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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“Truth or dare.”

	“Dare,” Li says.

	I watch Evan rub his hands together and smirk devilishly.

	“I dare you,” Evan says, “to show Draco your boobs.”

	“What?!” Li cries, and Yemi claps his hands together and hoots.

	We all look over at the polycarbonate cage which houses the alien. The Draco smaragdus specimen is sitting on the floor, his faceted eyes half-lidded as if he’s dozing. Even sitting down, he’s almost as tall as me. I mean, I’m pretty short–barely 5’1”–but this alien is huge even by Draco standards. Draco smaragdus look like a cross between a dragon and a knight–if that knight had an iridescent green exoskeleton for armor. They’re striking, and kind of beautiful.

	We four interns are lingering late in the laboratory. I can’t remember if it was Evan or Yemi who suggested we play Truth or Dare, but we all thought it would be fun. Things can get boring at the station. It’s not like this planet is known for its nightlife–no bars, no clubs, just jungles and aliens. Our science station is the only human presence here.

	I know Evan didn’t come up with this dare as an excuse to check out Li’s boobs, because he’s as gay as they come, a pretty twink with light brown hair and angelic blue eyes that bely his truly mischievous self.

	“You chicken?” Evan taunts.

	“Of course not,” Li says, and stands up from the circle of chairs we made. She walks up to the alien’s cage and waits a moment until his faceted eyes focus on her, then quickly lifts her shirt and pulls it back down. 

	“Oh, come on,” Yemi says.

	“That doesn’t count,” Evan says. “Right, Briony?”

	“It wasn’t in the spirit of the game,” I agree.

	“Let him actually see them,” Evans says. “Do a little shimmy.”

	Li rolls her eyes, but turns back to the alien. I’m close enough that I can see when she lifts her shirt and hooks her fingers under her bra, pulling both up to display large breasts with brown nipples. Li is cute, chubby and curvy, with straight black hair in a bob. She does a little shimmy and her breasts jiggle and sway. Draco watches her and tilts his head. Yemi leans out of his chair, trying to get a glimpse of Li’s tits.

	Li pulls down her shirt and sits back down. “If he breaks out of there, I’m telling Jane it was all your fault,” she says to Evan.

	Jane is the head exobiologist on the station. A few months ago, a draco did break out of his cage. And before running off into the jungle, he fucked Jane. Yeah, you heard that right, the alien had sex with my boss. And now she’s pregnant. It was a scientific breakthrough–no one knew how Draco smaragdus reproduced, and their numbers have been dwindling enough to cause alarm. But thanks to Jane, we now know this alien species can alter their anatomy and genetics to mate with any species, depositing progeny in their womb.

	And thanks to Jane, a lot of us on the station are wondering what it’s like to have sex with an alien. Wondering what it’d be like to have an alien fetus growing inside us. I’ve always wanted to be a mother, and as weird as it is, seeing Jane’s belly bump, looking at the ultrasound pictures, triggers my maternal instincts. I’m small and slender, with long red hair, the sort of appearance people describe as elfin. I bet I’d look damn cute with a belly bump.

	“He’s not going to knock me up,” Evan says. “But I can’t say I’m not a little curious.”

	“Ugh, seriously?” Yemi says.

	“You read the reports,” Evan says. “He can change his anatomy to perfectly please whoever he’s with, and his semen causes drug-like pleasure. You can’t tell me that doesn’t make you even a little curious.”

	“Unlike you,” Yemi says, “I don’t need alien jizz to get my kicks.” But his eyes dart back to the alien sitting in its cage.

	I won’t admit it to Yemi, but I’m curious. I haven’t gotten laid since coming to this planet almost a year ago, and a girl has needs. Apparently, this big green alien is particularly suited to fulfilling needs.

	“Yemi, truth or dare,” Li says, with a twinkle in her eye.

	“Truth,” he says, leaning forward.

	She leans forward, too. “Tell the absolute, complete truth, and don’t you dare think about lying–” she begins. Yemi makes a cross-my-heart motion.

	Li continues, “Have you ever imagined having sex with a draco?”

	Yemi’s eyes widen for a moment, then he sits back and grins. “I’ve imagined you having sex with a draco. And Briony, too,” he says, his grin shifting to include me.

	I roll my eyes and tut, pretending as if that offends me rather than makes my heart beat. Yemi is hot–tall and dark-skinned, muscled from spending his off hours at the station gym. His curly hair is in short, loose twists. He’s only been on the station a month. After Jane announced her pregnancy, we got an increase in staff–more biologists, several ob\gyns, a news reporter, and Yemi and Li. It’s been nice having more people my and Evan’s age around. All four of us interns are under 28.

	“You didn’t answer the question,” Li says. “Have you ever imagined yourself having sex with a draco? Yes or no.”

	“Fine, okay, maybe like once. Just as a thought exercise.”

	“Oh ho ho!” Evan says. “I knew it!” I laugh, too. Li sits back in her chair and looks smug.

	“Whatever,” Yemi says. “Briony, truth or dare?”

	I sit up straighter.

	“Dare.”

	Yemi sits back in his chair, his legs spread wide, looking cocky as hell. He puts a hand to his chin and squints his eyes at me as if thinking really hard, but I can tell it’s just for show.

	“Briony,” he says. “I dare you to give the draco a handjob.”

	My mouth drops open.

	“Yemi!” Li admonishes.

	“How would I even…” I start, looking around at the alien. His cage is three solid, transparent polycarbonate walls and a roof attached to the lab wall. Whatever “special” anatomy Draco has is hidden inside his exoskeleton.

	“You can put your hand through the meal hatch,” Yemi says.

	There’s a small portal in the front of the cage we use to put food and water through. It is roughly crotch height for the towering alien.

	Imagining having sex with an alien is one thing, actually doing it is another. Of course, just because I put my hand in his cage doesn’t mean he’ll come over and get out his penis.

	“How do you ever expect to move on from your internship and become an actual biologist if you aren’t willing to run experiments?” Evan says, backing up Yemi for no reason other than Evan is evil like that.

	I snort. But I stand up and walk to the cage. The hatch is about ten by ten inches, and only opens if someone unlocks it from one of the computers. 

	“Someone open it,” I say. Yemi goes to a computer and types. The hatch opens.

	If anyone walks into the lab right now, I will be in so much trouble.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	 

	“Hey, Draco!” I call softly. The alien is watching me. I put my hand through the hatch and wiggle my fingers. Draco gets fluidly to his feet and walks over.

	“Come closer,” I say. I wiggle my fingers more slowly, in what I hope is an enticing way. I’m a bundle of nerves. He could turn aggressive at any moment. Am I willing to lose a hand over a dare?

	The draco stands a couple feet away and looks between my hand and my face. I wonder what he makes of the four young humans acting strangely. I have no idea how to communicate to him what my intentions are. Maybe Draco smaragdus don’t even like handjobs; maybe they only have sex for procreative purposes. No matter how amazing his physiology, he’s never going to get my hand pregnant.

	“Come on,” says Yemi. “Reach farther. Be sexy or something.”

	“And what do aliens consider sexy?” I say archly.

	“Jane, apparently,” Evan says, and we all snicker.

	I reach farther through the hole, so that my arm is in his cage past my elbow. I’m so nervous, and I jump when he bends over, bringing his head closer. But he doesn’t bite me; his forked tongue flickers over my hand, tickling me.

	“Are we sure he’s not considering eating her for dinner?” Li asks. 

	Draco licks the sensitive inside of my wrist, and a pleasant shiver runs through me. I can’t believe I’m doing this, ignoring all protocol in order to touch the alien. That I actually am touching the alien.

	He straightens up, and for a few long seconds nothing happens. Finally I pull my hand out of the cage.

	“Well, I tried,” I say. A surge of triumph goes through me. I didn’t chicken out, but I also didn’t have to go through with the dare.

	“Wait, look!” Li says.

	My gaze returns to Draco, and I see what Li is pointing at. Low on his torso, between his legs, a crack is opening in his exoskeleton, and dark green flesh is beginning to push out.

	“Hoooly shit,” Evan says.

	The flesh keeps pushing out, until it hangs between his legs. For a moment I forget everything forbidden we’re doing here, and reflexively want to call Jane to come, to document. A scientific breakthrough. The alien steps closer to the small open hatch.

	“It’s your chance!” Yemi says. “Don’t back out now, Briony!”

	I remember what we’re doing, and slowly put my hand through the hatch. I tentatively touch the phallic flesh. It is warm and soft. Draco makes a clicking noise. I wrap my fingers around the flesh, and stroke downward. It thickens and begins to rise, just like a human penis would. I adjust my grip, moving my hand up and down the now-hard cock. It is long and narrow, fitting in my hand perfectly. Draco is making more of the clicking
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