
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SCI-FI EROTIC STORIES

Published by S.L. Hendrickson at Smashwords

Copyright 2026 S.L. Hendrickson

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

All characters are 18 years of age or older

All characters in this novel are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The use of any real company and/or product names is for literary effect only. All other trademarks and copyrights are the property of their respective owners. No infringement is intended.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


TABLE OF CONTENTS

[image: ]




TENTACLES 

ALIEN PRINCESS

PUSHER

GATEWAY

COMPANION

HOME AND LONELY

SOLAR PRINCESS

COMMANDER CODY

HEAVY CARGO

HARD TIMES ON PLANET EARTH

ALIEN MOTHER

THE GUARD

SPACE PIRATES

AMBASSADOR

CHOSEN

FUTURE PAST

ALIEN LUST

THREE

SEX DOLL

PERFECT PARTNER

PROMISED TO ANOTHER

LUST IN SPACE

VELA

STOWAWAY

BYRON

MFL

TENTACLES: The cargo containers containing all the waste from the mining operations on Pluto were secure. It only occupied a small amount of space in the cargo bay, which was as large as a football field, but every kilogram incurred a commission. The ore would be dropped off on Mars and Earth. The waste was destined for the lunar base to be burned for electricity production. 

Kendra shut and secured the hatch to the cargo bay. She was disappointed with this trip to Pluto because all the miners were busy trying to make their production quota and get a bonus, so they didn’t have time for her. They loaded her cargo bay in record time. There was just enough time to get a meal in the cafeteria and replenish the ship's water supply. The last time she came to Pluto, there were plenty of horny miners as she got a lot of action and experienced one cock in the pussy, one in the ass, and one in the mouth at the same time. 

Once they got past the moons of Pluto, maybe Dulles would be interested. It took a steady hand on the controls to navigate past them and the minor asteroids surrounding them, along with the debris left by the mining companies. Once she put the ship on autopilot to Mars, there could be some sucking and humping. Dulles served as a pilot in the military during the war between Earth and Mars. She was buffed and muscular, and Kendra loved her brutal humping showing the pussy no mercy and ripping opening her hole. 

She had two synthetics, one male and one female, and they could thrust for a long time, but it wasn’t as good as the real thing. There was a sound, and Kendra recognized it right away. It was the sound of the hatch being opened between the cargo bay and the service module that had her quarters and the lounge where they had their meals. How was that possible? They were in space. She took the radio off her belt.

“Dulles report, there someone coming through the aft hatch.”

There was no response. “Dulles, do you read me?”

She heard the hatch close. Something came into the corridor. Krenda moved closer and was going to yell at them to get off her ship, but this wasn’t human. It was big, dark, and seemed to have several arms. She could retreat to the cargo bay, but there was a limited air supply. The only weapon on the ship was a stunner in her quarters. She carried it when going on the mining platforms just in case the miners were too drunk or hopped up on drugs. Her only escape was the service duct that ran along the ceiling. It carried air throughout the ship. She climbed the ladder, removed the cover, and entered the space. 

It was a tight fit with all the cables, and progress was slow. She thought they must be after the ore in the cargo bay. There was methane, nitrogen, titanium, and rare-earth elements. 

Finally, she reached the bridge. Looking through the vent's grate, she could see Dulles surrounded by two of the creatures. They came in through the hatch just behind the bridge. Both of them had four tentacles that were several feet long. All she could see was that one was deep down her throat, and she imagined they were sucking out her insides, feeding on her. She quickly backed up. There was no way to fit through the vent in her cabin. The only other one was in the lounge. She thought of what could be used as a weapon while crawling through the vent. There were small knives, a fire extinguisher, and a pair of scissors. On the ship, they just had meal packets that were either eaten cold or put in the microwave. The water dispenser produced hot water for coffee. She could put it in a cup and throw it at them.  

She pushed open the vent, and it fell to the floor. Once she got out of the vent, she went through the drawers and grabbed the scissors and knife. Kendra turned, and one was coming through the doorway. It had to turn sideways to get its big body through. The thing wasn’t pretty. It was almost black with a huge head and yellow glittering eyes. 

“Stay way.”

She slashed with the knife and scissors, and the tentacles latched onto her wrist, and the pressure made her drop both. Another one came in, and the tentacles wrapped around her arms and legs, lifting her and placing her on the table. One was unzipping her coveralls and pulling them down. One tentacle was going over her lips, trying to get inside. She couldn’t believe how good it smelled. Kendra opened her mouth, and it went inside. She had sucked many cocks, and none of them were this good. It had a sweet and salty taste, reminiscent of chocolate-covered bacon. The tip of it went over her gums, and it was erotic. She never wanted to stop tasting it.  

There was a tentacle on each tit, massaging and sucking on the nipples. It ripped the panties from her body and rubbed the outer lips. She couldn’t help but moan. It felt so good. She grabbed onto the tentacle and licked and sucked the head, loving the way it smelled and tasted.

Kendra spread her legs as the tentacle went inside. The head was massaging the walls of her womb, making her moan and squirm. She got the legs back and then felt one penetrate her hole. Both were massaging while going deeper and deeper. She had never felt anything so good going deeper and deeper. Fluid was going into her mouth. It tasted so much better than cum and was the like the inside of a chocolate-covered cherry. It pulled out, and she kept her mouth open so another could take its place. 

They were making noises because the tentacles were much more sensitive than a man’s cock, and they were enjoying the wet, human pussy. Kendra loved how her abdomen bulged because it was so deep. She had never felt anything so deep in her ass before. The tentacle was squirming inside, reacting to the feel of her orgasm juice. She heard stories from other haulers, both men and women, about aliens with tentacles and how they hoped to run into them again. Kendra thought they were making the stories to see how gullible she was.  

She screamed from the pleasure of having two tentacles in her pussy and two in her ass at the same time. They didn’t stop until every tentacle squirted juice into her mouth, pussy, ass. She stayed on the table for a while, loving how good her pussy and ass felt. 

Inside her cabin, Dulles was on her bunk. Kendra got on hers and felt the ripped-open pussy and loved the smell and feel of their juice coming out. 

“That was so wonderful,” Dulles said.

“Yes, it’s too bad they left. I could take that for days.”

“Maybe if we take the same route next time, we will run into them again.”

“I hope so,” Kendra responded. 

They both wanted to feel the tentacles again. Kendra wanted to see if she could ride three at the same time.  

ALIEN PRINCESS: Jace walked across the space station in low Earth orbit. He was late, and the Borlon ambassador was already there, but he didn’t care. He had a video conference call with the President, Secretary of State, and Secretary-General of the United Nations, and he was upset that all they were providing for his transport of the ambassador back to her home world was enough to cover fuel. He was supposed to do it for the good of his country and the world. 

By this time in his career, he planned to have several ships hauling cargo back and forth between Earth and colonies on Mars, Europa, and Pluto, as well as the mining facilities in the Kuiper Belt, rather than just one ship that he could barely keep going. It didn’t matter how much he made. Fuel and repairs consumed most of his profit, making it impossible to get ahead, and a free ride for the government didn’t help. The Secretary of State mentioned that his license to haul was up for renewal in three months, which meant a thorough inspection of his ship. He didn’t know if they would waive it if he made this trip or if his license wouldn’t be renewed if he didn’t. Jace didn’t like being forced to do something or having someone else decide what cargo he was hauling. That was why he was an independent hauler. 

There were ten bags around her, and, using the datapad, he sent a message to his two synthetics to bring a cart. She arrived on Earth with only one bag. The others were filled with gifts from the heads of state of many countries, plaques made by students, and food. She developed a fondness for some of Earth’s foods, such as macaroni and cheese and chocolate chip cookies. Of course, like everyone on Earth, he had seen her on the news many times and was always giving interviews to podcasters and influencers, but this was the first time he had been next to one. She was tall, at six feet five inches, but short for a Borlon because many of them were over seven feet tall. Jace was only five foot eight and couldn’t help but feel a little intimidated. 

“You are late,” she said in perfect English. The device around her neck could translate her native tongue to thirty Earth languages.  

“I’m sorry it couldn’t be helped.”

“Is your ship fast?”

“There are faster ones, but those are racing ships.”

“It’s essential that I get home quickly.”

“I’ve been briefed. I’ll do my best.”

She started picking up the bags.

“I’ve got synthetics coming with a cart.”

“We can do it.”

She said once in an interview that humans were lazy with all their robots and synthetics. Jace grew up with them and didn’t think it was lazy, just another tool to use, and humans were very good at using tools. He tried picking up one bag, but it was too heavy. She picked it up with no problem and gave him the small lighter ones. Being this close, he could smell her. In an interview, she said that humans have a disgusting but tolerable smell, but she liked some of the perfumes humans have created. In one of the bags was a bottle of Passionflower and Euphoria. Jace didn’t know if he was smelling that or her natural scent, but it was turning him on, and the overwhelming smell was getting his cock hard. There would be teasing by the other pilots and his regular crew if they knew he got turned on by a Borlon female. They weren’t beautiful, but he would like to see one naked, considering what was underneath her gown. 

There were over a thousand people on the space station, some of whom took pods down to the surface via the space elevator or boarded flights to the colonies. Many stopped and stared at the Borlon and the human with all the bags. Jace was having trouble keeping up and was thankful they came with a cart before reaching the spaceway to his ship. He was breathing hard and sweating. Jace didn’t know if they sweat, but it didn’t seem like much of an effort for her. She was wearing a beautiful, multicolored gown designed by one of the top fashion designers in New York, made of the finest silk from China. 

Walking to the ship, he got a chance to inspect her in more detail. She was covered in chestnut-colored fur, except for her face. Her planet was barely in the habitable zone. Their climate was very similar to Alaska in the summer and Siberia in the winter. The fur helped keep them warm. The dark nose stuck out, and the face was pale. They made her special shoes to cover the cloven-like hooves. On her planet, for most of the year, no one wore shoes; instead, they wore ceremonial beads and a sash adorned with gold metal, signifying their social status. It was only in the coldest months that they put on furs from animals, a practice on Earth that was deemed disgraceful centuries ago. A reporter was fired immediately for saying she had a face like a border collie. The baggy gown didn’t show off the six breasts she had. 

They went to his cabin. She bent down a little to clear the doorway. She looked around the cabin at the pictures and souvenirs on display.

“You are giving up your cabin?”

“Yes, it’s the biggest one.”

Jace turned on the computer.

“You have access to over 1,000 movies and television shows. There is live news until we reach Pluto. I will be back later.”

Jace used the data pad on his wrist to contact the spaceport master for the next possible departure. The synthetics secured all hatches, and in less than five minutes, the ship was underway. In less than ten minutes, the space station was just a silver dot in the distance. With the anti-matter plasma engines, it would take twenty-four hours of ship time to travel the five billion kilometers to Pluto, then a day to maneuver through the Kuiper Belt to the bridge. It was a device built by the Borlons, an artificial wormhole that bent time and space, reducing the time spent traveling to their planet from decades to just three days on the ship. They wanted to build the device just past the moon, but most of the countries didn’t want Borlon technology that close. They had an irrational fear of an armada of their ships coming through the bridge to conquer Earth. Being that far away, at least there would be some notice. The bridge was constantly under surveillance by satellites and telescopes. They were a much older civilization exploring the galaxy while humans were learning to walk upright and control fire.  

When he arrived at the bridge, he stripped off his flight suit. One of the byproducts of the propulsion system was heat. Most of it was pumped out into the cold vacuum of space, but it still kept the ship like a warm summer day on the fourth of July in Chicago. Most of his relatives were from there. He was born and raised on Mars.   

He checked the three monitors. All the ship's systems were operating normally. The ambassador’s face appeared on one of them. He was hoping she wouldn’t figure out the communication system.

“What can I do for you, Ambassador?”

When we're not in public, you can call me Zayn. Where is the rest of your crew?”

“It’s just me.”

Dax, the engineer, and Arlo, the navigator and pilot, refused to come because they weren’t going to be paid. He didn’t blame them. 

“Can you run this ship all by yourself?”

“Yes, I’ve done it before, and I have the synthetics.”

Jace took care of the cargo they hauled. He wondered if she felt alone. She had been on Earth for over a year. The entire time, a ten-member staff from the State Department was on hand to attend to her every need. In every country she visited, the government provided guides and attendants. 

“Can you do something about the heat in this cabin?”

He checked and turned the air conditioning to its maximum setting. 

“The air conditioning is at max. I’ll come by and show you how to adjust the airflow. You can shed some clothes.”

The gown had a zipper in the front. She pulled it down and exposed most of the six breasts. On a human woman, they would be a B cup. On a talk show, she asked why human females had two breasts or one since they gave birth most of the time to just one offspring at a time. The Borlon always gave birth to six at a time and, on rare occasions, eight. No one had an answer. She was fascinated by the variety of sizes and the immense size of some of them. Some of them were so huge she wondered how the human body could support and carry them around. Jace liked seeing how they swayed and bounced when a woman walked, loving the ones that took two hands to pick up and suck on.  

When he went into the cabin, she was sitting on the bunk, the gown around her waist, all her breasts exposed. The nipples were dark and massive. 

“This is where you control the airflow,” Jace said, showing her the panel on the wall. He turned it to the highest setting. 

“It’s my time.”

“I didn’t know you had a menstrual cycle.”

“I’m talking about my mating time. I should have been home by now, but your government took a long time to ratify our trade agreement.”

“Democracy is a messy business and a slow process. They aren’t in any hurry to do anything.”

There were already several books written about the sexual reproduction and mating practices of the Borlon. 

“Is that why you smell?”

“Yes, it helps us attract a mate. Does it excite you?”

“A little.”

He was lying. The smell was giving him another raging hard-on. 

“When it's time to mate, it can’t be controlled.”

“Is it true you had hunts to catch a mate?”

“That stopped before I was born. There used to be hunts where the females would use nets to capture the males, tie them down, and use them. Then a new generation came along that realized that pampering their mates was much better.”

“Didn’t some of them die?”

“Just the very weak and frail.”

“Does your mating last for weeks?”

“No, just three to five of your days.”

Jace couldn’t help but be impressed that they had that kind of stamina. He was lucky to have a woman for a couple of hours. 

“On my planet, I’m a princess, so a mate will be chosen for me that has good genes to produce the best offspring.”

She got up, took off the gown, and got on the bed, spreading her legs. 

“I wonder if Borlon and humans can mate.”

“I’m flattered, but something needs to be fixed.”

It didn’t. If there were something to repair, he would have the synthetics do it. Instead of going to the bridge, he went down to the lower decks, where all the pipes and conduits ran. There was a little space next to gauges and dials. It was the place he went to be alone. He sat down on the floor and wondered how old she was and if it mattered. It was hard to tell. Some Borlons lived to be three hundred years old, and there were just subtle changes, unlike humans, where it was easy to tell when someone was ancient. He wondered if Zayn told him that she was a princess to get him excited about mating with her. It did a little what man wouldn’t want to enjoy a princess if they were human.  

Jace was still in advanced training when the mining operations in the Kuiper Belt spotted the first Borlon ship. Before graduating, he had taken a class on Borlon history and biology. It was a pass-no-credit class and wouldn’t affect their grade. There was an online quiz after the three-day class. All you had to do was memorize the answers to questions you got wrong and retake them. He didn’t pay much attention because of Mary Jo Redding. She sat right across from him in class and had an impressive set of big tits, and everything she wore showed them off. She had a bra that had them sticking out like footballs. He did everything to let her know that he was interested, like all the other men in the class, but she was already dating someone, and they were planning to get married right after the training. Zayn’s face appeared on his data pad. He pushed the com button.

“I could hunt you, capture you, tie you up, and take you if that excites you.”

“No.”

It’s my mating time, and my desire is so strong. Will it help if I beg? Does it help if human women beg?”

“Yes.”

“Please, I want it. I’ll do anything you want. Please come take me.”

There was no way he could refuse that.

“I’ll stop by the bridge first.”

“Please hurry.”

The synthetics were doing a good job of piloting the ship. The Kuiper Belt was still three hours away. His ship wouldn’t be out here if it weren’t for Borlon technology. The Space Force now had ships that could reach Mars in three hours. They were so advanced that no one thought Earth had anything they would want, but Earth had plenty of food production. They took Zayn to a warehouse where there were shelves twelve feet high with cases of food. Due to the Borlon climate, it is extremely challenging to grow anything. Even with climate change, the United States has increased food production using greenhouses that stretch for miles, powered by solar and wind energy.  

Of course, there were objections to providing food to aliens when there were still people on Earth who didn’t have enough to eat. However, most people, especially the government, felt that the technology we received was worth it. The antigravity technology made up for it. They also offered other technologies, but they weren’t released because the potential profit wasn’t substantial enough. Borlons didn’t care about making a profit. 

When Jace entered his cabin, she was on the bed naked and panting, trying to stay calm. He stood by the bed and removed his shorts and shirt. 

“Are you sure about this? Don’t you have a mate waiting for you?”

“I’m a princess and can mate with anyone I want.”

Jace was hoping that when they reached Borlon, he didn’t break some long-standing custom that would land him in jail or, even worse, a fight to the death. They didn’t have engagements or marriages. They mated with someone with the best genes. Since females outnumbered males seven to one, they dictated how and when it would be done.  

She reached out, and the fur on her hand felt good on his cock, and for the first time, he noticed she had only a large thumb and two fingers. As her mouth got close to the cock, he got nervous. He remembered seeing a report where they took her to a chicken farm. After touring the facility, they made her fried chicken. They gave her a leg. To everyone’s surprise, she ate the bone without any trouble. Humans have a bite force of 200 to 300 pounds. They calculated hers to be about a thousand, like a wolf. 

Her tongue came out. It was rough, and a strange feeling was going over the head of his cock. Pulling him closer, she took one of the big nipples and used it to massage the head and then pushed it into the piss slit. Jace couldn’t believe how hard his cock was. 

“Please give it to me like I’m a human.”

“Are you sure? It’s going to be hard.”

“Yes, treat me like a human female.”

He got between her legs and saw all the fur that kept it warm during the long, cold winter. It took a few moments to find it, and then he drove it in. 

“Oh, you are so big.”

“Am I bigger than Borlon men?”

“Yes, but they are longer. Some are two feet.”

He grabbed onto the thin legs and pounded the cock into her, ripping it open. 

“Human pussy needs to be fucked hard.”

“Yes, do it hard.”

It was so sweet and tight on his cock. He grabbed onto two of the tits and powered into her. 

“Are they better than human boobs?”

“No, but your nipples are so big and sweet.”

He took one of the nipples into his mouth that was as big as a thumb, sucked, and chewed while continuing to drive it in and out.

“Oh, you last so long. It feels so good.”

She got her long legs around his body, and he moved the cock around inside. The pleasure was so intense he wanted to scream, and then it exploded. It stayed in, and he went from one nipple to the next. 

“When will you be ready again? Soon, I hope.”

“Easy honey, I’ve got to be on the bridge when we go through the belt, then I’ll come back and do something special.”

“I can’t wait.”

There was a path through the belt, but he still had to watch out for a stray asteroid that might collide with another one, changing its path. Some of them were the size of Mt. Everest. It took a human, fearing death, and Jace, not wanting to damage his ship, to be on high alert in case any of them got too close. She came onto the bridge. 

“I need food.”

“Number one, take her to the galley and fix her a meal.”

“Yes, captain.”

The synthetic took her to the galley, where she found a variety of meal packets. She had lasagna, mac and cheese, and beef stew. Mating burned a lot of calories, and they needed to be replenished. After getting through the belt, Jace took a sonic shower that didn’t use any water, ate a meal packet, and then went to his cabin. He was surprised she found his collection of adult films and was watching one where the woman was getting the pussy whipped by another woman sending big squirts of juice in the air while another woman was hitting her tits with a leather paddle. 

“Is this a common practice?”

“No, women who have sex with other women are called lesbians.”

“Do males have sex with each other?”

“Yes, they are called gay. Does that happen in your world?”

“We only have sex when it’s mating time once every three of your years. Is it true humans can have sex all the time?”

“No, we have other things to do, like sleep and work.”

She got on the bunk.

“Hit mine.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I want to feel it.”

He went through his desk and found an old plastic ruler that he used during training to plot a course without any help from the computer. She was moaning and yelping as he went up and down, hitting her nipples. It was hard to get through all the fur, but he gave her a sex organ a few good hits. 

“What else can you do?”

He got next to her. She didn’t have a clit, but there was a spot just inside that had her squirming and yelping when he massaged it with the tips of his fingers. With four fingers and a thumb, he was manipulating her sex organ like it had never been done before. It didn’t give juice like a pussy, but it was slick, and it got warmer the more he massaged it. 

“Please, I want more of you.”

“I do have to rest.”

“Just a little.”

Her hands and arms were so strong they got the cock hard again. 

“How many times can it get hard.”

“I don’t want to brag, but it got hard five times once.”

Of course, that was on a trip from Earth to the farthest mining station in the belt, with meals and rest stops in between.  

“That is so wonderful. A Borlon male can only get hard once.”

Jace got on his back, and she slid down on his cock. She squirmed all over it while he massaged all the tits using both hands to twist the nipples. He was happy to give her another load of cum. She stroked it and got it hard one more time. Jace was showing off a little, not resisting and letting her have another ride. He went to one of the other cabins, drained and satisfied. Falling on the bunk, he was asleep in less than a minute. During mating time, Zayn could go days without sleep. She continued to watch the videos, amazed at how much punishment the human females could endure, and they were all begging for more. Their tits and pussy were red from the punishment.  

When Jace woke up, the screen on the desk was flashing. They were at the bridge. He quickly got dressed. Although there was little to do, the system was primarily automated. Since it was the first time, he wanted to experience it. Like sucking water through a straw, the ship went through the wormhole. It was a strange feeling as if everything was being stretched. The ship was traveling relative to the outside of the wormhole at thousands of times the speed of light. When the ship emerged on the other side, Jace put the engines at maximum output, feeling guilty about keeping Zayn from her mate. She cleaned and ate again, loving all the various foods humans had to offer. They had no spices that were abundant on Earth, like cinnamon, garlic, cloves, and parsley. By the time they reached the Borlon spaceport, she had groomed all her fur and put on two red sashes. They were adorned with metals that identified her as a princess from one of the oldest clans. Boron was smaller than Earth, with only about a third of the water, but had a significantly greater abundance of minerals. The new trade agreement would trade food for rare Earth metals that were in short supply. 

Orbiting Earth, there were very few areas that weren’t lit up with billions of lights, but on this planet, most of it was dark; many lived underground to escape the cold of the surface. A shuttlecraft approached his ship, and an entourage came aboard, collecting all of Zayn’s bags. Jace was ready to head back to Earth because he didn’t want a confrontation with Zayn’s mate, but one of them insisted he come to the surface. He didn’t want to be rude, so he quickly shaved, took a shower, and put on his best fight suit. He didn’t bring any clothes to meet any government officials. 

Electronic devices connect everyone on Earth. On Borlon, they were super connected. By the time they landed on the surface, they all knew Zayn and Jace had mated. She downloaded all his adult films, and they were shared freely. The shuttle landed inside a large building, and the doors overhead closed. 

“I must go to the palace and make a report to the King and government officials. You will be taken to a room in the palace and be taken care of,” Zayn said.

“Will I see you again?”

“Of course.”

A Borlon came up to him. He was over seven feet tall.  

“I’m Zayn’s mate.”

Oh crap, Jace thought, hoping to avoid this. Looking him over, he wondered if weapons could be hidden in the fur, but it didn’t matter; he didn’t need them. Jace wouldn’t stand a chance if he were to attack. They didn’t have any. They were lovers, not fighters. The royal family and many in the government were skeptical about dealing with the humans because they had so many weapons and had spent so much time in the past killing each other. Zany’s report would help them decide. 

I want to thank you for meeting Zayn. It was a duty that I wasn’t looking forward to.”

“Sure, no problem.”

Jace was relieved and didn’t have to feel guilty about enjoying it so much. Borlon men got very little pleasure from it. Their duty was to lie there passively while the female took control and used him to produce offspring. Not being part of the royal court, he couldn’t ride with Zayn. He was escorted to a pod. It lifted off the ground and went out the back of the hanger. A panel lit up.

“How may I help you.”

It was the AI system. They had developed it before humans invented the transistor. 

“Where am I going?”

“To the palace. You will be taken to the area once used by the caretakers.”

There were no Borlons on the streets, and the buildings were dark. 

“Where is everyone?”

They have been relocated to other planets. Our star is dying. In another ten years, nothing will grow.”

Now Jace knew the real reason the Borlon had contacted Earth. They wanted to resettle some of their people on Earth. Several areas would be like those in their world, such as Alaska, Siberia, and the Arctic Circle. The pod landed on the roof of the place. The pod made no noise, no loud jet engines, no roar of helicopter blades. Because of their anti-gravity technology, two laser beams were all the propulsion it needed. Getting out of the pod, Jace could see his breath even though it was summer. Two females took his arms and guided him into the palace, down the hallways, and into a room that was slightly warmer but not significantly so. Another female came into the room. There were multicolored pads and pillows all around. The light in the ceiling gave it a warm and cozy feeling. 

“Please remove your suit. We must wash you.”

“I already took a shower.”

“It is our custom before we mate.”

Jace didn’t know that fifty had requested to mate with the human or that washing him meant using their tongues. One licked his armpits, one licked his chest, and one licked his balls. It felt so wonderful, and by the time they were done, his cock was rock hard. 

“All three of you get on your hands and knees; I’ll show you how human females get fucked.”

They were eager to experience it, and it was a natural position for them, as their ancestors had been on all fours for centuries. There were no big, soft hips to grab onto like a human or an ass to bang into. He grabbed fistfuls of fur and rammed it in, determined to use the cock to destroy it. She was grunting and moaning. It was sweet and tight on his cock. When it was close, he pulled out and went to the other one, ramming it in. This one, he did slower while running his hands up and down over the nipples, then grabbed onto the fur and hit it hard. 

“We call this” doggy style. “”

“Oh, it feels so wonderful.”

“Do you want to take it forever?”

“Yes, don’t ever stop.”

“That’s what I like to hear slut.”

It was her first mating, and she pushed back, wanting more contact. There was no stopping it, and they both moaned as the cock erupted, filling her up with human cum. Jace pulled out and went to the other one. 

“I don’t want you to be left out.”

He rammed three fingers deep inside of her. It was also her first mating, and it was so tight on his fingers. They were getting wet as he pulled and twisted each nipple. 

“I’m not going to stop until you give it to me.”

He massaged the walls until a large gush of juice emerged. When he pulled out the fingers, her body was trembling. Jace licked it off his fingers. It wasn’t as sweet as human juice could be, but it was tolerable. He got on the mat and adjusted the pillows. One got one side, and one got on the other. The third one left and brought back a tray. It had fruit and black things on it. He took one, smelled it, and then put it in his mouth. It was slightly sweet and crunchy. Jace had no idea he was eating bugs and would spit them out if he were told, even though many people on Earth supplemented their diet by eating them. It was a staple of their diet. 

When he was done eating, he turned his attention to all the nipples sucking on them. 

“Do all human men like these?”

“Oh, yes. We can never get enough of them. Get close. I want two in my mouth at the same time.”

Jace thought it was a shame that back on Earth that it was socially unacceptable to suck and massage tits all the time. He was sucking on two while the other one stroked his cock. It was getting hard again.

“Do you want to ride my cock, or do you want it hard.”

“Please, do it hard.”

It wasn’t her first mating. It was her fifth. The Borlon male would get on his back. The female would slide down on his sex organ until every inch was inside, then she would move around on it for a minute or two, and then it would be over. They never had their nipples sucked and twisted while having their sex organ ripped open and fucked at the same time. They all wanted to feel more of it. She got on her back. Jace pushed the legs back. 

“Grab onto your legs and hold them.”

He drove in the cock, and she let out a little scream. Using his body weight, he drove in every inch of his cock again and again, then drove it in and manipulated one nipple and sucked on the other. The other two got up and left because Zayn came in. He fucked her hard, making all the tits go up and down. The cock gave some more cum. She got up and left.

“They were just supposed to feed you.”

“Are you jealous?”

“No, I’m just disappointed there is nothing left.”

“Come here, my cock doesn’t have to be hard to give you pleasure.”

She got next to him. His fingers went through the fir and slowly manipulated it.

“Did my government agree to let you relocate to Earth?”

“No.”

“I’m not surprised. They have enough illegal aliens on Earth to deal with.”

“If we got married, I could bring my relatives to the United States. That’s if I understand your laws correctly.”

“I don’t. Will they issue a green card to a person from another planet? It will be an interesting court case, and it may take years to be decided.”

“Your government moves so slowly.”

“It’s human nature. We usually don’t take action until it’s a crisis. It took three decades of violent weather before they took climate change seriously and did something.”

“That’s if you want a wife.”

“I would love to be the only man on Earth married to a Princess, but I don’t want a wife that only wants sex once every three years.”

That’s when we want it the most, but we can do it at other times, and I love what you do to me. I don’t want to be abused like the women in the videos.”

“Ok, I just like watching them when I’m alone.”

He pushed three fingers and manipulated her. 

“This and your nipples will be enough. If you have offspring, will each tit have milk?”

“Yes.”

“Can I taste milk from every nipple?”

“Yes. We will see if humans and Borlon can reproduce.”

She was happy that after some rest, Jace was ready for more. He promised always to do it hard and force her to take it. When they returned, the alien princess required an entourage of ten, which they both hoped could find a permanent home on Earth. Human sperm would not combine with Borlon egg. Their DNA wasn’t compatible, but Zayn was happy because, with Jace, mating was a daily occurrence. 

PUSHER: The guard opened the slot in the metal door and inserted the food tray. Colin took it and dropped it on the floor. It made a loud noise as it hit the concrete floor. She let out an audible sigh, dug out the keys, and opened the door. It wasn’t the first time a prisoner didn’t like the food, so they were given something that didn’t have to be scrapped off the floors or walls.  

“Sorry about that,” Colin said, picking up the sandwich, fruit cup, and juice carton. He stared intently into her eyes. 

“You are tired and need a break; sit on the bunk.”

He sat next to her, maintaining eye contact. 

“You are so lovely.”

“No, I’m not.”

“You have a nice body.”

She was short and muscular from kickboxing matches.  

“I bet your thighs are soft and nice to suck on. I’d get between your legs and suck, keep sucking until you feel a beautiful orgasm. When you leave, don’t lock the door.” 

He moved closer, getting his hand between the legs and massaging the pussy under the slacks and panties.

“You deserve the pleasure.”

At that moment, she wanted it more than anything, but the internal conflict was too intense to overcome.

“I can’t. I’d lose my job. I’ve got two kids to support.”

“I wouldn’t want that. Thank you anyway.”

She got up, and he heard the door lock. When she returned to the control room, she felt an overwhelming sense of needing to act, and a slight headache developed. For Colin, this was a miss; he couldn’t always manipulate someone to do what he wanted. The woman on the train was easy to approach. She was young and horny. Of course, she wouldn’t have chosen him without the manipulation and wouldn’t have sex unless the man would give a good offspring, and Colin didn’t fit the requirements that were in her subconscious from thousands of years of evolution. 

They met in the club car. He stared into her eyes and said he would give her the best orgasm she had ever felt. They found a berth that wasn’t being used. He sucked on the clit and massaged the walls of her womb until it was gushing juice. She got the legs over his shoulders, moaning as his thick cock plowed into her. Lucky for him, he filled her with cum before the conductor opened the door. 

Colin had no idea he would be charged with indecent exposure. He didn’t see anything wrong with having sex on the train. It would have helped if he had a ticket. When the conductor asked for his ticket, Colin handed him an expired one. He manipulated him into thinking it was current, but he was tired and couldn’t manipulate the police officers when the train arrived at the station. He got on the bunk, needing some rest. Manipulating people always wore him out, as if he had run a marathon, and he would have to manipulate the lawyer and judge to get out of this one. 

The public defender informed him that, since this was his first offense, he expected the judge to impose a fine of $1,000. Colin only had twenty dollars. He never secured a job after graduating from high school; instead, he manipulated people to get what he wanted. It would take a lot to come up with that much money by buying small items and manipulating the clerks into thinking he was giving a twenty, sometimes even a fifty.  

As the court clerk read the charges, the lawyer’s phone buzzed. He looked at it. His wife’s text told him to stop and pick up the dry cleaning. Colin touched his arm. When he looked at Colin, he said, “You have a family emergency. Your house is on fire. You must leave immediately.”

When he looked at the phone, he thought it said his house was on fire.

“I have to go home.”

He gathered up his briefcase and papers and rushed out.

“Where is your lawyer going,” the Judge asked.

“Family emergency, Your Honor, sidebar, Your Honor.”

As he walked up to the bench, he thought the judge looked cute but was old. Their eyes met. He reached out and touched her hand, which always helped.

“You will be lenient today; a fifty-dollar fine and time served. Everyone deserves a lunch break, and you need me in your chambers.”

She motioned Colin back and struck the gavel. 

“A fifty-dollar fine and time served. The defendant will be taken to my chambers. This court is adjourned for lunch until two.” 
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