

Chapter One

I stare in fascination at the brunette making out with the Nubluion. They’re sitting across from me on the bus, oblivious or uncaring about the very public display of affection they’re exposing the other passengers on the bus to.

The poor old lady next to them looks like she’s about to faint when the alien’s black twin tongues swipe along his human mate’s lips, causing her to moan and lean closer to him. The old biddy grumbles under her breath in anger, clutching her coat tighter around her as her wrinkled old face fills with disgust. When the bus slows at the next stop, she leaps from her seat like it’s on fire and exits the bus as fast as her little legs can carry her.

My reaction to the two is the complete opposite. Heat builds in my stomach, moving lower between my thighs. My clit swells and I can feel my panties dampen. The erotic sight in front of me stirs my curiosity about human and alien relations along with the secret desire I have to find out what it would be like to have sex with another species.

The blue-skinned Nubluion is attractive for an alien. Some of the species that have arrived on our planet in the last twenty years can be pretty freaky looking, but not Nubluions. Nubluions look similar to humans except they have blue colored skin which is hairless, and thick black hair on his head. Their facial features are like a human but with catlike eyes and a flatter nose. Where humans come in many shapes and sizes, Nubluion’s only come in one. Tall and muscular. The perfect alien hunk.

The pretty brunette he’s sucking face with is one lucky bitch. Nubluions are a kind species, despite their size, but they are protective of their mates, and can turn deadly if they feel like their mate is in danger.

The alien gives the woman one last peck on the lips and lifts his head, checking to make sure there are no threats nearby. He slides his large over the small swell of the woman’s stomach and my mouth falls open in surprise. She’s pregnant!

I shouldn’t be surprised. Humans and aliens breed occasionally, but it’s not something we see every day, and any interspecies breeding has to be registered with the Hu-Alien Relations Department or HRD for short.

It’s been twenty years since the aliens began interacting with our planet, and some people, usually the older folk, are still not adjusting to our new alien friends.

I wasn’t even born when the first space shuttle landed, but my mother told me it was pandemonium. Everyone thought the aliens were invading and all human life would be wiped out or enslaved to the highly intelligent beings. Let’s face it, earth and its inhabitants are still young compared to the rest of the galaxy. Our technologies are ancient compared to the tech the aliens brought.

Once the government and military figured out they came in peace and only wanted to advance our civilization and trade with other planets, they quickly jumped on board. Earth became a part of the Interstellar Planetary Trade Agreement. The people of earth had to adapt quickly despite their fears as more species began to arrive and integrate into our society, but what they brought with them quickly gained their acceptance. Their medical technology was leaps and bounds ahead of ours and could cure any disease in minutes. Now, most humans die of old age.

Food shortages and failed crops are also nonexistent. They taught us better ways to grow food and pest free plants. I’m happy with our new space friends, and have grown up alongside them. I don’t know what the world was like without them, but it sounded terrible.

The bus slows down and the couple stand up. The alien dotes on his mate, carrying her bag and keeping an arm around her waist as they exit the bus. She smiles up at him adoringly, and a pang of jealousy hits me in the chest. Lucky girl indeed.

All my ex-boyfriends have been human and none of them treated me like I was the center of their world. It’s not like I’m hard to please. If they just pretended to act like they cared and also gave a shit about my pleasure in bed, then I would have been a happy lady, but they were all duds. That’s probably why I’ve been single for over a year with zero interest in a human male.

Thirty minutes later, the bus lets me off at my stop and I walk a couple of blocks to my family home. It’s an outdated brick house nestled in a small community on the outskirts of the city. It needs some work, but it’s home to me and I love it.

“Mom! I’m home!” I shout as I close the door and hang up my coat.

I walk into the kitchen and frown when I see my mother sitting at the table with a letter in front of her. Her hands are pressed against her forehead, with her elbows resting on the table. She looks defeated and instantly I’m concerned. This is not the bubbly, smiling mom that greets me every day.

“Mom, what’s wrong?” I say as I sit in the chair beside her and place a hand on her shoulder.

She looks up. The startled expression on her face tells me she didn’t notice I was home. “Oh, sweetie.” Her face crumples, and tears fill her eyes, making my chest pinch with anxiety. Something is definitely wrong.

“Mom, you’re scaring me.” I say. “Please tell me what’s wrong.”

She holds up the letter and I see it’s from the tax office. “Property tax has increased every year and I’ve been trying to keep up on the bill, but it went up another forty percent this year and the letter states that I only have thirty days to pay the past due balance or they are going to auction off our house. We’re going to lose our house!” Tears are running down her face as she drops the letter on the table in defeat.

I quickly run ideas through my head on how to get money. I have a small savings account and my pay as a waitress is not great, but I can help get more shifts if I have to. “How much are we behind? I have close to five grand in my account.”

She shakes her head. “Thank you, sweetie, and I appreciate you willing to help, but it still won’t be enough. The cost of living has skyrocketed lately and I’ve been giving them just enough over the years to keep them off my back since we need every penny to pay other bills and food.”

The aliens may have made life better, but not cheaper. The government made sure the little people pay out of their asses for everyday goods and services, especially anything alien made.

“Tell me how much we owe.” I say, and my stomach flips when I hear the amount.

“Eighteen thousand due in thirty days, plus another four thousand in six months for the new bill.” She says.

Holy crap! That’s a lot of money.

“I can’t believe we’re going to lose our home.” Mom cries and I wrap my arms around her and rub her back as she breaks down in front of me.

I’ve never seen my mom look so broken. She’s always been so strong. Dad left us when I was little and she did her best to take care of everything. I hardly remember my father and haven’t seen him since. It was a dick move to leave his family for his secretary and so cliche. He can rot in hell for all I care.

It hurts to see her like this. She has been a great mother, and I never went a day without her telling me how much she loves me. I never went without, and she made sure I had good food and nice clothes.

She’s worked so hard, and I won’t let it be for nothing. We will not lose this house.

“I’m going to fix this.” I promise, even though I don’t know how I’m going to get my hands on that much money at the moment.

She pulls away from me and wipes the tears that have been pouring down her cheeks with the back of her hand. “It’s impossible.”

“Nothing is impossible. Leave it to me.” My words are filled with confidence, but my stomach is twisting in dread as I mentally run through our options.

When my mother smiles at me with complete trust, my resolve hardens. I won’t let her down.

I lean over and give her a kiss on the cheek before standing up. “Don’t worry, mom. Love you. I’m going to head up to my room. I want to get to bed early so I can’t tackle this problem with a clear head.”

“I love you too, sweetie, and thank you. You are such a wonderful daughter and I know I could count on you. Goodnight.”

I hurry up the stairs to my room, and once I’m alone, my smile drops. How the hell am I going to get that much money?


Chapter Two

The show on the television is just background noise. I’m not paying attention to it while I lie on the bed with my phone in my hand. For the past hour, I’ve been scrolling through the help wanted ads, but nothing pays the amount I’m going to need.

There is one. It’s a test study for an unknown alien drug, but the risks of adverse effects to the drug are too high, like abnormal hair growth all over your body and it’s possibly permanent. No thanks. I already hate shaving my legs and lady bits. A shudder runs through me as I picture my body covered in hair. The bigfoot look is so not in style.

“Struggling with unexpected debt?”

I hear those words and glance at the television where a man in a lab coat and thick glasses is talking.

“Need cash now?” He asks, and it’s like he’s staring right at me when he’s speaking, but I know he’s only looking at the camera.

Yes, I do. It feels foolish, but I nod at the tv.

“If you answered yes to both questions, then we have the solution for you. The Hu-Alien Relations Department is looking for willing females to help save a rare species of alien that is on the brink of extinction. If you pass the medical, we will compensate you financially for the use of your womb.”

My mouth opens in shock. They’re looking for human women to breed with an almost extinct alien species. You’d have to be pretty desperate to let some strange alien you have no feelings for impregnate you.

I snort when I remember I’m almost that desperate. I could never do that though, could I? I picture myself lying naked as a shadowed figure settles between my legs, ready to mount me and fill me with alien spawn. My panties grow damp and my clit pulses with arousal at the thought.

“Let us fill your womb and your bank account! $10,000 on sign up and $5,000 with every successful breeding.” He drones on as my body grows warmer from desire and thoughts of what that money can do for me and my mother. I’ve always been attracted to strange aliens. The stranger the better. There’s just something so taboo about being with a creature that looks so different from you.

“The process is almost painless and, most times, enjoyable. Become a registered Alien Incubator today! All you have to do is log into our website and book your medical exam. It’s easy and the first payment is deposited upon contract.”

This could be our way out of debt, and we can keep the house! The commercial ends and the show comes back on, but I’m already typing in the website address.

The website is a little confusing but at the bottom I find an apply now button tab. Clicking on it, the screen changes to another section where I have to fill out my name and address and contact information.

I click next when prompted.

“Answer the following questions truthfully. Any false responses may cause your contract being voided and return of any payments, plus the possibility of fraudulent charges.” I read the words out loud.

This program is controlled by the government, so I know better than to lie. The first question was simple. It asks my age. Twenty-one. Then if I have any health issues or diseases. That answer is no.

Then the questions get personal.

“Have you had intercourse before?” Yes.

“If so, when was your last sexual encounter and with what species?” Human and six months ago.

“Is there a possibility that you are pregnant? We will still need to confirm this during the medical exam.” The answer is no, but why ask if they are just going to check?

I shake my head and continue.

“Have you performed oral sex?” Yes. I thought they only wanted to rent my womb?

“Have you had anal sex?” My heart rate speeds up the more I read and my panties are drenched. I rub my thighs together to help relieve the ache. I answer no to that question, but it’s not something I’m opposed to.

“Breast size?” I frown at that question, wondering why that matters, but type the answer in; 36C.

“Have you orgasmed during intercourse and oral play?” Yes to both.

At the end, I have to check the box if I’m sure all my answers are correct to my knowledge.

Done.

A flashing tab pops after I’ve completed the application and I hold my thumb over the words “Book Medical Exam.”

I pause for a moment as nervousness gets the better of me. Am I really going to do this? My mom’s tear-stained face flashes in my mind and I click the tab. Yes, I am. Besides, it’s not like I’ve made my final decision. I have to pass the exam.

My phone beeps, and I get a text notification. I click on it and see it’s from the HRD. My exam is booked for tomorrow at 1:00. There is an address, and after a quick check on my phone, I know where to go.

A giddy smile grows on my face. If I pass this exam, then our house is saved and I can finally find out what it’s like to be fucked by an alien. I just don’t know what this rare species is going to look like.

I turn off the television and snuggle under my cover. My eyes grow heavy as my imagination runs wild. I slip my hand under my panties and press two fingers into my wet heat. A moan slips out as I finger myself. I close my eyes, biting down on my lip as I quickly bring myself to orgasm, thinking about some strange alien impregnating me.

I suddenly can’t wait.


Chapter Three

The address takes me two hours to get to by public transport. It’s on the opposite side of the city as my home on an air force base. The base is busy with soldiers and aliens running around. It’s here that space shuttles land and take off. Just outside of earth’s atmosphere are dozens of alien space stations. Not all aliens live on our planet, but commute. I’ve never seen it myself, but some say they have their own alien city up there with walkways connecting all the stations into one big station. Their own space metropolis. Ships come and go multiple times a day, transporting both humans and aliens. It must be awesome to have a job that takes you off earth every day.

The base is surrounded by high fencing, and soldiers guard the entrances and exits. I walk up to the gate and a guard steps out of the little building next to the entrance.

“Stop right there, miss.” He barks. “This is a secured area.”

I halt at his command, instantly nervous that maybe I’m in the wrong place. “I have an appointment, and this is the address I was given.” Taking my phone out of my purse, I recheck the address. “8732 Skyway Rd. Building 4. Basement Floor. Room 386 A.”

“ID, please, so I can confirm.” He says and holds out his hand. I fish my id out of my purse and hand it over. He walks back to the small building and I’m left waiting, and wondering if I should just turn around and go home. The other guard standing behind the gate keeps an eye on me until the guard returns a few minutes later.

He hands me back my ID and waves out the other guard. “Open the gate. Her identity has been confirmed.” He says and the other guard presses a button and the gate swings upward. “I need to escort you to the building so you don’t wander into any restricted areas. Come. They are expecting you.” He says briskly. This guy means business and I don’t want to make him mad, so I quickly follow him onto the base.

He must be in a rush or just impatient because I’ll have to speed walk to keep up to him with my shorter legs. By the time we get to the gray steel building on the farside of the base closer to the space shuttle launch site, I’m out of breath.

Another soldier is posted outside the door, but when he sees the guard escorting me, he opens the door for us. We step inside and the cooler air feels good after that sprint. The guard points to the elevator on the right. “Take that elevator. It’s the only one that goes down. The room you’re looking for is straight off the elevator.”

“Thank you.” I say to him, but he’s already gone, the door shutting behind him. “He’s a charmer.” I mutter dryly.

The elevator stands before me and now that I’m here, a flutter of nervous excitement builds in my stomach. In a few minutes, I’ll be completing my physical exam and then committing myself to becoming some Alien Incubator. It’s so hard to believe that if I pass this exam, then I will be experiencing my first mating with another species. I’m getting wet just from the anticipation.

I press the button next to the elevator and the doors slide open with a ding. I step inside; the door closes behind me and then I’m descending. It feels like it takes longer than necessary to reach the basement, but eventually the door opens and I step out into a dark corridor. The overhead lighting is dim, and the space is void of any decorations. I guess the army is not big on making this place look welcoming.

386A is posted on the door in front of me in red letters. It’s unlocked so I walk in to a brightly light waiting room with seats lining the walls and a reception desk against the back wall next to a closed door.

“Hello. Welcome to the Hu-Alien Relations Department.” Says an older woman sitting behind the desk. She’s wearing a similar army uniform as the rest of the soldiers on the base with her hair tied up in a tight bun. She doesn’t smile, but is polite when she asks me how she can help me.

“I have an appointment.” I say.

She nods towards the seats. “Take a seat. The doctor was expecting you. A nurse will be out in a moment to take you to an exam room.”

I’m only waiting a few minutes when a nurse in green scrubs opens the door I noticed earlier and calls my name.

I stand up and wipe my sweaty palms on my clothes. I’m more nervous than excited now. If I don’t pass the exam, then mom and I will lose the house and I won’t get to live out my fantasy of hot alien sex. Please let me pass this exam. I say a silent pray as I follow the nurse to a tiny room that’s filled with strange medical equipment.

There is a standard exam chair in the center of the room. The type you’d see at a gynecologist’s office with two leg stirrups. She hands me a hospital gown. “Change into this and then climb up onto the examination chair. The doctor is just finishing up with another patient and will be in soon.”

When I hesitate, she gives me a soft, understanding smile. “It’s fine if you’ve changed your mind. This is completely voluntary and not every woman is cut out for this. I can take you back out and a guard will escort you off the base.”

I quickly shake my head and grab the gown. “No. I haven’t changed my mind. Just a little nervous.”

“It’s okay. Everyone is in the beginning, but it doesn’t last. Most women love being alien surrogates and we get a lot of applicants that re-apply. I forget that some of you are newbies.” Her cheerful chatter makes me relax more and knowing women keep returning to be impregnated over again makes me feel better about this decision.

“So they like having sex with aliens?” I say, causing her to laugh.

“You know what they say? Once you go alien, you never go back!” Her giggles can still be heard when she leaves the room. I like her.

Sounds good to me. Now that the nerves are gone, I quickly undress and put on the unflattering gown. The backside is open, but it keeps the important bits covered. I hiss when my butt hits the cold exam chair, but the leather warms quickly underneath me as I lean back in the chair.

As soon as I’m relined, there is a knock on the door. “Come in.” I say loud enough for them to hear.

The door opens and a portly middle-aged man walks in with a round face and plump cheeks that seemed to sag into jowls. The hair on his head is thinning, but there’s not a gray hair in sight. At least he’s got that going for him because his slightly crooked nose makes his glasses tilt to the left a little, giving him a disheveled appearance.

The buttons on his lab coat are about the lose the war of keeping his jacket closed. It’s stretched tightly over his belly, not able to conceal his girth, and when he sits down on the stool next to me, I expect to get hit in the eye with a flying button.

Despite his chubby, somewhat disheveled appearance, his smile is genuine and warm, making me feel at ease with the strange doctor. “Good day. I’m Dr. Hartly and I’ll be doing your exam today.” He gets right down to business.

“I’m going to start with the basics, blood pressure, checking your heart and lungs, and the nurse will be in to draw some blood…” The door opens and in walks the nice nurse from earlier with a lab tray.

“Ah… I was just explaining to…” He flips open the file in his hand. “Miss. Emerson, you’ll be taking some blood.” The doctor says to her.

“Hold out your arm, please.” She says to me and she ties a rubber band on my arm. There’s a small pinch, and she takes a couple vials of blood. “Are you doing okay so far?” She asks as she fills the last tube and places a bandage on my arm.

“I’m great.” I say, completely content. These people are professional and seem to know what they are doing.

She nods in acknowledgment, then grabs the tray. “I’ll have the results in ten minutes.”

“That fast?”

“Alien tech makes simple things like tests much faster.” Dr. Hartly explains.

Oh right. This place is probably loaded with every advancement possible.

Once the nurse leaves, the doctor takes my blood pressure. He uses a stethoscope to listen to my heart and check my breathing.

“From what I can tell so far, you are very healthy and will make an excellent candidate for our program.” He says, making me smile.

He snaps on a pair of gloves. “I’ll have to perform a vaginal exam to confirm everything is in working order before I make the final decision, though. Place your feet in the stirrups, please.”

I do as he asks, and then he slides his rolling stool to the end of the chair right between my legs. He grabs the light behind him and turns it on, shining right at my center, which is still covered by the gown, but not for long.

The gown is flipped up and then I feel his warm, latex covered hands on my inner thighs as he pushes my legs wider and scoots closer until his shoulders are almost touching my knees.

I’ve been wet since stepping onto the elevator, and now the evidence of my arousal is visible to the doctor, but he only nods in approval. “Your body seems pretty receptive, and is producing an abundance of natural lube, which most aliens prefer over synthetic lube.”

Okay. Good to know that my horniness is a plus.

He skips the lube, since he doesn’t need it. When he spreads my labia and inserts a finger into my pussy, I grunt. His touch is purely clinical, but that doesn’t stop me from responding. His fat little finger is wider than my last boyfriend’s penis.

He presses in deeply, feeling my walls for any defects while I try not to squirm or embarrass myself by humping his hand. Cut me some slack. It’s been awhile.

He removes his finger, and I almost whimper in disappointment, but bite my lip instead. “Elasticity is good, and everything feels fine.”

Next is the speculum. This time, he uses some lube because that sucker is big. “Sorry about this, but you may feel some discomfort.” He says as he gently presses it into me. There is a slight burn as it steadily moves deeper until the tip reaches my cervix and I clench my teeth in discomfort.

When he opens it, I can’t stop the hiss of pain that leaves my lips. Holy fuck! It feels like I’m being split wide open.

Dr. Hartly strokes the inside of my thigh soothingly. “I know it can be a lot, but I’m almost done. You’re doing great! Just a few more minutes.” He says and I nod my head and try not to wince.

He grabs a long rod from the table and slides it inside me. I don’t feel anything until the tip pokes my cervix. There’s some pressure but not pain and then he’s done. The speculum slides out of me and he removes his gloves and stands up.

“Everything looks fine. You can sit up now.”

I removed my legs from the stirrups and tenderly sit up, feeling a tiny ache in my pussy. I always hated that part.

The nurse walks in without knocking this time and hands the doc the test results. She gives me a smile and a thumbs up before leaving. I’m starting to think she loves her job too much.

“You passed the pelvic exam and your bloodwork is fine. Actually, it’s more than fine. It tells me you’re at peak fertility now, which is perfect.”

“What does that all mean?” I think I know the answer, but ask anyway.

He grins at me and places the papers in my file. “It means you’ve been accepted into the program, but you have to leave for the breeding facility on space station 12 immediately.”

My heart soars in happiness. I did it. I’m going to save my family home. Wait a minute.

“What do you mean, leave immediately? Like leave earth? And right now?” I ask, as my heart pounds for a different reason. This is happening faster than I thought.

“Yes, and yes. Station 12 was built to house multiple alien species in need of a surrogate and provides the optimal atmosphere for everyone to flourish. Some aliens would never survive on our planet and we are trying to save their species and not eradicate them, so all women in our program live on the station for a certain amount of time.”

I’m finally going to get to leave earth and go on a spaceship! Shit. I didn’t pack or say goodbye to my mom! My mind is going a mile a minute.

“I understand, but I didn’t plan to leave today. I didn’t pack anything, and no one has told me how long I’ll be gone.”

“No worries, Miss. Emerson. Everything you need will be provided for you once you arrive and let me see…” He walks over to his computer and taps a few buttons before turning back to me.

“You’re matched with an alien called the Tentacalous and it says here you’ll be there for three breeding cycles. According to the data, each breeding cycle takes one month, so you’d be required to stay three months.”

Tentacalous? What the heck is that? A mental image of a giant octopus-like creature holding me up with its tentacles while it breeds my pussy has heat building in my lower abdomen. I’m such a kinky slut, but I can’t help what turns me on, and I’m not embarrassed about it. No one should feel ashamed for their kinks as long as the people or aliens are consenting adults.

I think about my mom and how stressed she is about money. That’s the main reason I’m here right now.

“So if I go today, does that mean I’ll receive my signup bonus now?” I ask.

“Yes, it does. The nurse will get you to fill out your banking information before you leave, but time is wasting. The last shuttle for the day leaves in…” He looks at his watch. “Thirty minutes.”

I inhale deeply and let it out slowly as I think. There is no difference if I leave now or in a few days. I’ll just have to call mom and tell her what I’ve done. Hopefully she’ll be too happy about me saving our house to be angry that I’ve signed up to pimp out my womb for a few months.

It’s my choice and my body, so it’s ultimately my decision.

“Let’s do it.” I say with confidence. This will be a new adventure and hopefully a pleasurable one.


Chapter Four

After a quick call with my mom, who took it better than I thought, I find myself sitting on a transport ship with four other women. She was concerned, but trusted in my decision and knows I can take care of myself. I’ll miss her, but I’m really looking forward to whatever comes next.

My legs shook as I climbed into the tiny ship. Its destination is Space Station 12, so there is only me and the other women on it. The breeding facility takes up most of the station and has private transports for medical staff and the women who volunteer for the project.

The interior is plain, but the seats are comfortable. The five-point harness is heavy against my gown-covered body, but I feel safe when the transport engine hums to life and then my body is forced into the seat by gravity as the ship shoots upward.

The other women are wearing the same gown as me. After the exam, the nurse explained that I won’t be needing my earth clothes while on the station, but packed them up so I can wear them on my return home.

Through the tiny window, everything outside blurs as we ascend at speeds faster than any plane could. My heart pounds and I’m gripping the straps of my belt tightly. I’ve experienced nothing like this before and it’s both amazing and terrifying.

I can’t take my eyes off the view long enough to see the expressions on the other women’s faces when we finally leave earth’s atmosphere. Below us, earth grows smaller and smaller until I get a full view of the planet and my breath catches at the beauty. That’s my home.

“Docking in ten minutes. Please remain seated until the hatch opens. Someone will be available to direct you once we land.” A voice says over the intercom.

That didn’t take long.

Soon enough, I see the many different space stations hovering just above earth. I’m in awe at the amount of technology it took to create this massive space city. All the stations are connected by tunnels and on a few I see ports opening and closing as ships come and go. I don’t know what every station is used for, but all of them are massive. We slow down as we near and I can make out numbers on the side of the structures. All numbered from one to twelve.

I see us approaching twelve and I get nervous again. I’m about to see where I’m going to live for the next three months and meet the alien who will lay its eggs inside me.

This is crazy.

The port opens and our shuttle glides in, landing softly on the steel floor. The outer port closes, and then there is a blast of steam as the surrounding air regulates. I can see another door opening and then a half a dozen people and aliens walk in, all wearing lab coats and holding a machine in their hand that looks similar to a tablet.

The hatch opens and our harnesses automatically unlock. The women all stand up and I follow them as we step out, one by one.

The workers call out our names and I watch as the women are escorted to their quarters or medical rooms to get prepped for their partners.

“Miss. Emerson.” A light pink-skinned humanoid looking alien with blond hair calls my name. Her voice is light with a slight accent. She’s beautiful and I wonder what type of alien she is, but it’s probably rude to ask, so I keep quiet.

“That’s me.” I say instead.

“Welcome to Station 12. My name is Nimera. I hope your journey was pleasant.” He says.

“It was. Thank you.”

“If you would follow me, please. It says here on my halicon that you are high priority and you need to head straight to orientation.” She says, a dainty finger pointing to something on the tablet. “Right this way.”

I follow her out of the landing bay and almost bump into a wall because I’m not paying attention to where I’m walking. I can’t stop staring at everything.

“I apologize that you won’t have time to rest right now, but after you’ve completed orientation, we will go right to the breeding chamber. After insemination, you will be able to relax. The Tentacalous is very generous to the females that carry their spawn. It will take great care of you.” She says and even though this entire process is moving at light speed, some of my anxiety eases knowing that my alien is not just going to impregnate me and be done. It’ll be nice to build some type of friendly relationship with them while I’m pregnant, if possible.

“It’s fine.” I’m not tired, anyway. I’m too keyed up to sleep right now, and curious about this Tentacalous.

“How does the Tentacalous breed, anyway?” I ask. “Also, what does it look like?”

“That will be all explained to you in orientation.” She says and stops in front of a plain door.

She presses a code into the keypad next to it and it slides open. I follow her inside and see a single chair in the center of the room and on the wall is a blank screen. “Have a seat and the video will begin. It will explain the incubation process so you know what to expect and then someone will come and get you. Good luck and may you have a successful breeding session.”

She leaves me alone and I take a seat in the chair that’s pretty comfortable. The edges conform to my body and I relax back into the soft cushion. As soon as I’m settled, the screen blinks on and my jaw drops. Holy shit!

On the screen is a dark blue tentacle-like creature with a massive body. It has two black eyes and a beak-like mouth that looks intimidating. How the hell am I supposed to mate with that?

A male voice fills the room as the video begins.

“Thank-you for your generosity and commitment to our breeding program. Without females like you, thousands of species would disappear, including the creature you see on the screen. We understand it can be intimidating to interact with such a strange alien, but rest assured, you will not be harmed during the process. Our priority here is the successful continuation of a species through breeding and the wellbeing of all participants.”

Good to know.

The video changes and I get a full view of the Tentacalous swimming through the water. So he’s aquatic, but also can come on land because I watch with interest as it climbs out of a large pool and slithers across the tile floor. The video pans out and I see a naked woman lying on her back on a padded mat. She’s completely calm as the alien approaches. I notice on her eyes is a black covering and her ears are also covered in headphones that seem to block out all sound because when the creature lets out a loud screech she doesn’t even flinch.

“Watch closely at the mating process. This is what you will experience shortly and hopefully this will ease any concerns.”

I sit up in my seat, now really alert at what’s about to happen. I’m about to watch them have sex. Once the alien is a foot away, his tentacles slide along the floor and make contact with the woman’s legs. She flinches for a minute, but settles quickly. Its tentacles curl around her limbs, pushing her and legs apart giving me a view of her glistening cunt. I can tell she’s nervous because she’s breathing rapidly, but there’s no hiding the wetness that’s gathering on her lower lips.

The voice drones on, explaining what the alien is doing. “The Tentacalous will now tilt his body towards the women as he prepares to copulate. They have three breeding appendages.”

I try to pay attention to the voice, but the image on my screen gets all my attention as more tentacles move across the woman’s body. These massage her breasts, plucking her nipples. The woman begins to moan as the tentacles stimulate her body, and she withers in pleasure. My thighs clench and my nipples harden under my gown at the erotic sight. She seems to be enjoying herself.

The end of two of the tentacles caress her nipples. She cries out in pleasure as the tentacles begin to pull on her nipples. It looks so hot and she’s now trembling in ecstasy as another tentacle latches onto her clit.

My arousal is growing by the second and I know the seat below me is getting wet the more I watch.

A long thin tentacle that looks different from the rest slides out of his body and along her thigh. “Now the first appendage…” The voice cuts out just as the screen grows fussy and then blinks off.

What the heck? I was enjoying that.

The door slides open and another humanoid alien comes in. “Sorry, but we are experiencing technical difficulties with our live feed.” He says.

That was live?

“What happened?” I ask.

“The video system malfunctioned. This is unfortunate, but I’m sure you have seen enough to assuage any fears.” He says simply.

It was just getting to the good part, and I was hoping to see the actual fucking part. Why did the video cut off? This is an advanced space station. You’d think shit like this doesn’t happen.

The video wasn’t much help but made me more curious and really fucking horny.

“I was never afraid. Just nervous.” I say.

“Good. Then let’s get you prepared. We have the last two Tentacalous in existence and as you could see, one is occupied, but the other is waiting.” He says, and I take a deep breath. This is it. Even though I’m not sure what awaits me, what I’ve seen so far has me eager, so I follow him out of the room.


Chapter Five

The lights are low in the tiled room, and the warm air caresses my skin as I lay on the pad naked. In the background, I can hear the quiet sloshing of the water. When will it come? I suddenly can’t wait.

The assistant that brought me into the room asked me to undress and lay down. “I will put your noise-canceling headphones on now and then apply the blindfold. This is only to keep you calm.”

I nod. “Okay.”

“When I leave, the doors in the pool will open and let the Tentacalous inside. Don’t panic, and remember, you are completely safe. There is nothing to fear, and most women find it very enjoyable. The one you will meet has only attempted copulation with a human once before, but unfortunately, it didn’t take for unknown reasons. The other Tentacalous has been successful a few times, but we hope it changes with you.”

Wow, no pressure or anything.

He places my headphones on and covers my eyes. The room goes silent and dark as two of my senses are stripped from me. I’m not sure how I feel about that, but it only heightens my other senses. My sense of smell picks up the musty dampness that fills the air, and my skin is alive with sensation. I can feel the texture of the mat beneath me and the moisture of the air as my skin dampens from the humidity.

I lay in anticipation for the first touch of the alien’s tentacles. Will they be cold or warm? Rough or soft? It’s only been a few minutes, but it feels like hours have gone by and I’m starting to wonder if it’s not coming when I feel something touch my foot.

I jolt and let out a squeak of surprise at the first touch, and my chest rises and falls rapidly as the tentacles move upward, across my legs, travel along my stomach to my shoulder before moving down my arms. There are small suckers on the underside that message my skin and goosebumps pebble my skin in its wake as a spark of arousal shoots through my body.

He doesn’t rush like the one I saw in the video but takes his time, caressing my arms, slowly wrapping around my wrists and pushing my arms above my head, pinning me down as more tentacles skate over my legs.

They wrap around my lower legs and slowly spread my legs open. Heat builds and my body trembles in anticipation. I struggle a little to test his hold on me, but he is strong and I can’t move, which only makes me burn more with desire. I’m completely under his control.

Two more tentacles caress my breasts and my rock hard nipples. I can’t hear myself, but my moans rumble up my throat and fill the air. I’m waiting for it to touch me more intimately and he doesn’t disappoint, but when a pair of tentacles begin to fondle my breasts, the tips open up like mouths and completely cover my nipples, a seal creating the perfect pressure as he pulls on the distended nubs. That’s different from the scene in the video. Maybe this part was coming, and I missed it, but who cares? It feels fucking amazing.

More of my arousal drips from me, making the space between my legs wet and the mat beneath my ass slick. When another little sucker latches onto my clit, a fresh wave of arousal has me crying out again.

Almost everything that has happened to me so far was in the video, but the rest is unknown and that only heightens what I’m feeling.

Something tickles the inside of my thigh, moving closer to my center. This must be the thin tentacle I saw before the video went dark. When it finds the opening of my pussy, I’m slightly disappointed. Hopefully, this is not his cock. That would be disappointing.

It slithers inside and the sensation is strange, reminding me of a snake. It slides along the walls of my sex, pressing deeper, almost like it’s searching for something. When the tip brushes against my cervix, it pulses in excitement and prods the area gently at first, causing my walls to quiver and more fluid to pour out of me. I didn’t know I could feel so turned on by such an odd creature.

I’ve never been with an alien before and I never thought I’d get to experience so much pleasure. It doesn’t matter what it looks like as long as it makes me feel good.

The pressure against my cervix swells beyond pleasure and gets a little painful as the thing inside me becomes rigid. The tip pokes at the entrance to my womb with more force, and I yelp from the pain. What the hell is it doing?

Just when the pain is about to become unbearable, the tip of the tentacle pops through my cervix and enters my womb. The pain eases but a fullness unlike anything I’ve ever felt replaces it as the alien uses his appendage to open my cervix wider.

The tentacles attached to my nipples keep suckling and massaging my mounds during the entire process while the sucker on my clit intensifies, making any residual pain fade as I’m forced to the brink of ecstasy. My orgasm washes over me and I buck in the alien’s tight hold as my entire body pulses with pleasure. There’s a slight sting in both my breasts like a needle piercing my skin, but I pay no attention to it as I bask in the aftermath of my orgasm.

The thing inside me is doing whatever it’s supposed to do, and it withdraws. I wonder if it’s all over now. Did it breed me already?

My question is answered when the main body of the alien moves over my legs, and my thighs are spread wider. It settles between my legs and I’m surprised to feel how warm it is. I thought it would be slimy and cold, but the skin is smooth and warm.

I wish I could take off my blindfold, but my arms are still being restrained. I want to watch what happens next, but all I can do is feel.

Another small sting around the edges of my nipples grabs my attention. I was too busy succumbing to my pleasure that I paid little attention before, but now that my mind is clearer, I notice a pressure in my breasts that’s new. It also feels like something heavy is sitting on my chest. Another deeper pull on my nipples from the suckers sends a shudder of pleasure through me, making any concerns fade.

Something blunt with a rounded head and much thicker than the last tentacle prods at my opening before slowly pushing inside me. I gasp in shock at how big it is and feel the slight burn as it stretches me wider than I’ve ever been before. It’s a pleasurable pain and my walls offer no resistance to the appendage. I’m slick with arousal, which helps ease its way deeper.

More tentacles reach out and begin to caress me everywhere, soothing me as my arousal builds once more. It touches me with a loving tenderness that makes my heart beat faster as my emotions swell. Something tickles the back of my mind, but I ignore it and focus on the feeling of the appendage moving deeper.

I almost cum again when it stops at the entrance to my womb. The tip lodges against my open cervix and I cry out when I feel the base of the appendage begin to swell, pushing my pussy lips further apart.

I can’t see, but somehow I know what’s inside me is an ovipositor. The creature must use the first tentacle to open my cervix, and now it’s ready to deposit its eggs inside me.

The first egg moves down the appendage slowly, and I can feel it moving against my walls, moving closer to my womb, where it’ll rest until it’s time for me to deliver.

I’m about to be impregnated by an alien! My pussy ripples as more eggs move along the ovipositor and a fresh wave of moisture gushes out of me as my excitement grows. The eggs massage my inner walls, making me cry out as pleasure swamps me. It feels exquisite and the tingling I’ve been feeling in my head only heightens it.

Suddenly, my body and mind are awash with euphoria that I know isn’t just my own. The emotions are sharper and an instinctive need to breed fills my body and as the first eggs pops into my womb I lose all composure as another orgasm blindsides me.

Emotions that I know aren’t mine slam into my brain. Euphoria, contentment, possession and something close to love swirl together like a kaleidoscope of colors. Somehow, the alien is projecting its emotions into me as I’m pumped full of eggs.

One after another, the eggs get deposited into my womb until my stomach is distended. With every pulse of an egg, a mini orgasm rocks me and my eyes roll back into my head. The Tentacalous knocked off my blindfold at some point and I opened my eyes to see how large my stomach had grown. I look eight months pregnant! What else shocks me is my breasts. They’re huge! At least two cups sizes larger than normal and the weight of them sit heavily on my chest. How did that happen?

A cramp ripples across my stomach, signaling that I can take no more and when he withdraws the ovipositor, a moan slips from my lips. It slides easily out of my stretched hole. My chest aches and the eggs in my stomach feel strange, but not painful.

I make eye contact with the strange being that just implanted its eggs into me and am shocked by the intelligence I see in its gaze. Another emotion is pushed towards me from the creature. One I’m very familiar with.

Lust.

I’ve cum so many times since meeting this alien that I’m exhausted, but it seems he’s not done.

Another tentacle or appendage slides out from underneath him, and he waves it in front of me. The tip is narrower than the ovipositor, but not by much. This close, I can see a small slit in the end.

I only get a quick glimpse of it because he moves it downward and then jams it inside me, making my back arch, and I cry out in surprise at the sudden invasion. It moves in and out, thrusting like a cock. My own emotions are spiking as I’m forced to the brink of ecstasy again, but now I’m dealing with the alien’s projected feelings and everything is doubled. It’s an overload for my human body and almost too much to handle.

I can feel how much he is enjoying my body, and how happy he is that I’ve taken his eggs. I try to see if this emotion swapping goes both ways, so I try to push how I’m feeling back at him.

I project my desires and my happiness as well as the confusion at how this is all possible.

It must work because his entire body shudders, and the thrusting gets faster. He opens his beak and I can’t hear it, but I imagine he makes a lusty sound. Just before he thrusts his appendage at the entrance of my womb, I get slammed with a bolt of desire so strong; I scream until my throat grows sore. My body locks down in ecstasy as wave after wave of pleasure courses through my body.

The alien’s body ripples and shudders and then I feel him pumping a massive quantity of cum over the eggs, fertilizing them.

My stomach swells a little more, and then something strange happens with my breasts. The pressure that was building finally releases and the suckers pulse with every pull on my nipples. One of them slips off for a second and I can see white liquid trickling down my sweaty skin.

Holy shit! Is that milk?

The alien finally releases me as the last spurts of cum stop. My nipples are bright red and swollen when the suckers pop off. The cock-like appendage slides back inside him and he gently untangles my limbs and moves away from me, but not too far. He hangs around the edge of the pool, and even though we are no longer touching, I can feel him inside my head.

It’s almost like we can communicate mentally. A sense of calm and safety wraps around me. He’s sending me those emotions, telling me that no harm will come to me. He’ll protect me from now on.


Chapter Six

The door slides open just as I remove my ear coverings and the pretty alien who greeted me when I first arrived steps into the room. Nimera greets me with a smile while I remain where I am, naked and splayed out on the mat.

“Congratulations, Miss. Emerson. You’ve successfully taken a fertilized clutch of Tentacalous eggs.

“Thank you.” I say, returning her smile.

Her smile remains as she kneels down next to me. “Do you feel okay?”

“I feel…” I try to sift through the emotions running through me and make sure to focus on just mine so I can give her an honest answer. “I feel great.”

Her smile remains, but her eyes hold a hint of concern. “Why did it take so long to answer that question?” His eyes dip down to my engorged chest and widen in surprise. “Oh, my… it looks like you are lactating.”

Now it’s my turn to be concerned. Is this not normal? I didn’t get to finish the video but surely it’s because I’m now pregnant and since this pregnancy only lasts a month, then maybe lactation is sped up as well.

“Is that not normal?” I ask, then remember her other question. “And I took so long to answer because somehow I can feel the Tentacalous’s emotions like he’s in my head. I know what he’s feeling.”

“What?” she says in shock. Her behavior is making me nervous, but just as I start to panic, I get a surge of reassurance from the Tentacalous and notice he’s moved closer. A tentacle reaches out and wraps around my ankle in comfort.

Nimera observes our interaction for a moment and then smiles at me tentatively. “I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about. Your partner seems to want to remain close to you. Usually, they just leave when they’re done and only return when you’re ready to deliver.”

That sounds kind of cold and I’m glad he’s remained close. In such a short period, I’ve become attached to him and his multiple sex appendages.

“I’m going to get the lead doctor to check on you to be sure, though.” She taps a few buttons on her tablet and then, a couple of minutes later, another doctor arrives. This one is human with dark hair and glasses.

Nimera and the new doctor talk quietly over by the door, glancing at me a couple times.

My chest begins to feel tight again and I look down and see they’ve become swollen with fresh milk again.

“Hello, Miss. Emerson.” I tip my head up and see them approach.

“I’m Dr. Stanley. Nimera explained a few things to me and I think I know what might have happened during your insemination.” He says.

“Should I be worried?” I ask.

“Not at all. In fact, it's extraordinary news and with only two Tentacalous remaining in existence, we never thought it would be possible, but we were wrong. You must be very special.” He says, but I remain confused.

“Thank you, but why do you say that?”

“It seems the Tentacalous has selected you for his mate.” He says with a big grin, showing that he’s very pleased.

“Mate?”

“Yes. It’s very rare, and only compatible mates can communicate mentally. He has joined your conscience with his and can send emotions back and forth. If your bond is left to grow stronger, then eventually you might be able to speak with each other. There must be something in your DNA that made you compatible.” He rubs his chin in contemplation.

I stare at the doctor in shock, as he shakes his head and frowns before continuing on like he didn’t just blow my mind.

“It’s unfortunate you are leaving the program in three months. Now that he’s bonded to you, he’ll never mate with another.”

I’m shocked by what I’m hearing, but my alien mate sends more of his emotions to me. Adoration and elation at finding me and I can’t help but bask in the feeling of being wanted.

I should be freaking out, but I’m mildly calm. It’s probably because of him. He’s helping me by blocking some of my panic, but not stripping my emotions from me. I’m grateful for that.

The doctor continues. “I’ve never seen the bonding process of a Tentacalous since they are almost extinct and like I said earlier, it’s rare, but from the manuscripts I’ve read, when a Tentacalous bonds, they inject a chemical into the female’s mammaries while suckling. Usually they just fondle the breast to make their female incubators receptive to copulation, but with a mate, they complete the mating process by forcing lactation and you are definitely lactating.”

I look down and see dribbles of milk leaking out of my nipples. The Tentacalous moves closer and the two sucker tentacles reach out and try to latch on, but I swat him away and push an emotion towards him that hopefully he’ll understand as no.

He lets out a little grumble that I can’t help but smile at. He’s so cute.

I must push that emotion towards him as well because he sends back a wave of love and longing that almost knocks me over.

Easy boy.

I focus back on the doctor. “Why lactation?”

“When they bond. They bond for life, which means only you will be able to carry his eggs and also sustain his life.” The doctor says sadly, and I get worried. “Once they are bonded, they can only feed from their mate. He needs the milk you are producing to live.”

Oh no!

“This is not your fault, and you are under no obligation to stay. The eggs you are carrying will keep his species from extinction even if he dies after this.” The doctor adds.

I don’t like the sound of that. The thought of him dying has my stomach twisting with nausea.

“Is there another option?”

“Well… you could always stay and be his mate. Have his clutches and let him drink from you. We would be delighted to have you stay and you’ll be paid monthly for your service. We’ll also make sure you and your mate have permanent and more comfortable accommodations. With a pool, of course.” He winks. “Tentacalous love to mate in the water, I heard.”

My cheeks grow hot as I picture it in my head.

My mate lets out an excited sound and I realize our bond is already growing when he sends a picture back of the two of us in the water. His tentacles hold me close to his body as he presses his ovipositor into me and begins to pump me full of another clutch of eggs.

Arousal thrums through my veins. This is my mate. My other half and I’m not going to let him die. He’s not what I expected my life partner to be, but I don’t care about that. I just want to love and be loved and I could have that if I stay. I’d miss my mom, but as long as they keep sending her money, she’ll be fine and I’ll make trips to visit her occasionally.

“I’ll stay.” I tell them.

“Excellent.” The doctor claps his hands and stands up. “I’ll have the staff prepare a suite for you both, but for now, just relax. I’m sure your mate tired you out.” He laughs and Nimera giggles, too.

They both leave as I lay back. My mate moves closer once they’re gone and this time when he moves his suckers towards my milk swollen breasts, I let him latch on. Instantly, the milk releases and he sucks it down, rumbling in contentment. I feel like a human cow, but I enjoy knowing he chose me to provide for him. Another sucker attaches to my clit and my mate pleases me while he feeds.

I close my eyes and smile tiredly, laying a hand on my pregnant stomach as the eggs shift inside me when he brings me to orgasm again.

I’ve found my home and a family. These eggs will eventually hatch and new Tentacalous aliens will be born. A species will be saved and I finally have someone who adores me.

My life is going to be different now, but I know it will be orgasmic.

The End.
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