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Chapter One

“Ow!”

Adrenaline pulsing, Justine dropped the knife she had been holding, looking with alarm at the trickle of blood mixing with the oddly shaped tuber on her chopping board.

Grumbling to herself, she strode over to the sink, washing her hands as she stared at the cut. It wasn’t too bad. Just one more injury inflicted upon her since she had arrived on this atrocious planet.

She stared out through the open window, disgust welling up as she studied the weedy looking brush outside. The shrub was full of gnarled knots, disfigured branches twisting to soak up any light they could. Nothing seemed to grow true under the lurid glare of the red sun.

She hated this place.

At first, the color of the atmosphere seemed unique, but after living under it for a few months, she found that it began to negatively affect her mood.

No matter what she tried, she couldn’t escape the fact that her mind thought it was weird.

She had taken to spending large periods of time hiding in the bedroom, sitting in front of a warm yellow light array. It was the only way she had managed to stay sane.

She sighed, pushing back her anger. That wouldn’t help anyone.

Moving to the sleek, plastic looking kitchen cabinet, she waved her hand over the surface, waiting for the sensor to recognize her presence. It beeped softly, the door moving up into the ceiling, revealing a collection of spices and first aid supplies.

She retrieved a bottle of pain pills and bandages, setting them on the counter. As she unscrewed the cap on the bottle, she frowned.

The cut had continued to bleed, droplets of blood collecting below her finger. She grabbed a paper towel and wrapped it around the wound, holding on tight as she waited for it to clot up.

A beep came at the front door, a jingle playing as it rolled open for her husband. “Honey, I’m home!” he declared, struggling to juggle the large box in his arms.

It was mid-afternoon, and she wasn’t expecting his presence. He had forgotten his lunch, but she had thought he would go out to eat with some of his subordinates instead.

With the shorter days on this planet, she had already started to fix dinner. If he had come back for his lunch, that would completely mess up her schedule!

Irritated, she watched him stumble over to the counter, dropping the box with a thud. Her eyebrows rose.

It was wrapped in red paper and tied up with a ribbon. It must be rather heavy. Was this one of Bret’s projects?

Her husband raised his head and gave her an awkward smile. She couldn’t help but smile back, admiring his long, lanky form, blue eyes, and blonde hair.

He was still handsome at his age, but that wasn’t why she had married him—it was that damnable boyish charm that took over his face whenever he smiled.

Stepping over to him in her heels, she got on her toes and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, her irritation already forgotten. “It’s good to see you,” she said softly, ignoring the throbbing pain in her hand.

He frowned as he noticed the paper towel over her finger. “Did you injure yourself?”

“I nicked myself while chopping a tuber. It doesn’t look bad.” She took a step back, her curiosity piqued. “What’s in the package? Is it a present?”

Bret frowned. “Now, that’s the weird thing. It showed up in the studio, with a small note attached from my patron. He seemed to think that this would fit the strange earth custom of a ‘housewarming’ gift.”

Justine swallowed, looking at the box with suspicion. “Your boss is a cephalopod with twelve arms. What does he know about housewarming gifts?”

“Exactly.” They both stared at the package, tension filling the air.

Bret pursed his lips and took a step towards it, tugging at the ribbon. The knot came apart neatly, the ends falling silently towards the floor.

When nothing untoward happened, he became a little braver, running his fingernails through a seam. Crinkling the paper, he tore it asunder, stopping when the box beneath was revealed.

Curiosity rising, he held out a hand towards his wife. “Scissors, please.”

Unwrapping her finger, she threw the bloody towel away in the trash. Her pain forgotten for the moment, she grabbed a pair of scissors from the drawer and handed them to her husband.

Swinging them open, Bret ran the sharp edge over the packing tape, then set them gently on the counter. Lifting up the corners of the lid, he kept his head back, peeking at the interior.

Frowning, he opened the lid all the way. “It’s a plant,” he said blandly. “Or, at least, I think it is.”

Justine shuffled over to the box, holding her hands close to her chest as she peered over the edge. A clay pot was inside, filled to the brim with mossy loam. Nestled in the center was a large, rounded hard shell that looked like nothing more than an egg.

Green striations ran over the surface, skirting around circular pock marks. Tiny tendrils extended from these concavities, waving slowly back and forth in the air. At the base, thick legs dug deep into the soil. For a brief moment, she thought that they were moving too, but it was just her imagination.

On one end, on top of a rounded protrusion, there were features that gave the impression of a face. The eyes and mouth, if that’s what they were, were closed off, leaving her to wonder whether she was mistaken.

“It’s not like any plant I’ve ever seen,” protested Justine, studying the shell. “It almost looks like some kind of a creature.”

Bret shrugged. “Well, I dunno, put it up in a window and see what happens, I suppose.”

He seemed disinterested in the final outcome. Perhaps he was a bit jaded from overseeing his large construction projects at work.

Justine stared at the egg-like being, dubious. “Did he send along care instructions? I’d hate to kill it off by accident.”

Bret shook his head. “I don’t see anything in there, and he didn’t leave me a note. I dunno… just improvise. I gotta get back to work, I only dropped by because I forgot my lunch.”

“It’s in the fridge,” she said absently, staring at the strange creatures. Iridescent streaks had formed over the odd shell, coalescing into a pattern that she could swear meant something.

She blinked, but the pattern was still there. Red light from the window flashed over the surface, giving it a glossy sheen. She rather liked the way it looked.

Reaching into the box, she pulled out the pot, turning to set it on the counter in front of the window. The tendrils turned, leaning towards the alien sunlight.

It was definitely a strange sight, but she supposed she was going to have to get used to the unusual if she hoped to survive in this place.

Turning to one side, she leaned against the counter, watching her husband as he closed the fridge, his hand clutching a brown paper bag. A small trace of silver shone in his hair, giving away his age. She wanted to kiss him again, but that would only slow him down.

“You know what?” she said abruptly. “Forget all these weird alien foods. I’m going to break into our supplies and make something nice.”

Bret creased his brow, looking uneasy. “Are you sure? We’ve been saving those for a special occasion.”

“I’m sure,” replied Justine firmly. “Just call it, I dunno, a housewarming party!” She gestured at the strange creature in the pot. It waved its arms idly as if to acknowledge her words.

Bret’s expression cleared. “If that’s what you want, I’m okay with it. Is there anything you want me to bring back with me?”

Justine laughed, waving him off. “Hell no. I can barely tolerate what you've been able to find locally. Just… don’t eat too much lunch, or you’ll spoil your appetite.”

“Are you kidding?” he asked, opening the top of the paper bag to peek inside. He made a face and quickly wrinkled it back up. “I don’t think that’s going to be an issue,” he said, swallowing hard.

Justine sagged. “It’s the best I can do this week. I’ll try to research better substitutes so I can put in an order to the supply shuttle.”

“No, it’s fine,” said Bret. “I’ll make do.”

He rolled his broad shoulders, leaning over to give her a quick peck on the forehead. “I’ll see if I can get off early tonight. We’re close to wrapping up the next stage of our project, and I definitely don’t want to miss whatever you’re cooking up!”

Humming to himself, he headed for the door, pausing just long enough for it to recognize his presence and roll open. Looking up, he shot her a leer and winked. “I’m going to want more than just food when I get back.”

His lecherous expression vanished as the door slid shut. She shook her head. That horny, irrepressible bastard.

She had to admit she was feeling the same way herself. Something about his attitude had really gotten her juices flowing. It was going to be difficult to wait until after dinner.

First, though, she needed to clean up and figure out what she was doing before he came back. It would only be a few short hours before he showed up again, and she wanted to be ready.

She grabbed the disfigured tuber off her chopping board and tossed it into the trash under the sink. Perhaps a shower first to freshen up, then she could settle down with her mother’s cookbook and try to figure out what might work with what she had on hand.

Some substitutions would still be necessary, of course, but she was a dab hand at such things. She was certain she could figure out something that would satisfy both of them and put them in the mood for more… interesting pastimes.

Her finger was still throbbing, though, and she was already getting tired of the pain. At least it had stopped bleeding. Thank goodness for small favors!

Grabbing a glass of water, she absentmindedly shook the pill bottle until one dropped into her hand. Placing it in her mouth, she took a swig of water and swallowed it down.

Her eyes popped as a sudden pain spiked the inside of her esophagus. Damn pills always felt like they were sticking on the way down.

She took another swallow of water, but this failed to alleviate the pain. Something was in her throat, and she needed to get it out. Now.

She tossed back the entire glass, starting to feel a little desperate. Swallowing again, she felt as though she was beginning to choke.

She was still breathing okay, so that wasn’t the case—whatever was causing the problem wasn't blocking her trachea.

She could handle this. If she ate something, she should be able to clear the obstruction.

The pain began to come in waves. Fighting through it, she slapped her hand against the pantry door. It slipped open silently, revealing her hoard of precious Terran based goods.

This wasn't a problem. She’d simply grab some granola. At least there was still some of that left.

Vision swimming, she pressed a hand over her throat as another spike of pain came. It felt like a bullet was shooting through her spine.

She had made a fatal mistake—this wasn’t a normal blockage. She could feel a large bulge in her throat. Whatever she had swallowed hadn’t been a pill at all!

Before she could do anything else, the squeezing sensation in her throat intensified, and she blacked out.


Chapter Two

Blinking, she took a deep breath as she gazed out at the setting red sun through her kitchen window. I’m not dead.

This first, lazy thought was soon replaced by another. Why not?

Smacking her lips, she got up onto her knees. They felt smooth and gummy, as if they had been burned. Her throat was dry, so she poured herself a glass of water, looking down and hesitating. What if her throat closed up again?

Nonsense. Her blackout was probably just a strange allergic reaction to this alien environment. She’d schedule an appointment with the colony doctor and everything would be fine.

Feeling parched, she tossed her head back and swallowed the glass of water whole. The cool liquid slid down her throat as if there was no friction at all, the fluid settling in her stomach without protest. It tasted fantastic.

Setting the glass down, she frowned. Her entire throat felt smooth, as though it had been thoroughly lubricated. Simply drinking water didn’t usually have that effect on her.

She pressed her fingers against her lips. They felt strange, too.

Opening her mouth, she stuck out her tongue. It was long, long enough for her to inspect visually.

She didn’t remember it being quite this purple before. The otherwise smooth surface was filled with pockmarks, looking somewhat similar to the concavities on the alien creature in the pot.

She tugged on the end, her stomach doing a little flip as she noticed tiny tendrils hiding within. Were they parasites?

She ran a finger over the surface, surprised to find that it felt rubbery and smooth. The tendrils wrapped around her fingers, sliding along her skin with practically no resistance.

Shocked, she pulled her tongue back into her mouth, hiding the alien changes. If that was different, what else had been done to her?

She looked around, searching for a mirror. She needed to see the interior of her throat, to understand the extent of her transformation.

A sudden, golden light filled the room, drawing her attention towards the counter. Twin, bulbous stalks had risen from the creature in the pot, bracketing the window. The ends held glowing orbs, generating light strong enough to overwhelm the faint red rays of the setting sun.

Her breath caught in her throat. They were so pretty.

Forgetting her earlier need to find a mirror, she took a step closer to the stalks, her eyes transfixed on the glowing orbs. There were geometric patterns on the surface that seemed to writhe as she looked at them. The translucent exterior hid more complex structures below, light glowing somewhere deep within the interior.

She needed to know more about them. She needed to understand.

The light intensified as the stalks spread apart. She stopped moving as her eyes independently tracked each light source, the double vision suddenly very disorienting.

She couldn’t stop or look away. The light was caressing her, the familiar color temperature stroking the back of her mind. She felt as though she was at home, seeing the natural warm color of her home star. In a way, it was strangely comforting.

She needed more of this light. They both did.

Fortunately, she had a way to solve this problem. Eyes watering as she held them open, she stepped forward and wrapped her hands around the hard shell of the creature.

It was surprisingly warm and soft. She was almost worried that she would hurt it by squeezing it too hard.

Her muscles strained, uprooting the creature from the pot. The lower legs that had been buried in the soil were now exposed, wiggling as the ends curled around her arms.

They weren’t all the same. Some of them were tipped with stubby appendages, capped with chitin. Others had rounded ends, looking like small suction cups.

The details were lost on her, as she had little cognition to spare for such things. These small glances were not enough to tear her away from the light that had subsumed her consciousness.

Turning, she took careful steps across the kitchen floor, bearing the creature in her arms before her. Mercifully, the stalks had moved closer together, allowing her peripheral vision to work normally as she padded down the hallway.

She was operating on autopilot as she took a left turn into her bedroom, thankful that the door opened automatically. In her current state, she didn’t think she had the higher mental capacity necessary to argue with the computer system.

Stepping into the room, she sat down on her bed, laying the creature in her lap. Its stalks moved around to stay in position as she reached past them, laying her finger on the activation switch mounted on her desk.

With a soft click, an array of lights came to life, washing out her view of the creature.

For a brief moment, a sense of vertigo seized her. What the hell was she doing?

She stood and the creature tumbled to the floor, falling on its side. A hissing rattle came from the beast, as if it was irritated with her.

She wanted to turn and flee, but she couldn’t. A shiver of fear rose up the back of her neck. She couldn’t.

The beast’s stalks had extended outwards, the golden orbs glowing brighter than the array of lights behind it. Her mind was captured once again, preventing her from leaving.

Panic trickled through the back of her brain as she stared at the orbs, her body taking a hesitant step forward. For a brief moment, she thought the stalks were going to move back into the lights, allowing her to regain control.

Instead, the creature’s legs shuffled, flipping the egg-like beast upright. Its tendrils wriggled against the ground, moving it sideways around the bed until she had an unobstructed view of its hypnotic globes.

An impulse seized her, one she could not ignore. Taking a heavy step forward, she bent her knees, holding her hands out. Grasping the creature, she lifted it in front of her face, staring at the glowing pods. She turned around, ensuring that the wall of light would not blind her to their magnificence.

A whirring clicking sound came from somewhere within the creature. Was that a sign of its pleasure, or simply the satisfaction of its expectations being met?

Bathed in the glow of its light, another desire came over her. She would lift the creature over her head. She must lift the creature over her head.

Confusion reigned within her. Where were these thoughts coming from?

The stalks moved, and the focus of her eyes changed again. The complicated patterns were changing, too. She must lift the creature and set it on her head.

Her face settled into a smile. Ah. If that was what was required, she would do it, of course. There was no need to get upset.

The creature’s dark legs wiggled in front of her eyes as she raised it up, setting it down calmly on top of her head. The stalks jiggled, staying in front of her face as she brushed away a wisp of black hair that had fallen down. Nothing should block her view of the golden globes.

The legs atop her head began to move, feeling rather leathery against her skull as the creature adjusted its position. The stalks did a little dance in front of her face, twirling around in a circle. Eyes unfocused, she sank back into a trance as they stopped their movement, the glow intensifying.

How curious. She had thought that the creature would feel more fleshy.

The thought came with a hint of amusement, both of them fleeting as the light from the pods began to bleach out her vision. Waving tendrils from the creature flitted in and out of view, acting like shadow puppets as they flickered in front of the pods. Soon, they settled down, wrapping under her chin and around her neck, embracing her body.

She didn’t quite know what it was doing up there, but it seemed pleased, the mass pulsing against her head. As it rested against her skull, it began to feel natural, as if this was the way things should be.

The golden orbs moved closer, stunning her with their brilliance. The inner patterns appeared to be opening up, her eyes tracing the darker lines as they morphed, continuously changing shapes. Mesmerized, it took her a few moments to notice that the orbs were slowly moving apart in opposite directions, her eyes following them towards either side of her skull.

As before, her brain didn’t quite know how to react. It usually spent all of its time trying to focus on a single point, and here the creature wanted her to focus on two things at once, in different locations.

Her stomach lurched, nausea churning as a headache began to form behind her temples. She didn’t know why it was doing this to her. It was almost as though it was training her for a specific purpose, as if she was its pet.

There wasn’t more time to speculate, as something thick and dark was moving down from above, twisting and curling above her nose. She badly wanted to see what it was, but with her eyes diverted by the pods, she was effectively blind to its presence beyond faint hints of movement and shadowed darkness.

Something thick and round pressed past her lips and settled into her mouth. Her lips closed around the bulbous projection, unable to process what it could possibly be.

Was the creature attempting to breed with her? Would she care if it was?

Whatever was happening, her body was reacting to its presence positively. Her tongue flattened out, curving into a semi-circle as it conformed to the bottom of the tentacle.

It pushed in deeper, down her esophagus. She should have been having trouble breathing, but there was no issue. Her body must have already been changed more than she had realized.

Either way, she was stuffed full, her throat bulging with its presence. The entire length began to flex, and her throat pulsed, cool fluid rushing into her.

She wheezed through her nose, being forced to swallow whatever it was feeding her. With every pulse of the tentacle, she was feeling less and less human.

The creature was in control of her body. She would sit here and watch the glowing orbs, which had taken over her thoughts and mind. The truth of her existence could be found in their patterns. She would change and be re-molded into something new. Something more capable of serving.

Vague, happy feelings coalesced within her chest. Knees locked and mouth gagged, she stared forward mindlessly, waiting for something new to happen.

A cool pressure came at the back of her skull, a wave of vertigo flowing over her. Feeling unsteady on her legs, she fell back, collapsing on the bed. The alien did not let go, its stalk arms moving rapidly to stay in position in front of her face.

Her hands shook against the bed as the dizziness began to pass. Something had just happened, but she didn’t know what.

The pressure increased, then faded away entirely. A warm wash of pleasure colored her thoughts, and she grinned around the thick tentacle gagging her mouth. The creature must have figured out how to control her endocrine system. It was making her feel good so that she would be good.

Her mood changed. It was calming her down so that she could think again.

That didn’t matter too much, as her thoughts were moving like glaciers. She was slowly arriving at the conclusion that there was no way for her to resist its influence.

Gurgling, she swallowed more of its fluid. It was pacifying her, turning her into its slave. It felt so good.

She sneaked a hand down to her skirt, running her fingers under the elastic band. Pulling it down, she grabbed at her panties.

While the alien was using her, she could at least enjoy the endorphins it was providing. She swallowed more fluid as she pressed a few fingers inside, enjoying the stimulation as the creature burrowed deeper into her skull.

Her hips bucked as the alien began to rummage around inside her brain.

Was she thinking the thoughts it was giving her?

No, every thought she had was hers. She was obedient. She would give herself to the alien. It would remodel her, adapt her so that her body would be more suitable for its purpose.

In return, it would reward her with pleasure. Endless pleasure.

Unable to stop herself, she began massaging a swollen breast. The hormones flooding her body made her needs urgent. This was her reward for giving in to its influence.

Breathing through her nose, she swallowed again, her arousal spiking. Her body began to writhe against the bed, enjoying the control the alien possessed over her.

Every time she thought about obeying it further, she felt even better. The feedback loop was so strong she couldn’t help herself.

Obey the creature. Obey its purpose. Watch the pretty lights. Orgasm.

Pleasure rocked her body as her pussy clenched around her fingers. She wrapped her lips tight around the creature’s tentacle, clenching her teeth hard as she pressed her hips into the bed.

The glowing pods moved farther outside her vision, too far for her eyes to follow. Bereft of the pod’s mesmerizing presence, they snapped back to center, her brain trying to refocus.

There was something wrong with them. Something wrong with her.

She could see and process the individual inputs of her eyes, but they refused to work together. The alien had enhanced her, allowing them to focus independently.

She wanted to examine this phenomenon more closely, to better understand what had happened, but something thick was being stuffed into her ears.

There came an intense pressure, a quick burst of pain, and then nothing at all.


Chapter Three

Justine hummed to herself as she worked over the hot stove, dialing in the temperature as she stirred the contents of the pot. Leaning over the boiling water, she closed her eyes and breathed in the aromatic smell. That was lovely. Just a bit longer, and it would be ready to eat.

The door chimed, and she turned and smiled, waiting patiently with anticipation.

As it rolled open, her husband stepped in, looking preoccupied. Folding her hands over her apron, she took a step forward. “Welcome home!” she declared, staring hungrily at his crotch.

“Is everything okay?” he asked, sounding concerned. “You’re looking a little wall eyed.”

His nose wrinkled. “What is that dreadful smell?” he asked, peering behind her into the kitchen.

That wouldn’t do. She didn’t want to spoil the surprise.

Stepping into his personal space, she shoved a hand into his pants, gripping them tightly. “Don’t worry too much about that,” she declared, tugging firmly. “There’s something I want far more than dinner at the moment.”

“Really?” asked her husband, looking concerned as she proceeded to unbuckle his belt. “I am rather hungry as I only ate half of my lunch. It was all I could stomach.”

She pulled his pants open, gripping his underwear. Looking up, she sighed. “You really can be rather a doofus sometimes, can’t you? If your wife wants to suck you off, you let her.”

“Oh,” he said, furrowing his brow. “Oh.”

Grabbing his penis, she stuck it into her mouth, licking over it with her tongue. His flaccid length was stubby, at best, and she knew she’d have to do some work to bring it to full mast.

Dropping his suitcase, he grunted as she pushed her face all the way into his crotch, her lips touching his groin. She seized his balls with both hands, giving them a soft tug as she pulled them into her palms.

Cupping them, she toyed with them, pressing the sharp tips of her thumbnails into his flesh. His length jerked in her mouth, the skin starting to swell.

With this, she had complete control over his body. There was no way he was going to back out now.

“Good heavens, woman, when you get this good? Your tongue feels like it’s made of rubber!” He squeezed his eyes shut, pressing himself forward as he wrapped his hands around her head.

This didn’t bother Justine any. If he wanted to get aggressive, let him. That would simply increase the enjoyment for both of them.

She slid back a little, then slammed herself home, clamping her lips around his girth. She squeezed him at the base, pulling back slowly, sucking as she went.

He groaned, his length flexing as a dribble of precum spurted from the tip. She pulled most of the way back, stopping with her lips wrapped around the head. Flicking her tongue, she moved from bottom to top, cleaning up every last drop.

Keeping up the suction, she pulled her lips from the tip with a wet pop, looking up at her husband with a satisfied expression. “Is that all you’ve got?” she asked with hooded eyes.

At this point, he was fully erect, his penis dancing in the air next to her mouth. He growled, his bestial side taking over.

Gripping her head, he steered her back towards his dick. Her tongue dangled out of her mouth as she accepted his length, swallowing him whole.

She gurgled as the tip pressed into her throat, but she was in no discomfort. Whatever the alien had done to her had replumbed her breathing and disabled her gag reflex, allowing her to remain like this as long as she liked. Now, she was going to show her husband how capable she had become!

All in all, though, there was very little she needed to do. Her husband was rutting against her face like a wild animal, pumping his dick through her lips as though she was a common whore. She didn’t bother to disabuse him of this notion, allowing herself to be used to his satisfaction.

She let go of his balls, letting them swing freely to slap against her chin. He wasn’t holding back, not even to let her breathe. His sexual desires had overridden the logical part of his brain, exactly as she had anticipated.

It wouldn’t be long now before he climaxed, at which point it would all be over. Her pussy juiced as her imagination ran wild. She had no idea what the alien had planned next for them, but it was sure to be wildly erotic.

The alien had changed her brain to make her feel like this. Keeping her aroused had the side benefit of keeping her loyal. This was important, she knew, or she might decide to betray it. With how she currently felt, that was impossible!

Although it was no longer connected to her, it was still in control. The changes it had made to her body and mind ensured this.

She allowed herself to relax, letting each eye slide up and down independently of each other. She could now watch the bulge of his dick ramming into her mouth and gather intelligence on his current state of arousal at the same time.

This little trick gave her advanced notice of his orgasm, his body shuddering as his neck stiffened. She pressed her head all the way down, until her nose was poking into his pelvis. Her throat muscles began to work, milking him like a vacuum pump.

At the moment of climax, she wrapped her hands around his thighs and pressed her head into his body, opening her mouth as wide as she could. Twin spikes pushed out of her inner cheeks, thin, needle sharp tips stabbing directly into his groin.

The momentary pain was masked by the pleasure of orgasm, his hands clenching around her head as his penis pumped its contents into her bulging throat. At the same time, her fang-like protrusions finished injecting their venom, retracting back into her mouth before he could notice their presence.

She waited patiently for his thick cum to slide down her throat, the warmth coiling in her belly. Every second she waited brought her husband closer to his fate. It was only a matter of time before the creature would deal with him as it had with her.

First, though, she needed to make sure he couldn’t escape.

She rocked her head forward and back, little by little, easing his dick out of her throat. Sucking on his fleshy rod, she cleaned as much of her saliva off him as she could, making sure not a drop was left of his ejaculate. Kissing the tip, she sat back on her heels, looking up at him with a pleased expression on her face.

He looked down at her in wonder. “That was simply amazing!” he exclaimed, his hands relaxing at his sides. “Where did you learn to do that?”

He frowned. “And what have you done with your hair? Didn’t it used to be longer?”

She stood, careful to keep her eyes properly focused on him, her hands at her sides to prevent him from becoming suspicious. The hole in the back of her head had been closed off, but there was only so much she could do to hide it.

So far, her full frontal assault had prevented him from noticing that something was off about her, and she wanted to keep it that way. She didn’t like the idea of failure, and she didn’t want to find out what the creature would do to her if she gave the game away.

Unwilling to answer his questions, she leaned in and gave him a deep kiss on the lips, pressing her tongue into his mouth.

While he was distracted by her presence, an instinctive urge welled up from somewhere deep within. She pushed, and her head suddenly felt as though it was full of wool. There was something coming out of her ears!

Uncertain of herself for the first time since her husband had arrived home, she redoubled her efforts, sucking on his tongue.

He seemed to sense that something was wrong, though, and pulled back. “What is going on with you?” he grunted. “You’re never like this.”

Concern was etched on his face, escalating to full blown alarm as he noticed the stalks growing out of her ears. Shaking, she held onto him, desperate to prevent him from leaving.

She need not have worried. A familiar, golden glow lit up both their faces, spheres of light dangling from the ends of the stalks.

A huge smile grew on her face as she relaxed into the radiant light. “Aren’t they gorgeous?” she gushed, losing herself in their splendor.

“Yes, whispered Bret, his pupils dilating as his eyes reflected the shine of the dangling pods that had captured his mind.

“Perfect!” she giggled, tugging on his arm. “Come on, let me show you the rest!”

“There’s more?” hissed Bret, taking a stumbling step forward. “The rest… of what?”

“I had to leave it in the bedroom,” she continued enthusiastically, waiting for him to catch up. The orbs extended from her ears kept themselves planted firmly in front of his eyes, keeping him pacified. “It got too large to move, and it seems to enjoy the extra light from my mood array.”

Her babbling washed over her husband, finding no purchase in his scattered mind. The light kept glowing, so he kept walking, his pants gathered around his ankles.

Justine made a quick turn, then halted, stepping aside to reveal the monstrosity sitting on the bed.

It looked vaguely like the creature he had brought home at lunchtime, but it had grown as large as a Terran hippo, looking like an enormous tumor nestled against the pillows.

It was sitting upright, on its large, thick legs, black chitin glistening. Several sets of greenish tendrils had extended from its carapace, waving idly back and forth as they soaked up the light.

As they approached, it shuffled around on the bed, a rounded lump on the front pointed at them. Several circular concavities had opened, revealing oval, black eyes that looked like polished onyx.

Below this was an enormous maw, filled with fleshy tentacles that moved around in a slow circle, like a continuously running buzz saw.

The creature lifted itself on its legs, revealing a bulbous abdomen that had been hiding under its armor. The interior of its mouth appeared to lead directly to this sac, though if it derived food from photosynthesis, it couldn’t possibly need to ingest anything.

“Justine?” asked Bret, his voice filled with alarm. “What have you been doing with this thing?”

He was talking slower. The venom must be taking effect. “I simply gave it some light, as you requested,” she said blandly.

Bret was forced to take a step forward, following the glowing globes as they moved closer to the creature. She suddenly got the sense that they were working like the lure on a Terran anglerfish. How apropos!

The creature shook as it made a strange rumbling noise. She didn’t know what this meant, but the effect soon became obvious.

Concavities in its back opened up, two stalks pushing out of its carapace. Large, glowing globes dangled from their ends, mimicking the ones she had used to mesmerize Bret.

These were far larger and more powerful, however, and she found that she simply couldn’t concentrate on anything with them glowing in front of her face.

Her own globes dimmed and withdrew as they were replaced by the twin suns, their surfaces twisting with hypnotic patterns. Bret stopped saying anything, and how could he? They were simply too beautiful. They had to be admired.

She barely even noticed when her own stalks pulled the pods back into her ears, the globes being stored for future use. She wasn’t certain how they fit inside—perhaps they deflated? It didn’t really matter. She couldn’t do anything beyond staring at the globes and waiting for the creature to give her another command.

A unique pattern appeared within the golden surface of the globes, and a strange gurgling sound echoed from within the creature’s gullet. She knew what it wanted.

Turning to her husband, she knelt and began to remove his shoes. No clothing would be necessary where he was going.

Tossing them aside, she worked on his pants and underwear, which were wrapped around his ankles. It took a few moments to forcefully move his legs and get rid of his socks, too.

That only left his shirt, which was buttoned up his front. She stared at the floor, determined not to let her desire to look at the orbs distract her. She would have plenty of time to meditate on the creature’s beauty once she had executed its commands.

Ducking her head, she worked her way up his chest. Her husband was comatose, enraptured by the creature in the same way she had been earlier. Would it convert him as it had her? There was only one way to find out.

Removing the shirt, she moved around behind her husband, leaning in close to whisper in his ears. “I can’t stop myself,” she confessed. “The creature is in control of my mind, as it will be in control of yours. I belong to it. Please forgive what I have become.”

With this, she laid her hands against his back and gave him a terrific shove.

The dangling stalks were unable to keep up with him as he fell head first into the creature’s throat, but it didn’t matter. The tendrils inside its mouth had a hold on him, quickly speeding his body down its gullet.

In a matter of moments, his feet were the only thing visible, and soon, they were gone as well, the hole closing into a wide seam around the front of its carapace.

It had swallowed him whole, its size barely growing as it neatly stored his body in its abdomen.

She stood there in shock, her eyes independently following the glowing globes as they danced on top of the creature’s body. The creature rumbled, a purring trill that shot a surge of pleasure up her spine.

She had fed her husband to the creature, as it had wanted. She was a good slave.

Her mind throbbed with shame as her pussy gushed.


Chapter Four

The bitter vegetation she had boiled on the stove earlier had cooked down until all of the liquid was gone, leaving a congealed mass. She decanted this through a colander, noting that it looked quite a bit like seaweed.

Her former self would have considered it revolting, but something had changed in her senses and preferences since interfacing with the alien. That something made her intrigued by the mess of greens, even though she hadn’t added any salt or other spices to make it more palatable.

She pressed a hand into the colander, breaking the crusty surface of the questionable salad with her sharp nails. Grabbing a wodge in her fingers, she brought it to her mouth and stuck it inside, gnawing on it with her hardened teeth.

She used to be rather sensitive, but hot and cold substances didn’t bother her now. Neither, apparently, did the boiled food.

Mashing it into a goo, she spread her tongue out wide and flipped the tip, swallowing the chewed greens in one go. She straightened her back as it slid down her throat, grinning as she imagined her interior muscles bulging around a hard dick.

It was not as distinct a taste as semen, but it would have to do. There was an earthy flavor about it, which was neither good nor bad. At least it would keep her body in good shape until the creature decided what to do with her next.

So far, she had acted as its arms and legs, delivering water to it on regular intervals. It didn’t seem to need much more than that and light, but when its body began to squeeze in upon itself, she had begun to think that she had made a mistake.

The back half of its abdomen had irised open, revealing a large, rounded shell, which it slowly extruded onto the bed. The surface was a grayish brown, and slightly transparent, giving her a view of her husband’s nude body cradled inside.

He appeared fine, if unconscious, curled into a fetal position. His limbs were cushioned by some type of fluid, and the skin on his face had begun to look somewhat scaly.

This evidence of his transformation had rather excited her, making her want to spend all her time simply watching him change.

The alien had accommodated her for a good chunk of the night, allowing her to sleep with her arms around his egg. Even so, its patience had limits. It had woken her in the early morning hours, sending her back to the kitchen.

While she had worked, the sun had risen outside, the vague red rays of light bathing her in a lurid glare.

The vid screen on the counter began to chime, and she frowned. She could hardly answer it with her hands in this state, but it would take too long to wash them.

She made do with a quick rinse, drying her fingers off with a towel before checking the screen. It was from Oord’nold, Bret’s boss. Great.

Pressing the accept button with a knuckle, she lifted her lips in a soft grin, doing her best to preserve the fiction that she was still human. Some aliens were human aficionados, and she had no way of knowing whether this one was perceptive enough to pick up the fact that something was wrong.

The flat face of a cephalopod appeared on the screen, his beaked lips clacking together. Whispered alien words scraped across her eardrums like an ink pen on rice paper. He waved his arms in the air as his translator changed his words into something she could understand.

“Greetings, Terran,” the creature said, the hissed words given a low timbre by the translator. “I expected Bret-human to be at Work-Space twelve by hour eight of your time, but he has not materialized. Has he caught one of your many humanoid ailments?”

This was the perfect opening. There was no need to make up something complicated.

“He is too weak to get out of bed,” she said, twisting the truth. “I think he may have gotten food poisoning. It is difficult to find rations that our bodies can process well on this planet.”

Stripes of blue glowed on the alien’s fleshy neck. “That is unfortunate to hear,” he hissed, his arms waving languidly. “Our solar project is at a critical nexus. His expertise is required. I will note his absence in the Work-Space, though I regret to inform you that his pay will be docked for the inconvenience.”

Justine pressed her hands together, lifting them towards the ceiling and pulling them apart in a large, all encompassing wave.

“Understood,” she said, waiting for the translation to be beamed through the digital link. “I will notify you of his employment status tomorrow.”

A few of the alien’s arms curled into loops. “Very good. I shall sit on chair edge to hear your report.”

The top of his head blushed red. “Please forgive. Translated wrong. I am sorry, I used local idiom.”

Justine wiggled her arms. “Apology accepted.”

The reddish color faded as the alien calmed. “Harmony is preserved,” he intoned. “If he stays in bed all day, I will call upon the doctor.” His arms rippled in farewell and the video call dropped.

She frowned. There was no reason for the alien to be suspicious, yet he seemed awfully eager to butt into their business. Perhaps it was simply a boss’ concern for his junior. She certainly didn’t know the creature very well, though she had learned some of his hand gestures to enhance communication.

She would have to ask her husband—after he exited from his pod. Nervousness grew within her. If it took too long, they’d attract far too much interest from the authorities.

Grabbing the colander, she headed straight for the bedroom, hoping that something had happened since she had last checked up on them.

The lights remained on, playing over the dual lumps sitting on the bed. The alien had grown again during the night, occupying most of the bottom half of the bed, while her husband in his pod was nestled between the pillows at the top.

Kneeling on the bed, she offered the greens to the alien, curious as to what it would do with them. A few of the concavities on its carapace opened up, golden pods ascending from its body.

It was going to hypnotize her again. Very well. She loved being put under its control.

Her altered eyes immediately focused on the dual pods as they flickered to life, glowing brighter than the artificial light on her desk. Her consciousness was immediately captured by the patterns within, suggestions licking at the back of her mind.

Pressing her elbows together, she held up the colander, as if presenting an offering. The glowing orbs flickered and a tingle of pleasure ran down her thighs. The alien was rewarding her for her obedience.

A tentacle in shadow flipped into the colander, gathering up some of the greens and disappearing just as quickly. There came a crunching sound, and another dipped in.

A few more passes, and there was nothing left. She lowered the colander, setting it on her thighs. What would happen next?

A rustling sound came from below, and something touched her legs. She couldn’t look down, as the orbs had moved upwards, keeping her entranced. The alien wanted her to remain under its control while it explored her body.

The unseen tentacles moved up past her waist, prodding at her loose blouse. Knowing what it wanted, she grabbed handfuls of the fabric, untucking it from her skirt.

The tentacles infiltrated underneath, rubbing along her ribs. Her nipples were taut, breasts tenting the fabric. She had gone without a bra today, as it wasn’t necessary to fool her husband. The other aliens on the planet would have no idea that seeing her arousal through the sheer fabric wasn’t normal.

Being aroused all the time was normal for her now, thanks to the alien. She wanted to touch herself badly, but it retained control of her with those beautiful globes. They were sliding apart again, testing her altered vision.

She followed them easily, unconcerned that she was now completely wall-eyed. Her body had adapted to this change, as it would adapt to any further changes it made to her.

The tentacles were touching her breasts now, curling to push the fabric aside. Something soft enveloped her nipples, a hard suction squeezing the tips as they were drawn into fleshy tubes.

She made a high pitched squeak as the suction increased, pulling them deeper inside. Tendrils tickled her flesh around the outside of the circular tubes, increasing her arousal.

There must be a point to this beside the pleasure, but that was far beyond her. She had no idea what it was planning.

The tentacles began to pump, twitching as they pulled at her breasts. She moaned, straightening her back to push her chest outwards. The blouse shifted as the tentacles thrashed under the alternating pressure, bouncing against her belly.

Grunting, her ass shook against the bed as her arousal grew. She couldn’t believe such pleasure could be extracted from her body, yet the creature was quite happy to play her like a fiddle. This made her love being its slave even more.

When a third, dark tentacle descended from above, she accepted it into her mouth without question. Her practiced throat swallowed it immediately, her muscles thrumming as they massaged the pseudo dick. It was just like being penetrated by her husband, except better, because the monster could push itself halfway down her throat.

That did mean she missed out on feeling the slime it was pumping into her belly, but along with the other stimulation, she simply didn’t care. The orbs were glowing, the tentacles were pumping, and her body was humming, shaking with pleasure at being used this way.

She barely even noticed as pain began to blossom from her nipples. The suction had been supplemented by a set of needle-like points mounted to each tentacle’s mouth that had jabbed themselves into her sensitive flesh. This was soon followed by larger ones that punched right into the center of her nipples.

The tentacles began to pump something into her breasts, neutralizing the sharpness of the pain. The feeling spread outwards, enveloping her chest, diffusing into a gentle warmth. It was actually starting to feel good.

Unable to contain herself, she ran her hands under her blouse. Grasping the swollen flesh, she wrapped her fingers around the base of both breasts.

She was confused. She should have been able to encompass them with her hands to give them a lustful squeeze. Instead, they were completely spilling out of her fingers. When had her chest gotten so large?

Was this another gift from the creature that owned her? If so, she was incredibly pleased.

She had always been so jealous of her classmates, but look at her now! They couldn’t possibly measure up to her remodeled body!

She began to imagine injecting them with her venom and bringing them to the creature. They would be remodeled too, experiencing the pleasure of being mesmerized by its globes and being changed into something more suitable for its mission of reproduction.

That’s right. She was under no illusion. If the monster didn’t mean to eat them, there was only one possible reason why it was converting them into its servants—it meant to breed more of itself.

She was quite happy to oblige. At the moment, nothing would pleasure her more than to be its breeding whore.

Unable to keep herself focused, her eyes rolled up in her head as her body tensed. She was on the cusp of orgasm, and the globes could no longer retain her attention.

It hardly mattered, as she could still see the golden glow in her mind. Forever.

It had altered her brain to serve it. It had altered her body as well. It was changing her husband, too. They were both its slaves.

Her body jerked as an orgasm washed through her, originating from her nipples. They were still firmly clamped by the alien’s tentacles, under its control. Her throat vibrated around the tube crammed into her mouth, milking as much fluid as she could. It was going to fill her belly. She would be completely used, changed into its breeding slut.

Slave. Slut. Slave.

The words repeated in her mind. The creature might have implanted them within her earlier, but she didn’t care. They only served to increase the measure of pleasure she was wringing from the pulses of ecstasy that had struck her body.

Fleshy tendrils licked at her nipples, increasing her enjoyment. Warmth flooded her body, sweat beading her brow. It was so freaking erotic to be used like this.

The fun couldn’t last forever, however, no matter how much her body had been altered by the alien. She was still made of flesh and blood.

As the vibrations of her orgasm ceased, the alien’s tentacles pulsed at the same time, jerking away from her body. The suction cups popped off her breasts, the needles withdrawing as the tubes tumbled down her body.

She gagged as the third tentacle extracted itself from her throat, wet fluid gushing over her face. Extending her elongated tongue, she cleaned up as much as she could, savoring the sweet taste.

Giving her breasts one final tug, she sighed and let go, letting her hands drop to her sides. The glowing pods were retracting as well, a surefire signal that the creature was done with her for the moment.

She could think of nothing better to do, so she waited, admiring the shiny carapace of the monster. The creature turned towards her and settled its legs underneath, giving her a hissing purr.

It didn’t sound like any cat she had heard before, but the sentiment appeared to be the same. A surge of happiness welled up inside her at being such a good slave.

A faint sound diverted her left eye to the top of the bed, where the large, black egg holding her husband had begun to shift. It jiggled back and forth with urgency, crackling sounds coming from within. Intrigued, she got down on her hands and moved around the side, looking for evidence that he was beginning to hatch.

There was a ridge forming at the top, which widened into a small crack. She kept her right eye on the alien, but it hadn’t moved, content to let her converted husband figure out how to extricate himself.

That didn’t mean she had to sit idle. Craning her body over the top, she inserted her fingers into the crack and began to tug on either side.

Chunks of the hard shell came off in her hands, looking a little like pieces of charcoal. Shrugging, she tossed them over her shoulder. She was extremely interested in finding out what her husband had become.

As she worked her way deeper, the shell pieces became more friable, crumbling in her fingers. There was something wet and shiny just below, and if she could get the proper leverage, she was certain she could reveal it.

Pushing her hands in deep, she strained hard, rewarded with a sound much like that of an egg shell breaking. An inner, slimy layer broke open and a large chunk of the shell popped off, revealing a head.

The top of his skull was shiny, tiled with row upon row of small, iridescent scales. Depending on how she shifted her head, they appeared to be either gold or green. Concavities pockmarked the surface, filled with small, golden globes, similar to the ones the alien had been using to control her earlier. Currently, they were only glowing faintly, giving her a vague idea of what they might look like when fully lit.

Muscles flexed, and twin frills stood up on either side of his head, delicately controlled by intricate bone structures. The way they arched into multiple tips made them look like tiny dragon wings. It was beautiful.

Encouraged, she grabbed the shell pieces in front of his head. The rest of the egg was starting to creak from within, more cracks growing vertically down the sides. He would be free soon enough.

Giving it a good tug, she ripped off the front, revealing his face. Thick ridges surrounded his eyes, giving them a sunken appearance. The eye sockets had been moved to either side of his face, giving him an excellent field of view, like a lizard. His eyelids flipped open, both sets of them, revealing yellow eyes with vertical, slitted pupils.

Each of them moved independently, taking her in as best he could. A sudden realization struck her—this was why the alien had been retraining her eyes! They would need this ability once they had been transformed into its creatures. Genius!

The iridescent scales were all over his face, too, but there were no golden globes present. Instead, there was a smooth sheen that looked rather glossy. He swallowed and his lips parted, revealing a thick, yellow tongue.

He tried to say something, but it didn’t come out properly. There was a collection of trills and musical notes, but nothing more. He struggled further, but nothing else happened. Had his brain lost the capability of generating human language?

She didn’t care. His changes looked stunning, and she wanted to see more of them. See all of him.

She began looking for another spot to help him with, but at that moment, the entire egg creaked. Her husband grunted, muscles straining. The front piece exploded away from him, bouncing off the alien’s carapace and smashing against her desk, taking out the light array.

The room was suddenly dark, lit only by a set of glowing globes that had extended from the alien’s back.

Her breath caught in her throat as she took in his magnificence. The reptilian scales covered his entire body, with ridges running over his shoulders and down the backs of his arms. His fingernails had been changed into short, black talons, the same color as the alien’s carapace.

His chest was broad and well muscled, his body lean. Still humanoid, then, but nobody would confuse him for being human. Grabbing the edges of the shell, he pulled himself to his feet, revealing the rest of the changes.

Her husband’s belly was inflated, a massive, well defined lump pushing out his belly button. She frowned, unsure what this might mean. He couldn’t be pregnant, could he? That wasn’t how men worked, usually, but with his transformation, she really had no idea. The alien could have done anything to him.

One more thing had definitely changed. His dick was long, hard, and dark green, with knobby bumps running down its scaly sides. She gulped as he turned towards her, gigantic golden balls swaying below the base.

A low hum came from his mouth as he leaped off the bed, his eyes flicking to look at her. A red flush ran down his neck, his jaw relaxed. She could be confusing his intentions, but that looked an awful lot like lust to her.

Unsure, she clambered over to the edge of the bed, dangling her legs over the side. This appeared to be the signal he was waiting for.

Jumping forward, he hissed and gurgled as he seized her thighs, prying them apart roughly. Apparently displeased with her skirt, he tore it apart with his claws, ribbons of fabric joining the shell fragments on the floor.

She pulled off her shoes and socks, scrabbling to get her underwear off before he decided to destroy them as well. Her sexual experience with the alien had left her a little tired, but her body was already responding to the sexual tension in the air.

It was obvious that her husband wouldn’t take no for an answer, but she was quite willing to entertain him. She wanted to know what that delicious looking cock would feel like more than anything.

His presence was suddenly there as she tried to pry off her blouse. He wasn’t going to wait for her to be nude. He wanted her now.

Jamming his crotch against hers, he trilled as his thick cock pushed into her swollen pussy, breaching her inner lips with ease. Her eyes opened wide as his girth shoved in deeper, her muscles clenching around his unbelievable size.

His dick had grown larger, that was for certain, but it was the bumps that confused her the most. They tickled all the way in, rubbing against her sides until she was unable to take it any more.

Crying out, she gave up trying to take off her blouse, resorting to caressing her swollen nipples instead. Whatever the alien had done to her had made them super sensitive and soft.

Her fingers kneaded the voluminous flesh, and she began to lose herself in the pleasure. There was nothing she could do to contribute to this—he was driving her completely out of her mind!

Bright lights flashed in front of her eyes, and suddenly she was staring at a multitude of golden globes that had extended from her husband’s head. Glowing bright, they stole all of her attention as her eyes darted to each one, trying to understand the message they were sending.

Lost in the forest, she failed to respond when a hard nub pressed against her belly button. She gasped as a sharp pain thrust into her chest. Blinking rapidly, she tried to tear herself away from the golden globes.

For a brief moment, she succeeded, gulping as she spotted the thick tube running between their bodies. It was shiny, black, and bulging. Something was being fed into her body!

It tugged at her belly button as her husband continued to rock into her, linking them together as one. Running her fingers down its length, she thought immediately that it was organic, fleshy. Almost like a penis.

She squeezed the section that contained the bulge, thinking for a moment that it might be a testicle. That wasn’t possible, of course, but the soft edges of the ovoid felt similar.

Her belly gurgled as the rounded bulge burst past her grip and vanished inside her chest. He was breeding her and feeding her those things at the same time.

What could they be? Alien eggs?

She must be correct. They couldn’t possibly be anything else.

The thought was so arousing that she lurched against him, her body vibrating as a wave of pleasure burst through her brain. The front of her blouse felt wet. It was wet!

She pushed her fingers up to her nipples. Fingering them, she felt the cool mess they had made of her shirt with the back of her hands. Her breasts were huge, and there was definitely something leaking from them. Another gift the alien had given her.

Her belly felt bloated as another ovoid transferred through the shiny back tube. She didn’t know how many would be inserted, but she was already starting to feel comfortably full.

Shaking, she could barely contain herself. Should she continue squeezing the tube, or grope at her breasts? The choice was impossible to make!

Her eyes were already being drawn back up to the comforting glow of the forest of globes, so she relaxed and let all the tension out of her neck.

Her husband was in control, and through him, the alien. Her master.

All she had to do was let go and let herself be used.

Not satisfied with that, however, she compromised. She moved one hand onto the tube, the other drifting back up to her breast to give it a fulsome squeeze.

She moaned as liquid spurted from her nipple, running over her hands and down her chest. She was making a mess, and she didn’t care.

She was a messy alien breeding slut, being fucked by her husband. He had been changed into an alien, and she hoped that she would be changed into one, too. Both of them, perfect breeding servants for master.

Her husband was speeding up his thrusts now, coinciding with an increase of ovoids flowing through the belly tube. Her chest was inflating at the same rate his was deflating, until the two of them reached some sort of equilibrium.

Realizing that she would soon reach a climax, she leaned forward and stuck her tongue out, licking his cheek. His reptilian eyes blinked and he chuffed with pleasure. His own mouth opened, the long length of his bulbous, yellow tongue extending.

Tendrils extended from his tongue, tiny waving fronds that waved slowly at her. She stuck out her own tongue, pleased to find the same tendrils extending from the concavities in the surface. A small sign that they were both the same.

As they pressed their tongues together, the tendrils entwined, bonding them together as they sucked on each other. She was pleasantly surprised to find that his saliva was black and earthy with a hint of sweetness.

Her husband paused and grunted, eyelids flickering. A sharp tug came from her chest, and the tube popped off her body, leaving behind a wet ooze that dribbled over her mons.

This appeared to be a signal for her husband, for he pulled back, their tongues slipping away from each other. He then proceeded to pump into her more vigorously, their hips and bellies slamming into each other.

She purred, admiring the swollen slope of her belly. Carrying the alien’s eggs made her look pregnant, and she loved it.

The two of them continued to hump into each other until her husband made a long trill, pushing his dick all the way in, leaning over her.

She closed her eyes and shuddered, an orgasm striking her without warning. Hips bucking, she wrapped her arms under his shoulders and squeezed her swollen breasts against his warm, scaly chest.

Pulling him towards her, she grasped his shoulders, feeling the ridges, loving every part of him. She adored what the alien had done to him.

All in all, his pulsing dick was rather anticlimactic, as her body was already a buzzing mass of pleasure. That didn’t mean it was unwelcome, however, and she rocked her hips into his to keep up the pleasing sensations. Together, they experienced the warm love the alien had given them.

Eventually, it was over, and her husband pulled out, his dick dangling towards the floor. Their combined juices dribbled onto their discarded clothing and shell fragments.

Now that the pleasure of their sexual encounter was ebbing, her desire to clean was starting to reassert itself. How the hell would she fit all of those pieces into the garbage chute? Did she have a stain remover that could clean the carpet?

Mind whirling with these thoughts, she was unaware when two dangling golden globes captured her attention. At first, she thought this was her husband coming back for another round, but they were too large. Too beautiful.

The Alien.

It wanted her attention. Required her attention.

Her body moved to face the creature, not entirely under her control. Entranced, she climbed onto the bed. She rested her arms at her sides, palms upward, waiting for it to tell her what to do.

The globes moved to follow her, spreading apart as they had done before to refocus her eyes. She could barely see the creature out of her peripheral vision, but it was clear that its tremendous maw was beginning to crank open.

Excitement grew in her chest. Did that mean it was going to transform her, like it had her husband?

As the tendrils began to rotate within its odd mouth, excitement ran up her back. Yes, it was. Only one more thing remained.

Running her arms under her soiled blouse, she lifted it up and over her head, tossing it behind her. Her altered breasts were bared for the alien to see, her fluffy, jiggling, enormous breasts.

She gave them a stroke with her fingers, enjoying the wet fluid that expressed from her tits. It was a dark green, nothing like the milk her body should be producing. The alien had changed her to support its young!

She frowned. She was only assuming this, of course. She had no solid evidence that the ovoids pushed into her belly had anything to do with the alien’s reproductive cycle at all.

As the globes continued to glow, her dour thoughts floated away, replaced with a wide smile. It didn’t matter either way. As long as she continued to obey, everything would be fine.

The globes were pulling back, drifting in front of its open maw. The tendrils inside were circling like sharks, purple flesh glistening in the golden light. It wanted her to get in, of her own accord, and she was going to do it. There was no other choice but to do as it wanted. As she now wanted.

Decision made, she leaned over and pushed her head into the opening. The golden globes followed her as far as they could, but soon she had pushed her head far enough into its mouth that there was no room for them.

As all light vanished, a faint sense of panic tingled in the back of her mind, but it was too late. The walls closed around her upper body, and she was slurped inside, helped by the sticky tendrils.

The pressure was intense, but brief, her body rushing forward into the beast’s abdomen. There was little space for her to move, and nothing for her to breathe. She began to choke as the creature’s mouth closed off, sealing her inside.

A muscle contraction pulled the walls close around her body and a large tentacle thrust into her mouth. She swallowed it whole, sucking on it frantically in the hopes that the creature would give her some air.

The worm-like appendage sank deep, flexing strongly. A spurt of fluid gurgled into the pit of her stomach. Of course, the alien had rewired her respiration!

Just as she was about to lose consciousness, dual tendrils threaded into her nose, swelling rapidly to plug them off. A burst of gas flooded her lungs, forcing them to expand.

The sparkling red dots at the corners of her vision began to fade as her body metabolized the oxygenated gas. She breathed out through her nose, breathing in more of the gas.

There was something relaxing about the regular rhythm of her breathing. The alien had probably doctored the contents of her air, which was starting to make her feel good.

She tried to examine her feelings about this, but there was something crawling up her back, tiny, spiky legs thrusting into her skin. Unable to turn, she could do nothing but roll her eyes, trying to catch a glimpse of what the alien was planning.

This turned out to be useless. There was nothing to see, as no light penetrated the creature’s abdomen. Her hands and legs were trapped, leaving her unable to move around, either.

Grunting against the tentacle in her throat, she sucked on its fleshy surface as it pushed even deeper. Her throat bulged as it accommodated its presence, her belly feeling awfully full as it pumped her full of its fluid.

This, on top of the ovoids that had been given to her by her husband, made her feel incredibly massive, as if she had eaten a huge meal. Sighing through her nose, she settled down, feeling a general lassitude settle over her.

This feeling was enhanced when a generalized glow appeared in front of her eyes. Arrayed in front of her were a series of bulbous domes. It took a few moments for her addled mind to recognize them as miniaturized globes, turned on end.

They looked just as marvelous here as they had outside, drawing her attention to the intricate patterns buried within. Her mind had been captured, and the alien barely had to do anything. She was so well trained.

She barely noticed as the tickling legs climbed up and over the back of her skull. A sickening crunch echoed in the tiny chamber as it punched into her skull. Distracted by the globes, the pain of its entry was almost unremarkable.

A sense of well-being flowed through her. Satisfaction mixed with pleasure. It was happy. She was happy. They were both happy together.

There came a small push in her thoughts, and they reorganized themselves as the creature desired. There was no difference between what it wanted, and what she wanted.

Their emotions were the same. Their desires were the same. They were both the same. As one.

This certainty established, the alien moved on. Relaxation flooded her limbs, and all the tension she had been feeling since entering the creature simply vanished. She was made of wet clay, ready to be reformed into whatever the creature desired.

She tried asking what the creature wanted of her, but it didn’t respond. Perhaps it couldn’t respond in that way. It was too alien for her mind to directly interface with. There were no thoughts, just desires.

Right now, it desired for her to stay as she was, to be filled with its essence, to be mesmerized by its globes as it remodeled her body, just the same as it had remodeled her mind.

She would be changed, just like her husband, transformed into its creature. There were no worries, no cares, no future. Being calm, in its control, being its slave, that was enough.

A gush of endorphins ran through her brain as she thought these thoughts, so she thought them some more, and longer. She would do anything to seek its approval.

Gurgling, she breathed in through her nostrils, her earlier fear forgotten. Everything was as it should be. The alien would take care of her in this pod until it had completed its work. Her body would change, improve into a new being, as it desired.

In the meantime, there was nothing for her to do but stare at the globes. Relax, remain calm, breathe.

The long stalk connected to her brain rustled, bringing with it the joy of creation. Her eyes began to close, the messages of the creature embedding themselves into her mind.

Soon, she knew nothing at all, but for the warmth and comfort of its presence.


Chapter Five

Justine pressed her leaking breasts into her husband’s scaly chest, sticking her bulbous yellow tongue out in invitation. Her jaw structure had widened and lengthened after her transformation, giving her a vulpine appearance.

Nobody would mistake her for a wolf, however. Shiny scales had replaced her skin, giving her body a smooth, hard texture. Her body seemed to radiate heat now, and she had been forced to raise the thermostat to prevent herself from lazing around most of the day.

Her libido had been greatly raised, as well. She ran her talons over her aching breasts, squeezing and groping them until her greenish milk sprayed over her husband’s muscled chest.

Leaning down, he wrapped his mouth over one of her nipples, his tongue idly licking off the excess. The tickling sensation forced a joyful trill from her mouth, followed by a purr as he began to suckle at her.

He folded his clawed hands around her swollen breast, giving it a little squeeze as he extracted more of her bounty. They had grown enormous after she had been released from her egg, but were still incredibly supple, despite her new scales.

Some of this was helped by the fact that the scales got progressively smaller as they approached her nipples, the texture changing as well. She had experimented with them quite a lot, discovering that they required very little stimulation to get going.

Once they did get going, they were quite hard to stop. The last time she had milked herself, she had managed to fill an entire bowl without running out. Her hands had gotten tired faster than her milk glands!

She grunted, her blood vessels expanding so that the milk would flow faster. Her husband’s warm, scaly chest pressed up against hers, and she made a little squeak as his erect dick prodded her mons.

She licked her thick lips, enjoying how smooth they felt. She had almost expected to taste a salty tang, but after her transformation, she couldn’t sweat. This, along with several other changes, led her to believe that they were no longer mammals.

They weren’t fully reptiles, either. They were something other. A new creation of their master.

They certainly hadn’t been turned into copies of the creature that had converted them, which made her wonder what their position now was. Were they a subservient, slave race of the masters? Or something else?

Although she couldn’t make human sounds with her mouth, that didn’t mean she understood the sounds her master did make. They were entirely different species, with different languages.

That being the case, it was fortunate that she could understand her husband at all. There was an instinctive naturalness to their communication. They weren’t speaking words, per se, but she still knew exactly what he wanted.

She gave him a shrill cry, letting him know what she wanted. Lustful lips spread in a smile, she grabbed his dick and gave it a hard squeeze. He grunted and popped his lips from her nipple, purring as his nictitating membranes flicked over golden eyes.

He pressed his distended belly against hers, locking his talons over her ridged shoulders. Pushing her back against the kitchen counter, he bent his knees, shifting his hips to get his enlarged cock into position.

She glanced down and swallowed, her mouth dry. In the time since his transformation, it had grown even larger. Fortunately, her pussy had become looser as well, the better to accommodate his enormous girth.

A hard spine ran along its length, allowing him to keep it erect for as long as he liked. This was especially useful for marathon fucking sessions, which they both had been eager to experience. In fact, they had spent most of their time since their conversion in various sexual positions, forgetting entirely about their outside lives.

She hissed as the bumpy knobs of his cock pressed past her inner lips, her pussy flowering open as he squeezed inside. Her arousal released the globes on top of her head, which sprang upwards, glowing strongly as they dangled to and fro.

Her husband was similarly aroused, his globes rising as well. Her inner eyelids flicked shut, filtering out the mesmerizing light. This allowed her to keep her focus on his raw masculinity as he drove into her.

Trilling at him, she wrapped her hands over the top of her breasts, holding them down as their bodies squeezed together. Her scaly flesh flexed as he pressed his chest against hers, wet milk trickling out onto his ribs.

He didn’t seem to care, locked into his lustful thrusting. She was going out of her mind, rejoicing in her new life. This was how it was going to be, from now on. She was an alien slut, serving her husband and her master, breeding at its pleasure.

These good thoughts triggered a rush of endorphins in her mind. Although the alien wasn’t connected to her, it had left a piece of itself behind. She knew exactly what it wanted from her, and she would obey.

Body rocking, she clenched her talons into fists as a dull pain hammered against her tailbone. Hissing, she clenched her fangs together and pushed.

The stubby tail that had been given to her inside the alien’s pod began to telescope out of her, growing along with her pleasure. She rejoiced, pushing harder. It was going to look beautiful, just like her husband’s!

As if to congratulate her on this new addition, her husband’s segmented tail whipped around the side, winding its way around hers. They squeezed each other, every nerve ending along its length caressing her mind as she fully accepted the new her.

Her husband exploded into her, his fat length swelling as it locked itself inside, forcing her to accept all of his semen. Nothing leaked out, her pussy clenching around his length as she sucked up all his fluid into her womb.

As a human, this would have been impossible, but her body had been changed to reproduce this way. She needed his altered sperm to fertilize the eggs within her belly—she knew this for a fact.

The knowledge was in her brain, and she knew it was the truth. The more they had sex, the sooner she could give birth, and she wanted that more than anything.

Climax!

Her body throbbed, brought over the edge by her husband’s throbbing dick. She trilled her pleasure, lost in the sensations as her body pressed into his.

For the next few moments, her brain exploded, and she thought of nothing, enjoying the feel of her alien body. The frills on top of her head stood up, tingling as they changed colors to display her ecstasy.

Her husband ran his fingers over her head, petting her frills as he leaned over to give her a kiss, which she accepted wholeheartedly. Sucking on his tongue, she ran her fingers over his upper arms, feeling his masculine ridges.

The pleasure receded, leaving behind a delightful glow of well-being that suffused her soul. Resting in her husband’s warmth, she nestled against his belly.

He remained inside her, the spine of his cock keeping it erect. She felt full, and loved.

Lifting her hand, she trilled softly as she ran the back of her fingers across his scaly face, staring deep into his yellow eyes. She knew that she looked the same as him. A matching pair. A new species.

A pang of pain shot through her belly. She frowned, annoyed at the interruption. Surely it would go away soon so that she could relax with her husband.

Her smile briefly returned, but it faded as the pain became more urgent. What was happening to her?

Alarmed, she pulled away, looking down at her chest. Her belly button was larger than she had expected, a black dome pressing through the small opening. As she watched, the opening dilated more, exposing a glistening black shell. It was an egg!

Her hands shook as she placed them on her belly. This was what she had been waiting for all along! She was finally birthing the alien’s babies!

Perhaps there was a way she could help them along? If she gave her chest a little squeeze on both sides, then—yes, her skin was stretching wider, opening up to reveal more of the obsidian black egg.

In some ways, it looked like she was popping a pimple, though on a much grander scale. Her old human self would have looked upon this with disgust, but now all she felt was wonder. Her transformed body was an amazing thing to behold!

Her husband pulled out of her, giving her space for the egg to extrude from her belly. One of her eyes flicked forward, checking out his package as it telescoped back into his pelvis. Her breath caught and she hissed, eager to explore his body further.

Another pang of pain came from her belly, drawing her attention back to the egg, which seemed like it was almost halfway out. It was at least the size of her fist, its surface gleaming as its coating began to evaporate.

Details began to appear, striations and dots speckled all over the surface. She pressed her hands together, squeezing hard into her belly. It was beautiful, but she wanted it out.

Her husband caught the egg as it popped out of her chest, trilling as he set it on the floor. He had to move back into position fairly quickly, as another was already beginning to breach her belly. How many of them were there?

Her stomach burbled as she clenched her chest muscles, urging the next egg to squeeze out faster. It obliged, this one looking much the same as the last.

Clicking her tongue, she timed her last push so that her husband could collect the egg safely, setting it down on the ground next to the last one.

Eyes wide, she watched as a third entered the hollow passageway. Just how far back did it go, and where did it lead?

She pushed, and the next egg popped out, this one more easily than the preceding ones.  Urgent pain came again, and yet another appeared.

She rolled her eyes, resigning herself to this process. Hunching her shoulders, she pushed again, leaning back and squeezing her hands around the counter as the pain flowed through her. She was too tired now to help them along, but they didn’t seem to need much encouragement.

It was bad, but not debilitating. She could get through this.

Hooding her eyes, she balanced her tail against the cabinet, her chest wobbling as more eggs appeared. The process seemed unending, the pile growing as her husband stacked them next to each other, the floor hidden under a dozen ovoids.

Finally, however, it was all over, one last egg landing in her husband’s capable hands. A loud burp of air came from her belly, and the hole shrank down to the size of a small coin.

She pressed a curious finger inside, but was immediately met by a fleshy sphincter. She could try pushing further, but she didn’t want to injure herself. There would be plenty of time for personal exploration later. Besides, the pain had stopped, and now there were all these lovely eggs to admire!

She levered herself out of her position by flexing her tail, amazed at how natural the motion felt. Moving into a crouch, she placed her hands on the wooden floor, browsing over the collection she had just birthed.

They were all fairly uniform in color, though their sizes had small variations. Picking one up, she clicked her talons against the surface, admiring the toughness. She had produced strong eggs for her master.

She pursed her lips and trilled in surprise as the egg began to shift. She gave her husband a questioning gaze and he shifted his shoulders into a shrug, an awfully human gesture for someone who looked like an alien reptoid.

A cracking sound came from the middle of an egg, and a set of thick legs jabbed out both sides. At first, she thought they were made of chitin, but they morphed in front of her eyes, changing into miniature tentacles, much like the legs of her master.

Excitement seized her. She stuck her talons into the cracking egg, hoping to help the creature escape from its imprisonment.

With a bit of a wiggle, the shell popped off in two halves, revealing what looked like a smaller egg inside. Her vision swam for a moment as she tried to process what she was seeing, a spark of recognition running through her mind. It was a miniature version of her alien master!

Her heart throbbed with love as she tossed the scattered pieces of the shell away, revealing its full body. Its carapace was rounded, but soft, lacking the glowing golden globes of the mature alien. Tiny little beady eyes looked up at her, winking and blinking in the light of the kitchen.

Its tiny mouth opened and closed, revealing miniature tendrils inside. Making a tiny peep, it ran up her arm, its tiny tentacles stroking her skin.

Bemused, she allowed it to settle on her shoulder. More of the eggs were rocking, now, cracking sounds filling the kitchen. She hissed as she watched more of the creatures emerging, her analytical mind already working out how she was going to deal with the mess.

This time, it would be far easier than before, as she wouldn’t need to spot clean the carpet and wash all the linens. Her master hadn’t been too happy with her when she had forced it to climb off the bed, but being changed into its slave hadn’t removed her ardor for cleanliness.

More of the small aliens climbed out of their eggs, a group of them scurrying around the floor in front of her. Her husband crouched, eyelids flickering as he studied them more closely. Their tiny little legs pumped, crowding their soft carapaces around his clawed feet.

He made a low growl, and they shifted backwards, at a standoff. Her husband’s brow creased, then he rolled his eyes and settled onto the floor, his tail flicking about.

She made a noise that sounded suspiciously like a laugh, and he looked up at her, giving her the stare. She held out her hands, getting down on her knees to give the juvenile aliens better access to her body.

Two of them climbed onto her hands, settling down in her palms, their little, stubby legs sucking on her flesh. More of them toddled around her side, trying and failing to climb up onto her tail.

A sudden maternal instinct struck her. She knew exactly what she had to do.

Rotating her arms, she pressed them against the small of her back and waited patiently. The legs of the creatures popped off her hands and scuttled over to the ridge of her back, their little bodies turning as they attached themselves on either side.

The suction increased as they tucked their carapaces into place, nestling against her warm body. Perfect.

She laid her hands on the ground next to the others, waiting for them to crawl on top. She then repeated the procedure, situating a total of eight creatures up and down her back. As they attached themselves to her, she rolled her shoulders, feeling happy.

She was a mother, carrying her babies on her back like any number of terrestrial animals. The only difference was that her husband was doing the same, picking up the creatures one by one and fixing them into place with proper care.

Together, they would protect and nurture their brood. The creatures would grow proud and strong. They would make more of them, reproduce, and show the other aliens how pleasurable it felt to be controlled by the creatures.

Her body shook and she hissed in joy. The only thing missing was to share this triumph with her master.

Springing to her legs, she turned and ran down the hallway, intent on showing off her babies to the creature that had started this all.

Turning the corner into the bedroom, she skidded to a halt, aghast. The room was dark, with barely a gleam coming from the window. She ran up to the drapes, pulling them open to reveal the waning red rays of the afternoon sun.

The light licked over the slumped carcass of the creature, its legs pallid on the comforter. Its eyes were closed, its maw shut. The golden globes dangling over its back had gone dark.

Was it the lack of light that had killed it, or had it just been its time? There were many creatures that naturally expired after reproduction, and she had no way of knowing whether it was one of them.

In any case, the creature had grown too large to fit through the doorway, so it would have been unable to leave even if it had wanted to.

She knelt and touched one of its squishy legs, her frantic tension easing as she realized that there was nothing she could do for it. She wrapped her body over its carapace, keening as she mourned the loss.

After a few minutes, a clawed hand wrapped around her shoulder. She turned and embraced her husband, pressing her head into his neck as she closed her eyes.

In this new form, she was unable to cry, but she could certainly feel. With how close she had been to the creature, this loss seemed almost unbearable.

Her husband took her head in his hands and pulled her back. Giving her a stern glare, his tongue pushed out of his mouth and licked down the side of her face.

Her eyelids flickered as she took a deep breath. He was right. She was being silly. This was just how nature worked. As her former master’s life came to a close, it was their responsibility to bear its young, to nurture them, to help them grow strong until they could find slaves of their own to procreate with.

Feeling better about the whole situation, she let go of him, gripping his arm. Their rough scales brushed against each other as she gave him a good squeeze, signaling that she understood his meaning.

He dipped his head, turning to head back to the kitchen. Suddenly, she was quite hungry. The stewing pot of greenery on the stove seemed mighty appetizing, and she couldn’t wait to stuff her face. With the creatures embedded into her back, she was now eating for nine.

As they rounded the corner, the vid screen began to chime. The tension suddenly returned as she spotted the caller’s name. What were they going to tell Bret’s boss? They couldn’t possibly bluff him now that both of them had been turned into reptilian aliens!

Bret stabbed a talon at the display, clearly not even interested in trying. She grabbed his shoulder, unhappy about his brashness, but it was too late now. The screen had lit up, showing the flat face of his boss. Oord’nold’s arms waved languidly in the air as his skin sparkled a deep red.

A loud noise came from the speakers, a clicking grunt. “Ah, perfect, there you are!” he bellowed. “Feeling better now? The team has been working diligently, but they are becoming rather lost without your guidance!”

Bret frowned, a gurgling sound coming from his mouth, his bulbous tongue in the way.

Oord’nold’s color changed to a brilliant yellow. “Quitting? What are you talking about? Of course we still need your expertise.”

A mixture of emotions rushed through Justine. He… understood?

Pushing up next to her husband, she trilled at the alien.

His arms shuffled, his coloration changing back to red. “Of course I know what happened. I’m the one who sent you the gift.”

His beak clacked together. “There might have been some abrupt changes, but it was all for the best. You’re feeling better about yourselves and your decision to come here, aren’t you?”

She looked at her husband, making a short trill. It was true. She loved what they had become.

Pressing her enlarged breasts into his arm, she turned back to the display and made an interrogatory chirp.

“What comes next? Well, only you can decide that, but I suppose I could allow you another Relax Time to explore each other.” He paused, his entire body swishing as it moved in the tank. “Tomorrow, there’s another Terran couple arriving via the express shuttle. If you two are in Grand Shape, I could arrange an… introduction?”

Her pussy clenched as she thought about hypnotizing them and installing her former master’s children on their heads. They would burrow in deep, changing them until they obeyed their tiny masters, their bodies remodeled until they looked just like her.

New friends. New slaves.

The tiny creatures snuggling against her back shifted a little. Of course. They had to share. That’s what giving gifts was all about.


Author’s Notes

It’s been a long time since I’ve delved into the stranger parts of my imagination. Although some of my fantasies tend to be a bit Gigeresque, I confess to being a bit squeamish about gory descriptions, which is why my works don’t turn into that kind of horror.

As with many of my stories, I recognize that this sort of thing would be very unsexy in real life. Some fantasies are best left to the imagination.

Even so, I find the idea of being controlled and changed by an alien creature, molded and rebuilt to follow its mysterious directives to be supremely sexy. It is that sense of danger, that sense of the unknown that gives it the element of horror and sexual tension that I desire.

If you enjoy this kind of story, come along with me—I have plenty more ideas to execute. I’m sure one or two of them might be up your alley.
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