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When the interplanetary transport passages opened,
they changed trade and culture forever. Goods, technology, food,
animals, precious metals, and resources all became much less
scarce. It was personal services that became the only true
instrument of value.

Ziva grew up in a poor family in a poor neighborhood
in a poor region on planet Earth. She wanted more out of life, but
even with a decent education and some chances in life her
opportunities were limited. There was only one real way for her to
make the money she wanted to truly start her life.

 


“Why?” the quitzol asked Ziva.

“Why what?” Ziva automatically answered. It was
always strange to speak with aliens, even quitzols who were
nominally humanoid. They were bipedal, of course, and mostly human
in shape but had strangely shaped and bulging heads. Their limbs,
arms and legs, had an extra segment. Instead of hand, forearm, and
upper arm, they had hands, forearms, middle arms, and upper arms;
the same for their legs. As a consequence, they were taller than
humans and stronger as well. Some humans felt the extra segments
gave quitzols a vaguely insectoid appearance while others felt they
looked almost like a sea creature because their limbs swayed so
smoothly compared to humans. Their fingers were odd as well, longer
than humans, and there were eight on each hand, four superior
fingers facing off against four inferior digits.

It was their skin that, to Ziva, made them look like
some monster out of the ocean. Their color varied from pure pasty
white to light green to an almost yellowish. The part that
attracted her the most though, in contrast to human men, was the
slick smoothness of their skin. They exuded a natural lubricant, a
protectant, that kept their skin moist and slippery but not greasy.
They were natural swimmers and made humans look like floundering
failures in water.

“Why do you wish to carry for my species?” The
quitzol had introduced himself in his language, but Ziva’s human
mouth couldn’t form the necessary sounds. They had settled on the
name Chris for the alien.

“I’m really just in it for the money,” Ziva admitted
right away. If she was going to be eliminated in the vetting
process she wanted to be cut out immediately and not drag out the
process.

Chris nodded his head. “That is good. Some human
women form an…unnatural and unpalatable attachment to our species
after carrying. That is not good for either race.”

“But…I thought you needed human women to continue the
propagation of your species.” Ziva didn’t know if it was proper or
not to point out this common piece of knowledge.

It was hard to read Chris’s expression. He was a
non-Earth exotic, after all. “That is true. We do. But we see you
as carriers only. We do not want an…emotional attachment to our
race. We are not like you.”

Ziva nodded. “I understand. That’s fine. I’m only in
it for the money.”

“That is acceptable. You do realize that there will
be certain physical demands of your body. You will be responsible
for yourself and your body’s condition during the carrying.”

“I know what I’m getting into,” Ziva repeated. She
knew that, intellectually, at least, what she was getting into. She
was smart enough to realize that actually going through the process
would be different than saying she understood what was going to
happen.

“I should hope so.” Chris pulled a small square
device from the pouch he carried. “Extend your arm. I need to take
a blood and tissue sample.”

“Right here, right now?” Ziva asked, looking around
the café where they had met. It was one of the places in this city
where it was acceptable for different species to interact.

“Yes. Why not?”

“Don’t you need to do some…I don’t know,
preparations?”

The alien shook his head slowly. It was an unnatural
motion for them, but they had picked up the expression from humans
in an effort to better understand the inhabitants of Earth. “None
are needed. This is safe. You’ll feel a prick, and then we will be
done.”

Ziva nodded and rolled up her sleeve before extended
her arm. Chris grasped her wrist firmly, the eight fingers on one
hand clamping down and yet, at the same time, felt warm and slick.
He turned her arm and so her palm was up and exposing the soft skin
of her forearm. The plastic device fell on her skin. At first there
was nothing, and then a pinprick scratched at her skin. “Just
wait,” Chris said.

She waited in silence for a minute. Chris watched the
strange readout on the device. Every few seconds she felt pressure
on her arm, and then they were done. “You are acceptable,” Chris
declared removing the device and handing over a small card. “Report
to this address tomorrow morning for the procedure.”

Without further word he stood up from the table and
departed, leaving Ziva with a combined sense of anxiety and
triumph.

 


The building she was sent to was a large apartment
block that catered exclusively to humans, much to Ziva’s relief.
She had been inside alien homes before and didn’t enjoy it.
Upstairs inside the building the apartment itself was very plain
and unfurnished. Chris was there waiting for her. The apartment was
small. In the first room was a table and two chairs and nothing
else. On the table was a tiny quitzol computer and some other bits
of tech she didn’t recognize. He had her sign, thumbprint, and DNA
seal the service agreement he had transmitted to her wrist comp the
night before.

“That’s it?” she asked after going through the legal
process. It was obvious Chris had done it all before. Strictly
speaking contracts and legal agreements between species wasn’t
outlawed because simple exchanges of money and goods was always
allowed, but more complex legal arrangements were supposed to be
vetted by government authorities. From what little she had read of
the agreement, Chris was skirting the edge of that legal
problem.

“For the business part, yes. Now remove your clothing
and go to the next room. It is time for your implantation.” Chris
stared at her with his slightly over large and oddly angled eyes.
They were so close to human, but different enough to make her
uneasy. His eyes were blue flecked with gold, but the pupils,
instead of being round, were oval, almost catlike. It was close,
but just different enough to be wrong. She was certain she could
see the pulse of his blood through the veins close to his pale
white skin on his head.

After checking her bank account and seeing that the
agreed upon funds had been transferred, she said, “Fine,” and stood
up from the table. Her boots zipped off easily and she kicked them
away to shrug out of the practical utility jumper she wore. Chris
watched impassively. Her undergarment was a two-way, extended from
her breasts down to her thighs. When she twisted the upper edge of
the top it shrank away from her breasts and rolled down to her
hips, retracting from between her legs. From there it was easy to
toss it on top of her jumper and boots. Turning back to Chris she
asked, “Now what?”

It was easy to remain casual while naked in front of
the quitzol. They weren’t supposed to have sexual reactions to
human displays, but Ziva knew that wasn’t the truth. She could feel
the alien’s gaze on her body, drinking in her sexuality. Ziva kept
the left side of her head shaved down to a centimeter long while
she pulled the blonde and blue tresses on the right side into an
twisted braid. Her breasts were smaller than human average, she
knew, and had very small nipples and areola of the palest pink. The
one body adornment she wore was an implanted silver disk between
her breasts etched with a crest her family often used in place of a
legal name. At the apex of her legs she had a natural tangle of
blonde pubic hair. It had always been her wish to have it
permanently removed, but had never been able to afford it. She had
made herself a promise that some of the money from contract would
pay for that.

“Go to the bedroom for the implant procedure,” he
said, indicating the doorway with a pair of matched digits.

Ziva walked with confidence—and no clothing—through
the doorway and was surprised to find another quitzol in the room,
waiting quietly seated on a padded stool. This quitzol had a
slightly green tinge to its skin and, unlike Chris, did not wear
the long wrap-around garment that most of the quitzol on Earth
wore. She stepped back when the second quitzol stood up and looked
back to Chris.

“You said it would just be you,” she said with an
accusatory tone in her voice. She wasn’t afraid, just angry.

Chris made a few sounds from his language and then
said, in Standard, “You were told the implant would be done by
Chris. It will be done by Chris. Humans usually call me Chris and
this,” he indicated his partner, “is Also-Chris.”

With a sigh Ziva shook her head. “You need to be
clearer when using Standard,” she informed him. “And I’m not
calling you two Chris and Chris or Chris and Also-Chris. Also-Chris
needs a different name.”

The two whistled and moaned at each other for a
minute. “Would Sam be acceptable?”

“Acceptable,” Ziva echoed.

Chris gestured to the bed that filled most of the
room. “Please lay down so…Sam can implant you.”

The bed was ultra-modern with a heated mattress and
conformed to body size, shape, and weight. Sam pulled back the
simple, single cover to reveal the semi-spongy material that made
up the mattress. Ziva lay down and raised up her knees as she
parted her legs to expose her sex. She looked expectantly at the
aliens. It had been her hope that the procedure would be done in a
more sterile medical office, but this would have to do.

Sam briefly closed his angular, silver-flecked eyes
and a pouch opened up on his lower abdomen letting loose a long,
flexible tube that was the main sex organ of the quitzol. Ziva
quivered with anticipation at what was about to be done with
her.

Chris’s earlier concern about emotional attachment
was a real one and Ziva knew that. Many human women who underwent
this procedure with a quitzol often spoke of great amounts of
pleasure (mixed with some pain but they tended to gloss over that
particular sensation) caused by the quitzol’s sex organ. Some spoke
about the great honor they had in serving the quitzol. A few even
went so far as to be implanted a second time (or more!) and never
asking for payment. What part about the carrying procedure that
caused the emotional investment of the women was uncertain (again,
strictly speaking, inter-species sexual contact wasn’t a crime, but
it was easy for one species to claim rape and the other to claim no
knowledge that what they were doing was inappropriate for their two
respective races) and most likely would remain so until some brave
scientist decided to defy local laws and carry out experiments
beyond the pale of custom.

Sam approached her and stopped at the edge of the
bed. Ziva remained motionless, not knowing exactly what to do. She
knew that his sex wouldn’t get hard like a man’s cock, but would
remain flexible—and incredibly firm—while she was under his
influence.

What she wasn’t fully ready for was the way his sex
uncoiled and grew like a hose filling with water. Quitzols could
control their sex, and Sam’s reached out for her like a snake
seeking prey, even as the alien crawled on the bed and positioned
his body atop hers.

When his skin contacted hers, she started to have
second thoughts. It wasn’t that she didn’t want his sex in her
cunt—she had had plenty of strange things inside her body: fingers,
toys, cocks, medical instruments, and vegetables among things—it
was that this would be a real and irrevocable change in her body
and life. Before she could protest or voice her doubts about what
they were doing his tool was pressing at the opening on her cunt
and, much to her surprise, she was wet enough for him to enter her.
It wasn’t that difficult; he was thin and flexible and was able to
worm his way inside her body.

At first his member felt like nothing more than a
particularly wiggly finger inside Ziva’s cunt. It wasn’t at all
unpleasant, but then she felt him growing thicker and larger,
stretching her walls slowly and steadily wider. She wasn’t
positive, but she suspected he was going incredibly deeply into her
body as well. He filled her vag completely. She concentrated on
what was happening in her loins and she was certain that the tip of
his member was trying to penetrate her cervix, going into her womb.
Even knowing ahead of time that was what was planned for her, it
was unsettling.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned
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