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Minnie never expected an alien to appear in her backyard with a proposition for her hucow body...

When a lavender-skinned extraterrestrial named Ahonz offers Minnie advanced alien technology to control her milk production, all she has to do is carry seventeen alien embryos for thirty days.

The arrangement comes with mind-blowing alien …ahem… relations, glowing iridescent milk, and an extraction process more pleasurable than she ever imagined…

Alien Eggs for the Hucow is a comedic hucow sci-fi erotic story full of creamy alien goodness. Intended for readers 18+. 10,000 words.


ALIEN EGGS FOR THE HUCOW

A Hucow Holiday Special

X. Callisto


ONE

The first sign that Easter weekend was going to be weird as hell came when Minnie's boobs started leaking during her morning yoga session.

She was in downward dog, stretching her calves, when she felt the familiar warm trickle running down her chest. Honestly, it was getting ridiculous how often this happened. Six months into her hucow transformation, she still hadn't figured out the perfect timing for her milking schedule.

"Damn it," she muttered, watching as droplets of milk pattered onto her yoga mat. She straightened up, sighing as she grabbed a nearby towel to mop up the mess.

About half a year ago, Minnie volunteered for an experimental program that genetically modified her to produce milk continuously. Like, a lot of milk.

The upsides: she got paid handsomely for her "output," she now had the most magnificent rack known to womankind, and the hormones gave her a perpetual happy buzz that made antidepressants look like amateur hour.

The downsides: spontaneous leakage at inconvenient moments, having to plan her entire life around milking sessions, and the strange looks she got when she had to explain why she suddenly needed to duck out of dinner plans because her special bra had reached maximum capacity.

Minnie headed to her special milking chair—a custom-made recliner that had basically replaced her couch as the centerpiece of her living room. The chair had attachments for the automatic pumps, cup holders for her protein shakes, and enough padding to make a memory foam mattress jealous. It was where she spent at least four hours of her day, and she'd kitted it out with a small side table for her laptop, a remote caddy, and a little bell she could ring if she needed her roommate Trixie to bring her snacks.

"Trix!" she called out, settling into the chair and attaching the pumps to her swollen breasts with practiced ease. "I'm starting early today! Can you grab me a bagel?"

There was no answer, which was weird because Trixie was usually up by now, making her signature protein-packed green smoothies that tasted like lawn clippings but apparently contained enough nutrients to "sustain life through a nuclear winter." Her words, not Minnie's.

"Trixie?" she called again, the pumps already whirring to life. The relief was immediate as they started drawing milk from her aching breasts, the gentle pulling sensation almost pleasant after the uncomfortable fullness.

Still no answer. She grabbed her phone and sent her a quick text. Where are you? My boobs are about to explode, and I'm out of those blueberry protein bars.

She settled back, scrolling through TikTok while the machines did their work. There was a whole community of hucows online now—some professional like her, others just enthusiasts who took the supplements to induce lactation. She followed at least twenty accounts of women showing off their milking setups, sharing recipes for boosting production, and occasionally posting thirst traps of milk-soaked t-shirts that toed the line of community guidelines.

Halfway through her session, Minnie heard a strange noise from the backyard. It was a low, pulsing hum that made the windows rattle slightly. Probably just the neighbor's kid with another science project gone wrong. Last month, he'd managed to short out the power on their entire block trying to build some kind of homemade Tesla coil.

But then the humming got louder, and there was a flash of light so bright it penetrated through her closed blinds, casting long shadows across her living room.

"What the hell?" she muttered, reluctantly detaching herself from the pumps. She grabbed her robe—specially designed with easy access panels for milking—and cinched it around her waist as she headed to the back door.

The sight that greeted her when she stepped onto her small patio defied all logic.

There, hovering about three feet off the ground over her sad attempt at a vegetable garden, was what could only be described as a spacecraft. It wasn't huge—maybe the size of a small car—and it was shaped like an elongated egg with a pearlescent surface that shifted colors in the morning light.

"Nope," Minnie said out loud, turning around to go back inside. "Not today, Satan."

But before she could retreat, a panel slid open on the bottom of the craft, and a beam of soft blue light extended to the ground. Her feet suddenly felt rooted to the spot as something began to descend through the light.

The creature that emerged was... not what she expected. She meant, she didn't know what she expected from an alien, but it wasn't this.

He—and she was assuming it was a he based on his overall vibe, though who knew with extraterrestrials—stood about her height, with a humanoid form that was slightly too perfect to be human. His skin was a pale lavender color that shifted subtly, almost like it was responding to the surroundings. He had two arms, two legs, a torso, and a head, all proportioned like a Renaissance sculpture come to life. His face had features in all the right places—two large, almond-shaped eyes that were solid silver without pupils, a small nose, and a mouth that seemed to be smiling slightly.

The alien was wearing a form-fitting bodysuit made of a material that resembled liquid metal. A small device attached to his wrist pulsed with gentle light.

"Greetings, Lactating One," he said, his voice surprisingly melodious and accented with what sounded bizarrely like a British accent. "I am Ahonz from the Nebuleon Cluster. I have traveled 3.7 galactic parsecs to meet a specimen like yourself."

Minnie blinked rapidly, wondering if the hormones from her treatment had finally made her hallucinate.

"I'm... having a psychotic break," she decided aloud. "Too much prolactin in my system. I should call Dr. Henderson."

The alien—Ahonz—tilted his head curiously. "You are experiencing cognitive dissonance. This is a common reaction to first contact. Allow me to prove my existence."

He touched the device on his wrist, and suddenly Minnie's entire body felt weightless. She looked down to see herself hovering about six inches off her patio.

"Holy shit!" she yelped, flailing her arms. Her robe flapped open, exposing her milk-heavy breasts, which immediately started leaking from the excitement. "Put me down!"

Ahonz did, looking somewhat abashed. "Apologies. I find that a small demonstration of technology usually helps humans process the reality of the situation."

She clutched her robe closed, heart pounding. "Okay. Okay. You're an alien. From space. In my backyard. Why?"

His silver eyes seemed to brighten. "I have been monitoring Earth's communications and discovered your planet's recent advancements in bovine-human hybridization. The concept of humans who can produce nutrient-rich secretions fascinates us."

"You mean... You came all this way because of... hucows?" she asked incredulously.

Ahonz nodded enthusiastically. "On my planet, fluid exchange is a sacred form of communication and bonding. We have been searching the galaxy for compatible species. When we intercepted images and data about your kind, I volunteered to make first contact."

Minnie wasn't sure whether to be flattered or offended that aliens had been watching hucow TikToks.

"So what do you want from me?" she asked cautiously, suddenly aware that her milking session was interrupted and her breasts were starting to ache again.

Ahonz's expression became almost reverent. "I wish to propose a mutually beneficial arrangement. My species requires new genetic material to diversify our population. In return, we can offer technological advancements that would significantly improve your quality of life."

She narrowed her eyes. "Are you... propositioning me? Like, for alien sex?"

"Not precisely," Ahonz replied, though if aliens could blush, she swore he'd be turning a deeper shade of purple. "Rather, I am proposing a temporary genetic fusion that would result in the incubation of several Nebuleonian embryos. The process is pleasurable and would actually enhance your current lactation capabilities."

Minnie crossed her arms over her chest, which only served to squirt milk through her robe. "Let me get this straight. You want me to be pregnant with alien eggs, and in return, you'll give me... what exactly?"

Ahonz's face lit up, literally—a soft glow emanated from beneath his skin. "We can offer you lactation enhancements that would triple your production without discomfort, a neural interface that would allow you to control your let-down reflex mentally, and a portable stabilization field that would prevent unwanted leakage in public situations."

She paused, considering. The ability to control when she leaked would be life-changing. No more embarrassing moments during yoga or grocery shopping or that one horrifying incident during her nephew's piano recital.

"And these eggs... what happens after they're... You know, done cooking?"

"They would be safely transported back to my homeworld via a painless extraction process," Ahonz explained. "The entire gestation period is only thirty of your Earth days, and the embryos would remain in suspended animation until then, causing no physical changes to your body except for enhancing your natural production systems."

Minnie should have been running inside and calling the FBI or NASA or whoever handled alien encounters. Instead, she found herself curiously intrigued. Maybe it was the hucow hormones making her more open-minded, or maybe it was just that after six months of having her life revolve around her milk production, this didn't seem that much weirder.

"Can I think about it?" she asked, pulling her robe tighter.

Ahonz nodded. "Of course. I will remain in orbit for three of your Earth days. If you decide to accept my proposal, simply come to this spot and activate this." He handed her what looked like a small crystal that pulsed with soft light. "It will signal me to return."

And just like that, he stepped back into the beam of light, rising up into his ship, which promptly vanished with a soft popping sound.

Minnie stood there for a full minute, staring at the empty space above her failed tomato plants, the crystal warm in her palm.

"What the actual fuck," she whispered to herself, before heading back inside to finish her interrupted milking session.


TWO

"You're telling me an alien visited you this morning and asked to impregnate you with his eggs?" Trixie asked, her green smoothie forgotten as she stared at Minnie across their kitchen island. “Girl, you’ve been eating too much Easter chocolate again. It’s going to your brain!”

Minnie nodded, showing her the crystal that was now sitting between them. "He said his name is Ahonz, and he's from the... Nebula something cluster."

Trixie poked the crystal skeptically. "And you're actually considering this? Minnie, this is insane. Even for you."

"Says the woman who spent three thousand dollars on a 'quantum healing bed' last year," Minnie retorted.

"That's different! That was backed by science!"

"It was backed by a guy named Moonfire who sells crystals out of his van."

Trixie waved her hand dismissively. "The point is, you can't seriously be thinking about letting some alien knock you up."

Minnie shrugged, wincing as she felt the familiar pressure building in her breasts again. It had only been two hours since her last session, but her production had been increasing steadily over the past few weeks. "He said it would only take thirty days, and they'd just be eggs, not actual alien babies growing inside me. Plus, he offered me technology that would let me control my milk production. Do you know how amazing that would be?"

Trixie's expression softened slightly. She'd seen Minnie struggle with the less glamorous aspects of hucow life—the constant leaking, the scheduling nightmare, the way she had to plan every outing around her milking needs.

"What if it's dangerous?" she asked, more gently now. "What if these eggs take over your body or something? Haven't you seen 'Alien'?"

Minnie rolled her eyes. "I don't think Ahonz is planning to chest-burst me. He seemed... nice. Polite, even. And he said the process is non-invasive."

"Non-invasive alien impregnation," Trixie repeated flatly. "That's definitely a new one."

The pressure in Minnie's chest was becoming uncomfortable now, and she gestured toward her room. "I need to pump again. Want to continue this ethics debate while I'm hooked up to the machines?"

Trixie grabbed her smoothie and followed her, still shaking her head. "I can't believe we're having this conversation. You know what? I'm calling Jerry. He works for that government research lab—maybe he knows something about alien protocols."

"Please don't tell my brother that an alien wants to put eggs in me," Minnie groaned, settling into her milking chair. "He already thinks the hucow thing is weird enough."

But Trixie was already dialing, and Minnie resigned herself to an uncomfortable family discussion as she hooked herself up to the pumps again.

***

Three days later, Minnie found herself standing in her backyard at midnight, wearing her best sundress (with built-in leakproof padding, of course) and clutching the crystal.

Her brother Jerry, despite his government connections, had no helpful information about alien encounters beyond suggesting she "run the other way." Thankfully, he thought it was all a joke.

Minnie took a deep breath and squeezed the crystal, which immediately began to glow brighter, pulsing in a rhythm that somehow matched her heartbeat.

Within moments, the air above her vegetable garden shimmered, and the egg-shaped craft appeared, hovering silently. The blue beam extended to the ground, and Ahonz descended gracefully, looking exactly as she remembered him.

"You have decided to accept my proposal," he said, his silver eyes seeming to sparkle in the moonlight.

Minnie nodded, suddenly nervous. "I have some conditions, though. I want to know exactly what the process involves, I want to be able to back out at any time, and I want written instructions for all the technology you're giving me."

Ahonz tilted his head. "These are reasonable requests. I can provide a neural interface that will allow me to share the complete process visually with you before we begin. As for the technology, I can provide thought-imprint instructions that will activate when you first use each device."

"That... works, I guess," she said, thrown off by how accommodating he was being. She'd expected more resistance or at least some alien confusion about human concerns.

"Before we proceed, I must ask: have you prepared your body with sufficient hydration? The process will increase your fluid production significantly, and proper hydration is essential."

Minnie patted her purse, which contained three water bottles. "I'm good. Hydration is already a big part of hucow life."

Ahonz nodded approvingly. "Excellent. May I invite you aboard my vessel? The procedure is brief but requires specific environmental conditions."

She glanced back at her house, where she knew Trixie was probably watching through the blinds. "Let me just text my roommate first."

After sending Trixie a quick message (Getting on the spaceship now. If I'm not back by morning, tell my mom I love her and that the casserole recipe she wants is in the blue folder), she stepped into the blue light beam with Ahonz.

The sensation was bizarre—like being gently pulled upward by every cell in her body at once. Within seconds, she was standing inside the spacecraft, which was much roomier than it appeared from the outside.

The interior was minimalist and elegant, with curved walls that glowed with soft light and what appeared to be a medical examination table in the center. There were no sharp edges anywhere, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla.

"Please, make yourself comfortable," Ahonz gestured to the table. "I will prepare the genetic fusion matrix."

Minnie awkwardly perched on the edge of the table, which adjusted to her body temperature the moment she touched it. "So... do you do this often? Travel around the galaxy collecting genetic material?"

Ahonz moved to a console, his fingers dancing over symbols that shifted and changed. "I am a Genetic Diversity Specialist, which is a position of great honor in my society. However, this is my first solo mission to Earth. Your species is of particular interest due to your remarkable adaptability."

"And the whole milk thing? That's... appealing to your people?"

Ahonz's skin rippled slightly, which she was beginning to think was the equivalent of a smile. "Like I said, nutrient exchange is the foundation of Nebuleonian relationships. Your ability to produce such rich biological fluid makes you an ideal candidate for genetic fusion."

"Right," Minnie muttered, not entirely sure if she should be flattered or creeped out. "So how exactly does this work? Am I going to feel these eggs growing inside me?"

Ahonz approached with what looked like a thin silver circlet. "This neural interface will show you the complete process. May I?"

She nodded, and he gently placed the circlet on her head. Immediately, her vision was filled with detailed imagery—she could see microscopic views of cells merging, feel the sensation of energy flowing through her body, and understand somehow that the eggs would be microscopic until extraction, nested within specialized fluid sacs that would enhance rather than impede her normal functions.

"The eggs require the unique nutritional properties found in your lactation fluid," Ahonz explained as the vision continued. "They will stimulate increased production but will remain dormant otherwise. The extraction process will be similar to what you call 'pumping,' but more efficient."

The neural interface showed her the technology he was offering—a small disc that could be placed between her breasts to control milk flow, a portable field generator disguised as a bracelet that prevented leakage, and a nutrient conversion system that would reduce her food intake needs while maintaining energy levels.

When the vision ended, Minnie blinked rapidly, adjusting to normal sight again. "That was... intense. But I think I understand now."

"Do you wish to proceed?" Ahonz asked, standing respectfully at a distance.

She took a deep breath. The process seemed reasonable, the benefits substantial, and honestly, the idea of being part of an interstellar genetic exchange program was kind of cool. How many other hucows could put "alien egg surrogate" on their resume?

"Yes," she decided. "Let's do this."


THREE

Ahonz's skin glowed brighter. "Wonderful! Please recline and try to relax. The genetic fusion takes approximately fifteen to twenty of your Earth minutes."

Minnie lay back on the table, which molded perfectly to her body. Ahonz placed his hands a few inches above her abdomen, and they began to emit a soft, pulsing light. The light spread, enveloping her entire body in a warm, tingling sensation.

"Your genetic structure is remarkably compatible," Ahonz commented, sounding impressed. "The fusion is proceeding at optimal efficiency."

The sensation intensified, focusing particularly in her breasts and lower abdomen. It wasn't uncomfortable—more like the pleasant warmth of slipping into a hot bath after a long day. She felt a sudden rush of hormones that made her gasp.

"You may experience an endorphin release," Ahonz warned, a moment too late. "It is a natural part of the process."

"No kidding," Minnie managed to say as waves of pleasure rippled through her body. It was like the best parts of a runner's high, a perfect milking session, and an orgasm all rolled into one. Her back arched involuntarily, and she felt milk begin to leak from her breasts, soaking through her dress.

Ahonz seemed unfazed by this reaction. "Your lactation response indicates successful integration. The fluid will now carry the genetic markers necessary for embryonic development."

The intensity gradually faded, leaving Minnie feeling buzzed and slightly floaty. Ahonz removed his hands, and the light receded.

"Now, your body is ready to receive the eggs," Ahonz said. "Are you ready for our bodies to join?"

Damn, so alien sex is really on the menu, huh? The girls in the smut group chat are going to be jealous AF!

"Yes," she decided. "Let's do this."

Ahonz's silver eyes flashed with excitement, his lavender skin glowing brighter. "Wonderful. Please disrobe and recline on the examination surface."

Minnie's heart pounded as she slipped her sundress off her shoulders, letting it pool around her ankles. Standing naked before an alien should have felt more awkward than this, but the way Ahonz looked at her—with reverence and desire—made her feel powerful rather than exposed.

"Your form is exquisite," he murmured, his gaze lingering on her swollen breasts, which were already leaking thin streams of warm milk. "Perfect for receiving our genetic material."

She lay back on the table, which molded to her body like memory foam made of clouds. "So how exactly does this work? The neural interface didn't show me this part."

Ahonz approached, his metallic bodysuit rippling and receding from his chest, revealing smooth lavender skin etched with intricate patterns that pulsed with light. "The interface only showed the clinical version. This method is more... intimate."

"I gathered that much," she replied, watching with fascination as more of his bodysuit dissolved away. "But what exactly—oh!"

Her question died in her throat as the suit receded completely, revealing what could only be described as the most elegant alien cock she'd ever seen. Not that she had a basis for comparison, but still. It was longer and thicker than a human male's, with a tapered, ridged head and what appeared to be bioluminescent veins pulsing beneath the surface. The entire thing glowed with the same silver-blue light as his eyes.

"Will that... fit?" she asked, her voice embarrassingly breathy.

Ahonz smiled, a ripple of light moving across his features. "Nebuleonian anatomy is adaptable. We conform to our partner's physiology for optimal comfort and pleasure."

As if to demonstrate, his member seemed to undulate slightly, the ridges softening. "The eggs will transfer through this appendage into your reproductive system, where they will nestle safely until maturity."

Eggs. Through his alien penis. Into me.

The absurdity of the situation hit her, and Minnie couldn't help but laugh. "I bet the other hucows don't have stories like this."

Ahonz tilted his head, confused by her laughter, but continued his approach. As he moved over her, she felt a warmth radiating from his body, like standing near a gentle fire. His hands—so elegant with those long, tapered fingers—caressed her sides, leaving trails of tingling sensation wherever they touched.

"Your body is already preparing," he noted, one hand drifting to her breast. When his fingers brushed her nipple, milk immediately beaded at the tip.

"Yeah, that happens a lot," she muttered, but then gasped as he lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced before. His mouth didn't feel like a human's—it was warmer, and there seemed to be some kind of gentle suction that pulled her milk out in steady streams rather than erratic spurts. The relief was immediate and intense, pleasure radiating from her breasts through her entire body.

"Oh my god," she moaned, arching into his touch. Her thighs parted instinctively, her body responding to the alien pleasure with very human desire.

Ahonz moved to her other breast, his hand sliding down her stomach. His touch left tingling trails of light on her skin, like being painted with warm sunshine.

When his fingers found the apex of her thighs, she was already embarrassingly wet. He made a sound of approval, a melodic hum that vibrated against her breast as he continued to drink her milk.

"You are prepared for receiving," he murmured, his fingers exploring her with gentle precision. They seemed to know exactly where to touch, how much pressure to apply, as if he was reading her body's responses like a map.

She spread her legs wider, beyond caring about how eager she must look. "Please," she whispered, not entirely sure what she was begging for, just knowing she needed more of whatever he was doing.

Ahonz positioned himself between her thighs, his glowing member poised at her entrance. "The embryos sense their imminent transfer," he said, his voice huskier than before. "They are eager to start their journey."

As if on cue, Minnie felt movement inside her—a fluttering sensation that started in her breasts and seemed to flow downward, gathering in her lower abdomen. It should have felt weird or frightening, but instead, it was intensely arousing, like foreplay from the inside out.

Ahonz pressed forward, the tapered head of his member sliding easily into her thanks to how wet she was. The sensation was incredible—he was warm, almost hot, and she swore she could feel a pulsing energy emanating from him, stimulating her from the inside.

"Holy shit," she gasped as he pushed deeper. He stretched her deliciously, the ridges along his length massaging places she didn't even know could be reached. And he kept going, filling her more completely than any human ever had.

"The connection is optimal," Ahonz said, his silver eyes now glowing so brightly they cast shadows across her body. "The transfer may begin."

He started to move, establishing a rhythm that was somehow exactly what she needed—not too fast, not too slow, each thrust sending waves of pleasure radiating through her. Her milk flowed freely now, running down the sides of her breasts in glowing rivulets.

The fluttering inside her intensified, concentrating low in her pelvis, gathering near where Ahonz and she were joined. The sensation was bizarre but exquisite, like being tickled from the inside with feathers made of warm light.

"I can feel your cock," she panted, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. "It’s—oh God—it’s getting so big."

Ahonz's pace increased, his breath coming faster. "Yes. They seek the path to their new vessel. When you reach your pleasure peak, the first will transfer."

His hand moved between them, fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter until she was gasping with each breath.

"I'm close," she warned him, her inner walls clenching around his length. "So close."

"Yes," Ahonz encouraged, his free hand cupping her breast, thumb flicking across her nipple. "Release. Accept the first gift."

The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, pleasure crashing through every nerve ending. She cried out, back arching off the table, hands gripping Ahonz's shoulders. And in that moment, she felt it—something solid and warm, about the size of a small plum, moving from somewhere inside him, down through his member, and into her womb. The egg's passage extended her orgasm, waves of pleasure pulsing through her with each inch of its journey.

"Oh my God," she gasped, trembling as the first egg settled inside her. The sensation was indescribable—a pleasant fullness, a warm weight, like carrying a small, heated stone inside her most intimate place.

"The first transfer is complete," Ahonz confirmed, his voice tight with restraint. "Sixteen remain. We must continue."

He resumed his movements, each thrust now creating a new sensation as the egg shifted slightly within her. Far from being uncomfortable, the movement sent fresh ripples of pleasure through her core.

"More," she heard herself beg, her body already building toward another climax. "I want more."

Ahonz's rhythm grew more intense, his member seeming to expand slightly with each thrust. "The second approaches," he warned, his fingers still working their magic on her oversensitive clit.

Her second orgasm hit even harder than the first, and with it came another egg, sliding through his member and into her welcoming channel before joining the first in her womb. The sensation of them moving inside her, nestling against each other in her deepest place, was so intensely erotic that she immediately began climbing toward a third peak.

"Two," Ahonz counted, his own breathing ragged now. "Your body accepts them perfectly."

Time lost meaning as they continued their dance. With each orgasm—and she lost count after five—another egg transferred, each one creating new sensations as her womb grew increasingly full. The eggs were warm, almost hot, and they seemed to pulse with a gentle vibration that kept her constantly aroused.

By the time the tenth egg entered her, her womb felt pleasantly full, like being stuffed with warm, vibrating marbles that shifted with each of Ahonz's thrusts. Her belly had begun to show a slight roundness, not like pregnancy but like she'd just eaten a very satisfying meal.

"Only seven more," Ahonz encouraged, his own control clearly slipping as his movements became more urgent. "You are performing magnificently."

She was a sweaty, milk-drenched mess, her body trembling with exhaustion and pleasure. Each new egg now created a delicious pressure as her womb accommodated their growing number. The sensation of fullness was unlike anything she'd ever experienced—not painful but intensely present, a constant reminder of the alien treasures she was harboring.

"I don't know if I can—" she began, but Ahonz shifted his angle slightly, and suddenly she was racing toward yet another climax, this one building even more intensely than the others. "Oh fuck, nevermind, I can!"

The eleventh egg slid home as she shattered around him, this one larger than the others, creating a momentary stretching sensation that bordered on pain before settling into place with its siblings. The next followed almost immediately, triggered by the aftershocks of her orgasm.

By the fifteenth egg, her womb was so full that she could see a definite swelling in her lower abdomen, a gentle curve that rose and fell with each of Ahonz's increasingly erratic thrusts. The eggs shifted inside her with every movement, creating a constantly changing pattern of pressure and pleasure. She felt stretched and stuffed and utterly, completely satisfied.

"The final two approach," Ahonz gasped, his entire body now glowing so brightly that she had to squint to look at him. "They will transfer together."

His movements reached a fever pitch, each thrust sending the eggs inside her rolling against each other, stimulating her from the inside in ways she never thought possible. Her final orgasm built like a gathering storm, pressure mounting until she thought she might pass out from the intensity.

"Now," Ahonz commanded, his own release clearly imminent. "Accept the last of our gifts."

The climax that tore through her was almost violent in its intensity. Her vision whited out, her body convulsing around Ahonz's pulsing member as the final two eggs—noticeably larger than the others—made their journey from his body into her already crowded womb. They nestled into the remaining space, creating a perfect, tight-packed fullness that made her feel simultaneously stuffed and complete.

Ahonz roared as his thick alien member pulsed inside her, releasing what felt like warm, liquid light that bathed the eggs, making them shift and settle into their final positions. The sensation of everything moving inside her triggered one last, shuddering aftershock of pleasure.

When it was over, they remained joined, both panting and glowing with sweat and exertion. She placed a hand on her swollen lower belly, marveling at how firm it felt, how full. Through her skin, she swore she could feel the eggs pulsing with gentle warmth, seventeen distinct presences nestled safely inside her.

"That was…?" she struggled to find words adequate to describe what just happened.

"A perfect joining," Ahonz supplied, his silver eyes dimmer now but filled with satisfaction. "The eggs have been successfully implanted and will now develop within you until ready for extraction."

He withdrew carefully, his member leaving her with a sensation of loss immediately replaced by the novel feeling of being filled with the eggs. Without his presence inside her, they shifted slightly, settling into a new configuration that made her gasp.

"Oh wow," she breathed, pressing gently on her distended abdomen. "They're moving."

Ahonz placed his hand beside hers, his touch warm and comforting. "They are nestling into their ideal positions. The sensation will diminish over time." His expression grew concerned. "Are you in discomfort?"

She considered the question seriously. Her body felt used in the best possible way, pleasantly sore and stretched. The eggs created a constant, gentle pressure, their warmth radiating through her pelvis. The sensation was foreign but not unpleasant—rather like being perpetually on the edge of arousal, her body humming with potential energy.

"I feel... full," she finally said. "But not uncomfortable. It's actually kind of nice." Her tummy was round now, making her look pregnant and soft.

"The fusion is complete," he announced. "You are now carrying seventeen Nebuleonian embryonic pearls."

"And I only have to carry them for thirty days?"

"Precisely. After which time, I will return for the extraction process."

While she dressed, Ahonz moved to another console and returned with three small devices—a disc about the size of a quarter, an elegant bracelet, and what looked like a small pendant.

"These are the technologies I promised. The disc regulates lactation flow when placed between your mammary glands. The bracelet creates a containment field to prevent unwanted leakage. The pendant converts nutrients from your food to optimize energy distribution." He handed them to her one by one. "Simply think of your desired outcome while touching each device to activate its instructional imprint."

Minnie took the items, surprised by how light they were despite their metallic appearance. "Thank you. This is actually really generous."

Ahonz's skin rippled in that smile-like way again. "It is a fair exchange. Your contribution to Nebuleonian genetic diversity is invaluable. Our species has struggled with reproductive limitations for generations. These embryos represent hope for our future."

Something about his sincere gratitude made Minnie feel unexpectedly emotional. What started as a bizarre proposition now felt almost like a humanitarian—or alienitarian?—mission.

"Happy to help," she said, genuinely meaning it. "So, what now? Do I just... go home and wait?"

"Yes," Ahonz confirmed. "Continue your normal activities. The embryonic pods will signal me when they are ready for extraction. You may notice your lactation volume increase by approximately 300% within the next Earth day."

"Three hundred percent?!" Minnie repeated, alarmed. "I already produce almost a gallon a day!"

"The regulatory disc will help you manage the increased output," Ahonz assured her. "And the nutrient pendant will ensure your body can sustain the production without depletion."

Before she could protest further, he guided her back to the light beam. "I wish you well, Minnie of Earth. Your contribution will be remembered in Nebuleonian history."

And just like that, she was being gently lowered back into her backyard, clutching her new alien tech and apparently pregnant with seventeen alien eggs.

As the spacecraft disappeared with a soft whoosh, Minnie looked down at her still-normal-looking body and sighed.

"Trixie is never going to believe this," she muttered, heading back inside to face the interrogation she knew was waiting.


FOUR

"THREE HUNDRED PERCENT?" Trixie shrieked the next morning when Minnie explained the situation. She was stress-eating a chocolate bunny whole; the green smoothies were temporarily forgotten. "Minnie, you're going to drown in your own milk!"

Minnie showed her the disc Ahonz gave her. "Supposedly this will help me control it. And look, the bracelet should prevent leaking." She slipped it on, and immediately felt a strange tingling sensation over her skin, like a gentle electrical field.

Trixie poked her stomach suspiciously. "And you're sure these egg things aren't going to pop out? Because I'm not prepared to be Auntie Trixie to a bunch of little purple aliens."

"No. I they stay pretty small," Minnie assured her, though she touched her rounded abdomen reflexively. "And they just hang out in pearl-egg-things. It's not like they're developing into full-grown babies or anything. Their growing process is different from humans."

"Hmm," Trixie said, clearly unconvinced. "And you're absolutely sure this Ahonz character wasn't just some weirdo in body paint with a really elaborate pickup line?"

Minnie rolled her eyes. "The floating spaceship and levitation tech were pretty convincing. Plus, these devices aren't exactly available on Amazon."

She was about to demonstrate the disc when she felt a familiar pressure building in her breasts—except it was intensifying much faster than usual. "Oh," she gasped, looking down to see her already generous chest swelling visibly. "I think the increased production is starting."

"Holy cow," Trixie whispered, staring as Minnie's breasts strained against her tank top. "Literally."

Minnie quickly placed the disc between her breasts as instructed. The moment it touched her skin, she instinctively knew how to use it—just as Ahonz promised. She focused her thoughts on controlling the pressure and immediately felt the disc warm slightly as it regulated the flow.

"This is... actually amazing," she said, surprised. "I can feel it balancing the production. No pain, no uncomfortable pressure."

Trixie watched skeptically. "So you're telling me that in exchange for carrying some alien eggs for a month, you got technology that solves all your hucow problems? Seems too good to be true."

"Maybe," Minnie admitted, adjusting the disc slightly. "But so far it's working great. And think about it—this could revolutionize the whole hucow industry if it works long-term."

"Or you could end up starring in the next sci-fi horror movie," Trixie muttered. "Invasion of the Milk Snatchers."

Despite her concerns, even Trixie had to admit over the next few days that the alien technology was impressive. Minnie's milk production increased dramatically as predicted, but thanks to the disc, she had perfect control over when and how much she expressed. The bracelet prevented any unwanted leakage, even during her most vigorous yoga sessions, and the nutrient pendant kept her energy levels stable despite the increased output.

Her body felt amazing—she was producing more milk than ever, but without any of the discomfort or inconvenience. Minnie found herself almost forgetting about the seventeen alien embryos supposedly developing inside her, even though her tummy continued to grow. She didn't mind until about a week into the process, when she noticed something odd.

She was in the middle of a milking session, filling her collection bottles at a record pace, when she realized the milk looked different. It was still white, but there was a subtle iridescent quality to it, a slight shifting of colors when the light hit it just right, reminiscent of Ahonz's spacecraft.

"That's not concerning at all," she muttered to herself, examining the bottles. The milk otherwise looked and smelled normal, and when she reluctantly tasted a drop, it was actually sweeter than before, with a strange but pleasant aftertaste that reminded her of vanilla and something else she couldn't quite identify.

Minnie decided not to mention this development to Trixie, who was already on edge about the whole situation. Instead, she contacted her hucow program coordinator, Dr. Henderson, claiming she'd been trying a new supplement that seemed to be affecting her milk composition.

The lab results came back with some interesting findings. Her milk now contained several complex proteins they couldn't identify, along with elevated levels of calcium, vitamin D, and what the lab technician described as "some kind of super-omega fatty acid we've never seen before."

"Whatever you're taking, it's producing some remarkable results," Dr. Henderson told her over the phone. "Your nutritional profile is off the charts. We'd like to do some additional testing if you're willing."

Minnie declined as politely as possible, claiming she wanted to monitor the effects a bit longer before sharing her "supplement regimen." In reality, she wasn't sure how to explain that her milk now contained alien DNA or whatever Ahonz's genetic fusion had introduced to her system.

As the days passed, she noticed other changes too. Her skin had a subtle glow to it, her hair was growing faster and looked shinier, and she was sleeping better than she had in years. Whatever these embryonic pods were doing to her body, they seemed to be improving her overall health.

By day fourteen—halfway through the gestation period—she was producing nearly four gallons of milk daily, which should have been physically impossible according to everything she knew about human lactation. The milk continued to have that strange iridescent quality, and she'd started storing the excess in a dedicated freezer, unsure what to do with her rapidly growing supply.

That's when Trixie came up with an idea.

"You should sell it," she suggested one evening as they watched Minnie fill yet another storage bag. "Not through the official program—they'll ask too many questions. But there are plenty of private buyers who pay premium prices for specialty milk."

Minnie gave her a skeptical look. "You want me to sell alien-infused breast milk on the black market?"

Trixie shrugged. "Why not? It's probably the most nutritious milk on the planet right now. And you said yourself the eggs aren't contaminating it—they're just enhancing it."

"That we know of," Minnie countered, sealing the bag and adding it to the growing pile. "What if it has weird side effects?"

"Like what? People start glowing and feeling amazing?" Trixie rolled her eyes. "Based on what you've told me, this stuff is basically a super-food. And you're producing way more than the program can handle."

She had a point. The hucow program only collected from Minnie three times a week now that she was using the disc to regulate her output, but she was still producing far more than they could process. The rest was just piling up in her freezer.

"I'll think about it," she promised, though the idea of selling her alien-enhanced milk on some underground lactation market still felt a step too far into weird territory—and that was saying something for someone who was currently a surrogate for extraterrestrial eggs.

Later that night, Minnie was awakened by a strange sensation—a gentle fluttering in her lower abdomen, like the world's subtlest butterflies. She placed a hand on her stomach, which still looked completely normal, and felt a slight warmth radiating from within.

"Hello in there," she whispered, feeling slightly foolish talking to alien embryos. "Everything okay?"

To her surprise, the fluttering responded—intensifying briefly as if acknowledging her question. She lay still, fascinated and a little unnerved, as the sensation continued for several minutes before gradually subsiding.

The next morning, she noticed her milk had changed again—the iridescence was more pronounced, and there were tiny suspended particles that caught the light like microscopic diamonds. It was beautiful in a strange, otherworldly way.

By day twenty-one, the fluttering sensations had become regular occurrences, happening primarily when she was relaxed or during milking sessions. Minnie had started to think of the embryos as benevolent passengers rather than alien invaders, and sometimes she found herself absently placing a hand on her stomach while working or watching TV, acknowledging their presence.

"I think they're conscious in there," she told Trixie one evening. "They respond when I talk to them."

Trixie gave her a concerned look. "You're getting attached to the alien eggs? Minnie, remember, Ahonz is coming back to take them in a little over a week."

Minnie shrugged, unable to explain the strange connection she'd developed with her unusual cargo. "I know. It's just... they're not what I expected. They feel almost... friendly."

On day twenty-eight, just two days before Ahonz was due to return, Minnie woke up in the middle of the night to find her entire body glowing softly in the dark. He belly was big now, holding seventeen eggs that had grown much larger than she expected. The light was coming from within her, a gentle radiance that pulsed in rhythm with her heartbeat.

"Okay, that's new," she whispered, examining her luminous skin. The glow was strongest over her abdomen and breasts, and when she expressed some milk, it too shone with an ethereal light.

The fluttering inside her was more active than ever, and for the first time, she felt a distinct impression of... gratitude? It wasn't quite a thought or a word, more like an emotional signature that somehow communicated appreciation.

"You're welcome," she said softly, placing a hand on her round stomach. "It's been an interesting experience hosting you."


FIVE

The next day, Minnie spent hours preparing for Ahonz's return and the extraction process. According to the neural interface vision, it should be simple and painless—similar to her regular milking but using specialized equipment that would draw the now-mature embryonic pods from her system.

Still, she couldn't help feeling a twinge of melancholy. Over the past month, these alien passengers had become a part of her daily life, their presence a constant reminder of the universe's strange wonders. And the benefits they'd brought—the enhanced milk, the improved health, the unique technology—had transformed her hucow experience from a job into something almost spiritual.

That night, Minnie stood in her backyard under a sky full of stars, the crystal Ahonz gave her pulsing in her palm. Trixie watched from the porch, having insisted on being present for the "alien egg departure."

The air shimmered, and the familiar egg-shaped craft appeared, hovering silently above her now-thriving vegetable garden (another unexpected benefit—apparently, alien embryos were good for tomatoes).

Ahonz descended in the blue light beam, looking exactly as she remembered him, though his silver eyes widened slightly when he saw her glowing skin.

"The embryos have flourished beyond expectations," he said, impressed. "Your biological compatibility exceeds all our projections. They have achieved consciousness already, which is unprecedented in our species."

"They've been good tenants," Minnie replied with a small smile. "Very considerate."

Ahonz's skin rippled in that now-familiar expression of pleasure. "I am delighted to hear this. Are you prepared for the extraction process?"

Minnie took a deep breath. "As ready as I'll ever be, I guess. Will it hurt?"

"Not at all," Ahonz assured her. "It will feel similar to our coupling but more... intense in sensation."

The way he said "intense" made Minnie raise an eyebrow, but she nodded anyway. "Let's do this."

The inside of the ship looked exactly as she remembered it, though there were now several additional devices arranged around the central table. One looked like an advanced version of her milking pumps, with translucent tubes and softly glowing attachments.

"It is time," Ahonz announced, his silver eyes scanning her naked body with what she could only describe as clinical appreciation. "The embryos have reached maturity and are ready to be delivered."

Minnie placed a hand on her swollen belly, feeling the eggs shift inside her. Over the past month, they'd grown from plum-sized orbs to what felt like baseballs nestled in her womb. The weight of them had become a constant presence, a pleasantly full sensation that occasionally sent unexpected jolts of pleasure when she moved too quickly.

"So how exactly does this work?" she asked, eyeing the table nervously. "Please don't tell me you're going to cut me open or something."

Ahonz's skin rippled with what she now recognized as amusement. "Nothing so primitive. Nebuleonian eggs exit the same way they entered. Your body has been preparing for this moment."

As if to confirm his words, she felt a warm, tingling sensation spreading through her lower abdomen. The eggs seemed to shift, aligning themselves for their journey outward.

"Oh!" she gasped as a wave of pleasure washed over her, so intense it made her knees buckle. "That's... unexpected."

"The eggs release hormones during the birthing process that enhance pleasure receptors," Ahonz explained, guiding her to the table. "It ensures a smooth delivery for both the eggs and the carrier."

Of course alien egg-laying is orgasmic. Why wouldn't it be? Minnie thought, torn between laughing at the absurdity and moaning from the building pressure between her legs.

The table reconfigured as she lay back, forming a nest-like depression that cradled her body perfectly. Her legs were gently guided into a comfortable birthing position, supported by what felt like clouds rather than stirrups.

"Your milk will also flow freely during the process," Ahonz informed her, placing small, glowing discs over her swollen breasts. "The nutrients will be collected for the embryos' first feeding once they awaken."

Right on cue, she felt her milk let down, warm streams already leaking from her nipples. The discs began to gently pull, creating a rhythmic suction that sent waves of pleasure coursing through her.

"This is... not what I expected," she managed to say between increasingly shallow breaths. Every part of her body felt electrified, tingling with anticipation.

"The first egg approaches," Ahonz said, his voice taking on that reverent tone he got when discussing his species' reproduction. He positioned himself between her legs, his long fingers gently massaging her inner thighs. "Allow your body to open. Do not resist the process."

As if she could resist the tidal wave of sensation currently washing over her. She felt the first egg descend, pressing against her opening from the inside. Instead of pain, she experienced an exquisite stretching sensation, her body accommodating the large orb with surprising ease.

"Oh my god," she moaned as the pressure built. Her hips rocked involuntarily, seeking release. "It's coming—I can feel it—"

The first contraction hit, a wave of pleasure so intense she arched off the table. Her milk sprayed from her breasts despite the collection discs, and she felt her inner walls ripple around the descending egg.

"Yes," Ahonz encouraged, his hands now glowing as they hovered over her lower belly. "Release it, Minnie."

With one final, magnificent push, she felt the egg slip from her body. The sensation was indescribable—like the most powerful orgasm of her life multiplied by ten. She cried out, her vision blurring with pleasure as her body convulsed.

"Magnificent," Ahonz whispered, carefully catching the egg in his glowing hands. It was bigger than she imagined, the size of a baseball and pulsing with iridescent light. "The first embryo has arrived safely."

Before she could even catch her breath, she felt the second egg descending. The pleasure didn't diminish; if anything, it intensified, her body now understanding the process and eagerly helping along.

"Here comes another one," she gasped, her fingers gripping the edges of the table. Her milk was flowing freely now, the collection discs humming as they gathered the nutrient-rich fluid.

The second egg stretched her deliciously as it crowned, the pressure building to another crescendo of pleasure. When it finally emerged, her orgasm was even more powerful than the first, leaving her trembling and gasping for air.

"Two delivered, fifteen remaining," Ahonz announced, placing the eggs in a floating, crystalline container where they pulsed with gentle light. "Your body is performing exceptionally."

Time became a blur of exquisite sensations as egg after egg made its journey from her womb to the outside world. Each birth brought a new wave of pleasure, each orgasm somehow more powerful than the last. Her body was covered in a sheen of sweat, her hair plastered to her forehead, but she'd never felt more alive, more connected to her own physicality.

By the time the tenth egg emerged, she was in a state of perpetual bliss, floating on waves of pleasure that never quite ebbed. Her belly was visibly shrinking with each delivery, but the sensation of fullness remained as the remaining eggs jockeyed for position.

"You're doing wonderfully," Ahonz encouraged, his own skin glowing brighter with each egg he placed in the container. "The embryos are all perfectly formed."

She managed a weak smile, too caught up in sensation to form words. The eleventh egg was pressing down now, slightly larger than the others, creating a delicious pressure that made her toes curl in anticipation.

"This one—" she gasped, unable to finish the sentence as her body convulsed around the descending orb. Her milk arced through the air as she cried out, the egg stretching her wider than before as it emerged in a rush of warmth and light.

Ahonz caught it reverently, adding it to the collection. "Only six more," he reminded her, his melodious voice grounding her through the haze of pleasure.

The remaining eggs came in quicker succession, her body now expert at the process. Each stretched her perfectly, riding the edge between pleasure and pain before tipping decisively toward ecstasy as they emerged. By the fifteenth egg, she was babbling incoherently, lost in a sea of sensation.

"The final two approach," Ahonz announced, his voice tight with what she recognized as excitement. "They come together."

She felt them descending simultaneously, pressing against each other and against her walls, creating an unprecedented fullness that made her gasp. The pressure built beyond anything she'd experienced yet, her body struggling to accommodate the double width.

"I can't—" she began, but Ahonz's glowing hand on her belly sent a surge of warmth through her.

"You can," he assured her. "Your body was made for this moment."

With a final, tremendous push, the last two eggs emerged together, stretching her to her limit before sliding free in a rush of warmth and light. The dual birth triggered the most powerful orgasm yet, a supernova of pleasure that engulfed every cell in her body. She screamed, back arching completely off the table, milk spraying from her breasts in glowing arcs as her consciousness threatened to slip away.

When she finally returned to her senses, all seventeen eggs were floating in the crystalline container, pulsing with synchronized light. Ahonz stood beside them, his expression the equivalent of a proud parent.

"The birthing is complete," he announced, his voice filled with reverence. "All embryos have been safely delivered and placed in suspended animation for the journey home."

She lay back, utterly spent but filled with a profound sense of accomplishment. Her body felt simultaneously hollow and satisfied, the pleasant soreness between her legs a reminder of what she'd just experienced.

"That was..." she struggled to find words adequate to the experience.

"A sacred joining," Ahonz supplied. "Few beings are capable of such perfect delivery. You have given my species an invaluable gift, Minnie."

The thought was strangely moving—that somewhere across the galaxy, seventeen beings would exist because of her, carrying some imprint of her existence in their alien DNA.

"Will I ever see them again?" she asked, surprised by how much she wanted the answer to be yes.

Ahonz's skin rippled with that now-familiar expression of pleasure. "If you wish it, I could return with them after they have completed their first metamorphosis. They would recognize you, even across the vast distance of space and time."

She smiled, imagining a spaceship full of little purple aliens, all somehow carrying a piece of her. "I'd like that."

"What kind of sensations exactly?" Minnie began to ask, but the words died in her throat as the devices activated.

The feeling that swept through her was unlike anything she'd ever experienced—it was like the most satisfying let-down reflex multiplied by a thousand, combined with waves of pleasure that made her toes curl. Her milk began to flow freely, but it was different now—luminous and shimmering with iridescent colors as it moved through the transparent tubes.

"Holy shit," she gasped, her back arching slightly from the intensity. "That feels... incredible."

Trixie's eyes widened as she watched the glowing fluid travel through the tubes into a collection chamber. "Your milk looks like liquid starlight," she whispered, momentarily forgetting her skepticism.

Ahonz monitored the process, his silver eyes focused on the display that had appeared above the table. "The embryos are transitioning successfully," he confirmed. "Their consciousness signatures are strong and stable."

As the extraction continued, Minnie could feel the fluttering sensations inside her gradually diminishing, moving outward through her body and ultimately flowing with her milk into the collection chamber. It was a strange sensation—part relief, part loss—as her unusual passengers departed.

The glowing fluid in the chamber began to coalesce into distinct, pearl-like spheres, each about the size of a marble and pulsing with gentle light. Seventeen of them, just as Ahonz had said.

"These are Nebuleonian embryonic pearls," Ahonz explained, his voice filled with reverence. "They will be incubated on our homeworld until they mature into their physical forms."

"They're beautiful," Minnie said softly, watching the baseball-sized pearl eggs gently rotate in the chamber. "I didn't expect them to be so... pretty."

"You have provided them with exceptional nutrition and emotional support," Ahonz said, and if Minnie didn't know better, she'd think he sounded moved. "They carry an imprint of your essence now, which will influence their development."

"Wait, so they're going to be part human?"

"Not genetically," Ahonz clarified, "but they will carry certain emotional resonances unique to you, Minnie. In our culture, we consider this a form of spiritual parentage."

Minnie felt unexpectedly touched by this. "So I'm kind of like their... godmother?"

"A suitable approximation," Ahonz agreed. "They will know of you and your contribution to their existence."

The milk extraction process completed with a soft chime, and the devices detached themselves from Minnie's breasts. She sat up, expecting to feel drained or depleted, but instead found herself energized, her body humming with a pleasant afterglow.

"The process is complete," Ahonz announced. "How do you feel, Minnie of Earth?"

"Surprisingly good," she admitted, looking down at her chest, which had returned to its normal size—well, normal for a hucow, anyway. The glowing of her skin had dimmed but not disappeared entirely, leaving her with a subtle luminosity. "Will I keep glowing like this?"

"The bioluminescent effect will fade within a few of your Earth days," Ahonz explained. "However, some changes to your physiology will remain permanent. Your enhanced milk production capabilities, improved cellular regeneration, and heightened sensory perception are now integrated into your genetic structure."

"So I get to keep the superpowers?" Minnie asked, breaking into a grin. "Sweet!"

Ahonz moved to a compartment in the wall and removed what looked like an intricately carved crystal vessel, about the size of a small jewelry box. "As promised, you may keep the technological devices I provided. However, I wish to offer you something additional in appreciation for your exceptional contribution."

He handed Minnie the crystal vessel. When she opened it, she found a small pearl inside, identical to the seventeen in the chamber but with a slightly rosier glow.

"This is a communication pearl," Ahonz explained. "It is attuned to the embryos you carried. As they grow and develop, it will occasionally glow or emit soft sounds—echoes of their experiences. It is a way for you to maintain a connection with them, if you wish."

Minnie cradled the small pearl in her palm, feeling an unexpected swell of emotion. "Thank you. That's... that's really thoughtful."

"Additionally," Ahonz continued, "should you ever wish to contribute again to our genetic diversity program, you need only activate the pearl, and I or another Genetic Diversity Specialist will return."

Alien booty call on speed dial. Fantastic.

"I'll keep that in mind," she told Ahonz. "It's been... an educational experience."

***

Back in her backyard, Minnie watched the spacecraft shimmer and vanish into the night sky, the communication pearl warm in her hand and the alien technology safely tucked in her pockets.

Trixie came out onto the porch, looking up to the sky. "How was it?"

"Pretty good, actually," Minnie said with a smile.

"You sure?" Trixie said after a long moment of silence, "Because that was the weirdest thing I've ever seen, and I once dated a guy who was convinced he was the reincarnation of Napoleon's horse."

"I'm sure." Minnie laughed, feeling lighter and somehow more complete than she had in months. "Just think—somewhere out there in the universe, seventeen little alien babies are going to grow up with a bit of me in them. That's kind of amazing, isn't it?"

"Only you could find the bright side of being an alien egg incubator," Trixie said, slinging an arm around her friend's shoulders. "Come on, girl. Let's go inside. I think this calls for ice cream and possibly a very large glass of wine."

As they headed back to the house, Minnie felt the communication pearl pulse gently in her palm, as if saying goodbye. Or maybe, see you later.

After all, the universe had just gotten a whole lot bigger, and her role in it a whole lot more interesting. For a hucow from Earth, that wasn't a bad day's work at all.


SIX

Six months later, Minnie's life had fallen into a new routine. Her milk production remained elevated but manageable thanks to Ahonz's technology.

The communication pearl sat on her bedside table in its crystal vessel, occasionally glowing or emitting soft, musical tones that somehow conveyed emotions—curiosity, contentment, excitement—giving her brief glimpses into the development of her alien godchildren.

She'd kept the whole experience a secret from everyone except Trixie.

It was a quiet Tuesday evening when Minnie was relaxing in her milking chair, scrolling through her phone, when the communication pearl suddenly lit up brighter than she'd ever seen it, filling her bedroom with a soft, pulsing light.

"What the—" she began, but before she could finish, there was a familiar humming sound from her backyard.

Trixie burst into her room, eyes wide. "Minnie! There's a spaceship in the yard again!"

Minnie quickly detached from her pumps and grabbed her robe. "I know, I think—"

"There's more than one of them this time," Trixie interrupted, peeking through the blinds. "And they're bigger."

Heart racing, Minnie hurried to the window. Sure enough, three egg-shaped craft hovered above her vegetable garden, which had been flourishing unnaturally well since her alien encounter.

The largest craft opened, and a beam of blue light extended to the ground. Ahonz descended, looking exactly as she remembered him, followed by several other Nebuleonians of varying heights and shades of purple.

"I guess the family's come to visit," Minnie said, grabbing the communication pearl and heading for the door.

"Wait!" Trixie called after her. "Don't you want to know why they're here first?"

Minnie paused, then shrugged with a grin. "Whatever it is, it's bound to be interesting. And hey—at least my milk schedule is wide open."

She stepped outside to greet her alien visitors, the pearl warm and pulsing in her hand like a tiny, cosmic heartbeat, ready for whatever strange and wonderful adventure came next.

After all, the universe was full of possibilities—and apparently, some of them had her milk to thank for their existence.
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