

    
        
          Amy's Alien Pregnancy [Ch. 2]

        

        
        
          Amy's Alien Pregnancy, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2026.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[Copyright and characters belong to Sixaxis02. Any other non-associated elements belong to JackalEntente. The story is written by JackalEntente. Please notify us before you post this somewhere else.]

Amy's Alien Pregnancy [Ch. 2]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2026 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Amy's Alien Pregnancy [Ch. 2]

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

“Is this...going to hurt?” Amy modestly inquired, breathing a beat faster as she gently touched her flat belly.

Two days after giving birth to her big and healthy human daughter, her question was almost considered rhetorical. After all, she went through the most painful part of pregnancy without any of the said suffering during or afterward. Surely on a planet where technology was centuries ahead that of Earth’s, the impregnation process should be as painless as her birthing was. However, she learned to be safe with her assumptions since those same assumptions were trampled on when she first got pregnant on her home planet.

“Not by our estimations, Empress. The tests we ran while you were in stasis showed that your biology adapted well to our tech. In ordinary circumstances, I would feel better if we waited another five days, but we’re already months behind from the next expected population crop. Rest assured...you’re in good hands.” Aor, the head maternity doctor of Pect positively asserted.

“Okay, I trust you. ...Let’s do this. A new beginning...” Amy expressed through guarded optimism.

“Very well. ...First, we’re going to inject you with a sequence of hormones. These will mainly stimulate ovulation. ...After which, we will inject the first series of sperm into your womb. Then...it’s all a matter of biology.” Aor professionally explained.

“...‘First’ series? ...Will I have to go through this every time I complete a pregnancy?” she asked, eyes dilating at the looming implication of being an actual constantly baby-churning broodmother.

“Certainly not, Empress. There are about two-hundred sperm in the first vial. Depending on how well your womb adapts, it honestly could go either way. We’re striving to start small...and then gradually increase the count over each pregnancy. With your consent, of course. At the end of the day, your level of comfort will determine where we go.” Aor assured, being thorough to soothe her.

“Two hundred, huh. ...I’ll take as much as I can.” she responded, losing feeling in her belly as the numbing agent worked.

“We’re hoping for the same.” Aor replied.

Thereby the two-step process began. The first time for anything was always special and Amy would always remember this as the moment she became something more than the pregnant girl in school. Her ego was humbled by the fact that she had essentially won the alien abduction lottery. She wasn’t the only healthy human female expecting a daughter on Earth so whatever other parameters were considered, she’s grateful they lined in her favor. Her life as a single mother would’ve been hard and for once, she felt like she’d been given a choice. She didn’t choose to get pregnant nor did she choose the narrow-minded parents she was born to. In addition, her entire hometown turning on her wasn’t something she had a choice in happening either. But with the Pectians, they gave her one.

“Hormone sequencing is complete. Now we’ll have to put you under for the second part of the procedure. When you wake up, we’ll optimistically have our first, as your world calls it, ‘surrogate’. For the future of Pect...” Aor positively assured, injecting her with anesthesia.

“For the...future of...Pect...” she woozily remarked, her hands instinctively going to her belly before falling unconscious.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Twelve hours subsequently passed, Amy waking up in her personal quarters. As before, her hands went to her belly.

“Woah...already...” she groggily reacted, waiting until her eyelids could fully open.

Amy was welcomed by her womb bulging as large as she was when eight-months pregnant with her newborn daughter, Bell. The human baby was currently being fed by her caregiver, Nantolz. He saw that she was awake and quickly finished feeding her, and placed her in the “crib”, which was just a high-tech box. She saw him do this yet her regard was on the rapidly-grown mound of belly before her.

“Ah, you’re awake, my Queen. How are you feeling? Aor advised that we keep you in a medically-induced coma in case the hormones or sperm wouldn’t adapt well to your physiology. As you can see...everything went well. You’re pregnant with bonafide, homegrown pects.” he divulged, trying to hide his joy for the successful operation.

Pectians weren’t typically expressive with their emotions. Their short lifespan didn’t afford long moments of contemplation or sitting with their feelings in general. She was beginning to adjust to their way of life but their hurried methodology was especially felt at this point in time. Before the procedure, she was told that Pect pregnancies only lasted for two whole days.

“...Amazing. ...H-How long was I out?” she asked, the grogginess lifting.

“Twelve hours. Converting to Earth pregnancies, you’re about two and half months pregnant.” he answered and clarified.

Her shock pushed out the drug’s heavy fog, her hands never leaving her big belly and now her eyes glued to fastly swollen flesh. She worried about stretch marks but a short inspection showed none. For her next concern, she wondered why she was so big for only supposedly being two and a half months pregnant. The answer was simple, thus she cautiously asked, pre-overwhelmed.

“Not even through the first trimester...and I’m this big already. ...How many?” she straightforwardly cut to.

Nantolz removed his personal device from his wrist, and with a few taps, he sent the information to her newly-made device, sitting on the table beside her. “I’ve sent the image to your communicator. While you were asleep, we finished the final touches on it. It’s similar to the ‘phone’ devices your Earth has. You can send messages to any of us, and I’ve already programmed our contacts into it. Just search our name. ...There’s also an ‘app’ that tracks your vitals and pregnancy. I’ll show you how to use it.”

With one hand still affixed to her belly, she looked at where he gestured and saw an identical device to his but pale yellow like her regal dress. She grabbed it, the device scanning her face and fingerprints to unlock. “Interesting...interface. Not much different from an Earth phone. I imagine programming my language into it must’ve taken a while...and I thank you. Now where’s that picture? Haha.”

Nantolz internally smirked, reminded of the former Empress Bel’s humbleness and perceptiveness. He walked to her and took the device. “Here...and then there. Astute observation, by the way. Out of everything we scanned and studied from Earth...your planet’s language was the trickiest. When we searched for pregnancy facts on the information system you call the ‘Internet’, we were most perplexed by...‘memes’. We stumbled on a video and it had an Earth male listing the various ways that ‘pregnant’ can be said.”

Amy genuinely chuckled, drawing further non-comprehension from him. “Hahaha. When I think about it, I guess Earth humor can be very confusing to an outsider. Don’t feel confused. Even a good deal of ‘insiders’ don’t get memes either. The older ones, I mean. ...Okay, and I think this is it. ...It is! Woah...no wonder I’m so big. 1-2-3-4-5...and 6? Am I counting this right? Freaking sextuplets...”

Nantolz didn’t realize he was, but he had expressed another smile. Pectians weren’t devoid of emotions entirely, just in too much of a hurry to express them. “And I surmise our anatomy, especially in fetus form, can be a bit ‘confusing’ too. But despite that, you are correct. Six eggs were successfully fertilized. There would’ve been more but as we discussed, we want to start you off ‘small’.”

Although he knew human multiple pregnancies were uncommon, he said the number with hesitancy.

“Small...sure. Heh. I want to ask how many Bel would normally have, but I’m scared to. ...Heh. Wow, though. I’m going to have six Pectians...and in thirty-six hours. ...Yeah.” she said with wonder and hesitancy herself, trying to wrap her head around the numbers.

Nantolz internally scolded himself, an emotion they weren’t hesitant in having since they took time seriously. “I apologize, my Queen. I shouldn’t have brought it up because we are trying to ease you into Pectian pregnancy and as much as I want to give you a ‘crash course’, we have to respect your customs as much as you’re respecting ours. Ultimately, we see no point in rushing you. Caution is certainly warranted with inter-species crossbreeding, so that’s why the Counsel wants me to do this at your own pace.”

Amy stared at the image, fascinated by the rawness of the picture. Since their technology was superior, the photograph was somewhat graphic, showing the unfiltered insides of her womb and the six big-eyed fetuses in their protective amniotic sacs. Ultrasound was inferior tech and although the images they produced were cute outlines, she enjoyed the realness this provided. She was pulled back from her rumination and processed her caregiver’s concern. He seemed to value her well-being and it only endeared her to him more.

“I appreciate that you’re taking it slow and steady with me. Still...don’t slow down on my account. I’ve been taking it ‘slow and steady’ for nine months. I was over my Earth pregnancy about three months into it. I couldn’t wait for it to be over with! So, what I’m saying is...go as fast as you can. I’ll let you know if I can’t keep up. I used to count the hours until I got off work...and now I get to experience the real joy of pregnancy in...hah...two freaking days!” she honestly divulged, lightly patting her belly.

Nantolz readily accepted her readiness. “If that’s the case...then might I suggest we check in with Aor at the end of the day? He insisted that we prepare your body for the next batch, but before that can happen, we have to decide how many you’re comfortable with carrying. Until then, I’m sure the people are anxious to see how their Queen is doing...and looking.”

Amy had been given a short tour of the expansive underground facilities in the week prior but not much of the public areas. Tired of needles and cutting-edge machines, she wanted something more...personal. Grabbing his
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