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Tera’s birthday celebration buzzed with laughter as she and her friends, Lisa, Emilia, and another roommate, crowded into a corner booth at the local ChiChi’s. At twenty years old, Tera felt like the world was opening before her. 

The girls passed sizzling platters of fajitas and trays of cheesy quesadillas back and forth between each other, the napkins stained with salsa bits tucked at the edges of their smiles.

All four wore their youth like a glow: flawless skin, carefully applied makeup, and playful outfits that spoke of college life in full swing. 

Tera herself radiated warmth, her chestnut curls tumbling around her shoulders as she sat primly, one leg crossed over the other, a pleated skirt draped just so, and long socks reaching up her calves.

"Well congratulations on your special day," said the waitress Mela. "I'm glad to take care of you three."

After the delicious meal of fajitas, quesadillas, and tortilla chips with chunky mild salsa, something truly unexpected happened. "An earthquake!"

The moment the last tortilla chip vanished, the floor lurched beneath them as if an unseen hand had slammed a door on the world. Plates rattled on the table. Tera’s heart jolted as the room pitched left, then right. Chairs tipped, margarita glasses clattered to the tile, sending shards of ice and droplets of lime flying. 

Emilia shrieked and dove low, dragging Lisa with her; Tera flung herself under the table just as the wall of the restaurant groaned, its stucco cracking in a jagged web above the bar.

A thunderous roar filled the air, punctuated by the crack of splintering wood and the crash of ceramic bowls. Tables buckled and collapsed. Dust blossomed from the ceiling, coating every surface in a pale haze. Through the roar of panic, Tera could hear the scrape of metal and a clatter of chairs skidding across the floor.

A chef burst through the door positively terrified. "It's here."

The wall burst directly behind him as if a grenade went off. There was a beastly snarl that echoes from the distance like air horns.

They all stopped screaming at once. They merely listened to the sound that would beckon their fate, and their emerging destiny.

The three women, and the waitress, Mela, looked at each other with total fear. Tera and Lisa threw themselves beneath the table, each of them looking for help, but receiving no help at all. 

Emila ran for the exit. Mela ran for the kitchen.

Suddenly, two of the monster's long tentacle arms slapped against the ground like a whip, shattering tables into two and knocking others on their backward. If the tentacle whip struck one of the girls it would have broke their back.

But it became very apparent in just seconds the tentacle was whipping everything in sight but missing the girls completely.

With one final whip snap, Emilia's ankle was grabbed so tightly, and from the process of running from one step to the next, she was lifted up by the ankle backward and hoisted in the air, her leg still trying to run even when upside down.

Her shirt fell downward revealing her breasts, and her face covering, with her hair out the edge of the shirt waving as the tentacle held her.

Mela threw herself at the kitchen door, as the tentacle slapped the ground three times nearly missing her, she grabbed a frying pan and when it grabbed her ankle and lifted her, she kept smacking the tentacle with her fist. "You bad thing!"

It lifted her upside down next and bashed her body against Emila's

Next were Lisa and Tera. The monster kept slapping its gooey tentacles at each table, sticking to the table, and then upturning them. Until all of the tables in ChiChis were scattered.

There were salsa and tortilla chips everywhere.

The ceiling was broke with a picture of the sky above their heads, and just a slithery, purple tentacle seeking out women like a guy playing with a toy army.

The table upturned and Lisa made a run for it. The tentacle smacked her at the top of her head until she thumped over, then wrapped around her neck, lifting her straight up into the air by the neck, and then oozing down her body all the way along her back down the crack of her ass where it held her in place beneath her ass.

"It has all three of us!"

The birthday girl, Tera, stood up from where she was. She did not even bother running. Instead, she very patiently and quietly got down on the floor, she untied her shoes and gently pulled them off her feet, setting them neatly to her side. She pulled both socks off and set them inside the shoes. She stretched her blue jeans off her ass and legs, folded them, and then lifted her shirt and bra off her chest until she was only in her panties.

"What are you doing, Tera! Make a run for it," said Lisa.

Tera looked up at the monster. "I know why you're here," she said politely at it, "you need girls. You're desperate for them. If you let them go, I'll go with you wherever you need."

"Don't do it," said Emily, "we're going to stay with you here no matter what."

"Are you sure?" said Tera.

"You're the birthday girl," said Emily, "of course."

Tera crouched down on the ground on her hands and knees, turned around and slipped her panties down her ass offering the tentacle her pussy by using her pussy scent as bait.

The tentacle slapped against her back leaving her a red wound. She sat up with pain, teeth clenched, chin up and weeping.

It snapped her panties off with one flick, then wrapped two loops around her, one around her hips, one around her ankles, and pulled her upside down joining the three other swinging women with a yank.

"Ohhhh," moaned Tera holding her back upside down, "it really really hurt me."

"You'll be fine," said Mela, "it's making a point that it has the power of life or death over us."

"Is it going to kill us?" said Emily holding her head with both hands. "I don't want to die."

"I never seen a thing like that," said Mela.

A guy from the ground was looking at his phone. "Ladies," he said, "the monsters have a purpose. I'm seeing footage of the invasion in real time."

"What are you seeing?"

"The aliens crashed into the earth like comets. There are about a million of these across the world," the guy said. "It only grabs women. It kills anyone who tries to cut them down."

"Why did these aliens crash land here?"

"They want women," said the guy, "it breeds them to lay its eggs and take them to their home world to live as alien queens. So all you have to do are be mothers to its eggs and you can live."

Right then, all four women had the same idea. To get its great alien egg implanted in their wombs.

It was better to be the mother of a god than it was to be a college girl.

They were going to compete over its love, and who could serve the monster the best, and be a proper female for its slimy, alien tentacles, while their coal-like crafts were floating up the atmosphere awaiting to send reinforcements if the humans even tried to fight back and reclaim its women.

Humanity was doomed in that moment.

The monster only sensed the females desires and needs. The monster gave them exactly what they wished for. It could smell its thoughts through holes along the scales of its monstrous tentacles, that were so great it wrapped across the side of the building like muscles. It must have belonged to a great squid being, except it was far beneath the ground, not visible. It crashed into earth like a comet, burrowing so deeply underground and only hatching then when it was time for fresh female wombs.

The kitchen door swung and kept rocking. The guy with the phone saw his chance to break for it. He ran for it. The tentacle slapped down right in front of him with its immense weight causing him to crash backward, then it slapped down again forming a point at the end cutting him in two pieces, then throwing him against the wall where he broke in two.

The women screamed, but all four of them were very wet and horny sensing the sheer masculine power of the monster.

"You better treat us right," said Tera to it. "We're beautiful empowered women, not young and dirty girls. We have fertile bodies and big, firm, milky breasts. The monster doesn't want to hurt us."

"It's hurting me," said Emila upside down.

"Yes I know it's being rough," said Tera, "but that's what's called tough love. It wants us to know we must obey it. There's no room for error where the monster is going to take us."

To confirm that what she was saying was true, the monster slid off from under Tera's crotch, leaving a trail of slime along her body and then set her down on the floor of ChiChi's.

"We are four women, right?" said Tera.

"Right," they said.

"We're obviously too young to be moms," said Tera placing her fist at her chin and going, hmm. "But a traumatic situation of disaster calls for all of us to rapidly mature."

"Are you saying we have to... get impregnated by this thing?"

"It's the only way it'll let us go," said Tera. "Once it's satisfied by the gift it left inside us. We can't count on human men to rescue us. They're too weak and cowardly to save us anyway. We're on our own."

"But what are the babies going to do after we give birth to them? They'll terrorize other galaxies," said Emily. "I'm not sure I can live with that on my conscience."

"Whatever they end up doing is not our concern," said Tera, "beside, the women from across the galaxy gave birth to this one."

"Those bitches!"

"Hey!" said Tera. "They're not bitches. Their men didn't save them either. They did it and we will too. Girls it's time to be strong. It's time to be stronger and braver than you thought you were capable of."

Tera moaned loudly, and touched herself through the back of her pussy on her knees making sure her wetness was splashing about as she fingered herself from behind. She kept pushing it from inside of her out.

"What is she doing?" said Lisa.

Tera curled her feet together behind her locking them together. She lifted her knees and set them on mats on the floor, and shifted flat on her hands to on her elbows. There was the sudden sound of the swing of a door.

"Hsssssss," they heard a sound.

"Oh my god it's there!"

The tentacle was curving around the room in her direction. Then it teased against her thighs and felt along her body with its feelers, but then slid off her.

"It's about to go up my pussy from behind," said Tera.

She reached behind her impatiently and grabbed it with her hand and slapped it back right on her. It clung to her skin. It sucked on her skin for a few moments. Then popped off her and squirmed away. She reached again and grabbed it, then placed it on her naked butt.

The closer to her ass and pussy the better a chance it would take.

But it didn't... so she grabbed it with her fist, closed one eye and squinted the other, and then lifted on her knees, her ass crouching back, her back arched straight, and pressed the tip of the tentacle directly against her asshole, squatting back until its tip was firmly aligned with her hole.

Once it sensed a tight female hole, it went
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