.

In such moments, when I lay captive and the creatures hovered above me, I felt my body succumbing to them, the temptation becoming irresistible. The apparent coldness of their touches gave way to a gentle, steady pulsation that made my skin tingle. Their touch wasn’t merely physical—it penetrated my mind, my soul. It was a strange state between unconsciousness and heightened sensation, as if every nerve in my body was electrified.

These unnatural, elegant bodies—their skin so smooth and shimmering, their form so alien yet so seductive—let me slip into a sphere of existence I had never known before. And although the nights seemed torturously endless, there was always a moment when the climax surpassed everything. Each time I believed I had reached the peak of torment and ecstasy, they pulled me further, letting me hover just before the abyss of madness, only to pull me back again.

But eventually, relief came. It always did, and with it a flood of sensations that completely stripped me of control. It was as if my body no longer held anything of myself, but was merely a puppet in their hands. I collapsed, drained, empty, while they took what they wanted—the essence of my being, my innermost self.

In the morning I woke exhausted, sweat clinging to my body, the bedsheets rumpled, and yet I felt a strange longing. An indefinite emptiness that could only be filled by the return of these nocturnal encounters. It was as if, in my loneliness, I had developed a new, dark need that made me crave the next time.

In the early hours of the day, when light streamed through the windows and normal daily life took over again, the thought occurred to me that I might simply be ill. My mind desperately tried to find rational explanations for these nightly experiences. Was it just loneliness that made me flee into this bizarre fantasy world? Was it the lack of genuine human touch that led my mind down such bizarre paths?

Yet as I asked myself these questions, I knew deep inside that it was more. These encounters felt too real to be merely the work of a lonely mind. Perhaps I didn’t want to admit it, but something about them was undeniable. Their touches, their voices, the way they shaped my thoughts—it was as if they truly had the power to control my reality.

Despite everything, the thought of my normal existence kept me together during the day. I went to work, had conversations, even laughed sometimes. No one could guess what haunted me every night. But inwardly I was torn—pulled back and forth between the longing for this alien, seductive world and the fear of losing myself completely in it. Every time darkness fell, I knew I would be drawn back into this spell, into a reality that was neither entirely dream nor entirely waking.

One morning as I stood in the shower, warm water trickling over my body and washing away the last remnants of the night, I closed my eyes and let myself fall for a moment. I imagined a woman standing beside me—a real woman, not a strange being. Her body would be warm, alive. She would hold me, feel me. But even this fantasy was just an escape from loneliness, a brief flight from the cold truth.

I knew I would continue to plunge into these strange dreams, because in them, as bizarre and disturbing as they were, I was at least someone. Someone who was needed. Someone who was wanted and desired by those beings. Even though they drove me to the brink of madness, they made me feel that I wasn’t alone.

In the end, it was this contradiction that held me captive. An invisible net that drew me under its spell night after night, until I finally could no longer distinguish what was real and what wasn’t. I stood at the boundary, and each time I was less certain whether I even wanted to return.

These dreams had something about them that wouldn’t let me go, even though they drove me to the edge of insanity. In them, I was important, significant. These alien beings, so frightening and fascinating at the same time, made me their focal point. There was no more loneliness, no emptiness. And so I let myself be devoured by them night after night—knowing they were drawing me deeper into their world, a world I cursed on one hand, but which also offered me the fulfillment I never found in waking life.

When I finally called myself back from the shower to the here and now, I realized the day had begun. The everyday duties waited for me as if nothing had happened. But deep inside I knew it was only a matter of time before I returned to the darkness—until the night would call me again. And despite all my doubts and fears, I felt an inexplicable anticipation deep within. Because in that darkness, I was more than just a pale silhouette in a strange, remote world. There, I was someone who was desired, someone who was needed—even if the price might be my soul.


Chapter 2
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That night, the three visitors seemed particularly excited. A palpable energy filled the air, a tension that made my heart beat faster even before they touched me. “Our research is complete,” I heard their voices whisper in my head. “Now the preparation begins!” They were more aggressive, more persistent, more focused. Their movements, usually flowing and graceful, now seemed sharper, almost frantic, as if they had been waiting for this moment for an eternity. Their touch felt as cold as nothingness, and yet, incredibly, it aroused me.

The coldness wasn’t merely physical; it seemed to penetrate deep into my soul, leaving a strange, icy fire in its wake. Six gentle hands caressed my body. They stroked my arms, legs, my face and chest. The feeling was intoxicating, their cold fingers gliding like liquid ice across my skin, sending shivers of fear and anticipation through me. Despite their coldness, a warmth spread within me. My senses were sharper than ever before; I could hear my heart beating in my chest, the blood rushing in my ears, and could almost feel the rhythm. I breathed deeply in and out. Each breath felt heavy, as if the weight of their presence rested upon me, filling the space with an oppressive heaviness.

A hand enclosed my penis. The fingers felt cold yet simultaneously soothing and relaxing. The contrast between coldness and comfort was confusing, sending waves of bewilderment through my already foggy mind. My thoughts were torn between overwhelming lust and deeply rooted fear. “Don’t be afraid.” Those were the words the voices in my head kept repeating whenever they touched me, like an old record scratching in the darkest hour of the night.

Their words, though meant to reassure, only intensified my fear, like a lullaby sung by a predator to its prey. It was supposed to calm me, but I could never shake the feeling that I was at their mercy, completely exposed and vulnerable. This vulnerability was suffocating, like a heavy weight on my chest making it difficult to breathe, and yet I couldn’t bring myself to resist. The hand began to move — slowly at first, then faster.

One of the alien women entered my field of vision. She hovered above me. She appeared satisfied and expectant, almost excited. Her eyes glowed with an intensity that made my skin tingle, and her smile, though disturbing, held a strange allure. Her silvery-blue lips curled into a smile. I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her as she leaned forward. The attraction was magnetic, like a force beyond my control, pulling me deeper into her orbit, even though every instinct within me screamed to flee. Something about her mysterious, alien beauty captivated me.

Her smooth skin, her hypnotic eyes, and the artfully designed gems on her body seemed to shimmer in the dim light. The gems appeared to pulse with an otherworldly glow, casting eerie reflections on her flawless skin, enhancing the surreal nature of the moment. My gaze wandered to her breasts and the pointed nipples that seemed to reach for me. They were nothing human, and yet there was something fascinating in their alien elegance, as if they were designed to lure me in and make me forget the horrors of the situation.

As they tormented my body and mind, I felt soft, cool tentacles wrapping around my limbs. I was unable to squirm or make a sound. The tentacles slid like snakes over my skin, binding me, their grip firm but disturbingly gentle. The tentacles seemed... alive. They wrapped greedily around my body. Each touch was a mixture of cold indifference and disturbing intimacy, as if the tentacles themselves were curious about every fiber of my being. I felt something moving between my legs, and I tensed with a mixture of anticipation and even greater fear.

The three alien women looked down at me. I could sense the excitement emanating from them; they seemed almost amused. Their faces showed a strange mixture of satisfaction and expectation, like hunters savoring the moment before the final strike. “Just let it happen!” Their voices echoed in my head. It was like a perfectly orchestrated symphony, their words a melody intertwining with my own thoughts, as the living machine slowly reached the tip of my member. The anticipation was maddening, an agonizing build-up that made my nerves explode. Unlike its limbs, its... organ... was warm and pulsating.

I desperately tried to comprehend what was happening, but the sensations overwhelmed me. My thoughts, once clear and sharp, became cloudy, lost in a fog of contradictory emotions. The contrast between the cold and the warmth, and the pleasure, was a confusing mixture that made it impossible to think clearly. It was as if my body no longer belonged to me, as if every nerve fiber was being manipulated and twisted by forces I could neither understand nor resist.

Each touch and caress drew me deeper into a state where my thoughts no longer felt like my own. They seemed to melt, dissolving into the overwhelming flood of sensations that had seized my entire body. It was as if my body and mind were being controlled and manipulated like puppets in their hands. A frightening realization came over me — whatever I had once been, I was now merely an instrument for their pleasure, a vessel to fulfill their dark desires.

The tentacles wrapping around my limbs seemed to hum with life, contracting and releasing in harmony with the rhythm of the alien hands on my body. The synchronicity was disturbing, as if they were attuned to an ancient, otherworldly rhythm that I could neither understand nor escape. The sensation was so alien, so completely extraterrestrial, that I felt myself drifting further and further from reality. With each moment, the boundaries between what was real and what was nightmare blurred, leaving me adrift in a surreal landscape of pleasure and pain. Every fiber of my being screamed for escape, for release from this suffocating pleasure that bordered on torture. I wanted to scream, to writhe, to somehow free myself from the agonizing ecstasy that was tearing me apart. Yet despite the fear, despite the raw vulnerability I felt, there was a part of me that didn’t want it to stop.

A shameful, buried desire—one that frightened me even more than the extraterrestrial beings themselves—began to surface. Part of me craved this strange, new experience and wanted to submit completely to their will. This dark part of my soul, which I had tried to ignore for so long, now emerged and reveled in the submission.

It was terrifying how easily my desires were twisted and reshaped into something I barely recognized. I could feel myself being unraveled, my deepest instincts exposed and manipulated with surgical precision by these alien beings. The presence of the extraterrestrials, their satisfied gaze of lust as they watched me, only intensified the moment. There was something deeply disturbing about their gaze, as if they were reading not just my physical reactions but my thoughts as well, enjoying every moment of my unraveling. They weren’t human, and yet there was something disturbingly intimate about the way they touched me.

It felt as if they had known me for years, as if they had studied every aspect of my desires and fears and tailored their actions to perfectly exploit both. It was as if they understood me better than I understood myself, as if they knew exactly how to take me apart piece by piece. I was no longer simply a person in their grip—I was their creation, something they were reshaping in their image.

Their voices were relentless, whispering dark promises and soothing lies, telling me to relax and give in, that it would all be over soon. Yet there was a knowing quality to their voices, a hidden cruelty behind the words suggesting that “soon” was merely the beginning of something much worse. But deep inside, I knew this was just the beginning. This wasn’t a conclusion but an initiation—a dark and terrifying door I had only just begun to walk through. The living machine that now enclosed me pulsated with a life of its own, a warm, throbbing entity that seemed to have its own desires and needs.

The way it moved, how it wrapped around me, suggested it wasn’t just following the aliens’ commands—it was hungry, alive, seeking more than just my submission. The feeling of it sliding over me, embracing me, was like nothing I had ever felt before. It was as if my body was being devoured, entwined by something both predatory and intimate, pulling me deeper into its embrace.

It pulsated rhythmically as it slowly moved down my shaft. Each pulse seemed to echo through my entire body, sending shockwaves of pleasure and confusion, as if it were connected to some ancient, instinctual rhythm that bypassed my mind and spoke directly to my instincts. Its grip was a mixture of strength and tenderness, stimulation and restraint. This combination was maddening, a constant back and forth between overwhelming intensity and gentle, almost tender control. It was a sensation I had never experienced before. My body responded instinctively, every muscle tensing, my breath catching in time with the pulsations of the living machine that had coiled around me.

The tentacles around my limbs tightened. They seemed to pulse in harmony with the machine, their grip alternating between firm and loose, a rhythm that both bound me and caressed me in ways I could never have imagined. But I couldn’t have moved anyway. My body felt simultaneously heavy and weightless, as if it had completely surrendered to the forces controlling the strange, alien creature that was now merged with me.

It seemed somehow unnecessary. The thought of resistance was absurd; my body no longer belonged to me. But as soon as I thought about it, I was free from the paralysis. Suddenly, it was as if the bonds holding me had dissolved, and I realized with horror that I could move—but felt no urge to do so.

I trembled and moaned as the unearthly pleasure built up. The sensation was overwhelming, an all-consuming force that erased every thought, every spark of self-preservation, leaving only raw, primitive desire. My body arched helplessly backward as waves of trembling ecstasy washed over me. The sheer intensity left me gasping for air, my body twitching involuntarily as I was swept away by the relentless flood of sensations. “It will be over soon.” All three alien women seemed to smile at me. Their eyes gleamed with satisfaction, their faces showing the expression of hunters who knew their prey was already caught.

One of them held a strange device in her hands. It looked almost like pliers. The instrument glinted in the dim light, its dark surface reflecting the cold, clinical precision of its design, a disturbing contrast to the organic forms surrounding it. Their grip around me tightened even more. A shiver ran through my body as I instinctively anticipated what would come next, fear mingling with unbearable curiosity. The instrument was dark blue, like the exoskeleton of the aliens. Its surface seemed to hum quietly, as if it were a living extension of the creatures themselves, another tool in their arsenal of alien technology.

What were they planning to do with it? This question burned in my mind, though a deep, dark part of me already knew the answer, and that part trembled with a twisted kind of anticipation. “We will show you”, they answered the question as soon as I had thought it. Their voices dripped with almost playful mockery, as if they enjoyed my helpless curiosity and knew exactly what would come next.

I felt a cold, sharp sting as something pierced my ear. The sudden pain shot through me like lightning, a stark contrast to the pleasure that had enveloped me just moments before. I heard my own scream as pleasure and pain merged into a mind-shattering orgasm. The two sensations combined in an overwhelming crescendo that pulled my body and mind into a chaotic whirlwind of ecstasy and torment. I felt my entire body trembling uncontrollably; my muscles contracted and released, and my nerves tingled. Every part of me convulsed in response, a slave to the forces controlling me as I balanced on the edge of madness.

But the living machine had other plans for me. It forcefully pushed me back onto the cold table beneath me. The impact was jarring, as if the cold, unyielding surface was trying to anchor me in the present moment, but the sensations flowing through my body continued to keep me on the threshold of reality. The tentacles that entwined my body tightened, keeping me bound and helpless as the organic machine almost violently extracted my seed from me. The feeling was both invasive and unstoppable, as if it had a life of its own, an insatiable desire. It was an unreal feeling, not really pleasant. There was a strange detachment, as if my body was no longer connected to my mind—just a vessel for the machine’s insatiable desire.

Then, without warning, something penetrated my stiff member. The sensation was like nothing I had ever experienced, a sudden intrusion that sent a wave of searing pain through me, breaking through the remaining pleasure. The pain was intense, piercing, and unbearable. It was as if the machine was penetrating into the deepest part of me, violating parts of my body that should never be touched. I felt something forcing its way through my vas deferens. The sensation was grotesque, a writhing, proliferating feeling deep inside me, where my body should have been taboo.

Then I suddenly woke up at dawn in my bed, drenched in sweat, cold shivers running down my spine. The abrupt transition from nightmare to reality was disorienting, leaving me gasping for air as my mind tried to shake off the lingering terror. The sounds of my screams still echoed in my head. A bloody nightmare.

I remembered the stabbing pain in my ear and reached for it. The moment my fingers touched the skin, panic shot through me like a shock. Fear rose within me. I could feel a small lump, round and hard, directly under the skin. The lump felt alien, extraterrestrial, as if something had been implanted there – proof that what I had experienced wasn’t just a dream. I felt a tingling in my testicles, as if giant worms were crawling around inside. The sensation was disgusting, a morbid crawling deep within me that made my skin crawl.

It was a strange feeling, not really painful, but definitely uncomfortable. There was an underlying tension in my body, a throbbing awareness that something was deeply wrong. It made me tremble and retch. I hastily jumped out of bed and examined myself more closely in the bathroom mirror. My reflection looked pale and haggard, the tortured eyes of a man who had experienced something beyond understanding. “This isn’t real,” I told myself. “Just a nightmare.” I repeated these words like a mantra, in a desperate attempt to convince myself. Yet doubt continued to gnaw at me, eating into the edges of my mind and refusing to let go. I repeated them while getting into the shower every morning. I turned on the water, and it flowed over my body. The warmth of the water felt like a temporary escape, a fleeting moment in which I could almost forget the horrors of the night. I let the water droplets run over my skin, tried to wash away the remnants of the dream. But no matter how long I stood there, no water could cleanse the persistent fear, the growing feeling that something had changed within me.

But this time, the water brought no relief. Instead, I became painfully aware of how lonely I was. The emptiness hit me like a wave, pressing heavily on my chest, while the echoes of the nightmarish encounter refused to fade. I became aware of how long it had been since I... since I had felt anything close to a real connection, real intimacy. The tingling in my testicles grew stronger. I felt something rising within me, swelling. The sensation was primal, an animal urge rising in me that I didn’t recognize, something foreign and uncanny. A familiar need... a need... to touch someone. To fuck someone... to impregnate someone. What the hell?

These thoughts overwhelmed me, flooding my mind with an intensity that made me stagger. Where was this coming from? I asked myself, completely overwhelmed by my own thoughts. Had I really become so lonely? The question felt hollow, because deep down I knew it wasn’t just about loneliness – it was something else, something they had planted in me. Were my hormones completely out of balance? Or had something awakened in me, something unnatural, something frightening? Were these the causes of all these dreams and nightmares?


Chapter 3
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I took the morning off and immediately scheduled an appointment at the clinic. The journey there felt surreal, the world around me seemed normal while my own reality continued to drift further away, creating a strange gap between myself and everything I once knew. I got an ear examination and an ultrasound. The results showed nothing, neither with my ear nor with my testicles. The doctor’s words should have been reassuring, but they sounded hollow. I sat there, my heart racing, unable to shake the growing feeling of unease that something was wrong, something that no examination could uncover. While the doctor assured me there was no cause for concern, I couldn’t rid myself of the feeling of restlessness.

I tried to push the thoughts away, but they remained in my head, tormenting me like a melody I couldn’t forget. The memory of the night, the sensations, the visions – they clung to me like shadows hiding just outside my field of vision, always ready to pull me back into their cold, alien grip. Back at work, I was distracted. My thoughts wandered. Everything around me – the monotonous clicking of keyboards, the ringing of phones – felt distant, irrelevant. Had I gone mad? The thought gnawed at me. I could imagine it: Me on one of those talk shows, one of those people who are laughed at because they tell wild stories about alien abductions. But it didn’t feel like a story. It felt like the truth, a truth that no one else could understand. Would I become one of those people who talk about alien abductions on morning shows? Could it be confirmed? Was I just an animal, examined by scientists, only to be tagged and released again?

The ghosts of the three alien women had haunted me. Their presence was no longer confined to my dreams. It was as if they had accompanied me into my waking life, their invisible hands hovering behind me, their voices whispering just beneath the surface of my thoughts. I could feel their gaze, their thoughts, their... touch. While these visitors previously only accompanied me at night, it now felt as if they were always with me. Every shadow at the edge of my vision, every flicker of light felt like a reminder of their proximity, that they were there, watching, waiting. I only needed to close my eyes to see them around me.

The disturbing, tingling sensation grew stronger. It was as if something deep inside me was awakening, something that shouldn’t be there, something that came more alive with each passing day. The worms in my testicles writhed. A nauseating sensation, a squirming deep within me, as if my body no longer fully belonged to me but was infested by something foreign, something alive. A dizzying light filled my head, and slowly visions emerged from the light. These weren’t normal thoughts or daydreams. They were alive, overwhelming – visions that felt as real as the ground beneath my feet. Visions of immense pleasure, of surrender, of ecstasy, of fertilizing these aliens, and my body responded to them.

In the following weeks, the urges grew stronger. What began as a faint tingling had developed into an overwhelming need, a hunger that plagued me day and night, twisting my thoughts and desires. I began pleasuring myself every day before work in the shower. The routine became almost ritualistic, a desperate attempt to satisfy a desire that grew more intense with each day. I was constantly on the edge of orgasm, but I could never quite reach it.

It was like a cruel joke, my body teetering on the brink of release, only to be pulled back at the last moment, leaving me in a state of unbearable frustration. It was maddening. It was as if my body remembered the pleasure the aliens had given me, but couldn’t quite replicate it on its own to push me over the threshold. The memory of their touch, their control, remained in my head, making my own attempts at release hollow and inadequate.

At the office, I was unfocused. The work I had once been proud of now felt meaningless, the tasks blurring as my thoughts drifted elsewhere. I frequently took breaks to attend to the crawling, writhing need within me that I could never satisfy. The bathroom stalls became my refuge, where I desperately tried to relieve the relentless pressure, only to emerge more frustrated than before. Every day when I came home, I touched myself again before going to sleep. Exhaustion clung to me like a heavy burden, and yet, even as my body cried out for rest, I couldn’t stop. Exhausted, I quickly slipped into sleep.

My sleep was restless, barely refreshing, and it drained me. Every night I tossed and turned, my mind filled with vivid dreams, visions that felt too real to ignore. I dreamed of strange moons and planets, of space, and I saw large spaceships in the distance. Their shapes were alien and frightening, nothing from Earth, their massive forms casting shadows over the endless black void of space. Their design was completely foreign to me. I saw armies clashing – completely unknown beings, and yet somehow familiar.

The battles played out like memories from another life, the creatures both terrifying and strangely recognizable, as if I had once known them. I saw the three. I saw human women, dozens of them. They stood in a row, their faces empty, their bodies trembling, as if they too were waiting for the same fate that had engulfed me. And then I saw her. The same woman I had fantasized about in the shower. She was no longer just an imagination; in these dreams, she became something more, a symbol for everything I longed for and feared. What was happening to me?

Another month passed. I lost my job. The work that had once tethered me to reality slipped through my fingers like sand, and I didn’t care. I hardly left my apartment anymore. The outside world felt distant, almost irrelevant. My existence had shrunk to the walls of my apartment, the only place where I felt safe from the confusion, though it also became my prison.

All I did was pleasure myself all day, yet I still couldn’t reach climax, and the crawling feeling got worse. It was as if my body was trapped in an eternal state of desire, in an endless loop of frustration that became more unbearable with each day. My testicles were swollen and heavy. I wasn’t imagining it; this was real. Every movement, every slight change in my posture made the weight of my testicles unmistakable, a constant reminder of what was happening inside me. I could no longer deny it. Something had happened to me. Now I was certain.

Whatever had happened to me was more than just a vulgar hallucination. This wasn’t merely a fantasy of a lonely mind. My body was changing, distorting in ways I couldn’t fully comprehend. This was reality, and I needed to figure out what it was. But how was I supposed to do that? The thought of seeking help seemed pointless. Which doctor would believe me? What tests could uncover the truth of what had been done to me? I found nothing on the internet. For hours, I scrolled through forums, blogs, and websites, hoping to find someone who had experienced what I was going through. I came across conspiracy theories and people claiming similar experiences, but none of it seemed authentic or credible. The stories I read felt detached from the raw intensity of my reality, mere fantasies compared to the torment I was living. None of it matched my experiences.

I barely ate anything anymore. Food had lost its appeal, every meal felt like a distraction from the needs that were consuming me. Food no longer tasted good to me, and even drinking water became an annoying duty rather than a pleasure. My body, once a source of control, now felt alien, dominated by needs I couldn’t satisfy. The ghosts of the three alien women were relentless, constantly driving me to the edge of insane desire. Even in moments when I thought I might find relief, their presence weighed over me, permeating every second with their silent demands.

They displayed ritualized behavior toward me, touching the points of my body they knew were pleasure centers. Their touch, once foreign and terrifying, had become familiar, almost comforting in its repetition, even as it drove me further into madness. How I longed to fuck them. The desire had become all-encompassing, a primitive need burning in my veins. But I didn’t even get a kiss.

Instead, their cold hands explored my body, touching me in places that made me tremble with excitement. The contrast between their icy touch and the heat rising within me was maddening, a cruel dance of pleasure and denial that left me shivering with anticipation. My breathing quickened as their fingers traced the outlines of my hips and thighs, while the heat within me rose as they felt their way upward. Every fiber of my body seemed to come alive under their touch, my skin hypersensitive to the cold, almost mechanical precision of their movements. Yet they too didn’t bring me to climax. They denied it to me. Again and again. Day and night. The denial was worse than any pain, a slow and torturous buildup of pleasure that never reached its peak, leaving me in a limbo of frustration.

I had completely withdrawn. The world outside my apartment seemed distant, unreal, a place that no longer held any meaning for me. No one could reach me anymore. The phone rang incessantly, but I no longer bothered to answer it. The sound of the phone became background noise, a reminder of the life I was moving away from, but it no longer mattered. The blinking light of the answering machine was a constant reminder of the outside world I had cut myself off from. Each blink seemed like a reproach, a reminder of my increasing isolation, but I didn’t care.

At first, my mother’s messages sounded concerned and urgent, but gradually they became softer, almost resigned. Her words, once full of worry, now seemed distant, like echoes from an earlier life I could barely remember. My younger sister tried more frequently, her messages a frustrating mix of anger and concern. I could almost picture her pacing back and forth with the phone in hand, desperately trying to understand what had happened to her brother. But I ignored them all.

Initially, I told myself I needed a few days to think, to clear my head and make sense of what was happening to me. The rational part of my mind clung to this excuse, a fragile lifeline I used to justify the growing distance between myself and the people I loved. But those days stretched into weeks, and before I knew it, I had severed every connection to the people around me. Each day passed in a haze, minutes blurred into hours, hours into days, and the life I once knew seemed to recede further into the distance. My friends eventually stopped trying to reach me, their concern giving way to silent disapproval or perhaps indifference. Perhaps they thought I had chosen this isolation, that I wanted to disappear. In a way, perhaps they were right. Not that it mattered to me anymore. I had stopped caring about what they thought, what anyone thought. Their world was no longer mine, and I had no interest in returning to it.

All I did was wait. I knew they would come—the three alien women. Their presence had grown stronger with each day, their influence creeping into every corner of my mind until they were all I could think about. I could feel their presence intensifying with each passing day, as if they were hovering just beyond my perception, waiting for the right moment. The anticipation was unbearable. I felt as if I was on the verge of something, a transformation, a moment that would change everything, but I didn’t know when or how it would happen.

My parents had tried to visit me once, standing at the door, knocking and calling my name, but I didn’t open. Their voices, so familiar and warm, felt like a distant echo, something from a past life that no longer belonged to me. Even the sound of the doorbell made me uneasy, as if the outside world was trying to pull me back into a reality that no longer fit me. The thought of facing them, of explaining what was happening to me, filled me with deep fear. I had no use for this world anymore. The life I had known, the people I had loved, all of it seemed like relics of a distant memory. My reality had changed. I couldn’t face them. I couldn’t face anyone anymore. They wouldn’t understand. They couldn’t. How could they understand the things I had experienced, the things I had felt? How could they understand when I barely comprehended it myself?

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw them. Their faces were burned into the darkness behind my closed eyelids, their cold, alien gazes fixed on me, watching me, always watching. Their pale faces, their bodies. I dreamed of them—no, these weren’t dreams. Visions. These were more than just dreams; they were messages, communications from a realm far beyond what my human understanding could grasp. They had become a constant presence in my life, guiding my thoughts and driving me further into isolation. Their influence was subtle but powerful, a force shaping my desires and actions until I no longer knew where their will ended and mine began.

I waited for them in the silence of my apartment, sitting for hours on my bed, staring at the ceiling and waiting for the moment when they would return to me. The waiting became its own kind of torture, each second stretching endlessly while I craved their touch, their presence that would fill the gaping emptiness inside me. I masturbated until I felt like my soul would flow out of my body, hoping to finally reach a satisfying climax. Each attempt left me more drained and desperate, the desire within me growing stronger, more intense with each failed attempt at relief. And they would return. I knew that. It was only a matter of time.

I no longer bothered trying to explain this to anyone. What would be the point? Nobody would believe me anyway. I could see it in their eyes—the disbelief, the confusion. To them, I had become someone completely different, a shadow of the person they once knew. They would think I had gone crazy, that I had lost my mind. But I hadn’t. This was real. I felt it in my bones, in the deepest parts of my being where truth was undeniable. The things I had experienced, the changes in my body—these weren’t imaginings of an overactive fantasy. I could feel it in every fiber of my body.

Sometimes I heard things late at night—a soft humming, like the distant buzz of machines, or a faint clicking, as if something were moving just outside my window. The sounds began like whispers, barely perceptible, but they grew louder over time, becoming part of the silence that filled my nights. At first, this filled me with fear, but now I welcomed it. The fear that had once gripped me had become something else—anticipation, perhaps even excitement.

Every sound, every echo in the darkness was a sign that they were near. I knew it was their way of announcing their approach, letting me know they hadn’t forgotten me. The sounds were a reminder that I was no longer alone, that something greater was happening, something for which I had been chosen. The anticipation grew within me, becoming stronger with each passing hour. It became an obsession, the thought of their return being the only thing still tethering me to reality. But when I looked, I could see nothing. The window was empty, the night still, but I could sense their presence hovering just beyond my field of vision.

All I could think about now was the night they would come for me. My mind was obsessed with it. I counted the days, the hours, waiting for the inevitable moment when they would return to take me. And then it happened. The moment I had both feared and longed for came with a sudden intensity that took my breath away. A blinding light, brighter than anything I had ever seen, streamed through the windows. It wasn’t light I had ever seen before—this light wasn’t warm or natural. It felt alive, pulsating with an energy that permeated the room, making the air thick and electric. It wasn’t like sunlight or the artificial glow of street lamps. It was something completely different—something alien. The light didn’t just illuminate the room, it devoured it, swallowing everything in its path until only a blinding, otherworldly glow remained.

The light consumed everything, bathing the room in an unearthly radiance. It was overwhelming, an all-encompassing force that erased the boundaries of the familiar, leaving me floating in a white nothingness. I could see nothing but white, my vision overwhelmed by the pure intensity of the light. My eyes ached from the brightness, yet I couldn’t look away. It was as if I had been caught in a tidal wave of light, and I was powerless to escape.

But then the light slowly began to change, and I saw them. As the blinding white began to fade, shapes emerged from nothingness, shadowy figures materializing at the edge of my field of vision. Three silhouettes stood at the foot of my bed, their outlines etched against the light. The figures were familiar to me—all too familiar. Even before their facial features sharpened, I knew exactly who they were. It was them. The aliens. The ones who had haunted my dreams, my thoughts, my entire existence. Their presence was as overwhelming as ever, filling the room with an invisible energy that weighed heavily on my chest, making it difficult to breathe. They had come to take me, just as I had known they would. The moment I had waited for, feared, and longed for was finally here. There was no turning back.

I felt no fear, only a deep, undeniable sense of belonging, relief, and gratitude. The terror that had once filled me at the thought of them had dissolved into something else—a kind of acceptance, even anticipation. We walked into the light, and for a moment, I lost all sense of direction and time. Everything around me melted away, the room, the walls, even the bed beneath me seemed to disappear in the light as I stepped toward them. My stomach contracted, like the feeling when an airplane lands, and then we had arrived. The transition was disorienting, a dizzying sensation as if I were falling through space, spinning in a world without gravity or time.


Chapter 4
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It was a familiar place, one I had seen many times in my dreams, but it contained something I had never seen before. In the middle of the room stood the familiar table, but around it were strange capsules, almost like eggs. They were larger than either me or the aliens.

“What are these things?” I asked. “They are storage containers,” the voices of the three immediately reached my head. I gave them a quick glance before turning back to the giant eggs. They had a pale green color with gray spots. At the top, they seemed to have an opening.

There’s something inside, I thought, my eyes widening with curiosity. Looking closer, I could make out silhouettes within. “What do they contain?” One of the female aliens carefully touched the surface, her graceful hand caressing it. “A new generation of us,” the alien’s voice whispered in my head, and I could feel her excitement. “Us?” I asked and stepped closer. But the being grabbed my hand as I reached for the egg. Her touch was gentle but firm. “Not you, but us!”

I didn’t understand. I tried to process the words that had just been whispered into my head. “Only one patriarch for each nest and us,” she explained. I looked around the room. Were all the eggs occupied by aliens? I wondered, my gaze sweeping over the pale green capsules. There weren’t more than twenty. “They are still larvae, but with time they will become butterflies.” I turned my attention back to the female alien, whose silver-blue eyes gleamed with anticipation and deep desire. There was a certain vulnerability in her appearance that I found endearing. “Are these your children?” The alien smiled at me. “In a way. They are still like you, but they will become US!” Women! They were human women! The eggs contained women who had been selected by the three aliens, just like me.

“They will take care of you. Just as your purpose is to take care of us.” The alien continued as she led me back to the center of the room where the other two were waiting. They surrounded me. One of them stroked my face with surprising tenderness. Her hands, which in my dreams had been cold as ice, were warm and soft. I felt myself growing hot. My heart began to beat faster, and my breathing quickened. I heard their voices again; they told me I was beautiful. They told me they loved me. No woman had ever said such things to me before.

I felt a warmth spreading throughout my entire body as I looked at them. I saw the openness in their eyes and the soft contours of their faces, and my heart swelled. I should have been wondering what they intended to do with me and what they had done to these people. But their persistent touches quickly made me forget the horror around me. At first they kissed me gently, but soon the kisses became deeper and more passionate. How long had I wished to be kissed by them?

To feel their lips on mine? I couldn’t even remember anymore. All I knew was that I was in heaven. And then they led me to the table in the middle of the room. With one hand each, they gently guided me to lie on my back. My heart was racing, and I couldn’t take my eyes off them. My body was on fire. I could barely think. Unlike in my earlier dreams, this time I willingly surrendered to their caresses.

One of the female aliens positioned herself between my legs and spread them with gentle pressure. My stiff penis stood proudly erect before her. She looked at it almost fascinated before her blue lips opened. She was completely toothless. An unnaturally long, pointed tongue slid out of her mouth.

The sight was grotesque, yet I couldn’t look away. It was unlike anything I had ever seen before. She leaned forward and gently licked the tip of my penis, making it twitch. I couldn’t help but moan with pleasure, a mixture of delight and disgust flowing through me. Her eyes glittered with amusement as she continued to explore my body with her tongue before wrapping it like a snake around my penis. The feeling was completely different from anything I had ever experienced, both alien and disturbing, yet arousing. I let out a loud moan, my head falling back onto the table beneath me. My entire body tensed, my breath caught.

The contact of her wet tongue on my hot flesh was electrifying, and I couldn’t help but thrust my hips toward her face. She seemed amused, humming softly in my head and accelerating her rhythm as I moaned even louder.

The tentacles of the table moved and wrapped around me, the tongues of the alien creatures sending hot waves through my body. They licked me, and electric shocks of pleasure made me tremble and moan as the ecstasy built up.

Their whispers echoed in my head – a constant, gentle murmur that sent shivers down my spine. Other voices whispered softly and unclearly in the background, but I couldn’t make out any words. Finally, I gave up, and my mind went blank. Their tongues explored and twisted ever more insistently as I slowly dissolved into pure, trembling, twitching bliss.

The orgasm was explosive, blinding, lasting at least a minute. After such long torment, I was finally released. The crawling things in my testicles expanded, filling me. It felt as if they were about to violently burst out of my body. And then... they did.

My muscles were still twitching and cramping as I watched tiny white things crawl out from the tip of my penis. They looked like tiny jellyfish with long, delicate tentacles. Oh my God! What the hell were those?

Panic overcame me as I watched the tiny creatures crawl out of me. My heart beat faster with each wriggling movement. The female aliens observed my reaction with interest, almost as if they were proud of their creation. One of them stepped closer, her hand reaching toward the squirming beings on the table.

I struggled in vain against the grip of the tentacles as panic overwhelmed me. The small creatures writhed, their tentacles probing and exploring. The three aliens seemed satisfied. “They are healthy,” announced the alien who reached for the beings. She carefully placed them in some kind of container. It was difficult to concentrate on the details. A column rose slowly and steadily from the floor. The alien carefully placed the container in an opening designed for it.

The vessel was sealed with a click. She turned to me with a satisfied expression on her face. I looked into her eyes, trying to understand. They still had the same white color as before, but now I could see something else. Pride? Care? Love? The other two approached her and looked down at me proudly.

“Please, let me go!” I whimpered, but deep down I knew it wouldn’t change anything. “You will be an excellent host. You have been blessed!” Their voices echoed in my head. “We are ready to proceed.”

They were no longer coldly probing me or playfully toying with me. I could sense something intense and dangerous in them – an ancient desire, an archaic instinct that was growing within them, expanding and taking control. I tried to squirm and escape, but the grip of the tentacles held me fast. The three female aliens looked at me like prey, intoxicated by the moment. Their eyes flickered with hunger, almost possessively, an intense mixture of desire and fascination raging in their depths.

The tentacles stretched me out on the table. The free female aliens leaned over me. “You have been chosen as a vessel for the new patriarch,” they said, and a cold shiver ran down my spine. I could feel their excitement and anticipation. It was as if their emotions had... infected me, overwhelmed my mind, taken control. I fought against it, but it was no use.

One of them climbed on top of me, her pale, luminous eyes staring into mine. My fear gradually dissipated. The fluttering in my stomach intensified, and I became hard again. Her warm, pulsating organ slid over my cock, and my body surrendered instantly.

She fucked me, rode me into submission. I could feel her mind in mine, her pleasure and desire merging with my own. I was fucking her... and feeling what it was like to be fucked. My mind dissolved, my heart raced, and my body writhed and moaned. I was no longer there – there was only pleasure.

I was on the verge of orgasm, but I knew I would only reach it if she allowed it. I saw myself through her eyes – a perfect host. Finally, we came together. I gasped as two long, pulsating orgasms shook every cell of my body. I felt my thick, warm semen flowing into her womb, filling her with satisfied bliss. I heard her gentle voice in my head again as her long tongue traced the side of my face and caressed my upper body.

“We will love you, and you will bless us all. We will carry our eggs with pride in your name. You will become the new patriarch of the community,” her voice whispered softly in my head, filled with devotion and determination. “It is the greatest honor that can ever be bestowed upon a man.”

I heard myself moan in response. I knew I couldn’t fight it, and I didn’t want to fight it anymore. I... I WANTED to FERTILIZE them. I WANTED to FUCK them. I WANTED them to carry MY offspring! And I wanted to SUBJUGATE them ALL! Feel their bodies trembling beneath me. My entire body quivered with excitement. I wanted to savor every moment of it.

The other two female aliens approached me, their white eyes sparkling with anticipation as they let their hands glide over my arms and chest. Their hands were so soft. One of the aliens took my hand and guided it to her lips.

Fascinated, I watched as she pressed a gentle kiss on the back of my hand before her tongue emerged to taste my skin. It was a strangely vulnerable moment, and I couldn’t help but suddenly feel affection for her. “You belong to us now,” she whispered, her voice like a gentle breeze. “And we belong to you.” Yes, I would become their patriarch, and they my brides, my toys. They belonged to me. As soon as I was free from these tentacles, I would take them all. My personal harem. I smiled at the thought. I felt neither guilt nor shame, only a burning desire.

One of the other two aliens climbed on top of me and impaled herself on my cock. I could feel her warmth enveloping me. Her eyes didn’t leave mine as she began to ride me, her movements slow and steady. I could feel every inch of her as she slid up and down, her warmth surrounding me. Her lips parted in a gentle moan, the echo resonating in my head. It was the most erotic sound I had ever heard. My hips rose to meet her movements, and I moaned loudly. I lost myself in the feeling of her riding me, her wet walls gripping my cock as if they never wanted to let go.

After a while, she switched with the other one. As soon as I came, one of them reached into my mind, and I immediately became hard again. Their pussies dripped with juice, mixed with my seed. I longed to fill them again. I had to come inside them again. I had to fertilize them.

We mated as if in a fever, our thoughts merging and dissolving into each other. We became one in wild, frenzied copulation – a single being, pulsating and vibrating in unison. An organism driven by a single purpose. A cascade of orgasms flooded us as I continued pumping my seed into them. Finally, I lay there, exhausted, our union now complete, my body and mind drained. I didn’t move, breathing deeply in the silence.

“Rest now,” the voices of the three finally spoke. “This is just a taste of the joy of the community.” They embraced and caressed me, licking my body clean. I didn’t notice the tentacle coming from above until it was too late. All at once, a muscular grip wrapped tightly around my body. My head spun as I was roughly lifted high above the table. I knew it was pointless to resist. I belonged to them now. All I could do was gasp and moan as I helplessly awaited more torment.

“It’s time to prepare you for the transition,” they whispered, their voices filled with dark intentions. “Transition... to where?” I managed to utter. “Home,” she answered before kissing me. “Soon you will reunite us and enter the community as our new Patriarch. The nest will welcome you!”

The slit of the egg capsule opened, gasping hungrily for air as I was positioned above it. I could see the tentacles inside, writhing and quivering in anticipation. This capsule was different from the others – darker, more robust. A capsule for a Patriarch. The feelers reached for me and pulled me from the tight embrace that had immobilized my body. They drew me in, and the moist lips closed around me and sucked me in. I slid inside, and the opening sealed shut as I was immersed in a warm, organic fluid. As it enveloped me, I began to drift into darkness.


Chapter 5
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I drifted in darkness, weightless in a vast nothingness. Time seemed to stretch infinitely, its passing merely a fleeting whisper in the background of the void. I dreamed of a long journey and a solitary ship arriving at its destination. It was the place I had dreamed of many times before—a place I already knew. It wasn’t just a location, but a feeling, a familiarity that touched the deepest parts of my being. I dreamed of home. I had dreamed of the war that had raged here.

The air still seemed heavy with the memory of long-past battles, the silence now eerie in its aftermath. I saw the alien species fighting against each other and colonizing the planets of this system. I felt their emotions, their hatred for one another, their greed. It was as if their raw, unbridled emotions had burned themselves into the structure of the world, leaving echoes of their conflict. Yet amidst the chaos, I could discern a purpose—a common goal, a shared vision. They didn’t belong to the same nest and both fought for dominance in this system.

But both were eager to expand, multiply, and grow. In the end, they had nearly annihilated each other, and only one community remained. The weight of their destruction hung in the air, like a storm long passed, yet whose winds still carried the scent of devastation. I saw the three who had survived. The three who had chosen me. Their gaze, penetrating and ancient, fixed on me with an intensity that made my skin tingle. From the safety of darkness, I was pulled into a blinding light. The transition was abrupt, as if reality had torn me from the dream and thrust me into something much more tangible, much more dangerous. I crawled on the ground, disoriented, and a voice penetrated the fog in my mind.

“It is time to wake up and fulfill your destiny.” This voice, gentle yet firm, seemed to carry the weight of countless generations, urging me to rise. As my eyes slowly adjusted to the harsh light, I saw the three female aliens standing before me. They looked even more magnificent than I remembered them in my long dream. Their forms shimmered with an ethereal glow, as if they weren’t quite of this world, but something that lay beyond understanding.

How much time had passed since we had last seen each other? How long had I been asleep? Days? Years? It felt as though entire lifetimes had passed unnoticed while I was trapped in my dream. I couldn’t tell, as my dreams had felt like an eternity. But my desire had only grown stronger during this time. I was ready.

As I looked around the room, the table was gone; only the other eggs still formed a circle. Their smooth surfaces shimmered faintly in the dim light and pulsated in a slow rhythm, as if they were alive, waiting for something. “You are the first, the most important. We will awaken the others when the time comes.” Their voices sounded like a softly whispered symphony in my head. The sound was melodic, a harmony that resonated deep within me, like the humming of the universe itself. “Come.”

A passage opened, and we entered it. I walked as if in a trance, feeling very small now—a tiny part of a vast, incomprehensible world. The sheer size of the surroundings overwhelmed me. The air was warm and humid. A faint, earthy smell hung in the air, mixed with the sharp hint of metallic moisture. The walls of the tunnel seemed to move and pulse, as if they were... alive.

Each step I took echoed through the walls and made the surface beneath my fingertips tremble slightly. They consisted of a black and gray material that I couldn’t identify. A light mist floated around our feet, while the floor gently glowed.

The mist swirled around our ankles, cool on my skin, as if it carried whispering voices within it—words that were just beyond my reach, shattered fragments that touched something deep inside me. It was barely visible, yet the mist seemed to emanate from the walls themselves, a fine vapor rising in the humid air and settling around us. The tunnel was dimly lit, the diffuse glow of the walls just enough to illuminate the path ahead.

The further we went, the more the walls seemed to hum with life, their gentle vibrations echoing through my bones, making me feel as if the structure itself was aware of my presence. Finally, we reached our destination. Somehow, I knew its name and purpose. It was as if this room had always existed in my subconscious, waiting for me to discover it. Yet I had never dreamed of this room—at least I couldn’t remember. The Ascension Chamber.

“It is time to join the community and take your rightful place,” said the three female aliens in unison, and I could feel their thoughts pulsing simultaneously in my own mind. The synchronization of their thoughts triggered a wave of dizziness in me, as if I were being pulled into their collective consciousness, becoming one with their intentions. One of them handed me a small vessel. It wasn’t very large, fitting easily into one of my hands. Despite its small size, it felt heavy, as if the weight of the universe itself was concentrated in this tiny container. But as soon as I touched it, I felt it trembling slightly, as if something living was inside.

“Kneel before the altar and place the vessel in front of you,” they instructed me. I did as they asked, while the three positioned themselves around me, their hands joined to form a circle. Their connection was palpable, the air heavy with a shared energy that vibrated between them, a silent language of unity.

I watched as their breathing slowed and synchronized. A monotonous, haunting chant echoed in my head. “One body ascends. One soul enters the community. Receive the blessing. Embrace the community.” The words began to take on a life of their own, echoing deep in my mind and drawing me deeper into a trance-like state. The voices repeated in my head, and my body trembled at their words. The humid air hung heavy, and the mist seemed to pulse with energy as black threads slowly extended toward the vessel.

“Receive what is destined for you. A Patriarch for the nest. A host of the savior. A father for this brood.” A gentle, ethereal glow illuminated the vessel from within. The glow seemed almost sentient, like a living being that pulsed gently as if breathing. Something inside began to stir, coiling and writhing. It seemed to call to me, drawing me in with a strange, almost magnetic pull. The sensation was overwhelming, as if gravity itself had changed and pulled me closer to this strange, living object.

It enticed, fascinated, and attracted me like a deep-sea predator springing a trap. I tried to focus, my eyes fixed on the now glowing vessel. My mind raced as I tried to comprehend the reality unfolding before me. Slowly the lid lifted, and small black tentacles emerged. They twisted and squirmed, reaching out toward me as if wanting to pull me into the vessel. A cold shiver ran down my spine. The tentacles moved with deliberate grace, their black, glossy surfaces catching the dim light and reflecting a deep, eerie shine.

And yet I forced myself to remain calm. Slowly the creature slid completely out of the vessel. It had six long tentacles, and in the light it bore the color of the exoskeleton of the three aliens. Its form was smooth, almost elegant in its grotesque beauty, like a perfect hunter created by nature itself. In its center sat a crystal that resembled a gemstone. The gemstone sparkled hypnotically, its fiery red shimmering like molten lava beneath the surface, captivating me. But this specimen was fire-red, like a ruby, instead of a modstone. And I realized that the creature was one of those that had crawled out of my penis. Only now they were much larger, more mature. The realization hit me with the force of a tidal wave, my mind desperately trying to comprehend the meaning of this evolution.

In that moment, an icy clarity came over me as I understood what the aliens truly were. Parasites? No, symbionts. They had taken over the bodies of human women. That was their true nature. A cold, disturbing truth gnawed at the edges of my consciousness. And now it seemed they had found their male counterpart. I was the newest addition to their swarm, their breeding ground. The realization hit me like a punch to the stomach, a mixture of fear and inevitability raging in my chest.

The creature clung to my skin with a cold, firm grip. Its tentacles felt icy, sending sharp stings of discomfort through my flesh, and yet there was a strange familiarity in its touch. A wave of disgusting pleasure flowed through me, an eerie mixture of revulsion and ecstasy that made me shudder, unable to tear myself away.

The sensation was deeply contradictory, an unnatural fusion of pain and pleasure that made my body respond against my will. The crystal in the center of the being began to pulse and glowed brighter with each beat. Its tentacles glided gracefully over my upper body. Each tentacle moved with deliberate, serpentine motion, caressing my skin in a way that was both intimate and invasive. Everywhere they touched me, my skin became sensitive and warm, electric impulses racing through my body. Slowly it crawled higher, as if it knew exactly where it wanted to go.

“Do not resist the bliss of the community,” the voices whispered. “Let it happen. Let it come over you, let it rise and embrace it.” The voices were soothing, almost gentle, yet beneath their comforting tone lay an undeniable command. The three female aliens sang in unison, their voices resonating harmonically.

Their words enveloped me like a lullaby, gentle but impossible to ignore, drawing me deeper into their control. I let it happen. I felt a sharp pain in my chest, as if I were being pierced by a dozen burning needles around my sternum. The pain was piercing, like liquid iron burning into my soul, and yet somehow it was mitigated by the pleasure flowing through me, transforming the feeling into something insanely euphoric. I screamed, and my scream echoed, mingling with the rhythmic, ritual chanting.

The pain and pleasure merged, fusing into a deep, hard orgasm that shook me to my core. The intensity of the sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced — a primal, all-consuming force that flooded through me, leaving no part untouched. I didn’t even have an erection, but that didn’t stop me from coming. It was as if my body had been rewired, responding to an alien rhythm that went far beyond physical sensation. Stars danced before my closed eyes as I sank back to the floor, gasping and sweating. A wave of endorphins flooded my body, and my soul radiated with ecstatic joy.

Every muscle in my body trembled, completely exhausted, as I lay there, a puppet whose strings had been cut. I fell onto the altar, sinking into a dazed state, completely overwhelmed by the intensity of the experience. My mind struggled to comprehend what had just happened, each thought sluggish, as if it had to fight through the dense fog of bliss that still enveloped my senses.

The three female aliens stood over me, their glowing white eyes full of satisfaction. Their gazes rested heavily on me, full of approval, like gods looking down on a disciple who had finally fulfilled his destiny. Their bodies radiated in full splendor. Every inch of them exuded power and grace, their forms now appearing almost divine in the soft light of the chamber.

“The nest welcomes the new Patriarch,” they whispered like a gentle wind, their voices sounding in unison. The sound of their words washed over me like a cool breeze, calming my tense nerves and soothing the raw intensity of what had just happened. I could feel the crystal in my chest pulsing gently, sending waves of warmth and tingling excitement through my veins. Each pulse was like a heartbeat, a steady reminder that I was now bound to something much greater than just myself.

“Together we will achieve greatness, but there is still so much ahead of you. So many changes, so many joys. But for now... it is time to sleep, to rest, to grow stronger,” the voice whispered softly, enveloping me in a comforting embrace as I drifted back into darkness. Their words acted like a gentle lullaby, leading me into the depths of sleep as my body gave in to the exhaustion that weighed heavily on my limbs. The last thing I felt was the gentle throbbing of the crystal beneath my skin, a constant reminder of my new reality as I slipped into the abyss.


Chapter 6
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When I awoke, I was lying on a soft, inviting bed, silky and smooth against my skin. A faint, pearlescent light filtered through my eyelids, giving me a sense of calm despite the turmoil within me. The room around me was empty except for the large bed on which I lay. I looked around, trying to understand my surroundings. It looked completely different from anything I had seen before in the aliens’ chambers. Instead of the usual black, the walls were a soothing, light gray, almost peaceful in their simplicity. The familiar mist that usually hung in the air was gone, replaced by a clear, sterile atmosphere.

The floor beneath me resembled a smooth, translucent frosted glass plate, cold against my bare feet. I directed my gaze to the entrance; it appeared firmly sealed. There were no handles, bolts, or buttons, nothing to indicate a way to open the door.

When I tried to move my arms and legs, they felt heavy and sluggish, as if after an intense, strenuous workout. My chest was still sore, the pain a dull, persistent throbbing. I looked down and felt a shock of fear and awe. The parasite on my chest was still there. It had bonded with my skin and spread its grotesque, tendril-like extensions across my body. It had grown larger, its texture now resembling a twisted, gnarled scar, and its surface pulsated with a life of its own. The crystalline core, once a small ruby-red gem, had now grown, its color deepening to a dark, menacing purple.

As I looked down at my own body, I noticed something else. My abdominal muscles were remarkably visible, perfectly firm, six undulating lines of pure masculinity stretching across my stomach. In disbelief, I let my fingers glide over the pattern of muscles that had never existed before. I had never been unathletic, but I had also never looked so impossibly sculpted. It was as if the parasite had begun to enhance my body, making me stronger and more muscular. My arms and legs had changed too, the muscles beneath my skin now defined and wiry, their new strength undeniable.

I struggled to stand up, my newly formed muscles protesting with every movement. A burning sensation flooded my limbs, and my breathing became heavy, but I managed to sit upright on the bed. A fluttering feeling rose in my stomach — the familiar, insatiable desire. Waves of excitement coursed through my body, and my hands began to move of their own accord. The alien parasite wrapped around me pulsed approvingly, as if acknowledging my struggle and encouraging me to give in. I knew what it was doing to me. It was changing me, molding me into something new, something... different. And I wanted it. I craved it. The changes were no longer frightening; they were intoxicating.

Hours blurred into a haze of unsatisfied desire that clouded my senses. My stomach growled with hunger, but food was a distant concern compared to the burning desire that gripped me. The only thing that mattered was the torturous pleasure, the yearning for something just beyond reach. And then, as my desire reached its unbearable peak, the three finally returned.

Our greeting was slow, warm, infused with a longing I felt deep in my bones. They caressed my body, their touches light and teasing, sending shivers down my spine. I felt their fingers glide over my stiff, throbbing penis. “You are maturing quickly, my patriarch,” they whispered, their voices soft but firm. “Soon you will be ready for a proper mating.” Their touches were an agonizing delight, shivers seizing my hypersensitive skin. My penis throbbed, begging for release, yet they denied me.

One of them gently guided my head to her unnaturally long nipples. “Little one, you must be hungry. You must drink.” Her voice was a seductive command, and I obeyed without hesitation. Eagerly, I sucked at her breast; the milk that flowed into my mouth was rich and sweet, deliciously thick, coating my tongue and throat. It tasted of something alien yet familiar, and as I drank, a feeling of warmth and security overcame me. The other two aliens stroked my body as I drank, their soft, moist tongues exploring every part of my enhanced form, sending electric shivers of pleasure through me.

They fulfilled all my needs, leaving me breathless and dazed, but soon I was overwhelmed by a wave of exhaustion. I slipped into sleep, and when I awoke, they were gone. It was hard to tell how much time had passed. I couldn’t know for certain. All I knew was that the parasite had grown again, its tendrils spreading further across my body. Everywhere it touched me, ecstatic shivers ran through my skin, as if my entire being had become a channel for pleasure. The creature hadn’t just wrapped around my body; it had penetrated me. I could feel its tentacles crawling into my ears, advancing deeper into my ear canals, exploring the sensitive pathways of my brain.

At first, the sensation was strange, a mixture of discomfort and pleasure. It probed, touched, and teased, intertwining with my neural pathways. My body was changing, preparing for something I sensed but couldn’t yet fully comprehend. I looked down and noticed that my penis had changed too. It was now longer, thicker, and my testicles were swollen, feeling heavy like two plump oranges.

I began to masturbate constantly; there wasn’t much else to do here. The boredom was only interrupted when they visited me. In these moments, I was fed, caressed, and showered with their alien love. They tasted and explored my body slowly and methodically, their touches both soothing and electrifying. But it was never enough. A primitive desire continued to burn within me, always lurking in the background, always demanding.

I noticed that their behavior toward me was changing. Was there a hint of fear in their eyes? The more my desire grew, the more they seemed to struggle to fulfill my needs. I sensed a shift in power. I had been completely under their control before, but now I could feel it. They feared disappointing me. I was becoming something greater, something they couldn’t fully control.

How long had it been? Days, weeks, months? Time had lost all meaning. My dreams had changed, no longer filled with memories of Earth, but with new possibilities, with visions of what lay hidden in the depths of the ship. I began to hear things—barely perceptible whispers at the edge of my hearing. I tried to focus on them, but the sounds were too faint, too fleeting.

Over time, the whispers grew louder, a cacophony of murmurs and groans. They were real. I could hear them in the walls, an endless muttering. I tried to speak to them, but my voice cut through the noise like a burning sword, temporarily silencing it. Determined, I tried again and felt the parasite quiver in approval. “Hunger!” I thought, projecting the word into the void. The voices fell silent. “Hunger!” My thought thundered in my head, and then, as if obeying my command, the door to my room opened. One of the female aliens entered the room. She moved gracefully, her long, slender body swaying gently as she approached me. The floor of the room emitted an eerie glow, casting a strange light on her smooth, hairless head, making her white eyes shine like lanterns in the fog. She stood before me, a submissive expression on her pale face.

“You are hungry,” she said, her voice echoing in my head. It wasn’t a question, but a statement. I felt the change in our dynamic. Resolutely, I grabbed her waist and pulled her to me. “Feed me!” I demanded, my voice reverberating in my skull. My fingers dug possessively into her upper arms, holding her firmly. She obeyed by gently guiding my head to her breast. I latched onto her elongated nipple, and the rich, sweet milk flowed once again into my greedy mouth. The sensation of drinking filled me with warmth and satisfaction. My body, still permeated with desire, found comfort in this small pleasure. I drank deeply as she nourished me. I kneaded her breast, applying light pressure so that her milk spurted into my mouth. If she felt uncomfortable, she didn’t show it.

Her sweet milk refreshed me, quenching my growing thirst. When I was satisfied, she gently pulled away from my embrace and smiled. “Is my Patriarch satisfied?” she asked, brushing the hair back from my forehead. There was genuine concern in her voice. “I suppose so. At least for now.”


Chapter 7
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I strode purposefully through the vast, shadowy corridors, my heart racing with anticipation. It was the first time I had left my room since awakening within the cold, metallic confines of the alien ship. The parasite, once merely an intruder, had now fully integrated with my body, its black tentacles consuming my veins and pulsing just beneath my skin. I could hear the voices more clearly in my head now, like an eerie melody that never ceased. They were the women in the containers, deep in their endless dreams, and the three alien guardians who watched over them like silent keepers.

All waiting, waiting for the moment of transformation. A transformation that seemed inevitable, unstoppable. I had observed their dreams, listened to their whispers, and with each passing moment, the hunger gnawing at me grew stronger. It was an insatiable, primal hunger, one that grew with each day. The parasite had become more than just a passenger – it was now a part of me, merged with my innermost being. My muscles, once weak and lean, now pulsed with new strength, and my body hummed with constant, overwhelming desire. I stood on the precipice of something greater, something dark and glorious.

As I walked down the dimly lit corridor formed from the organic material of the alien ship, I felt a strange energy crackling around me. The ship was alive, a being of its own, and I could feel its pulsing heart beating in unison with my own. Though I had never been here before, an unwavering certainty guided me. I knew exactly where I needed to go. I was heading to the bridge, where they waited for me – the three aliens who had transformed me into this new being, this vessel of power. It was time to take my rightful place, a place of dominance and superiority.

The large black door before me slid open with a mechanical hiss, revealing a path that led down to the ship’s bridge. It was a spacious, cavernous room, filled with an eerie silence, the air heavy with anticipation. The room was surprisingly sparse, its emptiness amplifying the strange atmosphere. In the center rose a platform, a bizarre structure made of dark, moving material that seemed to writhe and curl under my gaze, as if it were alive. The three alien figures stood, half-embedded in the platform, their bodies merged with the organic base, a grotesque fusion of flesh and machine.

Their legs had grown into the base, their hips disappearing into the platform as if they were extensions of the ship itself. Their heads, smooth and hairless, gazed upward, expressionless. Their white, pupilless eyes stared into nothingness. They were both here and not here, their consciousness floating elsewhere, yet I could sense them. I stretched out my mind to touch the faint whisper of their thoughts. The connection was weak, but I pushed harder, forcing myself into their thoughts. Slowly, they responded to me. As if awakening from a long sleep, their heads turned toward me, and the room seemed to vibrate with new energy.

A light emanated from their eyes, growing brighter as their consciousness returned. Finally, their voices filled my mind, a single voice echoing with an almost reverent tone. “Welcome to the bridge, Patriarch,” they whispered. Their voices carried no resistance, only acceptance of my superiority. I felt a wave of lust surge through me at their submission, a shiver running down my spine as my power was confirmed. “We are pleased to see you embracing your transformation,” they said, their voice filled with awe and pride. There was no fear anymore, only respect, only submission.

I stepped forward, the air growing heavier with energy, a tangible force that seemed to respond to my every movement. The ship itself was responding to my presence, a living organism bending to my will. As I approached the platform, the dark material beneath the three figures writhed, almost as if it were alive and sensing my power. With a simple gesture, I commanded it, and it obeyed. Tentacles of dark matter coiled out from the base of the platform and wound around my wrists and ankles in a firm, almost welcoming embrace. I was now one with the ship, connected in a way that transcended the physical.

My consciousness expanded, and in an instant, I could feel every inch of the ship, every room, every corridor. I was everywhere at once, my mind spreading through the ship like an omniscient presence. I could feel the women in the containers, their dreams swirling in the depths of their thoughts, waiting, just as I had been. They were waiting to be chosen, to be claimed, and the hunger within me swelled. It was an unquenchable hunger, a primal need demanding fulfillment.

The alien women before me began to move, their bodies shifting as they detached from the platform. Their movements were slow, deliberate, almost ritualistic. They descended and circled around me, their cold, smooth fingers tracing over my skin, following the lines of the parasite that covered my body. Bliss coursed through me, intoxicating and overwhelming, as I felt the full weight of my power and their submission.

Their cold fingers glided over my skin, tracing the dark tentacles of the parasite that pulsed beneath the surface. Each touch ignited a wave of pleasure, an electric current spreading through my body. The women, their faces serene and their expressions inscrutable, continued their slow, deliberate movements, circling me as if performing an ancient, sacred ritual. I could feel their reverence, their submission, their complete and absolute devotion. It fed my growing sense of power, made me feel unstoppable, as if nothing in the universe could resist me.

“You are ready,” their voices echoed in unison, a chorus of whispers resonating in my mind. The words were filled with finality, a sense of inevitability. “We have prepared everything for you. Now you must see the heart of the nest.” Their collective consciousness touched mine, sharing flashes of knowledge, images of what was to come, of what awaited me in the depths of this living ship.

My mind was still reeling from the flood of sensations and the newly gained control. The ship was no longer just a vessel; it was an extension of myself, a living organism that breathed with me, that pulsed in time with my heartbeat. I was more than human now, more than I had ever been before. I was part of something great, something ancient and all-consuming. I shook my head, trying to focus, to bring clarity to the storm of thoughts raging in my mind.

“Show it to me”, I commanded, my voice firm, filled with the authority that had been building within me since the moment of my awakening. The three alien women bowed their heads in unison, acknowledging my command, and without a word, they turned and led me down another long, winding corridor. The walls of the ship pulsed gently with an organic glow, as if the structure of the ship itself was alive and responding to my presence. The air was thick with anticipation, each step I took intensifying the feeling that I was approaching something monumental, something that would cement my place as the master of this ship and its inhabitants.

As we walked, I could feel the ship responding to me, its heartbeat synchronizing with mine, as if I was now its central force, its core. The walls, made of a strange, flesh-like material, seemed to breathe with me, expanding and contracting with each breath. It was as if the ship itself was alive, a living organism waiting for its master to take control. The three alien women moved with graceful fluidity, their steps silent, their bodies swaying in unison as if they were an extension of each other, as if they were part of the same being.

Finally, we reached the Central Breeding Chamber of the nest. The room spread out before me, vast and cavernous, its ceiling lost in the shadows above. The walls were dark, almost black, with a glossy sheen that reflected the faint, organic light pulsing through the room. It was alive, every surface seeming to vibrate with invisible energy, as if the air around us was filled with the presence of something ancient and powerful.

In the center of the room, arranged in a perfect circle, stood large, egg-shaped containers. They pulsed gently with a dark, inner glow, each containing a woman, floating in a dreamlike state, waiting for her destiny. My heart beat faster at the sight of them, my body responding instinctively to the pull I felt deep within me. Each of these women had been chosen, hand-selected by the aliens to carry my seed. They belonged to me, vessels for the future of the nest, for my offspring, my legacy.

“Each of these women was chosen to carry your seed”, the alien women whispered in my mind, their voices full of anticipation. “They will give birth to the next generation of the nest.” I stepped closer to one of the containers, my breath becoming shallow as I observed the figure inside. The woman within was beautiful, serene, her eyes closed, her body wrapped in the organic material that held her suspended. She was at peace, oblivious to the role she would play in the grand plan, in the future being woven around her.

The desire within me swelled, a hunger so powerful it was almost painful. My penis throbbed with desire, the parasite on my skin responding to the intensity of my lust. I felt its tentacles contract, its dark energy amplifying my desire until it was all-consuming. There was no escape, no denying the primitive urge that screamed for fulfillment.

“The nest will grow stronger with each woman you impregnate”, the voices continued, their excitement palpable. “Their bodies will merge with the ship, become one with the nest. They exist only to serve you, to carry your legacy.”

The three alien women knelt before me, their heads bowed in submission. Their voices, a unified whisper, echoed in my mind once more. “We belong to you, Patriarch. You will usher in a new era for the nest. We exist to fulfill your desires, to satisfy all your needs.”

I stood over them, my chest rising and falling heavily under the weight of my power, the control I now had over this entire ship and its inhabitants. The parasite pulsed with satisfaction, feeding on the dominance flowing through my body, enhancing my control. The ship itself responded, the entire nest vibrating with anticipation for what was to come. This was my destiny. I would rule here, I would spread my legacy across the stars.

I turned my gaze back to the women in the containers, their serene, dreaming faces glowing faintly in the soft light. Their bodies, swollen with the potential of my offspring, were mine to claim. The nest would grow under my rule, and nothing would stop me. I was now the Patriarch, the ruler of this ship, and I would consume them all.


Chapter 8
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The air in the breeding chamber was heavy and dense, laced with a shimmering mist that rose from the walls and dissolved into the shadows. The atmosphere itself seemed alive, as if the air vibrated with anticipation. The pulsating sound of the nest—a steady, deep hum—filled the room as I approached one of the cocoons. The woman’s body inside was half-merged with the organic mass of the egg, her form wrapped in the tendrils of the alien material, as if it both protected and imprisoned her. She would be the first. “This one!” I demanded, my voice echoing with authority in the minds of those present as I pointed to the cocoon.

The aliens obeyed without hesitation. Their movements were immediate and fluid as they stepped forward and began the ritual procedure, just as they had done with me. Their grace was captivating, synchronized, almost dance-like, as if following an invisible rhythm known only to them. Their long, graceful fingers glided over the surface of the cocoon, caressing it reverently, and immediately the organic mass began to respond. The dark, black tendrils that slithered forward were eerily familiar from my own transformation, and they wound outward to entwine the woman.

Slowly, the cocoon began to open, as if birthing her from within. The process was deliberate, controlled, the mass receding like a living being and revealing her naked body. I could see her lying motionless, her chest rising and falling slowly, as if still trapped in a deep dream. The sight of her vulnerability was intoxicating, her beauty delicate and inviting. She was perfect, with black hair that flowed in soft waves over her shoulders and down to her lower back. The three aliens had made a perfect choice, and I felt a surge of approval for their selection. I could sense their relief and my approval, like heat emanating from a fire. They knew how important this transformation was, and they had chosen wisely.

The woman was quite comparable to the three aliens in her stature. The tentacles gently wrapped around her wrists and ankles, lifting her to the center of the room. She seemed weightless, floating in the embrace of the nest. The three aliens moved closer, their eyes glowing with anticipation, their gazes fixed on the woman as if worshipping her in this crucial moment. They touched her gently, their delicate fingers sliding over her skin as if sealing her fate. The woman began to tremble, and her eyes fluttered open.

Her hazel eyes were captivating, a swirl of green and brown, and as she lifted her head to survey the room, confusion flashed within them. I hid in the shadows before her, watching the spectacle unfold. She had no idea of my presence, which only heightened the tension. She was a goddess before me, her body trembling as she awakened, her breasts firm and full, nipples dark and aroused. Beads of sweat ran between them, accentuating the curves of her chest. She stirred, her voice soft and trembling, her words betraying her disoriented fear.

“Where have you taken me? Are we home?” Her gentle voice trembled, and the fear in her tone only intensified the tension in the room. She looked into the eyes of the alien women, who only gave her reassuring smiles as their fingers continued to glide over her body. Feather-light, they touched her skin, tracing her contours and pinching her gently, eliciting soft gasps of pleasure from her.

“You are now in my care!” I projected into her mind, my voice filling her consciousness like a whisper from the shadows. I saw her tremble at my words. The effect was immediate—her body responded, her back arching involuntarily as if submitting to my control. Her yearning whimpers echoed in the chamber, her body offered up, vulnerable and exposed. But the aliens now had control.

“Not so hasty, little larva,” the voices of the three aliens hummed in our minds. Their tone was firm but reassuring, full of promise. “We will take care of you now. You are in the best hands. Just relax and surrender to the process.” Their words were soothing, almost hypnotic, and the woman’s tension melted away under their influence.

The three alien women began to touch her body with ritual devotion. One of the aliens let her hand glide lower, her fingers gently touching the moist warmth between the woman’s thighs. The woman’s entire body jerked at the touch, her breathing becoming irregular. The alien women worked in unison, their touch as gentle as it was deliberate, driving the woman’s desire to unbearable heights.

Her body writhed under their skilled hands, her lips parting wider with each gasp that escaped her. She was tortured with desire, her body surging with need, stretching toward the aliens as they intensified their caresses. Her skin glistened with sweat, her hair clinging to her damp back as she writhed in pleasure.

I stood there, watching the woman’s rise to ecstasy. Her breathing came in bursts, her body trembling from the unbearable tension building within her. The alien women were masters of their craft, driving her to the edge of madness without granting her release. The room echoed with her whimpers of desperation, and I felt my own arousal growing with hers.

The tension in the room was palpable, thick with the scent of arousal and anticipation. The woman’s body twitched slightly, her muscles tensing with each targeted touch from the three alien women. They knew exactly what they were doing—they were masterful manipulators of pleasure, bringing her to the edge only to pull back, always keeping her on the threshold of ecstasy. Her breathing grew faster, more desperate, as if trying to reach an end that was deliberately denied to her.

The tentacles holding her moved and adjusted her position as the aliens continued to work on her. Her body was like a canvas for them, their fingers painting lines of pleasure on her skin, leaving her trembling helplessly under the weight of lust. They caressed her breasts, their fingers sliding over her hard nipples, while another alien knelt between her legs and gently but firmly spread her thighs apart. The woman’s whimpers transformed into soft moans, her head falling back as she continued to surrender to the sensations.

I watched silently, every part of my being attuned to her reactions, every movement of her muscles, every breath. The anticipation grew in me just as strongly as in her. I could feel her frustration, her body crying out for release, and yet the aliens skillfully kept her from it, only teasing her. The woman’s hands clenched, her fingers digging into the soft, organic surface beneath her, while her hips involuntarily thrust upward, desperately seeking the contact she so urgently needed.

The alien between her legs leaned forward further. Her dark, blue lips parted, revealing a long, pointed tongue that slid out and brushed against the woman’s wet, swollen center. The woman gasped, her entire body jerking as a wave of pleasure coursed through her. She writhed under the touch, her back arching away from the organic surface, her hips rising to meet the alien’s mouth. The alien’s tongue moved with serpentine precision, sliding in and out of the woman while the other two aliens continued to pleasure her breasts and body.

The woman’s moans grew louder, her voice trembling with desire. Her eyes fluttered open for a brief moment, glazed with lust, her pupils dilated as she searched the room, still unaware that I stood in the shadows. She was completely overwhelmed by the sensations, her body responding instinctively, seeking the release that was so tantalizingly close.

“Please...” she whispered, her voice barely more than a whisper between gasps and moans. “Please... I need...” Her words were lost in another moan as the alien between her legs accelerated her pace, her tongue moving faster, deeper, driving the woman closer to the edge.

The air around us seemed to vibrate with the intensity of the moment. The sound of wet skin, the woman’s desperate moans, and the deep, steady hum of the nest merged into a symphony of raw desire. I felt my own arousal growing with each second, my body tense with the need to claim what was mine. Yet I held back, watching, knowing that this was her moment—her initiation, just as I had undergone mine.

The alien’s tongue glided over the woman’s clitoris, and the woman let out a shrill cry, her body trembling uncontrollably with pleasure. Her hips pressed against the alien’s face, her fingers clawing at nothing as the pleasure overwhelmed her senses. Her skin glistened with sweat, her hair clinging to her damp skin, and still the aliens kept her on the edge, denying her the relieving satisfaction she so desperately craved.

In that moment, I felt the woman’s frustration reach its peak. Her whimpers transformed into screams, her body writhing uncontrollably as she fought against the tentacles that held her captive. She was so close, so agonizingly close, yet the aliens wouldn’t let her go. They reveled in her desperation, their movements deliberate and measured, keeping her on the edge without letting her cross the threshold.

I could barely hold myself back. The sight of her—so vulnerable, so needy—ignited a primitive hunger in me. My own body ached with desire, my member hard and throbbing, yet I resisted the temptation to take her immediately. This was her moment, and I would watch, enjoying every moment of her agony and pleasure.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, one of the aliens nodded, and the others slowed their pace. The tension in the room shifted, the atmosphere growing thicker with anticipation as they prepared to grant her the release they had denied her for so long. The woman’s breathing was irregular, her body trembling as she was on the verge of giving in, and I sensed the moment of her final surrender.

The alien between her legs pressed her lips against the woman’s clitoris and sucked gently, while her fingers plunged deep into the woman, curling upward. The woman’s body tensed, her breath caught, and then—she broke. Her orgasm surged through her like a tidal wave, her entire body arching as pleasure shot through her. Her back bowed, her mouth opened in a silent scream, and the room seemed to pulse in rhythm with her release.

She convulsed in the tentacles, her hands clenching and unclenching as waves of pleasure rolled over her. Her screams filled the chamber, and I could feel the energy of the nest responding to her climax, feeding on the raw power of her release.

Finally, her body fell limp, her chest rising and falling heavily as she gasped for air. The aliens laid her gently on the floor, their fingers continuing to trace patterns on her sweat-slicked skin. She was exhausted, her consciousness slipping into darkness as the final aftershocks of her orgasm trembled through her. Her eyes fluttered closed, and she sank into a deep, dreamless sleep.

I could feel the waves of arousal still emanating from her body, despite her unconscious state. It was as if her body had somehow recognized my presence and was seeking me out like a moth to flame. “She is ready to fulfill her destiny,” said the alien who had brought the woman to climax, rising from her kneeling position.

She turned to me, her dark silver-blue lips forming a seductive smile. “She is ready to receive the gift, so that she will soon bloom.” The other two aliens nodded in agreement, their faces glowing with anticipation. “It is time for her to become one of us.”


Chapter 9
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The door to the chamber slid open silently as I entered with the unconscious woman in my arms. Her black hair fell like a dark veil over her shoulders. Behind me followed the three aliens, silent, submissive, yet provocative and seductive with every movement as always. Their eyes were fixed on me, full of expectation, as if I were the center of their existence. Well, in fact, I was. Their Patriarch. They lived for me.

As I entered the Ascension Chamber, a shiver of excitement and anticipation ran through every fiber of my body. The air was warm and humid. The room pulsed with an alien rhythm, the walls seeming to breathe gently. I knew that the ship was essentially a living organism.

Carefully, I laid the young woman down before the altar. I let her body slide gently to the floor before slowly stepping back. Her peaceful figure lay there calmly, but I knew that what was about to happen would change everything.

The three aliens moved closer, their movements quiet and synchronized. They formed a circle around the altar, their movements fluid and harmonious. Their eyes, glowing with an eerie white light, were expectantly fixed on me as they raised their hands and joined them together. They were ready, eager to comply with my wishes, to execute my commands without hesitation or doubt. Their devotion was absolute.

“Begin.”

I stepped back and merged with the shadows of the chamber. These shadows seemed to come alive at my command, enveloping me until I was completely surrounded by darkness. From here, I could observe everything, invisible to their eyes yet always present. Every breath, every thought, every movement in the room was known to me, as if I were part of the living chamber itself.

The three female aliens tilted their heads slightly, and I could feel them focusing their collective thoughts on the silent woman before the altar. Their mental connection intensified, became tangible. They penetrated the woman’s mind, breaking through the barriers of sleep that kept her unconscious, dissolving the silent veil that lay over her consciousness.

A moment later, the woman began to stir. Her fingers twitched slightly, a faint sign that her senses were returning. Slowly her chest rose as she took a deep breath. Her eyelids fluttered, fighting against the last remnants of darkness that still held her captive, until she finally opened her eyes. Her gaze was initially empty, confused, as she perceived the unfamiliar surroundings.

The aliens intensified their mental impulses, their thoughts flowing gently and evenly into the woman’s mind. They helped her comprehend the transition, guiding her with an invisible hand from the unconscious to the waking state.

“You are awake,” they whispered into her mind, and the woman blinked again, slowly, her eyes beginning to clear. Her gaze wandered around the room, taking in the pulsating walls and the diffuse light that illuminated the center of the chamber while the rest lay in shadow. For a moment, she seemed to be searching for orientation, trying to process the impressions flooding her consciousness.

Then our eyes met. A deep breath, almost a gasp, escaped her lips. Her eyes widened slightly, as if she had recognized something important. Yet her mind refused to process the information as I remained hidden in the shadows.

The three aliens stood motionless, their eyes fixed on the woman. Their presence was silent but all-encompassing, their thoughts still deeply connected to the woman’s mind. Then one of them spoke with an almost ceremonial calmness—her voice seemed not to come from her lips but to echo directly in the woman’s mind.

“It is time, little larva, to receive our gift.” The words echoed in the young woman’s mind, carrying the weight of an inevitable truth. Her confusion began to transform into a new form of understanding. I could sense in her the same emotions I had once experienced in this chamber.

“Do not be afraid!” The alien’s voice now sounded softer, almost soothing, yet beneath it lay the firm command that drove her forward. “It is time for you to join the community and take your rightful place.”

The words penetrated deep into her mind, settling there like an irrefutable truth. Her breathing accelerated as she began to grasp the meaning of these words. Trembling, she raised her hand to her chest.

“Your rightful place awaits,” I said softly, my voice penetrating the darkness and reaching her thoughts. “You belong to us now. Accept it, and you will understand.” The words radiated a finality that allowed no contradiction. I knew what my voice did to the three aliens, and the young woman was far from being as mentally strong.

The chamber seemed to grow quieter as the last words echoed in her mind. Her face reflected a mixture of fear and fascination. I remained hidden in the shadows, but I could feel her thoughts reaching for me, searching for me, clinging to me.

“Have a little more patience, you will meet me in person soon,” I promised her with a gentle, almost hypnotic tone that anchored itself deep in her mind.

She trembled slightly, as if the words had sent a pleasant sensation through her body. Her eyes continued searching, penetrating the darkness, but she couldn’t see me. Not yet. It was almost touching how hard she tried to find the source of my voice, though deep inside she knew I was everywhere. “Please...”

“You will see me,” I repeated, as I silently moved closer. The darkness seemed to wrap around me like a veil, but my influence on her grew. “But first you must completely surrender to your destiny.”

Her lips trembled as she tried to speak again, but the words remained stuck in her throat. The connection between us grew stronger, and the presence of the aliens intensified this bond, as if their thoughts were linking us inseparably with invisible threads.

Slowly she rose to her knees, her face reflecting a kind of silent acceptance. “Very good,” I whispered, my voice a gentle echo in her mind, “Receive the gift and become part of the nest.” With a nod, the three aliens began their ritual. The synchronization of their thoughts sent a wave of dizziness through the young woman, as if she were being pulled into their collective consciousness, becoming one with their intentions. One of them handed her a small, familiar vessel. I recognized it from my own transformation. It was clear that this small container held a parasitic creature.

“Take it,” whispered the aliens in unison, their voices echoing in her mind, “This is the gift of the nest. Your entry into the community.”

The woman hesitated, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for the vessel. But the inevitable pull of the ritual was stronger. She sensed that this was the moment everything had been leading to—the inevitable end of her former self and the beginning of a new existence. Her fingers enclosed the vessel, and she could feel it pulsing slightly in her hands.

“It will soon be a part of you,” the three aliens whispered softly in her thoughts, but I knew this was more than just a statement. It was a promise, an immutable truth that would soon be fulfilled. “Let it happen!”

The woman swallowed hard and lifted the vessel closer to her face. Her eyes widened as she felt the creature inside beginning to stir, as if waiting for her next move. A soft crack was heard as the lid came loose. From inside the vessel emerged small, black tentacles that felt through the air until they finally touched her skin. She seemed frozen with shock, but then she felt the strange, almost hypnotic attraction of this touch.

The tentacles glided gently over her skin, as if caressing her, before they began to wrap around her more firmly. I could sense the trembling in her body, the mixture of fear and an unexpected, deep inner warmth. The parasite wouldn’t simply take her over—it would transform her, make her part of the nest.

The tentacles slid across her skin, gentle yet firm, as if exploring every inch of her body. The woman held her breath, unable to free herself from this strange mixture of fear and fascination. The creature inside the vessel began to move more strongly, its movements becoming more fluid, more alive, as it found its way to its new host.

“Let it happen,” the three female aliens whispered softly, all working together toward this crucial moment. Their thoughts were now completely connected with those of the nest. There was no escape.

Suddenly the woman felt the tentacles moving toward her neck. She flinched slightly as the cold, living strands wrapped around her throat, the parasite working itself completely out of the container. The tentacles continued to slide over her skin, searching and feeling, until they finally found the spot on her chest they had been seeking. I could see the central point of the parasite; it was the same color as the female aliens. Like moonstone.

The woman held her breath as the creature sensed it had reached its target. Her eyes widened, and her hands unconsciously reached for the spot, as if she could feel the impending pain.

But the parasite was faster. The tentacles began to bore into her skin with precision, deep and unstoppable. A brief, stabbing pain shot through her as the tips of the tentacles penetrated her sternum. But the pain quickly disappeared and was replaced by a wave of unexpected warmth emanating from the spot where the creature had nestled into her body. The woman moaned softly, her eyelids fluttering as the parasite took its place.

I could feel the moment of connection as the creature wrapped its tentacles around her heart, nestling deep in her sternum and sending pulsating waves of change through her body. Her breathing became irregular as the creature began to connect with her bloodstream, controlling her heartbeat until it pulsed in the same rhythm as the nest.

The woman gasped as the creature’s tentacles penetrated deeper into her body, wrapping around her organs and finally merging with her nervous system. Her body trembled, and her eyes were wide open as she tried to process the overwhelming sensations spreading within her. It was a mixture of pain, ecstasy, and complete surrender.

I knew exactly how she felt, because I had already gone through this process myself. It was as fascinating as it was disturbing, being taken over by a foreign body, merging with the creature until the boundary between host and invader was no longer recognizable. It was a unique experience, almost impossible to describe.

The young woman’s entire body trembled as she threatened to lose consciousness again from pleasure and pain. The central point of the creature, the glowing, moonstone-colored core, pulsated with increasing intensity as it had completely nested within her.

The woman moaned again, but this time it wasn’t a sound of pain; it carried both desire and surrender. The warmth spreading from her chest enveloped every fiber of her being. Her hands fell limply to her sides as she felt the last control over her own body slipping away. The creature now had absolute power over her.

Her breathing became shallower, but more rhythmic, in harmony with the pulsating glow of the parasite in her chest. Her eyes, wide with fear and fascination, began to cloud over as her mind slowly drifted into darkness.


Chapter 10
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Just a few hours after the young woman had received the parasite, I observed how her body slowly, almost imperceptibly, began to change. At first, the changes were barely noticeable, but gradually they became more apparent. Her skin, which had previously appeared vibrant and warm, began to lose color. It became paler, almost pallid, and took on a slight metallic sheen. It wasn’t yet the skin tone of the three female aliens, but it was already evident how she would look in the end.

Just 24 hours later, the parasite became much more noticeable. By then, the young woman had awakened again. Delicate black lines began to trace across her skin. At first, they were barely more than fine veins winding around her collarbones, but they spread quickly. These dark, almost metallic patterns seemed to have a life of their own. They crept up her neck, spread between her breasts, and formed a symmetrical, web-like structure that clung to her like a kind of alien jewelry. In the center, where the lines converged, the parasite pulsed gently in rhythm with her breath. It was now an integral part of her, firmly connected to her like a second, living skin.

I observed from a distance, with the help of my mind, as the young woman looked down at her own body. She traced the strands with her fingers, startled by the sight of the dark web on her skin. It frightened her, and yet there was a magnetic attraction that made her trace the lines with her fingertips and explore the delicate patterns with fascinated shuddering.

I was surprised at how quickly the transformation progressed, nothing like my own experience. With each passing hour, the dark veins grew further, as if the parasite were hungrily reaching for control over her body. The black lines spread across her stomach, forming an almost artistic pattern over her hips, gradually extending over her thighs. The skin where they settled changed. It became smoother, tighter, as if being prepared for something beyond human understanding. The parasite spread like a living web across her body, marking her, reshaping her. What was once human was becoming increasingly alien.

Her eyes too, once hazel with a shimmering mix of green and brown, began to change. The pupils expanded until only a thin ring of their original color remained. A cold, silvery glow took their place, giving her a distant, almost unreachable expression. It was as if she now saw the world through a different lens—one shaped by the increasing influence of the parasite. In her eyes, I could still glimpse a fleeting spark of the woman she once was. But how long would that spark survive? She didn’t seem to notice much of this mental change. The young woman was too fascinated by her physical transformation, which seemed to please her more and more. I instinctively knew this came from the parasite.

As the second day progressed, the changes in her body became increasingly evident and increasingly disturbing for an ordinary person. The transformation intensified, and it seemed as if the parasite was working not only externally but deep inside her to reshape her body according to its own design. Besides the parasite spreading across her skin, her body began to change in more noticeable ways. Her nipples, which initially still had the delicate form of human sensitivity, slowly began to elongate.

With each hour, they grew longer, slimmer, and took on a darker, metallic coloration. The shape of her breasts remained largely unchanged, but the new, elongated nipples looked alien, almost unnatural, as if they no longer belonged to a human body. They now stood out prominently, as if the parasite wanted to make its work visible here too. Fascinated, she played with them, twisting them between her slender fingers. I watched as she examined them, unable to look away, while her fingertips ran over the lengthening nipples.

Her lips also underwent noticeable changes. They became fuller, their curves more pronounced and sensual, as if being shaped for something greater, more significant. The rich, dark hue that spread across her lips matched her overall transformation. They glistened wetly, always inviting and suggestive, as if the moisture she constantly felt between her legs had also found its way there.

Her lower abdomen experienced a similarly disturbing transformation. What had once been an inconspicuous, natural appearance in her genital area became increasingly plumper and more prominent. Her labia grew, becoming larger and fuller, as if her body were in a constant state of arousal. She remained continuously wet, as if her bodily functions were now exclusively focused on this one need. The continuous moisture that settled on her skin made her thighs glisten, while the scent of her persistent arousal filled the air.

I would have liked to take her now, but she wasn’t quite ready yet. I had to wait a few more days. At least the three aliens served me as often as I wanted. Still, the desire for the woman drove me crazy. Something that the three didn’t trigger in me. This was probably because they were just drones, and the young woman was gradually transforming into a brood mother.

By the third day, the young woman’s transformation was in full swing. With each breath, each movement, her body seemed to move further away from the human form it once had. Her arousal became more intense; it was as if her body, now irrevocably controlled by the parasite, was programmed for an insatiable lust. She couldn’t stop touching herself. Her fingers constantly glided over her transformed nipples, over her entire body, and the now increasingly wet spot between her thighs. She seemed completely absorbed, lost in the sensual sensations her new body offered her.

The parasite continued to spread, the black, living lines crawling over her shoulders and beginning to reach the shape of her ears. The veins slithered like alien snakes across her skin, wrapping around her ears and settling there, as if the parasite were anchoring itself deeper in her mind.

I knew this experience; I had gone through it myself. And soon she began to reach out for me. I let her feel my presence at the edge of her consciousness, playing cat and mouse with her. But she wasn’t ready for me yet.

At the same time, her body continued to change. Her lips, already fuller, now took on an almost supernatural fullness. They swelled luxuriantly and shimmered in a dark, metallic tone that now also covered her nipples and the lower part of her body. The once delicate, rosy color was gone, replaced by a deep, alien hue reminiscent of the blue-silver tones of the aliens.

Her genital area also continued to transform. Her labia, already full and prominent, became even more pronounced, and they too took on this alien, shimmering tone. Her entire lower body now seemed designed to be in a constant state of readiness—wet, receptive, and almost insatiable.

At this stage, the parasite was no longer just a foreign invader manipulating her body. It had become an integral part of her, a second skin that not only shaped her physical form but also controlled her sensations. Her movements became more fluid, almost graceful, and her body responded to every touch with an intensity that went beyond human perception.

By the end of the third day, she was barely recognizable. She had become an eerie mixture of sensual, alien allure and human desperation, trapped in a body that continued to change, a body to which she increasingly surrendered.

On the fourth day, the young woman’s transformation had reached its frightening peak. Her body, now almost completely under the parasite’s control, was barely recognizable. Her once human skin had taken on a cold, metallic-blue hue that seemed to shimmer in the light. She appeared almost alien, with a smooth, perfect body that was both strange and fascinating.

Her breasts now protruded even more prominently, firm and perfectly shaped, with the long, dark nipples accentuating their form. Her entire body resembled a living sculpture, created to embody an alien concept of perfection.

Throughout the day, her transformation became even more disturbing. At first slowly, strands of her hair fell out. Eventually, larger clumps detached from her head until she was almost bald. Yet this loss hardly seemed to concern her, so absorbed was she by the strange, alien beauty her body had become. The baldness that emerged only enhanced her appearance, drawing more attention to her bright, luminous eyes and her full, sensual lips.

Simultaneously, another disturbing change began: her teeth, once flawless and human, started falling out one by one. At first, a few loosened, but soon entire rows of teeth fell out, as if they were no longer necessary for her transformed body. The process was eerily silent—no pain, just an occasional soft clicking sound when her teeth hit the floor.

What remained was a deep, dark, and constantly moist oral cavity. Her lips, now unnaturally full and seductive, stood in sharp contrast to the black, uncanny emptiness in her mouth. No teeth remained, only smooth, wet walls that shimmered slightly in the dim light. It was as if the parasite had redefined not only her body but also the function of her mouth.

By the dawn of the fifth day, her transformation was almost complete. There was no hair left on her head, and her eyes now glowed with a disturbing intensity that radiated an almost blinding, white light from her eye sockets. The parasite had completely enveloped her, with its smooth, black, organic-mechanical patterns wrapping around her neck and hips like a second skin. Her legs, muscular and fluid in their movements, resembled those of a creature that could effortlessly master any environment, while her arms and hands moved with an unnatural elegance and precision.

Her feet had taken on a new, distinctive form, higher and more pointed, almost like those of a ballet dancer, yet without the vulnerability of a human foot. It was as if she were permanently on tiptoe, yet without effort or pain. Instead of normal heels, her feet now featured high, biomechanical supports that functioned like integrated heels. These stilt-like structures gave her an alien height and the stability to move effortlessly. The dark, shiny lines of the parasite extended over her feet, encircled her ankles, and flowed along the heel, as if guiding each of her steps. The lines appeared like a network firmly controlling her body, and her feet were just another expression of this alien perfection.

On the sixth day, her transformation reached a point where she was completely detached from her former humanity. Her head was now entirely covered by a smooth, black mask that stretched seamlessly over her entire skull. This mask showed no trace of her once human features—her eyes were gone, as were her ears. It shimmered like polished obsidian and gave her face an uncanny, alien perfection. She looked like a living sculpture, without any emotional expression, as if the parasite had erased all remnants of her humanity.

Only her lips remained visible and dominated the entire appearance of her head. These unnaturally full, dark purple lips were constantly moist and appeared almost absurdly large compared to the smooth, motionless mask. Thick strands of saliva dripped incessantly from her lips, stretching with each breath and slowly flowing downward. Her mouth had become a source of endless moisture, and the shimmering threads gave her appearance a seductive yet terrifying presence. The lips themselves were soft and fleshy, always glistening with wetness, as if impatiently waiting for the moment of fulfillment, eager and exclusively fixated on satisfying my desire.

Her breasts had undergone a dramatic transformation in their final stage and were now significantly larger and firmer than ever before. They had taken on an unnaturally swollen, almost exaggerated size, much larger than they had originally been. Where her breasts were once soft and rounded, they now appeared almost like perfectly formed structures, flawlessly symmetrical and as firm as two watermelons. Their sheer size and firmness gave them an alien quality that emphasized the extreme, extraterrestrial perfection into which her body had been molded, leaving behind any trace of her once human softness.

Her nipples had transformed into an extreme form, far beyond human proportions. Now they were so long and pointed that one could completely grasp them with a hand. Each nipple protruded like a firm, slender cone from the flawlessly smooth surface of her swollen breasts. Their unusual length gave them an almost supernatural presence, both fascinating and disturbing, as if they embodied the full extent of the alien influence reshaping her body.

The texture of her nipples appeared firm yet slightly yielding, as if designed to respond with heightened sensitivity. Their dark, purple, almost metallic coloration reinforced the impression that they were designed for intense reactions to touch. This combination of firmness and sensitivity made them appear as if they had been deliberately formed to intensify every touch and further emphasize the alien perfection of her transformed body.

Her intimate area, which had already undergone significant changes, had now completely evolved into an alien, strange structure. What was once human had disappeared, replaced by a bizarre, almost grotesque, but undeniably enticing form. Her labia had grown considerably, now plump and swollen, their shape almost flower-like, with soft, lush curves. They appeared fleshy and substantial, yet maintained a smooth, elegant structure. The outer labia opened gently outward, resembling delicately opened petals and were suffused with a deep purple shimmer that glistened in the light.

Her clitoris had also undergone a dramatic transformation, now significantly larger and fuller than before, almost oversized compared to its original form. The tip was now permanently exposed, protruding distinctly from its surroundings.

The skin was smooth and taut, every curve emphasizing its function as an inviting, supernatural gateway. Between the outer lips, the inner structures were thicker and equally swollen, always moist and in a constant state of arousal. They remained slightly open, the inner folds glistening with wetness, as if her body was always ready for the moment of conception. The form had taken on a more substantial, fleshier appearance, firm yet soft to the touch. It seemed to pulse with life, as if it would respond to every touch with an intensity that far exceeded anything she had ever felt before. This hypersensitivity and permanent readiness gave it an almost magnetic attraction, as if waiting to be stimulated at any moment.

A constant flow of thick, clear fluid saturated her femininity, streaming incessantly in thick rivulets that steadily dripped to the floor, forming a small puddle around her. The fluid, rich and persistent, seemed to flow without end, creating a continuous stream that emphasized the transformation of her body into something completely alien, no longer bound by human limitations.

In her thoughts, everything revolved around a single goal—me. It was as if every impulse, every thought was focused only on me, as if the parasite had reshaped her mind so that she had only one desire: fulfillment through me. Her former wishes, dreams, and fears were completely erased. All that remained was an insatiable desire for my presence, for the act that would ultimately complete her transformation into what she was now destined to become. Her personality had been completely overwritten by these primitive, animalistic instincts, and her lips, her body—everything about her—called out incessantly for me, enticing and begging for satisfaction.


Chapter 11
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As I entered the breeding chamber, the moist, living atmosphere of the nest enveloped me. The room itself seemed to breathe, with an organic pulsation emanating from the shimmering, black walls, while the subdued light emphasized every movement. In the center of the room, arranged in a perfect circle, stood the eggs in which the remaining women still slept. Their forms were hidden, enclosed in the strange, translucent shells, silently waiting for their transformations to be completed.

But there, where once stood the egg of the young woman who had completed her transformation first, now lay the brood mother, firmly fused with the floor, as if she had become one with the space around her. Her arms and feet were deeply embedded in the organic mass of the floor, as if they belonged to the structure itself. Her legs were spread wide, allowing me to easily step between them. Her posture was completely open and inviting, yet simultaneously fixed, as her lower back and parts of her buttocks were also fused with the floor. This union left her no room for movement; she was completely prepared to serve her new purpose. The sight was both fascinating and disturbing, embodying the alien nature of her transformation while also indicating a deep submission to the role she was destined to fulfill. In this position, her breasts stood out firm and full from her body, her full nipples stretching upward lustfully.

The thick, clear fluid dripped incessantly between her legs and collected in an ever-growing puddle beneath her. This fluid mingled with the saliva flowing from her dripping, supernaturally full lips. The glistening puddle spreading across the chamber floor slowly drifted toward the center of the room. For a moment, I watched the spectacle. Meanwhile, she called and beckoned in silent pleas, completely ready for the next step that would lead her to ultimate fulfillment.

The three aliens stepped beside me and began to gently caress my body. Their touches were cool yet full of life, creating a sense of connection that instinctively led me to the brood mother. “It is time to fulfill your destiny,” one of the aliens whispered in my thoughts, her thoughts. “The brood mother waits for you. Her time has come, and yours too.” The words sounded both enticing and urgent. I felt the desire growing within me. “She is ready for the connection. You are the key to her completion.” The three became more insistent. “Fertilize her!” demanded the first. “Fertilize her!” “Fertilize her!” the other two joined in. The words echoed through my head. A wave of desire tried to crash over me.

“ENOUGH!” I responded sternly, silencing them. The three immediately reacted submissively, and the brood mother released a lustful moan from her thick lips. “Do not forget your place!” I scolded them, maintaining a strict, dominant tone. “You are here to serve ME!” I took a step forward. I stepped forward and left the three alien women behind me as I approached the brood mother.

Her body was majestic yet humble in its devotion. The full breasts rose and fell with the excited rhythm of her breath, while threads of saliva ran down from the corners of her mouth. The puddle that had formed beneath her reflected the light and looked like a glittering lake of lust and excitement. I let my gaze wander over her body, and in that moment I felt the relentless attraction emanating from her. I could smell the scent of her arousal in the air. It was a mixture of sweet, intense aromas that captured me and sharpened my senses.

When I reached for her breast, the brood mother let out a deep, sensual moan. The sound filled the room, and I could feel the other aliens flinching in a kind of reverence. Her touch was soft and warm, and I felt the energy flowing through her body as I let my fingers glide over the smooth skin.

“Take me,” she pleaded, her honey-sweet voice in my head dripping with desire. That was exactly what I had in mind. Taking a deep breath, I knelt before the brood mother. The air around us was filled with anticipation, every movement slow and deliberate. I could feel the energy of the nest humming beneath my skin, responding to the growing connection between us.

I took a deep breath and felt the scent of the moist, living air of the breeding chamber in my lungs. Slowly, I positioned my member against her pulsating, alien intimate area. Her body responded immediately, a gentle tremor running through her as she instinctively prepared for my contact. Her alien womb was completely open, ready to receive me. I felt the heat emanating from her as I approached.

Her most intimate areas opened willingly, a wet, pulsating invitation waiting for me. A gush of hot, clear fluid spurted forth, covering my throbbing shaft with an unusual warmth. The mixture of the substance produced by this alien anatomy and my own lust-driven state proved to be an intoxicating flow that ignited my nerves and intensified the connection between us. Slowly, I slid into her, feeling my flesh stretching and adapting to the strange new dimensions of her interior. Her walls contracted and pressed me firmly, as if wanting to welcome me.

“AAAGH... Ah yes...” The brood mother moaned softly, a deep, guttural sound that only intensified my desire. The sound seemed unnatural. The parasite had changed her mouth too much. My heartbeat accelerated, and I sensed the presence of the three alien women behind me. Their eyes sparkled expectantly, but I knew this moment belonged to me—not them. I pressed closer to her, my hips moving instinctively. My member slid slowly into her, and the feeling of being enveloped by this brood mother was overwhelming. Her inner walls contracted tightly, her moist warmth surrounding me.

Her alien walls contracted around me and pulled me deeper into her with each movement. It was as if her entire being was designed to take me in, to merge with me. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced—beyond human understanding. The warmth of her body enveloped me completely, her smooth, tight muscles moving rhythmically, as if the nest itself controlled every movement. The wet sounds of our connection echoed through the chamber, mingling with her deep, primal moans and the gentle hum of the nest’s pulsating energy.

I thrust deeper, her alien anatomy responding willingly, enveloping me in rhythmic waves that made my body tremble with anticipation. Each movement felt like an unspoken command between us – a language of flesh and heat that bypassed thought and spoke to something primal. The Broodmother’s body was made for this, perfectly designed to extract every last ounce of pleasure from me and in return be fertilized and complete her transformation.

The three aliens held back and observed in reverent silence as I took control of the moment. They had submitted to my authority, knowing that this act belonged not to their participation but to my leadership. Their presence fueled my dominance over the Broodmother, and as I penetrated deeper into her, I felt the connection between us growing – something deeper than mere physical lust. It was as if her essence was merging with mine, our destinies intertwined in this act of creation.

Her hips trembled beneath me, her body quivering with each deep, deliberate thrust. The puddle of clear fluid beneath her grew larger, reflecting the dim, organic light of the chamber as it spread beneath us. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as her body craved completion, release. The thick, sweet scent of her arousal filled the air, further intoxicating me as I increased my pace.

Her full, swollen breasts bounced with each movement, the sight driving me further into a state of uncontrollable lust. I grabbed her plump hips, feeling the firmness of her flesh under my hands as I thrust harder, faster, losing myself in the raw, primal rhythm that connected us. Her drooling lips formed silent pleas, her eyes half-closed with pleasure, and I knew she was ready – ready for what I would give her.

The Broodmother’s body was a temple of desire, and I was its god, ready to fulfill her destiny. The tension within me grew, every muscle tightening as I approached climax. Her walls contracted even tighter around me, pulling me deeper into her depths, and I felt the moment of completion approaching. My breaths became panting, hoarse thrusts as the world around me blurred into a veil of lust and heat.

And then, with one final thrust, I felt the explosion of release surge through me. My seed poured into her, filling her alien womb as her body convulsed in ecstasy. The Broodmother’s moans transformed into a deep, guttural cry of satisfaction, her body shaking violently beneath me as the nest seemed to vibrate in resonance with the moment of union. The walls around us trembled, amplifying the moment of connection between us and the nest, cemented in this act of creation. I felt her body taking in every trace of my essence, drawing it deep inside.

Her trembling subsided, replaced by a deep, contented sigh as her head fell back and her eyes closed in the aftermath of the intense discharge. The chamber was now quiet except for the gentle hum of the nest and our slowing breaths.

As I withdrew from her, I still felt the connection, a bond of energy that tied us both to the destiny of the nest. The Broodmother’s body lay still, glowing slightly in the dim light. Soon her belly would swell, filled with my brood, and she would face her final destiny.

The three alien women stepped forward, their eyes still filled with awe. They reached for me, and I allowed them to lead me away from the Broodmother. “Hail to you, Patriarch!”


Chapter 12
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The three aliens did not remain idle over the next three days. On the same day, they awakened another woman from her deep sleep. The blonde beauty who awoke before them was at least as attractive as the woman before her. Her body, perfect and flawless, embodied exactly what the nest demanded. She too had been chosen to become a new brood mother.

The three aliens circled the newly awakened woman, just as they had done before. Her blonde hair shimmered softly in the dim light of the nest. The warm, luminous hair gave her an almost ethereal aura, but she was still dazed as the first touches grazed her body. Delicate, cool fingers glided over her skin as the aliens explored her flawless form. Their movements were fluid, almost like a dance, with the woman at the center. But this time, the three alien women were more demanding – something seemed to have been awakened in them through the previous breeding process.

Their touches became more intense, the coolness of their fingers penetrating deeper into the woman’s skin, and each touch carried a palpable urgency. The blonde woman moaned softly as her body immediately responded to the alien energy surrounding her. Her breathing accelerated, her skin tingled under the rising heat that spread through her like a wave of desire. The aliens moved closer to her, their elegant feet, balanced on high heels, seemed to float weightlessly above the floor as they moved around her in synchrony, like predators circling their prey.

One of the aliens leaned down to her, her lips just a breath away from the blonde woman’s cheek. She breathed cool air onto her skin, while another let her fingers slide deeper, exploring and claiming every soft curve that yielded under the coordinated touches. The touches were no longer just gentle – they were urgent, demanding. The blonde woman moaned softly, unable to resist the rising desire growing within her as the aliens fueled her lust.

“It is time,” whispered one of the aliens, her voice echoing in the woman’s thoughts.

Three days had passed since that moment, and the transformation of the blonde woman was now in full swing. Her once human body was changing rapidly under the influence of the parasite growing within her. I had observed everything silently, enjoying the slow erosion of her will as she yielded to the nest. Soon she would be as perfect as the brood mother who now stood before me.

Her body had merged with the floor of the nest. The organic material that made up the nest grew in and around her, like veins stretching across her skin. Her arms and legs were completely integrated into the living, breathing material, rendering her completely immobile. Her back and abdomen were firmly connected to the structure, making any movement impossible. Her body had been transformed into a perfect birthing machine.

The organic tentacles connecting her to the nest pulsated gently, as if the nest were breathing through her, living through her. Her belly was already swollen, undeniable proof that her pregnancy was progressing much faster than would be the case with a human woman. The transformation had completely taken hold of her. Her body, now serving the breeding process, was no longer human, but an instrument of the nest – created to bring forth new life. She looked grotesquely seductive.

Her breasts were full and heavy, swollen with fertility, and her oversized, dark nipples constantly dripped milk. Each drop slowly seeped from the erect tips, gathering briefly before sliding down her body. The thick, white fluid mixed with the moisture that flowed incessantly from her widely spread legs. Together with the sticky, transparent threads of saliva that continuously dripped from her wet lips, all these bodily fluids formed a steady stream.

All her juices eventually flowed to the center of the breeding chamber, where they collected in a natural, organic-looking basin that seemed like a living part of the nest. This basin of milk, saliva, and bodily fluids grew steadily, silent evidence of the fertility that the nest demanded. This basin would soon grow even larger, once all the brood mothers had taken their rightful places.

My stiff cock rested heavily on her deformed, drooling lips, as if lying on a pillow. They formed gently around it, while her sticky saliva slowly ran over my tip. Her mouth trembled slightly, and in my thoughts I heard her urgent pleading, filled with desire and submission, echoing like a whispering call in my head: “Feed me.”

I was happy to oblige. My tip pressed slowly between her transformed lips, and immediately I felt her mouth, smooth and empty, enveloping me. Unlike the other three alien women, the brood mother no longer had a tongue – her mouth was nothing more than a tight, wet tube that closed firmly around my shaft. Each thrust was accompanied by the warm, uniform tightness of her throat, while her saliva continuously flowed over my shaft. It felt wonderful. Better than any normal woman could ever provide.

This wasn’t the first time I had fucked her mouth. Over the past three days, I had already enjoyed her extensively. Yet despite this repeated experience, I still hadn’t grown accustomed to the glorious, fulfilling sensation. It was the perfect distraction from her increasingly deep, transforming pussy, which remained off-limits to me during her pregnancy to avoid endangering the brood. Nevertheless, I felt an unstoppable hunger that boiled up inside me every time I saw her swollen, soft lips closing around my shaft.

I continued working the brood mother’s throat, her deep, gurgling sounds filling the room as she took my entire length. The suction of her hole and her glistening, wet lips increased my desire with each thrust, and the sight of her swollen, milk-filled breasts made me tremble with arousal. Her body twitched and cramped, unable to suppress the waves of lust raging within her, as I mercilessly used every part of her being for my own pleasure.

Moaning and panting, I felt the tension rising in my testicles, an unmistakable sign that the release of my seed was imminent. Even though I couldn’t fuck her pussy, I had no intention of wasting a single drop. My desire for her was too strong, and my craving for her complete submission drove me further.

My hips crashed into her face with each thrust, my hunger for climax growing with every moment. She gagged on my hard shaft, her throat contracting and releasing, yet she willingly took it all in, driven by deep, primal instincts as she gasped for air. The room was filled with a chorus of gurgling, slurping sounds that intensified with each thrust, while my entire body trembled under the impending climax. My hands gripped her swollen breasts, their weight and warmth in my palms feeling as if they were made for this—to be squeezed and kneaded.

The thick, warm milk flowed from her nipples and ran over my fingers, mixing with the sweat and other bodily fluids that soaked the floor of the breeding chamber. The air was heavy with an intoxicating aroma—a sweet, sensual mix of her arousal and the sharp scent of milk that drove me deeper into an animalistic state of desire. Each breath pulled my consciousness further into a primal lust that was purely driven by instinct to fill her, to dominate her, and to claim her as part of the nest.

With one final, deep thrust, I penetrated her to the hilt, feeling her muscles contract around my shaft as my orgasm shot through me. A hot wave coursed through my body, and I felt my seed flowing down her throat as she greedily swallowed everything. Her body twitched and trembled beneath me, yet she took every drop. As I finally withdrew from her mouth, I left a glistening trail of my semen and her saliva on her deformed, saliva-soaked lips. Her body, deeply merged with the nest, continued to respond to my touches like a perfect, obedient incubator.

My hand gently stroked her skin, already taut and stretched under the weight of her pregnancy. The warm waves of her growing fertility vibrated in the air, and I could hardly wait for the moment when she would finally be ready to bring new life into the world. In just a few days, she would give birth—the first of many. Together, we would strengthen the nest, secure its future, and ensure that it would provide a home for generations to come, to thrive and grow. My thoughts circled around the future of the nest, around the vision unfolding before me.

I stepped back and observed the first signs of the new generation growing deep within her. Her voluptuous breast, rising and falling with each breath, and her steadily growing belly—all this was living testimony to our joint efforts. The living connections of the nest pulsated beneath the surface of her skin, as if driven by a shared heartbeat. Soon she would make her contribution by bringing forth the first new life.

I had to ensure that she and the coming brood were safe. My dreams had shown me that it wasn’t this nest I served, but another, far away. There had been a war, one that the original nest had barely survived. The memories of it felt so vivid, as if I had experienced it myself, though I had never been there. The nest I now protected wasn’t the one from my dreams—it was a remnant, built upon the ruins of another.

The old nest had once been powerful, home to countless generations living in perfect harmony. But this power had been shattered when their enemies ruthlessly devastated everything. Only a small part had survived and fled here to begin anew in silence. This new nest was weak, vulnerable, and yet it was the only hope of restoring the lost strength.


Chapter 13

[image: ]

As I entered the breeding chamber, I felt a wave of humid warmth envelop me. The temperature here, deep inside the alien ship, was noticeably higher, a stark contrast to the sterile, cold corridors I had just traversed. The air was thick, almost difficult to breathe, filled with a strange, sweet scent that immediately surrounded me. The walls, black and shimmering, pulsed gently in a rhythmic beat, as if they were alive, while the faint, diffuse light seemed to dance upon them, casting ghostly shadows. These shadows moved almost organically, as if they themselves were part of the living structure of the room.

The room seemed alive, almost as if it were breathing. Each step I took caused the floor to give way gently beneath my feet, as if it were made of an elastic yet firm material. In the center of this organic chamber, two brood mothers lay deeply embedded in their nests, while the third was still in her transformation process. The three female aliens stood silently around the first brood mother, their eyes glowing in the dim light, their movements synchronized as they approached her.

Their long, slender fingers gently stroked the swollen belly of the brood mother, which trembled under the signs of imminent birth. There was no moaning, no human sound—only a deep, gurgling, smacking noise that escaped from her body as the first egg began its way out. The pressure in the air grew, as if the room itself was anticipating the release of life that would unfold.

In this moment, I felt the whispers of the aliens penetrate my mind. Their words were clear and echoed directly in my thoughts: “Soon life will begin here. You will witness the renewal, the cycle that never ends.” Their voices were gentle, almost soothing, as they mentally guided the brood mother through the birth. “The brood will be strong, and through it the nest will thrive.”

With another deep tremor, the first egg, about the size of a fist and enclosed in a firm yet elastic shell, appeared from the brood mother’s body. Slowly and slickly, it rolled across the wet floor, supported by the bodily fluids that gently carried it to the basin in the center of the room. It felt as if the birth itself was part of a greater plan, a perfect harmony that filled the space.

The aliens remained in concentrated silence, their hands resting gently on the brood mother’s body as the second egg began to appear. The rhythmic contractions of her body were accompanied by the steady, wet sound as the egg slid out and found its way into the collection basin of fluids. The voices of the aliens continued to echo in my mind: “Each egg is a new beginning, a new future. The nest will grow, and through us it will flourish.”

Finally, the third egg appeared, shining and perfectly formed, enveloped by the fluids that guided it across the slippery floor to join the others in the basin. All three eggs now rested safely in the growing pool, ready to bring forth new life.

A reverent silence followed. The brood mother, exhausted and completely still, remained in place, her body fully connected to the floor. The aliens slowly and methodically withdrew, their attention now turning to the second brood mother, whose time would soon come. The room, alive and pulsating, seemed to prepare for the next phase. The final words of the aliens echoed in my mind: “This is only the beginning. Through this brood, the nest will endure—strong and unstoppable.”

They were right. I would ensure that the nest regained its strength—stronger than ever before. Strong enough that none of the other nests would ever dare to threaten us again. This thought hit me like lightning, and I felt a determined clarity spread within me.

As I looked at the eggs floating in the white, cloudy fluid of the basin, I realized that each one was part of this plan. They were the future, the core of the new power. An invisible bond to them grew within me, a pulsating, living energy that drew me deep into the heart of this brood. They were developing in this dense substance that provided them with everything they needed to soon hatch and fill the nest with new strength.

The development was already well advanced. In a few weeks, these embryos would mature into full-grown drones, ready to defend and serve the nest. Their form was already recognizable, the delicate outlines of their limbs and the first signs of their hard, chitinous armor becoming visible beneath the transparent shell of the eggs.

I could literally feel the life pulsing within them, how they already radiated a power in their early stages that would soon reach full maturity. Each of these aliens would serve me. I couldn’t help but smile. I felt an inexplicable pride and excitement rising within me. Yes, the nest was facing joyful days, and with each new brood mother, it would grow faster. There was much work ahead of me. Many bodies to breed. Many eggs to fertilize.

To be continued…


Bonus-Inhalt

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit

Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867

John Reed lag ausgestreckt auf einer kalten, metallischen Oberfläche, als er schlagartig erwachte. Sein Körper war angespannt, Adrenalin jagte durch seine Adern. Er blinzelte in die blasse, fremdartige Umgebung, die in fahles Licht getaucht war, das aus unsichtbaren Quellen strömte. Die Kammer, in der er sich befand, war klein und umgeben von hohen Glaswänden. So weit sein Auge reichte, reihten sich endlose Kammern aneinander, wie eine verzerrte Spiegelwelt. 

Die Luft war fremd, frei von allen vertrauten Gerüchen, ersetzt durch einen sterilen, synthetischen Duft, der unangenehm in seiner Nase verweilte. Panik kroch in ihm hoch, dicht und erdrückend. Sie waberte wie Rauch, suchte nach Anhaltspunkten – doch vergebens. Vor ihm ragte eine massive Glassäule auf, die in einer Decke aus mattiertem Glas endete. Die Stille war bedrückend. John fühlte sich abgeschnitten von allem Vertrauten. Was für ein Ort war das? Was war geschehen? Wer hatte ihn hierher gebracht? Warum? 

Die Fragen tobten durch seinen Kopf, ein Schwarm wütender Gedanken, die Antworten verlangten. Doch es war mehr als physische Gefangenschaft – es war das Gefühl völliger Isolation. Der Eindruck, von der Welt losgelöst zu sein, lastete schwer auf ihm. John konnte das Pochen seines eigenen Herzschlags hören, laut und widerhallend, als ob das Echo seiner Angst den Raum füllte. 

Er versuchte, sich aufzusetzen, doch sein Körper verweigerte den Gehorsam. Seine Beine und Glieder blieben reglos. Nur seinen Kopf konnte er bewegen. Die kalte Oberfläche unter ihm verstärkte das Gefühl der Hilflosigkeit. Er war im eigenen Körper gefangen. 

»John Reed, wach auf.« Die Stimme ließ ihn zusammenzucken. Tief, resonant, und weiblich. Er zuckte zusammen, seine Augen suchten hastig die Kammer ab. Über ihm schwebte eine leuchtende Gestalt, die sich von der gläsernen Decke löste. Sie glitt herab, als ob die Schwerkraft keinerlei Einfluss auf sie hätte. Ihre Bewegungen waren anmutig und fließend, als sie sich ihm näherte. John konnte seinen Blick nicht von ihrer erhabenen Erscheinung lösen. Ihre alabasterfarbene Haut schimmerte leicht biolumineszent, und ihre Augen waren tiefe violette Seen, voll uralter Weisheit, viel zu tief für jemanden, der so jung erschien. 

Sie trug einen eng sitzenden Ganzkörperanzug, der ihre schlanke Figur betonte und jede ihrer Kurven unterstrich. Ein einzelner Strang pfirsichfarbener Haare hatte sich aus dem strengen Zopf gelöst und umrahmte ihr Gesicht, wie eine zarte Ranke, die gen Himmel strebte. 

»Ich bin die Herrin der Zuchtbullen«, stellte sie sich vor. Ihre Stimme war ruhig und klar, durchbrach die Stille der Kammer wie ein sanfter Windhauch. »Du wurdest auserwählt, John Reed. Du bist die letzte Hoffnung für das Überleben unserer Spezies.« 

Der Mann rang darum, das Gehörte zu verarbeiten. »Was meinst du?« flüsterte er, als ob er seine Stimme zum ersten Mal benutzte. »Ich bin wofür auserwählt?« John starrte die Frau fassungslos an. Sein Verstand drehte sich in einem Strudel aus Verwirrung und Angst. 

»Unsere Welt, John Reed, hat einen Punkt der Verzweiflung erreicht. Jahrhunderte der selektiven Zucht haben eine genetische Sackgasse geschaffen, die uns nur weiblichen Nachwuchs hinterlässt. Wir suchen verzweifelt nach einer Lösung, um unsere Population wieder ins Gleichgewicht zu bringen. Hier kommst du ins Spiel.« Die Herrin hielt inne, ließ ihre Worte sinken, bevor sie weitersprach. 

»Dein unvollkommenes genetisches Erbe, John Reed, ist die perfekte Übereinstimmung für das ideale männliche Exemplar, das wir benötigen. Deine DNA wird verwendet, um eine neue Generation von Männern zu schaffen, die das Gleichgewicht in unserer Gesellschaft wiederherstellen können. Du wirst Hunderte von Kindern zeugen und so das Fortbestehen unserer Spezies sichern.« 

John starrte die Herrin ungläubig an und versuchte, das Ausmaß dessen zu begreifen, was sie ihm sagte. Wie konnte das möglich sein? »Meinst du das ernst?« murmelte er und kämpfte immer noch darum, seine Stimme zu finden. 

»Kein Scherz, John Reed, du bist im Jahr 2867.« Der Mann wusste nicht, wie er auf eine solche Offenbarung reagieren sollte. »Wenn das wahr ist, wie bin ich hierhergekommen?« Die Herrin sah ihn mit ihren durchdringenden violetten Augen an, ihr Blick unbeirrbar. »Du bist ein direktes Abbild eines Mannes, der 1990 geboren wurde«, erklärte sie ruhig. 

»Wie habt ihr das gemacht?« fragte John unfassbar. Die Herrin schenkte ihm ein schwaches Lächeln, bevor sie antwortete. 

»Wir können nicht in die Vergangenheit reisen, um eine Person von dort in die Zukunft zu bringen, aber wir können sie exakt kopieren, John Reed. Du bist ein Klon, eine perfekte Kopie.« Die Stimme der Herrin hallte in der Kammer wieder, als sie fortfuhr. »Du bist ein Produkt unserer fortschrittlichen Wissenschaft, entwickelt, um die Gene unserer Vorfahren zu bewahren.« 

Das war Wahnsinn, ein schlechter Witz! Wie konnte er ein Klon sein? Der Mann erinnerte sich an seine Kindheit, an seinen miesen Job und an sein schäbiges Apartment, in dem er allein in seinem Bett lag. Und dann, eines Tages, wachte er plötzlich in einer völlig anderen Realität auf. Alles fühlte sich an wie ein Science-Fiction-Film. »Aber ich bin... ich!« stammelte der Mann, während er die Last dieser unfassbaren Offenbarung auf seinen Schultern spürte. Er konnte die Vorstellung nicht akzeptieren, dass er nur ein Klon war. 

»Du bist John Reed, aber nicht der John Reed, der 1990 geboren wurde.« Die Herrin berührte sanft den Arm des Mannes, eine Geste, die ihn trösten sollte. Ihre Haut war unglaublich weich, die weichste, die er je gefühlt hatte. Die Berührung verursachte Gänsehaut auf seiner Haut, und es war, als würden tausend Schmetterlingsflügel ihn streifen. 

»Du wirst eine gute Zeit mit uns haben, John Reed; wir werden gut für dich sorgen«, versicherte sie ihm. Ihre Augen trafen seine und strahlten eine beruhigende Wärme aus. »Sobald wir dich beurteilt haben, wirst du deinen perfekten Platz bei uns finden, John Reed.« 

Als die Herrin den Raum durchquerte, konnte der Mann nicht anders, als ihre makellose Schönheit zu bewundern. Ihre Bewegungen waren präzise und dennoch anmutig, wie die einer Tänzerin, die eine perfekt einstudierte Routine aufführt. Jeder Schritt, jede Geste trug einen Sinn von Zweck und Vertrauen in sich, der ihrem zerbrechlich wirkenden Äußeren widersprach. Ihre Hand berührte den kalten Metalltisch, und mit einer eleganten Leichtigkeit schwebte sie zur Decke.

weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jörn.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen…


Erotische Kurzgeschichten Band 1 

Tauchen Sie ein in eine Welt voller Leidenschaft und sinnlicher Verführung mit meinen exklusiven Buchband «Erotische Kurzgeschichten Band 1«. Diese außergewöhnliche Sammlung erotischer Kurzgeschichten ist der perfekte Begleiter für all jene, die das besondere Knistern zwischen den Zeilen suchen.

weiterlesen… 

Erotische Kurzgeschichten Band 2 

Tauchen Sie ein in eine Welt voller Leidenschaft und sinnlicher Verführung mit meinen exklusiven Buchband «Erotische Kurzgeschichten Band 2«. Diese außergewöhnliche Sammlung erotischer Kurzgeschichten ist der perfekte Begleiter für all jene, die das besondere Knistern zwischen den Zeilen suchen.

weiterlesen… 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen…


Linke Feministin: Fatale Vereinbarung 

Ein Geschäftsmann wird nach einer Podiumsdiskussion an der Universität von einer linken Feministin angegriffen. Um eine Schadensersatzklage zu vermeiden, die sie finanziell niemals tragen könnte, macht sie einen Deal mit ihm. Sie bekommt sein Eigentum für dreißig Tage.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

Jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jörn findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Jörn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen delikaten kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, solange meine beiden Kinder mich als alleinerziehende Mutter in Ruhe lassen. Diesmal habe ich etwas Neues ausprobiert. Statt der üblichen 3. Person-Perspektive habe ich diesen Roman in der 1. Person geschrieben. Ich hoffe, er gefällt dir.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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