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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	I've always wanted to travel, to see other planets. But I didn’t expect it to happen in this way.

	It’s not for a vacation. This is no luxury hotel or alien safari.

	It’s an undeveloped planet, and my accommodations are a pod in a science station. And what brought me here? Not a visit to a friend or a sense of adventure. It was money. Namely, that I need it. And this laboratory needs test subjects.

	“The cafeteria is over here, between the living pods and the labs,” Jane tells me, gesturing to double doors through which I can see tables and milling people. 

	She continues down the hall, and I follow. The head exobiologist of the station is giving me a tour. Jane is a tall woman in her early thirties, with dirty blonde hair and blue eyes. But what’s most noteworthy about her—what I can’t stop sneaking glances at—is the baby strapped into a carrier on her back. The baby, its sleeping head resting against Jane’s back, is green and has a spiked head. It looks like what a baby dragon might look like: reptilian, but cute as a puppy.

	This is what brought me to this planet with only a few dozen humans on it: the draco aliens and their offspring. Or rather, their lack thereof. Their population has been decreasing, and this science station’s goal is to create new draco offspring to bolster their numbers.

	“And here are the labs,” Jane says. She pushes through a door and gestures me inside.

	Part of the room is filled with computers and equipment, people sitting at desks. The other half is a clear-walled cell. A tall, green figure stands inside. My gaze catches on it and won’t move.

	“This is our main lab,” Jane says. “And this is the draco you will be the surrogate for, Sam.”

	I step closer to the cage. The size of the alien is appalling; he has to be at least three feet taller than me. He's reptilian like the baby on Jane’s back, but not puppyish. He is clearly a predator, with his forward-facing faceted eyes, wide shoulders and narrow waist, clawed hands and feet. He doesn’t look as soft as the baby, either. The iridescent shell covering him like a knight’s armor looks impenetrable. It’s a shimmering emerald green fading to purple at the hands and feet, the spikes and ridges on his head. The alien returns my gaze.

	I’m going to mate with him.

	“The draco smaragdus are somewhat andromonoecious,” Jane is saying, “but unlike true andromonoecy they must find females or hermaphrodites from other species in order to reproduce. They then–”

	“Wait, back up,” I say, holding up my hands. “In layman’s terms, please?”

	“Of course,” Jane says with a small smile. “The dracos are all male but reproduce sexually. In order to reproduce, they mate with other species. Their unique anatomy, their gametes—or I should say, their genitalia and semen—are able to morph to be compatible with any number of other species. That’s how we got my son,” Jane says, gesturing to the baby on her back. “In vitro fertilization with human females has so far been unsuccessful,” Jane continues. “We’ve only been able to create draco offspring via sexual reproduction. Three, so far. Two of which are still in process.” The exobiologist points to a young redheaded woman walking between desks. Her petite form is overtaken by a huge pregnant belly.

	I twist a lock of brown hair around my fingers nervously. Looking at the pregnant woman is like looking at my future.

	“And that’s where you come in, of course,” Jane says, seeming entirely unaware of my nerves. “Our first official surrogate. You are doing a great service to science.”

	What does Jane mean by “first official”? I wonder. Jane and the other two pregnant women aren’t official somehow?

	I look again at the emerald alien in his transparent cell, strange and monstrous and dangerous-looking. The father of my future child. Who I’m going to mate with.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	 

	My first few days at the station primarily involve testing. Blood draws, genetic testing, ultrasounds, pelvic exams, anything they can think of, I imagine. They’ve had me doing ovulation tests since I signed up and during the flight here. I had to do a lot of testing before they’d hire me, and apparently that wasn’t enough.

	But partly I don’t mind, because it delays the stage of the experiment where I am impregnated by another species.

	One day in the cafeteria, I spy the pregnant redhead, and take my tray of food to her table. There are three other people sitting at the table, and I realize the chubby black-haired woman is pregnant, too.

	After a bit of small talk, the redhead–Briony–asks me if I’m nervous.

	“Of course I am,” I say.

	“Rest assured, the uh—process—” she says with a wink, “is quite enjoyable. Right, Li?”

	The black-haired woman nods. “You might say it’s…very fulfilling.”

	The black man with stylish hair across the table—Yemi, I think he said—leans in and says to me, “What they’re trying to say is the dracos have giant cocks. Prepare to be dicked down.”

	Li throws a french fry at Yemi, who dodges it.

	I don’t know how to feel about this. I guess it’s reassuring that these two women enjoyed getting impregnated, but I can’t get over the fact that the males under discussion aren’t human.

	“Why did you apply, Sam?” asks the young white man sitting across from me. He’s thin, with neatly combed light-brown hair.

	“The money,” I say immediately.

	He nods, and I’m glad he doesn’t ask any prying questions. I guess money is always a good enough reason. The truth is, I was scammed by a friend who said she had a not-to-be-missed investment deal. Not really a friend, I suppose, since friends don’t lie and run off with your life savings. OK, yeah, I guess I was kinda dumb. And this was how I was paying for that idiocy—by selling my body to science.

	“Why did you get involved?” I say, turning to Briony and Li.

	Briony’s pale skin turns deep red. “Well, uh, you see…”

	“No reason to hide it,” Li says. “The whole station knows at this point. We were curious what it’d be like to have sex with a draco.”

	“It started as a dare, really,” Briony continues. “I blame everything on Yemi.”

	“Hey, it was my dare that started it,” Evan says, as if instigating sex with an alien is something to be proud of.

	“Well, someone dared somebody else and one thing led to another,” Briony says.

	I turn my head back and forth between speakers like watching a tennis ball match. They’re probably only a handful or so of years older than me—I’m twenty—but in this moment they seem very young. I’ve had to be poked and prodded and tested in order to do this, but for them it started with a dare?

	“Did you get in trouble?” I ask. 

	“Yeah,” Briony said. “But Jane couldn’t resist the chance to gather data, so here we remain. As big as whales. Carrying the future of the draco smaragdus.”

	“Honestly, our esteemed leader Jane started it,” Evan says. “She was the first to get pregnant. And what, she was just in the lab alone one night and decided to try a new experiment without telling anyone?”

	“Nope, she wanted that draco dick,” Yemi finishes.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3

	 

	 

	“We’ll be watching you the whole time,” Jane says, pointing to cameras in two corners of the room. “And there will be guards right outside the doors. If the draco becomes aggressive in any way, we’ll extract you immediately.

	“Okay,” I say. I guess that sounds good, but they’ll be watching me? Watching me fuck an alien?

	I take a deep breath. This isn’t a tryst, it’s a science experiment, a medical procedure. Just like getting a pap smear from a doctor–nothing personal, everything professional, no need to be awkward. Or at least that’s what I tell myself.

	“How likely is it to become aggressive?” I say.

	“Not too likely, but when it comes to mating, they can be…enthusiastic. Certain of his hormones are elevated right now, making him easily aroused–you might say he’s in rut. Perhaps you should choose a safe word. If you say it, we’ll get you out of there.”

	“That’s a good idea. Um.” I say the first thing that pops into my head. “Penguin?”

	Jane cracks a smile. “Penguin for your safeword. Got it. I’m going to my station.”

	I nod. Jane walks out. It’s a small room. As I came in, I saw the door was labeled Exam Room 2. There are counters and a sink, but all items have been cleared from the room except an exam table and the two cameras in the corners. I’m wearing nothing but a hospital gown that’s a little too small for my plump body. I wonder what I should do, if I should position myself somehow. I decide to sit on the exam table.

	I hear Jane’s voice over a speaker. “Draco subject entering now.”

	I tense up, overcome by nerves. I wish I hadn’t agreed to this! The door to the room slides open and the alien walks in. He looks around the room, at me on the table. He towers over me, a spiked reptilian head and masculinely humanoid body. The lights shimmer like rainbows on his green and purple exoskeleton. I don’t see a penis.

	He stands still, his tongue flicking out. With his faceted eyes, I can’t tell what he’s looking at. Perhaps the entire room at once.

	I put my feet in the stirrups and lay down. I spread my legs, my hospital gown covering my genitals. Just like a pelvic exam, I tell myself. Nothing personal. Just ride it out.

	But he doesn’t approach me. I lift my head and watch him standing still, tasting the air like a snake, his head tilting slightly one way and then the other.

	“Lift up your gown,” Jane says in my ear.

	Someone giving me instructions on how to seduce an alien. Damn, this is weird.

	I lift my gown up over my hips. Now my curling pubic hair and pussy are bared to the alien and to the cameras. Who
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