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A wide, toothy yawn crept across Stevie’s
face as she stretched out on the couch. She had one more episode to
go in her Friday night binge watching session, and then she would
be caught up on her favorite show. It was nearly 3 AM, but she was
too engrossed to quit now. She rubbed her emerald green eyes and
shook her fiery red head trying to reclaim her second wind. Despite
her best efforts, sleep won the battle wits.

The soft glow of the TV illuminated her
slumbering form on the couch. The scary scenes of the horror series
she was bingeing streamed out into the dark stillness of the room.
Stevie was dead to the world, breathing deep and even as she fell
further into dreamland.

A gentle vibration rumbled through her
apartment, so subtle that you would have to be looking for it to
notice anything. Stevie rolled over on the couch, oblivious to the
hum around her. A rolling mist filled her apartment, floating
across the floor like a low hanging cloud. With her eyes shut
tight, Stevie couldn’t see the long spindly form immerging from the
fog, gliding across the floor to her sleeping body.

The mist enveloped Stevie, drifting in and
out of her lungs as she breathed. Her body was anesthetized by the
alien fog and rendered completely powerless. The pale gray being
hovered over her, studying every womanly curve with its massive
black eyes. A series of clicking sounds radiated from the alien’s
large pear-shaped head as it approved of her human form. Stevie
stayed asleep, registering the encounter as merely a vivid
dream.

The thin probing fingers of the gray pressed
against Stevie’s forehead, instantly levitating her body from the
couch. In a split-second flash, they were transported to a shiny
silver domed room. Her slumbering body was placed on an “X” shaped
table in the center of the room, her arms and legs held down by an
unseen force.

A group of identical extraterrestrials
surrounded the table as her abductor moved in close between her
legs. Stevie tried to struggle but was held down to the table, the
force gripping tightly on her vulnerable human limbs. Her head
thrashed side to side as she began to wake on the ship. One of the
beings raised a finger into the air and a panel in the domed
ceiling opened on command. A thick rope-like arm descended down
toward Stevie’s head, uncurling like a snake, and landing atop her
shiny auburn locks.

The long black appendage held her head still
while emitting more of the poisonous fog directly into her brain.
Stevie’s body was perfectly still as the alien between her legs
raised its hand to her exposed crotch. A narrow beam of light
shined like a pinpoint on the lacy strip of fabric covering her
womanhood. The being slowly trailed the beam down the length of her
panties, splitting them in two. Her glistening wet slit was fully
exposed, ripe for the alien’s taking.

A series of clicks and purrs rang out from
the group surrounding the table. Stevie could feel the cold
reptilian touch of his fingers on her thighs but was helpless to
stop it. All she could do was lay there and let it happen. Her eyes
remained closed tight as if they were glued shut. All of a sudden,
she could hear a voice telling her to “remain calm” bouncing inside
her brain. The alien’s hands soothed along the inside of her thighs
as it spoke to her without saying a word.

“Remain still, relax your body,” It
communicated telepathically, probing its fingers inside her
slit.

“What are you doing?” Her mind answered back
as she tried in vain to push against the strong bonds holding her
spread-eagle on the table.

“You are giving us a donation,” The being
answered back, its fingers stroking against her walls. Stevie tried
to scream but her mouth wouldn’t open, she was completely under the
alien’s control. The fingers inside her pussy stroked against her
folds making the spongy little sweet spot deep inside swell and
throb. As much as Stevie tried to deny the pleasure in her brain,
her body was giving into the exquisite sensation.

“What donation, what do you mean?”

“Shhh, does that feel good?” The voice asked,
his incessant thrusting fingers pressing firmly inside her
core.

“Yes,” Stevie answered back honestly. The
reality of the situation horrifying and stimulating her all at the
same time.

“Relax your opening,” The alien instructed as
the scales below his flat belly began to bulge and split apart. A
thick appendage burst through his skin and nudged at the entrance
of her cunt. The alien’s cock was enormous, nearly as big as his
arm, vibrating gently as it pushed slowly past her delicate
folds.

Stevie tried her hardest not to enjoy it, but
his penile probe felt too good to ignore. She relaxed her pussy
just as he had asked and let him fully pillage her. The alien’s
cock pulsed and vibrated, hardening as it hammered at her core. The
power behind his thrust was so intense, Stevie could barely stand
the incredible sensation. Her mind reeled with what was happening.
Could she actually be enjoying the savage invasion? She had to be
stuck in a dream. That was the only answer her mind would
accept.

The brutal exploration of the deepest
recesses of her womanhood was building to a peak, the alien pushed
in and out of her in a blur of furious mechanical fucking. Stevie’s
body was stretched to its limit, her orgasm nearing with every last
ram of the extraterrestrial appendage. That’s when it happened.

A shudder rippled through the being’s body,
then a flood of green sticky liquid filled her slit. Screams of
pleasure echoed through Stevie’s brain as she was consumed with
waves of ecstasy. She wanted to wrap her arms and legs around her
lover and ride out the rest of her orgasm, but the invisible force
held her firmly to the table, making her spasm out the last of her
climax in cold solitude.

The group of aliens observing the breeding
ritual, along with her forced lover, apparated from the domed room,
leaving Stevie alone on the table. The green ooze between her folds
crept up inside her canal, leaving a trace of warmth as it settled
in her womb. Stevie’s eyes fluttered as the sleeping gas lifted in
the tiny steel room. In a split second, her body was transported
back to her couch as if nothing happened.

The soft velvety surface of her couch
startled Stevie awake. She let out a small gasp as she took in the
familiar surroundings. Her eyes flew open, gazing at her empty
apartment, lit by the ambient light of the TV. She quickly rushed
to the window to see if the ship was there but saw nothing except
the stars twinkling against the inky black sky. Stevie giggled,
rolling her eyes at her gullible nature. She had just had a
nightmare. She was sure of it.

**

A week had passed since Stevie had her oddly
vivid dream. It had felt so real that she couldn’t put the images
of the alien out of her mind. Of course, she had experienced sex
dreams before, but never any so intense that she could still feel
it. The tingle of his vibrating shaft lingered between her folds.
Stevie craved his serpentine cock, even though she knew it was a
figment of her imagination. Just a conjured up thought in a horny
night of dreaming. It had to be.

Friday night rolled around again, and with
it, another two days of blissful relaxation. Stevie couldn’t wait
to get back home and catch the episodes she had missed of her
favorite horror show. Rushing back to her apartment with her hands
full of cheap Chinese take-out, Stevie leaped into the middle of
her cozy couch and reached for the remote.

Just as it had the Friday night before, the
workweek caught up to Stevie, zapping her last bits of energy. She
was barely able to keep her eyes open as the credits rolled past
her TV screen. She pushed her half-eaten dinner on to the floor and
stretched out on the couch. She wasn’t that hungry anyway. Stevie
hadn’t had much of an appetite all week, which she chalked it up to
stress. Little did she know, work-stress was the least of her
worries.

As deep sleep claimed Stevie, so did the
focused cone of light piercing through the ceiling of her living
room. With her eyes shut, Stevie couldn’t see her body growing more
and more translucent in the bright tractor beam until it vanished
from the couch. A slight indentation in the cushions was all that
remained of her in the apartment as she was transported back to the
steel dome on the space ship.

The strange odor of the creeping fog stirred
Stevie consciousness, but her eyes remained firmly shut. She felt
trapped in her body as if she was hovering between life and death,
looking down from above at her sleeping form on the hard alien exam
table. Fear mingled with excitement as the alien beings joined her
in the room. Stevie couldn’t help but wonder if she was going to be
treated to another interstellar fuck.

Just as it had the last time she was on the
ship, one particular gray approached her spread legs and examined
her most private area. His large almond-shaped eyes lingered even
longer this time as he communicated something to the other beings.
Stevie squirmed against the invisible restraints. She wanted him to
stop staring and give her what she had been fantasizing about all
week. His long thick alien cock to be exact.

Her heart pounded like a drum beneath her
ribs as his long fingers approached her panties. She longed for his
touch and craved his scaly cold flesh. Stevie was under his sexual
spell and didn’t care if she ever came back.

“Let me touch you,” She conveyed to her lover
as his long fingertips petted her slick opening.

“Relax and be still,” He responded, slowly
probing inside her.

“Please, I just want to feel you,” Stevie
begged, pushing so hard against her wrist restraints that her arms
burned with pain.

“No, be still earthling,” His unhuman voice
said firmly in her brain.

The alien did not indulge her need to
participate. Its goal was singular. To recover the spawn brewing in
her belly. Stevie had no idea she was pregnant, to her this was
just another sex dream and she was about to feel fantastic. Nothing
could have been further from the truth.

With its long skilled fingers, the gray
ripened her opening, stretching and pulling at Stevie’s delicate
folds. The friction was incredible. Her pussy pulsed and throbbed
around the probing digits. Stevie couldn’t get enough.

What had started as one finger, moved to two,
then three, then eventually the entire fist of the alien was
traveling smoothly in and out of Stevie’s cunt, paving the way for
the retrieval. The room was completely silent, but in the depths of
her mind, Stevie was crying out for more. Her moans filled her ears
from the inside as the alien fucked her silly with its fist.

She felt herself quaking against the table
and knew her desperate release wasn’t far behind. His reptilian
knuckles brushed against her g-spot bringing her to her gushing
climax. Stevie’s pussy clenched and released while it squirted her
hot orgasmic juices across the room. Her pussy was spent and ready,
so the alien made its move.

“It’s time for retrieval, relax and breathe,”
The alien said, slipping its other hand inside her dripping wet
opening. Every muscle in her body tensed from the sudden pressure
against the depths of her pussy.

“What do you mean,” Stevie replied
frantically, struggling to understand why her lover was fishing
around inside her cunt like it had lost something.

“Don’t move, human,” He demanded, pressing
his fingers hard against her cervix and slowly prying it open.

“Aaaaaahhhh” Stevie screamed telepathically,
the sound reverberating in her skull. The pain of his hands tearing
her apart from the inside made her feel faint. The metallic room
felt like it was spinning beneath her closed eyes, while beads of
sweat formed on her brow. The same hands that had brought her such
intense pleasure moments before, were now inflicting the worst
torture she had ever experienced.

“Bear down,” The aliens surrounding the table
chanted in unison, urging her to push against the waiting hands of
her alien captor. Stevie could feel her belly swelling and
hardening, growing a tiny bump beneath her trembling flesh. Her
body instinctually clenched, bearing down hard as if it was a
reflex she couldn’t control.

The chanting grew louder around her as the
circle of beings closed in on the table. Stevie pushed as hard as
she could against the ring of fire raging between her legs. She
could feel something moving between her hips, sliding smoothly and
gracefully out of her raw pussy.

The domed steel enclosure grew silent again
as Stevie tried to catch her breath. The physical torture was over
but the emotional rollercoaster had just begun. She
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