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Tanya, at twenty-six, was tired of the spectre of student loans hanging over her head. As incredible as technology was it was a ghost everyone was still familiar with, one that haunted folk until well into their fourth or fifth decade. For her it meant another fifteen years (at least!) of working in sales and praying for enough commission to pay the rent another month in addition to the ruinous sum of the student loans.
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So when she heard about the Octiwh breeding program, about the payout for successful implantation and birth, she jumped on the opportunity.
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The Octiwh were, the ad said, a race of aliens amphibious in nature (odd looking, to Tanya, they put her in mind of a bipedal shark with clawed arms) who were under serious threat of population collapse. A war some years back that Earth had gotten involved in had decimated said population. A study later found that humans were the most biologically compatible and thus a well-paid breeding program had been started.
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When she applied they tested her blood, the health of her ovaries, and about a dozen other things. Her application was swiftly approved after a second round of blood tests, and she was appraised of what would happen if she signed the contract.
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“You’ll be lead into the breeding chamber. Something like what you sit on at the doctor’s office, you’ll lay back on that, and then be strapped in. We have...machines that will stimulate you.”
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“Stimulate?”
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“If the subject, that is, you, orgasms at least one time before implantation, it increases the odds of successful pregnancy. We can’t use aphrodisiacs, as our earthly ones can have negative effects on Octiwh pregnancies. Now, after that, the male in question will come in and...mate with you. The cocks aren’t usually overlarge, but they’re reasonably thick.”
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“And the pregnancy itself?”
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“Eggs, usually. Sometimes live births, but never more than two. Neither are that large, they’re less than half the size of a single human birth.”
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So Tanya signed the contract. An unfathomable amount of money, her student loans paid, just for getting fucked and spitting out an alien’s child. It didn’t seem like a big ask at all. There was a note about being careful not to induce the mating instinct, but it was also noted to not be much of a risk.

The clinical room’s table was ready for her to lay back on, and she stripped, setting her clothes aside before laying back on it. She shivered slightly in the cool air, but tried to relax. Restraints rolled up and over her wrists and ankles. Her legs were closed, so how–?
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But the question was quickly answered. The table’s bottom half began to spread, along with her legs, leaving her spread eagled.
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Then a computer voice sounded off. “Subject: arousal will now commence. Please relax.”
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From the table she lay on, from below, a mechanical arm of sorts slid into view. At its end was a wet, short, bulbous sort of dildo which almost dribbled at the end with what she assumed was the lubricant. 
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The dildo moved slowly along her thigh until it reached her pussy’s outer lips. It stroked upwards, dividing them, and then back down, prodding at her pussy itself. It eased itself just slightly inside her, and began to pulse in short half inch thrusts.
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It was calming, almost, and Tanya felt herself getting wet even on top of the lube. Then the dildo moved back up, resting comfortably atop her clit.
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She ground her hips upward, all but begging it to continue. She wanted it, gods, did she already want it. It was just teasing, and it wasn’t fair. It pressed up and then down around her clit, somehow too much and not enough at once.
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“Please,” Tanya groaned, “Oh, please, please...”
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They must’ve heard her, if they were listening. Because a second or two later, the dildo started to vibrate. Softly at first, especially over her clit, but then it moved down and began to ease itself into her pussy again.
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Then a steady thrust began. Pleasure came slowly at first, especially with the smaller size of the thing, but it was more than enough to satisfy her. 
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“Oh, yes...”

It pushed her towards climax slowly, carefully, and she was ready to beg like a whore by the time she felt climax approaching.
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“Yes...yes yes yes, I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum!” 
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And then it struck her, ripped right through her body in a hard wave. Her pussy pulsed around the suddenly still dildo, and soaked it in her own juices.
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She was left breathing hard as the mechanical arm retreated back under the table. Her legs, though, were left spread.
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The computer voice spoke again. “Orgasm detected. Donor will enter shortly.”
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Tanya took a series of deep breaths, reveling in the afterglow that soaked her through. If it felt that good just with a machine, then she couldn’t wait to fuck the alien.
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And then the door opened.
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The alien was taller than she’d expected, he had to duck to get through the door, and she felt...trapped, but in a good way.
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Oh no, I am tied up, and he can do whatever he wants with me...
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She’d always had a thing for aliens. Monsters. The unusual sort of men. And he ticked every box. His body was more ridged than the sample picture of his people’s men she’d been given. His hands were clawed, but the fingers were thick. And she couldn’t even see his cock, not at the angle she was laying down at.
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She heard a snuffling noise and at first it confused her. But then she realized as he stepped closer that he was trying to smell her. Could he smell how eager she was? How her orgasm had soaked part of

[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]


d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALIEN BREEDER
FOR HIRE






d2d_images/scene_break.png





