<The camera shows a tunnel through time looking a lot like a scene from the TARDIS travelling.>

Come with me, on a journey. A journey through time and space. Come with me to the city of cities. 

<The tunnel disappears making place for a cityscape that is obviously alien. The skies burn fiery red and every building below looks organic. Large groups of people are walking below dressed in many strange attires.>
New Paris! Where the bright red sky casts its warm glow causing all the salt basins to sparkle with an incandescent light. It’s a popular tourist spot New Paris. Well it’s the 54th incarnation of New Paris, but lets not get technical. Lets instead play tourist ourselves and watch the tourists while they trod along taking scent-o-grams with they new CyberFunk autosniffing aromatics. Yes everything seems to be most idyllic. But look there. Near the Eiffel forest. There walks Angelita. She’s mostly human and she is about to have some misfortune. Lets watch!

<The camera descends down to the crowd circles around a young lady who looks completely human. She is blonde, and is wearing a white Marylin Monroe dress, how fashionable. The camera descends further eventually colliding with the back of the woman’s head. The head then disappears.>
Angelita was walking along Gary Gygax Boulevard on her way back to her hotel. She had just enjoyed a nice vacation near the convoluted ice nebula’s of the almagated Sq’fee’p. (Try saying that ten times fast) and she was going to pack her bag and then head for the spaceport to catch the 124.43 warp home. Hopefully avoiding the aftermorning tea rush. But her plans where interrupted when someone pointed a differential tone stunner at her and pulled the trigger. The world started to spin and before she could scream she passed out.
Some time later Angelita woke up again, still feeling dizzy and very uncomfortable. She looked around to find herself in a badly lit room strapped to some kind of archaic birthing bed. She remembered one from the museum. And just beyond the edge of her vision she heard voices. Nervous voices.
“You didn’t hit her hard enough!” The first voice said. It was high-pitched and sounded nervous. 

“I didn’t hit her at all. I used da magic sleep gun!” A second voice replied. This one sounded like someone who didn’t have enough cranial enhancements.

“It doesn’t matter you two. She is restrained. The scans show that she’s human enough so we can use her.” This voice was calm, in control and it had an edge. It cut through the silence like it was trying to kill it.

“Who’s there?” Angelita asked her voice shaking with fright. “Please let me go. I’ve got a warp to catch!”

The man awnsers with a brief fit of laughter which stops as suddenly as it began.

“I’m afraid that your problems are far greater then a missed warp flux.” The edge man gloats.

“Start the procedure.”

One of the other two men must have done something because several lights went on and revealed the room that Angelita was in. It was a large room filled with many technological gadgets but what dominated the room was one wall which was lined with dozens of transparent cylinders filled with green liquids with black oval shapes suspended in the liquid.

Angelita shrieked when the two leg straps in which her feet where bound moved apart forcing her to spread her legs. At the same time one of the cylinders disconnected itself from the wall and floated down to the table.

“Both dem green lights is on boss.,” Stupid said from behind Angelita’s head.

“Good, Proceed then” the edge man awnsered and Angelita was half expecting a maniacal laughter to follow it but it didn’t.

The cylinder rotated 90 degrees so that it was lying flat on the table and with a soft hiss a contraption rose from the table. It was impossible to mistake this device for anything else except a ram. It had a broad head which had about the same diameter as the transparent cylinder. About 10 CM across Angelita guessed inbetween moments of panic and terror.
With a hiss the ram slowly began to move forward towards the cylinder and now Angelita realized. Her widespread labida!

“Oh God no! Stop!” She shouted but to no avail.

With a soft glassy ‘tink’ the ram touched the cylinder and began to push it towards Angelita’s vagina.


Angelita gasped when the cold glass touched the most intimate area of her body.

“Deactivating the virtual glass.” High-pitch said and Angelita felt a quick vibration as the glass around what now appeared to be jelly shimmered out of existence.

She bent over forward as far as her restraints would allow her and she saw the green jelly wobbling slightly as it was pushed against her outer lips.

It was cold, colder then the glass and it smushed itself on her labia spreading its icky coldness everywhere. But inside the gelatinous mass floated that black egg and it now began to press against her. It didn’t take long for point of the egg to force her nether lips apart and the ram began to force it inside Angelita’s body. She screamed in fear and protest but none of the men, who had so far still kept themselves entirely out of her sight responded while the egg slowly disappeared into her vagina causing her belly to bulge outwards. She felt the pressure building as the egg was forced against her cervix and the ram began to push on forcing her open. At this point she would have been glad, had she known that the cervix does not have any pain receptors. Well it would have given her some small comfort.

What didn’t however was that the ram was now pushing into her vagina, against the egg which slowly reached its thickest point and then with an inaudible ‘floop’ jetted itself into her womb causing the bulge in Angelita’s belly to wobble for a moment.

She was done screaming in terror now and she now began to scream and curse in rage at the three men demanding to know what they had done to her, who they where and that they undo whatever they had done immediately or else…

The edge man sniggered briefly and a small metal rod appeared over the table. It emanated a brief white flash and Angelita began to lose conciousness.

“So how many more of them Mordred’s do we need to do?”

And then everything went dark for Angelita.
“You bloody fool!” Mr Grax shouted at the big man and gave him a slap across the cheek. “How often do I have to tell you?! NO NAMES! You know names tend to stick even though false memories!” He shook his head with frustration while the big man rubbed his cheek. “Now fetch me the neural scrambler. She’ll wake up in an hour.”

Angelita woke up on a bench in the park. She stretched and got up cradling her swollen belly. “Must have dozed off.” She said to herself while she walked, no waddled to the spaceport where by chance she just missed her warp. So Angelita caught the next one, getting stuck in the rush and arrived back on ‘Wemadeit’, one of the first human colonies outside the sol system, the place Angelita called home. But this wasn’t home. It looked an awful lot like Earth. The busy streets, the architecture. “DAMN!” She exclaimed and turned around again to book another ticket for the warp to Wemadeit. Its worth mentioning that this is the point where things really went wrong. Because at the same time Angelita stepped out on earth the trio of crooks had been waiting for her outside of the port on wemadeit, hoping to pick Angelita up and extract her cargo quickly and dump her again. But now they where waiting for 10, 15 and then 30 minutes and they decided that something could have gone wrong and decided to cut their losses and they left. Five minutes after that Angelita stepped out on the soil of wemadeit. Tired from the two warp flights she went straight home and to bed. But within her the creature stirred… It had been kept in its cylinder for a long time and that had annoyed it. Next it had been rudely forced inside a new container and then it had been sedated. That had made it angry, and when it got angry it got hungry. It decided that it would do something to fix that. Slowly, several tendrils began to emerge from the egg and started to gently slither around feeling its surroundings. It found the exit quickly. The tendrils slithered out through angelita’s cervix and began to explore their surroundings. The creature quickly recognized what he was inside, a human. “Humans are pliable, in the mind” It knew and it would take advantage of that before too long but right now its tendrils had found something else. A small animal. A cat and it was asleep. Good. That would do… The tendrils wrapped around the creature and with a quick YANK it pulled the helpless animal to it, into Angelita’s vagina and right through her cervix and absorbed it with a wet squelch.
Angelita woke up with a shock and looked down at and past her belly. 

“What was that?” She asked in a puzzled voice. “I could swear…” She began but then decided that it was probably a dream and quickly went back to sleep while her belly slowly swelled forming an outline against the moonlight.
The next day Angelita woke up early and preformed the usual morning rituals of having a shower, getting dressed and eating breakfast. But instead of going out to do some shopping she went back to her room and had the fabricator (or fabber) make her a dress that was by every definition sexy. It accentuated her curves, showed ample amounts of skin and practically ‘screamed’ available and wanting. Dressed like that, and wondering slightly why Angelita went to the entertainment disctict and went clubbing.
Of course its not surprising to know that all what she was doing was being watched by Mordred who was again feeling hungry. Its metabolism was really kicking into gear now and it wanted something more then just a small cat. Its tendrils had interwoven with Angelita’s nervous system and its digestive system had expanded in anticipation of more nutrients. Its mind calculated predicting the possible futures and steered Angelita very subtly going to the future that had meat in it.
