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 Synopsis

What if the child Jane and the love of her life always wanted, but couldn’t have, is now a possibility? 

But only if she agreed to cheat on him? 

Again, and again, and yet again…

…with a criminal? 

… aided by an alien? 

Time travel is possible. And when an alien-looking being from many million years in the future selects the young housewife to be the main specimen of his research, Jane is presented with a diabolical choice. 

Born with a medical problem that prevents her from being able to conceive, Jane is more than willing to accept his treatment that would allow her to have the children she so deeply desires. It would require submitting to the humiliating medical manipulation by an otherworldly machine. 

But what truly horrifies her is the one nonnegotiable requirement of her alien benefactor. The child she will be allowed to have can only be fathered by Cameron, a stranger she only just met whose presence scares her to the very core. 

Cameron is not sure why the alien picked him. He only knows that Aztcl does nothing without a reason. 

Something else he knows for certain is that he has the hots for the young woman. She’s just so adorable in her hesitation, that he is not sure if he can wait long enough to do the deed. The idea that this beautiful and spirited young woman is going to be submitting to him just so that she can get pregnant without her husband’s knowledge, just adds to his lust. 

“Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic.” 

 Arthur C. Clarke

“Infertility has been cured with gene therapy for the first time… An adenovirus was used to infect defective cells with correct, healthy genes, thus rendering them functional again.” 

 Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences (vol 99, p1383)

“Human-pig chimeras are being grown in the United States. The aim of the research…, is to grow organs for transplant. Precautions are being taken that the work does not result in half-pig, half-human being monstrosities.” 

 New Scientist (vol 3093)

1. Attacked

Her steps were light as she jogged down the eucalyptus-lined path. When she reached the foot of the hill along the coastline, she really dove into it, increasing her pace, attacking it like Justin had taught her to do. Even as she labored up step by agonizing step, leap by agonizing leap, she reveled in the cool ocean breeze that flowed across her sweat-drenched skin eliciting shivers down her spine. She emptied her mind of all thoughts and poured her entire existence into the run just as the endorphins flooded her body. 

Today she had been on the brink of a nervous breakdown at school. Jacob had thrown a tantrum and triggered motherly instincts she knew she was not supposed to have for one of her students. A desire to coddle and protect him from a gaggle of boys that had been teasing him innocently took her by surprise and Jane realized she needed a breather. 

She decided a run in the hills would be just the thing to clear her mind. There was enough time if she skipped lunch. She hurried into the bathroom, removed her lacy bra that she didn't want to get all dusty and wet, especially not before her parent-teacher conference later in the evening. And then quickly put on her workout clothes. She was almost all the way out the door when her jiggling breasts and pronounced nipples that were clearly visible

through the sparse material of her threadbare T-shirt caught her eye. 

No, there was no time to change into something more presentable. These clothes would have to do. It was hot outside and hopefully there would be no one else on the trail. 

She had flowered late and even now was not quite at ease with her very womanly curves. Jane could clearly remember the teenage disappointment of thinking that she would never look even remotely similar to the models she kept seeing plastered in magazines and larger-than-life murals of the shopping malls. Now lost in thought, she smiled to herself. It had been a pleasant surprise when her clothes started feeling tight along sensitive parts of her body when she became fifteen going on sixteen. 

Her small breasts had grown into resilient hillocks of gravity-defying proportions. Her hips widened and her hair, that she used to normally keep in a simple pony, became a lustrous shade of gleaming blondness she wasn’t expecting at all. Soon Jane began wearing it free, loose around her shoulders in a wonderful waterfall of thick strawberry-colored locks. And much to her amazement, she noticed she was drawing the eye of many a boy, and even a man, when she walked down the streets to her dad’s garage. By senior year in high school her entire wardrobe and attitude had changed from sullen geekiness to self-assured, almost spunky cockiness. 

And then she had gone off to college, and met Justin. 

Even now, in the hot loneliness of the hiking path, she blushed violently at the memories of what they had done just last night. 


***

When Justin had showered and walked into the bedroom, Jane was ready and expecting him on her knees on the edge of the big low bed. She was naked, her hair loose around her shoulders, like a mantle. He hadn’t quite been expecting that, but he saw the sparkle in her eyes and when he walked up to her, she put her arms around his hips and took him in her mouth. 

Her wet mouth made shameful sounds along his rapidly hardening girth. In the darkness of the room she could see nothing but his spit-covered shaft that shimmered with the reflections from the moon outside the window. She had

engulfed him as far as she could take him until he pushed up against her tight throat. Then she unsheathed him out of her eager mouth and having licked up long strings of saliva, tentatively kissed his tip where a drop of precum glistened tasting it with her tongue, her chest rumbling when she did so. 

Then she opened her mouth wider and let him in. When he put his hands at the back of her head, she knew he wasn’t going to force her but merely enjoyed the illusion of power it gave him. He slowly returned, all the way to where her throat started. 

He kept growing larger and larger and he whimpered almost like a child when she drew her mouth back off of it and began passing it back and forth between her lips, as if she was polishing it, tilting her head, licking at the mesh of veins that lay just underneath his skin. She craned her neck down, and moved the by now rock-hard shaft to give herself access to the skin of his testicles which she drew into her mouth gorging herself on the elusive pebbles that seemed to swim amongst his pulsating flesh. He growled like an animal and she redoubled her suckling along his balls like a calf feeding on milk. 

Abruptly, she then moved back to the end of his penis, before taking it in all the way, as far as she could, deep in her throat. So deep that she choked but didn’t pull back, her hands cradling his balls that were now tight against his body, hot and wet with her saliva. 

She felt him reposition her head in his hands. 

They had long since established her to be the expert when it came to their conjugal activities. 

And today, she surprised herself by adopting a style that was a little different than anything she had done before. Today she was eager, hungry. Perhaps because she was ovulating. She put her hands at the small of his back, intertwining her fingers, taking him in. And swallowed, and gagged, and accepted the bridge of palpitating flesh that was his eager crown as his cock made its way into her throat for the first time in months. 

The pressure of her neck squeezed at him and almost brought him off right then and there, but he groaned and pulled out with an audible popping sound. 

“I want you, Jane. Fuck, I really do. On the bed now,” he said hoarsely and looked into her eyes that were big as saucers as she gazed up at him. She

herself was so close to orgasm that she was beyond any thought of arguing. 

She stood and immediately scooted back onto the bed, her legs spread wide open welcoming his advancement. 

He walked up her body, paused, caressed her cheek lightly, before leaning to brush his lips against hers. His fingers trailed down her neck eliciting goosebumps in their wake. A soft moan escaped her throat as his hand washed down and found her nipple and pinched. And pinched again. It made her press her thighs tightly together into each other as she wrapped her arms around his neck. 

She could feel the strength of his fingers at her nipples all the way down in her clit. 

She lifted her chin reveling in his hot breath as he kissed down her neck lingering long enough to mark her. 

“Please, Justin,” she begged arching her hips, humping the air, trying to entice him. 

His eyes found hers as he positioned his knees between her taut thighs. She stared up at him and took in a shaky shallow breath when she felt his smooth girth pry at her entrance. 

When he pressed in, in painful slowness, he took her breath away, her mouth opening as if in a dying gasp for air. She couldn’t look away from his possessive eyes, her entire universe overwhelmed by the slow morphing of their bodies. Her mind was AWOL when he bottomed all the way in. 

Then he closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and ever so slowly kept moving his hips in circles expanding her with his shaft. He paused sensing her painful tightness and waited. After the longest minute, when she had relaxed just a little, he kissed her ever so gently and persevered on ahead until her body opened up even more and he was seated all the way in. 

As if desperate she might lose him, she wrapped her arms around his neck, and he began slowly taking her, his pelvis and possessive tongue – perfectly in sync. Her hands moved into his hair and she kissed him deeply, passionately. They breathed through each other’s mouths tearing oxygen from one another’s bodies until stirrings of climax and orgasm came on hard and he flooded her unprotected womb with his essence. 

Their pleasure went on seemingly endless as he kept thrusting powerfully into her while she threw her head back into the pillow. It wasn’t until her heartbeat and breathing returned to normal that her exhaustion struck and she began to shake. 

She started trembling as if in the fit of a fever. 

“Shhh,” he shushed her gently rolling them both to the side, spooning her from behind. He covered her with blankets and swaddled her like a baby. 

“It’s all right. It’s okay. I love you.” 

She tried stammering that she loved him too, but her mouth wouldn’t cooperate and so she merely nodded and he hugged her tightly in response. 

“You're crying," he gently pushed back her brown curls that had stuck to her forehead and thumbed away at her tears before they had a chance to trickle all the way down to her cheek. 

"Sorry," she made her voice husky in an effort to sound strong. 

"Don't be," he said and kissed her earlobe and then tongued at the earring there. A gift for their first anniversary. 

"There is this kid, at work, he's just so full of life–" she breathed deeply feeling her body relax into his spooning form as he pressed her tightly into him. 

"Yeah? What's his name?" His hands came around her chest and now she was completely enveloped by his hard masculine love. 

"Jacob," she sniffled. 

Once, they had been terribly drunk, and giddy, and played a game of ‘what if’. They had made lists of names and played make-believe at being young future parents arguing over what they should name their kid. They had finally settled on Jacob and obviously neither of them had forgotten that. She sniffled again and he squeezed her tighter. 

"Jacob is just so full of energy, playful and rambunctious, just like I imagine our Jacob would be.” She cleared her throat. “Might have been,”  she said her voice reacquiring a hint of steel and resignation. Justin didn't say anything sensing his wife’s mind hardening itself back into the protective shell she kept around herself most of the time. 

***

She was almost all the way to the top of the small hill now, and forced her mind away from thinking of Jacob. Jacob. The Jacob that  could have been. 

 But would never be. 

Pushing hard toward the top of the hill she squinted into the sun trying to make out the shape of a strange looking cloud seemingly perched like a plate atop the peak. A temperature inversion perhaps. When the trail plateaued, she eased off her pace and reached for a swig of water from her camel pack. 

That was when the mountain lion lunged. 

It came at her snarling and angry, with a deep rumble that she felt in her chest before it even registered with her ears. 

She had turned to face the noise of breaking twigs and saw the beast jump out from behind a hedge with such speed that at first she was so astonished as to actually marvel at his prowess. Then she sidestepped back in the first tendrils of panic, lost her footing, and began a slow rapidly accelerating tumble backwards down the hill. 

The last thing she remembered before she struck her head against a stump and darkness enveloped her was an odd wheezing sound, not unlike steam from a pressure cooker accompanied by the clanking of chains.  How strange…

Awareness came slowly. In fits and spurts. The first thing she was truly able to focus on was the moss covered underside of a rock, one of many that lay alongside a campfire! 

She shivered. It was already dark and almost freezing. Sheesh! How long had she been out? How come there was a fire by her? And whatever happened to the mountain lion? 

 Oh God! The mountain lion!  She groggily attempted to sit, but her head split with what felt like the mother of all headaches and she tumbled back into what felt like a soft cushiony mattress. The last thing she remembered before fainting again were voices speaking in an unintelligible dialect. 

2. Claimed

They looked at one another, and then at the female. 

She was pretty in a tomboyish sort of way. 

God, if she turned out to be the one, the alien would want him to…

Nah! What were the chances of that ever happening? Slim to none. After all the abductees they had run tests on, none of which had come back positive, the chances that now, through pure happenstance, they would have stumbled upon the one woman jogging on her lunchtime break who happened to be the perfect genetic match, were ludicrously low. A pity, really. He liked her quite a lot. 

“A young one,” the alien said and for a long moment the man was not sure whether he was meant to hear that or not. Without thinking too much about it, he checked her pockets and quickly found what he was looking for. Her driver’s license gave her name as Jane Maxwell, her height at five foot two, and her eyes as brown. She was eighteen years old. Married to someone who cared deeply for her, if the expensive stone and almost twenty-four karat gold of the ring were anything to go by. 

“You know she will not survive if you don’t help her,” the man said. “You scared the mountain lion that chased her down the hill. If you hadn’t revealed the ship so close to the hiking trail, the girl wouldn’t have hit her head against a rock. You  have to help her.” 

The creature just hissed at him signaling his displeasure at being told what to do. 

“We don’t have to do anything,” it said, the man’s wet cirquitry doing the translation straight into his brain as his eardrums picked up the sub vocalizations. “If she dies, it’s her destiny,” the alien added. 

The man frowned and spat on the ground. Maybe there was no point arguing. 

Perhaps Aztcl was right. After all, how couldn’t it be – it had vastly superior processing capabilities in its bio-enhanced brain. Better than anything the human mind could muster. Not to mention the vast data its endless probes provided. Data which it effortlessly matched and compared against databases created eons ago.  Who was the man to argue.  A nobody. 

He turned to look at the girl lying sprawled out on the makeshift mattress by the fire, her face awash with micro expressions of the pain that her injured brain was feeling even now in her faint. Cameron was not one for unnecessary emotions. The girl whimpered in her sleep, her breath caught, and for a hopeless moment he wondered if it wasn’t too late already. But then she shuddered, coughed, and resumed breathing again. Cameron growled, tendrils of anger coming alive deep in his soul. He’d had about enough of that! 

Fuck that! Fuck the alien, and his databases, and his vast fucking knowledge! 

He would not allow the girl to die. No! Not tonight, not on his watch! 

He’d witnessed enough deaths in one day. Hell, if he was going to allow this innocent to perish as well. He was well aware that the alien was staring at him, its onyx-black eyes pouring down on him, no doubt analyzing his mind, predicting every thought before it even registered in his conscious mind. 

 Fuck him! 

He made up his mind and smiled with sinister resolve. If the alien refused to help the girl get better, he would bail. So what if the species would be doomed if he refused to participate in the ritual? Cameron wasn’t a man of many words or elaborate sentences, but right now, in his gut, he felt certain that he was right in his conviction. 

If the alien felt it was not necessary to even make the smallest effort to save one individual, perhaps the species, in all its fucking, glorified entirety, deserved its fated doom. Cameron turned and opened his mouth to speak, but the fifteen-foot grotesque approximation of a human lifted his arm. Of course, Aztcl had probably read his mind already and was even now fifteen steps ahead of him already. Cameron closed his mouth, shrugged, and arched his eyebrows crossing his arms in a pose of feigned indignation. 

The thing stooped over the girl’s prostrate form and gently repositioned her with her head away from the fire. It then covered her forehead with its large hands placing them like an ancient bishop offering benediction across her brow. 

Cameron saw the always-open onyx-black shimmering orbs turn opaque for a fraction of a second before they cleared up again. The girl moaned softly and even from where he was standing, Cameron could see her body relax. The

pain was gone. 

He breathed a sigh of relief, and then shook his head. 

Why did he suddenly care so much about whether she made it or not? He didn’t know her and the overwhelming probability was he’d never see her again anyway. Just another soul on the endless Highway of Life. She meant nothing to him and probably never would. 

But he had been holding his breath. He looked back at the alien wondering why the creature still remained by the girl’s side. 

Aztcl lifted his hands from her head but instead of moving away, it reached down and put one disproportionately enormous proboscis that passed for a finger at her lips.  What the hell? 

He wouldn’t – would he? The girl parted her lips and opened her mouth just a little, but it was enough for the creature to feel the moisture of her saliva wash over his skin. 

“It is her fertile time,” he beamed into Cameron’s head. 

 Shit! 

“Come on, man!” Cameron said out loud knowing how futile it was to try and change an alien’s mind once it had decided on a course of action. 

“Her immune system is just the right kind. I can tell from her saliva,” it added like as if it needed his permission. Shit! Shit! Shit! 

Aztcl was going to do it! Cameron was just about to protest again when she opened her mouth wider and with her pink little tongue, she gently licked up at the creature’s digit. Her body happened to be positioned at just the right angle so Cameron could see her narrow fit little pelvis do an empty little hump up in the air. 

His brain stopped working then, at a loss for words. The alien turned to face him, its trunk-like snout wiggling up and down in what the man knew well passed for a chuckle. Oh-oh! 

3. (Un)willing receptacle? 

It had to be the strangest lucid dream ever. She seemed to be on an alien planet of some sort, and yet it felt familiar somehow. But the sky was green, not blue. And she was naked! Made to stumble after an odd looking creature of indeterminate species. Jane was gasping, moaning weakly as her legs barely held her weight while her feet plowed through the powder-like sand. 

Weirder still, she wasn't sure where they were taking her. She was bound, and not by her hands or neck even, but by her nipples! 

A string, like twine, but made out of something between steel and nylon, had been looped around her throbbing nipples in little lasso-like knots, which after a couple of tugs, had tightened to the point where she was feeling an incessant throbbing pain in her breasts now. It was very hard going through the sand, and the one time she had tried to grab hold of the rope and pull to relieve the strain on her breasts, somebody had laid down a vicious whip across her back. She had gotten the message and never tried again but was now crying as she forced herself to keep walking toward her unknown destination. 

She felt feverish. The discomfort seemed to be coming from deep in her tummy where she felt an inexplicable sense of pressure and heat and a vibration she couldn't quite explain that filled her with dread. Most weird of all, she couldn’t help herself from feeling sexually excited! This made no sense at all, unless it was the mother of all wet dreams. Jane couldn't understand how it was that a dream could feel so real, in some ways – more real than anything she had ever experienced even when she had been awake! 

Every step she took reminded her how hot, throbbing and erect her clit was, how dripping wet her sex was inside. 

She knew that if she were an animal, she might be considered to be in heat, but she also knew that humans were not supposed to go in heat. And yet her mind kept daydreaming of big towering beings with enormous manhoods. 

She was their concubine being led off after some interdimensional raid. 

Her terrestrial destiny was now precluded. She was to become a concubine in an otherworldly temple where she would service them in her mouth, with her hands,  and oh Lord, in her ass and pussy too! Nothing made any sense

anymore! She was a good girl. She was not supposed to be having dreams like that. And yet every step took her closer to the precipice of a mind shattering orgasm! 

Then she heard the hissing, clicking sounds she had heard before. She turned and saw them: the man and the alien, talking the incomprehensible language. 

She almost fell, but the rope pulled on her nipples and kept her moving even though her heart was now beating at what felt like a thousand heartbeats a minute. There they were – the enormous men she had been fantasizing of: A giant alien being and a human engaged in what appeared to be a lively conversation. And even now, even though she had her flushing back to them, she was quite certain she was the main topic of their heated discussion. 

She shuddered remembering the cold dark onyx-black eyes of the creature. 

And the taste of his finger. She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry with anxiety. 

***

“Why the nipples, Aztcl?” 

He watched the girl stumble behind the roncl fighting her way through the dense sand. The way she walked, she had a resilience about her that he liked. 

He surely couldn’t deny the sexual appeal of tying and then leading a captured girl by the nipples. But somebody as intelligent and rational about everything as the alien had to have a better reason to tie a prisoner by her nipples than merely appearance. Another thing Cameron wasn’t quite so sure about was whether Aztcl ever got aroused. 

And if he did, could a human female make him that way? 

He knew that Aztcl was a priest of some sort, and had witnessed him take intimate samples from what had to be by now hundreds of young women they had abducted. Yet they were all rejected after only the briefest tests had been done. All but that one. 

And if it hadn’t even been for him, the alien would have left her to perish up on the hill. 

“She doesn't know it yet, but she is a girl who needs discipline," the alien said, its eyes also riveted upon her well-muscled thighs and rump that were

now covered in a thin sheen of sweat from her efforts. 

Cameron chuckled but then looked up to feel the glaring stare of the alien and decided there was nothing funny about anything right now. 

“She's what you call a natural submissive,” the alien spat from atop its beast and elaborated. “Never mind her temperament, ritual dictates that the male of the species is obligated to take the girl in hand. It will make her both docile and happy to feel that we know how to master her. The sooner she learns that we do not fool around, the better for her.” 

A cold shiver ran down Cameron’s spine. In all of their time together, Aztcl, had never spoken of the ritual before. If she was truly the one, things were going to kick into gear real soon now. 

As if to illustrate the seriousness of what he had just said, the alien whistled at the animal tugging the girl and the beast came to a halting stop. When she felt that the persistent pull on her breasts had suddenly slackened, the girl wavered, and fell to her knees. She didn’t see the alien dismount and walk over to her. Its enormous dark shadow fell over her quivering body that suddenly appeared so fragile and small to Cameron. 

She craned her neck up peering at the fifteen-foot tall giant towering above her. “Tell her to stand,” the alien said. At almost fifteen feet tall, she barely reached his waist. 

Cameron frowned. “I apologize, honey. My friend wants you to stand up.” 

He shocked himself at how caring he sounded. He saw her look up at him, her eyes scanning his face, appraising him. 

Cameron’s frown deepened. He made up his mind to harden himself. If not for himself, then at least for the girl’s sake. All these years in the gang had provided him with more than a few brushes with runaways and the like. He knew from experience that a girl about to undergo what he suspected lay in this one’s near future, needed all the backbone and determination she could get from the men around her. He had seen once what happened when a girl felt she could play on the perceived softness of the man trying to control her. 

It had not ended well for her at all, and even now he still had nightmares from the experience. 

The girl didn’t move, but seemed to actually square her shoulders. Cameron cursed himself. 

The creature’s snout wiggled up and down in what Cameron knew was unadulterated glee. 

Gently, as if he had all the time in the world, Aztcl reached down and took her breast in the palm of his hand. 

Aztcl’s movements were slow, but that fact did not take away from the callousness of his action. Cameron could see the shock evident the girl’s expression and yet she didn’t even attempt the smallest sound or protest. 

Cameron winced, his mind conflicted by the primal tumescence coming to a boil in his loins and his deepening consternation at the guilt that had come out of nowhere and was now refusing to let go of his tormented soul. 

Her eyes sparkled as she steadied herself on her knees and Cameron could see the dew of her first tears make an appearance across her long shimmering eyelashes. Her blush returned with a vengeance made so much more obvious by the youthful complexion of her peaches-and-cream skin. It grew rapidly suffusing her face and even making its way down her graceful neck to bloom across her chest almost all the way down to her puffy pink nipples. 

She gaped up at him but didn't say a word. Cameron could tell that the alien was squeezing her strongly by the pained expression that quickly replaced her outraged look. As he watched the scene unfold, the man thought of that place in the movie King Kong when the great ape happens upon Jane – who in that point of the movie was captured and readied by the natives to be a human sacrifice. 

Her mouth was agape and she kept looking, as if in disbelief, from the giant’s face to his hand that had swallowed her breast not unlike an anaconda would devour a mouse. The girl somehow still didn't say a word. She didn’t even scream and the man felt the first pangs of excitement stir somewhere.  In English, knowing the alien’s implants would translate his words in real time, he said, “You don’t have to torture her on my account.” 

The alien turned to look at him. After a long moment, it relaxed its hold and let go. Its snout moved up and down.   It was laughing! 

Then the alien looked back on the girl, and started speaking. Cameron realized it expected him to translate. The girl knew it was speaking by the hissing, crackling, gargling sounds coming out of its snout. 

“You think perhaps that you're in some sort of a dream a dream,” the thing

said. “But you aren't. Trust me. Where you are now, is more real than anything you have ever experienced.” Cameron could clearly see the impact the words of the alien were having by the girl’s deepening frown. He felt he could read her like an open book even without the alien implants. 

 Yeah right, she thought.  Whatever. Still, there was something about the way his hand felt as it twisted her flesh, the colors, Jesus even the smells of the world around – it did feel real. But how? And what happened with her god-awful headache? It seemed to have evaporated just like that.  She tentatively touched the spot on her head where she had felt a lump before, where she had hit the tree stump. It was gone now. Given her recent experience, Jane was surprised to find how unscathed and rested she actually felt. Her throbbing tit

— the only source of vague discomfort. And even that, wasn’t entirely unpleasant. 

"It says you have nothing to worry in regard to your head injury," she heard the man speak from where he was perched atop one of the odd creatures. His silhouette was shielding her from the punishing rays of the sun that appeared to still be high in the sky. 

Maybe it was time to go have herself talk to a psychologist. If that was the kind of dreams her subconscious was providing her: an abusive giant alien, and a man intent on enslaving her while riding otherworldly beasts, both of them dragging her by the nipples through a desert, she definitely needed to have her head checked out. 

“I wouldn’t worry about your sanity,” the man translated as if reading her thoughts, his words confirming her certainty that it was all in her head anyway. “I know you will not believe me now, but what that alien said is true. You are not dreaming. It healed you where you hit your head when you fell. It possesses that kind of technology. While you slept, we took you through an interdimensional gate on the alien's ship. Contrary to popular lore, extraterrestrials are not necessarily alien to earth. You are still on your home planet," the man cleared his throat. "Our home planet," he corrected himself. 

“Just many millions of years in the future. His ship is a type of time machine. 

Uhm … that is why you had,  we had to remove your clothes.” 

She frowned up at him. "Yeah right whatever." 

The man chuckled. She had grit, that was for sure. 

“You don't have to believe me. You might as well stick to your own misguided hope that everything you’re experiencing now is a figment of your fevered imagination. Perhaps you are indeed lying in a ravine somewhere. 

And soon, when the EMT guys find you, you will wake up and realize how crazy your dream was. Then again, if it is only a dream, how come everything is so perfectly defined? Even right down to the farting roncl which I am riding?" the man laughed. 

The man had a point. But then again, she had probably hit her head pretty bad. Maybe she had triggered a dormant imagination into high gear. The alien, as the man had called it, had let go of her tortured tit, but now his fist returned to her body, and without any preamble took her head in his giant hand lifting her gaze to meet his eyes. Suddenly she started hearing its words as if he had spoken them directly into her mind. 

It didn't have a mouth as far as she could tell, and yet she could hear what it said and understood what he meant perfectly. 

“I am using short-range telepathy which is nothing more than controlling the cochlear cells in your head to emulate impulses as if you hear my voice for real," the thing said. “It only works when I'm in close proximity to you, preferably holding your head in my hand. But enough about the technicalities. We are leading you to our temple. As it happens, the place where we met you is close to one of the most easily accessible time portals. 

We were on a return trip from our last mission when we fell through a ripple in time and ran into you. Or perhaps, rather, you ran into us." 

“We helped you recover from your injuries. We are hoping you won't mind helping us in return.” 

"Don't listen to him,” the man suddenly interrupted. “You don't have to do anything. What he is going to ask you is grossly out of proportion to what he did for your intracranial hemorrhage,. He wants you to –" The alien lifted its hand and the man’s voice was suddenly cut off as if he had pressed a mute button somewhere. 

“Your same-species representative there is correct perhaps. I have no appreciation of the way Homo sapiens, your species, think, let alone your culture and the personal fashions typical for your time. Still I feel obligated to ask for your help." 

Jane felt deeply awkward and at a complete loss. She didn't feel like she was in any sort of position to deny this creature anything it wanted. It was so much bigger than her, and she was just naked and alone on what appeared to be an empty desert landscape. And yet, there was a certain kind of honesty she detected in the creature’s words that touched a chord somewhere and got her attention. 

Whatever it was, it might be big and strong and quite capable, but this odd giant was definitely clueless. That was for sure. 

“Could you please let go of my head and neck?” she asked and after that an almost imperceptible moment the thing did in fact unfurl its grip. “Thanks. I have no idea what you're asking me to do,” she said stretching her neck this way and that and then looking pointedly from the alien to the human and back. In her distress, Jane didn’t notice the rapt attention with which both the man and the alien were observing her gently sunburned jiggling tits as she moved. 

After an hour of walking through the desert, she had lost all feeling in her full and swollen nipples where they were restrained by the tight bindings of the lasso-clips. Everything about her situation, from her enforced nudity, to the grotesque nature of the giant alien in front of her, was so very different from anything she had ever experienced, that Jane’s mind had lapsed into overwhelmed shock, unable to dwell for long on any one aspect of the high strangeness in which she now found herself.  “It seems you guys are fairly well-equipped to do whatever the hell you want,” she added glumly. “If I am to believe you, you have single-handedly kidnapped me and transported me into the future.” She wondered if her voice betrayed her skepticism. 

“There are some things that only a woman can do,” the man said. 

“Well, that’s for sure, but –“ then she suddenly understood he was talking about. “Oh!” 

She would definitely have to make time for a trip to the shrink, if she ever woke up from this crazy nightmare. 

 Oh God, please make it be only a nightmare!  A chill ran down her spine. 

“I'm not sure I understand,” she said softly. The man slipped his leg around the broad back of the creature he had been riding, jumped down to the

ground, and came to stand by her. 

“Come.” He took her by the hand and gently guided her to sit by the creature he had been riding until then. A  roncl?  “Why don't you take a moment to catch your breath. We've been walking for almost four hours now. You must be exhausted and thirsty.” 

Jane nodded and followed the man casting uneasy glances over her shoulder at the alien who remained standing like an intergalactic Lurch brooding down on her. 

“There, have a seat,” he pointed to a shadowy spot by the front leg of the massive animal. The roncl will not move unless he’s told to. It is cooler here.” He then gave her a flask and she was happy to discover it was full of deliciously cold fresh water. She couldn’t stop herself, and before she knew it she was thirstily chugging gulp after gulp from it.” 

The man squatted by her, his eyes scanning the horizon. Without thinking too much about it, her eyes washed across his rugged features. He was solidly built and she could tell, without even understanding how, there was a depth to him beyond the callous exterior. He appeared completely oblivious to her scanning eyes, his attention apparently preoccupied with unseen dangers, his furrowed brow – the surface of a turbulent internal struggle she suddenly felt curious about. 

“This sand sure is fine,” she handed him back the bottle. The man chuckled and shrugged. 

“I'm sorry you have to be naked. We didn’t expect to be bringing somebody over with us on this trip.” 

“Then, why did you?” She could hear the apprehension in her own voice. Her mind had already provided an unhelpfully long list of panic-inducing possibilities. She was hoping against hope that maybe she had missed something obvious. Perhaps these two otherworldly desperados were no more than just a couple of good Samaritans, selfless guardian angels sent to Earth to protect lonely joggers from rampaging mountain lions. 

 Yeah right.  Her apprehension grew exponentially when she saw the man's increasingly dark expression turn positively scary. He sighed. Some remote part of her mind was amused to note how studiously he was trying to look away from her nakedness and she wondered how long it had been since he

had last slept with a girl. 

“The answer to your question is kind of connected to the alien’s request,” the man said, his voice acquiring a certain huskiness she hadn't heard before. “I do not want to burden you with what may well be unnecessary information," 

he smiled sadly. "Or actually too much information. Especially if you choose to ignore our request." 

So now it was  both of them she was going to be asked to help? 

Not just the alien was about to ask her for some sort of assistance, but this man too? How curious, she thought.  If this wasn't a dream, it certainly is shaping up to be the most outlandish scenario possible.  Something about how little sense it made caused her to wonder if it wasn't real after all. A deep sense of foreboding had descended on her and Jane felt her fingers and toes tingle with apprehension. 

“I'll try to be brief and keep it as simple as I can,” the man said. “Here in the future, life is exceedingly rare. Especially healthy, unadulterated human examples of it. In spite of the way it looks, and certainly the way it behaves, this  thing,” the man said waving his arm at the brooding alien who was busying himself around the saddle of one of the creatures, “Aztcl is a very, make that very, very remote descendent of humans.” 

“No way!” Jane almost laughed. The man looked at her, the seriousness in his eyes – in stark contrast to the levity of her voice. He shrugged his shoulders. 

“From what it tells me, the human civilization we all grew up to know and hate came to an abrupt end as we know it when the Third World war started in the middle of the twenty-first century. The war was preceded by a calamitous crash of the stock market and a global pandemic that severely constrained the ability of most women to have children.” 

“Jesus!” She heard herself say. If that were true, having all this be a crazy nightmare, a figment of her sick imagination, was by far the lesser of two evils. 

“Have in mind that where we are now, is many thousands of centuries after that happened. It is more than ancient history to our friend there. But it helps explain why he chose to build the machine so that he could visit our particular period in time. The early twenty-first century is the closest point in time when he would be able to find humans that are not only the closest to his

species genetically speaking, but also untouched by the forthcoming ravages of disease and nuclear holocaust.” 

The man's voice sounded hollow and Jane suddenly felt sad for him. Maybe it was all a dream, but this particular figment of her imagination somehow felt very real right now. Seeing this austere looking man on the brink of tears made her want to hug him all of a sudden. She brought her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them. 

“Are you some sort of guide, or ambassador for it then?” She asked softly. 

“More like a reluctant co-conspirator,” he chuckled. He turned to look at her, the sadness in his eyes replaced by a cold calculating glare. “I took some convincing, believe me. But you probably don't want to know too much about my story. Suffice it to say that making the transition from motorcycle gang to an emissary for an interdimensional otherworldly priest is quite a leap and not one I took lightly.”  Wasn’t even given a choice, he thought bitterly. 

“So where do I come in?” She asked. In front of them, the alien was done with whatever it was doing by the creature, and was now idly scanning the horizon. 

“You happen to be the perfect genetic match that Aztcl needs.” The man said quickly as if afraid he might not have the strength to say all that remained to be said. 

“Oh,” she said, and just like that her mind seized up completely, unable to form anything more eloquent. 

The man looked at her for a long moment and realizing that she would need much more time to digest what he had just said, he pushed on, “He has been searching for some time, trying to find a woman, hopefully more than one, of childbearing age that has the perfect genetic markers to reinvigorate his timeline.” 

"  Reinvigorate his timeline? ”  S he looked at him wide-eyed searching his face for any telltale sign that he was just messing with her. What the fuck did

‘ reinvigorate his timeline’  even mean? It had to be the most stupid euphemism she had ever heard! 

“Sorry. Okay?” the man said. “It is simply what he calls it. I know it sounds idiotic, but you have to understand I'm not a scientist,” he spat in the dirt and

then kicked some sand at his spittle. “Just a, how shall I put it – a businessman with versatile morals from early twenty-first century Southern California." 

“You’re a criminal?” Jane’s face visibly paled and the man laughed out loud. 

She realized with consternation it was actually the first time she had seen him genuinely laugh. Her dismay deepened when she suddenly understood how much she actually liked the sound of his laugh. And most of all – the fact that she had caused it. 

“That seems to horrify you more than being prepositioned to bear babies for a grotesque time-hopping alien?” 

She shook her head and pressed her knees tighter into her chest. 

Visiting the shrink only once wouldn’t cut it. 

No. She would have to dedicate many months of serious therapy to get over whatever had caused this sick nightmare. This dream was so messed up that if she ever made it back to full consciousness, she was certain any psychologist worth their diploma would insist on checking her into a mental facility. 

“So what do you say?” 

“About what?” she looked away from the man. She hoped he would get the message from her posture. 

“The alien’s proposal,” the man said softly. 

“Ha! No!” Jane almost laughed. “No way. I’d rather die!” 

“I thought you might say that. It’s too bad.” 

She felt tears well up and forced herself to take deep breaths. 

“Why don't you at least hear him out? Hear out what he has to say,” the man said sighing deeply. 

“It's not only that I don’t want to. But I can’t,” she added regretting it immediately.  Oh, what the hell.  Now that tears were pouring, there was no going back anyway. She turned to face the man, unafraid to show him her tear soaked cheeks. “It's just that I can’t have kids. Okay?” 

“Say that again?” 

“I cannot have babies!” She almost yelled the words at him her pent-up frustration at everything about her current circumstances coming to the fore. 

The alien probably heard her outburst because it had now turned to look in their direction. 

“Is that it?” 

“You make it sound like it is a small thing,” she gasped. 

“Well, don’t forget who you’re talking to right there,” he pointed towards the giant creature. “Somebody who built a time machine just so he can come millions of years back in time and find the correct individual for his ritual. 

Surely helping you with your issue is right up there, amongst his capabilities.” 

“Oh, so he can  fix me,” she hissed, “like I’m one of your stupid Harleys in need of a new carburetor, or something?” She was really angry now and it took her a moment to actually notice how wide-eyed the man had become. 

He had actually scooted back a couple of feet and lifted his hands palms up in a placating gesture. 

She could see he was at a genuine loss for words. And just like that, the fight went out of her. The fist she hadn’t realized was up in the air, fell down to the sand and she breathed an exasperated sigh and leaned back against the cold hard skin of the animal. "I cannot have children,” she repeated softly to herself. 

“If he’s able to do it to correct whatever is preventing you from having children, would you?” They were back on the road again – the men riding their beasts, and she, nipples tied, following them dejectedly. There was something profoundly primal about being dragged like that, but she felt too tired to argue. The man had fallen back and was now riding by her side. 

Behind them the sun had crested, and was now on its way down, but she still appreciated the animal’s shadow. She didn't immediately answer the man's question. It wasn't a question that could be answered easily, if at all. What if the alien with all its future technology could indeed help her? Then it would require her to bear him the baby he so adamantly wanted. 

“You want me to have alien babies with this thing?” It struck her how weird

the question sounded when she phrased it that way. Like if she went through with it, it would be on this man’s say so. As if she was prey to his will somehow. But why would that even be? She didn’t even know his name. It was a dream! It had to be! 

She shook her head feeling caught between a rock and a hard place, the butt of some twisted joke of fate. 

“No, that’s not what I’m saying,” the man shook his head, and she thought she could see the first rosy hints of sunset reflected in his high cheekbones. 

Or could it be he was  blushing? 

“Not with him, but with me –“ he said huskily. Jane froze. And then almost tripped, her breasts felt as if they had almost been pried off her chest. 

“Aiiie! Gawd!” she screamed. The man’s eyes sparkled. 

He cleared his throat. “The alien is of a priestly subspecies. He is unable to have children of his own.” 

“Ha!” Was all she said.  You and me – quite the Adam and Eve, she thought silently to herself. What did that make the alien? Moses? Or Noah? 

Yes, she decided, Noah it had to be – going around through time collecting

‘specimens’ to repopulate the barren world. She definitely felt like a prime specimen in some crazy person’s zoo right now – led by her nipples through a desert, tied to the saddle of her owner. 

 And master. 

She felt tears well up again, and was grateful when the road took a dip down into a valley of sorts. In the distance she saw the outline of what appeared to be vast stone structures. They had almost arrived. Jane felt a shiver shake her exhausted body. She was afraid that when and if she ever left that place, she would never be the same again. 

4. The  Procedure

They entered a small courtyard but drove the animals off to the side. 

“Where are you taking them?” She had quite frankly had enough of being pulled around, treated worse than the hulking beasts they were riding. She hadn’t complained about it beyond muffled groans and whimpers on account of still thinking, hoping, that everything was a figment of her twisted imagination and the strength with which she had bashed her head after falling down in the ravine. 

But enough was enough. 

“The roncls need to be fed, and put in a shelter. They are distant descendants of a genetic experiment involving dogs and horses. You wouldn’t believe how sweet and attached they become to their riders.” 

“Yeah? And what about me?” She tripped after the animals stifling a curse at the pain at her nipples, the throbbing in her clit that she refused to accept as a fact, and her increasingly sore feet. 

“You are neither.” The man said and chuckled. She just gaped up at him. He was either the most clueless dolt on the planet or a genuine A-class asshole. 

Then, he added, “We’ll get to you next,” the man said, his voice sounding almost as if he was simply a bureaucrat at the local DMV, assuring her of the unremitting efficiency of the process. “Don’t worry, little girl, you’re next on our agenda.” 

 An asshole! 

 ‘I heard you!’

The words came loud and clear in her head and made her jump. Both the alien and the man had their backs to her. She was either losing her mind and this was the craziest dream ever, or they could read her thoughts. Neither prospect made her feel good. 

For the first time since the cougar scared her, Jane tried to twirl her wedding ring with her thumb. Justin had once pointed out she would do that when stressed. But today, there was no ring to twirl. The man had explained that they had to remove all her jewelry and clothes. Nothing from the original

timeline could be brought. 

 Asshole. 

They entered through a surprisingly small doorway that required the gargantuan alien to almost stoop all the way down to his knees. But when he stood and waved his hand seemingly without purpose, lights came on, and Jane was gob smacked at the enormity and scale of the building. On the inside it looked to be almost twenty times the size of what she had expected from the outside. 

Mouth agape, she found herself marveling at the intricate frescoes and beautiful ornaments that filled every spare inch of the enormous walls. While her companions completely ignored her and busied themselves depositing backpacks and instruments in cubicles and cupboards along the sides, Jane stumbled toward what appeared to be a central altar in the middle of the enormous hall. The temple, it had to be a temple, almost looked like the love child of the biggest Mormon Temple and one of the greatest Gothic cathedrals in Europe. It was beautiful and well-lit, but unlike those other structures, felt cozy and welcoming somehow. 

"Unghh!" She felt the alien’s cold hand her take her by the scruff of the neck and almost lift her from where she had been leaning against a thick marble column. 

She heard his words in her mind, "Go squat alongside the altar over there," it said pointing towards the center of the immense hall where a pedestal large enough to accommodate somebody its size was placed. “Lean your back against its side and squat all the way down." 

It struck her how stupid and nonsensical its order was but she felt she absolutely had to obey the creature's command. She heard the man and the alien begin chatting behind her as she padded over to do what she had been ordered. Once again, they appeared to be communicating in that nonsensical language using clicks, grunts, and hisses. How had it evolved, she wondered. 

 How did one say ‘I love you’? 

"Why do you want her to do that?" 

“I want to see how long it takes for her body to experience discomfort," the alien replied. 

“But why?" The man asked again. The alien turned to look at him, the deep black eyes feasting on his face for what felt like an eternity. 

"You like her." 

"No I—" 

"That’s good." The alien turned its back on the man and followed the girl who was in the process of squatting low to the ground and leaned her back against the flat stone-like surface of the altar. 

As it walked, it slowly shed its clothes one by one letting them drop in its wake. By the time the giant came to tower over the squatting girl, he was completely naked in all his alien glory. She looked up at him and heard herself whimper. A priest or not, it appeared to be definitely male. 

It walked up to her and drew a long-nailed finger slowly across her troubled brow. "Her discomfort will elicit her body to produce endorphins. Endorphins will increase her pain threshold. Her pain threshold has to be elevated for what I have to do to her next." 

"What are you going to do to me?" 

“Nothing you don't want me to do,” the alien whispered in her mind and Jane wondered how it was that he was able to talk to her with his thoughts. Did that mean he knew what she was thinking? 

Suddenly a violent sexual charge unlike anything she had ever experienced before struck her and she felt her pussy get wet. Her face flushed violently and she tried to look away from the towering creature and his giant phallus that dangled so close to her watering mouth. In this awful moment, she realized that her own thoughts scared her more than anything. 

A good girl, a good wife was not supposed to get excited by the prospect of being taken and despoiled by a giant alien. So when he took a step closer, and his cock began to grow erect, and Jane’s nostrils felt his musk fill her lungs, the whimper that escaped her clenched throat caused her to want to die with shame. 

“Do you want to get pregnant?” She looked up at him and realized his lips hadn't moved. And yet she had heard him loud and clear, like a jagged whisper straight into her mind. 

She shook her head. "I can't," she said softly. 

"Really?" The short trunk-like snout vibrated and the creature’s head tilted just a little. It was so bizarre. Jane knew she had to feel disgust, horror even, but all that filled her impressionable mind was an overwhelming sense of wonderment. 

"I-I was born that way. My body –," she started explaining and then stopped. 

What was she doing? Why bother? It was a dream, for crying out loud! The mother of all lucid dreams, perhaps. Jane shook her head -- a vain attempt to clear her mind. It didn’t work. She felt as if a mental cloud had wrapped up her thoughts in a gauzy reality that only left her with the will to listen and obey. 

She sighed. She looked up at him and saw herself mirrored in the alien’s black eyes staring wide open down on her. She looked so small, insecure, and petite, that awkward teenager who she thought she had outgrown – unveiled, in all her innocent helplessness. 

Waiting. 

"I have some sort of anatomical defect. My body is unable to deliver my eggs in time to meet the sperm. Surgery, very expensive surgery, is required to fix it.” She spoke quickly, afraid she might change her mind, and then cast a quick glance up through her long eyelashes. 

His face was completely implacable, and yet she simply knew that he was smiling at her. She couldn't resist and smiled back. He had been expecting her sidelong glance! What a pity it was a only a dream! 

The mother of all wet dreams. 

Aztcl moved closer and squatted down by her. He reached a giant hand and placed it on her lower abdomen covering her belly. She gasped but didn't move back. 

“You are a beautiful woman, Jane. You have healthy ovaries, a womb, and a body to die for. I think you ought to have babies." 

“Oh my God,” she whimpered and felt the tears start again. Then, just like that, she felt herself nod.  Yes. 

“Shhh now. Lay back and relax.” 

Jane felt the rough skin of his long thick finger as it reached its way down and touched her across her nether lips. Her heart raced into a frenzied pace and she felt herself suddenly go lightheaded with pure unadulterated lust. She moved her knees wider on the floor, offering herself up like a wanton slut for him to do as he pleased. She knew she ought to feel indignant and angry, but she surrendered to its greater will and allowed it to press its thick digit deep into her channel which she knew he would find hot and wet. 

As she felt her mind slowly float into a marmalade sea of forgetfulness Jane could only think of one word and one word alone:  babies? 

It was a long time since she had last given the idea of having  a baby any serious thought. Never mind  more than one. It simply hadn’t been something she had seriously considered an option. Not since mom and dad had sat her down and told her about her problem. 

***

They didn't bother tying her, and Jane knew she wouldn’t run. She simply followed after her alien master as rivulets of sweat trickled along her back and front like rivers, all the way down to her ass and pubis where they vanished into her soft downy forest. Everything on this planet, even indoors, was bathed in a gauze-like humidity. They might have made startling advances in other areas, she thought, but air conditioning certainly wasn’t one of them. 

"Come," the alien said and she did. She felt powerless to defy him, but it cut more deep than that. Jane felt certain that disobeying him would make her sad and even break her heart. She simply  had to do as told. Head demurely lowered, her eyes on the exquisite marbled floor, she followed the giant and his acolyte into a small room where they made her stand with arms and feet stretched out in the form of the letter X. Without bothering to explain, they then began attaching shiny metal bracelets, shackles really, to her wrists and ankles. Next, the alien placed a collar around her throat. 

What surprised her most was that she didn't find the resolve to protest. If anything, her trepidation had morphed into giddy anticipation. It reminded her of the way she felt on her wedding night with Jeremy when she knew she was about to lose her cherry. 

"I have placed an interdiction on your thoughts,” she heard the alien’s speak in her head. “Think of it as a spell preventing you from talking.” 

Jane felt both deeply insulted at the liberty he had taken with her and flummoxed by the trickle of wetness that she could feel had now coated her outer labia. 

Next, the alien attached a chain to her collar.  Oh God,  she thought,  what are they doing to me! When will this awful nightmare end? 

Aztcl then placed his heavy hand at her cheek and when she looked up astonished at the gentleness of his touch, she thought she could see empathy reflected in his onyx eyes. She bit her lip and lowered her head. Somehow, she didn’t feel worthy of his undivided attention. He reinforced his submissive thought with a nod of mental encouragement that made her entire body thrum with joy at being in his presence. 

She could feel the naked heat of his body wash over hers as if she was standing near a furnace and out of nowhere she found herself dwelling on how it would feel to have his penis in her body. Mercifully the creature took a step back and she was spared the shame of any more ruminations of that kind. 

At least for the moment. 

Jane watched as the creature waved his hand in an intricate gesture of some sort. Instantly, her arms were pulled midair as if locked in place by powerful magnetic fields holding her shackles perfectly stationary causing her body to be spreadeagled. Jane looked up at the alien and saw him move the index finger of his outstretched hand a tiny bit. It made her think of her own fingers controlling a computer mouse. 

Only, he wasn't touching anything, merely using gestures like a wizard in the empty air of the room. Silently, without even the hint of an effort, Jane felt the rings at her wrists move upward, and soon much to her own painful consternation, she found herself being hoisted up in the air. It was as if she was a butterfly, her wings pinned by invisible needles to an illusory cushion that was lifting her up, and up, and up –

Mute and helpless, she tried to writhe this way and that, but the shackles didn't even budge. Soon she was elevated well above the head of the alien and realized that no amount of squirming would do her any good. The alien

flicked its pointer finger again and a soft buzzing sound filled her head and she looked to see where it was coming from. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t find its source until something slithery, cold, and wet, touched her between her outstretched thighs causing her to feel as if she wanted to jump out of her skin with fright. 

Not even her husband dared touch her there, and yet something disgusting and unmentionable slithered across and  into her pussy! 

Jane would have screamed if she had been able. Instead all she could do was crane her neck in a vain attempt to better see what was being done to her. 

"It is for your own good. Just surrender yourself. Submit. Don't fight it,” she heard him say in her mind and all she could think of was,  ‘Fuck you! 

 Asshole! Let me go! Do not touch me. Let me go!’

5. After-treatment

Her own thoughts sounded shrill and hysterical even to her, and soon she gave up just as the disembodied wiggly thing began inching its way further and further deeper into her vagina. "Oh God!” she whimpered. Just then her lower body shook with the first tremors of an oncoming climax. 

Jane felt a throbbing dull pain between her legs but it was complex and multilayered, like expensive perfume carrying with it both agony and pleasure. She had never hated anything with quite so much verve in her entire life. That's when the man's voice joined that of the alien in her mind. 

“If you submit to his treatment, you will be able to have children,” he said simply and she felt tears spring to her eyes. She closed her eyes, and clenched her teeth. An increasingly evident dark side of her mind reared its curious head and she found herself fascinated by the sensations of the thing slithering back and forth in her previously naïve little pussy. It moved slowly, its progress barely noticeable. Each time it ventured deeper into her soft, vulnerable sex, her mind would provide the terrible images of a tentacle-like appendage pushing back at her most private muscles implacably storming its way into her holy of holies. 

Little whimpering gasps escaped her clenched throat. Every movement of the snakelike proboscis succeeded in weakening her internal resolve as it would push in ever so higher and deeper into her body. In that instant Jane knew it wouldn't stop until it had somehow fought its way all the way into her womb! 

Soon it was well past her entrance and was fully embedded in her tummy. 

She was silent now, her ragged breathing and the sound of droplets of her sweat falling from a great height to splatter on the floor below, making up for her screams of protest. 

But the thing didn’t stop. It kept working its way deeper and deeper yet. 

Jane writhed and squirmed with renewed vigor when  the thing brushed up against her cervix for the first time. It felt like jolts of electricity struck at her very core. Jane tensed and felt her bladder surrender its grip and her urine begin to fall to the ground below. 

"Nothing to be ashamed of, sweetheart. Normal bodily function,” came the

voice of the alien deep in her mind. She had never felt more violated in her life than now when she couldn't even escape into the own private horror of her personal shame. Somewhere in the back of her mind she thought she could hear the hissing, gargling sounds of the man and the creature converse. 

She wished she could understand them and wondered if they were discussing how best to humiliate her further. 

"You need to be careful, Aztcl," the man said trying to imbue his words with all the seriousness he possibly could. "You have no way of knowing how fragile her psyche might be. Neither of us does. It is all much too new for her. 

She might go mad with it all,” he said. 

There was a long ominous silence before he heard the alien's thoughts. 

"Unfortunately, I think you are correct. It is too bad we have no time to wait." 

That was news to the man. After all, didn't Aztcl possess a fucking time machine what was this nonsense about having to rush? 

“The space-time continuum, as you humans call it, is like a flowing river, I'm afraid,” the alien explained. “We grabbed her in the equivalent of an estuary in that river. It is difficult to explain, but if we were to return her now and then come back and try to convince her again, she might experience a mental error of continuity that will make her go crazy for sure. We either go through with it now, or we have to give up on her completely." 

 Shit! The man thought. That was definitely nothing like anything he had come to expect. 

"I am sorry." Aztcl added softly. It troubled Cameron that the alien was so apologetic all of a sudden. It was not a side of the creature he had seen before. Perhaps he was not the only one touched by the woman's presence somehow. 

“Take it easy on her. As easy as you can," he heard himself plead. 

“She needs to have an orgasm so that the probe can enter her cervix," came the alien’s voice in his head. The man suddenly felt his cock stir and he silently chastised his own twisted mind. “Perhaps you should talk to her," the alien said. 

“Maybe your words will make her feel a little more relaxed. She needs all the help she can get right now. She’s going through a truly rough experience.” 

The man looked up to see the girl levitating midair. She was completely immobilized except for her tummy which was vibrating and her breasts that kept jiggling with her efforts. She didn’t have to read her mind to see the raw sexual heat that crackled like electricity throughout her body. Her nipples, now released from the harness, were both hard and raw and he knew just by the way they looked that they thrummed with aching sensitivity. 

The man noticed her soft triangle that seemed red and freshly trimmed at the sides. He liked it that way and thought it was cuter than he could have ever expected. He could picture her rushing in the morning, realizing she had stubble down there, and quickly reaching for her husband’s shaving cream. 

"Talk to her," the alien urged again. Her head lulled to the side and Cameron could tell even from where they were standing that she was in the grips of powerful waves of pleasure and on the cusp of a climax. “Tell her to try and relax. Tell her to surrender and listen to her body.” 

"Come for me, sweetheart. I want you to come right now. It is okay, surrender to what you feel. Do not fight it.” 

It was all it took. Cameron had barely spoken the words, when Jane immediately came undone–writhing, whimpering, moaning. Seeing her abdomen undulate upon the thick silvery snake of the probe like a belly dancer possessed by an otherworldly python, struck him deeply and the man felt his cock spasm jetting unprovoked streams of cum as he climaxed as well. 

Once the procedure was done, and the girl had been gently placed back on the floor, the alien made her stand on her hands and knees and the man felt ashamed to realize his own lusts come awake when he saw her instinctively open her mouth. The big alien had started sliding the probe into her ass. By now Cameron ought to have grown used to seeing it done. It was part of the procedure. They had inserted it into more unwitting subjects than he cared to remember. He was well aware of the human’s instinct to gasp and open their mouth when something prodded at their behind. Up until young Jane however, he had been semi-comforted by the knowledge that the girl’s wouldn’t be remembering any of it. Their lingering redness and discomfort would usually be all that remained from the alien’s obnoxious little device. 

Not so with Jane however. More than simply a tool to monitor and maintain the state of her health, it would now be a required presence all the while until his seed had taken and the girl had conceived. 

 His seed! 

Jeeeez! He was starting to sound like the alien, the dirty giant pervert that he was! Cameron swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry, as he watched mesmerized the little green plastic balls slowly slide, one after another, into the bottom of the shellshocked girl. Her body immediately reacted as if struck by electricity. 

“Aiiie! Take it out! Please!” she whimpered but she kept her place. Her voice had lost any edge it might have previously had. Now she sounded desperate and pleading like the innocent young woman she was. The man suspected that being forced to endure a humiliating public orgasm would do that to anyone. He stepped closer and knelt by her head gently smoothing back her disheveled hair. He had undressed but she didn’t even look twice at him now that he was naked. He could only imagine how deeply strange everything had to be. Of all the things that had happened to Jane in the last couple of hours, having an unknown naked stranger offer soothing remarks hardly rated in the top ten. 

“You have to keep the anal probe until…” Suddenly he was at a loss for words. 

“Until you have completed your side of the bargain,” came the unhelpful mental voice of the alien drowning out his thoughts and her complaints. “We will remove it before we return you to your timeline.” 

“Ungh! Aiie!” The cramps had started. Without thinking, Cameron bent down and kissed her forehead. He didn’t understand he had done it until he realized his lips were pressed against her skin. He thought she tasted sweet in her tribulation. He allowed himself to linger and placed a few more kisses gently along her temple and the top of her head. She appeared so lost in what the alien was doing to her that she didn’t give any outward indication of having felt the man’s attempt to console her. 

God! Why was he feeling so sensitive about the girl all of a sudden? He didn’t even know her! Unbidden, his subconscious provided the stark but very true answer – he was going to make her have his child, that’s why! 

A sad little chuckle erupted in his chest and he laughed ignoring the curious stare of the alien and the quick horrified glance from the girl. 

How ironic that after the entire sordid history of humankind, and all that had befallen it, its future now lay on the shoulders of a man surprised at his own humanity, meager as it was! Cameron shook his head in wonderment. He was no philosopher, simply a former inner-city gang member, one with a rather long rap sheet, and yet fate had apparently decreed that he was to be the linchpin of humanity’s enduring survival. It made him sad because all of a sudden he didn’t feel worthy of the task. 

He closed his eyes, breathed deeply, and cleared his throat. 

“Come, Honey, we have to get things going. The longer you stay in this timeline, the more difficult it will be for your mind to reconcile realities once you get back home.” He could see by her face that she had no clue what he was talking about. He stood and choosing to momentarily ignore her protests took her by the shoulder and helped her to her feet. Something about the effort of being made to stand however caused her to blackout and the last thing Jane knew was the warm strength of the man’s embrace as he took her in his strong arms. 

6. Inseminated

When she awoke again, she found herself lying naked on what felt like a large bed in absolute darkness. No matter how many times she tried to blink, she was unable to detect even the flimsiest wisp of light. She knew she was not alone.  He was there with her. 

Jane felt weak, her entire body consumed with a churning sexual hunger and need, her breasts flushed and swollen, her nipples hard and inflamed, not a square inch of her flesh felt spared from her craven lust that the procedure had awoken. It did not even occur to her to worry about the fact that she was naked in a bed with a man she didn’t really know.  A man who wasn’t her husband. 

Her mind had long since stopped being able to work at that level. All she could think of was how aroused she felt by the visceral presence of a cock so close to her now. She felt on the precipice of a nervous breakdown. All Jane knew was that the only thing in the entire universe that could save her from utter and complete madness would be this man’s gorgeous manhood. 

Cameron heard her moan and moved to kiss her mouth which she immediately opened. The girl began sucking eagerly on his tongue. He responded by moving his hands to her breasts. He gently cupped them, and then squeezed, eliciting moans of ecstasy from the young housewife who had now been somehow transformed into an eager slut in his arms. 

She could feel his body move and this comforted her and horrified her in equal measure. She squirmed when the thing they had stuck up her ass brushed up against something and made her stomach cramp unwelcomely. 

“Ungh! Do you think they would know if you took it out?” she asked attempting to sound as convincing as possible given the circumstances. 

“Don’t be silly,” the man said and she felt his hand gently caress her back. 

She found it relaxed her strained nerves. “Of course they would. But that’s not what is stopping me.” 

“Oh yeah?” She was still attempting to come to terms with the mental concept of what she was submitting herself to. 

“It is there to help your body adjust to what has been done to it.” 

She stiffened. 

“Nothing bad, but think of it as a kind of extensive surgery. Instead of having you convalesce in hospital for a long time, all you need to do, is endure this presence in your bum for a few more hours.” She scoffed but a small part of her appreciated his attempt at explaining things. The man whose name she still didn’t know, and was somehow too timid to ask, was trying to put her at ease. Jane found she was surprised at how well he was doing. His hand kept caressing along her back in long languid trails. 

“So now I am going to be able to have children?” She asked unable to hide the disbelief from her voice. 

“Yes, honey.” 

 Honey. Honey was what Justin called her in bed. She had made fun of him initially but with time had grown to appreciate the intimacy of the word. Even now, she wasn’t finding it intrusive to hear it spoken on the lips of the rough-looking biker. Jane wondered how well he was able to read her mind. Could he do it with the same effortlessness as the alien? After thinking about it, she decided that the answer was probably no. 

The alien had said something about using probes or nano-bots or something like that. She strongly suspected its pet human was not privy to that technology. 

“You’re smiling,” the man said and she realized he was right. 

“How did you know?” She was certain he couldn’t see her in the dark. 

“I don’t need implants to be able to read your mood from the way your body responds to my touch.” His words made her blush and she squirmed uneasily. 

“You shouldn’t be doing that,” she said in a small voice. 

“Doing what?” 

“Touching me.” Just then his fingers made their way around her hips and she felt him start to play with her soft downy hairs. “Like that.” 

“Like what?” There was a playfulness in his voice now. His fingers traced their way down and came to rest at the tip of her hooded clit. Her breath caught in her throat and a deep shiver ran all along her body. 

“Shhh, little one, stay with me,” he cooed softly in her ear. “Your thoughts are drifting to unpleasantness.” 

Maybe he  could read her mind. 

And then again, she thought it was probably quite obvious when a girl felt distress. Especially a girl about to be fucked, and  oh God,  impregnated. 

“I’m married. You should not be doing that,” she tried again but her voice sounded weak and unconvincing even to herself. 

“And yet, you agreed earlier.” His fingers moved lower yet and dipped into her hot wetness. 

She couldn’t think of what to say now. 

“What will Justin think?” She opened her legs and gave him the access needed. 

“When you tell him you are pregnant?” She nodded in the darkness. 

“He will be so happy for you, he will not know what to do with himself. 

Because if he is the good man you seem to think he is, he has no choice but to love the fact that you are happy and your biggest wish in life will come true.” 

His voice suddenly grew rougher and his finger twisted and she moaned softly. “He better be happy for you, or I’ll come for him and slap his weenie ass until he appreciates the gift he’s been given.” 

She laughed at that and he thought that her laugh was beautiful. Somehow she knew he wasn’t just speaking of her newfound ability to get pregnant, but more importantly of the fact that she would be happy now that she had it. 

“You’re asking me to live a lie.” 

“It’s a small price to pay,” the man said. 

“Easy for you to say,” she countered feeling her temper come awake. 

 Not so easy if she actually knows the sacrifices I have made.  But the man kept his thoughts to himself. 

“Oh, my God!” she gasped loudly. 

“Why? What’s wrong?” The man’s hand froze and she felt his whole body stiffen behind her. “Are you in pain?” 

“No. Not that, but – you said the alien needed…” She was suddenly finding it very difficult to get her own anxieties out into words. “You said I was a perfect match for the alien’s attempt to repopulate the Earth.” 

“Yes, I did,” he said. 

“So that means that –“ she couldn’t finish the sentence. 

“Don’t think about that now. Concentrate on the moment and don’t worry about the future. It will take care of itself. When you went out for a run this morning surely you didn’t expect to end up here. Did you?” 

“No, I didn’t. But –“

 She was going to be made to give her baby to the alien! 

“Shhhh,” the man took her by the chin and turned her to face him. The kiss was out of this world and just what she needed. For an exquisite moment Jane forgot about everything and the entire universe coalesced onto the surface of their tongues as they washed and played against each other. His mouth was hot and passionate and he tasted wonderful in a way she couldn’t quite wrap her mind around. 

The man’s hand slid down gliding across her sweat drenched body, over her stomach to push one finger through her sopping wet slit until it effortlessly entered her drenched center. Her insides clenched like a first on his finger and he growled his appreciation for her eager submission. 

Cameron had no idea how it was that she was so tight. Perhaps it was the procedure. But whatever the reason, she would definitely make for an otherworldly fuck, that was for sure. He felt his cock twitch as he imagined how she would cling to it when he sheathed it into her belly. He moved around on the bed and the girl whimpered when he found the tiny tight rosebud of her anus with his other finger. 

Her whimpers were all the protest she could muster however, as he soon began fingering her back and front. “Ungh, ungh, ungh,” little panting gasps of ecstasy began escaping her pursed little chest as he finger-fucked her vagina and the hot tight poop shoot he knew for a fact had to be virgin territory. Jane was so wet that he knew it didn’t hurt, even the rapidly pistoning finger in her bottom was wet with her own juices trickling down from her pulsating womb. 

Suddenly Cameron stopped and smiled fiendishly seeing her wide-open surprise. 

“Here’s what’s going to happen now, honey,” he said, his voice suddenly deep and resonating in the dark of the room. He didn’t have to have the lights on to know how her body trembled beneath him, the girl’s entire psyche anticipating the mastery he was about to inflict upon her young inexperienced body. 

He spoke softly but sternly. "I want to claim all of you, honey. Don't worry though, I'm not into anal. I just wanted you to know that if I was though, your ass is mine. I want you to understand that when your master, me, wants pleasure from your submissive young body, you'll give it and you will become a better woman by learning to submit and provided to him." Jane's brow furrowed but he brought his hand down to cup her pudenda and began rubbing languid circles around her clit. Soon a little sigh escaped her throat and they both knew he was right. 

7. Endless Lovemaking

“Do you think it can see us?” She asked softly pressing herself back at him as he spooned her in the warm bed, the covers wet with the sweat of their exertions. 

“He can probably smell us,” he said and she whimpered in shame.  What had she done? Oh, God,  please let it be a dream, she prayed. Thoughts kept tumbling through her mind that made her feel horrified and dirty in the worst possible way. 

 A bargain with the devil.  Jane felt despoiled. She had given herself to a complete stranger so that he could put a baby in her tummy! She had cuckolded Justin! 

She had been ovulating last night. 

There was no going back now. If this wasn’t a dream –  Oh, my God! 

The man who had just flooded her unprotected womb was gently resting by her and it was all she could do to not move lest she awake him and he demanded to possess her again. What frightened her most of all was that when he did awake, she would eagerly welcome his advances. 

Her hand trailed down her abdomen and came to cup her pussy that felt bruised and stretched and hot like never before. Her middle finger slid along her slit and she whimpered before she could stop herself. 

“Ready for another go?” The man’s voice sounded wide awake and she heard herself say a soft “Yes.” 

This time he positioned her on the side, and she felt his long thick girth gently nuzzle in up on her folds. She realized she now wanted to know his name. She opened her mouth to ask, but just then he plunged in, burying himself all the way, until his wide head pressed up against her bruised cervix and she forgot all about everything. 

***

They didn't sleep much that night. To Jane it felt like she was back in high school again, fooling around with her first serious boyfriend. Only, the level of intensity now was miles above anything she had ever felt then. Or forever

since. 

Even with Justin. 

They had done it more than a couple of times already and again she felt him move, his cock hard against the warm cleft of her buttocks. He felt her eagerness to please in her silence. When he had taken her for the first time a couple of hours ago, she had offered token protest. She was well past that now. Moving efficiently, she obediently arched her back toward him as he lay her on the side and even lifted her leg a little giving him submissive access to her body. 

"Eager little thing, huh." He was going to enjoy her quite a bit. "First I want you to turn around and make me hard.” She whimpered out loud but he immediately reached around her chest and possessively slapped her breast stifling any reluctance she might have had, his hand molding her into submission. 

Slap! Slap! Slap! The flesh-on-flesh gunshot-like sounds of his slaps reverberated from the walls of the dark room. 

Back home he had been an enforcer for the gang and knew well how to tame recalcitrant chicks. "Ow! Ouch!” she whimpered, but somehow managed to keep herself in place in spite of the pain he was raining down at the same place along her breast just off to the side from her nipple which he could tell was already throbbing and tight with frustrated lust. 

“The sooner you come to accept your fate as my obedient little breeder-slave, the better,” he said accentuating every word with a pointed slap across her quivering young breast which had to be turning a crimson shade of red already. “Repeat after me: ‘I am going to be your little breeder-slave, Sir.’

Come on! Repeat it! I won’t stop slapping you until you do!” 

SLAP – SLAP – SLAP. 

It wasn’t until almost two minutes later that she finally whimpered her surrender and he heard her cry out the denigrating words. 

“I want to be your cock-slave little breeder, Sir. Please, sir, let me be your cock-slave, Sir!” she started babbling, the stress of the past hours no doubt coming to the fore. 

He stopped and gently spooned her cuddling her from behind. He kissed the nape of her neck and cooed soothingly. 

“Shhh, little one. Don't worry it’s all okay. I'm not angry. I know it's tough on you, but you're doing fine.” She hiccupped, and nodded, and to his surprise, he felt her push back up against him. 

"Thank you, Sir,” she said meekly and made his cock feel like it could split diamonds right now. Jane heard him issue a satisfied growl behind her and at the same time felt his cock vibrate against her butt cheeks. 

“I am going to lie myself back now,” he said huskily, “and you, honey, will worship my cock with your mouth until I decide it is hard enough for me to punish your little cervix some more.” His words, awful and offensive as they were, made her heat rocket up into the stratosphere and she felt her womb pulse and throb to life again. 

He moved her off of his lap until she was between his knees. His rampant tumescence needed her attention and so he spread his legs wide. He used her hair to unceremoniously move her this way and that until she was on her knees positioned just the way he needed her to be. Her face was flush with her thoughts and he could see how aroused her nipples were. 

He kept hold of her hair. 

“Remember now, I was a gang member until not long ago. I've had some pretty good blowjobs," he told her. "I don't expect you to beat those. But I want your very best, or I'm going to spank your titties again. Do you understand?" 

Jane's face frowned up at him and he almost laughed. She looked the perfect combo of pretty and disheveled as she knelt between his widely spread thighs. She nodded unhappily and he reached down and slapped her breasts, first the one, and then the other giving them each one mighty slap, just so that she could know what to expect if he wasn't pleased with her efforts. 

Next, he took her by the hair and guided her down to his rampant cock. She opened her mouth and he guided himself in. He didn't push her but let go of her head and leaned back on the pillows. He watched the girl’s head move up and down over his cock as she slowly started sucking. It took her some time to fall into a rhythm but he was surprised how quickly she began lovingly suckling and lathering it with her tongue. 

Her mouth was on the small side and so every time his cock filled it, her cheeks bulged. In spite of her initial discomfort he noticed that she managed to keep her lips tight around his shaft. He appreciated that she obviously had some experience. He could see how quickly she was changing from the demure housewife she used to be into the wanton slut she was becoming. His cock's presence in her mouth was like a wedge chipping her past off of her. 

Cameron opened his mind and searched out for her thoughts and feelings, her experience feeding his lust like jet fuel sprayed upon a raging inferno. 

It was like a rebirth. 

Being fucked by him made her feel in turn powerless and small, and then empowered and in control, her mind doing flip-flops along the rim of a mental precipice along which she was afraid to linger. Instead, she chose to concentrate on the vicious thick presence of his meat in her mouth and soon all her mind could think was,  "Cock! His cock! I’m sucking his cock!” 

There was nothing in the entire universe but his cock in her mouth, like a sword and its scabbard, they were made for each other. It was salty with his sweat and carried the musk of their mingled juices in the thought of where it had been inside her body just moments ago made her get wet all over again. 

He was in control and he kept her at it for a long time. The had both climaxed a couple of times already and he was in no hurry. Jane surprised herself at how natural giving him a blowjob had become for her. Her mouth was hot and energetic and she knew from his grunts that he was pleased with her efforts. 

At one point, he pulled her off his cock and then told her to suckle at his thick head. When she obeyed, he leaned his head back and moaned loudly. It made her genuinely happy, then proud, and then deeply ashamed. She whimpered her misery, but he didn't hear as he realized he was on the threshold. 

“Wait," he said, his voice suddenly husky and she paused and then he motioned for her and they both quickly moved around: she on her back, her legs splayed widely, and him towering, his maleness everywhere around her, like a carnivore about to pounce. 

What Jane did not know was that before entering the room, Cameron had injected himself with a cocktail of retroviruses. They would enter his bloodstream and there they would alter his DNA, even that of his sperm cells. 

When one of them managed to make its way up into her now freshly healed uterus and fertilize the egg it wouldn’t be creating a human fetus but rather a chimera representing the best of what millions of years of evolution had to offer. 

As far as Jane was concerned all she would notice would be an accelerated pregnancy and aggravated morning sickness, but there was no reason of burdening her with all that information just yet. 

He gave her breasts a powerful squeeze, crushing the firm flesh in his strong fist, feeling the tissues underneath her youthful skin. She moaned softly but didn't flinch away from his touch. "You obey real well, Jane." 

He had thought about that day extensively. The day when they would finally find the perfect genetic match to re-create the human species in all its complex abundance. And he had promised himself he would fuck her viciously. He would take out on her whole the pent-up frustrations of all those years of searching and failing to find the right mate. 

But now that he was standing poised like a predator above her submissively proffered form, something in his heart he long since thought was dead to emotion made him want to be gentle and kiss her tenderly and not fuck, but make love to the girl with all the passion of a first love. 

He growled and her eyes opened looking up at him and he could see she was worried she had done something wrong. 

“Close your eyes, B-" he was going to say ‘ bitch’,  but his voice just cut off and he had to clear his throat. “Come on, beautiful. I'll be gentle,” he said and lowered himself down on the soft form of the young wife. 

“After I'm done with you, you won't be able to walk straight. Every time you sit, you will have to bow out your legs. Your husband will wonder what's wrong. You will tell him your pussy hurts.” 

“What if he wants to fuck me?” 

“There is nothing that he can do that might harm the baby I will have put in you by then. Go ahead and have him plunder you. You will thank me later. 

The experience will be out of this world. I promise.” 

"By the end of our session here you will be edged brainless. I will keep fucking you and making you come until the intelligence in your eyes

vanishes completely. Then and only then will we return you to your own timeline. Happy and pregnant.” 

“Please, master, spare me.” He knew those words came from her deep subconscious, the place where her previous proper self had been browbeaten into hiding. After tonight he was certain this old Jane would be gone, replaced with the newly fecund creature with voracious sexual appetite beneath him now. 

“Shhh… At the back of your womb there is a part that his lain dormant all these years. With the help of Aztcl, we will awaken it, and excite it until it curves upwards begging for more. And your flesh will open like a little mouth seeking to absorb every single one of my potent sperm.” 

His words shocked her and her mouth opened agape, but all he could see was the openness of her womb, its hunger and the contractions he would experience when he plunged all the way in. 

8. The Dream

The morning of that seemingly endless night of fucking, after the nameless man left Jane lying semi-conscious in a bed soaked in her own juices and his sperm, in an especially dark corner of the lightless room, a shadow moved. 

The giant alien's figure detached itself from where he had been leaning along the wall and in one continuous fluid motion swept in to crouch by the girl's somnolescent form. Aztcl was covered in sweat, long rivulets of which trickled down the crevices of his lien body to drip beneath the swaying sack of his heavy testicles. Aztcl was exhausted. 

If the male and female human specimens hadn't been so engrossed in their lovemaking, they might have detected the alien presence lingering in their lustful minds. But as it happened, they had remained blissfully oblivious to the dark specter of their soul-snatching visitor. They remained innocent and clueless of the third participant in their animalistic fucking. 

Aztcl had vicariously experienced every lustful thought and primal urge of Jane and Cameron as if he had been the one doing the fucking himself. It had been a mentally tiring but supremely gratifying experience.  An equal, if ignored participant in the breeding for human!  It would provide countless hours for analysis back home, he was sure. Aztcl knew it was an experience for which he would be richly commended. Too bad he had needed to coerce the two humans into doing it under false pretenses. 

Aztcl felt his species' equivalent of a slight remorse. Feelings of regret being completely useless to him, he attributed it to a vestigial emotive remnant of his distant human ancestry. And then actively repressed it. 

He moved in closer to the girl. His mind reached out and insinuated itself into her thoughts and he imbued her with feelings of sexual afterglow and safety, lulling her into a deep sleep. Had Jane been awake and able to see him, it would have struck her how much his posture looked like that of a giant bird of prey about to indulge his appetite. 

Aztcl's snout wiggled and from an opening and its tip, a tentacle slithered out. 

Long strings of a saliva-like substance dribbled down from its oily surface as the alien chimera began diligently licking all along the young woman's naked body. 

A soft gasp escaped her throat when her brain opened itself to the images of

lovemaking the alien started gifting her as he licked hungrily across her flushed skin. 

 An ancient lush forest. And in its center – a meadow. 

 She was not alone, but felt herself walking side-by-side with an enormous giant of a man. She blushed violently instinctively knowing where he was taking her. The creature, whatever it was, pulled her roughly into the grass. 

 She felt delicate in its massive arms, her eyes demurely flitting to wash across the expanse of his cock. She instinctively knew to not let her gaze stray above his waist. It was not easy, she was curious to see what he looked like everywhere, not just down there. What she did see was very similar to a normal human anatomy. A thick shaft topped with a big bulbous head proudly engorged, swayed before her wide open eyes. 

 The only differences she could discern was his girth – more than double in size than any cock she had ever seen, even on the Internet, and the fact that all along its shaft it had what looked like ripples of flesh, like rings of alternating thickness that made her shiver in anticipation at what he would feel like when he plunged this veritable weapon of muscle into her body. 

 Inexplicably she felt an urge to kiss it, but was afraid of misstepping somehow. Instead, she reached out and gently stroked her hand along the proud shaft that felt almost unbearably hot to the touch. 

 Suddenly she felt herself get very, very wet. 

 And then saw him move in on her. 

 He was going to have her! She wasn't going to stop it, not that she could! 

 She spread her legs almost eagerly and it grunted and she took that to mean it was pleased. She whimpered and reached up and kissed the creature on the chest as she wasn't able to reach even its neck. 

 Another grunt. 

 She felt him move in on her and with both hands she reached down and having taken a lip on each side opened herself up for it. Jane was not sure why it was that she wanted him with such passion! But it was a wet dream after all, wasn't it?! She could feel how with every whimper that escaped her tight throat, his cock grew bigger yet, the rings along its shaft enlarging

 themselves to where it seemed impossible her body could ever accommodate it. 

 Part of her mind was screaming no, no, no! And yet another part of her eagerly met his cock midway as she raised her hips up acting out the eager slut she felt she had suddenly become. 

 When his cockhead pushed up against her lips, it was a tight fit at first, and the creature wiggled and pressed and it wasn’t until her pussy gushed fluids that it was finally able to enter into her tummy! She was taking shallow little breaths as his giant of a third limb pressed on and on into her belly with excruciating slowness. She knew he was holding himself back! The creature was being delicate with her and this made her want it that much more! 

 Even as she cried out loud when another spasm of pain struck her lower abdomen, she forced herself to ignore it and lifted her head from the ground and kissed him again on the shimmering green translucent skin of his broad chest. It felt hard and warm and tough like a rock. 

 The creature grunted and stopped for a minute giving her time to breathe and get accustomed to him as much as possible before resuming his interminable push forward. The sensation was overpowering and she felt darkness closing in on her from all sides as her orgasm build up. Her climax was nearing and she heard her clenched throat make inarticulate little whimpers. 

 And then the thing came! It felt as if somebody had turned on a fire hose straight into the middle of her belly. The pressure triggered something in her own body and her own climax followed almost immediately. Jane fell into a dark abyss and fainted. The next thing she knew, the creature was gone and she was lying with a wet puddle of gelatinous liquid seeping out from between her legs. 

 She was incapable of movement. She simply lay there, legs spread wide open, spent, exhausted and wet like never before. When she was finally able to regain control of her muscles, she rolled herself over to the side and curled up in a ball and heard herself start to cry. Every sob elicited more fluids from her. She wasn't sure why she was crying. She just knew she had to give her emotions free reign or she would go mad. 

 Midway through it all, she reached down and touched herself gingerly between the legs. She was surprised the monstrous fucking she had just

 endured hadn't done more damage as she marveled at the amount of fluid still gushing out of her well punished pussy. 

9. Pregnant

When she finally came back to her senses, she found herself sitting in her car. 

It was parked at the same place she had left it by the trailhead. It was sunny outdoors and off to the side some women were laughing and a man was walking by, a dog on his leash. Jane instinctively sunk lower in her seat and then breathed a sigh of relief. Her clothes were back on and even her watch indicated that almost no time at all had passed since she had parked the car. 

And yet it felt as if she might as well be living another person’s life entirely. 

She forced herself to relax, and breathe deeply, waiting until the fear still pumping through her body slowly abated, and then vanished. Her skin tingled and her nether regions swam in postorgasmic thrumming, her nipples tight, her scalp vibrating with what she knew had to be the longest postclimactic haze she had ever experienced. 

 What a dream! 

Then a lingering soreness between her legs made her frown, and a shiver ran down her spine.  What if? 

In a rush she moved the car seat back, propped up her steering wheel, and undid the shoelaces of her running shoes. She peeled off the socks and almost screamed. She had showered that morning before she had gone to work. She was sure of that. After a few hours at the school, she had changed into her running clothes and come straight here. And yet, why were her feet muddy and her toes scabbed? Why was her skin pink and glowing as if sunburned? 

With a little whimper she snuck a tentative hand into her shorts and this time she couldn't stop herself when tears started pouring down her face. The fingers that made an appearance from underneath the cloth were wet with the scent of a man’s cum. 

 Oh. My. God. 

Images of a stern, handsome dark face of a man, his muscular forearms and chiseled chest came unbidden to her mind and she felt her pussy pulse.  The father of my child! 

She had pleased him, and he had bred her, and her heart now swelled with happy pride she couldn't even begin to make sense of. 

***

A few cars off to the side, that same man was watching her through the tinted windows of his late model convertible. He couldn’t help but think how much he liked everything about the girl. Even her voice, husky and girlish, but not like that of a full grown woman, still echoed in his mind. She was like a young wine--full of promise, with notes of spice and richness, and musk, and eagerness, and every now and then even disgust and hesitation. 

He smiled. Yes, breeding her was going to be okay. Excellent genes, passionate lover, very amorous in bed. It was a criterion without which Aztcl simply wouldn't have agreed to the procedure. The fix to make her fertile. 

The man started the engine and put the car in gear and gently pulled out from the small parking lot. He saw his own gleaming green eyes reflected back at him in the rearview mirror. It would be fun when he stopped by six months from now to  collect her. 

He couldn't wait. 

Epilogue

Not far, geographically speaking, but at a time so remote, as to be unfathomable and beyond parallel to Jane and Cameron, Aztcl bowed deeply before a glowing sphere that shimmered suspended midair in a vast dark hall. 

Silently, he was rejoicing. 

"They believed your story about the forthcoming apocalypse?" It wasn't so much a voice that Aztcl heard, but a series of endless emotions and information that filled his heart and mind. 

"Yes, Master. They believed it all." 

"And the man followed your instructions? He injected his reproductive organs before copulating with the woman? He used the retrovirus cocktail you gave him?" 

"Yes, he did as instructed, my Lord," Aztcl confirmed in his thoughts. 

"When will the chimera be ready for harvesting?" 

"I've instructed the man to go back and take the woman six months from the day we dropped her off." 

"Well done, my Disciple. Our home planet's government will be notified of your achievement. They will be expecting the chimeric fetus soon. When you are able to generate enough energy to enable a new time portal to the couple’s timeline you are to go and claim the girl. Back home they will soon start getting ready to begin cloning the fetus for the war of colonization as planned.” 

"Yes, Master." Aztcl bowed deeply. 

Again, a vestigial human sense of remorse filled his heart with sadness but he angrily suppressed the useless antiquated feeling. 

The end. 



Milked in London

Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 



The Queen is Most Eager Now

My marriage to the King of England had been arranged of course. I didn't see my betrothed until our wedding night but all the images my bountiful imagination dutifully provided didn't come close to doing my King service. I honestly squirmed throughout the service of Holly Matrimony mortified lest someone noticed my unbecoming anxiety. 

How ironic then that my husband would decide me to be a frigid unwelcoming vessel for his passion! 

But how can I possibly explain to him that the Queen is a lady and should never unveil her true emotions before her Lord and husband? Thank Goodness for the King’s perspicacity in calling upon brother Manfred's knowledge of the soul and flesh in chastising out my vanity and forcing me to be the sensuous wife I know I am. 

I am Eleanor, Queen of England. This is my most secret story. 



Filled by the Drug Lord

What started as an innocent flirt and became a sensuous romp in the hot confines of a truck has come back to haunt Jamie in the form of a heavily tattooed dark Latin gang member. 

Jamie wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But getting pregnant changed something deep within her body. 

Now, when the young mother sees a good-looking man her eyes inevitably flit down to his crotch, her mind painting mortifying images of what he packs down there. 

Rodrigo doesn’t take no for an answer and soon she learns that he knows what’s best for her anyway. 



Trash-Man's Toy

Jamie has it all—a loving husband who brings her pleasure in the bedroom and works tirelessly to provide for her their newborn infant, a big house including a hard-working and dedicated maid to help her maintain it. The only missing ingredient in this dream-come-true is a sense of adventure. 

She wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But her pregnancy changed something deep within her body. Now, every time Jamie came across a good-looking man, her eyes inevitably would flit down to his crotch, her mind painting sweat-inducing images of what he looked like down there. 

Every Thursday Jamie would watch the big, heavily muscled trash-men do their work, and then every afternoon, she would retreat to her bedroom where she’d close the door and lose herself into a fantasy which would inevitably leave her hot and tired at the end. 

One day, Jamie decided to follow her instincts and go out and meet the object of her dreams. 



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service. 

It all started when Lord Dixon made her family an offer they couldn't refuse. 

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant. 

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities. 

Soon after that — she wanted more. 

With time, Elizabeth has slowly had her mind challenged and evolved, provoked into awakening to a life of carnal sensuality that knows no bounds. She lives, breathes and feeds on her master’s lust. Still an innocent, she pines to be made a woman. 

Lord Edward Benedict Frederick, 13th Lord of Dixon, is her mentor and guide on this journey of sensual realization. He is much older than his young body-servant and experienced in all manners of lovemaking. Yet the young girl awakens a passion like no other that makes the experienced politician forget his worldly ambitions and surrender to endless hours of exploration with his young servant girl. 



Lena's Fall

When I fell in love with my mother's physician, I had no idea things would turn out the way they did. Strong, rich, and very assertive, he seemed just like that person for me, and I was more than willing to be taken in hand by him. 

But just like a butterfly attracted to candlelight I burned my wings. He kept wanting so much more from me, and I only wanted to please him. He had friends, and they all belonged to a dark ancient society. As it turns out, the hive had a leader -- a monster no one wants to disappoint, a demon soul with a craving for innocence and a lust for me. 

This is the story of my downfall. 

Thank you for reading Alien Gene. 

If you enjoyed this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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