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	Rennevatio. 


	  


	
Seduction. 



	



She watched the mother breastfeeding her naked baby in her arms while three other children ran around her chasing one another happy and content in their nudity. 


	Being at a nudist camp everybody was naked, including herself. 


	As she smiled at the scene she thought about motherhood, ‘I wonder how it feels to give birth to a child, feed it from your own body, raise it to be honest and decent, watching it grow to adulthood and to the time when it has children of its own.’ 


	A tear ran down her cheek as she sat on the grass watching the scene. The two small girls squealed with mock fear as the boy, who she assumed, by his and their features, to be their brother, caught hold of one of them then let her go saying, “Gotcha; now you’re it,” and ran off with the other girl, circling round their mother who was smiling and laughing at their antics. 


	She brushed the errant drop from her right breast where it had landed and rose, taking her bathing towel with her and headed for the pool. 


	She seemed to be the only single person here and this realization brought on a feeling of loneliness. 


	She saw groups of women, groups of men, young girls, young boys and children splashing happily in the pool. She saw couples, of the opposite sex and occasionally a pair of the same gender, walking hand in hand or sitting by the pool, talking or lying there sunning themselves. 


	She spotted a young man and woman sneaking, by their furtive looks, into the dense undergrowth of the surrounding woods. She knew what they would be doing and wondered if they were a pair and if the woman would conceive. She noticed a young man approaching, she assumed he was approaching her as he was smiling and looking directly at her.       


	His body, was well developed and she assumed he must be an athlete, but then again she wasn’t sure if male athletes wore flowers in their hair. 


	He stopped before her. “Hello, sweet bird of youth, my name’s Jason, what’s yours,” he said as he held out his hand. 


	She took it without thinking and a feeling akin to warmth ran from her head down to her innards and she realized suddenly that this male was the first human she had touched and she wanted more than a touch, she wanted his seed, she wanted to conceive and bear a child and be like that woman breast feeding her little one.. 


	“Eve,” she said and moved toward him, not even stopping until her body was pressing against his, and the feeling inside her body grew, like heat grows in a fire when somebody stokes the embers. 


	She felt his phallus stirring and she took his hand and literally dragged him into the bushes where the other pair had gone. 


	She hurried along at a trot, branches whipping her body, arms and face and almost stepped on the couple from earlier on who were performing that vigorous act that leads to conception. “Sorry,” she said and ran on. 


	It was Jason who pulled her to a stop, it was he who pulled her to him, crushed her in his embrace and kissed her. 


	It was she who gave in willingly, it was she who lay down her thighs spread and held out her arms to him, and it was Jason’s actions that sent her senses reeling for hours on end, and it was Jason who deposited his seed inside her, then left her lying there wanting more. 


	On rising, the shell, a human body containing her spirit, slowly dissolved and took on the shape of a white dove that flew away and left the place of humans.




 


	  


	
Father. 



	



Making her way to Father’s room, this time in the shape of a naked fourteen year-old girl, her feet slapping gently on the marble floor, wondering if that what had passed in the nudist camp with Jason was what the humans called love, for the human body she’d possessed had bled a period of time later, and she had cried for the loss of new life, wondering why her immortal body, in human form, had not conceived after receiving a mortal’s seed. 


	Today she had arrived at a decision. 


	She found him in the garden, lying back on a padded, marble chaise lounge. 


	“Father,” she said, resting her hand on the old man’s shoulder. 


	 He turned his head and gazed upon her, his smile fading. “Yes, my child, what ails you, why the face of sadness, what has befallen you.” 


	“Is our purpose in life to save humans from the own folly or is it to guide them away from it.” 


	“Isn’t that the same thing.” 


	Her left eyebrow rose and she nodded gently. “We alter their life’s course, doing our best to protect them from evil.” 


	“Isn’t that the same as changing their destiny.” 


	Her right eyebrow rose to join the other. “I mean is it not our purpose to save lives, prevent death.” 


	“We cannot prevent death, my dear, we can only delay it, as death for mortals is inevitable.” 


	“What about the pain it causes to the ones affected, to the family of a loved one.” 


	“That is part of living, the mortals call it love, and they grieve for their own loss.” 


	She thought about her escapade with Jason, and her innards burned softly and the thought was still fixed in her mind, ‘Was that love, the physical act of conception.’ 


	“We use time to change some events don’t we, to hinder a catastrophe,” she said. 


	“Yes, but some events, when changed can cause an even greater one.” 


	She had met Jason in a time when people called ‘Hippies’ were going around preaching ‘free love’ and he with her encouragement had succumbed to what she interpreted as a call of nature. She knew Father was aware of her mating episode with one of the ‘Flower people’, as he knew everything; but she wanted more than that but didn’t know how to achieve ‘real love’ for Jason had ran off before she could delve into his mind. 


	“I wish to experience love, companionship.” 


	“How would you do that.” 


	“By taking on the human form, a real human form and not a facsimile.” 


	“A female human, you mean.” 


	“Yes.” 


	“An adult human form,” he said eyeing her naked pubescent form with a raised right eyebrow. 


	“Yes,” she said and changed her shape to what she hoped was the perfect female. She stroked her full breasts and spun round slowly, stopping before him once again. “I suppose my body would be immortal.” 


	“Yes and that could be a problem as your body, flesh and bone would also be destructible and if you were to be injured it could present problems as it would start to heal immediately exposing you for what you are, an immortal.” 


	“Then should I only take on a non-human form, an animal, for example,” she said and changed to a golden retriever. 


	“You wouldn’t experience any love or companionship; not in the real sense as humans don’t have the same feelings towards animals as they do other humans.” 


	‘But humans love warmth, animals are warm,’ she said, the words forming in his mind. 


	“Yes, but you are confusing warmth and love with being warm as opposed to cold.” 


	She changed back to a pubescent girl once more. “Should I be something like a human but not human, then I can at least observe others.” 


	“You mean a robot.” 


	“Yes, a super robot, one that repaired its own injuries.” 


	“Yes of course but why not settle for being an ordinary robot.” 


	“You mean with no skills.” 


	“You can have skills.” 


	“That sounds perfect.” 


	“In the 26th century humans developed robots that were human in every shape and form. They performed all duties that a human could and more, they were skilled in most things and could be programmed quite easily to obtain other skills.” 


	“What about coition.” 


	“That too, Androids, male and female specially programmed to fill every man or woman’s desires.” 


	“They had space travel, didn’t they in the 26th century.” 


	“Yes, and I suppose you wish to travel through the universe.” 


	“Yes, please.” 


	“But you can do that now, in fact that was your first wish, to explore. You have travelled throughout the universe.” 


	“Yes of course, but I was always alone.” 


	“So you wish for rebirth; take the shape and form of a robot with human attributes.” 


	“Yes, please, rebirth, to explore humans close-up.” 


	“Then stand before me in your usual human-type form.” 


	After a few seconds, and with his guidance, she transformed once again into a young, naked, small-breasted, broad hipped, pale-skinned woman, with short red hair and green eyes and with a huge pair of wings adorning her back. She glanced round at them, giggled and said, “Oops, I don’t think I should display them,” and they vanished. “Make me as human as possible once more, please.” 
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