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GORGEOUS ALIEN

 


I am sexy.

My fingers smooth down the soft,
metallic fabric of my garment. Each slim digit corrects tiny
wrinkles that my guest-to-be wouldn't even be able to notice with
his inferior vision.

"Target locked."

I glance to the big floating image of
the Earthling's aerial unit. It is a 'jet fighter' from what I have
been told by other research specimens. Only the most brave and
skilled pilots fly these things. I wonder what sort of man I will
find within its steel confines.

The thought of capturing a specimen
arouses my desires. The humans and my race are very 'compatible'.
For starters we look much the same. I am slightly taller than the
average human can manage and infinitely better looking than most
human males, but that is the only major difference. It will be
interesting to see how today's specimen compares to
myself.

"Draw it in."

The jet plane disappears, is
miniaturized and placed into a small glass jar floating in the well
lit area of the space ship I own's central deck.

"Extract the human."

A flash of light is all that is
required to remove him. He fits into the larger jar that I have
made ready for him very well.

"The specimen has wide shoulders, a
strong and well built back and is quite tall for his kind," I state
to the ship's experiment recording system.

I stride forward and tap the glass
twice. The human opens his eyes, looks left and right and then back
to me. This reaction is quite odd for his kind as they usually
begin screaming about now.

"Are you not afraid?" I ask
him.

He grins. White teeth gleam. This man
is quite handsome. I lick my lips. Probably I shouldn't play with
him, but it is very tempting. He does have a fine bone structure
that I find quite arousing.

"Open the cage... opps... I mean
jar."

The glass slides open and a door forms
at the front. He pushes out and tries to get past me, but the
gravity in the ship is selective and I have purposefully instructed
the researching machines to make things difficult for him as part
of our experiment.

"Who are you?" he blurts
out.

I am taken aback by his voice. It is
clear and strong. He has a look in his eyes that is open defiance.
Not an ounce of fear in him at all.

"I am Zog. How do you feel being in my
presence right now, specimen?"

The man tips his head to the side.
Defiance is lost in confusion.

"You must be from out of town. Did you
call me sperm just now?"

I blink. That was not my intention. I
adjust my accent to fit his nationality.

"I meant specimen."

"Sperm?"

I open my mouth, close it and try to
figure out what is going on. I was careful. How could he not
understand me? I realize that he must be 'pulling my leg' as the
humans like to say.

"Ha ha, very funny."

Putting my hand on his left shoulder,
I lift him upwards with the power of one hand alone. He doesn't
look impressed.

"You are a really odd guy," he states,
sounding a little pained because he is hanging from one shoulder.
"Is this how you go about picking up a guy?"

"Picking up?"

I think that over. Is this a joke? I
always thought that picking up referred to the human mating action.
Does he mean that or the act of picking someone up? I can't tell
which. This specimen is too confusing for words.

Putting him down, I stare at the
man.

"Are you making fun of me?" I ask.
"Don't you think you should be at least a little scared? I am from
another planet."

The man snorts.

"I'm Colonel Jack Harrison from the
Air Force. Do you think that some tall guy in a weird silk shirt is
going to scare me?"

"Ah..."

I have nothing to say to
that.

"Now, when do we get to the probing?
I'm busy flying patrol and don't really have time to play around
here."

This is unprecedented. Something
clicks in my mind.

"This has happened before," I
state.

"Several times. You aliens are pretty
horny people. I wish you'd find someone else to 'examine'. My ass
isn't made for this kind of inspection."

We stare at each other.

"You know about us and what we are
doing?"

"Research, right? Why don't you just
call it what it is and say 'sexing up the galaxy'?"

"Well, it is a little rude to say it
that way," I comment.

"Rude? Putting your thing in there is
kinda rude."

"Oh, so you don't want it?"

There are clear rules of consent in
the alien research game. I don't want to get myself in
trouble.

"Of course I do," Jack says with a
chuckle. "You guys have huge weaners."

His hand brushes the front of my
garment. I am already quite hard.

"Well, if you are
insistent."

I push the little button on my upper
right shoulder and the garment falls away to reveal my gorgeously
tanned and perfectly prepared body.

The Colonel whistles.

"You are a hot one," he says. "The
last guy was a bit fat."

"Alphonse?"

"He didn't introduce
himself."

We admire each other.

"How about I get this a little
aroused?" he asks, hopping down to his knees. "You can get bigger,
I think."

The man sinks down to the steel deck
of the main area of the ship and starts stroking it with both
hands.

"Ah, that feels good," I
groan.

Humans have the most amazing hand
structure. Mine is actually slightly different. For some reason the
alien feel of a human's hands on my member makes me harder than I
can get with someone from my own race.

"Look at how gorgeous my dick is," I
moan. "It is huge!"

Jack has nothing to say about that,
but
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