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Note: All characters are over 18.

 


Synopsis: The Alien in the Diner, is about a
waitress working in an all-night diner near Roswell, New Mexico.
She's used to the locals and an assortment of drifters who frequent
the place, but definitely not used to the charismatic stranger who
stops in one night for a bite to eat. This is a riff on the classic
sci-fi movies and series of the fifties, with a wry and humorous
touch.

 


 


One of these days I just knew I’d meet a few
aliens.

Some humans thought that we were alone in the
vast universe.

Some didn’t.

I also worked in Roswell New Mexico, we had
little statues, and masks and mummified replicas of aliens all over
the gift shop. I hadn’t had any close encounters of any kind yet,
but in the near future I hoped to meet a few little green, or grey,
men.

I was a vegan, just out of high school, and
took the graveyard shift because no one else wanted it. I have to
admit that it was hard working around all of those greasy burgers
and milkshakes all the time but so far, I’d managed to resist their
allure.

I planned to keep my thin, girlish figure
until I was, oh—maybe thirty or so. In other words, old.

I knew the hazards of working at a diner, in
the middle of nowhere practically, and smack in the middle of prime
country for aliens.

Forget about No Country for Old Men. I lived
and worked at a place that could have had a flashing, neon, and
beat-up old sign outside saying “Come On In—We Don’t Bite.”

Maybe the aliens would.

Those on The Twilight Zone were cool. Some of
the movies and TV shows after that were obviously written by alien
haters. You know—the ones where people ran around with atomic bombs
and shotguns and blasted every alien in sight.

Fuck, I wanted to meet an alien one day, not
blow him or her or it or them up.

Maybe I’d jump his bones, if it was a he and
our equipment matched up.

If he had any, that is.

Maybe alien sex wasn’t at all like human sex.
What if they didn’t make love and instead made babies in test tubes
or something?

I guess we can do that too, but having sex
with someone was far more exciting.

There weren’t many prospects around here,
that’s for sure.

 


 


Head down and trying my best to scrape and
wipe off the battered and chipped Formica counter, it was 2am and I
was dead tired. One old guy sat in a corner, and that was it.

Maybe he was dead because he hadn’t moved in
a while.

Our cook was asleep in the kitchen and I
could see him in a corner slumped over and snoring.

I sighed and was about to go over and shake
his shoulder, when the screen door clattered open then clattered
shut and I looked up to see who’d gotten lost and wandered in.

I thought I was pretty, but when I took my
first look at the six foot plus dude who’d walked into our hellhole
of a diner, I knew he’d win head over heels in any beauty pageant
I’d try out for.

He stared at me, literally stared, with the
most brilliantly green eyes I’d ever seen.

My sex did a reverse inside out and my toes
curled. He had spikey black hair and sensuous lips and I already
knew he’d be a great kisser. Oh, what those lips would feel like as
he explored my vagina and clit with them.

Adding his tongue would make it perfect.

I felt dizzy and then hurriedly looked at his
ring finger.

Thank God! No un-tanned mark where a ring
should be, and no worn skin, either.

I was a virgin except for some heavy
in-the-car breast groping.

Maybe he’d want to eat me instead of our
crappy food.

Maybe he just wanted a few French fries.

Maybe he was asexual. Some business guys had
no time for sex because they preferred fucking over the business
world rather than fucking real women.

Shit, I hoped he wasn’t asexual. I wanted him
all to myself. I didn’t want to share him with anyone, including
himself.

I fanned my cheeks with a menu because he
made me flush.

I tried to speak, but gibberish came out.

He must have been a real gentleman because he
didn’t look at me for a moment, but sat down at the counter and
studied the menu instead, as well as the tumbleweeds blowing around
outside.

You know—what’s a desert town without a few
potentially murderous tumbleweeds lurking by the windows and doors?
I banged on the kitchen wall and screamed at the cook. “Wake up,
Burt, Customer!”

I looked at Mr. Gorgeous and what he was
wearing and instantly felt like I could run my hand down his sleeve
and onto his chest and then slipping my hand under his
opened-at-the-neck white shirt, run it over his skin lightly
and—

He grabbed my arm and my clit jumped to
attention. “Later. There will be time for that later.”

Keeping hold of my wrist he held the menu in
his hand and continued to study it like it was the Gutenberg Bible
or something, turning it over and looking at the back and even
upside down.

I couldn’t figure out where he was from by
his accent. It was somewhat European, but had touches of the South
and British in it, yet there was also a hint of Asian spice in
there somewhere. In addition, oddly, I felt that he’d spent time in
Australia for a while.

I was confused, because I’m usually great at
figuring out where people are from.

He suddenly pulled me close to him and stared
into my eyes.

He said something quickly but it was also
gibberish.

Maybe I was teaching him my gibberish.

After a moment, he repeated it and I figured
that I’d somehow gotten French fry grease in my ears, because
plainly enough he asked me, “What do you recommend?”

“Well, I’m a vegan but I’ve heard customers
tell me that the bison burger is good.”

“What’s that?”

“You know, beef from the old west, fresh
frozen off the hoof, great with a little—“

“An animal? You people eat flesh?”

The way he’d spit out ‘you people’ made it
seem like I was talking about cannibalism or something.

“Well, not me, but many others do.”

I could see his lip curl and he looked like
he was going to vomit.

“Do you serve any uncontaminated food?”

“Depends on what you mean by that. Pretty
much everything we have is fried in whatever oil was used before
it. So, no, I guess we don’t serve anything other than something
that was alive. Unless you count plants as living, breathing beings
that is. We have to eat something, though. Even vegans eat
plants.”

“What do you eat when you’re here?” he asked,
his eyes deepening with some weird sort of gold flecks.

I reached around and took some brown lettuce
leaves from the old fridge, and dumped them in front of him.

He stared at them and again, his lip
curled.

He was very good at lip curling and it
started to turn me on.

“Hey, I have an idea,” I told him, taking a
giant leap of faith. “Want to come home with me? I live down the
street and I could whip you up something vegan.”

I felt a charge run between us as he touched
my arm, and all he said was. “That’s very kind of you. Let’s go,
because I’m so hungry.”

I barely had time to grab my purse, yell at
the cook again to close up, and fly out the door with the
incredibly handsome stranger clutching my wrist.

 


 


Needless to say, we
never made it to my place even though I lived two blocks away. I
took his arm as a joke and after we rounded the corner of the cafe
and I was about to head down the road to my house, he grabbed me
and pushed me up against one side of the faded clapboard
siding.

Yummy. If this was any indication of what he
could do, then count me in for the whole nine yards. He held my
chin in his hand and pushed into ne. There was a sort of aura
around him but I was think it was just the backlighting from the
neon signs.

He leaned down towards my face and his lips
almost touched mine, like he was trying to figure out what to
do.

In the meantime, I pushed into him because
I’d felt his erection and wanted it inside of me. I’d had enough of
those car gropings and knew that this was the guy I’d chosen to
pick my cherry.

He eventually reached my lips then kissed me
tenderly at first then roughly, nibbling and licking along my
jawline and then at the crease of my neck, which must have tasted
salty by now because he was really turning me on.

There was a sort of strength about him that
I’d never felt from any other man.

Of course, being a virgin, I’d never gone
this far with any other man.

My hand ventured south and I felt his large
and stone-like erection through the fabric of his pants. I waited a
moment before pressing it in my hand.

“Uh...what’s your name, by the way?”

He stopped doing what he was doing for a
moment then looked out into the desert, over at an abandoned car
dealership because I knew what was out there even though my face
was buried in his chest and I almost swooned from his scent.

“Ford. That’s my name. What’s yours?”

Elizabeth Jones. Call me Liz.”

“Well...Liz, where were we?”

Immediately, he resumed what he’d been doing
before I interrupted him, as did I, the formalities out of the way.
I insisted on knowing someone’s name before I fucked them.
Especially since it was the first time.

I unbuttoned his pants and then slid my hand
in and squeezed his cock—up and down and carefully at first, after
bringing it out into the air. Then I did it again, only harder, and
I heard him suck in his breath.

We were both fully clothed still and it was a
hot desert night.

He started to hum, and I don’t mean a show
tune or something.

The humming came from his entire body.

“What’s that?” I asked, as I leaned back and
studied him for a few seconds.

“You mean the humming?” he said, finally
starting to remove my top.

“Yes, the humming. It’s... different.”

“Your...uh...the temperature here is too hot.
Let’s take off our clothes. I’m sure the humming will disappear in
a moment.

Yeah, right. That’s a weird excuse for
removing a woman’s clothes. At least it’s different. Not... ‘Oh
baby, baby, let me at you. Uh huh, let’s fuck. Let me at your
cherry... ‘

I’d been so busy thinking about the humming
and trying to get his by now huge erection inside of me that I
hadn’t noticed his accent change every time he said something.

I shrugged. Currently it was a cross between
Australian and South African.

“Uh, bend your knees. I want you inside of
me,” I told him urgently.

He did it easily while he threw off my blouse
then stopped to admire my breasts—I thought. While he looked at
them and touched them, he ran his thumbs back and forth across the
nipples, and I managed to shove off my panties and then after
inserting his huge cock inside of me, climb aboard.

After I jammed on tight, I told him to pull
out from the wall a bit and then I hung around his waist with my
legs and swiveling around, he pushed me against the wall.

I needed lubrication because my tight
virgin’s pussy was gripping his cock like there was no tomorrow,
but there hadn’t been any movement so far.

His eyes were riveted to my nipples and
finally, he bent down then licked them and took them into his
mouth.

I started to get wet and he pushed into me
all the way then using his hands he lifted me off his cock a
little, helped by my athletic ability, and we began to fuck each
other.

He was still humming but it had lessened. He
stopped for a moment and managed to get his shirt off and when I
felt his chest against my breasts, I had the first climax of my
life.

A real climax. Not one of those pallid
imitations of one.

He still had his pants on and although it was
a turn on, I knew he was uncomfortable and hot.

I figured that if he took off his pants that
maybe the humming would stop.

He looked around for a moment then perched me
on an air conditioner box and then immediately pulled out, tore off
his pants, and entered me with such force again that I was pushed
back against the wall.

I had my legs hanging over the edge of the
box so I latched them around his waist once again and he walked off
down the road, all the while fucking me as I was doing to him. It
was sort of unusual but I climaxed again and his humming had
stopped.

All I could figure out was that he had bad
temperature control and the humming might have been his own form of
air conditioning.

We’d gone a few feet before I remembered
something. “Stop. I have to go back and get my handbag. It has all
my keys in it. And my wallet.

He turned ninety degrees and went back to
where we’d started, managed to grab my handbag, loop it over his
arm, and then put his arms around me again.

I was really glad that our tiny town had gone
to bed early.

Not a car passed us and no one saw us walking
and fucking and fucking and walking all the way to my house.

 


 


I rode him like a rocket ship taking off
vertically. We had remained attached until I got my front door open
and then he slammed it shut with his foot and I
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