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Taken by the Trolls by Simone Beatrix

I raced through the woods, ducking below and around trees and brush. I knew they were chasing me, the beastmen. I had barely caught a glimpse of them, but I knew that if they caught me, I’d be truly fucked.

If only I knew how fucked I’d really be, I might have slowed down to let them catch up.

I hopped over a fallen log and found a small cave to duck into, I slid into it, and ducked down low. Two of the three beastmen ran past, grunting and hollering in their strange tongue. The last one was a bit slower, and stopped to catch his breath near the cave.

I held mine, hoping to not attract his attention. The cave was hidden by some brush and bushes, so he shouldn’t have been able to see me at least.

He caught his breath, kneeling down onto his knees and breathing deeply. Then he started sniffing, and moved closer to the cave. His strange grunts were intimidating, and I felt my heart catch in my throat. I squeezed my hatchet, hoping I wouldn’t have to use it.

He slurped up some saliva and came closer, his nose working harder than ever. His curiosity was piqued, and I had a feeling my cover was blown.

The other two beastmen hollered back for him, and he snarled, and darted off. I was safe, for now. But I was still alone in these woods, and I had no idea what happened to my companion.

I was a woman, alone and vulnerable in the Forsaken woods.

I set up shelter in the cave, and started a small fire. After hunting down some rabbits, I skinned them and dined down, since I couldn’t go looking for my companion in the dark. My best chance was to regain my composure, and try to make it back to their camp the next morning, when their guard might be lowered.

*** 

The next day I woke up to my fire smoking, and the sunlight streaming into the cave. Definitely more of a temporary home than anything. I climbed out of the cave and made my way back to the beast camp, where I originally ran into them. My companion might still be alive back there at least.

I found the tree I had marked earlier, and readied my hand axe and climbed over the last hill that separated me from their encampment.

I shuffled up and peered over the edge, looking into their camp. It wasn’t different. The beastmen walked around, as if in patrol, with small huts surrounding a basic fire pit. A larger house was on the outskirts of the village, and I assumed it housed the leader of their tribe. I looked around carefully, and spotted a series of cages tucked back near the Leader’s house. I would have to be sneaky.

I climbed over the hill and snuck along the ground, making my way around the outside of the village. The beastmen didn’t seem to have very good eye sight, but I knew they had a much better sense of smell than anything. After waiting for the two beastmen to make their way around the fire pit, I dashed to the cages and found her, Rebecca.

“Oh my god! Scarlet! You’re safe!”

“Shush! I’m here—don’t attract their attention.” I grabbed the bars of her cage, and looked inside. Her clothes were tattered and torn. “What’ve they done to you?!”

“It’s amazing here Scarlet... You have no idea.” Her eyes seemed bright, not the vacant expression I expected.

“You’re delusional, you’re in a cage!” I looked around, noticing that the cage had two rudimentary wheels on one side of it, with handles opposite of them. For moving I guessed.

“I know! I wanted to be. The things these beasts know how to do, will drive you wild. As long as you don’t try to escape, they’ll let you do whatever you want. I like to keep playing their game though...”

“Game? What do you mean game? Your life is at stake right now!”

“It isn’t though! Look at me!”

She was right, she didn’t actually look scared or injured at all. I wanted to get her out of there.

“I mean, have you really looked at them?” Rebecca continued, while I searched around the cage to see if there was anything I could use to break the lock. “They’re beautiful creatures...”

“They’re trolls!” I snarled.

“No—there’s a different beauty to them. You haven’t really looked Scarlet. When was the last time you met a man who was just so... rippling with pure energy?”

I glanced over my shoulder, and eyed one of the guards across the village. I suppose she was right, they did have a certain primal romantic sense to them... but they were still semi-beasts.

“I can’t find anything to break the lock.”

“That’s okay.”

“It isn’t okay. I have to get you out of here.”

Rebecca glanced over my shoulder, and I suddenly recognized footsteps behind me. One of the beastmen had caught me, red handed.

He garbled at me in his alien tongue and seized me by my left arm, and I fought back, trying to wrestle from his grasp.

“Don’t even try to fight it Scarlet! They’re way too strong...”

I seized my axe off the ground and swung it at the guard, who grabbed my right wrist and squeezed until I dropped the axe. He had won.

He picked me up and opened Rebecca’s cage, who didn’t even try to leave. He tossed me inside, and shut the door before I could scramble out.

He smirked, and walked away, mumbling.

“Ugh! Now what do we do?!” I sighed, exasperated. 

“We wait until nightfall. That’s when the Chief will come out and... make his decision.”

“What decision?”

“Which one of us he’s going to take into his hut for the night.”

I gulped.

*** 

The day passed slowly, and Rebecca recommended I try to get some sleep to make it go by faster. I spent several hours just trying to reach for my axe, upset I hadn’t thought to just use it to bash the lock open. After exhausting myself, I finally decided that there was literally nothing I could do, except hope to beg for my freedom that night from the Chief.

The moon rose and the beasts lit their bonfire, the glorious blaze lighting up almost the entire village. The flickering shadows danced around the cages, which were partially hidden from the light by two buildings.

Then the beastmen rallied around the fire, and began to chant, drumbeats matching their rhythm. I stared out of the cage in amazement, having never seen such a thing in my life. They had such a grace to their movements, I hadn’t noticed earlier.

Rebecca was almost salivating she was so excited at the prospect of what was going to happen next.

The Chief stepped out from within his hut, and sauntered out into the crowd of beastmen. He was enormous, and decorated with beautiful jewels and furs. The other beastmen appeared to revere him. They bowed and knelt as he approached.

He started speaking, but it was impossible to understand. Judging by his gestures, I could guess it had something to do with the full moon that was out that night. Rebecca and I were so distracted watching him, we didn’t even notice the two beastmen that had come up to our cage. Our cage was suddenly lifted up on one side, and the two beastmen rolled it over to the bonfire, climbing the small slope at the entrance to the Chief’s house which acted like a stage for his speech. We had a perfect view of the crowd around the bonfire now, the Chief’s backside blocking the fire itself. He finished his speech, and turned to face us. The two beastmen that had dragged our cage ducked back into the crowd.

The Chief unlatched the cage door, not by unlocking it though, but by crushing the lock in his hand. I was terrified of his strength, and even more terrified of what he might do to me if he chose me.

I glanced at Rebecca to gauge her reaction, and noticed that her skin wasn’t flawed. She was with the Chief last night, and there wasn’t a bruise on her. I hoped that I might be so lucky.

The Chief reached into the cage and pulled both of us out of it with each of his hands. He pushed us forward to be presented on the stage for the other beastmen to marvel at. He came close to me, and I could smell his powerful breath. It wasn’t disgusting, just strong. He judged me with his eyes, then tore at my clothes, his fingers squeezing and pinching the fabric. I gasped as he shredded my shirt and pants until I was as presentable as Rebecca.

He leaned in closer, and I could smell his scent now, and there was something... primal to it. A sickly sweet sweat kind of musk. It was like Rebecca said, I found myself both revolted and attracted to the creature at the same time.

He chuckled and raised me up in the air with one arm, as if to inspect me further. I braced on his hand as tight as I could, hoping to not fall and break something. I’d a total goner if that happened. As ridiculous as it sounds, I thought that he wouldn’t choose me if I had a broken limb. That was the only thing I could focus on.

When he set me back down, I remembered my idea. I collapsed to my knees and prayed before him. 

“Please let us go! We won’t tell anyone about what we’ve seen! I just want to be free!”

He chuckled again, “So this one speaks?”

I raised my head and stared up at him. “You can speak?”

“Of course I can. I thought you couldn’t. The other one,” he pointed at Rebecca, “didn’t say a word all night, just screamed and hollered.” He flashed a grin.

“Well, yes... umm” I wasn’t prepared for him to be... so eloquent.

He noticed my hesitation. “Do you think because we live in the woods we aren’t intelligent?”

I stared up at him.

“What is your name?” he asked.

“Scarlet.”

“Scarlet,” he rolled the word around on his tongue, “I like that name. The color of blood.” He licked his lips. “I suppose you can know my name as well: I am Areck. I think, for tonight, I chose both of you. To teach you a bit of our culture.”

He seized us both up by the arms, and turned to face the crowd. He spoke again, but this time, in his native tongue. They went wild, cheering and stomping. They danced and chanted louder this time, the drum beat picking back up as he carried Rebecca and I back inside. The drum beat pounded in my ears, even inside his hut, it was incredible.

“You might have noticed,” he said, pushing me onto his bed, which was surprisingly luxurious. “We have no women out there.”

I stared up at him, fear entered my face. 

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Didn’t she tell you? I’m going to fuck and impregnate you, we Trolls need brood mothers, for our kind is dying out. As the leader of this village, its my job to make sure that happens.”

“Impregnate me? You can’t... I won’t let you!” I squirmed to fight him off, trying to climb to my feet and run away. He pushed me back down onto the bed, where Rebecca seemed content as ever.

“Rebecca! Do something!” I said, turning to her. She smiled, entranced. I looked at her, then him. He was doing something to her.

“Why don’t you just relax, Scarlet?” he said, placing his hand on my chest. I squirmed again, thrashing to try and hit him or do anything.

He caught my eyes and stared into them, and I felt a sense of peace overwhelm me. My arms stopped thrashing, and I relaxed back down against the bed, resting my head on Rebecca’s lap. She started stroking my hair.

“Isn’t that better?” Areck uttered, his breathing growing heavy. He held me in his gaze, and as I looked over his body, I felt something twitch inside me.

A warmth.

I found myself agreeing with Rebecca, something about the man, was alluring.

He grunted, reaching down and towering over me, pawing at my clothes. I shivered as he clawed and tore them off me, tossing the scraps to the floor. I was topless, exposed, vulnerable.

He ran his hand around my body, scooting me closer to him. I pushed against his chest, and his lips explored me, nibbling my neck, making me melt. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was losing control, powerless.

His tongue flicked out of his mouth, grazing my neck, moving down to my collarbone. I let a moan slip out of my lips, and he chuckled.

His beast hands clasped around my wrists, holding my arms down on the bed as he moved his lips to take my nipple in his mouth. I felt sweat beading on my forehead, his tongue flicking hard against my tender breast.

I moaned again, losing control of myself, his power overwhelming me. Rebecca saddled up next to me, playing with my hair, kissing my cheek.

It wasn’t like her, but I couldn’t help but go along with it. She grew more and more ravenous, kissing my ear and licking me.

The Chief continued sucking on my nipple, pulling another moan out of me. I squirmed against his arms, and he finally let go of my wrists. I ran my hand up his neck, pushing his head into me, making him suck harder, deeper.

I cringed, his hand moving and parting my knees. His fingers slid up my bare leg, and brushed against my pussy.

I was wet. Really wet.

Rebecca had moved to the other side of me, and was sucking on my other nipple, and I felt like I was spinning, I was getting so dizzy from it all. The Chief moved his hand up and slid his fingers across my pussy, forcefully rubbing my clit.

I screamed in shock, not used to such rough treatment of my body. He grinned, moving his hand faster and faster, my wetness splashing up onto my abdomen. I ran my fingers through Rebecca’s long black hair, pushing her to bite my nipple.

I moaned, as Areck dragged his lips across my stomach, still maintaining a hard pressure on my clitoris. The sight of such a creature going down on me made my stomach spin, but at the same time, made me hornier than ever.

Rebecca teased my nipple, moving her hand and cupping my breast. I groaned, the beastman teasing me with his tongue, slipping it against my pussy lips.

“Mmm, you taste delicious, prime for breeding,” he commented, rubbing his hand against me again. I gasped, his touch warm and soothing.

He grunted, dipping his head down and dragging his huge tongue across my pussy. I gasped again, his tongue slightly entering my slit, before slathering my clit with his hot beast saliva. I shivered as it coated me, sending a chill up my spine.

Rebecca kissed my cleavage, licking up the sweat that was started to bead there, I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. She brushed my wet hair off my forehead, kissing me on the cheek.

“It’ll be okay Scarlet, you’re gonna love this,”

I nodded, almost afraid to tell her: I was already loving this. The Chief grinned darkly, lowering his head against my pussy and drinking me up. I gasped and rocked my body, his hands squeezing my ass and holding me against his mouth. He was too good at this.

He slipped his tongue into me and slid it in and out, mimicking a normal man’s cock. A guttural groan came out of me as my back seized up, collapsing me against the bed. Rebecca kissed my stomach, continuing to lick up and kiss any sweat off my body.

I ran my hands through the Chief’s thick mane, holding his mouth against me as my body seized and bucked, my hips rising to meet his mouth. He breathed deeply through his nostrils, blowing hot air onto my clit.

I felt the warmth rising into me, his hot tongue just barely grazing my g-spot. He kept tonguing it, following my moans as they grew closer and closer together, louder and more insistent. I gripped a handful of his fur, and held on as my body rocked through an orgasm, climbing through me and exploding out.

“Oh my fuck! Areck!” I screamed into the Chief’s room. Rebecca pulled off me, and grinned. She climbed off the bed and grabbed onto the Chief, kissing his bald face, her tongue lashing out and teasing him. He lifted off me, turning and ravishing her with his kisses, his lips pulling on hers.

It was hot.

He lost his focus, lifting his hands off of me and turning to her, groping her breasts. She moaned as he tweaked her nipples, picking her up by her waist and throwing her onto the bed. I just got to watch for now.

“Oh god yes,” Rebecca cooed, as the Chief dipped down to taste her as well. He spread her knees forcefully, nearly knocking them against the bed. She was already wet, and ready to go.

He dipped down and took a large whiff of her, savoring it. “Mmmm, you are also delicious, as you were last night,” he said to her. She smirked at him, as he ran his tongue across her inner thigh, teasing her lips and folds.

She squirmed under his touch, and begged him to do more, “don’t do that, just fuck me already...”

He stood up, happy to oblige. As I watched, I didn’t even notice my own fingers on my pussy, vibrating against my clit. I squeezed my breast, as I watched the Chief grab Rebecca by her thighs and bring her closer to meet his thick cock.

It was enormous, much bigger than any man I had ever seen, I didn’t even think Rebecca would be able to take him, but she looked on with excitement, not anxiety.

He prodded her with the tip of it, already glazed with precum. She squirmed in his arms, begging him to fuck her already.

I moved my fingers faster, matching the intensity of my heartbeat, and he plunged into her, his cock penetrating her with surprising ease. She moaned loudly, her voice ringing through the room.

He grunted, and started to pound into her, his mane and fur swishing through the air with every hard, grunting thrust. She was like putty in his arms, her hands reaching out and pawing at me, begging for me to participate.

I moved my fingers faster, chasing an orgasm that was rising up through me. He pounded her harder, and faster than I could have ever imagined, and I lavished it. I let my climax engorge me, hot flames searing through my skin, sweat dripping off my chin.

In my glow, I leaned over and kissed Rebecca, her eager hand quickly planting itself on the back of my head, digging our lips together. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I took it, biting it and pulling. She moaned into me, and moved her hand to make me suck on her nipple.

I cupped her breast, lifting it to my mouth as I dragged my tongue across it, teasing it. I nibbled on it, placing it between my teeth and sliding it back and forth.

Her orgasm rocked the room, her wails growing louder and louder to match the sound of the beasts cock pounding into her skin. He groaned, and I realized he was cumming too.

He grunted, grabbing her ass as she arched into the air, her muscles tightening into a ball. He lifted her entire body by her hips, and shook, his orgasm rocking him as he shot into her, no hint of self consciousness at all.

I stared on, and couldn’t help but finally admit what I was feeling, I wanted it too. I wanted him to fuck me like that, a wild animal.

He groaned, pulling out his throbbing cock from her pussy, and she collapsed onto the bed, exhausted, sweaty, and sticky.

“You’re next, pretty one,” he growled, his cock still hard and quivering in the air. I stared at him, wide eyed.

“Already?”

“Yes, but first...” he dragged me over to him, and shoved my face into his cock.

I took the heavy cock in my hands, nearly too big to handle. “Suck on it.”

I held it up to my mouth, giving it a quick stroke over its shimmering head, still sticky with Rebecca’s pussy.

“More!” he demanded.

I quickly squeezed the base of it, moving my head down and dragging my tongue up the shaft, a good nine inches of mass. He shuddered, and I tasted Rebecca on him, it was delicious.

I took his cock in my mouth, opening my lips as wide as I could. He pushed his hips into me, urging his cock as deep as possible.

I fought back my tears, trying to focus on swirling my tongue around it, twisting it and making him moan. I loved listening to his voice growl, his beastial voice vibrate through his body.

I moaned, humming my voice on his cock. It twitched inside my mouth, and I did my best to keep it there, its strength almost too much to fight back.

He grunted, thrusting his hips into me, slamming into the back of my throat. My gag reflex screamed, and I tried to hold back.

He grunted again, slamming it back into me, and I pulled it out of my mouth, spitting up saliva, and heaving.

My knees were weak, but I could feel my pussy juices running down my legs, I was so ready for him.

“Enough,” he finally said, much to my relief. He picked me up and threw me onto the bed, right next to Rebecca, who was still sleepy-eyed. She nestled up next to me. As the Chief grabbed my knees, Rebecca started grinding into my hips, moaning softly into my ear. I stared into his dark blue eyes, and readied myself.

He pushed a powerful stroke into me, his amazing girth filling me to the brim almost immediately, but then it kept going. I stared at him in shock, terrified my pussy wasn’t going to be able to handle his massive cock.

He kept pushing, a hard grimace covering his face, until he was balls deep inside me. I couldn’t believe the feeling it was giving me, this overall glow that I had never felt before.

Then he started. He rocked back and forth, his cock only coming out a couple of inches, then slamming back into me.

I screamed in pleasure, reaching and wrapping my arm around Rebecca, holding on for the ride. She cooed, and grinded into me harder, as the Beast rocked my body against the bed, his fingers digging into my knees.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, “to finalize the ritual?”

I moaned, nodding, I couldn’t get any words out, not to save my life. My breathing was ragged, and I felt a warmth opening up inside me, threatening to burst forth.

“Do it...” I managed, “fucking cum inside me you bastard!”

I egged him on, and he relished it. A grin spread across his lips as he thrust harder into me, my orgasm spilling forth like a broken dam. I craned and squirmed under his touch, riding out my bodies involuntary spasms. His cock twitched, and he let out a guttural groan, his load splashing into me.

I felt every deep-body throb pulsate through me, reverberating through my bones. He groaned louder with each throb, and I knew there was no avoiding it, I was to be pregnant.

I collapsed back onto the bed, Rebecca’s grinding finally coming to a stop. The Beast withdrew from me, finally flaccid and weak. He moaned and collapsed next to us, and my eyes fluttered, finally too weak to stay awake. I passed out.

*** 

The morning light crept through the village, sneaking into the hut and waking me. I wiggled my nose and rose up, looking around.

Rebecca was still nestled next to me, still a sticky mess. The Chief wasn’t there.

I climbed to my feet and looked around, hoping to find him. I peeked out the front door, still conscious of my nakedness, and saw him standing there, looking over his village.

He sensed me, and began to speak. “Now that you and you’re friend have come here, I have to ask you to stay.”

I blinked, “I can’t stay.”

“You have to, for if the ritual was successful, we will have new children. For the first time in my life, we will have new children.”

I stared over at him, and looked into the village. The previously fierce looking beastmen looked gentle, and I no longer saw guards patrolling a small tribe, but creatures chatting and strolling, hunting groups readying for a feast. A community.

“Are you sure... we can stay?”

“Yes, you are more than welcome here. The other members of the tribe already hoped you would stay, if anything, to help appease relations between us and your race: humans.”

I nodded slowly, still taking it all in. I thought back to what I might have if I returned home. Debt, joblessness, starvation. None of it seemed important any longer, whereas here... I had a duty to carry out the child growing inside me.

“I think... I can do that. Rebecca too, she certainly seems excited about you.”

He turned to face me, a smile crinkling his beastial eyes. “That is fantastic.”

He walked back inside with me, and we woke Rebecca up to tell her the news. She took it as I expected, overjoyed. I guess she had already come to the same conclusion. The Chief kissed us both on the head, and brushed his finger across our cheeks.

I looked over at Rebecca, who smiled. I smiled too, thinking about a life I could finally lead, a life I could actually be proud of.

Punished by the Centaur by Simone Beatrix

I saw another centaur that night. I had already tried telling people in the castle about it, but no one would believe me. They wouldn’t believe me, telling me “Centaurs aren’t real. Stop acting out. You’re a princess.” But I knew the truth.

Every month for the last six months, I’d spy a centaur sneaking into the castle garden. My third story window overlooked the lush foliage of the garden below, which was often unguarded. Usually the centaurs would just take some fruit off our trees, scavenge some fallen fruit, and leave. But for the first time, this one lingered.

It might have been the light on in my room that caught his attention, or something spooking him. He had just gathered a handful of apples to take when he suddenly perked up, his tanned skin looking like milk in the moonlight, and stared into my lit window. I was leaning over the ledge when he looked, and we caught each other’s gaze. His eyes were enchanting, and for a briefest of time, I forgot that he wasn’t human. Not fully. He grunted after seeing me, and dashed off, the sound of his hooves hard and loud against the grass. In his rush, he dropped an apple, and I knew that I had to take action.

Or I might never see him again.

*** 

I ran out of my room and down the castle stairs, making my way past the throne room and sneaking out into the stables. It seemed fate was on my side that night, as I didn’t encounter more than two guards, who I was able to sweet talk into letting me out. I may have been more suggestive than was necessary, but I wasn’t perfect.

I sneaked off and stole a horse from the royal stables, lashing the reins to pick up speed. Before I knew it, I was far away from the city with its castle walls dominating the landscape. The darkness of the night became my only ally.

*** 

I had a vague idea where the lone Centaur might be headed. Years ago, I read about them in books, written back when people actually believed in the magic creatures that roamed the land. The old tomes mentioned a hidden grove near the rushing river. When I was a child, my father would often take me on his hunting trips, trying to raise me as if I were the prince he never had. I clearly remembered the sound of rushing water near one of his hunting spots, and the strange feeling I had standing near the edge of the river. Like something magical lay just beyond my reach. When I mentioned it to my father, he shrugged it off, and told me to focus on the hunt.

I pointed the horse in the right direction, and sped off.

Before I knew it, I entered the trailhead leading into the woods. The path was familiar to me, the trees looking the same, gnarled and bent in crooked and cocked directions. The branches were just thicker and longer, older.

As I ventured further into the wood, I found the trail began to tighten and shrink before me. Eventually I had to abandon my horse, leaving it so I could travel by foot.

The full moon was my only source of light, and it was still difficult to see as I walked deeper and deeper, sidestepping thick roots and over fallen logs.

After walking for what felt like hours, I saw a flicker of light in the distance. It was too yellow to be the moon, and it danced between the gaps in the trees. I rushed to meet it, nearly tripping in my clumsy shoes as I ran toward it.

The light bloomed and blossomed out as I drew near, revealing a small village situated in a forest clearing. How anyone would have found it during the day was a mystery to me. If I didn’t have the light to guide me, I would have ended up lost in circles.

The source of the light was coming from a fire, its dancing flame surrounded by quaint huts, with sturdy walls. They weren’t really houses, but more hardy than huts. The doors were all closed, and much taller than any back at the castle’s village.

Cautiously, I moved toward it, trying to get a better look at the layout of the village. I squeezed my hands, fighting back the urge to flee and run away.

Of course, my favorite centaur myths all revolved around them being gentle and loving creatures. I only then remembered the ones that talked about them being fierce and hateful of humans. Convenience, I suppose.

If only I knew the answer was somewhere in the middle.

*** 

“What are you doing here?” a voice came from the deep shadows near the huts. I twirled around, facing it. A majestic black centaur stepped out from his hiding place—the same centaur I saw at the castle garden.

“I—I just wanted to see if you were real...” He seemed upset, but not angry.

He looked away from me, as if he was distracted by something. “You shouldn’t have come. It isn’t safe.”

“Safe? What do you mean not safe?”

He shushed me, quietly stepping up to me and putting his finger to my lips. I nodded as he pulled it away, and he beckoned me to follow.

He went into a nearby hut, the one he was hiding next to. Inside, despite the poor lighting, I saw furniture and bedding that was designed for centaurs. The chairs were more like stools, and the beds were large and wide, big enough to accommodate the width and length of a centaur beast.

“The other centaurs might not take kindly to you being here. We’ve had... issues with human visitors before.”

I stared at him, still dumbstruck he was even real. “Issues? What kind of issues?”

“Violence, or worse.”

I gasped, holding my hand to my mouth. “I—I should leave then.”

“You can’t right now, its too dangerous.”

“Dangerous? How is nightfall too dangerous?”

“We have to hunt at night, unless some humans spot us during the day. If you go back out there, any of my fellow centaurs might run into you. You have to stay here tonight. In the morning, I’ll make sure you can escape safely.”

“Okay,” I gulped. I still didn’t really know what I was getting myself into, or if I could even trust this creature.

He turned and began fixing up the bed. “My name is Ezrin, by the way.”

“I’m Bree.” I offered to shake his hand. He took it lovingly, stroking my skin as he shook it. As I pulled my hand back, I felt the skin tingling.

“Here, your bed is ready. You better get under the covers, just incase I have any company.”

I hopped in and wrapped myself up tight, shutting my eyes. I almost wish I hadn’t left the safety of home.

I heard his hooves clatter against the floor, as he left through the front door. I heard another voice outside, another centaur.

“You have company over Ezrin? Who were you talking to?” the voice asked.

My heart raced, and I held the covers tight over my head.

“It was nothing, I was just reminding myself of something,” Ervin said, dismissing the other centaur. I sighed, and listened for the sound of his hooves to grow more distant and quiet. Eventually, I managed to fall asleep.

*** 

I was pulled from my bed, powerful centaur hands gripping my arms. The sunlight shining through the open door showed my captors, two giant black centaurs pulling me up.

“What, what’s going on?!” I screamed, finding two different centaurs hauling me out of Ezrin’s house. I looked over my shoulder, and saw him standing at the entrance to his house, his shoulders slumped and a defeated look on his face. I knew he had at least tried.

I was dragged to a towering building, its foundation cracked and eaves infested with bats. It made the rest of the houses look humble. An enormous shire-centaur stood in front of it, anger flashing in his eyes. His breathing was hard and rough, and his skin was glistening with hot sweat. 

He stepped down from the entrance of his home, his hooves and body gigantic. I saw his house wasn’t only big to signify his authority, but to accommodate his size. Tufts of fur accented his ankles unlike all the other centaurs in the village. His blood must’ve been more pure if the horses back at the castle were anything to go off of.

I was thrown to the ground in front of him, and my knees and hands scraped against the rough dirt.

The leader stared out over his village, a hateful look in his eyes. He snarled, “Ezrin! What is the meaning of this!”

I turned to see Ezrin had been following us. He knelt in front of the giant centaur, his front horse legs crumpling to the dirt.

“I apologise! It is entirely my fault this human discovered our location. I had been stealing fruit from the castle garden...”

“Again?!” The leader said, “I told you to stay away from there. Ezrin...”

“Seer David!” Ezrin shouted back, “Do not harm this human! She means us no harm.”

“I’ll be the one to decide who means us harm,” he turned and looked down at me. His gaze followed me, and I felt a sense of overwhelming foreboding pass over me. “So—human—what is your name?”

“My name is Bree, Princess Bree of the Kingdom Relant.”

“A princess...?” David said, “we might be able to make use of her just yet.”

“Make use of me?”

“Yes,” his gaze narrowed on my body, “for our purposes. Princess, our population has thinned. The only possible path to recover our thinning numbers is you.”

I stared at him, eyes wide. “You’re not implying...”

“Yes, I am. We would use you for our breeding purposes.”

“Breeding?! I’m a princess! You can’t treat me like a piece of meat!” I spat at him. He turned and flinched. “Like I’m some common whore!”

He snarled at me, leaning close. His breath was hot on my face. “Are you saying our women are ‘pieces of meat’?”

I held my own for as long as I could, holding his stare. His green eyes smoldered, and he set his jaw. I knew I wasn’t going to win. I lowered my gaze.

“Good. Guards, take her away for now, while I prepare the ceremony for tonight.”

I was hoisted back to my feet, and I barely had the energy to walk myself to the lock-up.

*** 

Ezrin was the first to visit me.

“Bree, Bree.” His voice woke me.

I looked up, my shackles holding my arms above my head. I was pinned to the walls of a wooden cage, my ass sitting in mud, and my legs jutting out in front of me.

“What is it Ezrin?” I said with a cold tone, “I feel like I should blame you for all this... if you hadn’t been in the castle...”

“Shush, this isn’t the time.” He looked around, “I have some good news for you.”

I perked up, hoping it was about my escape. “Seer David might seem all fire and brimstone, but you might be surprised to hear it is unusual that he didn’t kill you. Last time we had a human in our village, they were executed. Him deciding to keep you here might actually be for your benefit.”

“Oh yeah? In what way?”

“You see... the reason humans and centaurs don’t get along anymore is because of a war our races had hundreds of years ago. If you unite our village with your kingdom, it would pave the path to clear all that bad-blood up.”

The idea didn’t sound all that terrible as it rolled around in my head. I mean, I had been nearly obsessed with centaurs my whole life, to the point that I stole a horse to chase one back to his village.

“Maybe... maybe its destiny?” I asked.

“Maybe. That was my thought. I didn’t give you away or anything. The guards bursting in on you was the first I knew about it. We’ll see soon.”

“Wait, why don’t you just set me free?”

He face darkened. “If I set you free, Seer David would go berserk. Not only would he slay me where I stood, he’d take it out on the rest of the village, before finally assaulting your castle.”

I gulped, “I guess that isn’t a good plan then.”

“Yeah. Don’t worry. Everything will work out.”

“I hope you’re right Ezrin.” He galloped away from the cage.

*** 

Nightfall had fallen again, and the ceremony was beginning. I heard distant drumming start up, which startled me awake. Just as I began to regain my bearings, I was reminded of my imprisonment when four guards showed up. They knelt down, gripping the bars of the cages and hoisting it into the air, before placing it on their strong backs.

I was taken to the center of the village where a huge bonfire had been erected. Tens of centaurs stood at the fire, and Seer David was their center of attention. His fur had been painted with intricate patterns, and the paint had been splashed onto his human chest, drying in his chest hair. He looked absolutely fierce, and in a striking kind of way. Animalistic, almost feral. I knew that I should have been scared, but a kind of serenity overcame me. I felt peaceful.

Not only peaceful, but... aroused.

*** 

Seer David came to me, his muscles taut, powerful, under his skin. His veins were throbbing, and I could feel the heat rolling off of him in waves.

“Release the prisoner!” he said, beckoning the guards to lower the cage. They dropped it to the floor, and David came up to it.

He reared back on his hind hooves, and bashed the cage open in feral rage. The wood splintered and buckled underneath his powerful attack. I cowered, covering my head, terrified of what was going to happen next.

He picked me up out of the remains of the cage, and carried me to a podium that was raised in front of the roaring bonfire.

He laid me down on it, my back touching the cold rock first. He began to work on my clothes. His strong fingers were rough, and he reached underneath my royal garments and began tearing them open.

I gasped, as he shredded the rest of my clothes down to my waist, pulling the scraps out from underneath me.

“The Ceremony will begin,” David said, his voice low and eager. I squirmed under his touch, confused by how nice his hands felt on my skin, and how repulsive it was at the same time. The music that the other centaurs were playing thudded against my ears, embedding itself deep in me. The sound of the drums entered me, and I felt myself enter a kind of trance based off their rhythm.

David overlooked me, his keen eyes gauging my body, testing my resolve. I stared back into him, and the sound of the music and the murmuring of the other centaurs vanished.

It was as if the rest of the world melted away. I felt something change, his face appeared to soften, and he held his hand out to stroke my cheek.

I nudged my face against him, and felt the world open up for us.

*** 

“David,” I whispered. 

He nodded to me, his hands running down my leg, before he dragged my body closer to him.

He climbed up on the podium, his front hooves placed delicately near my head. I looked up at him, the horse-half of his body obstructing the starry sky. It was tantalizingly close to me, his horse-half nearly brushing against my tits. I could feel the heat radiating off of his body, steam and smoke from the bonfire coiling up and around his majestic body, giving him an almost ethereal glow. He moved, and I felt his cock for the first time. Strong sinew, his glistening head grazed my inner thigh, and I gasped. He lowered himself between my legs, which surprised me. My fingers curled around his thick fur as his tongue danced over my lips, making me convulse and kick without authority.

He slurped up my juices and gave me a hungry look, which made my body tense with thirst. He cradled my tits and teased my nipples into hard points. The crowd watching us only seemed to incense me more, something I wasn’t used to.

My cheeks flushed as he stood back up and brought his cock near me.

His cock teased my pussy, the head of it lightly grazing my lips. I braced myself, holding the edge of the platform with my hands.

He didn’t hesitate for a moment. His dick entered me, the head feeling enormous. A powerful roar came from him, and his feral energy poured into the task, I tried to relax, but there wasn’t much I could do calm my breathing. Hot energy poured out of me, and I felt it rise and curl. I didn’t just want his cock anymore, I needed it. It was as if something had changed within me, the moment his cock touched my lips.

“David, fuck me!” I screamed.

And he did. It wasn’t like anything I could have ever imagined. White hot energy shook through me as his legs squatted and his cock filled me up. His engorged cock somehow massaging my g-spot with every twisted stroke of its phallic mass. I writhed on the pedestal, my exposed back scraping against the rough hewn stone. His rough fur brushed against my tits with every thrust of his body, and I felt my nipples grow raw from the abrasion. I didn’t know how much I could take, but David’s guttural cries kept me focused, kept me focused on the prize at hand. Unity.

I tried to engage him, swiveling my hips as best I could, matching his rhythm. It only seemed to incense him, and he cried out in a glorious rage, his tightened fists pounding his chest. It was deafening, the sound of his hooves scraping the stone as he straddled me, his own lust overpowering him. I shook, and felt like I was going to pass out. It was too much.

David’s engorged cock pounded into me, filling me to the brim with his beastly vigor. Every powered stroke of his rod pushed me forward on the podium, until I threatened to fall off of it entirely. My arms hung loose off the edge, my back raw from the rock.

The drums intermingled with the rhythm of David’s strokes, and I reached down and flicked my clit to the beat. I felt like a warm white energy was cascading over me, the pain and pleasure mixing together like some kind of symphony. It swirled and danced inside, as I could feel David’s righteous heartbeat pulse inside the walls of my pussy, my wet lips clenching him as tight as a taut bow string.

I leaned over and stroked his horse-half leg, running my fingers through the tuft of fur above his hoof. I moaned as I kissed it, tasting his sweat and passion through his matted fur.

The bonfire cackled, the glow of it flickering off the underside of his body, I let it flow through me.

“I’m gonna come!” he screamed, and I knew. I knew this is what I wanted. 

He bucked hard, his hooves knocked against the stone podium. I squirmed underneath his body, gripping the edges of the pedestal with my fingers, trying to keep myself from falling off of it. His energetic thrusts nearly knocking the wind out of me. Then I felt his seed pump into me. His dick twitched inside me, and it expanded, dumping a pulsating load into my pussy. Each groan that escaped his mouth signaled another load, and another. I felt it squish out of me, his cock pushing it out and dribbling it onto my thighs.

“It is done,” David exhaled. “You’ll now carry the mighty soul of a centaur within you. When you leave this village and return to your people, they will have no choice but to accept the kinship our races now share.” He climbed off the pedestal, his hard hooves stomping against the ground. The crowd that had gathered around us grew silent, and I felt... at peace. I rolled back, and stared into the night sky. The twinkling stars seemed to be saying something to me.

I listened, and heard them.

I smiled. I was chosen to carry on this task. I would carry it on, with a happy heart.

*** 

The night passed. I woke up the next morning, still laying on that stone ceremonial pedestal. Someone had draped a thick fur blanket over my naked body. I immediately sensed something was different within me. I knew I was pregnant.

I had to be.

As I leaned up, I rubbed my eyes and the world came into focus. I heard rustling, and saw David emerge from his hiding place next to his hut.

“I’m glad to see you made it through the night... sleep well?”

“Yes... despite the rough bed.” I rubbed my back.

“Ritual dictates that those chosen can’t be moved for eight hours, lest the process be interrupted. I’m sorry you had to sleep outside.” His voice was gentle, as if all his ferocious anger had dissipated. I sensed a kindness in him. His blue eyes sparkled in the morning sun, and I felt like stroking him.

He came closer to me, so I had my opportunity. I ran my fingers up his strong chest, the smell of his scent and sweat still powerful. He moved into my hand, his skin soft to the touch.

I caressed his face, and he kneeled down to kiss me. A sensual kiss, it was totally unlike the barbaric aggression of the night before. Ezrin was also nearby, and he approached us. He waited until we were done, not breaking our moment.

“I’ll have my best men escort you back to your land if you’d like,” David said, gesturing to Ezrin.

I looked away, staring off into the distance.

“What if I don’t want to go back?”

I felt his movement, uneasiness. “Why wouldn’t you?” Ezrin looked shocked.

“I feel something... greater here. Like I have a better purpose.”

“What about the unification?” Ezrin asked.

“I think it’ll be more powerful if I arrive in a couple of months. The panic that I’ll have gone missing will add an extra flair to the whole thing... don’t you think?”

David mused, stroking his chin. “Perhaps. At the very least, you can stay for a couple more days, to make sure your body has accepted our union.”

I touched my stomach, “I know it has.” I met his eyes, and felt his adoration.

Ezrin left us again, letting us be alone.

David picked me up, holding me tight to his strong centaur chest. He carried me into his grand hut, and laid me down on his bed.

“Rest some more, you had a hard night.” He brushed the hair out of my eyes, and kissed me again.

I fell asleep, knowing that I was beginning a completely new chapter of my life. I couldn’t wait to see where it would take me.

Taken by the Orc King by Simone Beatrix

All I knew is that I didn’t belong.

The orcs had taken me from my house during their raid on the kingdom, dragging me by my feet through the burning city. Before I could manage to utter a word, they had thrown me into a locked coach and carted me off to their king. Among the orcs, he was only know simply as The orc overlord.

Now I sat in a repurposed dungeon, where traitors to the throne used to be tossed before execution. The stone walls were crumbling, and I could hear stirring on either side. I knew I wasn’t the only one here, since there were several other women in the cart with me. No men though, I shuddered to think what had happened to them.

Now the damp stone was the only comfort I had, and it was a pitiful one at that. While there were prisoners on either side of me, my cell was empty save for me. The milky moonlight barely creeped through the bars holding my small half-window shut. I sighed, wishing I knew why I had deserved such a fate.

“Fuck me!” I groaned, rattling my chains against the hard stone. An orc guard outside my jail hushed me, telling me to keep quiet or he’d give me a real reason to cry out. I fumed, mad and seeking some kind of vengeance. I had over heard the orcs in the city talking when they dragged me in: they were going to serve up the new prisoners to the orc overlord to determine who would be worth keeping. I had no choice but to give him a reason to keep me. 

I had to, or they’d cut my head off. Then I’d have to figure out my plan of attack, my best way to save myself.

I rubbed my neck, sick with the thought. 

One step at a time Amber, just one step at a time. I tried to get some rest on the cot that was thrown into the cell.

*** 

Hours passed, until they finally came to take me away. My eyes were shut when I heard the two orc knights clamor into the prison, their chain-mail rattling annoyingly against the stone floor. The first knight’s voice is what finally opened my eyes.

“Let the prisoner out, the overlord wishes to see it.” He snarled. I glared at him.

“This prisoner isn’t an ‘it’, I’m a ‘she.’” I spat, holding my stare on him. He didn’t seem to care. The guard retrieved his key and slid it into the lock, releasing the door. He jerked it open with all his body weight, freeing it from the wall. It shuddered open.

I could almost taste the freedom. Before I could make a dash through the open door, the two Knights reached in and grabbed me by the arms, pulling me out of the cell. I stumbled on my feet, managing to maintain my balance.

“Go.” The first orcish knight said, pushed me forward, jabbing a spear into my back. The cold point of it dug into my skin, but didn’t break it. They had taken my clothes when I got the prison, and I had nothing on but a loincloth and a meager excuse for a top. 

I didn’t really have a choice. The second knight followed behind us as we walked through the murky dungeon depths, before arriving at the exit: a series of stairs leading up a curved hallway.

It would be nice to see the surface again at least.

*** 

When we made it to the throne room, I saw three other women already waiting at the front of the throne. Their own subjugators held them captive, and one of them looked near tears. The throne was empty, he wasn’t here yet. 

I had a quick chance to survey the room. It wasn’t unlike a typical throne room, but the aesthetics were a bit... more macabre. The throne itself was made of what looked like a combination of animal and human bones, with a horse pelvis acting as the seat. The blood-soaked banners that lined the hallway highlighted the crumbling stone from what looked like a forsaken castle. I couldn’t believe that this used to be a castle under human control, and I suddenly realized I had no idea how long I had been sitting in the cell downstairs.

Pelts lined the walls, with other apparatus set up for skinning and bleaching them. Moonlight streamed in through the several holes that lined the ceiling, but nothing too large. The air was humid and thick with a musty scent.

The orcish knights suddenly stood at attention, as another less combat-dressed orc announced the arrival of the orc overlord. 

“Respect the orc King, Savior of our people!” the orc cried out, before standing aside as the orc overlord stepped through the small hallway. He looked mighty powerful, almost making the knights and guards I had seen before this look tiny in comparison. He must’ve been nearly seven feet tall, and his powerful shoulders were adorned with a marvelous red cape. Whether it was red when he first put it on, I couldn’t tell. His helmet was gold, with bull horns curved powerfully around his ears. The tips tapered to sharp points near to his eyes.

His green eyes surveyed the four of us, taking each of us in. Examining our every mark, scar and beauty mark.

The knights pushed us each down to the floor, each of our knees slamming into the stone floor with a loud thud. The sound of skins slapping stone echoed throughout the hall. Silence rested on us.

The orc overlord finally sat in his throne, an air of arrogant confidence overpowering even himself. He didn’t wear any kind of royal clothes, but his war uniform was in much better condition than the other’s, despite appearing to be covered in blood.

Something powerful stirred in me, despite the situation I was in, I found myself... curious. 

An orc standing near the throne stepped forward, and whispered something into the overlord's ear that made him grin, exposing his sharp teeth. He nodded in reply to the orc, then waved him away. He gripped the arms of his throne, whitening his knuckles against their steel bars.

“As you lot probably don’t know, tonight is a special night for us orcs.” The overlord said, his voice booming throughout the great hall. “It is the night when we choose a mate to continue our species, to serve as our new orc Queen. Regrettably, I cannot choose all four of you lovely specimens, as it defies ancient tradition. Three of you will have to be sent back to the dungeons, where you will be enjoyed by the other orcs in the battalion.”

The three women next to me shivered visibly, averting their gaze to the floor. I knew I had little choice, either be chosen as the orc Queen, or suffer for years in that crypt. I had been thinking it might come down to this, a feeling in my gut told me.

As he surveyed us, his hungry eyes feasting on our bodies, I caught his gaze. I watched his green eyes, flecked with bright shades of gold, stop on me for a moment. He smiled, clearing his throat.

“This one. I’ve decided.” He said, his voice hoarse and strong. The other women looked up at me, anger flashing in their eyes. I almost couldn’t help but smirk in satisfaction.

The guards standing behind them grabbed their arms and lifted them to their feet, ordering them back down the carpeted hallway and toward the dungeon. The last glimpse I caught of them, the knights were laughing, fondling the women as they left.

The women should have done the same as me, but they had no ambition. They were all staring at the floor. I had to take the initiative, or I’d have ended up back in the stocks as well. 

Little did I know, that’s exactly where I was going.

The orc overlord stood, catching my attention again. He walked down the ragged carpet steps to reach me. Something about his overwhelming sense of power made me lose focus, and I suddenly found myself staring at the floor, almost embarrassed. His gaze was off-putting, and somehow erotic. He put his gnarled green hand under my chin and lifted my gaze to meet his piercing eyes. 

“I think I’ll enjoy this one, very much.” He breathed. He gestured to the guards. “Take this one to my private dungeon, she’ll serve me better locked up there than with the other rabble.” He released my head, and I felt it slump to my chest. He stood up and walked away, a chuckle in his throat. 

The guards hoisted me to my feet, their strong arms pinching my skin. I was dragged down another hallway I hadn’t seen before, down a flight of stone steps, and thrown into a larger dungeon than I was in before.

“Fuck, how is this any better?” I yelled back at the guards, who were turning to leave.

The larger one turned to me, his eyes red with rage. “Silence! The overlord will be here soon, then you’ll understand everything.”

I fumed, collapsing onto an iron table that sat in the middle of the room. I looked around, finding various torture devices, completely absent from the other cells. A stockade was set up, next to it was a stretching apparatus, and in another corner was a series of wrist holds and ropes suspended by a chain. I cringed at that one, rubbing my wrists at the idea of being held in the air, exposed and vulnerable.

If only I had known what that was taste like.

*** 

What seemed like hours later, a sudden clash alerted me. I shot my attention to the door, where I heard a set of keys clang against the metal before the door was unlocked. The slide slammed open, and the wooden door revealed The orc overlord himself. Before he closed the door, he turned and told the guard outside the door that if he disturbed him, he’d be sentenced to death.

Finally, he slammed the door shut and entered the chamber. His muscular body still adorned by the war uniform I saw him wearing in the throne room.

“Stand.” He commanded, raising his hand in an upward gesture. I did, suddenly aware of my near-nakedness. I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment, not quite sure why. I wasn’t used to being chosen over other women, maybe that was why.

“I hope you’re fit and read. As I said in the grand hall, I must take your body to be my wife, and the woman who will carry my children.” His voice rang out, steady and even. I gulped, sweat running down my cheek.

“I, I think I am.” I said. I don’t think I really realized what I had agreed to, but there was no turning back now.

He was upon me almost instantly, his speed surprising considering his enormous stature. He rushed up to me, pushing me back onto the iron table. I yelped, terrified. But something stirred inside me, something deep, buried, and hidden. I didn’t really know what it was, but his way of handling me... it turned me on.

“You think? Perhaps I should grab another prisoner, who is more sure of her commitment to her life.” He said, holding his hand against my chest. 

I nodded, reassuring myself. You can do this Amber. I caught his stare and said as firmly as I could: “I am ready, sir.” I felt the pressure of his hand lift off me, and I gasped for air.

“Excellent, that’s exactly what I want to hear, ‘sir.’ Keep that up and you may not have to test my anger again. Tell me your name, human.”

“My name is Amber, sir.” I said, biting my lip. 

“Amber huh? A fine name.”

“What’s yours?” I asked, quickly adding, “sir.”

“It doesn’t concern you. Now, take off those clothes.” He flashed a smile.

I nodded, quickly removing the ties that held my loincloth and barely held together top. I tossed them aside, my nakedness exposed to his hungry green eyes. 

Hungry they were, dancing up and down my frame. His jaw slackened, and he moved towards me. “Say it again, say ‘sir.’”

He pushed me down onto the table, my back slamming into it. I groaned out and felt his lips on my chest, moving around. 

“Yes, sir, whatever you want... sir.” The sensation of his green lips on my skin was something completely different, a slimy kind of texture was left from each imprint, and a spicy leftover made my skin ripple with goosebumps.

He was nimble too, his hand cupping my breast and bringing it to his lips. I caught a moan in my throat, still barely comprehending what was going on. He pushed my legs open, his tongue slipping out of his mouth and teasing my moist skin. My breathing grew thin. 

Suddenly he stood up, walking over to the head of the iron table and grabbing my wrists. Before I even had a chance to try and wrestle them back from him, he had locked a strong wooden bar over them, barricading them above my head. I laid helpless on the iron table, my hands bound above my head, my skin naked and dewed with sweat. 

He moved back, kissing my arm and he rounded the table, his facial hair tickling my skin. His surprisingly soft lips circled my nipple, teasing it into a hard point.

I moaned, throwing my head back into the table, lost in my own pleasure. His mouth moved down my body again, reaching the warmth between my legs.

He inhaled deeply, taking in my scent. The hot air from his breath tickled me, flushing my cheeks. I tried to look away, but his powerful gaze held mine.

“Mmmm... delicious. I love the way human women smell.” The orc overlord whispered, his gravelly voice vibrating through me. He dipped down for another pass, gliding his forked serpent-like tongue against my wet clit. The two wet tips of it curled against me, sliding themselves between my lips, taking in my wetness.

I moaned, holding myself steady against the stockade, trying to balance myself. Could this really be happening? This powerful orc, taking me for a ride? I shivered at the thought, but not out of fear, not anymore.

He chuckled, the breath from his nostrils hitting tickling the inside of my moist thighs. I felt a rumble grow inside me, his tongue deftly moving along my clit, making me shake with intensity. I mouthed, begging for more. “Take... Take me,” I began to realize the extent of what it’d be to be his queen, and I loved the idea.

His hand clasped my thigh, holding me still as I bucked against his mouth, hurting my wrists that were still locked up. He chuckled, his voice vibrating through me, making me moan louder.

“Careful, you don’t want to hurt yourself, that’s my job.” He said.

He brought an orcish finger to his mouth, gliding his tongue over it. I felt the tip  of it at my entrance, slowly pushing its way into me. I let out a long groan, every centimeter it pushed into me, another ounce of breath pushed out of my lungs.

I moaned, bringing my knees together to squeeze his head, he laughed at my attempt at holding him back, and thrust his finger into me with a powerful push. I buckled, releasing him and collapsing onto the table, just letting him have his way with me.

He pulled his wet finger out slowly, before dragging it up across my clit. Driving me wild, I nearly yelled out what I desired: “Take me! Just take me already!”

“I thought you’d never ask,” he grinned, standing and pulling out his green cock. “But first, a little test drive.” He climbed atop the stockade, and brought his thickness to my mouth, to taste. Eagerly I slid my tongue over it, tasting his juices.

There was something exquisite about orcish skin, a kind of texture that gave it something special. He groaned as I tasted him, the tip of my tongue dabbing the end of his cock, a long line of saliva pulling across before breaking. His hips swayed, before he pushed his cock deeper into my mouth, engulfing me. I fought back tears, mostly out of surprise.

Regaining my composure, I glanced up and caught his gaze, before doing my best to pump my head over his shaft, being careful to swirl my tongue over the tip and around the base. He moaned, his cries of pleasure echoing throughout the damp dungeon. 

Flashing my eyes down and up his majestic body, I decided to do something a bit dangerous. I bit down on his prick, not enough to make him bleed, but enough to send a surge a message to him, a filthy invitation. He recoiled, pulling his cock out of my mouth and staring me down, trying to figure out what I had just done.

I grinned, and before long he had gotten the message. “Rough huh? You want it like that? I can both play that game.” 

He moved back to the base of the table, grasping me by the hips and turning me over so my stomach met the cold steel. I flinched at first, before my sweaty body relaxed. He yanked me closer to the end of the table, stretching my criss-crossed elbows against the force of the stockade. 

I moaned, surprised at how pleasing the pain was. I turned to face him, to watch his muscles ripple through his hairy body. He slid his hand over his cock with a quick motion, before planting the tip of it against my folds.

I nodded, almost thrusting my hips into him, despite the stretch on my arms. He plunged into me with a push, his cock filling every inch of me up, my wet folds squeezing him with every stroke. I gasped, sweat beading on my forehead. He’s going to do it, he’s going to impregnate me... I relished the thought, dreaming of raising his powerful kin in my body.

He thrust into me, pushing my ass down against the table, the pressure of his cock pulsating against my front wall. I groaned, slamming my elbows against the table in frustration.

“Fuck me harder! What’d I say?!” 

He sighed, driving hard into me, his cock ramming against my insides. I felt like I was going to explode, but it wasn’t enough, I needed more. 

“Harder? This isn’t hardcore enough for you?” he relented, unsheathing his cock from my body. “Come here then,” he barked, unlocking my hands from the stockade.

He picked me up with his powerful hands. I squirmed in his arms, and tried to look around to see where he was taking me: the suspended chains.

He rebound my wrists in the straps, which were held fast to the ceiling with thick chains. My arms were hung above my head, and my feet were fastened to chains attached to the floor.

He could do anything he wanted, and he did. He stepped up to me, his hand groping me brazenly before he thrust his wet cock back into me. A gasp escaped my mouth, and he held his hand under my chin, catching my gaze. His green eyes bore into me, digging deep into my soul. I moaned, louder than ever before.

He held his stare, holding me there, his cock throbbing rhythmically inside me. Our bodies were attuned to each other, and I could feel his heartbeat pulse through his chest, and his thick green monster cock. His breathing matched mine as he rocked me, the chains rattling against each other. His eyes watched mine, holding my gaze.

My wrists burned, and I wanted so desperately to touch his face, caress him, but I knew that would be improper. He rocked me, driving his cock into me and out, each time coaxing a lustful moan out of me.

A burning sensation rose inside me, a turmoil of broiling flame began to ascend, flowing through my body and into my hands and feet. I curled, my panting catching up with me.

“I’m cumming!” I moaned, my hands expectedly going numb. My toes curled intensely as I felt the wave jolt through me, shaking my chains and making me shake. He held fast, squeezing my waist and demanding that I ride through it.

My pussy clenched and unclenched his cock, coaxing his own explosive orgasm. A guttural moan escaped his mouth, and I knew this was it, the moment that would change my life forever. As he squeezed my waist, his cock exploded inside me, each pulsating drop of his orcish seed pushed into me, my vice pussy holding him inside. He pounded away a couple more times, driving more yelps out of my body before finally groaning one final time. He held his cock inside me, resting his head on my shoulder, regaining his composure.

His breathing was rapid, but soon calmed as the storm passed. He kissed me, his lips gentle.

He unsheathed himself from me once more, stepping down from the pedestal he had been on. While still regaining his composure, he undid my shackles from the ceiling and my feet restraints, finally letting me soothe my injured wrists and ankles.

Finally I could touch him, the beast who had given me everything. I caressed his stubbled face and kissed him, having to go on my tip-toes to do so. He kissed me back, his soft lips feeling just right against mine. 

As I pulled away from him, he rested his hand on my stomach, and nodded.

“It is done.” 

He shuddered, a cold child shaking him, “in nine months you will give birth to a powerful warrior, you should be proud.” He growled, his voice tickling me. He whispered in my ear something else.

“And you will become my queen.” 

I flushed, not just at the idea, but how it felt. I would become the most powerful woman in the kingdom, and his horde of orcs would continue their rampage across the country, with me at the head of it all. We would become the new super power in the region, dominating everyone else. Just like he had dominated me.

I smiled, placing my hand over his. “And we will be powerful together.” 

He smirked, leaning me over and picking me up. I was tired, and before we could even leave the dungeon, I passed out.

*** 

I awoke in his claimed royal chamber. It wasn’t originally his, but it was now, and that was all that really mattered wasn’t it? Thick billowy sheets covered our naked bodies, the sun cresting over the distant mountains. He was still asleep, and my head was rested against his powerful chest, the gentle heaving of his breathing a reminder of his own exhaustion.

I smiled, gently kissing his green skin. I didn’t want to wake him, not yet at least. The sun shined through the bay window, and cascaded over our warm bodies.

Together, we would be powerful. Together we would be unstoppable.

Forced by the Snow beast by Simone Beatrix

I threw my skis into my cargo carrier on top of my Toyota Echo, latching it shut and locking it. I turned to rummage through my duffel bag, double-checking that I hadn’t forgotten my toothbrush.

Ring~ring~ring.

I snapped open my phone.

“Hello?” I nudged the phone between my shoulder and cheek while I tossed my clothes about the driveway.

“Hey Jessi, it’s Emily.” 

“How’s it going? Good to hear from you...” I mumbled into the phone.

“Good good... Hey I don’t think I can make it this year.”

I sighed heavily. “I have to go alone?”

“It’s not my fault, Blake is getting all needy again. He says that he can’t stand the thought of not having me around for Christmas. He’s such a pain.”

“Well fuck that! Just come anyway.” I scrambled to keep the phone in the nook of my shoulder.

“Jessi...”

“I know, I know,” I relented. There was no use. She was impossible to pull away from her boyfriend, so I was surprised when she said she could come with me this year.

“Well, be safe out there, you never know what could happen.” Emily said. “You know, bigfoot or something!” she laughed.

“Yeah I’m sure,” I chuckled. “I’ll be safe, I promise.” I freed my hand from my bag, and snapped my phone shut. I grinned, finding my toothbrush and feeling relief wash over me. I knew skiing would still be just as fun. Maybe more so without her tagging along. She wasn’t as proficient as me, so I had to take it easier when she was on the slopes.. I opened the trunk and tossed my bag in.

I climbed into my car and drove off, a brisk two hour drive was all that separated me from my natural state.

*** 

I arrived at the cabin with dusk setting in. The cabin was still closed up from when I last left it in the spring, so I parked in front of the garage and climbed out to work on freeing the garage door from the snowdrift. I was surprised at how much there was, which was a good sign. If I was surprised, there was sure to be a lot less people fighting for premium back-country skiing this week.

Freeing the garage from the ice, I pulled the car in and walked inside. The sunset was glowing through the large windows that overlooked the lake, coating everything in an orange light. I tossed my bag on the bed and got my pajamas on.

I stretched out on the couch, and turned the television on to check the weather. The drive was more exhausting than I expected, so I crawled into bed shortly after heating up some soup.

If only I knew what really was in store for me that day.

*** 

I woke early, the sunlight twinkling through the icicles hanging off the eaves.

“Oh, this is going to be perfect.” I yawned to myself. I looked like it had snowed even more, which got my heart racing with excitement. Fresh powder, all mine. I smiled as I padded into the kitchen and cooked up some breakfast. 

Eggs, bacon and toast, easy enough. Filling enough.

I got dressed quickly, tying my hair back into a ponytail. I threw some energy bars in my backpack and set off in my car. The nearest trailhead was only a couple of miles away, but if I got back later than I expected, it would be good to have my car nearby to drive back into town. 

Reaching the trailhead, the parking lot was completely empty. I parked and pulled my skis down from my roof. Soon I was strapped in and ready to go.

Pulling my map out, I groaned. I had gone on all the paths in the area in the last couple of years, everything was the same and so boring and tame. It was time to break out of that rut. To embark on a new journey. I drew a line around the backside of a trail, circling some notable landmarks that looked like they would help me navigate my way out if I got lost.

I folded my map back up and set off.

*** 

Hours passed on the slopes. Time felt like it was standing still, with nature and I out there, the freshly powdered snow glinting in the sun, the soft creak of my skis against the snow. 

Without warning, the puffy white clouds darkened, seemingly building up in intensity within minutes. The snow trickled down and then began to dump.

This wasn’t part of the plan at all.

I went snow-blind. I couldn’t see more than a couple of feet in front of my ski tips. I tried to ease myself around with my poles, trying to find a tree to take cover near.

Fear lurched in my stomach as I found myself flying down a hill. A slope just appeared where my pole had been, and I was shooting down it with way too much speed. Nothing could stop me, except for an impact. I shut my eyes to fight off the ice stinging them, and prayed I wouldn’t die. A tree appeared in the white haze, and I braced myself.

I grazed the tree and tumbled forward, clipping out of my skis and collapsing in the snow.

White filled my vision, and I passed out.

*** 

I woke up, leaning up and looking around in a flurry.

My vision was still blurry, and I felt a cut on my forehead throbbing with impatience. The storm had died down, but a hazy fog still covered the mountainside. I pulled my map out, finding it useless. I couldn’t tell where I was. Lost.

“Shit, shit shit...” I groaned, trying to sit up. Both of my skis were broken and laying in pieces around me. I saw the scar on the tree behind me from clipping it, thankful I didn’t careen into it with my body. I would’ve died. I carefully moved my legs, making sure they weren’t broken.

Thankfully, they weren’t.

A flash of white movement a couple yards near me alerted me. Wolves? I picked up a loose bit of my ski to try and use as a weapon. I twisted around in my sitting position, trying to track what was taunting me.

“Hello?” I yelled out. Whatever it was darted between two large snow covered firs and suddenly seemed to appear right next to me.

It definitely wasn’t a wolf. It was enormous, a huge cross between a polar bear and a tall man, it’s snarled face and bright blue eyes met mine. A thick blanket of white fur covered its entire body, except its gnarled face. Despite having a weapon in my hand, I was frozen solid with tremors. I sucked air and held my breath.

The beast eyed me suspiciously, cocking its head.

I shuddered, not comprehending what I was looking at. Bigfoot? I tried to shake the thought away.

Its large and muscled arms wrapped around me, scooping me up out of the snow with ferocious strength. 

“No! Let me go!” I screamed, thrashing in its grasp. It was no use, it probably didn’t even feel me hitting it.

“Stop!” it told me, terrifying me with its booming voice that seemed to shake the trees near us. A deep and decidedly male voice, I shook at the thought. “You’re mine now. Understand?”

“Yours!? I’m not anyone’s! Let me go!” I tried to trash again, but I only succeeded in exhausting myself. 

“I need your body.” The beast said, his breath steam in the cold air.

“What!?” I screamed, “I’ll never! You can’t!” A tight knot twisted itself inside my chest. “I’ll die!”

“No, you won’t. Many of your kind have brought forth my children, you will simply be another in a long line of mothers.” I struggled against his strength as he stood up from his kneeling position.

His long strides took us through the snow with terrifying speed. Silent and quick, we moved deeper into the mountains that had trapped me.

*** 

Before I knew it, we were at the entrance to a cave. It was hidden from view by a thick grouping of trees, and the temperature inside was at least fifteen degrees warmer than outside. The cave was furnished with thick furs from foxes and wolves. A fire glowed in the center of the rock-walled room and a bed was situated on the far end made of hundreds of pelts. Some meat was strung out on a rope and drying, small pools of blood dried underneath. I gulped at the sight of the blood, the red making me feel faint.

He laid me down on the pile of furs near the fire, the warmth warming my snow covered face.

The beast turned away from me for a moment after setting me down. I jumped up to try and run, but without even looking he blocked my path with a powerful blow from the back of his hand.

“It’s no use, woman.” He growled at me. “You should feel lucky I didn’t just kill you outright.” 

Terror seized me as he approached me, his powerful frame towering over me. He must’ve been eight feet tall. The fur on his face obscured his stern appearance, and his blue eyes continued to pierce into my soul. Something about them moved me, and I wasn’t sure why.

His movements were still quick, and silent. His hands shot up to grasp my breasts, powerfully kneading them from outside my jacket.

I hadn’t been touched in months, I accidentally let a moan slip out of my mouth. He noticed, letting go of my breasts and gripping my jacket, tearing it open.

My nearly naked body seemed to encourage the beast. I was lost, I could barely understand what was going on, let alone what was going on within my body. Tingling creeped inside me.

He tore off my bra in another motion, my nipples perking in the cold mountain air. He leaned down and sucked on them, nibbling on my tight nipples, his tongue dancing on my breasts. I found myself reaching up and running my hand through his fur, not sure of what to make of it. A snow monster was sucking on my tits, how should I be reacting to this?

Then I saw his cock. I don’t know how I didn’t notice it before, but when it was erect it was girthy and thick, incredibly visible above his fur. It was remarkably human too, nothing strange or abnormal about it.

He quivered in the air, almost begging me to touch it. As the beast played with my nipples, I found my hand reaching over and lightly brushing up against it, then gripping it.

I grasped his cock tightly, finding him grunt in response. His cock was smooth, and almost cold. I jerked the palm of my hand over the tip, coating the pre-cum slipping out of it all over his shaft.

He had stopped playing with my breasts at this point, and was standing. Observing me wrestle his cock into a harder erection. The muscles hidden underneath his fur twitched with pleasure each time I passed over his dickhead, and he swayed into each of my pumps.

“Take it, in your mouth.” he urged, placing his hand on the back of my head. I leaned forward and licked the tip of his prick, then brought its entire girth into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the veins on his shaft as he moaned in pleasure, replacing his grip on my head by squeezing my ponytail in response. He slammed his hips into my mouth, and I felt my eyes water with pain, not sure of how to cope.

I frowned, slapping his hand away from my hair. He seemed shocked by this, but his grimace was soon replaced with a smirk. Maybe he likes being fucked with too?

I placed my hand at the base of his shaft, gripping it and holding it steady as I worked my mouth around his girth. I pushed his dick into my mouth, sucking on it hard with each motion.

He moaned in response, squeezing my shoulders with both of his hands.

He suddenly forced me down, pushing his weight over my body. Sprawled over the fur blankets, he reached down and tore my pants off, completely ignoring my ski-boots that were still clasped to my feet. 

My nakedness was obvious now. My pale white skin completely different than his fur covered body. Goosebumps raised on my skin, despite the fire, as I watched his figure tower over me. He squeezed his cock, jerking it in quick motions. 

I braced myself for him to enter me, to fuck me senseless and finally, impregnate me as he had promised. Maybe he was right, he had chosen me. I’m special. Despite the others, I knew I was different, this would be different.

He didn’t though, he kneeled down and kissed my bare skin again. 

“Marble skin, so beautiful,” he muttered, “no fur anywhere.” He kissed me again, the fur on his mouth tickling my skin. He sucked on my stomach, gathering skin in his mouth, and biting. I winced in pain as he began to cover my body in welts, working his way down to my inner thighs.

I could feel the heat inside me growing, my cunt hungry for contact. When his breath touched my pussy, I felt like I was going to go insane with anticipation. He kissed my thighs, and then finally, my sex.

He sucked on my clit, the fur on his chin rubbing against my slit. I felt lost to it, my body writhing and bucking as he twirled his tongue, flicking it against me. He placed one of his giant hands against my thigh, sliding it up against my cunt as he worked his magic, working me into a froth.

He slipped a finger into me. I moaned into the cave, my pleasure echoing back to me. His finger was thick, and almost as girthy as an average man’s cock. He thrust it into me. My breath grew ragged as I felt myself boiling over, my hands instinctively reaching down and squeezing his head, pushing my hips into his mouth.

“Oh God, don’t stop!” I groaned as he finger-fucked me, his speed gaining and becoming almost inhuman. His pace didn’t slow as my body shook and convulsed, my orgasm shuddering through my body with heated brilliance. 

I arched my back, slowly letting the heatwave fill me to the brim. I exhaled deeply as I nestled my bare ass back on the fur blankets, no doubt soaking them in my juices.

“It’s time.” He grunted, sitting up and gripping his thick cock in his hand. My eyes were still misted over, and I was acknowledging with the fact he was going to impregnate me with his children.

Acknowledging the fact that I wanted him to. I wanted to carry his beautiful children. To play in the snow and live my life the way I always dreamed.

He aimed his cock, placing the tip of it at my slit. He grunted, entering me with a powerful stroke. His cock slid easily into me from his erotic massage. His eyes met mine as he filled me up, my walls fully embracing his throbbing girth. 

Those eyes pierced me in a completely different way.

His first two thrusts were gentle and easy, but as he watched my body coil with hunger, he grew feverish as well. He slammed his cock into me, pounding my cunt with a ferocity I’ve never felt before.

I screamed, my voice banging off the walls of that dimly lit cave, his monstrous grunts following them. The grunts of his voice were perfect, matching his convulsing muscles exploding with energy in his abdomen. It was a delicious sight.

“Keep going, fuck me!” I managed to gasp. “Fill me up!” 

“Soon,” he charged, his thick cock stoking an ache within me I have never felt before.

The texture of his cock was astounding, the fierce thrusts of his hips bringing me to my very limit. I couldn’t last much longer at this pace.

He repositioned his grip on my hips and lifted me up partially, the top of my head barely touching the blankets. He thrust into me, powerful strokes filling me up with, his speed reaching an incredible pace.

The monster’s eyes grew distant, his focus determined. I felt a knot inside myself coiled up, like a snake ready to strike. I nodded.

He burst into me, his powerful seed exploding within my pussy. I felt his throbbing cock push each drop out, and as it did, I erupted as well. 

Yelling, I scrambled to find something to grip, finding his forearms. I dug my nails in, the knot within me uncurling with explosive energy. My walls convulsed around his cock, urging out every drop of his cum, filling me up to the brink. He groaned as his cock throbbed, his ebb slowing with every pulse.

The beast released his vice-grip on my hips, lowering my sweat-covered and exhausted body to the ground, almost gently. I felt my hands release from his forearms, but they were still felt tight and locked up against him.

I shuddered as he slid his cock out of me, and I felt a combination of my own juice and his cum dribble out of me. He had done it. There was no way I wouldn’t be pregnant. He only confirmed it.

“All women become pregnant. I would not worry.” He grunted, standing up. “You don’t have to leave. I will care for you if you’d like.”

I nestled back into the fur blankets, catching his glance of sadness. Women must’ve left before, I thought.

I tried to think about what I would be missing if I went back to society, carrying a monster’s baby. Nothing.

“We can stay in the snow covered mountains?” I breathed finally, catching him off guard. His gaze had wandered away from me, but I regained his attention.

He nodded, “Yes. I know where all the mountains are covered in snow. We could travel.” 

“I think... I can do that.” I nodded, shocked by my own sudden conviction. 

He beamed, stroking the side of my face with his hand. Something in his eyes just told me, everything was going to be perfect.

Bred by the Centaur by Simone Beatrix

My heart ached for some kind of adventure. It had been months since I had the opportunity to explore the untamed land outside the protective city walls; where I found a hidden grove tucked away deep within the forbidden forests to the west. After I told my friend Sara about my adventure, she offered to help me escape the city guard again, so I could return to that mysterious place. 

The only problem is that citizens were not allowed to leave the city without a decree by the King, which I wouldn’t be able to get as a lowly city peasant. Generally, only farmers and people from other kingdoms are allowed to go back and forth between the inside and outside world. It felt like something mysteriously powerful was there, luring me back, beckoning me.

“Sara, watch this guy, and let me know if he’s coming back.” I said to my friend, gesturing to a tall mustached man as he hopped out of his horse-drawn cart and wandered into the bustling market. 

“Okay Heather,” Sara said, grabbing at my shirt as I tried to stand. She looked at me in the eyes, “Just be careful.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll come back.” I told her. I wasn’t even sure if I was telling the truth. I hadn’t really thought about coming back when I thought about it. She relented and nodded to me. Her grip loosened from my shirt, freeing me to stand up from our hiding place in the alleyway. The market was crowded, like any normal Saturday afternoon. 

I stood up, and looked around quickly. The mustached man was already lost in the crowd of people, and everyone else was too busy bartering or trading to be paying attention to two suspicious looking women. I ran up to the horses and unroped them from their parking spot, and jumped onto the cart. Before I took off, I turned and looked to Sara. She smiled and waved me forward, mouthing the words: “Go, go go!”

I whipped the reins and the horses took off, dashing out of the city gates and into the wilderness. The guards watching the gates were too shocked to do anything, and as I darted past them, they yelled out. It was too late though, they’d never be able to catch me, and I was going somewhere that they would never find me. 

As the wind whipped through my hair, I inhaled deeply. The city air was so musty compared to the fresh air outside, but you hardly noticed it unless you actually ventured beyond the walls.

Miles of hills stretched into the distance as the city shrunk behind me. Beyond those, black mountains stretched even further, dotted with green flecked trees and purple pines. While I could go almost anywhere, there was only one place I wanted to go. That hidden grove. I could still distinctly picture it in my mind, but I was nervous I wouldn’t be able to find it again. 

Somehow I felt reassured that I would find it, the somewhat magical pull the place had on my psyche was enough to relax me. I continued on the road towards the forests that stretched deep into the mountain ranges.

*** 

The sun was nearly setting when I reached the the grove. Miles into the mountains, I was able to find it. I don’t even really know how, since it wasn’t quite on the path. It was almost like once I got close enough, I just instinctively knew where to go, as if the path was revealing itself to me as I went forward.

Before me there was a large clearing in the woods, a pond with a gentle stream that flushed into it was nearby. A cliff face closed the area off on one side, with trees surrounding the land around it. The water seemed to give off an almost ethereal glow, and the light from the pond bathed the entire area in a soft blue light. Without it, I would have not been able to see anything, as the sun had just dipped below the horizon.

I unhooked the horses from the carriage and let them walk up to the water to drink. As their mouths dipped into the water and drank, I took the opportunity to strip my clothes off, taking each garment off one-by-one. I approached the wispy blue water cautiously, a sudden sensation of being watched creeping over my skin. I dove in, head first.

The water wasn’t cold. It had a warmth to it that cooked into your skin and relaxed your very soul. As it cascaded over my body, I closed my eyes and took in the sounds of the stream bubbling into the pond. The glow of the water lit my body up underneath the water, and I marveled at how absolutely crystal clear the water was. Even after being disturbed with turbulence, it retained its glass-like quality.

Suddenly I heard laughing. A deep, throaty laugh echoed throughout the clearing, and fear struck me hard. I tried to look out from the pond and find the source of the sound, but it was almost useless since it was pitch-black in the forest beyond the clearing. The voice came out again:

‘Ello there, missus.” A man’s voice chided me. I sunk down deeper into the water, trying to hide myself. 

“Look, you can have the horses if you want them!” I yelled out, surprised at how loud my voice was. I could feel myself shivering with fear. 

A man wandered out of the inky blackness of the forest, approaching the glow of the pond. It lit his haggard face, revealing the unmistakable look of a bandit. His thick beard and sharp eyes watched me closely as I bobbed in the water. He licked his lips, pulling a small knife out of his pocket with his left hand.

The man slinked closer, standing near my pile of clothes. He eyed them suspiciously, before casting his gaze on me. 

“I don’t want your stinkin’ horses... but I do know what I want.” He motioned for me to come closer, his knife glinting in the light. I wasn’t sure what he was planning, but I knew that I had a good amount of water between us. 

“I don’t think so.” I said, anger rising in my voice.

While he was talking, I managed to find a large stone under the water. I hoped maybe I could use it as some sort of weapon against him, if I had to. I drifted further from him, my body still submerged up to my shoulders.

“You don’t t’ink so? I don’t t’ink you have a choice!” he gripped the knife fiercely, and began wading into the water. “Now, do as I say and come ‘ere.”

The pond wasn’t big enough for me to fully escape him, and before I knew it my back was against the cliff face. To add to my problems, the pond wasn’t very deep either, but it was hindering the man’s movement. The water was lapping against his hips, and he struggled against it with each step.

“Are you insane?” I cried, swimming to dodge his knife as he came upon me. I quickly swam away from him and ran back out of the pond as I neared the beach. I hadn’t wanted him to see me so naked, but I didn’t have much choice anymore.

He laughed as he came back towards the shore, slicing his knife through the air with quick strokes as he approached. I gripped the rock in my hand, holding it up to ready myself. I looked around to see where I should run, and that’s what I saw him.

That magnificent creature.

A large beast shook behind the tree-line, and my eyes widened as I began to realize what it was. A Centaur.

The half man, half horse came barreling out of the woods, trampling his hooves into the water with powerful strides. The bandit immediately shrieked at the sight of the eight foot tall monster and dropped his knife into the water. 

The Centaur glared at the man as he yelled, “Leave my pond you filthy, disgusting excuse for a human!” his voice came out in a deep neighing kind of voice. The frayed man immediately tried to dash out of the pond, falling to his hands and knees on the beach. He turned to look at the huge Centaur and scrambled to his feet, running out of the clearing.

The Centaur turned to me, gazing at me. I held the rock up to fight him off, now terrified that I had bigger problems to deal with. He smiled. 

“I apologize if that man was threatening you, miss.” He began, “I’ve been trying to keep him away from here. Every once in a while I’ll find him and have to kick him back out.”

I shook my head, “No, no. Thank you for the help, I wasn’t sure what to do.” I lowered the rock, dropping it to the ground.

“Not a problem,” he turned to leave, “despite what I said to that man, I don’t think humans are... that dirty. And you’re welcome to continue bathing here if you wish.”

I flushed immediately, confused by my reaction to this creature. Not only was he kind and sweet, but his physicality was... otherworldly. His powerful legs and mane were accented by his hairless upper body, powerful biceps and sharp jawline. His eyes glittered the same color as the pond, as his face softened in concern. He stepped back out of the water and wiped the water off his body, dripping all over the ground. His glistening skin seemed to glow in the light, and I felt my heart race just at the sight of him.

“Wait, this is your grove? How did know I needed help?”

“Indeed, this is my grove. I have protected it for centuries. That’s also how I know you needed help. I saw you when you first got here, but I didn’t want to reveal myself until I saw what you were going to do.”

“So... you were watching me.” I suddenly became intensely aware of the fact I was naked, but I tried to hide my embarrassment. I mean, he was naked too. He watched me, the water pooling around my feet as it dripped off of me.

“I was. I have a certain... fondness for human women.”

There was something powerfully magnetic about him, and I only wanted to come closer. Maybe he was the reason I felt like I had to come back? He caught my gaze following his half human-half horse body, and he turned back to face me.

“Maybe it isn’t the water that called me here...” I breathed, staring at him. I walked closer to him, and he watched my naked body coming closer. I was inches away from him now, and I could feel the heat radiating off of his skin.

His beating heart in his lower half was powerful, and I could almost see his heartbeat through his skin. The heat rising off of him was so intense that the water drying near his hooves was already steaming. 

“Can I touch you?” I asked, feeling embarrassed by the question. I had only seen drawings of Centaurs, and I didn’t even think they were real. Though to be honest, no one told me they weren’t.

“Certainly,” he said. I reached up with my hand, shaking with a bit of nervousness, and touched the skin of his upper-body. The human part. His skin was hot to the touch, and smooth as marble. I was amazed, wandering my hand down and touching the joint between his halves. The thick horse hair wasn’t immediate, but you could tell where there was a more definite line. The hair was soft, and incredibly clean. It made the horses I brought here look like mangy mutts.

He shuddered at my touch, and I ran my hand all the way down his lower-body’s back, reaching his rump. I could feel his heartbeat pounding underneath his skin.

His eyes followed me, and I felt myself growing hot. His eyes had this piercing quality to them, and they seemed to look straight into my soul.

“You are quite beautiful,” he murmured as I walked back to face his human body. “What is your name?”

“Heather,” I breathed, “W-what’s yours?”

“Lance,” he said, “‘Heather’, I like that.”

Suddenly his hands were on my shoulders, squeezing them. I flushed at his touch, and tried to look away from him. It was impossible, his gaze was too powerful to avoid. He towered over me, at least three feet over my height. 

I looked up at him, and he leaned down and kissed me, his soft lips perfectly sealing against mine. I reached up and touched his chest, my hands sliding across his marble skin. I traced circles on his skin, forgetting what I was doing.

He chuckled quietly, and I looked up and caught his eyes. His icy blue eyes met mine and seemed to glow for me. Somehow, they felt warm, like he was smoldering for me in some way.

The silent light from the pond basked us, glimmering off our moist skin as we kissed again, his hands running over my naked body. They fondled my breasts, cupping them. I lost myself for a moment to him, wanting to collapse in his arms. I snapped back. 

“Lance... what do you want to do to me?” I said, the words escaping my mouth almost breathlessly.

“I want... you to carry my kin, Heather” he said, reassured in his voice. “I’ve lived for centuries, and I must continue on my chain. I need someone to carry my child. There aren’t many Centaurs alive anymore. And the ones that are, aren’t fit for... producing children.” 

I stared at him, unsure of what to say. 

“If you don’t want to, I’d understand.” He finished.

Something inside me said yes, say yes, and I wasn’t sure what. I looked at the pond, thinking for a moment.

He wordlessly kissed my neck, kneeling his front horse legs down to reach the rest of my body. His lips explored my chest, taking one of my nipples in his mouth and sucking on it lightly. I forgot his question, and lost myself in his touch. I ran my fingers through his hair, scratching my nails against his head. He kissed my stomach, his tongue tickling my belly button as he worked his way down my body, finding my slit.

He picked me up with his powerful human arms and put me on a nearby boulder, sitting me down carefully. I squirmed from his touch, and he leaned back down and parted my legs with his hands. His tongue explored me now, slicking against my left ankle and working its way down to my knee.

“You’re teasing me.” I cried, reclining back on my elbows to keep myself up. I wanted to watch this beautiful creature work his magic on me, the blue glow from the pond illuminating his one side just right. His marble skin contrasted sharply against the black hair of his horse body.

His hot breath finally reached my folds, breathing life into them. I squirmed as he kissed my pussy, just barely grazing my clit with his lips. He was careful at first, gentle almost. His tongue twirled against my clit, dipping into my honey.

His gentleness began to fade as his aggressiveness began to come out, and he grew more forceful. I can’t say I wasn’t encouraging it though, continually pushing my hips into his face. He pushed his tongue harder against my clit, and dove in deeper against my slit. He paused for a moment, bringing a finger up and licking it, before carefully pushing it into me. His hands were large, much larger than a normal mans, and his single finger was sensational.

An intense numbness started to grow inside me, and I felt like I was disappearing into the boulder. I shut my eyes as my body reacted without me, my back lifting off the warm boulder and arching. I moaned loudly as I felt Lance’s finger push deeper into me. He rubbed it against my walls, lightly tickling my g-spot. 

“Oh God,” I groaned heavily, gasping as he held pressure on my clit, his tongue slamming side-to-side against my folds. I felt something release within me, my back buckled. My feet and hands went numb as the blissful warmth cascaded over my body, erupting through my clit and moving up, up, up into my cheeks. I flushed, biting my lip and holding onto the ride as long as I could.

I opened my eyes, and Lance was standing back up. The boulder had elevated me to his human waistline, and for a brief second, I forgot he was a Centaur. He groaned and stamped his hooves in hard-pleasure. I leaned forward as he revealed his engorged horse-cock to me, its length and girth not quite as large as a horse, but larger than a man’s. 

I widened my eyes, unsure of how I felt. I wanted to touch it, feel its skin in my hands. I glanced at him again and saw that’s what he wanted as well. 

Touching his horse hair, I felt his skin tighten and raise goosebumps against me. His horse-half was hot to the touch.

I leaned down and found his cock under his lower body. I squeezed it with my fingers, its thick skin unlike that of a human’s cock, more powerful. I grabbed it with my hands and pulled on it in a slow, deliberately long motion, wanting to see his reaction.

He shuddered, scraping his hooves against the ground. His upper human half leaned over the boulder, bracing his body against it with his bulging muscles. I looked up at him and saw his veins popping out of his arms, and sweat beginning to bead on his head. It must’ve been torture to not be able to do anything about your erection. I smiled to myself, embracing my power I had over him.

I kissed it, sliding my tongue out and gliding it across the length of it, wrapping around it as best as I could. He groaned as I did, his arms shaking from their foundations.

“Come back up here Heather,” he moaned.

“I don’t think I will, I’m enjoying this power I have over you way too much...” 

“You like this?” the centaur asked, a sly tone in his voice, “I always knew you humans were dirty creatures, but I never know how dirty.” I laughed, groping his balls and quickly silencing him as a moan escaped his lips. I carefully cupped them in my hands, dragging my tongue from the base of his balls up to the tip of his cock. I tasted his pleasure in his pre-cum, knowing he was ready for more.

I tried to take it in my mouth, slathering his cock with my tongue as I pulled it into my mouth. He groaned loudly into the clearing, while I tasted his heat. I stopped, and came out from underneath him.

“Heather, my dear, climb up here so I can fuck you.” he whispered, pulling my closer to the boulder. I did, laying down on it face first, lifting my ass into the air. Lance moved closer, gripping me with his powerful hands. He kneeled down on his horse hooves and bit my ass, causing me to yelp in surprise. He chuckled, asking if I enjoyed that little taste of Centaur.

I nodded slowly, as he climbed over me with his hooves, planting them above my head. I was just at the right height for him to fuck me, and I was nervous.

My heart raced, blood throbbing inside my ears. Is this really happening? A Centaur is about to fuck me? I closed my eyes, holding myself up with my arms against the boulder.

He found my wet cunt and teased it, his thick cock bounced against my pussy. I exhaled carefully as I reached down to grip him in my hands, feeling his powerful heartbeat through his member. 

“Are you ready?” he asked, reaching down and caressing my face with his hand. I kissed his fingers and told him I was.

He pushed into me, his cock already slippery from my blow job. His cock was enormous, and it felt much bigger than I thought it would. 

I moaned as he slowly worked it into me, using slow teasing thrusts, each pushing deeper and deeper into me. Centimeter by centimeter. I moaned out as his cock dragged against my clit, before it slipped inside me.

Within moments, he was completely filling me up. His pulsating cock throbbed inside my folds, and I could feel his heartbeat meld with mine. I felt like we were merged, and a warm tremor began to rise within my body.

He groaned, driving his cock into me with powerful strokes. Each time his skin slapped against mine, his balls would slam against my clit. I writhed underneath his towering horse-body as he had his way with me. 

I moaned, my breath catching in my throat as the head of his cock glided against my sex. 

Breathing, he tried to speak. “Heather...”

I knew what he wanted to say, what he wanted to ask. “Yes, Lance. I’ll do it. I’ll become yours. I’ll carry your kin.” I breathed. I had thought about it and decided I had no reason to go back to the city, except to talk to Sara, maybe retrieve her from that suffocating place.

He laughed heartily, and drove another hard stroke into me. I moaned and collapsed completely onto the boulder. He pounded into me, his hard dick shaking my very core. 

The hot tremor inside my body had wrapped itself around me, turning into a blistering white energy. I moaned without self-consciousness as I basked in it, the warmth tickling my skin and numbing it at the same time. My toes curled as I throbbed for him.

“Heather, I’m going to cum!” He groaned, his cock throbbing inside me. 

“Me... too,” I managed to squeak out, my breathing was growing ragged as I fought to hold back my orgasm, wanting it to match his in intensity and timing. “Make me yours, Lance, give me your Centaur seed.”

His cock throbbed and pulsated, and I felt it swell up, taking me to my limit. I burned, my insides exploding in white bliss. The torrent ran through my arms and legs, seizing up my back and squeezing a loud scream out of my mouth.

Lance’s monstrous groan signaled his own orgasm. His hot load shot deep into me, its hard spurts almost shaking me forward in shock. My pussy clenched his cock in rhythmic squeezes, coaxing each drop out of his Centaur cock.

His horse-hips kept gyrating as he pushed his seed deeper into me, ensuring my body’s acceptance. I shook and shuddered with after-shock tremors from my ecstasy as he held his cock inside me.

I buckled onto the boulder, exhausted. He pulled his member out from me and climbed off the boulder, being careful to not accidentally harm me. Standing back on solid ground, he stroked my sweaty back with his hand, admiring me.

“Mmhmm, Heather, That was—quite exquisite.” He cooed, wiping the hair off my forehead.

“I just... knew I had to do it. Everything just felt right... ya know?” I said, turning to face him. I lowered my ass and sat up to sit on the rock properly.

“I felt it was right too, that’s why I asked you.” He reached out and touched my belly. “And in 9 months, you’ll give birth to my child.”

I clasped his hand with mine. “Will it be a Centaur?” I gave him a worried look.

“I’m not sure, but even if it is, the birth will be easy, don’t worry.”

“What do we do now?” I looked at him, and eyed my clothes crumpled in a pile nearby. 

“We rest. Tomorrow we can venture out to Centaur Village, which is only a couple of miles from here. No human can simply stumble upon it though, not like this place. It’s protected by an illusion.”

“Is there anyway I can ever go home?” I added, “I have a friend I left there is all.”

He stared off into the pond and thought about it for a moment, “Perhaps, but not yet. In a couple of weeks perhaps. Its something we’ll have to bring up with the council. You would be allowed to deliver a letter by pigeon though.”

I nodded, thinking of how I should break the news to Sara. Would she be proud? I wasn’t sure. Maybe she would want to get hitched with a Centaur as well? Neither of us had very much going on for us back in the city. But now I had a real chance at a life, a fulfilling life, albeit a strange one.

Lance walked over to a corner and rested, curling his legs underneath his body. I gathered my clothes and put them on, and I laid down next to him, snuggling agains this warm body. The warmth heat from his body and the quiet glow from the pond quickly put me at ease. As I fell asleep, I remember his heartbeat thudding in my ears, like horse hooves.

Bred by the Satyr by Simone Beatrix

I groaned, lifting myself up to my feet.

The crash had sent bags of letters all over the forest floor, scattering hundreds of important treaties, edicts and summons from the King. My job was to deliver them in a timely fashion to the neighboring kingdoms, because my sickly father had grown ill. That wasn’t happening now. 

The sun was getting low in the sky, and I had no way of getting out of the forest in time. I decided I should probably try and make some kind of shelter.

After gathering some branches and leaves, I ripped part of the carriage awning off, so I could build a small lean-to. I would have just used the carriage, except for the fact it was toppled over onto its side, providing almost no shelter, and much too heavy to lift by myself. Maybe I’d be able to find some kind of branch to help lever it upright the next day, but right now, there wasn’t much of anything I could do.

Howling noises off in the distance made my spine shiver, and with darkness quickly settling in, I decided to try and turn in for the night.

My mind drifted aimlessly as my eyes grew heavy.

I fell asleep in a fit of anxiety. 

*** 

I awoke the next day to the brilliant sunshine. I stretched, suddenly aware of how much I ached. My neck sore, and arms were tired from throwing together a camp so quickly.

“Shit, what am I gonna do now?” I groaned. A sound on the other side of my tent piqued my interest. The sound of papers ruffling, as if someone was digging through the wreckage.

Bandits? I hope not... I thought, knowing I had nothing to fight them off with. I cautiously peeked around the corner of my tent, to try and find the source of the sound.

That’s when I saw it, that remarkable creature. 

A Satyr. 

He was digging through my overturned carriage, shoving fistfuls of letters and papers aside, like he was searching for something in particular. He stopped, feeling my gaze.

The Satyr looked at me, curiously at first. He turned his head to examine me, dropping some papers on the ground he had balled in his hands. My jaw hung open, and a knot of fear and curiosity squeezed itself tight inside my chest, but I tried to remain calm.

A Satyr in these woods? I had heard that they used to be taught about in schools, but my education had taught me nothing about them. The last thing I heard about them was from my father, who mentioned that Satyrs were starting to become a myth, having almost vanished from the face of the planet a generation ago.

I pinched the  corner of my tent hard, fear beginning to overwhelm my curiosity. What does he want? What’s he looking for? While some stories had depicted Satyrs as friendly forest folk, others held the superstition that Satyrs were bloodthirsty creatures, bent on the destruction of Mankind.

The Satyr came closer, and his fur gleamed in the rays of light cascading through the forest canopy. It was a brilliant caramel brown color, almost shimmery in appearance. His powerful upper half was impressive too, a sun-kissed tan highlighting his muscles. Brilliant horns curled around his ears, their gray metal color contrasting his sky-blue eyes.

“H-hello?” I asked, slowly ducking out of my hiding spot. If he wasn’t aggressive, maybe he could help me, hopefully.

He didn’t answer, but he did fixate on me. His blue eyes flicked up and down my body, and I felt my cheeks flush. Something about him comforted me, despite the strangeness of his half-man, half-goat body. After staring at me for what felt like eternity, he seemed to lose interest. 

Or was that nervousness?

He turned and leaned down to pick up some scraps of wood that were scattered about, almost absentmindedly. After gathering an armful, he turned and looked at me one last time.

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but his eyes seemed to yearn, yearn for something. A small sadness tinged them, then he turned and dashed out of the clearing, disappearing into the thick brush.

I exhaled, regret and relief washing over me in a confusing mixture. What just happened? I slumped back into my tent, brushing my hair out of my eyes. 

“Well, I better get some work done.”

*** 

There was no way that I was going to be able to deliver these letters. Without a way to get the cart righted back up, at least. Without the cart, I couldn’t carry the undoubtedly thousands of letters. I figured I might be able to grab a handful of the more important documents and stuff them into a sack, and hike the rest of the way. The 50 mile trip was going to be killer though.

I spent the rest of the morning gathering scattered letters that had flown across the forest floor. I picked one up that had been partially torn open, and decided to read it.

It was a love letter, addressed to a woman. The man waxed lyrical about the woman’s ample bosoms, her curvaceous hips and gorgeous eyes. He talked about raising a family with her, how their beautiful children would ask how they met, and he would tell them about the time he ran into her at the weekend market. How he fell for her immediately.

The cursive prose and stories continued for another page or so, and I found myself getting caught up in it. I didn’t have anyone for myself, having been scorned by my last love. He had run off for someone else.

I don’t even know what the point was anymore, with pigeon delivery becoming more and more frequent, I was starting to see the point of why no one wanted me leaving in the first place.

Last week, I explained to my sickly father that I would take his letters and deliver them. He almost insisted that I don’t, but I knew that the job was more important than either of us. If the neighboring kingdoms didn’t hear from the King, they might fear something dire had happened. 

I shuffled the papers and took them back to the overturned carriage. I had the stray papers all organized in separate neat piles around me, and I sighed, holding my hand against my forehead.

Rustling in the bushes behind me alerted me. The Satyr? I hoped, turning slowly on my foot to face the noise.

The Satyr was clutching some letters in his hands. I stared, wide-eyed, as his majestic body approached me, without a hint of fear. He surveyed my carefully manicured piles of letters and placed his slightly crinkled letters in the appropriate one.

“Thank- Thank you.” I said. 

He turned and looked at me, finally breaking his silence.

“You’re welcome.” His words were comforting, a mixture of a kind of song and a deep bass. That voice washed over me, and made my skin tingle. “I’m sorry I ran off yesterday, I haven’t seen humans in a while... and I felt conflicted.”

“Conflicted?” I stepped closer to him. I don’t know why, but I had this irresistible urge to touch his fur, to touch his skin, feel the warmth of his body. 

“I didn’t know what you might do, last time I met a human in these woods... they lashed out at me.” He showed me a scar that stretched across his stomach. I winced at the sight of it, despite it obviously being several years old. 

I introduced myself, “I’m Tasha.” I held my hand out, which he took and shook warmly. The touch of him was ecstatic, and I felt a tingle climb up my spine and shiver around my neck. I hadn’t experienced anything like that since my last love, and it took me aback.

“I’m Jesse,” he smiled, bowing courteously to me, “What happened?”

I gestured around me at the mess. “This is the trouble I’ve gotten myself into. I’m supposed to be delivering letters to the familial kingdoms, but a snake spooked my horses and toppled the carriage. There’s no way I can make it now.” 

He eyed me wistfully, something akin to lust creeping into his eyes. 

“I could help you get everything sorted out again, but I might need... um... something in return.”

I looked at him suspiciously, “Like what? I don’t have very much money, and I don’t know if that would even help you out here anyway.”

“Something... more physical.” He came upon me almost instantly, pushing me against the overturned carriage. He held his hand against my stomach. His touch electrified me, giving me goosebumps. I can’t quite describe it, something about his body being near me sent me into a fit. I could feel the heat radiating off of him, and it made my breath quicken.

I inhaled sharply as his hand moved across my dress, down between my legs. He scooped his hand up, nestling it between my moist lips, the only thing separating us was the thin fabric of my dress.

“Interesting,” he murmured, his eyes flicking up to meet mine. To gauge my reaction. I felt like I couldn’t control myself... but I didn’t want to either.

I snapped him up, kissing him hard. His lips against mine felt like fire in my body. I cradled his head in my hands, exploring his thick and magnificent horns that arced in perfect circles around his ears.

A moan slipped out of my mouth as he started to vibrate his hand against my clit, slowly moving his fingers in a circular motion, making my knees weak. I never would thought I’d let anyone do this to me, but there’s something about him... my mind wandered, but quickly refocused on his hot breath catching my face when he lifted his lips from mine, a thin gossamer of saliva stretched between us and snapped.

“Jesse, what are you doing?” I breathed, not really caring for his answer.

“Tasha...” he breathed, working his hand deeper against my clit, no doubt soaking my dress through. He stopped, pulling his hand away with a quick movement. I shuddered, hungry for more.

“Tasha, I need to ask you something,” he whispered.

“What is it?!” I shouted, surprising myself.

“I need your body.” His eyes looked down over me.

“M-my body?! What do you mean...?”

“We Satyrs, or Faun as you might know us, are dying. We need birth mothers, women to carry our kin to term.” 

“Mothers? How can I possibly...?” He kissed me again, his lips powerfully pushing against mine. I moaned again, then finally finished. “Do that?”

“Simple, Tasha,” he continued, “you have to let me impregnate you... to use your body.”

“But my home, my family...”

“We can finish up your duties, of course. That’s important. Then you can come with me, and we can live out in the woods, and enjoy our own life. A rich life. I know you know what I’m talking about, I saw it in your eyes when we first met. This searching for something. Now you can have that.”

I stared into his blue eyes, and I believed him. I knew what he talked about, the orange sunsets and white-blue sunrises we could share together. The strong touch of his hand in mine as I felt myself grow larger with our child. The family we’d raise in a cabin we could build ourselves. The powerful beauty of living in nature. Nature was where I belonged.

I felt myself fall into him, and he kissed me again, taking my chin in his fingers.

“Okay,” I decided, “let’s have a family.” He grinned, picking me up and placing me atop the wreckage. He inhaled deeply, before kneeling down on his hooves.

He torn my dress up wards, pulling it off me in a quick motion. The wind from the dress tearing off my body made me gasp, and the chill in the air raised my skin immediately. He inhaled my scent deeply, taking it in. 

I blushed, feeling the full effects of my bare skin in his eyes. His hungry eyes. He kissed my legs, holding my ankle delicately in his hand as he did. I shivered, leaning back on my elbows and taking it in, gazing into the tree tops and listening to the birds sing.

His kisses moved farther up my leg, his hot breath tickling my wet folds. I moaned as he teased me, his tongue reaching down and tasting my honey.

The tips of his horns dragged against my inner thigh, tickling me with their stumps. I moaned deeper as he drank me up, his tongue sliding quickly against my clit, explosions of pleasure rocking my body against the carriage.

I shuddered, gripping the base of the cabin to hold myself steady. My other hand held his left horn, holding his hot breath against my folds. He drank me in greedily, his tongue flicked across my clit, moving down and slipping into my pussy. I moaned, releasing his horn.

He chuckled, the vibration of his voice pulsating a heat inside me. He moved a finger up and wetted it in his mouth, before gingerly pushing it into me. His thick finger was a godsend, pushing me to a new height of pleasure I didn’t think I could achieve anymore.

It had been so long since I had been with someone, and this magical creature was almost more than I could bear. His finger felt like it was throbbing inside me, stroking my front wall. Sweat dewed on my forehead as he made me yell into the forest, almost shaking the tree tops with my moans.

He pushed a second finger into me, it easily nested with his middle finger, my pussy soaking him. 

“You like this, my fingers filling you up?” He asked, pushing them deeper into me, up to his knuckles. He groaned, and I was able to look down and take a peek at his member. His rock hard erection had grown, and while I hadn’t originally noticed it, it was huge now. A girthy beast in of itself, I shivered at the thought of it entering me, filling me up, releasing itself inside me.

He stood up and climbed atop the carriage, his hooves placed on either side of me. His fur warm to the touch, and it gently brushed against me as he brought his cock up to my lips.

“Take it,” he groaned greedily, “take it in your mouth.”

I took pleasure in him, dragging my tongue up against his balls and up toward the tip of his dick. He shivered as the hot surface of my tongue teased his cock, then I took it in my mouth, sucking hard. I gathered all my saliva and slathered it, swirling my tongue across his skin. He moaned louder, gripping my blonde hair and pushing his member deeper into my mouth.

I pushed him away from me, writhing on the hard wood of the carriage. “Jesse, fuck me already. I wanna feel that hot cock inside me.”

He climbed off the carriage, and gripped my legs again. This time he wasn’t leaned over, but standing tall over me. I stared into his eyes, just imagining him inside me, his thick head pushing against my walls. I ached for it.

His throbbing cock pulsated against my clit, driving me mad. I pushed my hand down and pushed his head into me, and he entered me easily. Slowly, he began to push into me, watching me squirm. He chuckled at my delayed pleasure, gasping as my folds curled around him. He drove into me, filling me up almost instantly. I yelled out, reaching my hands around wildly for anything to squeeze, to grip and ride out my surge of pleasure.

He pounded into me, his hands carefully propping me up against the remains of the carriage. The comfort of his touch flew through me like wild electricity, arcing across my limbs and lifting my back up. Moans slipped out of my mouth as his slow cradle rocked me, his cock pushing into me deeper and deeper, before sliding back out. I was lost to it. I bit my lip, focusing on the rush of heat coursing through my body.

He hushed me, bringing his finger to my lips, teasing it back out of my mouth. His sky-blue eyes pierced me, and I knew I had to be all his. I threw myself into him, reaching up and running my hands against his hairless chest. I wrapped my legs around his goat-like lower body, and his fur worked as a strong friction material, holding me still as he worked his powerful magic on me.

As he held my gaze, something twinged inside me, a sense of longing and a feeling I hadn’t felt in a long, long time. 

He groaned, moving his hand to cup my breast, squeezing it tightly in his strong grip. His calloused hands kneaded me, surging my body against his. The sensation of sweat dewing on his stomach and slightly misting me was beyond comprehension. He teased my nipple, squeezing it between his fingers.

“Oh God yes,” I moaned, pushing his hand against my breast, urging him to pinch me harder. “More... more.” I begged. He pinched my nipple harder, moans squeezing out of me. 

“Oh... You like it rough eh?” He pulled me off the carriage, my ass hanging into the air now. The cold breeze licked the sweat off of me, my moist skin desperate for release. He rubbed his hand against my ass in a slow circular motion, before spanking it against me. Twhack! Twhack! I cried out as he spanked me, the pain intermingling with the pleasure in the most beautiful ways. He continued to thrust into me, his hand always cradling my sore ass-cheek now.

I felt the wave of blistering white energy course through me, my fingers and toes numbing to the pleasure. My breathing grew ragged, and I could feel myself reaching my hard-fought limit. He spanked me again, Twhack! And I felt it dislodge it inside me, the wave-front of pleasure shot through me like electricity.

I bucked wildly on the carriage, almost lifting myself up to eye level with him as my orgasm rocked my very core. He groaned, trying to hold me down. I could feel him reaching his own limit, and I saw the perspiration dewing on his forehead, his face turning red as he continued to pound into me, driving my orgasm into a full assault on my senses.

I felt his cock swell, and his balls tighten against his body. His eyes caught mine, and I saw them grow unfocused for a moment that felt like infinity, his pace slowed, and his breathing deepened as I felt him release into me.

He groaned a guttural moan as I felt him shoot his seed into me, each throbbing pulse of his cock tingling my insides. I moaned heavily, his hands placed on my ass and just digging his cock as far into me as possible. 

He held it there, and I felt like we become one person for a moment in time, the forest disappearing into the background, as if it was never there in the first place.

I smiled, knowing that we just experienced something special, something magical.

*** 

He helped me turn the carriage over, as he had promised. I fixed my dress as best I could, but it was going to have to do as it was. We threw the bags of letters back into the carriage, and he even grabbed the reins to carry the carriage with his inhuman strength. It was a long trip, but he showed remarkable sturdiness throughout the whole ordeal.

The whole time we traveled between the kingdoms, dropping off letters, people were amazed to see him. “A Satyr?” they’d exclaim. While some showed fear and intimidation, most were just happy to see something they thought had fallen into legend come alive again. Seemingly before their very eyes. 

He encouraged them to come close, to touch his fur and feel his skin. He wanted people to know that Satyrs were still around, that they could tell their families and friends they had even touched one with their own hands. His personality was warm and inviting, just as it was when I first met him.

All told, it took about two weeks to finish all the rounds. We rested often, and he hunted wildlife and caught fish to feed us. We laughed and joked, and any kind of doubt that lingered in my mind faded into nothing. I knew I had made the right decision. After the long trip, my heart ached and yearned to return back into the woods, to build that cabin I had envisioned.

I could tell I was pregnant already, and I looked forward to raising a family with Jesse, the Satyr who won my heart.

Alien Seduction by Simone Beatrix

I recalled laying in bed after star gazing that night, fantasizing about alien fingers probing every inch of my body. I had laid down in my bed—it was a hot night. The window in my bedroom was ajar and the refreshing cold air misted into my room from the hallway. Sweat beaded on my skin as I reached my hand down to my pussy.

I slowly rubbed my clit in circles as I ran the tips of my fingers all over my moist body, pretending they were the alien fingers I so craved. I pinched my nipples and moaned audibly. I slid a finger into my pussy, quivering at its lack of girth. I imagined a gray alien leaning into my ear and whispering in an alien tongue, inviting me to give in to his hunger, to let me be taken by his species and made into a new person. I bit my lip, and tensed up as my body arched. Then it happened:

The bright flash of light streaked into my room. I instantly recoiled, yet couldn’t stop staring into it. As I stared into it, instead of feeling any pain or surprise; I felt a kind of subdued infatuation with it. It drew me closer with its siren song. 

I walked up to my window, smiling, and touched the glass. Vertigo clung to me as I was transported to their ship. I looked around and found what appeared to be a replicate of my own room, but with my window replaced with a viewing pane for them to watch me through; where three gray aliens stared at me through a glass window. The air smelled of oil, like WD-40, and metal. 

A new addition to my ‘faux-room’ was a camera placed in one corner, a small light showing it was turned on—and recording. I saw one of the aliens turn and nod to another, then open the door to my cell. A hiss emanated as he stepped through the door and suddenly I felt incredibly comfortable. 

His presence seemed to have the same calming affect that the light did shining in through my window—but it was something more too. I was simultaneously calm and excited—I had finally been abducted! The alien walked into the room with a small tray that appeared to be levitating. The alien reached toward me and spoke... well I say spoke but he didn’t really. It was always a telepathic connection. His voice spoke inside my head. 

“Hello Carol.” The words weren’t spoken, but thrust into my mind. It was almost as if I had thought them, as if I was reading something to myself. 

I nodded obediently and saw the alien gaze at my body. Was that lust? I was still laying on the bed when he approached me, my body still naked and moist with sweat. He prodded my breasts with a finger and was surprised by their reaction. 

“Responds to physical touch,” the words came again. I stared at him with confusion and temptation. He took an instrument from the tray and scanned my body with it. He nodded. He took another tool that looked like a syringe and injected it into my arm. 

The sting was immediate, but the calming affect from light shining into the room maintained my ease. He took a sample of my blood and set it on the tray. His fingers explored me, lightly running their tips across my skin. He reached out and fondled me, gently, then more aggressively. I was enraptured by his touch, electricity felt like it was surging through my body. 

He recoiled his hand and I saw part of his body turn a deep red. The alien produced a metal tool of some sort and poked me with it as well, it was rounded and cone shaped. It was about seven inches long, and two inches wide. The alien grabbed at my clothing—just some plain pajamas—and ripped them off my body forcefully. I gasped with a combination of excitement and arousal at his forcefulness. He seemed to reciprocate the feeling, as I felt a sensation of his emotions erupt within me. The telepathic link must’ve been more of a connection than I had previously thought when he first walked in. 

He took the probe and ran its cold tip across my skin, causing me to visibly shiver in anticipation. He wandered it aimlessly around my body, until he noticed that I reacted strongly to its touch when it was near my inner thighs. 

This seemed to pique his interest, and he brought it closer to my pussy, which was getting wetter and wetter with excitement. He lingered the probe near my folds and saw my breathing quicken. He took it closer and closer, its cold steel sliding gently across my clit. I moaned, grabbing at my bed sheets. He seemed to understand this. He took the probe and found my entrance, and pushed it in—with confidence. I gasped at the sensation of the instrument and cried out in pleasure.

“Oh god...” I whispered. My breath grew shallow and quick as the alien started to thrust the probe in and out of my pussy. His body glowed a mild red and suddenly his alien cock appeared in between his legs. It seemed to have been residing inside him until that point. The strangeness of the situation only aroused me more.

After working my wet with his probe, he removed it and set it on the tray after adjusting it. It appeared to be a scanning tool of some sort. He ran his thin gray fingers up and down my legs, which were shaky from the adrenaline running through my veins. He brought his fingers up to my pussy and began to rub my clit with surprising skill. 

His gigantic eyes looked into me searchingly and he seemed to say, “Don’t worry,” as he slipped a thin finger into my glistening folds. I cried out with intensity. I noticed the other aliens on the other side of the viewing glass taking notice of this and taking notes on holographic screens they had produced in front of them. 

The camera in the corner of the room silently filmed the whole event. The alien seemed to read my thoughts at this point and he feverishly shoved his finger into me, tickling my g-spot. He took his other hand and held it with a firm, but gentle touch, against my clit as he continued his assault on my senses. 

I screamed in pleasure. The other aliens took notice of this as well. As an orgasm began to erupt through my body, I noticed the cock of the alien pleasuring me with greater detail. It was incredibly thick, with blue veins running up and down it. It seemed to glow red as well as the rest of the alien’s body when he was aroused. Sensing my impending orgasm, he abruptly stopped fingering me. 

After withdrawing his gray fingers from me, I writhed in lustful agony. He seemed to take note of this, and he grabbed the metal shaft he had produced earlier. He brought it near my pussy and felt me tense up with anticipation. 

He slowly worked it in and easily slipped it into my wet pussy, the cold steel of the instrument surprisingly pleasurable. I moaned out in pleasure as he pushed the rod deeper into me until it disappeared within me. The sensation of fullness was satisfying, and within a couple of seconds he retrieved it from within my body, my pleasure dripping off of its rounded tip. 

I grinned at the alien, whose physical expression hadn’t changed the entire time, but his psychic expression had. “Wow... this more than I ever wished for.”

I could feel his excitement thrust into my mind. He brought his glowing-red cock and brought it to my face at the edge of the bed. I feverishly grabbed it with my hand and felt it tense up in my touch. It had an interesting texture to it, it was almost naturally ribbed with spiny dots running up and down it. 

I explored it with my tongue, cautious at first, then with more confidence. The alien vocally sighed for the first time, in what appeared to be pleasure. 

I soaked his cock with my tongue as I fingered myself, feeding off the sexual energy in the room. Because of the psychic connection, I knew exactly what to do to the alien, as he seemed to know exactly what to do to me, despite our unfamiliarity with each other. 

Soon the alien was gasping as I ran my tongue up his ribbed shaft and he ejaculated alien cum into my mouth. Its taste was sweet, much sweeter than that of human cum. I slurped it up and swallowed it, still hungry for more. The alien’s body stopped glowing red and his dick retracted back into his body, his composure seemed regained. He turned and looked through the pane glass, I felt the words “Come in,” at the front of my mind. 

The other two aliens that were watching arrived through the door shortly. One was blue skinned and the other was more of a deep purple color. The gray alien nodded to them and handed the metal dildo to them. Their bodies were already glowing a deep red, with their cocks exposed, from having watched us ‘experiment’. 

The purple alien took the metal dildo and walked up to my willing body. He picked me up with incredible ease and turned me onto my stomach. His hands explored my body and found my ass. I felt a psychic connection with him link into me, and his demeanor was much more aggressive. I could feel his energy within me as he took a finger and began to push into my ass. I cried out in surprising pleasure, I have never been fucked in the ass before this point.

He pushed a finger into me and felt around, I moaned at the sensation. He withdrew his purple finger and found the metal dildo, still polished from my pussy juices. He took it and forcefully probed my ass with it. I loved it. He pushed it all the way in and let it rest, only allowing an inch to remain outside of my body. He flipped me back over and gripped his engorged cock. 

The blue alien was eager, and brought his cock up to my face as I felt another psychic connection link with him. His connection seemed much more timid, like hot and cold water. With the metal probe still lurking in my ass, the purple alien plunged his extraterrestrial cock deep into my cunt. 

He was noticeably less gentle than the gray one, and I felt my heart race as he gripped my legs and pounded into me. Simultaneously, I took the blue alien’s cock in my mouth and noticed it was ribbed differently than the gray one’s. I stroked it with a free hand as I strung my saliva up and down the blue shaft.

The purple alien continued probing my pussy with his cock, and I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter as I arrived closer and closer to my orgasm.

I gasped as the blue alien’s cock erupted with cum, this one flavored like cinnamon. I lapped it up and swallowed it all, it was an enormous amount of semen. The blue alien cringed in pleasure as he orgasmed, and I felt him thank me mentally. 

The gray alien approached and began fondling my body, running his hands across my sweaty body, my petite breasts. I shook as he pinched my tender nipples, and I smiled in glee as a red glow appeared on his body again, and his ribbed cock was rejuvenated. 

He motioned to the purple alien, who hesitated for a moment and pulled out of me. The gray alien then laid down on the bed, and mentally instructed me to climb on top of him. I straddled his thin body, and plunged his cock into me. 

At the same time, the purple alien approached me from behind, removed the metal dildo from my ass, and replaced it with his cock. I moaned in ecstasy as the gray and purple aliens double penetrated me, rhythmically rocking my body between their cocks with perfect synchronization. The blue alien watched closely, almost mimicking the unblinking eye of the video camera. I shook with intense pleasure as the aliens pounded into me, harder and faster.

The purple and gray aliens were bringing me closer and closer to orgasm.

“Oh jesus... fuck! Keep going, don’t stop!” I cried out. I lifted myself up with my knees, as the purple alien grabbed at my hips. I felt the gray alien’s cock swell and saw the red glow shift from his chest down into his loins. 

Then I felt it. His alien cum shooting into my body, deep within my pussy. I moaned, reeling back and trying not to tear up, the sensation searing through me like a hot torch to my skin. He groaned psychically, which only heightened my own orgasm cascading through my body, my ass clenched tightly around the purple alien’s cock; causing him to also cum, his fluid filling my asshole. Hard spurts of cum tickling my insides, and I felt them intermingle inside me. 

Not just inside my body, but the aliens were pleasuring my brain too, doing dastardly things to me that I could barely comprehend. The sensation of water filled my lungs as they psychically held me down, their reins on my pain and pleasure centers too powerful to shake off. I shook and shivered as they danced inside my mind, still teasing my body with orgasm after orgasm, rocking my whole being in a way I can scarcely describe.

Finally, they released their psychic grip on me, letting my body finally cascade in waves of energy as my own physical pleasure meshed and interlinked with the purple and blue’s psychic pleasure. “Oh fuck!” my orgasm was incredible, and it rocked my whole body, sending shivering coils of white hot bliss throughout my arms and legs, my toes and fingers dangerously curling shut. The purple alien pulled out of me, and the gray alien lifted me off of him, their cocks recoiling back into their bodies; the red glow that penetrated their skin fading. 

They all took a step back from me, my body a sweaty, quivering mess on “my” bedspread. I sighed in contentment and exhaustion. 

“That was terrific,” I whispered. I could feel their enjoyment being linked to me through our psychic bonds. The gray one took the metal probe that was resting on the service tray, still coated in my juices.

“Here. We have the information we need.” He set it on my nightstand for me. “Keep this; To remember.” The three aliens nodded to me in unison. 

They explained: “Sometimes during abductions, the trauma is too much. But when you gaze upon this metallic probe, when you touch it, you’ll feel the binding of our psychic energies once more. You’ll remember. You’ll remember everything to the exact detail, as if you were experiencing it once more.” 

The gray one put his hand on the glass as he pulled a lever, and I felt vertigo set in again as the world around me shifted and melted. Light pierced my eyes. I shut them tight, holding my hand up to shield myself from the glare.

When I opened them again, I was in my real room. As far as I could tell.

I glanced at my clock, the time blinking 12:00 incessantly. I looked at my phone, and found it to be dead. I couldn’t be bothered to get up and check the other clocks in the house, so I just crawled under my crumpled sheets, and passed out.

I woke up the next morning with my bed spread a mangled mess, and I felt exceptionally exhausted. I had a vague taste of cinnamon in my mouth, and I couldn’t remember a thing. That was, until I dug a bit deeper. I noticed the moist metallic probe on my bedside table, and I picked it up.

It all rushed back to me in a blur. Every sensation and touch stacked upon itself in an unending pleasure bomb. I clenched my hand around it, my mind reeling from the sensation of the exact details. My knuckles whitened, the sensation of those aliens pumping into me, their alien finger’s touching my dewy skin, my pussy clenching around their hard cocks. When I set it back down, my hands were still shaky from it all.

Alien Tentacle Seduction by Simone Beatrix

A blinding light shot into my room, awaking me immediately. I sat up quickly, shocked and disgusted at the sight. As the warmth of the light wrapped itself around me, I felt a familiar sense of calm and quiet come over me, and I welcomed it. I felt my body go limp as I was lifted into the air from my bed, the sheets falling off my body and collapsing onto the mattress. I blacked out as I was drawn into the ship.

I awoke in a murky and dimly lit room covered in stone. I felt the cold stone underneath my feet and legs, and felt metal binding my wrists to the wall behind me. The room I was in appeared to be modeled after a medieval dungeon of sorts, which was bewildering to me. 

This wasn’t like last time at all.

The atmosphere was different, and It seemed like a weight was pushing down on me. I tried to pull my hands out of the cuffs, but they wouldn’t budge. Anxiousness overtook me. Last time I had the pleasure of getting fucked in a model of my bedroom, but this time things were going to be much different. I wiggled my legs and tried to look around, and saw a door across from the room, probably ten feet away.

“Hello?” I cried out, hoping it was just some kind of game, a test perhaps. I wondered if these were even the same aliens that had abducted me up last time, or were they something completely different? I shuddered at what kind of horrors they might be, especially if this is the kind of greeting they gave me. “The light did feel familiar,” I calmed myself a bit and tried just waiting. I felt my parched mouth beg for water, and my limbs felt weak. I hoped on one hand that this wasn’t all a hallucination from the Nyquil and on the other that it was just that.

After what felt like hours, I heard movement in what I assumed was the hallway outside the door. A kind of hushed whisper and piddling of feet. I saw the doors steam open as a creature appeared in the doorway. The alien slithered forward, and I tried to get a better look at it.

It was comprised of a mass of flesh in the center of its body, with tentacles streaming in every direction from the center of its mass. It resembled a walking octopus the most, but also it appeared nothing like one. The texture on its skin was too different, it was like snake skin, shimmery looking in appearance. 

I hardly knew how to react to such a beautiful sight. The creature eyed me suspiciously with one of its many eyes, all attached with stalks to its body. It seemed concerned. I heard it garble a noise and slither towards me on what appeared to be a set of suckers as substitutes for feet. One of its tentacles reached up to touch my face, simultaneously with a scientific curiosity and a lustful affection. I cringed as the suckers slowly popped onto my tender cheek, and I felt them gently tug at my skin.

“Maybe they’re extracting information,” I thought as the suckers pressure increased and then finally released itself from my pale skin. Another tentacle did the same to my left leg, and when it pulled off I could see hickeys from where the suckers had burst the blood vessels under my skin. It was... invigorating. 

“Please, don’t stop,” I goaded as the alien. With my approval, it reached closer to me and began to explore my body more thoroughly. I felt the suckers gently kiss my skin, leaving small droplets of saliva after each one was done with its task of examining me, of tasting my human flesh.

The alien seemed to be gaining some pleasure from its task; as I could see a kind of sweat building up on its skin as my moans grew louder. “Release my hands,” I pleaded. The alien seemed to hesitate, but only for a moment. The tentacles recoiled back into the body of the creature for a moment. When they came back out they had produced a small key. My cuffs were undone soon after. They fell to the floor with a clanging sound.

My hands were eager, I reached out and grasped a tendril in my hands. It felt good to behold, and I quivered at how slippery it felt. The alien seemed intrigued by the touch of my hand and it coiled its tentacle around my wrist as I squeezed it.

A slight purring noise seemed to emanate from the creature as another one of its tentacles reached around and groped my ass. I gasped in shock at my own arousal. The tentacles exploring my ass suddenly gripped my clothing and tore it off in a quick motion. My naked ass was exposed to the cold air of the space ship, and I felt my skin raise into goose bumps. 

The creature’s eyes suddenly looked into mine. “Carol,” it spoke, without moving any visible mouth. The words were implanted in me, just like the gray aliens that had abducted me before. Were they cut from the same cloth?

It was just as tantalizing now as it was then—the psychic connection made everything that much better... heightened even. “Do... you mind?” 

The alien reached a tentacle up to my face, its suckers were engorged and throbbing. I immediately understood, and nodded as I took the tentacle with my hand.

I squeezed it tightly and felt the throb of its alien blood surge through it. I pulled the tentacle up to my mouth and licked it, feeling the alien quiver at my touch. I put the tentacle in my mouth, feeling my tongue around each sucker. The suckers themselves would gently tug on my tongue as it past through them, and I felt the alien moan psychically as I treated its tentacle like a delicious cock. 

I tugged at the tentacle as best I could with my free hand as I slurped on it with my mouth, drawing the tentacle in and pushing it back out with my tongue. I could feel it throbbing against the roof of my mouth as I did so. I pulled it out, still jerking it off.

“How do you like that?” I said, eyeing the alien with fervor. The alien nodded in pleasure and I attacked the tentacle again with my tongue, drenching it with saliva and more aggressively sucking on it. The alien groaned with psychic anticipation as I felt it unleash its galactic load into my mouth, filling it up with a distinct ginger flavor. I gulped it down greedily, fascinated by the process.

“Oh my god, fantastic,” I moaned, more aroused than ever. “Do they all do that?” The alien confirmed it. I knew I needed all those tentacles to fill me up with delicious ginger-flavored cum. I needed it more than anything.

The alien didn’t seem satisfied either. It pulled a set of tentacles around my breasts, sucking on my nipples with individual suckers. I moaned as the electricity flowed through me, my hard nipples feeling like rocks. I squirmed in anxiousness.

Another set wrapped themselves around my tender waist, tightly squeezing the air out of my lungs. I gasped as they squelched the air out of me. My face flushed with embarrassment, I was soaking wet. The alien seemed to notice this and it sent another set of tentacles to explore my arousal.

The slithering suction cups coated my inner thighs with pleasure. I moaned and gripped them tenderly as they slid themselves against my clit, rubbing up and down. I cried out in anticipation as one tentacle thrust itself into me, using its juice to invade me. I squirmed under its rubbery skin, the suction cups individually sucking on the inside of my pussy, creating a sensation I never dreamed of.

“Oh fuck me harder,” I cried out. my legs squirmed in incredible pleasure as the tentacles wrapped themselves around my limbs, sucking them and kissing them with alternating strokes. Two tentacles gripped my tender ankles and held me down, while another set parted my ass cheeks. My eyes widened as I realized what they were going to do – I was surprised – for I hadn’t been fucked in the ass since the grays visited me.

The tentacles prodded my ass gently at first, then aggressively slide their way into my puckered ass. I was astounded at the pleasure. As the wet tentacles gripped my dry thighs, they tightened against my skin. The pounding only grew faster and faster in sync with my screams of pleasure. The suckers pinched the inside of my ass as they weaved into me.

Finally, the cold tentacles found my pussy. I quivered as the suction cups lightly grazed my clitoris, dragging the entirety of the arm across my pussy, exciting eagerness I didn’t know possible. Then they plunged into me.

The arm slithered into me, small at first then grew larger inside me. Eagerly I gripped a second tentacle and guided it into my pussy as well, and I quivered as the suckers pinched me. Another set of tentacles gripped my legs and forced them apart, and the two pairs that were inside me pushed even further inward. I screamed, the pleasure was so intense.

I cried out as the suckers undulated within me, pushing and retracting. They seemed to produce some sort of lubricate that helped guide them into me.. Almost as if they were designed for it. I couldn’t believe the my luck, an alien designed to fuck any species it came across. And soon the tentacles were pulsating as I could feel them reaching each of their individual climax.

“Oh yes, fill me up with your honey, my!” I gripped a slippery tentacle with my hand and squeezed it, forcing it to cum it’s ginger-flavored cum into me. The alien sighed and exploded within me, each of its tentacles ejaculating in unison, then they tapered down into throbbing pulses.

“That was... ”

“The best?” the alien finished my sentence. Of course he could. I smiled and stroked its slippery skin, daintily padding one of its eye-stalks with another on one of my hands, still covered in alien juice.

“Would you like.. more?” the alien asked, he must’ve taken my look of surprise as a yes, because he quickly called out in his alien tongue and my dungeon doors swung open, revealing  two more aliens waiting outside it. I grinned.

“For me?” I asked.

The alien nodded, and his two companions walked in. Together they created another set of 18 tentacles, and I couldn’t wait for the action to begin. One of them, a smaller alien in size than the others, slithered up behind me and used his tentacle sot hold me down to the f stone floor. The coldness of it shocked y skin, and goose bumps raised all over. The aliens seemed intrigued by this, and mimicked it, like some sort of octopus. I watched as their skin raised into tiny bumps. They seemed to also enjoy my gaze, and I felt their lustfulness towards me grow as their tentacles tickled me, the small suckers delicately pulsing my skin and making me writhe with laughter. As the smallest held me down, the largest, approached me and attacked me with his tentacles. I found he was much more aggressive than my first companion, and I also found I liked t.

“Do you like this... when I’m rough with you?” the alien asked, his suckers much stronger than the previous, and seemingly slightly barbed as well. Whenever they pulled off my skin I found delicious welts. 

“Oh... Oh yes.”

He understood, and seemed to instruct the smaller one to hold me down more forcibly. “Then you’l enjoy this.” 

He then revealed a smaller tentacle that protruded from his body, and it wasn’t slippery or soft like the others. It was rock-hard and it glistened in the light. I beamed. He guided it, delicately at first, toward my sopping wet pussy, eager for more satisfying penetration. He used another a smaller tentacle to massage my clit as he worked the dildo-like protrusion into my pussy. I clenched my fists and gripped at the tentacles holding me down as I squirmed under the pleasure and thickness of this new

“Oh fuck—Don’t stop! Push all the way into me you disgusting creature!” The alien grew incensed, and his dildo-like tentacle pushed harder into me, soon filling me up completely. “Fuck yes!” I screamed. 

The medium sized alien seemed excited by all this and he had silently worked his tentacle near my as, and he penetrated it as the larger alien’s dildo-tentacle filled me up. I couldn’t believe the sensation. The slipper suckers combined with the ginger-scented lube filling me up, I suddenly felt like I understood the point of the dungeon layout: I was their sex slave—and I loved it. 

The smallest alien, the one holding me to the ground as the others pleasured me with their tentacles, reached towards my mouth and shoved his tentacle into it, eager to join in on the fun. I did my best to suck as hard as possible on his tentacle, rolling the suckers with my tongue and squeezing them with my teeth. All three aliens were moaning now, all psychically enhancing my own yelps of pleasure as they grew nearer and nearer their extra terrestrial orgasms.

My heart raced. Soon ten tentacles would be coming all over—and inside—my ravaged body. The thought of them drenching me with their alien lube only got me more aroused, and I sucked on the smallest tentacle all the harder while the other two tentacles pounded into my ass and pussy, ever increasingly more greedy. I felt the smallest tentacle swell within my mouth, slightly gagging me, as it shot its load into my mouth, filling my throat with ginger-tasting sweetness. 

I gasped as it did so, and writhed uncontrollably as my orgasm erupted over my body, sending shockwaves of pleasure. The aliens fucking me picked up on this subtle change and they soon were shooting their space loads all over my body. The medium sized alien filled my ass with his cum, and the texture of it tickled me. I stared into the eye stalks of the largest one as his two tentacles exploded inside me, rapture glazing over his eyes as he squeezed every last drop into my pussy. I sighed in contentment as the shockwaves relaxed and aftershocks throbbed through me. Each alien squeezed me tightly with their tentacles as their orgasms faded, and the smallest one finally released its grasp on me.

I laughed, I couldn’t believe how fantastic it all was. The largest one had the two smaller ones leave the room. His tentacles seemed to have changed color after the erotic entanglement, perhaps as a sign of his contentment.

“Excellent, Carol, do you have anything to ask us before we send you back to your earthen home?” 

I nodded, sitting up. I noticed that my naked body was still moist with sweat. “Are you aliens affiliated with the gray ones that abducted me last month?” The stone floor felt warmer than it did when I first found myself on the ship.

“Oh yes, they forwarded us your file after they had their way with you—we knew we had to investigate ourselves. Your capacity for pleasure is incredible. We’ve verified the authenticity of your file, and will forward it to the next race in the tour.” The alien rubbed his body with his tentacles absentmindedly.

“Oh, a tour you say?” I piped up, “That sounds delicious.” I liked the sound of a bunch of aliens visiting me. “When?”

“We cannot say. In fact, I’ve already told you too much,” the creature said. “Sleep strong, Carol.” The alien raised a tentacle up to my face, and I felt a warmth course through me as I passed out.

I awoke in my bed, the sunlight beaming in through my open window. Dust flittered quietly around the room. My body ached and my bed was covered in sweat. I sat up and look around, groaning. 

“Was it all a dream?” I wondered aloud, looking around my room hoping to find a keepsake of the wild night. My eyes darted across the metal dildo from the previous abduction, and then I saw it: a small chain with a cuff attached to it sitting on my night stand. I picked it up and held its weight in my hands. A smile creeped across my face as I closed my eyes, the metal cuff held tightly to my chest, and I thought of the next time I would be visited by aliens from outer space.

Surprisingly, my headache was completely gone. I chuckled to myself as I dozed back asleep.

Alien Hybrid Breeding by Simone Beatrix

I wasn’t ready for the sight that greeted me that day.

Opening my eyes, I saw I wasn’t in my bed. Or even in my house.

A long corridor of steel and mesh stretched forever into the distance. I rubbed my head, trying to quell the ache that was attacking it. 

Where the hell is this? I cringed, standing to my feet. The last thing I remembered was taking a bath the night before. I must’ve gone to bed, but this... certainly wasn’t my room. I looked at myself, inspecting for bruises or something similar, thinking I must’ve been kidnapped.

I wasn’t bruised, by I was nearly naked.

Was it last night, or last week? I couldn’t tell, my mind foggy and unhinged. I slowly made my way down the hallway, my bare feet plodding against the steel floor. It wasn’t cold, and it wasn’t warm. The air was exactly body temperature, which was good because I didn’t have any clothes on. Just my bra and panties. I bit my lip, nervousness creeping over me.

I felt myself and I noticed I had a long surgical mark on my abdomen. I shivered in horror, terrified of what could have happened. There wasn’t much I could do though, so I walked down the hallway.

After walking for what seemed like hours, I could see a door on the right wall. Until this point, there had been nothing but smooth, rounded steel surrounding me, so it was a relief that I wasn’t just in some kind of dizzy, infinite hallway of my nightmares. At least, it seemed like a relief.

The circular door screeched open as I approached it, and the room on the other side resembled that of a hospital care unit. Beds were spaced equally apart, with small tables scattered with tools and other various... and strange implements. I didn’t recognize half of them, and there was a language inscribed on the walls I couldn’t read. Signs? I ran my fingers across their gouged surfaces, hoping that I might learn something from them.

I heard a noise, and whipped my head back into the room, back to attention. Somehow, I hadn’t noticed it before, but a shape rested on one of the tables. It was as big as a body, and made of a black plastic-like material. Something squirmed inside, and I ran up to investigate.

I unzipped the bag with a quick stroke of my wrist, the metal teeth clicked as they pulled apart, revealing a nearly naked man. He sat up quickly, gasping for air. His hair was messed up, his body sticky with sweat, nervousness. He looked around the room before resting his eyes on me.

He caught his breath finally, and then he looked at me, as if he was seeing me for the first time. “Oh my god! Thank you! I thought I was going to die in there...” his eyes explored me, and self-consciousness reminded me that I was almost naked. 

He held out his hand, introducing himself. “I’m Zack.”

“I’m Kim,” I sighed, “do you know where we are? Any ideas?”

“I don’t remember... anything. Just waking up surrounded by darkness.”

“Well that’s great. Let’s stick together at least, okay?”

“I’m with you.” He pushed himself off the table, his feet slapping against the floor. He was bare to me, nothing but his boxers. He had a similar surgical mark on his stomach, long and smooth, stretched horizontally over his abdomen. 

He looked good though, which was good for some eye candy in this unfamiliar place.

We left the room again, wandering down the hallway. We found more rooms together, and each was very similar to the first. Some of the rooms had less tables, different kinds of instruments, but they all were covered in some kind of alien language, and a sense of horrible dread. We never found another ‘prisoner’ as Zack referred to us.

“Hey... Kim?” Zack asked, pulling my attention from studying the long, darkly lit corridor. “What do you think this place is? What are these weird signs everywhere? I was hoping it was some kind of dream when I woke up, but I’m beginning to realize it’s... all too real.”

“I don’t really know,” I turned to look at him, “Maybe, something alien... like an alien ship.” 

“Yeah, I was afraid of that.” He answered. He hesitated, “We both have these marks...” he touched my mark on my abdomen. “Do you think we were probed by the aliens that abducted us?” 

“What else could it be?” I sighed, closing my eyes and thinking. “Zack... do you feel like you’re being watched?”

“I do actually.” I didn’t like the sound of that, I was hoping it was in my head or something, maybe a side-effect of being in this strange place.

We stood there, staring into the darkness that stretched out before us. I wasn’t sure if we should try to find out what was watching us, but I didn’t need to.

It came looking for us instead.

*** 

It came down the hallway with surprisingly speed, a long humanoid creature walked up to us through the darkness, but its gait was so long that it might as well have been running.

Zack and I froze, we couldn’t move from where we stood. The tall creature approached us, finally standing before us. Its tall frame was intimidating... and incredibly alien. It must’ve stood around eight feet tall, with long arms and legs. Its face was nearly inscrutable, slightly human in shape, but lacking a nose. A thin line formed where its mouth should have been, but the most remarkable thing were its three black eyes spread across its forehead, much larger than human eyes. It leaned in close to us, bent over to reach our height.

“What are you doing out here?” it asked, its mouth moving slightly out of sync with its speech. It wasn’t quite speaking so much as it was... just communicating. The voice planted itself directly in my brain, superseding my internal monologue. Uncomfortable, I shuddered at the invasion.

I stammered, “I-uh...” 

“Why was I locked up in a bag?!” Zack blurted out. I watched his hand curl into a shaking fist. 

“To transport you. We need you on the surface. You weren’t supposed to be awake yet.” The creature’s eyes narrowed on us.

“Surface? Of Earth?” Zack yelled, stepping back to hold himself up.

“No, not Earth,” the alien said, his tone wrapping itself angrily around the word; “My planet. Of course. We’re orbiting above it right now.” The alien... smirked? I didn’t see it do it, but the tone in its voice hinted at it.

“What are you going to do to us on the planet?” I asked, “I saw the rooms...” I looked at Zack, nodding in affirmation,  “we saw the rooms.” 

“Nothing as sinister as you are expecting, I assure you,” the alien responded. “We need to harvest your energy to fertilize our bodies, to rejuvenate our species.”

“Fertilize? You’re going to eat us! This isn’t right, you can’t just kidnap us and do this to us, we’re people!” Zack yelled, stepping forward and he threw a fist at the alien.

His fist slammed into what a force field in front of the creature’s face. Zack recoiled in pain, holding his injury. “The fuck?!”

The alien continued, unfazed by Zack’s outburst. “We’ve found that the pheromones and fluids that your species produce to be significantly powerful fertilizer for our species’ physiology. We need you to rebuild our world’s population Every year we collect new species from across the universe, and... force them to fertilize our race.”

“Why would we possibly agree to that?” I asked, not believing what I was hearing. “Why should we help you at all!? You kidnapped us!”

“We’ll make it very appealing. You’ll witness a world none of your kind have ever seen, and partake in... special rituals. At the end of it all, if you choose, we can take you home.” The alien said, “but I won’t be surprised if you’d like to stay. Come with me.”

We followed him, not having much choice. I didn’t believe his theory of us staying, but I wasn’t really prepared for what I was about to experience either.

*** 

We followed the tall alien down a couple more plain hallways, until we reached a large windowed room. The window stretched across the entirety of one wall, and the view it looked over was something that I could have never dreamed of. A large planet rotated slowly thousands of miles below our vantage point, with large oceans and even larger land masses. Blinking lights in the distance were too large to have been normal satellites, they had to have been space stations. 

Zack and I found ourselves lost in the view, almost forgetting that we were essentially kidnapped only hours before. The alien gained out attention again by calling out to us, and invited us to join it in an elevator. 

The door sealed shut with a loud hiss as it pressurized. With a powerful pull downward, we were rocketing toward the surface of the alien’s planet. Looking back up, I could see the tether, the elevator line, that connected us to the ship. 

“A space elevator?” I gasped, “I didn’t think...”

“It was possible?” the alien scolded me, “of course it is. Maybe not for... your species.” 

I looked away, watching Zack peering out the window. I took the long ride to pay attention to Zack, not having really gotten a good look at him before. His dark hard was a mess, but somehow it looked neat. He had dark green eyes and a strong jaw, and he reminded me a lot of a younger Johnny Depp. The ride was smooth and without vibrations, almost like we were floating. 

I bit my lip. At least there was some familiarity in this weird world, and his name was Zack.

*** 

We arrived in a large facility on the planet’s surface. The alien led us to a chamber that housed two beds, and told us to get some rest and food. He pointed a long finger at the food-synthesizer that was mounted on the wall.

“Your work will begin early, so you best not stay up late. You have 12 hours.”

He left silently.

“Now what?” I turned to Zack, “How are we going to get out of here?” I didn’t think he’d have any kind of answer for me, but I figured it was worth a shot. He had been lost in thought for almost the entire ride down to the surface.

“I don’t know. I think we might have to just do what he says...” Zack said, turning away from me. He walked towards the synthesizer and activated its voice control, asking for “Fresh Malibu Chicken.” A loud hum emitted from the machine, similar to a microwave, and a plate with breaded chicken, ham and swiss cheese was pushed in front of him.

“I can’t believe you have an appetite at a time like this...” I mocked, sitting down in a chair. 

“Well I don’t want to be weak, and I don’t really have any other choice. You should eat too you know.. Before the ritual.”

“I can’t believe you can make jokes at a time like this...” I stood up and sat on the bed, thinking about what a terrible day this had turned out to be. I just wanted to go home.

He finished eating, and came over to sit next to me. 

“At least we aren’t alone in this.” he said, as he looked up at me, catching my eyes.

His hardened face softened considerably, and I felt a sense of comfort wash over me. At least I wasn’t alone. He was right.

I touched his hand, feeling the comfort of his touch. It’s true, I had noticed how good he had looked earlier, back on the ship, but I felt something more powerful take control of me this time. 

He stood up, meeting my face, his body intensely close to mine. I could feel his body warmth coil over me, and he perked up my chin with his fingers. His eyes pierced into mine. 

“Zack...” I whispered just as he kissed me. We kissed again, the familiar comfort of each other’s touch, exactly what we needed. What I needed. 

“Damn Kim, you’re hot,” he breathed, biting my neck. I moaned as he kissed me, moving his mouth down my neck and onto my chest. He fondled my breasts, somewhat clumsily, but not embarrassingly.

“You should calm down... we’ll need this kind of energy later.”

“Later be damned, I want you now.” He pushed me over onto the bed. His warmth cascaded over me as he undid my bra and kissed my breasts, lashing his tongue out eagerly between kisses. I moaned quietly. He moved his hand down to my panties, slipping his fingers under the elastic. He rubbed my clit, sending me writhing in his arms.

“Oh god Zack!” I moaned, as he held me in his arms, his finger working my clit like a machine. I felt myself growing dizzy, and I could feel his cock grow harder against my side.

For a few moments, I felt myself lost in that room, nothing had a ground as I felt waves of pleasure erupt through me. Zack’s tense breathing as he grew tired, and before I knew it, I fell asleep.

Zack’s touch was exactly what I needed, a powerful escape from this strange world. But I had no idea what was truly in store for me the next day.

*** 

Sleep was a tease. In my dreams, I was back home on Earth, resting outside in the sun. The wind whispered gently to me through the trees, and a blanket kept the grass from itching my legs. So satisfyingly convincing, I forgot I wasn’t actually there when I was awoken. When they came for us.

The alien snapped the lights on, catapulting me out of my dream. I looked around, dazed again, and surging with adrenaline at the sight of my captor.

“It’s time. Follow me, and don’t bother dressing.” The alien said. He waved for us to follow.

Zack was the first to the door, his boxers all that covered him. They exited through the door, and I followed quickly behind.

The alien led us down a series of long hallways, disorienting at best. No direction seemed to really matter, and the sun in the sky didn’t give any sense of direction.

*** 

As we made our way to the “mating room” as the alien began to call it, we began to see vistas of this alien world. Innumerable, jagged purple peaks dotted the horizon on both sides of us, thousands of miles in the distance. They must’ve been absolutely massive to be so tall from so far away.

The sky was a pink wash, and our host pointed out that it was due to the type of star that the planet orbited, combined with the atmosphere.

*** 

We arrived at the location. A door was all that separated us from our goal.

“This is it. Here we will extract the necessary fluids to produce the fertilizer.”

“Extract...? Fluids?!” I took a step back, away from the door. “You can’t... what do you mean!”

“You two,” the alien pointed at us, “will copulate. Your passion and induced pleasure make for the perfect concoction of fertilizer ingredients. You see, physical energy isn’t all we need, we need psychological energy too. Sexual energy.” 

“Us?” Zack looked at me, his face flushing. He turned to hide his face from me.

“Don’t worry, we’ve already determined your psychological compatibility, and we’ve been harvesting your sexual energy since you met on the ship. Thanks to the probes we’ve surgically implanted in your bodies. Now we just have to put it to the test.”

The glass door opened, and the alien led us inside. A steel table was situated in the center of the room, but white walls surrounded all sides. It couldn’t have been bigger than a single bedroom.

“You’ll also be accompanied by, an assistant.” The alien snapped his fingers, and another alien walked through the door. He was even larger than the first, a blue tinge to his skin color marked him differently. His three eyes were just as deep black though, calculating and unemotional. Our host turned and nodded to the new alien, then flipped a switch. “It begins.” A loud whirring noise started up, then quieted down to a barely perceptible hum. 

“Just like that? You expect it to be that easy?” I asked

The alien grinned, “it always is.”

He left, the door sealing shut behind him. The blue alien stood guard at the door, not having said a word this entire time. Zack and I looked at each other.

“I’m not convinced.” I said.

As the words left my mouth, a hiss screeched into the room as purple gas began to appear through the grates, slowly filling the room.

“Poison?!” Zack yelled. I looked to the blue alien to gauge his reaction, but it didn’t seem worried or affected by it. They wouldn’t be poisoning us after all this time, that’s for sure. I mean, they couldn’t be.

The gas smelt like a mixture of coffee grounds and some kind of cinnamon. I didn’t notice it at first, but I remember that smell/flavor sticking in my mind for a while. Even long after, every time I smell coffee, it does something to me.

I started to feel my body change, something was creaking inside me. Like a rubber band being stretched to its limit. My eyes grew blurry, and I felt, an immense sense of lust overwhelm me. A creeping kind of need, desire.

I looked at Zack and saw him being affected by it. His eyes were glazed over, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off my breasts. But I wanted him to keep staring, I wanted him to reach out and grab them. 

“Zack... the gas... I think, it’s...” 

“I know. Kim.” He reached for me, touching my arm. Goosebumps prickled my skin, shivering all over my body. He slid his hand over my shoulder, lightly squeezing the back of my neck. He leaned in and kissed me. Lightly at first, like last night, but then, harder, more powerfully. I felt myself melt in his arms, reaching around and clasping my hands behind his neck.

His smooth lips, I opened my mouth and let him slide his tongue into my mouth, lightly lashing at it. His powerful arms wrapped around me.

Our frenzy heated up, as he pulled his shirt off, peeling mine off right afterward. He released his lips from my mouth and kissed my neck, my chest, my breasts.

He slowly worked his tongue in between his light kisses down my stomach, circling my navel. I looked over his head, and saw the alien still standing at the door. His color had changed from a light blue to a deep red, and he seemed lustful too. His third eye was shut, and his two other eyes had taken an emotional heat to them. He was watching us, very intently.

And at that moment, I loved it.

Before I knew it, Zack has picked me up and put me on the table, my ass sticky with dew against the cold steel.

Zack worked at my panties, peeling them off my legs with his strong hands, grazing my skin. I was already slick, and my exposure only made me more excited. I glanced at the blue alien guarding the door, his watchful eyes only heightening my pleasure. I was exposed to him now, and the heat of his breath on my pussy sent chilled shivers down my neck. I leaned back on the mesh table, grasping the edges with my hands as he kissed the inside of my legs, teasing me even more.

The alien began to walk up to us, fever in his eyes. He grasped his cock between his strange fingers, its long shaft glowing with power. I hadn’t expected to see a cock on him, since he was naked when I first saw him. It must’ve grown out of him.

Zack flicked his tongue on my clit, mixing his quick lashes with soft kisses. I moaned as my fingers squeezed his hair, and I tried to follow the alien at the side of me. 

I knew what I had to do. I grasped his swollen cock. The alien shuddered at my touch, grazing his fingers against my stomach as Zack worked my pussy into a raging froth. 

“Oh my god you dirty fucking thing,” I said, my hands marveling at the scaled skin on the alien’s dick. “You really like this don’t you?”

Zack’s tongue entered me for a moment, sending waves of pleasure across my skin. I shivered, arching my back on the mesh table, I felt Zack’s powerful hands hold me down, grasping my legs, prying me open.

Zack stood up, his cock already rock hard with eagerness. He looked at me in the eyes, catching my approval.

“Christ, Zack, just fuck me already!” He picked me up by my hips and dragged me closer to the edge of the table, his cock inches away from my slit. He pushed the head in, the tip sliding in effortlessly.

I moaned, releasing the alien’s cock and gripping the edge of the table in an attempt to steady myself. 

“Easy, easy,” Zack whispered, as he pushed into me, his entire cock filling me up. I groaned loudly as he drove his first thrust into me, that satisfying wave of pleasure overtook me.

The alien grabbed my hand and placed it back on his cock. I found myself jerking his cock off again, hunger in my eyes for both the man and the alien I was pleasing.

“You filthy girl!” Zach yelled. He reached and grabbed my breasts, fondling them as he thrust into me again, harder this time. 

“Oh God, yes, keep going, Zack!” I begged, sucking on the alien’s cock, stroking his legs and feeling his body waiver as he tried to remain standing. He still hadn’t made a noise the whole time, but I could tell I was doing something right. 

Finally, the alien grunted, reaching his hand behind my head and pushing my mouth over his cock.

I gagged, spitting on it as he unsheathed it from my mouth. The size of it was like nothing I had ever encountered, and I longed to find out what his pleasure might taste like.

Zack paused for a minute, pulling himself out of me. He grabbed my hips and flipped me over, urging me into a doggystyle position. I repositioned myself to better attack the alien’s cock in front of me.

Dripping with sweat, Zack braced himself against my ass.

“God damn Kim, you’re fucking gorgeous.”

“Come on, hurry, I need you inside me again,” I urged him, releasing the alien’s cock from my mouth to get the word out. The alien had become more aggressive, and he grunted as he pushed his cock back into my mouth, its scaled surface sliding easily against my tongue. I sucked on it gingerly, coaxing the alien’s love juices out of it. Something was inherently beautiful about these strange, tall creatures, and I couldn’t help but admire them.

Zack squeezed my hips and pushed his cock into me, his girth easily sliding into my already wet pussy. He pushed a powerful stroke into me, filling me up entirely, catching a yelp in my throat. He gasped, his own body shuddering against mine from his undoubtedly immense pleasure.

He held me there, and we relished the unity of ourselves. I moaned as his balls slapped into my clit. He pulled out slowly, then drove home another solid stroke. I shook, yelling out as he pounded into me.

The alien’s cock quivered, and I could tell from his louder grunts that he was getting close to cumming. I felt my own body quiver and shiver as Zack’s grunts grew louder, more animalistic. He started slapping my ass in rhythm with his thrusting, leaving stinging marks on my ass.

I moaned, writhing as he held me still.

“Oh my god, Kim, I’m going to cum,” he groaned, his strokes slowing down as he caught his composure.

The alien suddenly came, and hard. His cock spurt out powerful streams of alien cum into my mouth, and in my surprise I spilt some out. The texture was more like taffy, less like egg whites. Enjoyable, even.

Zack’s thick cock pulsated inside me, and I couldn’t last much longer myself. I moaned louder as he pounded into me, even faster than before. 

“Zack, cum inside me, I wanna feel you fill me up,” I moaned, gasping as he growled.

His thrusting suddenly stopped, and with a powerful stroke into me, he groaned loudly as he came. His throbbing dick gushed into me, each wave of pleasure erupted into me and sent me over the edge. I came hard, my orgasm rocking my body. Heat washed over me, radiating over my sweaty skin, the walls of my pussy clenching and releasing in rhythmic ecstasy.

The beautiful man who stood at the table pulled out of me, and collapsed with me on the table. Exhaustion wasn’t hard to come by, and I passed out immediately. The last thing I saw was the blue alien leaving, with our host stepping back into the room.

We awoke back in our room, steel upon steel greeting us.

Our host stood before us, at the base of the beds.

“The experiment was a success, our species has the proper nutrients to continue our hybridization.”

“Hybridization?” Zack leaned up, “for your life-extension?”

“Yes,” the alien host looked at Zack intently, then waved a hand over him. Zack took a step back, and a ripple of energy cascaded over him like a mirage.

An alien stood in his place. He looked at his hands, horror crossing his face.

“What the fuck did you do to me?!” Zack screamed.

“The hybridization process. We completed it in the ship. You are the result, a cross human/alien species.”

I looked on at him in a mixture of horror and confusion. Was that really Zack? He had been an alien the whole time?

“Now we’ll monitor her, and see if the seed was successful. If it was, then we have a viable candidate to continue our line, in you, Zack.”

Zack crumpled to his knees, defeated and exhausted. The alien host seemed to smirk, and snapped its fingers. Two sets of aliens shuffled out of the doorway and picked us up, carrying us to our rooms.

I didn’t know what to think.

*** 

When I woke up the next day, something was different. The aliens had decided to keep us on the planet until the pregnancy was finalized. I rubbed my stomach. I was going to be the birth mother of a new species.

The sun seemed a little brighter, and the day just went by much smoother than I was used to. Was I in a better mood? Had things improved that much? 

Then, I missed my period, and found out, I was pregnant.

Zack was overjoyed, and I was more excited than I thought I would be. But I was nervous for a reason:

What if it was  failure? And we did something wrong?
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The bed was sticky with my sweat. I couldn’t believe how hot it was that night, considering it was almost October. 

I groaned. “This weather is ridiculous. It should be way more comfortable than this!”  I threw the sheets off the bed in a fit of rage. I had been sleeping naked the last couple nights because of the heat, and all I wanted was a decent night’s rest for once. 

I had the dream again anyway, the one where the gray aliens appeared outside my second-story window, hovering in the air. They’d reach out and touch the glass, and my vision would suddenly turn upside down. I’d find myself wrapped in vertigo on what I only imagined could be their spaceship. There, they would pin me down and fuck me, fuck me for hours and hours, their engorged and strange cocks filling up my entire body, filling my mind. 

They’d whisper things in my ears and beg me to stay, but I’d always have to leave. I’d make an excuse for why I couldn’t continue on, and they would let me back home. I didn’t understand why they let me go every night, but they always would.

It’d happen again, the world turning on its axis, and I’d close my eyes to stop the vertigo and the room would suddenly be the right-side-up. My body would be covered with sweat and bruises, I’d ache all over, and then I would wake up from it.

I wasn’t really sure what to make of it, but they had been becoming more frequent over the last couple of years and I started to grow... attached somehow.

Like for example, the last couple of days, my annoying job was being even more brutal than usual. I hadn’t been blessed with the abduction dream in a couple of weeks, so all I wanted was that sweet release from reality. 

Whenever I’d have them, I would always wake up perkier, healthier, and more excited about life than usual. I wasn’t sure why or how, but they had an extremely positive effect on my mood, and I really needed that right now. The heat was oppressive, which only made my anxiety about my piling debt that much harder to cope with. I wanted that dream.

I needed it.

No dream tonight though... I thought to myself, wandering down my hallway to find the kitchen to grab some ice. I yanked open the freezer door and appreciated the cool mist rolling out of it, sticking to my sweaty chest. I took a handful of ice cubes and dashed back to my room.

Laying back in my bed, I took the melting ice and dragged it across my skin, circling my hot breasts and shivering as the cold water streamed down my stomach and onto my thighs. It streamed off the sides as well, pooling slightly on the bed spread.

The cooling was perfect, and finally content I nestled back into my pillows.

My eyes fluttered as sleep came to take me again. They flickered shut for a moment, then I saw them.

An alien was standing at the foot of my bed.

*** 

Before I could utter a word, I was taken. I’m not sure how exactly, as it all happened so fast—a whirl of the world around me. I fell onto my hands and knees inside a sterile, steel room.

Vertigo gripped my tightly, and I felt like vomiting.

I tried to calm myself downing, focusing on my breathing.

Its okay, I must’ve just fallen asleep. My only problem with my rationalization was that it was too real, too violent to be a dream.

I realized that I wasn’t dreaming at all.

I lifted my head to look at my captor. A tall gray alien stood before me, similar to the creatures that inhabited my dreams, but more defined, more muscular. More fleshy. My dreams were partially correct in that regard.

He reached out his hand, six knobby fingers extended to help me up. I touched his hand, feeling gratitude. The texture of his skin was unique, feeling almost like snake-skin. It looked slimy in appearance, but was quite smooth, covered in tiny plates.

He helped me up to my feet, and I suddenly realized my nakedness. My face flushed.

“Don’t worry. You’ve no reason to be embarrassed.” The alien said. His voice didn’t seem to emanate from his mouth, but from some other organ on his neck. They resembled gills in a way.

I gasped, “You can... speak English?”

“I can speak any language that your species can.” He demonstrated by quickly repeating the sentence in Mandarin, German, and Portuguese. 

I swallowed hard, looking around the compartment we were standing in. The room was circular in design, with steel walls angling up to a circular ceiling. No windows were present, and the strange blue light in the room seemed to lack a source. It hurt my eyes, like it was flickering.

I squinted back at the creature that had taken me. 

“Why? Why’d you take me?”

The alien chuckled to itself, even though its mouth didn’t move. “This isn’t the first time we’ve taken you. Just the first time we’ve allowed you to remember.”

My eyes widened as the horror of it creeped into me. “So... my dreams are real...” I took a step back. “You’ve been fucking with me all this time?”

“Studying you really.” The alien mocked, “besides, you never tried stopped us.”

I looked away, trying to avoid his unblinking stare. “How could I!? I was half-unconscious!”

The alien smirked, cockiness creeping across his face. I had seen that look before, the first night I woke up from the dream. That dark look in his eyes.

“Why then? Why decide I can ‘remember’ this time?”

“We need you to agree to this session.”

“Agree?” I scoffed, “and why do you keep saying ‘we’?”

The alien stood back, gesturing his hand out towards a wall in the room. An oval shape appeared, slid inward, and opened up to reveal a hallway. Two additional aliens stepped through the door.

“This is why.” The alien nodded towards his shipmates, and they shuffled in and stood around me. “We have observed your species’ gestation cycles, and after much research... we’ve decided to use you as our prime subject.”

“Subject?” I gasped, “subject for what?”

“For impregnation.” The alien glared, its gaze narrowed on my breasts. “To propagate our species, we must breed with other races. If we keep our blood pure, our species will succumb to washed-out genetics.” 

“I can’t be impregnated by an alien!” I screamed, turning away from him, trying to find some kind of way out of this prison. “It was enough you were abducting me in the first place!” The alien seemed unfazed by my outburst. It leaned over, and I could feel its hot breath on my neck as it whispered into my ear.

“Courtney, stop denying it. We all know how much you enjoyed our previous research sessions.” I turned to face his whisper.

“That was different, those were dreams, fantasies!”

The alien turned my head, continuing his promise. “Don’t worry. You will be cared for. We understand the stigma of such a pregnancy. The X-Files comes to mind. You will return with us to our home-world, where you will be treated like a queen.”

“A-a queen?” I repeated, turning the phrase over in my head. Sweat beaded on my head. The idea of it. 

“Yes. A queen. I am the leader of my species. In your vernacular, The King. These two are my closest advisors, so they have followed me on this mission. We have great respect for the species that allow us to continue living.” He hesitated, “the only thing is... our intercourse isn’t what your species might call ‘pleasant.’ Our reproductive organs only really line up in theory.”

“I think I know all about that.” I smirked.

“So you agree then?” the alien waved my comment aside. “You’ll join us?”

“Do I have a choice? Can I even think about it?”

The alien conferred with his shipmates, their alien language singing in my ears. “I suppose. You can have one day. We’ll be back to get you tomorrow night. I think you’ll find our offer is too good to refuse though.” He waved his hand in front of me. Vertigo gripped me as the world dipped and ebbed, and I collapsed on my bed. I felt sick again.

*** 

I spent the whole day lost in thought. I considered what I might lose if I went through with their offer.

My job was a joke honestly. I’d been working at a retail store for the last three years, and it was going no where. My college degree hadn’t done me much good, the plaque sat uselessly on my shelf, proclaiming my 4-year study of Psychology a waste.

I had few friends, and almost no family.

I showered and left the house, wanting to see if maybe there was some reason to stay.

A queen...

A walk through the park did nothing for me, the same boring trees I had passed before, with the same bird songs. The radio in my car was uselessly redundant, and my friends didn’t answer their phone calls.

“Fuck it, I’ll do it.”

*** 

That night I didn’t even bother going to sleep. The anxiety and adrenaline coursing through me was enough to keep me going until 3am. Is this the right decision? I’ll never come back here again... and I’ll be giving birth to one of those... magnificent creatures.

It actually sounded pretty good when I put it that way.

When the light shocked through my window, and the alien whisked in front of my bed again, I came willingly. I nodded to him and he grabbed me, spinning me back onboard the ship.

I inhaled quickly before the jump, and exhaled as my knees hit the steel floor.

Bruises were going to be easy to come by. 

The three aliens were waiting for me already, seemingly prepared for the next step.

“So what was your decision, Courtney?” the main alien asked me.

“I agree. I have nothing holding me back here.” 

“As we expected,” the alien nodded, his shipmates murmuring in agreement. “Let us begin the ceremony.”

“Here? We aren’t going to go to your world first?”

“Of course not, we must impregnate you here, so there’s that much less time between arriving in our world and birth to the next race.”

Apprehensively, I agreed.

The three aliens circled me, they began to growl. The vibrating noise emitting from their throats. As they reached a matching pitch, the vibration seemed to rock my body at the core, pulsing in tune with my heartbeat, with my very soul.

The noise encompassed me, flooding my ears with their organic bass, and I felt myself lose consciousness.

I awoke in another room, unsure of how much time had passed. This time, my body was sprawled out on table. The cold steel of it only made the ‘ceremony’ feel more clinical, sterile somehow.

“That was it?” I frowned, not sure of what had exactly happened.

The aliens looked at me, and they were different somehow. Between passing out in the entryway and waking up here, they seemed to have changed in fevered animals. Their eyes cocked at me wildly, and I gasped when I saw their enormous erections that had appeared at their crotch. 

Each gripped their respective members tightly with their six-fingered hands. They seemed to glow at the tip, each a different color. The first alien’s cock was tinged a deep red, while the other two had a yellow and blue glow emanating from theirs.

“This is just the beginning.” The red alien pushed me back down onto the steel table, grasping at my skin with his quick fingers. His touch was shocking, and I felt dizzy from the assault. 

He raised his hand and squeezed my breast, murmuring at how soft I was, how wonderful my skin felt, completely unlike the aliens on his home planet. I was still regaining my composure, but I already felt the pleasure begging to grip me, the tingling sensation grow within my body.

Not just because of the aggressiveness, but the fact they were aliens. And they were going to impregnate me.

The red alien’s cock quivered in front of me, urging me to grip it. I felt some kind of uncontrollable urge to knead that cock. 

I tentatively traced a circle on the tip of his dick, delighting in his squirming as I did.

I gripped its scaled shaft, balling my fist around its base. The alien grimaced, a sharp intake of breath proving I was doing it right. I flicked my eyes up at him as I took his cock in my mouth, the scales sliding easily against the texture of my tongue.

He suddenly gripped my head, tearing my hair and pounding into my mouth. The aggressiveness was impressive, and I choked immediately.

I pulled the cock out of my mouth, coughing. “Don’t do that again,” I commanded, surprised at my own voice. I tested the waters further, “As your queen, I demand it.”

It worked. He looked remorseful, and returned his cock to me to do with as I pleased. I worked the shaft up with my fist, twirling my fingers around the tip as I skimmed over the many ridges.

It wasn’t like a human cock really, instead of having a single ridge near the head, it had three. There were two holes at the end, and no balls were present on the outside of the body. Perfect, was all I could think of. So streamlined.

I blushed as I slathered his cock with my saliva, coating its pulsating skin with spit. Swirling my tongue around it as I popped the dick out of my mouth, the alien cried out in pleasure, his gills flapping on his neck as he did.

The other aliens were getting eager watching me work my magic on this one, and I was getting eager as well. I moved my finger down to my cunt to test the waters, and found them remarkably perfect. I was already soaking wet, just sucking this alien’s strange cock in this steel-lined room.

I pushed a finger into myself, unable to resist the temptation. The aliens nodded in approval, all grinding their cocks with their hands and moaning in unison.

The red alien leaned over on the table, towering over me. He reached down and pulled my finger out from myself, and inserted his own. 

I moaned, the walls of my pussy inviting him in with a throbbing pleasure. He pushed his second finger in, twirling it around and rubbing my front wall. He was good at this. 

I whimpered, arching my back as he brought me to my first orgasm, a boiling heatwave dancing across my body and erupting over me in heat waves.

The other alien’s took advantage of helpless pleasure, squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples as I yelped and bucked in ecstasy.

“Fuck, yes!” I cried out, delighting in their fingertips on my bare skin. As the effects of the orgasm washed over me, I opened my eyes and stared into the soul of the red alien. He eyes seemed hungry, and I could tell he was growing impatient.

He withdrew his fingers from my slit and gripped my knees, pulling me closer to the edge of the table with a powerful grunt. He aimed his red-tipped dick and held it against my clit, rubbing it in circles.

I moaned, arching my back into the tip of his dick, thrusting my hips into him. I throbbed with desire. 

I needed that strange and beautiful cock inside me, its ridges filling me up.

I reached down and pushed his tip into my slit, urging him to fuck me already. The alien obliged, pushing his cock all the way into me in one deft and quick motion.

I gasped, shocked at the intensity of his erect member. I wasn’t quite prepared for the three ridges grinding against my g-spot as they entered me, and I nearly found myself at the edge of another orgasm.

He squeezed my hips, ramming in and out of me. Each full stroke would make me yelp, my skin sticky with sweat. Each time he’d thrust into me, my ass would peel off the steel table. I felt lost to it. The two aliens reminded me of their presence with their panting, grinding their cocks as they watched the red one take me as he wished.. 

The yellow-aliens cock appeared at my face, and I looked up at him. He had the same look in his eyes, and he wanted me suck him off. Our species weren’t that different.

Lost in the ecstasy of the red-alien’s cock pounding me, I almost ignored it. I took the alien’s cock in my mouth and sucked hard, almost angrily. He moaned in response, panting at the same time, so he must’ve liked it. I stroked his cock as I ran my tongue up and down its length, and he began to thrust his hips into me.

As I worked the yellow alien’s cock, the blue alien approached me, furiously jerking off. I relished it, these three aliens getting immense pleasure from me.

The sound of the red alien’s scaly skin slapping my clit with each stroke, the steel table reverberating while I sucked off the yellow alien was amazing.

He groaned, pushing his six-fingered hand on my head. I could tell he was close, his dick throbbing inside my mouth was a good sign. I twirled my tongue around his three ridges one final time, and his cock began to quiver and throb, cum shooting out the tip of it. It was colored the same as his dick, yellow.

I caught it in my mouth, swallowing big mouthfuls as quickly as it filled my mouth. The taste was unmistakable, similar to cotton candy. As the yellow alien cooled off, the blue alien’s peak reached a fever pitch, and he shot blue-colored cum all over my stomach, slather it onto my belly and breasts. I moaned as it coated my skin, and watched in amazement as it seeped in, disappearing and drying off completely.

I smiled, pushing the yellow alien away as a moan escaped my mouth, I was going to come too, it was my turn after all. The red alien quivered at the base of my cunt, and I could tell he was ready to blow his load too.

“Fucking cum inside me already! Just do it!” I yelled, wrapping my legs around his waist and pulling him deeper into me. The sensation of his throbbing cock inside me only brought me that much closer to that endless edge.

He came, shooting his seed deep inside me. The throbbing heat of his load was enough for me, and my body shook with immense euphoria. Convulsions shook me as adrenaline poured into me, erupting heat flowing within me, radiating out from my pussy, his cock.

I cried out as the pleasure washed over me, ebbing and flowing like a tide on a beach. “Oh my God!!” I bucked on the steel table, slamming my body against it with each surge of my orgasm.

His cum must’ve filled me up twice, it was so enormous in quantity. He pounded into me two more times. Satisfied, he pulled out, bringing his seed with him, dripping out of me.

“It is done,” he panted, surprising me with his exhaustion, “you will give birth. All three of us have impregnated you with our seed, which will recombine in your womb. You’ve done us a great deal of good.”

I relaxed on the steel table, my body covered in sweat. I rested my head to the side, gazing at my captors. 

“Rest easy, Courtney,” the red alien told me, his cock sheathing back inside his body. “Soon you will be in our home-world, and you will be celebrated.”

I shut my eyes, exhausted from the night.

*** 

6 months later we were there. Their alien world: Xythiub

The sky was purple. With black plants and strange vistas, I couldn’t have dreamed of a place more magnificent.

Nothing was more fantastic though, than my growing belly. The alien leader hadn’t lied, I was indeed pregnant, and I would be giving birth on this wonderful planet.

As soon as we had arrived, I was carried into the palace and queened. They told me that as the propagator of the continuance of the race, I would be treated in the best way possible.

I took my place on the throne next to my alien king, and we sighed in happiness.

I felt a kick.

Galileo’s Alien Gangbang by Simone Beatrix

A dream started it all.

As the son of Vincenzo Galilei, a composer and lutenist, I had always been extremely curious. Nothing was more curious than a reoccurring dream that would both pleasure and plague me for over fifteen years.

All I know is that I started having these strange dreams when I was in my early thirties. I think I might remember glimmers of them starting when I was a bit younger, but they didn’t truly blossom into the horrible nightmares and pleasure dreams until my thirties. 

I would dream of these squid-like creatures breaking into my home, I could barely make out their shapes, but the noises they would make are undoubtedly seared into my mind. They would pull my sheets off my naked body and pick me up, taking me from my room. The only other details are mostly sensations, the feeling of suckers pulling against my skin, the slime and... dare I say... pleasure of having those tentacles prodding and filling my ass up. I couldn’t quite place it, but I know that at one point I started to look forward to going to sleep—hoping the dreams would continue. 

I became addicted to them, and I would often lay in bed all day hoping for the dreams to come to me, or perhaps, for them to come true. For some reason I had this inkling they might have been more than dreams, but I couldn’t be sure, not without proof. I would awake with sweat most nights, but other nights, my sheets might be covered in a conspicuous fluid that was not my own. I began to think that maybe I wasn’t have dreams, but actually experiencing events.

No one would believe me of course, so I kept my mouth shut. I just needed to find the proof for myself. 

I was being taken from my room. Abducted even. But by what strange monsters? What creatures could be capable of such actions? I researched extensively in libraries and interviews with scientists, especially focusing on sea creatures and sea life, since the monsters reminded me of octopus and squid. They were of no use. Regretfully, I wouldn’t truly find an answer for another ten years.

*** 

In my forties I began to lose hope, until one night. I don’t know if it was on purpose or a calling, but I awoke from the dream again, and stood to open my window. After pushing the window open, I caught a glimmer of something in the sky far above my head. It glinted and floated for a long moment. I was able to accurately calculate its distance from me using a couple of reference points, thankful for my talent in the mathematics. Its size was enormous and it couldn’t have been man-made, as it was 2 miles into the sky, and 1 mile away from me. Then it disappeared. A breakthrough. 

I had already been researching astronomical subjects for a number of years, but I was determined to further it by this epiphany. 

Thankfully, I just started researching the work of Hans Lippershey and his refracting telescope, a significant improvement on the spy glass used by mariners. I began work on it, knowing that if I could just catch another glimpse of the light, that maybe my answers would be revealed.

*** 

I built it, and perfected it. Using the notes that Lippershey had written, I made a better version of his own design, and began to stay up late hoping to catch a glimpse. I sketched the moon with my new machine, and found that it was covered in mountains and crevasses.

Finally, I caught it one night. That glimmer of hope in a literal sense.

I awoke like always from my dream, panting and drenched. I quickly regained my senses, leaping out of bed and peering through my telescope into the sky. I spotted it immediately, the glimmer of an object in the heavens. As soon as I placed my lens upon it, its demeanor changed, as if it could tell it was being watched acutely. 

The design was much different than I expected, a long cylindrical shape, silver against the moonlight, and with lamps dotting it, flashing a multitude of different colors. It seemed to be still in the air, and I felt the sensation that I was being watched through my own lens.

The light emitting off the object suddenly increased in brightness, becoming a shining beacon. I grimaced, dropping my telescope and collapsing to the floor.

The next thing I remember is awaking within a metal cell. It certainly wasn’t architecture that I recognized, metal orbs stuck out from the ceiling and the walls, and my head throbbed. The light in the room was blue in hue, which was surprisingly odd.

I thought maybe I had fallen back into a dream, but the vividness was unlike anything I had ever dreamt of before. I was in full control of my body, and my senses were more powerful than usual. 

This was real.

I shuddered, both satisfied and horrified by the reality of it. I saw the single door that led my chamber, it was also circular in design, with no way of opening it. No door handles or levers were apparent. I wouldn’t have even been able to tell it was a door if it weren’t for the glass window in the center of it. The other side was inky blackness.

As I lay there on the metal floor, the cold of the room pricking against my skin, I began to hear noises from the other side of the door. A kind similar to hooves on a horse. The doors screeched open and I was finally greeted by the creature of my dreams for the last fifteen years.

Three eye stalks jutted out from the top of it, with a squid-like skin wrapped all the way around its bulbous body. When it moved, the mass of tentacles that were connected to it bobbed up and down, and a clopping noise emitted from it, although I couldn't see any feet.

“What is this place?!” I cried out, surprised at my own shock, “You’ve been the one tormenting me for so long, haven’t you? Invading my own home and kidnapping me, night after night? Why?!”

The creature responded with a series of noises, then it inhaled sharply, as if it were rearranging something within itself. Gibberish spewed out of it, then with sudden clarity, perfect Italian.

“Yes. I was instructed to take you. To take you and test—experiment—on you. We are very close to understanding all there is to know about your race, Galileo. There are only a few more experiments to perform, and since you seem so... inquisitive of us, we decided to let you participate with us on this one.”

“What, what do you hope to do to me?! What could you do that you haven’t already done?”

The alien screeched a noise, “Silence! You don’t have a choice in the matter, you’re trapped. Besides, we’ve seen how you react to our other tests... you enjoy it. Don’t deny it. You wouldn’t have searched us out with your spying glass otherwise.

“I...” I stopped. I wasn’t sure if I really did. 

“As I suspected, Galileo,” the alien’s tentacles slithered across the floor, leaving a small trail of slime behind them. They were a simultaneously strange and familiar sight. I felt like I knew them, that I knew how they would feel running all over my body. I shuddered at the thought, not in revulsion, but in anticipation and excitement. The creature seemed to pick up on this, and his tentacle reached out and gripped my neck, squeezing it tight. The suckers wrapped tightly around me, and I could feel myself grow dizzy.

The alien seemed to enjoy this, and it let go. “This’ll be easier if you just relax Galileo, and let it happen.” It made a series of noises in its mother tongue, and the door opened, revealing two more similarly strange creatures.

They all looked the same to me, save for their coloring. My original tormentor appeared pink in color, while the two that joined him appeared blue and green respectively. Before I could utter another word, I was tossed to the ground with an aggressive, but gentle forcefulness. 

“What... what are you going to do to me?” I asked, fearful of the answer.

“Nothing we haven’t done before Galileo, you’ll just be conscious this time. We’ve seen how you enjoy it though, so I think you should just let it wash over you. Mmmm.” The aliens began to emit a vibrating noise from their mouths, and soon the room felt to reverberate with their tones. While it was shocking to hear at first, it did in fact, wash over me. I felt my body relax, while my mind stayed relatively alert. I felt calm and at ease with everything. What fantastic trickery!

The green and blue tentacles slathered my body, coating me in a kind of sticky lubrication, it mixed well with my sweat. The blue and green aliens flanked me, and their tentacles reached out and gripped my limbs, holding my arms and legs in a star pattern. Their suckers pinched my skin, and pulled my arms just tight enough. The pink alien’s tentacle slide up my body and produced a barb, shearing through all my clothes. A free tentacle pulled them off my naked body.

I felt incredibly vulnerable, but at the same time, somehow comfortable. I knew deep down that this is what I had been seeking, answers. And I was about to get all of them.

“Wait!” I breathed, my body willing, my cock hard, “Can I at least know the names of my captors?”

The aliens hesitated, gazing at each other with their eye stalks. “We do not have equivalent names in your language, but I suppose you could call me Europa.” The pink one answered. Europa then pointed to the green alien and blue aliens, “and Io and Ganymede respectively.” I followed his tentacle and silently repeated the names to myself: Europa, Io and Ganymede.

The pink tentacles seemed to almost multiply in number, and they coated my body with glistening lubrication. The alien enjoyed this, murmuring as it watched my erection grown into a magnificent pillar.

I knew what I needed, what I wanted.

Europa’s pink tentacle slithered up my thigh, and wrapped tightly around my penis, each sucker carefully pinching the skin in just the right way, the lubrication glided the tentacle up and down my shaft, working me over. I ached, attempting to move my arms and legs caused the blue and green tentacles binding me to fasten harder. I moaned, panting, louder than before. The room was sweltering hot, the humidity in it was not normal. 

The aliens must’ve required such humidity to thrive, as it didn’t seem to be affecting them. The pink one continued to work my cock into a fantastic motion, then it stopped, slithering over to me.

“See, you love this,” the pink alien teased me, “but you’ll like this even more.”

The pink tentacled creature’s body moved towards me, its mass of flesh and tentacles hovered over me. I was unsure of what was happening, but the alien chuckled to itself. The alien then lowered its body onto my rigid member, and I felt my cock slide into the alien, its pulsating orifice squeezing it delectably. I moaned as the alien’s vagina squeezed my cock in sequence, vibrating up and down, coating my balls in lube.

The alien rode me, its body gliding over my hips and back. I couldn’t believe the pleasure, coupled with the strange ribbing of the alien, and the pulsating action there was little I could do to hold back my eruption.

I moaned louder, “I’m going to come!” 

The pink alien smirked, “So do it,” it pounded onto my cock, my skin tingling. My balls tightened up and I felt my orgasm erupt through me, my load shooting deep into the alien’s body, every pulse as satisfying as the last. The blue and green tentacles released me from their grip, and retracted back away from my body. I collapsed in exhaustion, and I saw red circular welts covering my wrists and legs.

The pink alien moved off my body, taking its place back in front of me. 

The alien reached out again, picking me up with its tentacles and flipping me back over. My bare ass was exposed. “Take him,” the pink one demanded of the others. Io, the green alien’s, tentacles slapped my ass, quickly coating it in slime. I remembered this from my dreams, the pleasure they took in my body, in toying with it.

I remembered loving it.

The blue alien, Ganymede, slipped a tentacle around my neck, and another tickled my lips. I knew what to do, I had wanted to since I first saw those beautiful appendages. I grabbed the tentacle and slipped it into my mouth, where it went surprisingly rigid. I flicked each of the suckers with my tongue, savoring the taste of the lubrication they emitted. It was salty and sweet at the same time.

The alien’s body betrayed its pleasure, and I could tell that it was enjoying this as much as me. I pumped my mouth over the tentacle, gripping it with my hand. 

The green alien, now satisfied with its coasting of lube on my ass and inner thighs, made its next move. It slipped a tentacle inside my ass, my pucker willingly accepting its lubed and tapered tip. I grimaced as it entered me, abstaining for a moment from my work on the blue alien.

I relaxed, and the green alien explored my ass further, plunging his tentacle deep inside me. I could feel another erection growing already, pushing against the cold ground.

The blue alien demanded more, shoving another tentacle in my face. I took both of them in my mouth, squeezing them together and gagging for a moment. Revitalized with saliva and lube, I went to work on them, pumping my mouth over with my hand on them. The tentacle in my ass prodded my prostate, surging my cock back to life. It ached with each throbbing pulse.

The pink alien gazed on, admiring the scene. 

“Galileo, is this more than you ever expected?” it asked me. I took the sucker and blue tentacles out of my mouth to answer, gripping them lightly in my hand.

“This is beyond,” I groaned as the green tentacle began to pound into me, slamming home each time it pulled out, “anything I could have imagined.” I moaned again, lifting myself up to my knees. I grabbed my cock and squeezed, quelling its hunger for a moment. The green alien’s tentacle seemed to secrete a kind of liquid from the tip that made my body tingle. The buzz it gave me only heightened my senses, while simultaneously putting me in a kind of daze.

The pink alien’s tentacle wrapped around my torso and pinched my skin, leaving hard welts all over my arms and chest. It teased my nipples as the sounds of Io’s green tentacle slamming into my ass filled the small room. I eagerly licked the blue tentacle’s suckers, watching the tapered tip begin to blossom open, ready to gush its liquid forth. 

I hungered for it. I wanted nothing more than to drink up the alien’s juices, their secretions. The tentacle goop that spilled forth. I remembered it as a glimmer in my dreams, those previous abductions always ending in a shower of tentacle juices covering my exhausted body, but this time I would remember.

The aliens began to vibrate, making a buzzing noise that filled my ears. The green alien’s tentacle squeezed my insides, exploding in hot jizz inside me. The tentacle throbbed, pulsating every drop into my body. I groaned as the tentacle rapped against my prostate, my second orgasm overflowing through me.

“Yes!” I cried out, feeling the orgasm rock my body, ejaculate spurting out of my hard cock. As I finished off, the blue tentacles that filled my mouth began to throb, erupting with the blue alien’s jizz. The taste filled my mouth, reminding me of a kind of spice. 

The pink alien was last, and I learned that the aliens were both female and male. Its tentacles squeezed around my body, and the alien began to ejaculate, the sight of its comrades pushing it over the edge. My body was soon covered in a rainbow of alien jizz, all different shades respective to each alien’s color. All the tentacles loosened and slithered off my body, withdrawing back into the alien’s bodies. I collapsed onto the floor, exhausted and sticky. I sighed raggedly, wanting nothing more than for sleep to take me.

The pink alien presented itself in front of me, appearing to nod. “The experiment is complete Galileo. I’m afraid we will never see you again...” I looked up at it in desperation. 

“Never? But, my dreams. For so long I’ve yearned to meet my tormentors, and now you’re telling me you won’t ever grace me with your presence again?” 

The pink creature turned to confer with the green and blue aliens. Their confusing language was brief, and the pink one turned back to me to answer. “Perhaps we can arrange a meeting every once in a while. Goodbye Galileo, you’ve been... exquisite. Also, you might want to check out some fixed stars near Jupiter, they might hold interesting discoveries for you...” My eyes fluttered shut, and I fell asleep.

*** 

I awoke the next day in my bed, sticky with sweat. I immediately tumbled out of bed to inspect my body for evidence. I ran my hands down my torso and found small red circles from their suckers, my wrists and penis were still bruised as well. Smugly satisfied, I sighed in relief. For once I had proof, at least for myself. 

I knew no one else could know about my abduction, I had enough problem with people accepting me. But what was that last thing Europa had mentioned? “The stars near Jupiter?” I jotted down my captor’s names real quick, “Europa, Io, and Ganymede,” and I made a note to observe Jupiter that night, hopefully discovering something that might change how people thought of the universe. I know that for me, meeting Europa, Io and Ganymede changed everything, permanently. 

––––––––
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