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Chapter 1



It had been a disappointing night so far. Not that he expected much from a random Tuesday in late spring, but there was always hope.

Every time he put on the long trench coat and walked out into the night with the cool air flowing freely around his cock and balls, he felt the same thrill as the very first time.

He wasn’t a flasher, of course. Nothing so crude. He liked to think that he was better than that, more respectful, but he had to admit to himself that if it hadn’t been for the fact that he lived in a small town and there was a very real chance of getting recognised, the temptation might have been too much to withstand.

Just the idea of jumping out from behind a bush, pulsing, hard cock in hand, to show the mommy yoga groups or gossiping college girls in their skin-tight little jeans what they did to him.

But that wasn’t his style; instead, he crept out into the nights, at first only once a month, then once a week, now nearly every day, with his oversized coat wrapped around him. He learned all the best parts of the city to find his pleasure. Dark corners in out-of-the-way parks. Lonely parking lots in front of closed down malls. A busy truck stop just off the highway.

He could move into all these places inconspicuously. He looked like he belonged. Nonthreatening and non-memorable. His long hard tied up in a bun, he looked just like any other raging hipster roaming the streets.

He would take it slow, teasing his cock through his coat pocket the entire time he went looking for that perfect scene to satisfy himself too. Finally, his dick throbbed angrily, sending spikes of pleasure through the base of his skull and down his spine when he had to turn his back on the third hunting spot of the night with no luck.

Usually, there was always something to find. An inexperienced young couple in the park, well hidden behind some bushes. The young man leaning against a tree, breathing hard and trying to stifle his moans with the girl on her knees in front of him, his cock in her mouth. Tears were streaming down her face as she gagged at the unfamiliar penetration, and the entire time, she looked up at him like a shy virgin hoping for guidance and praise.

He came so hard that night he almost couldn’t stifle his own groans of pleasure as his cum shot into the bushes in front of him. The couple would surely have caught him had they not been so preoccupied with their own pleasures.

Last week he to lucky at one of the parking lots he regularly went to. A slim blonde college girl was getting her ass fucked by a trucker old enough to be her father. Her plump body lying prone in the back of his truck, her ass pushed invitingly into the air. Finally, he came to the smacks of the truckers balls against her ass and her little yelps of pain. The trucker was still pounding into her when he came, and the girl kept her back arched, quietly begging for more, despite her obvious pain. He left before the two had finished.

But today, there was nothing. The parking lots were deserted. The park was empty and quiet, but a few homeless people camped under trees. He had been teasing himself for over an hour, looking for something to thrill him enough to push him over the edge, and his pulsating cock was nearly painfully erect and screaming at him for something, anything more.

He was just about to call it a night and head home to jerk off in front of some disappointing online porn when he saw her through her bedroom window.

The curtains were open, and with the lights on inside, he could creep u all the way through her front yard until he was mere inches from the glass without worrying about her noticing him. She was stunning. Fiery red hair that reached almost down to the smooth, soft skin of her pale ass. She wore a tiny crop top and striped socks that came halfway up her long, shapely legs. Her pussy and ass were bare and beautifully displayed for him as she lay on her bed, phone in one hand, the other thrust between her thick thighs playing with herself.

He looked around to make sure he was out of view of any curious neighbors or passers-by. He was just about to take out his cock to finally indulge in the pleasure he had denied himself all evening when he spotted the clothes rack to his left.

She had carefully hung up her laundry to dry in the fresh night air, and his eyes were greeted by a display of colorful panties, lacy g-strings, and padded bras.

A spark of arousal shot through him, and he grabbed one of her bras, a pink one with shimmery silk and a beautiful lace finish.

He went back to his spot in front of her window; by now, her cheeks were beautifully blushed, and she was breathing heavily, writhing under her own hand as muffled sounds of moaning could be heard from whatever she was watching on the phone.

He opened his trench coat and watched his cock spring forward, already dripping precum. Gently he wrapped her bra around his rock-hard cock and pressed down, feeling the material mould itself to his shape.

After only a few strokes, he was ready to burst, his eyes still glued to her features and the fingers pistoling in and out of her cunt; he groaned in hot excitement.

He closed his eyes, ready to shoot his excitement all over her windowsill, when suddenly his feet left the ground.

In shock, he let go of her bra and watched it float back to the ground, and his body, caught in some kind of light beam, slowly drifted higher and higher.

The girl on the bed came, just before he lost sight of her, her body convulsing around her hand. He was held by something invisible, his coat open around him and his angry cock leaking pre-cum and begging for just one more touch to send him over the edge. He tried to move his hands, tried to struggle against the light when deep exhaustion began to press on his mind. His eyes closed as his body disappeared out of sight above the clouds.


Chapter 2


When he first woke up, the darkness that enveloped him was almost exactly like his bedroom. Almost exactly. 

He fished around with his arm trying to find the alarm on his bedside table, but instead, his hand encountered nothing but air. Then it hit him. He wasn't actually lying on anything. There was nothing under him to support his weight. So instead, his naked ass swung free in nothingness, warm air gently wafting around all sides of him. 

He closed his eyes. Calmed his panicky breath and counted to ten. When he opened them again, the darkness had made way to a dusky shimmer, still almost black but with a silvery tinge that hinted at the light that would spill over the horizon soon. 

Straining his eyes, he stared at the light as it slowly crept over the horizon of a planet. What had previously looked just like a dark expanse of nothingness slowly turned into a window stretching out in front of him. 

In the vastness of space outside the, he swallowed, outside the spaceship, he saw the Earth suspended in space as if by magic and just behind it the most glorious sunrise he had ever seen. 

He closed his eyes and shook his head before opening them again. The scene hadn't changed. He was in space. Hovering hundreds of miles over planet earth on some sort of alien spacecraft. 

Finally, with a gut-wrenching feeling of dread coursing through his body, he turned his head around, his body still cradled safely and ever-ascending, and looked back at the blue planet that had been his home for that last twenty-odd years. Already the Earth was too far away to make out any details; it looked like a marble slowly moving away from him as he was lifted further into deep space. 

He was hyperventilating now, pure, raw fear trying to take over his mind. Then, finally, the corners of his vision began to turn black, and with one last look forward and spotting, in the far-off distance, what seemed to be a metallic glint, he lost consciousness. 

When he came back around, he was lying on something solid. Cold, metallic, strange, but at least solid. He opened his eyes and looked around. The room he was in now seemed to be a perfect circle. The walls were the same glinting, silver material he was lying on. He was still naked, but somehow every surface he touched and even the air surrounding him was the perfect temperature. 

After looking around carefully and making sure that there was nobody else around, he got up and explored the confines of the new, windowless room. 

Dragging his hand along the smooth walls, he failed to find any opening. No windows or doors, no imperfections of any kind. The floor he had woken up on seamlessly blended into the walls, which formed a strange dome-shaped ceiling a few feet above his head. 

Except for his labored breaths and the scraping of his nails against the metal, there was complete silence. Or so he thought at first. After a few minutes, once he sat back down, his back against the wall, and the blood rushing in his ears was no longer quite so loud, he realized that there was a consistent hum coming from somewhere around him. 

Engines, he thought. It was madness. Purely ridiculous. But it was the only possible explanation other than accepting he had gone mad and was hallucinating. He was on a spaceship. Something had lifted him from the ground, pulled him into outer space, kept him safe, and deposited him on a spaceship. An alien spaceship. 

The blood rushing in his ears was back now—an alien spaceship. With, presumably, aliens. He looked around frantically, but the room remained as empty and featureless as it had ever been. 

Why was he here? What could a superior, space-traveling race possibly want from him? Were they going to dissect him? Was he a prisoner? He pulled his knees closer to his chest and tried to calm his nerves.

They had kept him safe and comfortable so far; whoever they might be, there was no reason to think they meant him any harm. 

Despite the terror still nagging on his mind, eventually, boredom got to him. He had walked up and down the length and width of his room maybe a hundred times, examined the weirdly warm metal material just as often, gone through a list of possible explanations for his current situation even more often, but still, after an indeterminable amount of time with nothing to do and no way to occupy his mind he fell back asleep. 


Chapter 3


He sat up straight and stared directly at the piece of wall that had started moving to reveal an entrance. The soft swishing sound had been enough to wake him up. He was confident that just moments ago, there had been no sign of an opening, no crack, no line, nothing but smooth metal, but now a panel of the wall moved backward and revealed several beings. As soon as the door had fully opened, they began to pour into his room.

Remaining seated on the floor, he hugged his knees closer to his chest. He suddenly was very grateful for the metal behind him. The aliens were taller than anything the movies of his childhood had made him believe; the round, smooth heads towered over him at what he guessed must have been almost seven feet in height. Huge black eyes stared down at him as they surrounded him in a semi-circle. None of the beings wore any clothes, the long, thin arms hung down almost to the floor, and their round bodies were bulging with muscles.

One of the aliens stepped forward and grabbed his arm; before he even had time to resist, they pulled him up into a standing position and started dragging him towards the door.

He tried to talk to them, digging his heels into the floor, but the beings just ignored him entirely. His resistance was more than futile as they didn't even seem to notice it.

He screamed, hoping to get a reaction, any reaction, but a second alien moved in from behind him and put one of their big hands over his mouth. Their skin felt warm and dry, not unpleasant but utterly effective in silencing his protests.

He turned his head from side to side frantically, trying to see where they were taking him but to no avail.

Finally, after ushering and dragging him down several corridors, he was lifted up by one of the aliens and sat on something very much resembling a hospital bed.

As soon as his body touched the bed, the beings let go of him. He tried to sit up, but there seemed to be some kind of pressure field around him. When he lay flat on the bed, the pressure was pleasant, like a warm blanket over his entire body, but as soon as he tried to lift himself up, he was pushed back down.

The beings paid no attention to his struggles, busying themselves with a computer terminal in one corner of the room instead.

There were two of them in the room with him. The taller one had a slight green tint and wide purple eyes, while the smaller one shimmered blue in the artificial light of the spaceship.

Finally, they turned back towards him.

"This should have worked," the taller one said, looking from the computer to him and back. But, instead, the voice sounded artificial and odd. The being's mouth didn't move at all when he spoke, but there was no doubt that the sound was coming from it. "Can you understand me?"

Instead of answering, he just stared at it in shock.

"You must have done it wrong," the other being interrupted after a second. "I told you we should have made sure to let the computer analyze the specimen's surrounding first before grabbing her. So now we have to go through hundreds of languages to find one she understands."

The larger being shot the other one a look of pure annoyance. "You know as well as me that we didn't have time, Mirnak! So we had to grab her right then and leave."

"Uh…," he wasn't sure what to say, but it felt wrong watching Mirnak and the other being quarrel in front of him. "I am not a she." It seemed like a minor issue to be worried about, especially when he felt like he should be screaming at them to take him back home right this instance.

But he had already experienced the strength of the being and looking over his prone body now, they only looked more intimidating than before, and he had no intentions of pissing them off. So starting with a small thing like pronouns felt like the safest way to go.

"You do understand us! Wonderful!" Exclaimed the being called Mirnak.

The larger one stared at him with a mix of confusion and anger.

"You are a' she'. The files were very clear. Human females, pronouns' she'."

He looked from Mirnak to the other one and, for the first time, wondered if this was a joke. Maybe someone had drugged him and played this elaborate prank on him. But, then, one look back at the stars zooming past the window made back to reality.

He laughed nervously. "That's correct," he tried to keep his voice calm, but even to his ears, he sounded pathetic and whimpering. "Human females are called "she." But I am not a female. I am a human male."

He watched the pair for any reaction. Mink seemed to go a shade paler while the larger one just stared at him with open hostility.

"Don't lie to us, human," he snarled. "It won't help you. You are our female. We captured you. You can't fool us."

"I'm not lying," he sounded frantic now. Half panicked but half hoping that he was only minutes away from the aliens realizing their mistake and dropping him back home. Sure, he would probably go crazy and end up in the looney bin if he ever told anyone of what happened tonight, but at least he would be safe and sound back in his own bed. "Check your records!"

He didn't know what these records of theirs were, but he hoped they were at least accurate enough to have information about men and women.

Mink strode over to the console in the corner of the room and began reading. At first, it sounded like gibberish, but he managed to translate into the weird, robotic English he had already started to become accustomed to with the second try.

"The human female has many characteristics differentiation her from the male of the species. Firstly, her long hair, which she wears with pride. It is unclear if this is for fertility purposes or not. Still, it is recommended that teams only collect females with long hair."

The large one stepped closer to the bed where he was still lying prone and helpless, held down by the forcefield. The being's hands were easily twice as large as his own. Still, it clearly paid great attention to his movements when it carefully pulled the hair tie from his head, and his straight hair fell down to his shoulders.

"Uh...," he hadn't expected this. "Maybe your guide is a bit out of date?" he ventured. The two beings just stared at him while Mirnak continued reading.

"The female of the species wears garments called skirts or dresses. These vary from the male garments by having just one large leg compartment instead of smaller tubes for each of the two lower limbs."

He groaned. The two aliens looked at him with gleaming eyes. He remembered the trench coat he was wearing. They must have mistaken it for a dress since he wasn't wearing any trousers underneath.

"The female human has a smooth face while the males have patches of hair."

Mink stepped away from the console, and in two smooth steps that almost looked like gliding, he was beside the table. One grey hand slowly stretched towards his face until the warm, unnaturally silky fingers came to rest on his chin. They moved up and down until Mirnak was satisfied that his face was indeed smooth.

"Look, I can see why you are confused," he pleaded. "But trust me, I am a man. A male of the species. Look!" He took the hand that so far had been instinctively covering his crotch away and revealed his fuzzy brown pubic hair and soft cock to the aliens. "Human females don't have this anatomy. Go check!"

Mink and the large one both went to the console this time. They tapped the screens a few times. Their eyes went wide. They spoke to each other in the low hissing language he had heard before. Both sounded angry.

Finally, they came back and stood next to the bed he was trapped on, staring at him in silence for a while.

Without bothering to switch to English, they poked and prodded him. One large finger gliding teasingly over his belly. His thigh pinched in a curious hand. Then, without warning, the large one put its arms under his legs and shoulders and flipped him onto his front.

Despite having thoroughly exhausted himself earlier fighting the forcefield, he began to struggle with renewed effort.

Mink leaned down and quietly spoke into his ear.

"Lay still, human. You can't defeat the force of the table, but you might injure yourself if you keep trying. We have read the relevant information about your anatomy. We believe what we are attempting to do will be pleasurable for you. Please comply."

He sank back down and tried to relax his muscles as much as he could. He had no idea what was about to happen, but it was clear that he would have to endure it. The second he stopped struggling, the pressure on him returned back to a gentle caress instead of the brutal force he experienced just seconds before.

The large one held out one of his fingers and put it into the mouth hole on its face. When the alien pulled it back out, it glistened with some sort of viscous saliva. Then, the being bent down and put one hand possessively on his asscheek, slowly pulling them apart.

He shuddered in shock at the first touch but soon relaxed back into the alien's warm, firm grip.

At first, he felt the slimy tip of the alien's finger circle his rosebud a few times. Nobody had ever touched him there, and he had to admit it felt good.

Suddenly and without warning, the alien pushed, and his large, slim finger penetrated his ass several inches deep. He clenched desperately around the invader. The sudden feeling of being filled and violated was almost as alien to him as the spaceship he found himself on.

After a few moments, the alien began to move his finger slowly in and out of his ass. With every repetition, it curled its finger up, and his a spot inside him that nobody had ever reached before.

His cock, trapped between him and the soft surface of the bed he lay on, began to swell. He had all but forgotten about the frustration earlier in the night, but with one rush of blood, it all came back to him.

He was rock hard. The alien finger kept bumping against his prostate, and he couldn't help himself. He moaned. He forgot all about his surroundings. All about the aliens. All about whatever nightmare this was and focused on one thing and one thing only. Cumming. He wanted to cum. No, he needed to cum like he had never needed anything before in his life.

He lifted his ass up as far as he could before the forcefield pushed him back down. Rocking himself against the invader. With every movement, his cock deliciously slid against the bed. His precum leaving a growing wet spot under him.

The beings looked at him in what seemed to be curiosity. They talked in their language, but he was too far gone to even try and understand them. It didn't matter. He was going to cum, and nothing else mattered.

With a hiss, he went stiff. His entire body shook as electric shocks ran from his cock, and he spurted his seeds against his own belly.

Blissfully the alien noticed what had happened and slowly removed its finger from his hole.

He was left laying on his bed, still trapped by the forcefield and lying in his own cum as the two aliens left the room apparently deep in discussion.


Chapter 4


He doesn't know how long they are gone, but he had fallen into an uncomfortable sleep by the time the door opened, and the two aliens returned. They didn't bother to talk to him but instead just took hold of his arms and half carried half dragged him out of the room.

His cum had dried on his belly, and his soft cock swung undignified between his legs. They made their way through a hallway and into another room. This one was different than anything else he had seen on the ship so far. In the center of the room stood a giant bed. It was easily large enough to fit the biggest of the aliens. It was covered with soft-looking pink and purple pillows and blankets. The entire room seemed to be covered in pink. A soft baby pink color on the walls was a stark contrast to the metal of the ship.

In one corner of the room stood a large white and pink wardrobe, while the opposite wall had a Victorian-looking mirror and table with what appeared to be makeup and perfume bottles.

The floor was covered in soft white carpets that felt amazing under his naked feet.

The aliens dropped him onto the bed, and even though this time there seemed to be no alien technology keeping him prisoner, he stayed exactly where they put him.

"We have consulted the documents and talked to people knowledgeable with human anatomy back on our world," Mirnak finally turned and addressed him. "It appears you were telling the truth. Your anatomy is male. We apologize for this mistake."

His heartbeat higher in his chest, and he nearly couldn't breathe for excitement. "So you will take me home now?"

The two aliens looked at each other in a silence that grew more uncomfortable by the second.

"Well," the taller one began but was interrupted by Mirnak.

"We can't," the alien said. "Earth is only accessible for a very narrow window of time, and we barely made it out of the asteroid field surrounding your solar system. So there is no way back for at least," he paused, seemingly completing complicated calculations in his head, "at least 58 of your earth years."

He suddenly felt cold all over, like someone had poured a bucket of ice water over him.

The larger alien swiftly moved towards him and put its large hand on his forehead. "You have gone a different color," it said. "Are you ill, human?"

He couldn't answer. The room around him seemed to pulse and spin, and he fell deeper into the soft mattress.

The aliens once again looked at each other.

"We have come up with a plan, human. We came to your planet in search of females to serve at our royal court. This is our job. We are collectors. We travel the universe in search of the most stunning and unusual females to sell back on our planet."

His stomach did a little somersault at the word 'sell,' but he stayed quiet.

"As you can see," Mirnak continued pointing to his smooth muscular body, "our anatomy is similar to yours but different. We are taller than humans and much stronger. Our species has no need for genders since our reproduction is," he paused again seemingly struggling to find the right words, "less messy than yours. But we have discovered the pleasure of sex. It is valuable and very treasured to us. That is why we search for females that can fulfill our needs."

"Why me?" he asked through gritted teeth.

Mirnak almost looked embarrassed. "Human females are much beloved on our planet. They are durable and healthy. Their anatomy allows for vigorous penetration. They heal quickly. But most importantly, we find you beautiful. You with your delicate face and small body, your long hair, you are very beautiful to us."

He blushed. It seemed silly and absurd, but nobody had ever called him beautiful before.

"How do you," he didn't know how to phrase his question, but it was so obvious he simply had to ask. "how do you....have sex? I mean...," he broke off and shrugged his shoulders, pointing at the smooth skin of the aliens. They didn't seem to have genitals of any kind, let alone ones that would allow them to vigorously penetrate anyone.

The aliens grinned. The larger one slowly reached down and seemed to caress his abdomen for a moment. Then, seemingly out of nowhere, the largest cock he had ever seen appeared where before had been Ken-doll-smooth skin. The appendix was easily as wide and thick as his arm, even semi-hard.

He starred at the cock and back to Mirnak's face.

The alien smirked before the cock seemed to disappear again just as fast as it had appeared.

"We have decided to keep you," the giant alien finally said. His tone suggested that he should be happy about this development. "We invested a lot of money in this expedition, and we will prepare you and sell you like we intended."

He coughed. "Uh...I thought we all agreed I am not a woman?"

The aliens looked at each other again. "Yes, that is correct. But we have consulted the documents. Your back passage is perfectly flexible and durable. The doctors on our home planet think it might be even more pleasurable than the female anatomy. We will study this. You will need to be prepared to make you more appealing to buyers, and your body will have to be stretched to accommodate our needs. Still, we believe this can be done before we reach our home planet."

"Wh-What?" he didn't mean to be; he could barely stammer from shock.

"We will keep you, we will train you, we will prepare you, and then we will sell you as the perfect fuck pet." Mirnak grinned as he said this.

He felt numb. The shock of their revelations, the shock of never seeing earth again, was barely starting to sink in. He didn't notice what they were doing until they had already pulled him from the bed and towards the wardrobe. They opened it, and inside was the same pink color scheme he had noticed in the rest of the room.

The aliens pulled out a matching set of pink satin panties and a black and pink bra. While Mirnak held him still and navigated his limbs as necessary, the other alien made quick work of putting both garments on him. The lace panties enclosed his cock perfectly and came to rest just under the cum stains still decorating his belly. The alien quickly lifted up his arms and slipped a nearly see-through pink babydoll over his head. The material was like nothing he had felt before. A sensation more like being caressed by a soft summer's breathe than an item of clothing.

When they were finished, he looked at himself in the mirror attached to the wardrobe door. He saw the empty cups of the bra shimmer through the babydoll and felt the panties gently hold him. To his shock, he grew hard at the sight of himself.

He never considered himself to look very feminine. Still, now in the pink light of the pink room, dressed in lingerie with his hair flowing over his shoulders, he had to admit to understanding the alien's mistake.

Mirnak pointed at the table piled high with makeup. "We will take care of the rest of your appearance later; for now, we must begin your exercise."

"Exercise?" He was too dumbfounded to do much but parrot back at the aliens as they maneuvered him back to the bed. Mirnak pushed on his neck until his entire upper body was resting on the soft pink duvet, and his ass was as high in the air as possible. The pressure did not relent, and he more sensed than saw the other alien step behind him.

He pulled the panties to the side and, in doing so, accidentally freed what by now was a rock-hard erection.

"We believe this is the smallest size you can take without injuring yourself," the alien explained while he held up a butt plug for him to see. His eyes grew wide. The metal implement was at least as wide as a soda can, and just as long, there was no way it would fit into his virgin ass.

"Please," he began to beg, tears threatening to spill over his face, "it's too big, please don't."

The alien didn't listen to him, but Mirnak bent down to whisper into his ears. "Don't worry, we have researched your body. You will be okay. Relax. It will be okay. Shush." He could barely make out the meaning of the sweet whispers as his panicked brain frantically tried to find an escape. Still, soon the soothing tone relaxed him enough to give up his pointless struggle.

The tip of the plug was inserted into his ass. After only an inch, he already felt stretched beyond anything he could ever imagine. A sharp pain ran through his body as he tried to clench and expel the intruder. But the alien was relentless, slowly and inexorably, it pushed the plug forward, and he had no choice but to relax and open. Finally, after what seemed like hours with tears and sweat pouring over his face, the largest part of the plug slit into place, and his ass closed around the narrower base.

He felt full. More than full. Filled. Used. He wiggled his ass. Heavy? He had no way of knowing the weight of the plug, but it seemed to pull on him with every movement, caressing his prostate at the same time. When the alien finally let go of him, his cock was drooling pre-cum. He needed to touch himself. Just one stroke would be enough to explode. This would almost make the invader in his ass worth it.

"You will need to get used to this size dilator," Mirnak said. "After that, we can move on to larger ones. We will have to go take care of navigation and research, but we cannot trust you not to remove the dilator yourself. Out of nowhere, soft restraints appeared on the bed, and in less than 30 seconds, the two aliens had secured him tightly on his back.

He could move his legs and arms enough to get comfortable but not nearly enough to reach his ass and remove the plug. Or, he realized in horror, reach his crotch.

"No," he pleaded, "please don't leave me like this, please, just give me one hand, please!"

But the aliens were already almost out of the door. "Be calm, human; we will come back to you soon."

As soon as the door slid close behind them, the light in the room turned off.

He was left helplessly straining on the bed, humping the air in frustration with his cock crying precum and his ass stuffed.
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