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What happens when being in
space for too long changes the human body into a breeding sex
machine?

 


We’ve been in space, lost in the
Stelinar Galaxy for over two years now, and there have been
some...changes to our bodies and behaviors. Something in this
galaxy has transformed us, and we are now all slaves to what we
have dubbed The Breeding. With no understanding of when it will hit
or how to keep it from happening, fear has run amok, but so have
our libidos.

I'm Eva, and I'm a member of the SS
Paradise's crew. Now that our spaceship has landed on the planet
Dradatis, I belong to the alien known as Zindor. He has taken me
captive and is waiting for The Breeding to hit me so he can knock
me up with his alien baby. I want nothing to do with him, no matter
how sexy he may be. But when the pain of The Breeding starts, I
have no choice but to give in and beg him to ease it in the only
way he can. By impregnating me with his alien seed.

Warning:
This book is an erotic breeding
short story.

Themes include:
fertile, breeding,
reluctant consent, tentacles, alien sex, captive sex, rapid
impregnation. Everyone is 18 or older.

Content Warning

This book contains sexually explicit
scenes, adult language, reluctant consent, and may be considered
offensive to some readers. It is intended only for adults who love
pushing the boundaries.

For other books in this series, please
visit:

http://www.lorrainepearl.com/erotica.html
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releases!
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 One

When our spaceship, the SS Paradise,
landed on this previously-unknown-to-us planet in the Stelinar
Galaxy weeks ago, it hadn’t taken long for the inhabitants to find
us. For the most part, they have treated us well.

Except for the women who hadn’t gone
through The Breeding yet, like myself.

I was now the property of an alien
male.

Although they were humanoid, these
beings were larger than us, stronger than us, and had us severely
outgunned. Oh, and they had maroon-colored markings all over their
bronze skin.

This male, Zindor, actually had been
good to me, for the most part, but that didn’t mean I was okay with
my situation.

Still, Captain Wells had given strict
orders not to fight our captors as we had lost too many crew
members in this way in such a short time.

As far as Zindor was concerned, I was
no longer a member of the crew of our spaceship, I was his female.
His to breed with.

He hadn’t touched me yet, thankfully,
but from everything we had learned since landing here, The Breeding
would start very soon for those of us who hadn’t gone through it
yet.

Then I would be begging Zindor to fuck
me. To knock me up so the pain would stop.

In his home, I’d lived a life of
luxury so far. Sitting on his deck now, overlooking his expansive
property, with the warm breeze caressing my skin, I could almost
forget the fate that awaited me.

The three moons and two suns never
allowed me to forget where I was, though.

Still, it was peaceful, until heavy
footsteps pounded behind me, and a massive man-shaped shadow fell
over me.

Zindor’s hands clamped onto my
shoulders, and he leaned down to sniff my hair. “I am glad you
finally made yourself at home, my Eva.” He massaged my shoulders
gently. “Tell me if I hurt you. I am trying to be a light touch. To
make you feel good.”

Our implanted translators could only
do so much to help us communicate. It had taken days for them to
analyze the aliens' language so we could speak with them, but the
translators hadn’t gotten it perfect yet. Zindor’s words seemed
jumbled at times, and he just couldn’t understand how to use
contractions so his speech didn’t sound so formal.

Somehow, these aliens had been able to
understand us just fine after only a few hours. They had said it
was due to their superior intellect, but I wasn’t sure about that
one yet.

Part of me wanted to recoil from
Zindor’s touch, but I fought against it. This was my new life for
now, like it or not, at least until Captain Wells and his tactical
crew came up with a plan.

“Thank you, Zindor, but
you don’t have to do that.” Never mind that it did feel a little
good to have some of the tension worked out of me.

Then again, he was the reason for the
tension.

“I know I do not have to, but I want
to.” He didn’t take the hint and just kept massaging me.

I let out a frustrated
sigh.

“Is Eva not okay?” At times, he
sounded like a caveman.

Hell, in truth, sometimes he acted
like one. No matter how much I wanted to pretend I was his guest
and not his captive, his demeanor reminded on occasion. And he
surely looked like a caveman, all huge and burly with long dark
hair and a short beard.

I pulled away from him and stood. He
may have seen me as his property, but I wasn’t about to make it
easy on him.

I got right up in his chest, craned my
neck to look up at his face, and stared into those freaky glowing
aqua-colored eyes of his. “Look, buster. Where I come from it is
not okay to put your hands on a woman without her permission. From
now on, you do not touch me unless I say so. Do you
understand?”

He cocked his head to the side as if
he was trying to comprehend what I’d said. Then his brows furrowed.
“You do not like it when I make you feel good?”

I tried ignoring how defined his
muscles were. He rarely wore a shirt, or at least what amounted to
one here, and the wrap he wore around his hips stopped just above
his knees, a noticeable bulge constantly tenting it outward
slightly.

If The Breeding did hit me while I was
still his captive, I feared what he hid underneath that wrap.
Scaling everything up to match his stature meant he would have a
massive cock under there.

When I didn’t respond, he grunted. “My
Eva. Do I not make you feel good? I have tried to be nice when all
I really want to do is grab you and throw you in my bed. To make
you feel even better.” A huge grin spread across his
face.

For a moment, just the briefest
millisecond, my body tingled in response.

No. I was not attracted to this
brute.

Damn, but that grin was
sexy.

I shook my head. What on earth was I
thinking?

Oh, that was right. I wasn’t on Earth
anymore. I was on Dradatis, and I was owned by a
Dradatian.

Why did the phrase when in Rome cross
my mind?

And the way he tried to act all sexy
and macho when his words weren’t quite coming across the way I
imagined he thought they were somehow made it even
cuter.

Who was I kidding? These
Dradatians were gorgeous creatures. Their world was beautiful and
so were they.

The few females I’d seen were just as
stunning.

I figured I’d better play nice since
this might end up being the male I would have to depend on to get
me through The Breeding when it hit.

It was clear that until he
impregnated me he wouldn’t allow me around any other men, if even
then. Yes, I was locked in here with some sort of force field, but
even if I wasn’t, I was still under orders from my Captain to obey
my captor. Orders he’d clearly not wanted to give, but he’d had no
choice.

A deep growl rumbled out of Zindor,
and his hands clamped onto my arms. “Do not ignore me.” He moved me
backward until my back hit the wall of his house. “I am good to
you, human female. I bring you into my home and treat you like my
queen.”

Oh no. That was it. I couldn’t hold it
in any longer so I yanked my arms out of his grasp. Luckily he’d
allowed it.

Even though I was still trapped
between his hard body and the wall, I poked at his chest. “What did
I just tell you about not touching me without my permission? You
can want whatever it is that you want, but that doesn’t mean you
can have it. I don’t know how your women let you treat them, but
human women, Earth women aren’t going to let you get away
with--”

A stabbing pain deep in my core cut me
off. I would have doubled over from it if Zindor’s body didn’t have
me trapped against the wall. I screamed into his chest and clutched
at his arms, digging my nails in unintentionally.

Zindor laughed. “Do you want me to
touch you now, Earth woman?” He just stood there like a fucking
statue.

Searing pain scorched through my body,
and the only thing that would stop it was to be impregnated. And
since he was the only man near me, it would have to be
him.

Which was exactly what he had
planned.

And now he listened to me about not
touching me.

I screamed again as the pain scorched
through me.

I’d heard and seen what the other
women had gone through, but nothing had prepared me for the agony
my body now endured.

Fuck, but I didn’t want to give in and
admit that I needed Zindor.

Instead, I pushed him aside, and he
allowed it. I stumbled into his home, nearly doubled over from the
pain radiating through me, groaning and moaning the entire
way.

He was right on my heels. I didn’t
have to look behind me to know it. Between his footsteps and his
heavy breathing, he made his presence known.

When the pain increased, hitting me
like a lightning bolt, my legs buckled, and I fell to the floor on
my hands and knees.

My body trembled and tears threatened
to fall. This was far more excruciating than I’d thought
possible.

Zindor stepped in front of me. I
looked up to see his arms crossed over
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