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Tyler had been sleepy on the shuttle. Now
that he stood with other eager guests outside the alien sex resort,
he was wide awake. He texted his roomies that he’d arrived and got
a flurry of excited emojis back.

They were herded off of plain white landing
pad down in front of the truly gargantuan tree. The landing
platform was built onto one of its many twisted branches.

Tyler glanced over the edge as he walked with
the crowd, blue eyes wide at the vast rocky red desert below. The
tree seemed like the only life for miles. The canyon at the bottom
of the tree had a river running through it and sparse greenery
growing around that. The rest of the planet looked desolate.

Tyler was a hiker and had gone on many
adventures in harsh environments. It helped him maintain his strong
athletic build, which in turn made him more appealing to all the
random hookups he fucked.

His attention was pulled away from the view
as several aliens crawled out of the hive to greet the guests.

The aliens were humanoid from the waist up,
with mandibles and large black eyes. From the waist down, they had
bodies like termites in a pale yellow that blended in with the
inside of the giant tree that was their home.

In Tyler’s opinion, they were very
attractive. He’d always been fond of Insectoid aliens. The ones
he’d worked with over his life had always been excellent people.
His buddy Brandon had married an Insectoid and they were couple
goals, for sure. Tyler pondered the aliens as a big one stepped up
in front of the group, releasing a string of chattering sounds. The
translator around his neck kicked in a moment later as the alien
began to sweep his arms dramatically, the computer giving him a
high-pitched cheery voice like one might expect from an amusement
park employee.

“Welcome to the Nest of the Arksies! My name
is Meltesh. I’m sure my associate Ceemia already went over the
safety instructions on the ride here, but feel free to ask any
questions throughout the experience. If you feel overwhelmed or
just need a break from the festivities, the timeout saying is ‘bell
tower.’”

Meltesh made everyone repeat it a few times
before he went on. Tyler stuck his hand up.

“Yes, person with black hair and red
clothes?”

“Are the eggs sterile?” Tyler called to him,
lowering his hand as the alien bobbed his head.

“All eggs are sterile and for enjoyment
purposes only. At the end of your visit, feel free to enjoy our spa
until the next ship arrives. Please do not leave the designated
areas, as we have a busy breeding season ahead of us and we’re hard
at work preparing our nest for winter,” the alien went on, starting
slowly down the walkway into the hive within the tree. Everyone
followed him, couples whispering excitedly to each other. Tyler
wasn’t the only person flying solo though. About half of the tour
group were singles.
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