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  About Bren's Blessing


I’m living my dream, rotating in space around Mars on the Mars Hope Skylab.  
As the first American woman this far into space, I’ve accomplished more in my twenty-eight years of life than most. I’m a doctor too.
I enjoy my job, so when things go sideways as aliens board the Skylab, I try to stay positive and make sure that I just observe and stay alive. But I’m immediately grabbed and taken to their ship!
Unable to understand them and not knowing what they have planned for me, I have to make some hard choices about whether living is the best way to go. And how far will I go to live?
It appears that I’m now the property of the alien that grabbed me. He’s big, possessive and seems to want to get to know me a lot better…
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  Chapter one
Hannah


I’m still in awe every time I look out the window, even after six days in space orbiting around Mars. The view of the planet captivates me. It’s amazing that I was the one chosen by human-kind to experience this.  
I’ve always wanted to explore and push my limits. Now I have. In a world dominated by men, I’m the first person—man or woman—to orbit Mars. The first human to make it this far from Earth. The journey here took ten months, but truthfully it’s been a lifetime of pushing boundaries. I’ve broken the ground for future generations of women to go out and do exactly what they want and make a difference in their own world in their own way…
“Something isn’t right,” I mumble to myself while scanning the readings in front of me. The more stressed I am, the more I tend to talk to myself. It clarifies my thoughts, solidifying the end goal and making that goal seem more tangible. Either that or the isolation of space has muddled with my brain. “Exactly what I need right now,” I add, still grumbling to myself. It’s been over an hour since I last received an update from Earth. We have a very strict protocol of pings, what we call the in and out transmissions between us. Normally, a twenty-four minute lag is standard, but the cursory check-ins have not been arriving as expected. I have no way to know if they are receiving mine either.
“Not receiving transmissions. None since thirteen ten. Please respond.” Well, this is probably a waste of time, but I send it anyway. At least I can say I followed protocol. If they receive that, and they respond, it will take at least forty minutes. But since I haven’t been receiving anything on our scheduled check-in times, my guess is I won’t hear a thing. What would cause mission control to go dark?
“I have no idea. I’m a doctor, not an engineer.”  I’m talking to myself again and my frustration grows with the situation.  I am literally in the vast reaches of human-explored space. Could the radio silence mean the surveillance cameras are down too? The possibility that they are not getting any kind of transmission—that I am totally cut off, is frightening.
I can’t help wondering whether my parents are thinking about me as much as I’m thinking about them. My mom and dad were so proud when I was selected for this mission! Embarrassingly proud. And entitled too, based on what they spent on my education growing up. They never spared a dime when it came to the best schools, the highest-ranked professors and the most prestigious extracurricular programs. They didn’t let me forget about it either. They always had high expectations and while they certainly gave me the foundation to succeed, they expected me to exceed those expectations.  Failure was not an option. 
My surgeon mother was the most detail oriented and exacting woman I ever met. There was a grade point average that very clearly set the bar impossibly high and falling under that mark was not an option. A concept that my father still drills into his computer engineering team he manages at NASA. Their professions didn’t leave much time to interact with children and the most attention my sister and I received was when we were held accountable for our grades. Since we were in boarding school from the age of six, it usually only occurred twice a year. I was ten years old the first time I brought home a B on a report card. You would think someone had died when they spotted it. In addition to the grounding and subsequent tutor, I learned quickly that “Beckers don’t get B’s.”
Following in my mother’s footsteps, I studied Pre-Med at Harvard before applying for a prestigious residency for various medical studies at NASA. The studies monitored the effects of lack of privacy, sleep disturbances, monotony, and the discomfort of being in microgravity. The debate over sending a doctor versus an astronaut with a typical military background for the first trip to Mars lingered well beyond my appointment to the mission. The fervor eventually died down a month or two after the final decision was announced, when I easily ranked leaps and bounds higher than everyone else in the psychological resilience and self-awareness studies conducted to clear astronauts for space travel. 
As the only crew member on board, I’m tasked with keeping notes and diaries on everything. From the high-risk and stressful situations to bone density and muscle strength in this environment, to the fact that the enormous tin can I have been sailing through space is now clearly malfunctioning. The last hour has been a real test of my patience with technology that should have been updated a decade ago. Calmly, I start through the checklist of everything I’m monitoring on the communication transmission console to see if I can identify a possible cause on my end for the silence.
I’ve been called cold and emotionless by colleagues in the past, a stark contrast to my appearance since I inherited my father’s red hair and light blue eyes. They give off a playful, carefree vibe. Right now, I am anything but emotionless as my mind reels with the implications of what could possibly be happening right now. Communication lags were one of the largest concerns at NASA for this trip, due to how they can isolate the astronaut and put a strain on relationships. Though that hasn’t been an issue for me so far, the gnawing feeling that something is wrong is an uncomfortable sensation that I’m not familiar with processing. I was raised, with boarding schools and busy parents, so I’ve always been great at finding my own sensory stimulation to pass the time.
I keep a very structured schedule and right now I would much rather be in the hydroponic garden where I should be cultivating the plants that not only provide an organic air filtration system, but also makes a pretty tasty salad, if you can accept the absence of dressing. Twenty-eight years of being a proud meat eater and here I am craving rabbit fodder.  Space will do some funny things to you once you’ve been up here long enough. 
Focusing back on the console in front of me, I admit that everything looks normal. Nothing is obviously malfunctioning besides the wayward communication system. Logically, if everything else appears to be working properly but communications are not getting through, then something must be blocking them, right? That would make sense if I was in occupied space, but I’m not. I’m the only thing out here unless you count Mars twin moons and any mythological little green men that are on the surface of the planet. I chuckle at my humorless joke.
It’s not that I don’t believe there are other inhabited worlds out there. I do, but I think it’s silly to think they would be this close to Earth. What are the odds? If there are any aliens on Mars, or in this area of the Milky Way, they would likely be some offshoot of humanity. At least, I like to think so. I like to think that we’d have at least something in common with them, whether it’s our determination to evolve at a steady pace or perhaps physiological similarities.
Frustrated, I stretch back and try to relax. I need a break. I’m not really hungry, but I could eat a fruit bar. Just as I select the peach flavor, I’m rocked by a sudden jolt that sends my snack flying out of my hand. The cabinet handle in my right-hand jerks as the impact runs through my body. I grab onto the side rail near my hip, as I steady myself instinctively.
I didn’t imagine that. It was slight but it was noticeable. That can’t be good. Has an object hit us? Has the Skylab been penetrated? I wonder if I’m about to die? Hull penetration would be fatal quickly…
I gasp as my thoughts are cut off abruptly by a squeaking noise behind me. Spinning around as quick as I can with no gravity, I stare at the hatch door. After almost a year of being sealed shut, the squeaking noise is coming from the handle as it spins. It starts slow but is picking up speed as the tension of disuse gives way.
If my heart could speed up more, it would. As it is, the traitorous organ is thundering in a panic in my chest. An overwhelming sense of dread floods my system and I hear my blood roaring in my ears. My body is hyper aware of everything around me as my breathing hitches in a staccato rhythm. What is going on?
“Fucking hell.” I press my body back against the cabinetry as I watch the hatch slowly keep turning. Isn’t that thing locked? Where did that thought come from? Grabbing my head on each side, I rub my temples acknowledging that hysteria is settling in. Of course, it’s fucking locked. But it’s turning now. 
Who could have unlocked it or…who did? There is no mistaking that I’m not imagining things. Something is most definitely trying to open that hatch. 
A warning blast that sounds like an air horn snaps me out of my daze. Springing into action, I float back to my control console and start typing furiously. Calling up Protocol Eight Point Two, I try to manually override the countdown that has already begun. Whatever hit or attached to the Skylab has either caused significant damage or triggered some kind of alarm. The onboard computers have detected a breach somewhere, whether structural or perhaps a security measure. The fact is that the self-destruct has been activated and in ten minutes, the Skylab will explode and I’ll be dead.






  
  Chapter two
Hannah


My attention goes back to the hatch over my shoulder. I watch the wheel on the door spin faster, round and round. My mind is slowly starting to pick up speed, just like the hatch turning in front of me.  
So, there’s life out here. That is the only viable explanation for what is happening right now. Someone or something is out there and it’s trying to get in here. And now, due to a NASA fail safe that I don’t have the ability to turn off—or contact them to turn off, I’m about to be killed. Protocol Eight Point Two was designed as a last-ditch effort to keep our technology from falling into anyone’s else's hands. I always thought I’d only use it if I crashed on a planet or got knocked off course or whatever. I never imagined I would be alive when it activated or that I would have to watch the countdown screen as the numbers ticked lower and lower to my destruction along with the multi-billion dollar Skylab.
Who fucking knows what tripped it? That’s one thing you definitely learn as you are studying for years to travel into space. You learn what you need to know and prepare for the worst, but you don’t dwell on the negative possibilities. Come on! There’s so much fine print that no one could ever anticipate all the potential possibilities or outcomes. Everything is hypothetical anyway. I just never thought too much about it. 
How could anyone know what happens when the hatch to a space station is opened from the outside? Nobody realized it was even fucking possible! “Well, NASA, if anyone can hear me, something or someone is trying to open the hatch from the outside. It’s triggered the damned self-destruct.” They should add that to the warning label on the hatch. Warning: Traveling to space may be hazardous to your health. You may die in a fiery explosion as some unknown entity triggers fucking Protocol Eight Point Two.
Well, if I’m going to die, at least I’ll get to see some aliens first. I can add that to the long list of firsts I’ve accomplished in this lifetime. Except nobody will ever know. Not NASA, not the asshole at university who told me I’d never make it, not my parents who expected perfection…I shove thoughts of my parents and sister aside, packing them tightly into another time box. No dwelling on the what ifs. Stay present with now. It may be inevitable, but I’m not dead yet.
A hissing sound starts as the seal to the door releases and begins to open. How will this work? Will they be wearing space suits? Will they breath air? Will they kill me immediately? Just who are they…questions are still whirling through my head as the door cracks open. On second thought, maybe I should’ve tried to hold it closed?
I’m not immediately pulled into space—that’s a relief. I’m having a hard time thinking beyond the next instant or so. Knowing you’re about to die will do that to a girl.
It swings wide fast and hard and I’m glad I didn’t try to hold it closed after all. My breath catches in my throat as an enormous shadow falls across the room. The opening for the hatch is approximately four feet around but the thing casting the shadow is huge! As it steps through, it has to bend over in half just to get through it. He’s easily seven or more feet tall! A gigantic alien just boarded the Skylab, except it’s not alone. My eyes widen and I press my body against the metal walls as four of them stream in behind the initial intruder.
No, they are all huge. Humanoid too. Two arms, two legs.
It takes a minute for me to realize they aren’t exactly floating even though I still am. They have some kind of boots that enable them to walk in zero gravity. That’s awesome! The one who boarded first comes directly at me and my brain processes that it’s humanoid. From a distance, it might even be passable as human. It has two arms, two legs, a broad expanse of chest, but it’s not quite human. 
“Um, hello?” I stupidly hold out my hand. What am I expecting? For it to shake my hand like a neighbor stopping by? Maybe I was wrong about the life support compensating for the open hatch? I think I’m becoming oxygen deprived as I stare at the alien in front of me. It could almost pass for a man. A really big man. He looks vaguely familiar somehow. Of course, that could be a by-product of my brain dying a slow death from oxygen deprivation.
My hand drops slowly as I study him more closely. He definitely looks like a man. He’s tall, and even though he’s wearing clothing, I can see his skin is tanned and pulled taut across muscles that could easily squish me like a bug. His face is clean-shaven but the dark brown hair on his head is woven into an elaborate style that trails down his overly broad back. I wonder how long that took to do? My mind wanders to the sister who I’ll never see again and the many childhood memories I have of doing each other’s hair.
The deep rumble coming out of his mouth makes absolutely no sense to me but it does pull me back to the present. The present where I’m going to die any time now. Smiling absently, and trying to look as non-threatening as possible, I consider my options.
Here I am. The very first person to ever meet an alien race—except for those people that get abducted. But those must be different aliens, right? These guys are hunks compared to the gray-skinned, thin aliens that people have been claiming abduction by for hundreds of years. My innate curiosity wins out. I have to know more.
Pushing off from console area, I slowly float across the few feet between us. It’s hard to process exactly how tall he is because our faces are at the same level as I float towards him. I’m aware my perspective is skewed by multiple factors right now—my fragile human system shutting down, the unadulterated fear of my impending death, and the literal awe of seeing an alien for the first time.
I use both hands to lightly grab his shoulders as he comes into reach. We stare into each others’ eyes as my heart tries to flail out of my chest. I can hear my blood roaring in my ears. He doesn’t appear afraid of me at all, more curious. If I had to judge his expression, I’d say he’s bemused. He’s probably wondering what the hell I am doing but these are the last minutes of my life.
I’ll do what I want, dammit.
He’s still rambling in what I assume to be his language periodically as we stare at each other. His face in general appears flatter than ours, including his nose. But he has full lips and I can see teeth briefly as he speaks. They look white and clean. His eyes are captivating. Green with a red color around the elongated pupil. Almost like a cat. As the red blends into the green, there’s a fiery shade of orange.
When he directs his attention to one of the other aliens behind me, I slowly bring my hand up to his cheek, running my fingertips lightly across his skin. It’s almost fuzzy feeling. Like velvet. My fingers drop lower and I ponder the lack of facial hair. Nothing on his jaw, just more smooth velvet fuzz. 
I smile as naughty thoughts run through my head of places where this could really come in handy. No more whisker burn on inappropriate places. He could run his velvety face all over my inner thighs as he licks between my legs. I clench my knees together, surprised by the direction my thoughts have taken. So inappropriate.
As I pull my hand away, I realize he’s been watching me. His nostrils, more horizontal than vertical from a face on view, flare as he appears to be smelling me. Or does he smell something else?
I sniff thoughtfully looking around. His mouth curls into a grin that would almost be panty-dropping if he were human.
His loud, barking voice has all the aliens behind him scrambling for the door. They’re leaving already?
Strong arms wrap around me so quickly, I don’t even see them coming. He moves so fast! He may be big but he’s as smooth as a dancer. It isn’t until we are stepping through the hatch that I manage to turn my head.
A sudden feeling of lightheadedness overtakes me as I realize I’m on an alien ship!






  
  Chapter three
Bren


“How long do we have?” I know that Selas is right behind me as I exit the floating craft and board our much larger vessel. The human’s vessel activated a detonator. Obviously, they didn’t realize we’d immediately smell and sense it. But why? Why would they do that?  
“We won’t know until the sync between systems completes.” Selas sounds as frustrated as I feel.
When we saw the Earth-based craft orbiting Mars, everyone assumed it was another unmanned vessel. I didn’t correct them even though I could sense her. Selas and I have both been in and out of a few of their primitively constructed crafts. We can easily manipulate their computer systems.
“I need their language upload immediately. You get it too.” Gravity reactivates and the soft bundle in my arms gasps. I don’t let her go, even as her weight increases. She still feels like nothing in my arms. Like a child.
As the decontamination mist starts, she grabs my shoulders and buries her face in my suit. Selas laughs as she wraps her legs around me, trying to disappear. My cock is twitching with an almost uncomfortable tingling at the base. This has me worried. She shouldn’t affect me this way. Nothing ever has. Not to mention military uniforms aren’t made to hide an erection.
I give him an evil look over her head, but he just laughs harder. Ignoring him, I concentrate on cradling her gently. I’ve never held anyone like this before and a strange possessive feeling tightens the muscles in my arms. It feels right.
She starts coughing, shaking in my arms as she frantically covers her face. I’m beginning to worry that her fragile system can’t handle decontamination. I consider stopping it early but it’s almost over. As it dies down, I quickly exit. I hear the three other team members enter from behind me after disengaging from the human craft.
Not looking back, I head straight for the view room. Her coughing tapers off and she resumes watching where we are going. I like that she doesn’t drop her grip from my waist and shoulders as she curiously looks around. This is good. She’s intelligent. She will need to be to survive in our world.
I’ve known this day would come for almost a year but there is still so much I don’t understand or know. My daily reflections have shown her to me over and over. Much to my chagrin, these interactions have often been sexual and arousing. 
Don’t get me wrong, I like it. I just don’t understand why my subconscious is taking it there. I’m not surprised to find the viewing room full of crew members. Anyone who is on duty will be watching this.
Sitting down, I settle her on my lap. I’m relieved to note that the language upload is already at seventy-five percent. That is going much quicker than the data sync with their unknown craft.
“What is that?” A junior support technician finally airs the question everyone in the room wants to know. Everyone takes his words as an invitation to stare. “Is that a human?”
“So small…”
“Female? But the size…”
I don’t like the way they are looking at her. More than one is sniffing loudly as they all start commenting out loud. Not that I can blame them. She’s so different looking. Small, tiny and helpless. She triggers our protective instincts into overdrive. And she smells heavenly. It’s hard to describe but I can’t imagine putting her down.
“Mine.” Every eye turns away at once at my statement. They wouldn’t dare challenge me for her. As primary captain, I get first right of refusal on anything we come across. It’s a lot of responsibility. Of course, I’m duty bound to the council, but their interest is narrowly in line to our prime directive to seek out potentially habitable planets. And the human’s planet “Earth” isn’t in our allowable air space. 
We’ve known it was there with an emerging species, but it only borders our zone and is protected by the Ashen. But as I inhale again, a world of possibilities is blooming in my mind. I’ve never questioned my daily reflections before. I learned that questioning was a childish endeavor. Why question what is? Why wonder why what is to be, will be?
Instructor One would have said that questioning is counter productive to the entire process. Instead of calming our thoughts and bodies, questioning the visions will only bring stress to your system. Accept and adapt to what you see. Feel, relax, and accept.
Taking deep breaths of her intoxicating essence, I try to relax. But what I feel is the tingling in my cock heighten and spread as I relax and accept that she is here with me. Safe.
Mine.
Fuck! I don’t believe that I am supposed to keep her like a pet. Not that I wouldn’t enjoy that. Having her would make me needed beyond the obvious profession of primary captain. It would be intoxicating to be the most important person in someone’s world. Could that really happen?
She’s a sentient being that shortly I’ll be able to communicate with. She is in my path for a logical reason. Until then, she’s mine to protect. I’ll help her. I’ll fulfill this duty that has entered my life.
There is too much in my world that I have no control over already. I don’t want another aspect of it taken over by duty or fate. 
Ignoring the stares that I know continue on every side, I reach up to run her hair between my fingers. 
It’s so fine and thin. More a filament than fiber. Each strand looks like a ray of light beaming down from a sun. It’s been too long since I’ve seen one.
She mimics my movement by lightly stroking my head over my ear. To my surprise, hundreds of fibers detach and wrap around her hand, startling her as she jumps. They tug on her fingers they’re woven around as I try to pull them back into alignment with my mind.
I’m surprised. I haven’t lost this much control over my hair since childhood. As she withdraws her hand slowly, they stroke her face timidly before sweeping obediently back into place.
Neither one of us speaks as we stare at each other. This exotic, female human is inspiring some strange reactions in my body. Mentally, I can’t help being extremely wary. I wouldn’t be captain of this ship if I didn’t have excellent control and the drive to maintain and keep order in every aspect of my life and career.  This slip of a female is already testing every boundary I’ve created. The quicker she is in and out of here, the better.
Pulling my gaze from her smoky, blue eyes, I lock my attention onto her ship centered in the viewing screen. Tightening my grip on her in anticipation, I wait for it to explode.






  
  Chapter four
Hannah


I’m starting to shake. Excitement…fear…shock…who fucking knows. As amazing as it was to see aliens for the first time, once would have been simply fine. Now, I’m surrounded by them. There must be forty in this room alone.  
Big, big men…or aliens. Whatever.
There are chairs everywhere and they’re all filled. Some are just lounging against the wall. If they aren’t looking at me, they’re staring at the wall that looks out into space. I feel like I could just step out of the room. It’s that clear. 
Most of them are looking at me. When they stare, I just stare back. All of them have long hair done in elaborate styles. They are also all huge, muscular, and intimidating. It feels like being in a football team’s locker room.
I’m guessing they’re over seven feet tall. I’m only five foot three, so they seem mammoth. When the big guy I’m sitting on notices more and more are starting to stare, he barks at them and they all look away as one.
It’s eerie. 
The Mars Hope Skylab grabs my attention. It looks so tiny already and it’s shrinking fast. It doesn’t feel like we’re moving at all.
When the lab explodes, I flinch. The flash from the explosion seems to swell and come right at us, lighting up the room with bright light. Even expecting it, I’m stunned. Less than a second later, the arms around me tighten even more as the ship shakes. The effect seems slight and I briefly wonder just how big this ship is. It must be fucking huge and now I’m stuck here.
Why did NASA have to do that? I mean, I get having protocols, but why couldn’t I stop it? I knew once they opened the hatch the count down would begin because of the breach but it started even before that. The aliens must have tripped some sensor on the exterior.
Silent tears fall down my cheeks as the gravity of the situation settle on me. Sniffing discreetly, I wipe the tears on my sleeves as they continue to fall. How long will it take NASA to realize that the Skylab is gone? With the communications down, will they ever know for sure? 
Conversations between the aliens are starting to quietly pick up around me. I’m pulled from my shocked musings as they start to register. It slowly dawns on me that the blast was an expected event that they knew was coming. Now that it is over, their earlier conversations are resuming. And I can’t understand a word. 
Fuck, this is bad! What in the world am I doing here? My tears start all over again.
Stupid, stupid, stupid. What was I thinking letting them take me off the Skylab? This is very bad. 
It’s not like they’re treating me like an ambassador from another planet. I’m sitting on a lap, like a dog. He’s even started petting my hair like one while he speaks to the other alien guy we walked in with.
I freeze as these thoughts continue to tumble through my brain. Something that looks suspiciously like an old-fashioned handkerchief is waving in front of my face. I look slowly at the big alien I’m sitting on.
“Th-thank you.” I whisper. 
Slowly, I clean up my cheeks as best I can. Sniffing and dabbing my nose, I try not to get too much snot on it. At least I’m not wearing mascara. I haven’t worn makeup since I left Earth. And see, those are just the sort of dumb, random thoughts that keep popping up in my head right now. Who cares?
“You’re welcome.” The words are barely discernible behind me and I quickly whip my upper body around, bracing my hand on his chest to look at him. Our faces are inches apart and I’m looking into his green and red gaze.
I didn’t imagine that. “You speak English?” My tone is almost accusatory, as if he has betrayed me by hiding this.
“Almost.” He taps his head to the side of his eye two times before slowly saying, “Learning now.”
Okay. Really? I don’t even know what he means. Learning right now?
His words are slow and stilted with a deep, guttural accent, but still clear. I understand him at least!
Sitting up straighter, I wiggle forward on his thighs to slide from his lap. I’m fine and a little distance and formality would be good. But as I brace myself on his leg, he anticipates what I’m doing, and his arms tighten, effectively stopping me.
Okay. So, I’m not going to stand right now. When I look back at him again, he’s gazing at me with a questioning look. I’m not even going to try and explain that I feel like a child sitting on his lap. Instead, I slide my butt back until it’s at the edge of his thigh with my back against the arm of the chair. Now I can slide my feet up and put them on the chair seat between his legs. 
It angles me towards him, so I can feel involved in the conversation.
His attention is still riveted to my movements. Slowly, I reach up and put an open hand on my chest. “I’m Hannah. What’s your name?” That seems like a wonderful place to start.
Of course, I also want to know what he plans to do with me! As quickly as possible would be ideal. But starting with names is a good idea. Instead of telling me his name, like a civilized person would, he completely ignores me and starts talking to his friend again. I give him a minute.
Maybe it’s important?
His friend’s hair is a bit darker and so is his skin tone. Their outfits are identical though. They look like one-piece dark gray jumpsuits. Most guys would look ridiculous in that. Even the male astronauts at NASA were not in anywhere near the physical shape that all these guys are.
My gaze travels the room slowly.
Nope. 
And their nice jumpsuits mold to their butts perfectly. That’s a nice perk a girl could get used to. I don’t know why I am even noticing that though. I’ve been fine with not thinking about men sexually for almost a year now. I’m not sure what changed but seeing these guys with their big bodies and muscular physique, it’s definitely getting to me.
Even though they look a lot like human men physically, I wonder what their differences are? I squeeze my legs together and notice the muscles flex in the legs under me. I need to stop thinking like this! 
I hope they don’t have some weird laws about women working because I haven’t seen another woman—or would that be a female alien—yet. I turn my head and do a room scan again. Definitely don’t see anyone with boobs.
I’m brought back to the present by the jostling under me. As if I’m a child, he picks me up, spreading my legs around his waist and I automatically link them behind his back. As he strides quickly for the door, I throw my arms around his neck, clinging to him like a monkey. I stare back over his shoulder as every set of eyes in the room watch us leave.
My arms tighten a bit reflexively. There are so many! And I don’t think it’s my imagination, but some of them look pretty angry.
I try to see where we’re going, but he has my crotch pinned to him by his arms around my low waist. It’s way easier to see what we’ve already passed.
A few of the alien guys even come out of their doors to stare at us walking away after we pass.
Great! Just great.
Stopping briefly, I think we made it to wherever it is we are going. But then the wall opens, and we step into a cylindrical room that seals us inside.
Immediately, I can tell we are moving. Quickly! So, this is some kind of personal elevator?
“I’m Bren.” I shift my upper body away from him at his rumbling of words in my ear. The elevator is so small, my shoulders start brushing the wall behind me even though our faces are only inches apart. It feels so intimate and I can feel myself blush.
Damn, Hannah. Get a fucking grip. Stop making this into something uncomfortable! God damn it, focus!
Taking a deep breath, I clear my throat as I exhale. “Bren?” I repeat, pointing at his chest almost touching mine.
“Yes.” Now we’re getting somewhere. I wiggle a bit in my excitement and then freeze appalled. I have to keep in mind where and what I’m rubbing on. I feel excited though. In an inappropriate way and it’s embarrassing. 
I still smile though. At least he’s speaking to me. “Hannah.” I turn my finger to myself, still grinning.
“Hannah.” He repeats it pretty well. His voice is deep, and he cuts the syllables really short, but it’s definitely my name. “Hannah.” He repeats it as he leans into me, bringing our noses within an inch. It’s a bit startling and I pull back, but the elevator wall is right there!
“Yes. Yes, that’s me.” My voice is low as he continues to lean into me and at the same time uses one of his arms behind me to pull my upper body into him.
I tilt my head up, settling it against the wall and he immediately buries his face in my neck. Is this an alien thing? His lips tickle my neck as he runs them up and down from my hairline to my collar bone. His warm breath near my ear drives me crazy. 
I freeze. Startled and aroused, I try to not let it bother me. It’s humiliating how he’s hijacked my libido with a hug. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this way so it’s not totally surprising. I need to cut myself some slack and try to relax. Giggling and squirming a bit, I fall into him, arms around his neck, giving up in hopes he’ll stop once it no longer interests him.
After a few seconds though, I can’t stand it anymore. It tickles. “Bren, Bren!” I squeak out his name and arch back again, scolding when he doesn’t stop. Thankfully, the elevator door opens, distracting him from me.
The lights are dimmer on this floor as he quickly turns to the right and heads down the hall. We only go about five doors down before we reach the end. The door slides open automatically, and he strides inside what appears to be a basic apartment. It’s small and compact, but it’s clear that there’s a food prep area, a bed and another door that goes to what I’m guessing is a bathroom. Which reminds me…I could go.
Slowly, he lowers me to the floor. Stepping a foot or so away, he looks at me speculatively. 
Oh, right. Turning in a slow circle, I take in the twenty foot square room and shake my head admiringly. “This is great.” I smile up at him appreciatively. “Thank you so much.”
His eyes narrow a bit as he looks me up and down. Maybe there’s more I should be doing in his culture?
Clasping my hands palm to palm over my chest in front of me, I bend forward and lower my eyes. “Thank you for the room.”
When I look up, he’s reaching out for my arm. He pinches the fabric of my light space suit. His massive hand looks human enough even if his nails look darker than ours. They have a pearlescent tint to the deep brown nails.
“Take off.” His words are clear but what? Yeah, eventually I’ll want a clean set of clothes, but I’ve got a few other things to worry about right now. A little alone time to think this all through would be a clever plan.
“I’m okay. Thanks.” I back up a little towards the bathroom door and peek in briefly. Looks safe enough.
“Remove clothes.” He moves beside me as I access the kitchen prep space. Nothing looks familiar yet.
“Maybe eventually. But these are fine for now.” His intent stare is starting to weird me out. Does he want to see me naked? That seems abrupt and I’m not going to start reading into things.
“Remove this clothes now.” His voice is deeper and more demanding this time. That was pretty fucking clear but I’m not giving up yet.
“Why?” Does he know that word yet? Today is getting weirder and weirder but I’m not getting naked in front of my new alien friend. I’m sure he’s just curious, and don’t get me wrong, I am too! But there has to be some kind of formality here. He can’t treat me like a pet. A novelty or toy or something. And with how turned on I am from just sitting on his lap, it will be a crushing blow to my ego.
It’s pretty damn clear that he isn’t as into me. His outfit doesn’t hide the curvature of his cock. It’s big, but not hard. 
This is just some kind of alien formality that I don’t know or understand. 
Right?






  
  Chapter five
Bren


She wants to know why?  
I don’t even know why.
Well, I do. I’ve seen her in my daily reflections and I’m curious. She has a marking on her arm. Certainly, if that is on this tiny, female human, it is fate. I’ve never had a visionary reflection like this.
In our history’s past, they weren’t uncommon. They were normal, even necessary. But we aren’t that race any longer. Our nano technology changed us all long ago.
I know it’s a bad idea, but the pull I feel towards her is undeniable. I can’t help but push. “I want to see you without them. Your skin?” Her mouth drops open a bit as her eyes get wide. That looks like fear. Ah, so that is what her fear smells like. That is not what I have been smelling on her though.
“No! I’m not taking off my clothes right now.” Her face is turning an incredible color. Red. Her fear is turning into anger now.
I need to change this. Assure her. “Why? Why won’t you take off your clothes right now?” Slowly, I move forward and sit on the edge of the sleeping platform. She’s within reach.
“Because it isn’t proper.” She’s relaxing a bit as I lean back on the bed on my arms, feigning nonchalance.
“It’s not proper to take off your clothes in your bedroom?” This English isn’t so bad, and my language download has done a great job at lining up our words. She understands everything I’ve said so far.
“It’s not proper unless you are going to clean up in the bathroom or change to go to bed. I don’t have anything to change into.” Her hands flutter towards the bathroom before she starts wringing them in front of herself. 
Now she is making excuses. 
“Why don’t you get cleaned up and I’ll find you something to wear? Do you need me to show you how to use anything in the facility?” This relaxes her some more. I can almost taste the smell of her fresh scent returning to the normal alluring flavor she seems to give off naturally.
She walks into the facility room and looks around. “Is there water in here?” She sounds surprised again.
Standing, I move to lean across the door frame. “Yes, of course. Do you need me to turn it on?”
“Yes please!” She’s excited and claps her hands a few times as I go through the motions and show her how to turn the spray on and off. She smiles at me and I can’t define what I feel from it. All I know is that I want to make her do it more.
“I don’t have any oils for your skin after.” I don’t know why I’m saying this. I’ll get her some if she wants, but I don’t want her to turn into the pampered and entitled females I’ve dealt with all my life.
“Don’t worry about that! It’s been a year since I’ve had a decent shower. Thank you so much.” I freeze as she hugs me before pushing me back towards the door. She can’t move me, but after my brain restarts, I begrudgingly move out of the room. I’ll give her a couple minutes, but she can’t keep me out.
She shuts the door and I hear her taking off her clothes and moving into the water spray.
Quickly, I pull a shirt from home out of my drawer and then walk into the bathroom. I can’t see her through the opaque water shield, but she immediately cries out. “What are you doing in here?”
“I’ve brought your clothes and I’ll take your dirty ones away.” I switch them quickly before walking out to throw her old clothes in the trash. The smell of fear along with other unidentifiable odors makes it an easy decision. She needs to be in my clothes now. I don’t know why I feel that way, but it makes total sense. I don’t have to tell her that right now. Not yet.
Unfastening my crew suit, I throw it in the cleaning unit before quickly returning to the facilities.
The warm, humid air hits my skin and breathing it in, I smell her intoxicating scent. Incredible.
My entire body is tingling. This is how I felt in my daily reflections—only times one hundred. It’s as if joy has become a living entity and entered my body. Exhilaration seems to sing in my veins. 
It’s her. Somehow, being with her is causing this reaction. I don’t understand it, but now that we are in the same room together, I never want to be apart.
My cock is vibrating softly too. It’s thicker than I’ve ever seen it and as I gently grasp and stroke it, it twitches in my hand. It feels incredible but all I really want is for her to do that. He seems to know something is different more than I do. 
Shaken, I stare at myself in the reflecting glass above the sink. She calls this a mirror. The random thought distracts me, and I realize that my life is now entirely out of my hands.
Petrified now, I start running through the clues. Visions in my reflections, tingling head to toe, the undeniable attraction I feel for her. These are all attributes in the myths for mating pull.
Instead of entering the shower with her, I wrap a drying cloth—towel?—around my waist and sit down to wait for her to come out.
Her soft murmurs and chatter in her language along with moans of joy only make me tingle more. I want to leave but physically, it seems impossible. 
Mentally unthinkable too. I sit in a daze and try to breathe slowly, reflecting on what I’m feeling. It’s hard to think. Hard to process with my body screaming.
I drop my head to concentrate, clasping my hands tightly in my lap. Fine red lines trail from my fingertips up my arms in a symmetrical pattern. The markings on my arms and chest seem even more detailed than I noticed earlier this morning.
Astounding!
Abruptly, the water cuts off and she opens the door to the wash area.
Hot, steamy air flows out, and she spots me at once. I stare at her. Drinking in her naked form has me stunned. She’s more incredible than any of my visions. 
The baggy suit she removed to wash herself hid her form, making her appear round and shapeless, but she has a beautiful hourglass figure with larger breasts than I’ve ever seen before on a female. I’d never considered whether this would be attractive to me. Does it matter? 
Will I ever have a choice? Why torture yourself with considerations that will never be options?
Mute, I hold up the drying wrap in front of me, so she has to come to me for it.
She tries to grab it from my hands but I hold firm, and pull her to me as I wrap it around her.
I can’t speak as a symphony of sensations crash into me on all sides.
I don’t want to cover her. I want to touch her, but this may be the only way.






  
  Chapter six
Hannah


The water feels delicious, pouring over my body. I feel my muscles relax as I run my hands lightly over myself. There’s no soap or shampoo in here, so I just scrub myself up as best I can. I’m just so happy and thankful to be taking a shower! Carefully, I make sure I don’t get water in my mouth—just in case. I’d be grossed out to find out how they process this, no matter what.  
I need to figure out how to talk Bren into taking me home. Back to Earth. I’m sure they can.
He never looked surprised to see me. They appear to know about humans and it didn’t take him long to learn the language. I’ve got to get him to teach me that trick too. Languages were never my strong suit. 
They’re obviously a very advanced race.
So…number one, I need to try to talk him into taking me home and just dropping me off. But then how will I explain how I got back? Where I’ve been? Fuck!
I’ll just have to tell the truth, but I want to get back to my life, and my career. Is that even possible now? The more I think about it, the more my head hurts. 
One thing at a time. I’m here. With an advanced race of aliens, and I’m going to spend as much time as possible learning as much as I can. I’d be kidding myself if I didn’t admit that I’m fascinated with them. There’s so much I would love to study about their biology and the similarities and differences between us. 
But with the way Bren is acting, I’m not sure what to think. Stroking me, carrying me—like a pet. 
He could sell me. If they’re anything like humans, I’m in a world of trouble.
No. It’s better to get back to Earth ASAP. I’ve just got to deal with whatever he throws my way. He’s a big guy. He could squish me like a bug.
Now that I’m clean and a bit relaxed, I brace myself mentally.
I can do this! Be their guest and represent humans. Show how smart, progressive, and kind we are.
Stay alive. And get home.
Simple, right?
With my body clean and my mind firmly set, I shut off the spray. The shower door disappears as the spray dies.
I gasp and grab my chest. Fuck me. 
Bren is sitting right there with just a towel wrapped around his waist. He scared the shit out of me! Is he planning to shower next?
Trying to be modest, I cover myself with my hands but it’s a pretty futile effort. He’s seen everything and holds up a towel, opening it for me.
“Thank you.” Reaching forward, I try to grab it from him, but his large body dwarfs the space as he pulls me towards him and wraps the towel around me, effectively tugging and trapping me against his chest. 
His very warm, defined chest. He smells good too. He doesn’t need a shower.
Trying not to stare at his impressive body, I quickly categorize the toned muscles and ornate, light tattoos that travel from his neck and chest, down his arms. They swirl with green, blue, and even mauve. It doesn’t look like a normal tattoo since the colors aren’t stationary but I don’t want to stare too closely. 
We are eye level since he’s sitting, arms pressing us tightly together. His nostrils flare and eyelids droop sensually as he starts to rub the towel, soaking up the water on my body. Starting at my shoulders, his hands run up my arms before moving onto my back.
His touch sends tingles through me as he slowly runs his hands and eyes over me.
Okay. I can handle this. I just told myself I was going to do whatever it takes to survive.
Whatever it takes!
If he figures he needs a little alien anatomy lesson, so be it. I’ll use this to my advantage, right?
Pulling the towel slowly away from my body, he moves it up to dry my hair. It’s a matted mess down my back, but that’s what happens when you don’t have conditioner and you haven’t cut it in a year. I just haven’t bothered to keep up with it during my time in space.
Drying my face and neck, he lets the towel drop next to us. His hands trace from my neck to my chest. He seems fascinated as he slowly circles my nipples with his thumbs before cupping them gently. Tingles shoot out from his fingers and dance across my skin, right to my clit. I should be mortified! I should be snatching the towel back up and wrapping it around myself, slapping his hands away and yelling no. But it feels so good. Like I’m walking through a desert and he’s the water. Every touch is electric and the more he touches me, the more I feel like I need it.
“You are so smooth and soft.” His voice is deeper now as he watches my nipples pucker in the cool air.
Despite myself, I can’t help the thrill of arousal that shoots through my body. It’s been a long time since anyone has touched me. Is that why I’m so attracted to him? 
Reaching out slowly, I put my hand on his neck and run it down his arm, tracing a fine line. There are markings that  cover his chest, arms and even part of his neck. Are these tattoos or part of his genetic makeup?
His skin is like velvet with fine, soft hair that seems to come up to reach my fingers as I graze it. “You feel like velvet.” My voice is breathless and barely above a whisper before I clear my throat.
Concentrate, damn it! “Did you find any clothes I could wear?”
He blinks and then grabs me into his arms, pressing my naked body to his sculpted, firm chest before walking out to the bedroom.  “You don’t need them here.”
Lowering us both down to the bed, he lays me down under him. He’s holding himself above me on his knees and elbows. 
I have a terrible urge to stroke him all over. Or rub against him like a cat in heat. He feels so good against me with those soft hairs against my naked body. But I’m also petrified.
Even though I’m attracted to him, he’s an alien and I’m at his mercy. And he’s just so big! All I can see is the broad expanse of his chest and arms, caging me in.
His face lowers to mine slowly and I think for a second, he’s going to kiss me—and I want him to…but instead, he leans in to run his nose and face up the side of my neck to my ear. 
I hear him inhale as goosebumps break out everywhere on my body. It’s like an electrical volt went straight up and down my spine, tightening my nipples and I feel my pussy clench. Liquid gushes from me and I can’t help gasping in dismay and embarrassment.
What is going on with me? I’ve never reacted this way to a guy. Sure, I’ve been horny, but this is ridiculous. 
Squeezing my legs together, I feel moisture slick between my legs. Panicking, I can’t help asking, “Do I smell clean? There wasn’t any soap or anything.”
He audibly inhales above me and I watch in fascination as his eyes close as if savoring the smell. “You smell so wonderful. Don’t move.” 
The words are barely out of his mouth before he starts slowly moving his face down my body. His sniffing isn’t loud, but I’m frozen in shock and fear as he keeps getting lower before stopping over my crotch. “Spread your thighs.” His breath is warm on my pussy as he breathes deeply, waiting for me to comply.
Sitting up on my elbows a bit, I hesitate. “What are you doing?”
His eyes meet mine as his head lifts. “I want to taste you. You smell so good and this is where it is coming from.” Licking his lips, his eyes drop to my pussy again and he moves his arms quickly tucking them around my thighs and pulling them apart.
I gasp and drop onto my back at his move. Fuck me, he’s fast!
“Wait!” I lift up onto my arms again to look at him hovering over my spread body. “I’m sensitive there. Please be careful.” I lay back and close my eyes, resigning myself. It’s not that I don’t want this. I’m super horny and every touch from him just seems to ramp that up more. But I’ve never been comfortable with guys going down on me. I guess in my own head, I can’t understand what would attract them to do that.
“I’ll be gentle. Just relax.” His tongue immediately starts sliding along my slit, working it’s way inside.
It feels incredible and I jump and grab his head without thinking. My hands sink into his hair as he uses his hands wrapped around my legs to expose me more to his mouth. My back arches as I throw my head back and moan. 
Yes! Did I say that aloud?
Does it matter? I’m grinding my pussy on his lips, as I start to breathe harder. Jolts of fiery pleasure shoot through me and I can’t help but surrender to the bliss.
He doesn’t stop either. He picks up speed as his tongue slides up and down my now gushing cleft. I absently note that there is something about it that feels different from anything I’ve experienced before. But this whole experience is so much more.
More wetness. More pleasure. More need. I need this now. With my head thrown back, I see bright lights in my vision as I feel an impending orgasm rushing towards me.
Hot and thick, he penetrates me with his tongue as he moans, adding a nice vibration into the mix. 
I arch my back, squirming at how good it feels as he continues to plunge his tongue inside me.
His arms tighten more as I start to pant. 
His tongue is roaming back and forth, hitting my clit repeatedly, shooting pleasure through me at a speed my mind can’t keep up with.
My body is tightening at the instant pleasure his tongue creates. Moaning, I pull him tighter against my clit as he starts to apply just the perfect movement against me.
I feel his hair start to unravel in my hands as it gets knotted around me, holding my hands to his head. That’s…interesting. It moves on its own, running up my wrists to my shoulders. But there’s no time to question it. I can’t concentrate on anything but his mouth!
His hot, textured tongue teases and torments me. I don’t even recognize the keening noises I’m making as I look down to watch him dominate me with his mouth.
He sucks, then licks before scraping his teeth lightly down me to plunge his tongue inside me again. It’s incredible and I know I’m going to come soon if he doesn’t stop. I don’t want him to stop either. It’s just too damn good.
Licking back up, he pushes at the hood of my clit, tormenting that tiny spot making my legs shake and driving me wild.
I clutch him tighter, moving my hands in his hair and arching into his movements. One of the arms around my legs loosens and I feel a thick finger pressing inside me.
I squeeze it instinctively, milking it while he licks. The ache inside me builds as he rubs and pushes further inside. That’s all it takes.
My body tenses, freezing as I explode. Moisture rushes from my cunt as moans tear from my throat. I see stars as my body shakes and squeezes his finger.
His tongue laps at me gently and moves down again to plunge inside me and his moans join mine. Whatever he’s doing to me is way beyond anything I’ve ever felt before. Never have I come so hard or for so long. Even my handy vibrator never topped this!
Bren’s mouth moves away as he pants over me, each breath sending shock waves through my system. His finger slowly slides out of me and I can tell I’m soaked.
He uses his fingers to spread my juices around, up and down. 
I moan softly as he brushes my oversensitive tissue. He coats me with my slick release.
When the bed moves, I open my eyes to see him moving up my body. His hair floats all around his head, totally wrecked from the ornate style it was in earlier. It seems like it is reaching for me.
I stare at him in shock as he climbs over me and pins me again under him before pulling the towel off his lower body.
I’m not going to panic—or look down. He just gave me the most incredible orgasm of my entire life. And he looks like he enjoyed it too with his wild hair and lust-filled eyes. I’m sure I’m looking at him the same way as he slowly lowers himself down and I feel his cock nudge my opening.






  
  Chapter seven
Bren


My cock brushes against her wet cunt and begs me to plunge into her.  
My hard cock. Something I’ve never seen before and I’m not even taking the time to admire it. But it’s throbbing along with my entire body to mate her. She’s so small though. And my cock is enormous right now.
When I put my finger inside her, she clenched it like that was all that would fit. She’s a woman though and her body is designed to accept mine, so she should stretch, but I hesitate as I lower myself. Logic says this wouldn’t be happening if we weren’t compatible. 
Rubbing against her, I spread her juices down my length. My hair helps by stroking and coating us both as it enjoys her warmth and wetness. Never have I tasted anything like her. She’s an aphrodisiac. When I smell her, I want to taste her. When I taste her, I want to fuck her.
When I first noticed her scent, I thought it was a chemical pheromone she used on her body but it comes right from her cunt. Incredible. And delicious.
Pressing slightly against her opening, my cock head breaches her channel. Her face is flushed from her release and I’m encouraged as she spreads her legs wider and tilts her body towards me.
Slowly, I push forward, feeling her squeeze and tighten as the pressure in her channel clamps around me. It’s pleasure like I’ve never experienced and opening her to me is easier than I anticipated.
Hannah gasps below me as I lower more and her legs wrap around my waist. Her small hands grab my shoulders. Our eyes lock. Her blue eyes with their round pupil seem much rounder than a normal eye as they widen while I push forward slowly. Even through the borderline panic, her moan of pleasure spurs me on.
When I’m half way in, I stop and slowly pull back as her eyes flutter shut and she exhales beneath me. “Am I hurting you, Hannah?” 
Her eyes snap open and up to meet mine and she smiles softly. “Not at all. It’s wonderful.” 
I smile back as I move inside her again, pushing in further this time and she arches and allows me entrance. “You are so tight. Tell me if I hurt you.” She nods as I spread my legs wider to get more leverage, relieved that she is accepting me.
I’m torn between passion and pain as her wet, tight channel squeezes me, making it hard for me to keep control. Working my hard dick, in and out, I slowly penetrate her. When I’m almost completely inside her, I feel the top edge of her as my cock hits deep inside her channel.
She gasps and moans, tightening around me as I slide the last of my male member deep into her. We are both panting as we gaze at each






