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      To all of those who get a little tired of the hustle and bustle of the Holidays.

      You are not alone.

      And to D. Thanks for being my rock.
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        Billie Church was sick of Christmas. She was sick of the decorations. She was sick of the holly jolly people.

      

        

      
        When Billie got offered a fresh start, she jumped on a tiny plane and headed North. Way North.

      

        

      
        She was sure she could live peacefully with the new to Earth aliens who would be her neighbours. After dealing with the old bat who lived next door, this would be a breeze.

      

        

      
        But she hadn’t counted on the three sexy Drexians wanting her for their mate.
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      This book is a MMFF Polyamory romance intended for a mature audience. This book contains explicit sex scenes, alcohol use and foul language
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      BILLIE

      Why the hell am I moving a few days before Christmas? Oh, yeah…because the dumb fucks on the New Hope council, the ones in charge of this shit show, decided it would be nice if our new alien “friends” got to experience the holidays here on Earth.

      And why the hell am I in this puddle jumping piece of shit? I just knew we were going to plummet to Earth any second. That would be it. The end. Maybe I was going to die from fright before hitting the ground. That should be a pleasant way to go. Much more pleasant than dying in a fiery plane crash.

      “And we’ve arrived. Welcome to New Hope.”

      The loud, exuberant voice pulled me from my musing. Blinking, I glanced around, noting the few other passengers on the tiny plane are getting up and heading out the door. I’d been so lost in thought, I’d completely missed the landing.

      I took a deep breath. “I never want to do that again. This girl is meant for ground travel only,” I muttered to myself as I gathered my carry-on bags.

      I shakily got to my feet, happy the dizzy feeling seemed to have finally settled. Luckily it was a short flight.

      The captain of the plane waited patiently to help me down. “You did great, miss. I told you there was nothing to worry about.” He threw me a friendly wink.

      I smiled sheepishly. “Sorry for pestering you with so many questions before takeoff.”

      The poor guy was probably ready to throttle me when I’d questioned the safety of the light aircraft. I’d wanted to make sure the proper checks had been done and learn when the plane was last serviced. I know a thing or two about mechanical malfunctions. And I was a natural worrywart.

      “It’s okay. You’re not the first person afraid to board old Betsy here.” He fondly patted the side of the plane. “But you are the first to ask such detailed questions.”

      “I think I read every book available on this model. I might even have one in my purse.” I ducked my head, feeling slightly embarrassed.

      “Ah, that explains it. Well, let me be the first to welcome you to New Hope.” The pilot gestured to the small airport. “They’ll get you all settled inside. And Merry Christmas.”

      “Thanks for the ride.”

      When I turned towards the building, I couldn't help the grimace of distaste that I was sure was clearly written on my face. What the fuck kinda fresh hell is this? The building had a mix up of tacky Halloween aliens and cartoon Christmas decorations surrounding it like creepy guards.

      There were aliens sharing space with reindeer, snowmen, and Christmas trees. The entire building appeared to be wrapped in garland, twinkling lights and tacky alien heads. It was not even dark. Whoever wrote the monthly checks obviously wasn’t worried about the electricity bill coming their way. This was an insane number of lights and moving decorations. What a waste of money.

      I was almost to the door when a group of people came flying at me out of nowhere. At least that was what it felt like. I jerked back when they began singing O’ Christmas Tree. Bloody hell, it’s like a nightmare come to life. I faked a smile and attempted to rush past the group of Christmas clad carolers. When a particularly loud gentleman stepped in front of me, I motioned him away. He doesn’t move. I stepped to the side, trying to go around him and again he blocked my path. I pasted on a fake smile and stamped my foot down on his. He let out a screech.

      “Oh man. That must’ve hurt. Sorry.” I fled into the building.

      A tall, svelte woman strutted over to my side. “Hello. You must be Billie Church. I’m Pamela Baker.”

      I forced myself to smile. The woman looked like she was ready for a Christmas catwalk with her Santa hat, Christmas ball earrings, overly made-up face, red Christmas sweater and short forest green skirt. Gag me with a spoon. “That’s me. Nice to meet you.” So not my type of woman.

      I held out my hand for her to shake. She limply grasped it, disdain clearly written across her face at my short nails and calloused palms. Her hand dropped quickly. I internally shrugged my shoulders. No skin off my back if the snotty bitch isn’t impressed by me. Her eyes ran up and down my outfit, and again, I was found lacking, going by her cringe. So sorry if my jeans, boots and bomber style jacket don’t meet your approval but it’s freaking December in Manitoba, you dumb twit.

      Her hand went to her chest. “Aren’t you just so excited to be here? I could just die.”

      Don’t let me stop you. “Yep. Very excited. Do you know who I talk to about getting my luggage and vehicle?”

      “You’re looking at her. Daddy left me in charge of handing out the welcome packages because everyone should see a friendly face after getting off that deathtrap.”

      Something we actually agree on. Too bad I don’t see anyone here fitting that description. I nodded in agreement, hoping she’d get on with it.

      Pam smiled, showing bright white, perfectly straight teeth. It wasn’t friendly. I’d say more like smug and condescending.

      “Daddy’s on the New Hope council and asked me to move down to help him get organized. Follow me, please.”

      We stepped into a pale blue office with a large desk and a couple of chairs. I breathed a sigh of relief when I found it Christmas free.

      Pam gestured toward some chairs. “Have a seat. And sorry about the office. It’s not mine.” Her eyebrows drew together. “As if I’d ever be this boring,” she muttered under her breath before walking around to the far side of the desk. There was a large envelope on top with my name written in bold black writing.

      She pushed it toward me. “This should be everything you need.”

      I pulled out a thick booklet. Good lord.

      “The keys to your new house, SUV, and service garage should all be there.” She didn’t hide her shudder. “Not sure why you chose that as a profession, but hey, none of my business.”

      Bet your ass it’s not. And yet I still found myself defending my life choices. “My dad was a mechanic. So was my husband.”

      “Oh.” She grabbed a file out of a desk drawer and rapidly flipped through pages. “I thought you were single. Is your husband joining us later? I know your son will come after the holidays, along with the rest of the town’s children.”

      I shouldn’t have to explain myself to this fluff ball. The committee knew my entire situation and obviously they didn’t feel it necessary to share. “He won’t be joining us.”

      Pam gasped, hand to her chest again. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t realise you were a widow.”

      It took a lot of willpower not to roll my eyes at the overly dramatic woman. “I’m not,” I reply dryly.

      “Oh. Ohhh. Was he cheating on you? Men can be such bastards.” Her attempt to get details by going the woman power, sisters in pain route annoyed the fuck out of me.

      I huffed out a breath, knowing the easiest way to shut her up. “When my son was diagnosed with cancer, my husband couldn’t handle it and dropped us like we were yesterday’s news.”

      The woman startled me when she jumped up and stormed over to my side.

      With more strength than I’d have thought her capable of, she dragged me out of my chair and threw her arms around me. “You poor dear. What kind of man would do such a thing?”

      I was shocked into silence, stuck awkwardly patting her shoulder. When she pulled back, there were tears in her eyes.

      “I know your son is okay now, but you must have gone through hell.” She wiped a tear off her face. “We lost my mom to breast cancer five years ago.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss.” I hated it when this happened. Everyone had a sad story about cancer. “As to my soon to be ex-husband, we’re better off without him.”

      “I hope you castrated his dumb ass.”

      I barked out a laugh. Well fuck. I’m starting to like the ice princess. “Nah. He’s still intact and has another woman already knocked up to replace his defective son.”

      “Are you serious? Did he actually say that? What an asshole!”

      I nodded my head. “Yep. That’s one of the reasons we moved. Living in the same small town with him and his new baby mama was not good for my son, Dylan.”

      Pam shook her head. “That is rough. But I just know this will be great for your son. And you too. There’s lots of sexy, available men running around town. I’m sure there must be someone close to your age.”

      “I’m only thirty-six.” I couldn’t help but point out to the younger woman.

      “Oh, yeah. I’m sure you’ll snag yourself someone new in no time.” She looked me up and down again. “I could even help you out with a make-over.”

      I held up both hands. “Woah. Nope. Not interested in another relationship. Or a makeover.” When I watched her face fall, I realised how harsh I sounded. “But thank you very much for the offer. And I know just who to ask for advice if I ever change my mind.”

      A smile lit her face—a genuine smile. “I am going to make it my mission to make sure you and Dylan love it here! I’ll stop yammering your ear off so you can go get settled.”

      Oh shit. How did I become the Princess’ pet project? “Thanks. Uhm, I better be going now.”

      “Your luggage should already be loaded into your SUV and all the boxes you shipped will be waiting inside your house.” She threw me a finger wave. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      I turned toward the door somewhat bewildered that maybe I’d made a friend. Shaking my head, I decided I was delusional and she was just doing her job. I accepted a long time ago that most women just didn’t like me. Probably because I was too closed off and didn't blather on about how I was feeling. Cars I understood, men I sometimes understood. Other women scared me. Growing up in a houseful of males didn’t help.

      Opening the door, I glanced both ways into the snowy landscape, looking for more ambushing carolers. I sprinted to the car when I noticed the coast was clear. I heard my dog Halo was awake and upset he was in the kennel. Maybe he scared off the group of way too happy songsters.

      When I opened the Explorer’s rear door, I was met with growling barks. The kennel, jammed in the back, was shaking from the very unhappy chocolate lab inside. “Chill out, Halo. I’ll get you outta there in a couple minutes.”

      When I turned on the vehicle, it purred to life. The GPS beeped and a map showing the way to our new house appeared on screen. “Okay Halo, off we go.” Turning out of the airport parking lot, I was shocked by the candy cane lined street. It took every bit of my willpower to not run them over. I was so fucking sick of Christmas.
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      BILLIE

      My brand-new Explorer is the only good thing that has come from my drive through town. I was also mildly impressed the roads were so well maintained. Snow removal must be a high priority. Main street had seriously made me want to vomit. The over-the-top decorations flooding the streets put me into an even shittier mood. I didn’t know how they managed to cram so many decorations into one small town or how they expected people to use the crowded sidewalks.

      When I entered my son and I in the Government-ran lottery for a spot in the first ever alien-human cohabitation test run, I’d never thought of us actually being chosen. The lure of $50,000 a year hazard pay, the chance to run my own shop, and a free place to live had been too good to pass up. So what if we had to share the new town with aliens? If I had put up with my grouchy ass neighbour in our last place for five years, putting up with aliens was going to be a cakewalk. For a chance to pay off the medical bills I had from my son’s illness, I would have done a lot worse.

      The only downside, other than the terrifying plane ride to the remote location, was leaving my son behind. But it was the responsible thing to do. I mean, you didn’t sign a contract stating that you couldn’t sue the government if anything unusual happened for no reason. But surely, they wouldn’t have built an entire town if they were worried about us being eaten or probed. Anyway, I’d been okay with it when they wanted the adults to move in two weeks ahead of any children.

      I would normally never be okay with leaving Dylan for Christmas, but I knew he’d have a great time with my older brothers while I was gone. Being the only kid in the family, they all spoiled him rotten.

      I’d been pleasantly surprised when Dylan had taken the news of our move with excitement. I thought he’d balk at having to leave his friends and family behind. Guess he’d needed a change as badly as I had. And aliens. What fourteen-year-old sci-fi nerd didn’t want to meet real-life aliens?

      He was a bit concerned over what they would look like. When he’d asked me about it, all I could say was the government was keeping it top secret. Fucking bureaucratic bullshit. He was hoping for Alf or the Volcans instead of Xenomorph or the Harvesters.

      Looking at the houses along my new street, it was easy to tell which ones would house our extra-terrestrial guests. No ugly Christmas decorations. That was one thing I was not looking forward to. Our houses were to be decorated by the twenty-third, the day the aliens arrived. The council had been very firm on this. Every house was to be filled with Christmas cheer. I thought throwing up a strand of lights would be good enough, but now I see that was probably not going to cut it.

      All the houses looked alike, so I double checked I had the right address before pulling into my driveway. I was happy the powers-that-be had done an excellent job of clearing snow. I clicked the remote to open the garage door. When it opened, I let out a long groan. Well, guess I don’t have to worry about buying decorations.

      Putting the vehicle in park on the driveway, I jumped out and opened the back door. Grabbing Halo’s leash, I clipped it on after opening the kennel. He let out several barks of excitement and jumped down. Bypassing the decorations, I opened the back door of the garage and walked into the backyard. “There you go, Halo. Go do your thing.”

      After watching the cheerful dog run around for a few minutes, sniffing and marking his territory, I headed back into the garage, grabbed the first box and carted it outside. After several trips and many inventive curse words, I could finally drive the SUV into the heated garage.

      Deciding to ignore the mess on my lane, I whistled for Halo, and we entered the house. Wow. The video tour didn’t do this place justice. My eyes jumped around the open floor plan, taking in the newness of the house. The smell of fresh paint assaulted my senses. I dropped the bags at my feet and wandered around, familiarizing myself with the main floor. The pale buttercream yellow kitchen, the soothing navy blue and fog grey living and dining room, the beautiful silver-grey dining set, everything screamed new. The huge navy sectional sitting in front of a large screen TV was way too large for just Dylan and I, but it sure looked comfortable. I squealed at the sight of the enormous stone fireplace in the living room. I’d always wanted a fireplace, and this one was gorgeous.

      I giggled at Halo as he ran around smelling everything. When he headed up the stairs, I followed him, eager to check out the rest of the house.

      My husband was too cheap to let me spend much money on our house so having all this luxury was almost overwhelming. All the layouts of the houses in New Hope were the same, but the residents could choose furniture, paint and accessories from a website provided by the council. It had taken Dylan and I over a month to decide what we’d wanted in our new home.

      I was speed walking, impatient to get to my room when Halo let out a low growl followed by several sharp barks aimed toward the end of the hall. I stopped and listened but there was no noise coming from any of the rooms. “Crazy dog. There’s nothing to bark at, Halo.”

      Continuing forward, I made my way into my new bedroom. I spun in a circle, my arms out and let out a happy squeal. Taking in the black accent wall with the damask pattern, the white carpet, the lush pink shag area rug, platform four-poster bed with a black fuzzy comforter and pink pillows made me extremely happy. The shiny black marble fireplace with an overstuffed round chair and nearby bookcase were just what I wanted.

      I have never let out my girly side. I was never given the opportunity, having only brothers and a single father. Being the baby of the family, I was given all the boy’s hand-me-downs growing up. My mother died giving birth to me and my poor dad had no clue how to raise a daughter, so he’d basically raised me as another son.

      My husband would laugh any time I’d try to wear anything “girly”. “Who are you trying to be?” he would constantly ask me. I’d given up after a while and stuck to my normal jeans and work boots. I even gave up buying sexy underwear, going for boxer type briefs and either sports or boring white cotton bras. My normal sleepwear had been a t-shirt and shorts.

      I couldn’t resist running across the bedroom and jumping into my new bed. Rolling around on the soft comforter, I buried my face in a pink satin covered pillow, kicking my feet like a little girl. I couldn’t wait to get between the sheets to feel the satin on my skin. Flopping over to my back, I stared at the crystal chandelier and gave a happy sigh. I have no regrets about going with a more sophisticated womanly decor for my bedroom.

      Sliding out of the bed, I walked toward the boxes piled up just inside the door. I grabbed the multi-tool on my belt and cut through the tape on the first box. Jeans. I pushed it aside and grabbed the next. T-shirts. On to the next one. Ah, this is more like it. When I’d received my first check from the council, I’d spent lavishly and bought myself all new underwear and sleepwear. After washing it, I’d put it away to wear for the first time at my new house.

      Taking the box to the bed, I dumped the contents across the comforter, clapping my hands in excitement over all the beautiful colours and shiny materials. Deciding there was no time like the present, I pulled my T-shirt over my head and threw it toward the floor, my boring white cotton bra quickly followed. Picking up a bright crimson push-up bra, I held it up in front of me and glanced toward the mirrors on the double doors of my closet. Tossing it aside I picked up a teal-colour bra next and held it up. Yep, this is the one. After sliding my arms through the straps and doing up the front closure, I dropped my pants and underwear and put on the matching thong, glad I took the time to wax before moving. Walking closer to the mirror, I’d inspected my body turning one way than the other. I looked pretty good for my age.

      Not bothering to dress, I worked on putting the rest of my clothes away and moved on to place my books in the order I liked on their new shelves. Coming across the box of other new items I'd bought, I placed candles across my dresser and lit them. The smell of vanilla musk filled the air.

      Pulling out the new toys I bought, I giggled when I saw how overboard I had gone. Unwrapping a shiny purple vibrator had me pausing in my actions. I glanced around the room, as if somebody could see me, but I was alone. Halo was gone exploring. I crossed the room to close the door.

      Making my way back to the bed, I tapped the toy against my bare leg. Dare I? I mean, there was nobody here. It wasn’t like Dylan, or my idiot ex are going to come busting in. I wasn’t needed at the shop. I had nothing but time on my hands. Not stopping to overthink it, I pulled the comforter back and climbed onto the soft mattress.

      My fingertips skimmed over the smooth skin on my stomach causing shivers to dance up my spine. I ran them up my arms and across my neck before moving down towards my breasts. It had been so long since I had been touched that even my own hands felt sinfully delightful. Undoing the front closure on my bra, I released my aching breasts. Using both hands, I took my time, kneading and caressing myself before pinching my nipples. A low moan escaped as my thighs clenched tightly together. I needed more. I needed relief.

      Reaching down, I pulled off my thong, noticing it was wet center. Those didn’t last long. I spread my legs and after gathering some saliva on two fingers, moved them toward my throbbing clit. The first touch has me bumping my hips up, my body wanting more. I rubbed my slick fingers in a tight circle against my clit then spread the moisture down lower. Spreading my lips, I thrusted my fingers into my pussy, groaning at how good it felt.

      Remembering my new toy, I reached for it and the bottle of lube I’d bought to go with my new collection. This kind was supposed to heat. So many new things to try. I squeezed some lube onto the vibrator, turned it onto the lowest setting and rubbed it against my slit before slowly pushing it inside.

      “Oh holy hell,” I yelled when the clit tickler vibrated against me and the shaft hummed inside my body.

      I pinched and tugged at my nipples with my free hand while furiously working the toy in and out of my dripping pussy. Dare I turn up the juice? I bite my lip, trying to hold in the scream threatening to break free. Fuck me. If the second setting is doing this, the fifth would likely put me in a coma.

      I held the vibrator as deep inside as it would go and let the sensations flow through my body. Tilting my head down, I lifted my breast toward my mouth and licked my nipple imagining it was a sexy stranger. A tidal wave of ecstasy crashed over me. My head dropped and my back arched off the bed. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!”

      The vibrator continued its humming as I pulled it from my body. I was hyperstimulated and even the slight brush against my clit has me shuddering. I turned off the toy and collapsed against the bed, fully sated. With toys like these on the market, I could see why so many women stay single.
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      DUROK

      Entering our new neighbour’s house may be seen as violating human laws, but we have orders to follow. Our commander made it very clear we must find out as much about these humans as we are able. The advanced technology of our race made it easy to spy on them.

      Our people had been keeping up to date on the inhabitants of earth throughout their brief history. We had helped them along, teaching them some of our technology, but have had to be careful not to overwhelm their tiny brains. The Pyramids and nuclear power were mistakes we were careful not to make again. We had tried not to interfere but have had to step in a few times to keep them safe from other sentient beings that would have taken the planet by force and turned the humans into slaves.

      We knew this day would come. Our planet was dying. We had no choice but to integrate into the planets that had the capacity to house our people. Some of us had already colonized other planets that knew of our existence. Places that were similar to our home in atmospheric compounds. It was still questionable whether Earth's inhabitants would accept us. That was our job. Gain their trust and integrate into their lives so they welcomed us into their world. Learn their more intimate desires, so that we could manipulate them into earning us their gratitude.

      Each team had the same mission objective. Find out more about human behavior. What motivated the average human? What form of manipulation will work on them most effectively. We had gleaned nothing of interest while observing the town getting prepared for inhabitants. Our brethren had reported similarly. So far, the humans here had  yet to deceive us. They were following through on our agreement and had expressed themselves amicably toward us.

      She’s cute. Aayala used our mind link, so the human woman cannot hear us. Our people use mind links in our chosen family unit. I like her short stature. It would be easy to carry her around.

      The woman was walking away from us, so I didn't get a clear visual.

      What do you think this thing does? Atar held up a funny-looking thing with flowers within it. Why would they display flowers that are cut from their life-giving earth?

      Humans are weird. Aayala gestured to the room we were standing in. Why do they need this much space? So wasteful. At home, at least five units would share a space this large.

      I nodded my head, using the human way of agreeing. My team and I had spent many hours watching footage of the humans to learn their ways. Our orders were to mimic them closely, so they became less fearful of us. They are incredibly strange, yes. But this is normal for them. They are very wasteful creatures.

      A large dog barked in our direction when we followed the human up the stairs. It couldn’t see us beyond our emulator, our protective cloaking devices, but it must sense us. Atar and I moved back a step.

      Aayala let out a happy squeal and moved forward. It’s a puppy! They always look so sweet in the movies. “Hello, puppy. I am Aayala and will be living next door. I am pleased to meet you.”

      No, Aayala. We do not greet animals, remember? I knew my good friend and sometimes sex partner loved animals, but it was imperative for us to blend in. They are not able to communicate here.

      The dog was pacing in front of us, sniffing the air and occasionally barking.

      I was just being polite. Maybe Rebi could be friends with it. She’s always complaining that spending time with us is boring.

      Atar laughed. I think Rebi will think himself too intelligent for this inferior being.

      His replication of Rebi was spot on. Our animal companion was quite a snob, as the humans would say. She was not happy we were relocating to a new planet.

      Let us continue. I want an up-close look at our neighbour now that she is finally here before we unload the ship. I led the way, following the scent of the woman till we stood in front of an open door.

      Is she scenting her bedding? I thought humans didn’t do that. Atar tilted his head one way then the other. Am I wrong?

      No, we were told they didn’t scent mark. That is worrisome. What else did they get wrong? We must be on guard. Aayala frowned in worry.

      We moved into the room and continued to watch the woman. It startled me when she clapped her hands. Phew. I thought for a second she could see us.

      What—I let my words die as she divested herself of her top. My scent gland released a burst of pheromones when she unknowingly revealed her bare body to us. I wanted to touch her. To bury my face in her ample cleavage.

      Aayala met my gaze with a smirk on her face. Guess you like what you see. She gestured to the slight tinge of red on my normally purple skin.

      Atar’s scent mingled with mine, flooding the room. “Oh Gods. She’s beautiful. Her skin appears so soft.”

      We’re silent as she picked through the fabrics and finally selected a piece. I groaned in disappointment when she covered her breasts, although the garment was extremely appealing. Next, she stepped into a tiny cloth that barely covered the front of her and left her bottom on full display. Why she bothered with it was beyond me.

      Atar adjusted his rod in the uncomfortable denim material we were given to wear. Am I the only one who’s ready to follow through with the order to couple with the available humans?

      Aayala nodded. More than ready. We must find out if she has a mate, then gain her trust. And remember most humans only take one mate at a time so she may not accept all our advances even if she is unattached.

      The woman emptied other boxes, putting away items all while wearing the enticing undergarments. I fought the urge to grab Aayala and use her body to slake my desire. My system was flooded with reproductive pheromones, and the instinct to copulate was strong. Atar seemed to have the same problem. He shifted from side to side, eyes locked on the female while her breasts and bottom swayed enticingly.

      When she pulled out a sexual aid, I had to force myself not to go to her. She didn’t need to use a stimulating enhancement, not when we were right here, more than ready to participate in any of the sex acts we’d seen in the movies. I had to admit, we’d been shocked and overjoyed to find out how adventurous the humans were when it came to breeding. Some species we had come across had used sex only to procreate. Tying ourselves to humans that did not enjoy carnal play would not have been a hardship.

      She closed the door and settled on her bed, taking off the delightful undergarments. I crossed the room and stood by the bed, close enough to feel the heat coming off the woman. I want to mate with her. I warned my team that I had made my choice.

      Atar grunted out a primitive response in our native tongue. It spoke to how aroused he was that he’d use the language of our ancients to claim rights to the woman. Aayala joined me by the bed and ran a hand down my bare arm. I was in agreement. She will be ours.

      We watched in silence as our mate, the woman we would bond with, brought herself pleasure. When she reached for a bottle and used it to add moisture to her already wet centre, I wanted to slap it away from her. It was an affront that she needed to use artificial lubrication when we were standing at the ready. The vibration from the small motor had her reaching orgasm quickly. The sound of her sweet voice calling out in excitement had me clenching my fists. I resisted the temptation to reach out and touch her. Her scent mingled with our musk in the most delicious way.

      That is enough reconnaissance for now. I need relief. Would you two care to join me?

      Atar smiled and nodded. Let us retire to the ship. Maybe we should watch more of the porn movies to make sure we’re well versed in human orgasm. We want our mate to be satisfied.

      Yes. It would be smart to look for a porn documentary with a woman who looks like our potential mate. Aayala pointed to the woman. “Just in case the shorter humans have special requirements.”

      And I supposed it has nothing to do with how attractive you find her? I inhale another huge lungful of our combined scents before grabbing a hold of my team members and returning to our ship.
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      ATAR

      The second we materialized back on our ship, I grabbed Aayala and pulled her tight against my body, grinding my dick against her center. When her tails found the bottom of my shirt, pushing it up my torso, I helped by yanking it over my head. Masculine hands rubbed up and down my back, massaging the tight muscles. I leaned forward to meet Aayala’s lips with mine. When she released me and dropped to her knees, I groaned in appreciation. Durok pulled me tight against his bare chest and his hands roamed my chest.

      Aayala had been obsessed with perfecting the human form of oral sex since watching videos of women pleasing their men. I wasn’t complaining. Foreplay was a new concept to us. We can control our bodies in ways the humans were unable to. Our cocks would harden on demand, and our women’s bodies were made ready for them with a simple thought. Mating was fast and hard. A way to rid our bodies of extra hormones and then move on.

      Aayala’s hands worked the zipper open on my pants and her tails joined in on pushing them down my legs. I watched in appreciation as two tails wrapped around my top rod and two on my bottom rod. They worked in tandem, jerking me up and down. Aayala used her hands on my hips to steady herself as she leaned forward and took my top dick into her mouth.

      Durok moved to my side, his hands trailing my body. A shiver worked through my body. He grasped the nape of my neck and pulled me in for a deep kiss. I caressed Durok’s chest then moved downward till I could grasp his dick. His size was almost too big for my hand. I squeezed tightly and pumped my fist up and down rapidly.

      The heavy steel-like strength of it had liquid pooling in my mouth. I wanted a taste. When Aayala moved to take Durok into her mouth, I sank down to my knees beside her. I grabbed the base of his cock with a firm grip and when Aayala came up off his rod I laved it with my tongue. We took turns, licking, sucking and running our lips up and down his length. We kissed each other while I rubbed his dick against Aayala’s cheek. Breaking the kiss, I lowered so I was able to suck Durok’s sac into my mouth

      “Stars! Enough.” Durok stepped back. “I will not be undone like some randy young Drexians.”

      I pulled myself up tugging Aayala along with me. “Let’s move this to somewhere more comfortable.”

      Our ship was not as comfortable as the human homes. It was cold steel and metal. Nothing was built with comfort in mind. It was about functionality.

      Aayala led the way to our sleeping dormitory. On the way, she threw her shirt over her shoulder. Durok caught it and brought it up to his nose, inhaling deeply. Her tails caught my eyes as they twitched and swayed enticingly, then pushed her stretchy pants down her long sleek legs. Aayala stepped out of them without pausing.

      When we got to our sleeping chamber, Aayala gracefully crawled onto her bed on all fours. She glanced over her shoulder at us. Her scent flooded the room, making me moan in desire.

      Durok took the lead and stepped up to Aayala. He pushed her leg, spreading her legs apart for easier access. When he leaned forward and licked up her dripping slit, I stood back and enjoyed the visual before me.

      Taking my cock in hand, I stroked slowly. Aayala let out a deep groan of appreciation. "Just like that."

      Durok thrust two of his long fingers into her body, working them in and out with a fast pace.

      I groaned. "I love all this new foreplay. It's so sexy to watch you two pleasure each other."

      "Come over here, Atar. I want to suck your rod while Durok works his magic on my slit."

      I followed her instructions and climbed onto the bed to stand in front of her, my erection proudly standing at attention. When her lips wrapped around me, I groaned in delight.

      "Stars and Moons, you sure are good at that," I praised Aayala for the pleasure she brought me.

      She worked her mouth to the base of my top dick while her hand grasped my bottom one tightly in her fist, pumping it up and down.

      A muffled scream burst out of her. Durok must have done something she liked. She pulled her mouth off my top rod and sucked my bottom one into her mouth.

      Her tongue ran along the length before she began sucking in earnest. I grabbed the top of her head and held it still. Using my hips, I fucked in and out of her mouth while she stared up at me.

      "So sexy." I panted out.

      I glanced down at Durok as he stood up. When he slapped Aayala's bottom, she let out a startled scream. My length was deep in her throat and the vibration felt amazing.

      "Oh stars. Scream again, Yala. It feels so good against my length."

      She did what I asked her to. My hands fisted in her long purple hair as I attempted not to release my seed. It is too soon. We had much pleasure to pursue before I would allow myself release.

      Aayala released my rod when Durok entered her slit. She looked almost in pain as he slid in slowly, allowing her to adjust to his size.

      "Your grip is always so tight on my length, Yala. Oh, moons, this is amazing." Durok withdrew before sliding in the hilt. He repeated his slow thrusting until Aayala was moaning in wanton abandon.

      I grasped my top dick and moving forward once again, pressed it against her lips. When she eagerly sucked me down once more, I ran my hands through her silken locks.

      Durok had sped up his thrusting. He slapped her bottom a few more times. She rocked her hips back to meet his pounding, obviously finding enjoyment in his rougher treatment. When he pulled his cock free, she released me.

      "Why did you stop?" she panted, trying to catch her breath.

      "I want to watch you swallow my seed. Would you like that?"

      Yala nodded eagerly. "I will swallow your seed while Atar uses both his cocks to bring me to pleasure." She looked up at me eagerly.

      I nodded in excitement. I loved using both rods to pleasure her. Durok and I switched places, with him lying in front of Aayala. Before entering her, I licked along her slit and bottom hole. I loved the combined taste of both my lovers. I took my time, licking the tight knob at the top of her slit, knowing from watching human porn that females loved that attention. She rewarded me by crying out. "Yes, Atar. That's it."

      I kept going, wanting to bring her to pleasure before taking my own.

      While I sucked on her tight bud, I worked my fingers into her holes. Her tails ran along my face and down my chest.

      She was withering against me, making it hard to stay latched onto her button. Liquid gushed out of her slit and I released her bud to lap it up.

      "You taste delicious, Yala." I moaned against her inner thigh while continuing to work my fingers in and out of her holes. "I want more of your nectar." Diving back in, I licked and sucked every inch of her tender flesh as she continued to rock against my face.

      When another gush of fluid appeared, I devoured it as well.

      "Enough, Atar. I want your cocks, please." Yala begged prettily.

      "I was getting close to spilling my seed," Durok groaned out. "Stars, your mouth is wonderful, Yala."

      I gave her nub one more lick and stood up. I lined up my dicks with her holes and slowly slid inside Yala's slick heat.

      She shouted out, "Harder, Atar. I need you to use me roughly."

      Taking her word for it, I gripped her hips and pounded in and out of her body. I glanced up to see Durok doing the same with her mouth. Her slick heat had me ready to spill in an embarrassingly short amount of time.

      "I was going to spill," Durok grunted out. "Stars you've undone me, Yala."

      Gripping her hips even more tightly, I thrusted another time. And another before going still. My seed flowed out of my body in long spurts. It felt like it went on forever. When I removed myself from her heat, my seed and her nectar dripped out. I scooped some up on my fingertips and shuffled over so I could feed it to Yala. I had learned that she loved to taste our pleasure.

      I flopped down on the bed while trying to catch my breath. "I think you are trying to kill us with foreplay and sex, Yala."

      She giggled. "Me? Why would I do that? Then who would I play with? The other Drexians probably think we're crazy for having sex the way humans do."

      "They are the crazy ones if they’re unwilling to try out the human sex acts. I've never felt such pleasure," Durok said from the other side of Aayala. "When you both worked on my cock, I was ready to spill my seed."

      Yala stretched and let out a long yawn. "Do we have time to have a nap before heading back?"

      Durok stroked her cheek with his fingertips. "Sleep, Yala. We'll take care of everything for a while."

      I didn't really want to leave the comfort of Yala's bed, but I knew we had a mission to complete. And more than that, we had a potential mate to watch over. I wondered if she would like us. Or be afraid of us. We were warned that some humans have a fear of anything unknown. But she signed up to be here with us Drexians so surely she wouldn't be fearful. I hoped we were not getting ahead of ourselves. She was so cute and small. It was hard to believe that she would be free to mate.

      And I would not miss being on the ship. Although functional, it was not our home. I wanted somewhere we could relax and be ourselves. Stars, I hoped we had found it here on planet Earth.
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      BILLIE

      “Stupid fucking Christmas!” I kicked a blow-up Rudolf out of my way on yet another trip to the pile of gaudy decorations they commanded me to put up.

      I thought my original decorating scheme was great. A printed cut out of the Grinch with a sign saying “Same” pointing across the street to my nearest human neighbours was all the decorating I’d needed. Unfortunately, the council did not see it the same way. I was told in no uncertain terms that I’d signed the contract and it included decorating my house to match the rest of the town when “requested”.

      I’d spent the last two hours blowing up all the stupid reindeer and a giant fucking sled! “Who the hell needed a huge Santa sled in their front yard?”

      And never mind the aliens. There were too many to count. Stuffing the biggest one into the sled, I piled the rest of them randomly around the yard. I swear the big one’s enormous eyes followed me while I continued to put up decorations. Hope our new neighbours don’t look like the little dude.

      “Quite staring at me you creepy asshole.”

      Halo has been barking incessantly which for him is strange. He was usually a quiet, well-behaved dog. My guess was the hatred I felt toward Christmas was rubbing off on my poor dog.

      Good thing I wasn’t afraid of heights. I picked up a ladder that was so helpfully provided for me and set it on the edge of the garage. Grabbing the end of the stupid rope lights, I began the climb. Once at the top, I used clips to hang the lights, not bothering to check if they were hung evenly.

      When I leaned over to reach the corner, where the garage met the house, I wasn’t quite tall enough. Knowing that standing on the very top rung of the ladder was a dumb idea, I went ahead and did it anyway. How the fuck else was I going to reach? It’s not like I had a tall person waiting in the wings to come and help me. Fuck needing anyone. I would do this my own damn self.

      “Stupid Christmas loving council member mother fuckers. They should have done this shit themselves if they were so worried about it.”

      Holding onto the gutter, I leaned over to get one more clip up before I’d have to climb down to move the ladder. “A little further.” The ladder wiggled underneath me. I dropped the lights and clutched the gutter with both hands. “Fuck this.” Once the ladder felt steady, I carefully climbed down.

      “Phew.” I blew out a huge breath. “Not gonna try that again.” I glared at the half-done lights in defiance. It looked okay to me. Maybe if I clipped the lights straight down the side of the house where they hung, I could say that I was starting a new trend.

      Kicking a snowman out of the way, I paced across my cluttered yard, trying to decide what to do. I shook my hands, trying to warm them. This cold weather wasn’t making anything easier. I couldn’t work the stupid clips with my gloves on, so I was sure I’ll have frost-bitten fingers by the time I was finished.

      “Fuck it.” I moved the ladder into place. Only thing to do was keep going. I made sure the ladder was planted firmly, then started my climb once again while holding the offensive lights tightly in my icy hand. The metal ladder was not helping. I was almost at the top when my boot slipped on a rung. I held tight to the ladder as my body slid part way down but still managed to bash my head off one of the steps.

      “Ow!” My stiff fingers clung to the edge while my feet scrambled for purchase. The damn lights were tangled on my feet. The ladder wobbled. I felt hot liquid flow down my forehead. I glanced down and a wave of dizziness hit.

      The next thing I knew, the ground was rushing up to meet me. “Ah—Oomph!” I blinked my eyes, shocked I was not a broken heap on the snow-covered ground. Someone had caught me. How the heck? I blinked, then swiped at the blood and tears in my eyes. When I could make out the person who somehow caught me, I sucked in a startled breath.

      It was not a person. My neighbours had arrived early. I stared, unable to form words. He was tall. Like really fucking tall. And a light purplish colour. Holy shit, I think his muscles have muscles. I continued to stare. His slightly wider than human eyes are a deep purple and I was sure many human women would kill to have the long dark lashes that go with them.

      I realized it’s rude to stare, but I could not look away. His dark hair was long and silky looking and oh my God, his ears looked like they belonged on a fox. Eek. They just twitched. So cute. Did he not feel the cold? He stood holding me in only a light t-shirt. Did he not talk? Maybe he was waiting for me to say something, but my mouth seemed to be frozen shut.

      “Is the human okay?” The voice that came from behind us was a husky feminine delight to my ears.

      The male gazed down at me. “She seems to be struck dumbfounded. I was not sure what to do with her. She is losing quite an alarming amount of blood.”

      Oh, right. “I’m okay.” My voice came out in an awkward squeak. I cleared my throat. “You can put me down now.”

      “I was here. Bring her into the house.” A third voice joined in, deep and raspy.

      The male alien ignored my request and strode to my house, his long legs stepping over the Christmas decorations from hell and eating up the distance. I tried to glance behind us, but between trying to keep the blood out of my eyes and the enormous size of the alien’s arms, I couldn’t see shit.

      The male glared down at me. “Were you trying to harm yourself, tiny human? You are much too small and frail to be so high off the ground. And why do you worship Brimme’s? We were not informed of this oddity.”

      I glared back as I struggled to get free. “I was not frail! And talk to the council about why I was doing this stupid decorating.”

      “Cease your struggles. I will speak with them.” His rugged voice flowed over me causing goose bumps to form on my arms.

      I wasn’t one hundred present certain I was comfortable with them entering my home. “Um, thank you very much for saving me. I was not sure how you happened to be there when I needed you, but anyway.” I stopped to take a deep breath. “I was alright now. Just need to slap a bandage on and I’ll be good as new. I don’t need any help so you can put me down now.”

      The male looked down at me, “No. We will look after your wound.”

      “No, no—never mind. Come on in.” I was sure my gritted-out words were not very welcoming, but I had been past caring. My head was starting to hurt, and I felt outnumbered and intimidated by their large stature and although not unpleasant, unfamiliar appearance.

      “We will. Thank you,” the feminine voice chimed from my side. “Let’s remove her outer wear to make sure she hasn’t injured herself further.”

      “Nope. I’m good.” I clutched my jacket tightly.

      “Lay her down here.”

      The one holding me followed his instructions and I was given my first clear look at the other two aliens. The aliens in my kitchen. In my freaking kitchen! This was not how our first meeting was supposed to go. I had not planned on meeting them alone. We were supposed to be in small groups with council members present when the introductions took place.

      He laid me down on the table, but I sat up quickly. Firm hands pushed me back down. My breathing came out rapidly as I tried to keep my panic to myself.

      “She is afraid. Back up,” the female of the group demands.

      So much for trying to hide my fear.

      She turned her back toward me as she pushed the males back a step. My mouth hung open in shock when her tails seemed to wave at me. Yes tails! They were striped and looked similar to a tiger’s tail but were the same pale purple as her skin. One straightened out, reaching toward me. I inched backward, not sure I wanted to touch it. I also didn’t want to insult my new neighbours, but this was all a bit much for me.

      The female turned toward me and must have noticed my eyes were locked on her tails. “Oh, I apologize. My tails can be a little unruly, but they won’t harm you.” She wore an almost sheepish look on her exotic face.

      I didn't even blink as I stared up at the female in front of me. She had the most stunning eyes I had ever seen. Wide like her male counterpart, but a lighter shade of purple with the same long lashes. Of course, purple was my favourite colour so maybe that was why I was so fascinated by them. Her hair was even longer than the males, hanging down to her ass in various shades of purple. The tops of her perky breasts showed in the low-cut blousy top she wore. She was also muscular which was very apparent in the leggings she had on her lower half. I had to fight to look away from the gorgeous alien.

      “Oh! I forgot to make introductions. But we really should take care of that wound,” she said. “Atar is our doctor. He will take care of you with your permission.” She gestured to the only alien that I hadn't gotten a good look at.

      He stepped forward slowly. “I am Atar. I mean you no harm, tiny human.”

      He was not quite as muscular as the other two but was equally as tall. Atar’s eyes, though they still have a slight purplish hue, are more grey. His cheekbones were high and his nose was straight. He had the look of a model, almost too perfect. His hair was a deep blue, almost black colour. I’m sure Atar will be a big hit with the women who like their men pretty. Cause damn he sure is.

      “Are all of you gorgeous?” My hand slapped against my mouth, and I felt my face warm.

      “Yes.” The male who carried me in answered seriously. “Her colour has changed. Quick Atar, help her. I fear she is dying.”

      Oh God, kill me now. “I was fine.” I attempted to sit up again but am pushed back down.

      “No. I see it too. Humans do not change colour. It must be a sign of death.” The doctor of the group placed a large bag, almost a suitcase, on the table and opened it.

      He took out a red cloth type thing and laid it on my forehead. I instantly felt better. It was almost magical.

      “Her colour has returned to normal. I think you saved her, Atar.” The female placed a hand on my shoulder when I again tried to sit up. “Please remain in place until Atar has checked you over. I am Aayala and this is Durok.” She stepped to the side so I could see the other male.

      “Nice to meet you.” My voice came out in a tiny squeak. What is wrong with me? I was not usually the shrinking violet type. I cleared my throat. “My name is Billie Church. Welcome to Earth.”

      “I thought Billie was a male’s name.” Durok’s eyes drew together. “And that a church was a place humans went to worship their God.”

      Oh, Lord.

      The doctor picked up a blue cloth from out of the suitcase. “If the human female is named Billiechurch then obviously we were misinformed.”

      “No. Billie is my first name, and it can be for either male or female. Church is my last name.” I paused, trying to decide how to explain. “English is a hard language. We have many words that can mean multiple things. A church is a place of worship, but it is also my last name.”

      The aliens looked at each other. “We may need to update our translators,” Durok said.

      “Be still, tiny human. I will cleanse you and make sure no infection can set it.” The doctor swiped the blue cloth over my face, paying special attention to my eyes. It was the oddest sensation. Dry yet wet. My skin tingled everywhere it touched, not unpleasantly.

      Durok reached for the zipper on my parka and before I could object, pulled it down. Aayala tugged at a sleeve, pulling it off.

      “Woah. Woah. I can undress myself when necessary and I’m not that hurt.” I glared at the two aliens who continued like I hadn’t spoken. After my other arm was free, Durok reached for my t-shirt and managed to pull it up to just below my breasts. I swatted his hand away. “Hell no, buddy!” I wasn’t about to show these beautiful beings my flabby stomach and stretch marks! I felt myself blushing again.

      “Oh stars! It’s happening again. Her colour! We must uncover you, so Atar is able to properly access your injuries,” Aayala said, holding me down while Durok pulled my shirt off.

      “How do I remove this thing?” Durok pushed and pulled against my bra.

      I must have looked like a fish with my mouth opening and closing in shock. I could feel my body flushing even darker. I probably looked like a tomato at this point.

      “Help her, Atar! She’s red.” I felt my gorgeous new bra snap as Durok rips the material. My breasts spilled out of their confinement.

      I quickly lifted my hands, trying to cover my bare breasts.

      “She’s not breathing! Give her mouth to mouth like in the movies.” Durok’s gruff voice urged , his eyes wide and lips pinched together in panic.

      Then my vision is filled with Atar’s face as it lowered toward mine. When he pinched my nose, I smacked him in the arm. Before I could object, his mouth was on mine and hot breath was being forced down my throat. He straightened up and was placing his hands on my chest while other hands pulled mine out of the way. I was bare to the room again.

      “Stop!” I coughed as I fought to free my hands. Finally realizing that I was breathing, they released me, so I crossed over my breasts. “I was not dying, you idiots! It’s called a blush. It happens when humans get embarrassed. Now let me off this fucking table! And you owe me a new bra!”

      Their shocked faces stared down at me, and this time they didn’t stop me when I sat up. Picking up my discarded t-shirt, I held it against my breasts. “I would like you to leave now. I think we should just stay away from each other for the foreseeable future.”

      The embarrassment flooding my system was making me more curt than usual, but all I could think about was how these gorgeous people have seen me at my most vulnerable.

      “We meant no disrespect or harm.” Aayala used her smoky voice to soothe me, but I am unaffected, my anger over-riding my embarrassment.

      “I still need to apply healing ointment,” Atar said.

      “I have my own. Please leave.” I stalked toward the front door and jerked it open. “Out.” I gestured to the door.

      “We must do as she asks,” Durok said. “We apologize for the misunderstanding. Our intentions were to help.”

      I nodded my head, acknowledging that I understood, but I was in no mood to forgive their heavy-handed behaviour. Durok and Aayala are first out the door. Aayala’s tails, previously perky, are laying still. It was almost as if they were sad.

      Atar quickly packed up his bag and followed. He paused in the doorway. “I am sorry if we upset you, Billie. I fear our education of the human race may be sadly lacking.”

      I pulled the red cloth off my forehead and held it out to him. Good manners forced me to add, “Thank you for helping me.”

      I closed the door firmly behind them then leaned my back against it. Well, that could have gone a whole hell of a lot better!
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      AAYALA

      "Well, that was a total disaster." I glared at the stupid blow-up aliens stacked in a pile on Billie's front lawn. “We did everything wrong.”

      "Yes. That was unfortunate," Durok said. "We will have to try harder the next time we meet her. Maybe we should come up with a plan before that happens."

      Atar nodded his head in agreement. "A plan would be a good thing."

      "Since Billie knows we are here, should we stay in our new house?" I gestured toward the house next door. "Or are we going to continue staying on the ship?"

      Durok stamped his feet. His skin tone was pale green, warning me he was upset. I will go along with whatever he chose just to put him in a better frame of mind.

      "I guess we might as well. It will be good to be close to Billie. I still don't trust that she isn't more injured than she was letting on."

      Atar stalked up and down the path going to Billie's garage. "I would feel a lot better if she'd let me give her a proper exam. I think our potential mate has a stubborn streak that could rival Durok's."

      I chuckled at the glare Durok sent Atar. I couldn't help but agree with his assessment. "So how are we going to proceed? I don't think knocking on her door will accomplish anything."

      Durok swiped a hand through his hair. His ears twitched in agitation. "We will take shifts watching her. It's for her own safety. Let's get inside the house in case she’s watching us. Atar should take the first shift. He'll know better what to look for in case she needs medical assistance."

      "I take it this will be done without her knowing?" Atar raised an eyebrow.

      Durok jerked his head in a nod. "Yes. Her safety must come before her privacy."

      Knowing that his plan was sound, I stayed silent. It didn’t seem right that we would continue to spy on Billie now that we had met. Her level of discomfort when we disrobed her was still at the frontal lobe of my brain. She was definitely not the confident woman depicted in the human documentaries we watched. More like the injured ones. Except toward the end of our encounter. She did have bravery in her.

      I hoped she learned to forgive us for whatever put the look of horror on her face. We really needed to learn more about these humans. I hoped the other teams sent to New Hope had better luck on their missions because ours was off to a rocky start.

      Reluctantly making my way with my team, I wished we were staying at Billie’s. The house that the counsel assigned us was cold and sterile compared to hers. Where ours was functional, hers was warm and inviting. Even her furniture was more comfortable.

      After crossing the lawns, Durok unlocked the front door and pushed it open. The sight that met our eyes had me giggling. Ulk, our smallest companion, was dancing around the furniture listening to some kind of horrible music that played on the television screen. He was wearing a dress, who knows where he acquired it, and had a large red bow stuck to the top of his bald head.

      "Ulk." Durok raised his voice to be heard over the music. "What are you doing? Turn it down."

      Atar joined in, laughing at the small green Brimme. "Why is he wearing female attire?"

      I snorted, trying to contain my laughter while Ulk continued shaking his hips making the skirt swirl around him. "I do not know, but he sure seems to be having fun."

      Durok stalked over to the television and turned it off. The quiet is in stark contrast to the blaring music. Ulk stopped mid motion and looked over at us sheepishly. "Oh, hello friends. Was I being too noisy? It's this human music. I find it oddly satisfying and I've been learning to dance the way humans do. I could teach you! It's all about shaking your hips."

      Durok shook his head. "No. Have you done any of the tasks we requested?"

      Rebi came sauntering into the room, probably having heard Durok's voice. The animal loved Durok. Even though he claimed not to reciprocate the feeling, I had watched him feed her treats on more than one occasion.

      "Thank the stars that you've come. I can't control this imbecile and his horrid taste in human music. He's had that horrible racket on since we got here." Rebi hissed at Ulk who ignored her with ease.

      They were always bickering, but I knew they were secretly friends. I had watched Ulk ride Rebi when they thought nobody was watching. It was really quite adorable.

      Ulk danced around Rebi, shaking his little hips. "You're just jealous of my moves. No human will be able to resist the cuteness that is Ulk!"

      "Stars help us," Durok said in exasperation. "Oh great Ulk, did you finish up any of the tasks we left for you to do?"

      He didn’t stop his weird dance. "Yeah, yeah. I moved all our belongings in before I started binge watching the television. That's what humans call watching copious amounts of shows and movies. Binge watching. Isn't that a great way to think of it?" Ulk stopped and placed his hands on his hips. “I’ve come to a conclusion. Our house is boring. We need to liven this place up! I saw some great dog pictures that would look amazing in here.”

      Rebi growled as Ulk laughed and went back to dancing. She pretended to swat at him on his way past her. “We will not put up dog pictures. But I agree it is rather white in here. And the floor could use some coverings.” Rebi hopped onto the couch and stretched out.

      Atar's laughter faded into the kitchen area. "I will have a quick repast then head back over to Billie's."

      “Wait. A thought just occurred to me. The humans seem to love Ulk's people. They've decorated the entire town in honor of them.” I smiled at my team, knowing my idea would work. “Why don’t we send Ulk over to smooth things over with Billie?"

      Atar turned back toward us, a thoughtful look on his face. "He did say no human could resist him."

      A frown formed on Durok's face. "Do you really believe that our best option is Ulk? No offense, but Ulk isn't always the easiest to get along with."

      The green man stamped his foot, but the effect was ruined when the red bow on his head falls forward, covering his eyes. He let out a shriek of terror. "I'm blind. Help!"

      "Hold still, Ulk. You are not blind." Durok impatiently scooped him up and removed the bow.

      "Phew, that was close." He snuggled into Durok's chest. "My hero. Although I do object to you saying such hurtful things about Ulk. I is very easy to like. Why, look at Rebi. She can hardly stand to be out of my sight."

      Rebi let out a snort and turned away. "Wrong."

      "What could it hurt? I mean, she already dislikes us." Durok's skin was turning green once more.

      I had never seen him lose control so many times in one day. Usually, he had perfect control over his colours. He saw it as a weakness to show off his moods. I think it was part of his charm and that he should be proud to display his feelings so openly. It took out the guesswork for those around him.

      "Awesome," Ulk said. "Who is Billie and why is she upset with you? What did you do, Aayala?" He threw a saucy look my way.

      I glared at him, but it quickly turned to a grin. Ulk and I loved to tease each other. "It wasn't me. At least, it wasn't me alone. We all messed up while meeting Billie, our new neighbour."

      "Do you think you could go visit her and smooth things over? And finish putting up the lights on her house, so she doesn’t climb onto the roof again?" Atar had a pleading look on his face that I was not used to seeing.

      "Piece of cake," Ulk said with conviction. "Do you want me to march over there right now and give her a piece of my mind?"

      "Why would you give her part of your brain? And why are you talking about cake at a time like this?" Durok frowned at him.

      Ulk threw his tiny hands in the air. "You really need to watch more human movies. I meant I could go give her a stern talking to. And the cake slang means it'll be easy." He paced in front of us, muttering under his breath before placing his hands on his hips. It was hard not to laugh at his cute little lemon-yellow dress with polka dots. "Slang is different ways of saying things. You'll need to learn it to understand the humans you are trying to be friends with."

      Rebi sat down beside Ulk. "I hate to admit it, but Ulk is correct. Humans speak vastly different from what we were led to believe. Our information is out of date by a couple hundred years. You'll need to spend time either watching and learning from them in person or doing like the little green monster and watch some newer movies."

      Durok did nothing to hide his grimace of distaste. "I hate the movies. They make no sense. Except for the porn documentaries. I enjoyed those movies."

      Rebi's tail twitched in agitation. "No more porn! That is not what you need to learn. If we are to make our home here, you need to learn actual skills."

      I giggled. "I disagree. He's learned a lot of new skills that have come in very handy."

      Ulk groaned and smacked himself on the head for some unknown reason. "I give up. We tried, Rebi. Let's leave these morons to their own fate."

      "What’s a moron?" Atar walked back to the kitchen. "Never mind. I have to go watch over Billie. I'll contact you if anything goes wrong."

      Watching as he walked away, I hoped he didn't need to reach out. We needed things to go better from this point forward.

      Ulk started toward the door that Atar had just gone through. "Okay, so I'm going to go make nice with this Billie. I'll have her charmed in no time. Maybe we should bring her some food. Humans are always bringing each other food."

      "What kind of food? And don't forget to ignore Atar." Durok gave Ulk a stern look. "Please don't mess this up."

      "I could bake a cake. I've been watching cooking shows on the television. It will only take, hmm, about an hour," Ulk said.

      "Yes." I patted Ulk on the head. "That's a wonderful idea."
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      BILLIE

      After my new neighbours left, I jumped in the shower and let the hot water wash away the blood, stress and embarrassment of our first meeting. I couldn't believe how high-handed they'd been. Also, why were they so freaking good looking! It mortified me that they got such an up-close look at my mom-bod. What a mess.

      I would avoid them for the foreseeable future. I was sure they wouldn't frequent my shop very often, and when they came in, I could get Dylan to deal with them. At least on the days that he wasn’t in school.

      Stepping out of the shower, I wrapped a large fluffy towel around myself. Standing in front of the mirror, I gingerly touched the cut on my hairline. It wasn't nearly as bad as I thought it'd be. Maybe that weird blue cloth had sped up healing because I was sure by the amount of blood I'd been covered in that I'd need stitches. I opened boxes till I found the one with my first-aid supplies and applied a bandage with some antibacterial cream.

      I still had the stupid decorating to finish. But I didn't want to chance running into my neighbours.

      "Nope. The stupid council is just going to have to understand that I had been injured and was unable to continue."

      Having a drink sounded like a much more responsible option than potentially freaking out if I had to deal with any more idiots today. After dressing in a beautiful red bra and panty set, I threw on a clean pair of jeans and a long-sleeved plaid. Pushing my feet into my comfy moccasins, I headed downstairs to my kitchen. After unboxing my bottles of booze, I stood undecided on what to have. Wine sounded good, but so did a shot of whiskey.

      "Ah fuck it." I filled a shot glass and downed it. And then did it again. And again. After pouring a glass of wine, I wandered into the living room.

      I had so much to do, and now I just didn't feel like doing any of it. "That fucker owes me a new bra." I absently reminded myself while going over the encounter with the aliens. The information package from Pamela sat on the table where I'd dropped it. Guess I could go through it while enjoying my wine. After picking it up, I sat back on the couch and spread the contents on the coffee table. Holy shit, this could take me all night.

      I'd been reading about my new neighbours, the Drexian’s when movement on my front lawn caught my eye. When I looked up, nothing seemed out of place. I went back to reading. Halo let out a loud bark, startling me into spilling wine down the front of my shirt.

      "Fuck. Halo, you scared the crap out of me!"

      I stood up to get a towel. "Ahh!" Halo let out a loud howl to rival the scream I'd belted out.

      I must be seeing things. I could have sworn the Martian decoration on the blow up sleigh was dancing. "It's okay, Halo. Moms just had a bit too much to drink." I tiptoed to the door like a complete idiot and slowly opened the door a crack. There was no way the little green Martian on the stupid sleigh actually came to life. When I don't see anything suspicious, I open the door wider. "I'm never drinking again."

      "Why not?"

      I screamed again and slammed the door. A few seconds later, there was a knock on the door. Halo was running in circles, barking up a storm.

      "What the fuck?"

      "Hello?" More knocking. "I know you're in there. I brought cake."

      "Okay, a serial killer would not bring cake. Right, Halo?" I was feeling incredibly dumb. Whoever was at my door had obviously been behind the giant blow up snowman or maybe around the corner when I'd opened the door the first time.

      Taking a deep breath, I prepared to apologize to whomever it was. Drexian or human. I had to make the effort to get along with people and aliens alike.

      When I opened the door, whoever had knocked was gone. "Way to scare off the neighbours, acting like a crazy person."

      "I don't think you're crazy. And you didn't scare me off."

      I looked around and didn’t see the person who was speaking.

      “Down here.”

      My eyes moved down. The Martian from my stupid sleigh stood in front of me holding a pan. “I brought you cake.”

      I screamed bloody murder. Halo darted forward, growling at the small green being on my doorstep. I grabbed a nearby broom and got ready to swing if it tried to harm my dog.

      “Stop,” it commanded, waving tiny hands in the air. “Sit.”

      My mouth fell open in shock when my dog sat obediently, his tongue hanging out with a big puppy smile on his face.

      I lifted the broom above my head, ready to smack the shit out of the green Christmas decoration come to life. When I tried to bring it down, the broom wouldn’t move.

      “What the⁠—”

      “Sorry for startling you,” the green Martian said. “May I please come in? I baked you this tasty treat as an introduction present.”

      I released the broom, and it drifted back to its original spot against the wall. I slowly reached down and pinched my arm. Yep, I was awake.

      The innocent smile on its face is hard to resist. Must be the booze, but it looked adorable in the plaid Bermuda shorts and bright Hawaiian print short sleeve button-down shirt. I stood frozen, unsure of what to do or say.

      "I is Ulk from next door. I heard that you've met my roommates and that it didn't go well. Allows me to apologize and explain they meant no harm."

      Oh! Another neighbour. Fuck! I don’t want to be reported for abusing our new townspeople or townsaliens, I guess that would be. “I didn’t realize there would be different species of aliens. Sorry, you took me by surprise. I'm Billie, and this is Halo." I hiccupped, then covered my mouth. "Come in, but I don't want to talk about your roommates. Aren't you cold?"

      "No, I can control my body temperature, so the cold doesn't bother me."

      I trailed after the tiny being as he strutted into the kitchen and sat the pan on my table. "Ta da!" He pulled off the lid to show off a stunning cake. It looked like it came from a bakery with its fluffy icing and intricate multi-coloured swirls.

      "Wow." I was suddenly starving. "I didn't think aliens would know how to cook." Shit. Was that rude? I don’t know how to talk to a Martian.

      "I've been studying your ways. I love the cooking shows on television. And the Dancing With The Stars. What a fun name!"

      Unexpectedly, Ulk began to dance in earnest around my kitchen. Halo happily jumped in circles around him. I pinched myself again. Yep, still awake! And his dancing puts mine to shame.

      "That's nice," I said for lack of anything more intelligent to say.

      My stomach growled loudly.

      "Let's eat!" Ulk snapped his fingers and two plates and forks appeared on the table.

      I felt my mouth fall open. "Holy shit."

      He wiggled his fingers and a knife and cake lifter appeared in his tiny hands. "I'll cut." He climbed onto one of my chairs and stood up on the seat to reach the cake. While he carefully cut the dessert, his tongue snuck out as he concentrated. After plating a slice, he motioned to a seat across from him and the plate gracefully slid in the direction.

      I giggled. And then I couldn't stop. What an absurd situation to be in. I took my seat across from Ulk and after shrugging my shoulders, dug in. The first bite to hit my taste buds was pure heaven. I sat back with my eyes closed and enjoyed the flavours exploding on my tongue. "Damn that’s good." I groaned and sat up. "Ulk, you and I are going to get along just fine." I smiled down at the little green dude.

      Ulk smiled back. When he sat down, he was so small that he almost disappeared from view. How could I be afraid of someone so small? And one who'd made me this amazing treat. The answer was I couldn't.

      “I’m sorry. Be right back.” I got to my feet, racking my brain for something to use as a booster seat. Rushing to the living room, I found a couple boxes that would work, then stubbed my toe on the door frame when I walked into the kitchen.

      “Shit sake that fucking hurt.” I clasped a hand to my mouth, but it was too late. My face flamed, and I felt like I’d just sworn in front of a child. I glanced up to find Ulk staring at me, his mouth puckered in what I think was a smile.

      He snapped his fingers, and the boxes slid under his bottom. “Thank you, Billiechurch. That was very thoughtful. And you may use profanity in front of me. I find it quite entertaining.”

      “Um, you’re welcome.” I sit down and shove another mouthful of cake into my mouth before I can embarrass myself again.

      “When I first saw the town, I knew that fitting in here would be easy for me. Although we weren’t made aware that humans worshipped Brimme.”

      “What’s a brimme?” Maybe it was the alcohol making me unable to follow what he was saying.

      “I’m a Brimme. It was quite shocking to see so many likenesses of myself, but Durok assured me it must be because humans loved us. Speaking of, my friends really didn’t mean you any harm.”

      I could feel my heat flush with embarrassment. "I was a little–okay, a lot upset after meeting your roommates.”

      "They really are not bad. They just don't know how to act around humans. Our ways differ greatly from yours. Rebi and I have given them a stern talking to. They're going to stop watching porn and start watching romantic comedies and sitcoms. They will soon be more up to date on how human interaction works."

      I choked on my bite of cake. "Did you say porn? That's what they chose to watch to learn about humans?" So they've been watching porn stars and then undressed me and got a good look at my mom bod...that's just great. Welcome to reality aliens. Drexians. I must remember to stop calling them aliens.

      “To be fair, we didn’t go searching for it. It was on the list. Tell me about yourself Billiechurch. Do you have a mate that will be joining you here?”

      I felt the yummy cake souring in my stomach. “No. I’m divorced. But my son is going to arrive after Christmas.” I had no way of knowing what his facial expressions meant. It was very disconcerting.

      “I’m sorry Billiechurch. Divorce can be hard on children. I saw it on Ginny and Georgia. But I think maybe the mom was a bit mixed up.”

      “Um, thank you Ulk. You can just call me Billie by the way. Church is my last name.”

      “Okay, Billie.” My eyes widened when he shoved a huge bite of cake into his mouth. “I want to do something nice for you. My friends told me how you were struggling to put the flashing lights on your home. I’d be honored to finish them.”

      I shook my head. “Oh, it’s okay. I’ll get them done tomorrow.” I couldn’t ask this tiny being to climb up that stupid ladder. If he fell and got injured, I’d for sure be kicked out of town.

      “I insist. Ulk is good to have as a friend. It will take no time at all. Let’s go, human friend.” He stuffed the last bite of cake into his mouth, jumped off the chair and was headed outside before I could object. “Come on, Halo. It’s a beautiful night out.”

      I grabbed my parka, toque and mittens and followed them outside. “Really, Ulk, I don’t mind—.” I gasped at the sight before me. Ulk is dancing around my Christmas decorations, flicking his wrists and snapping his fingers.

      The stupid lights were clipping themselves to the house, the blow-up aliens and snowmen were twirling in circles. The sleigh floated in the air as if it was really flying. The boxes that I hadn’t gone through yet were opened and before I knew it, space ships were being inflated and floating across the lawn to settle where it looked like they were pulling the sleigh. It was just like that kid movie with the wizard that Dylan used to watch. I giggled as Ulk shook his hips. I thought he was humming Bob and Doug’s Twelve Days of Christmas.

      Could my life get any stranger?
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      DUROK

      When I'd walked into Billie's house to switch places with Atar, I stood frozen at the sight before me. What is happening?

      Atar sat in the kitchen doorway watching over Billie and Ulk who were dancing around the living room. I couldn't take my eyes off Billie's breasts. They swayed enticingly with her movements.

      Billie has been drinking the alcohol. Her and Ulk are getting along very well. He helped her finish the outside of the house and then moved back inside where this has been going on. He motioned to the happily dancing couple. As he danced, Ulk was moving things into the places Billie points to.

      "I think the sofa should be moved just a smidge to the left. And maybe the bookcase could go there instead. Any chance you can arrange them in colour, Ulky pooh?" She picked up a plate of half eaten cake and stopped dancing long enough to take a bite. "I swear this gets better with every bite. So good," she moaned and licked her lips. "I hope you'll share the recipe. Dylan would love it."

      "I can make it for him when he joins us." After Ulk moved the objects as Billie requested, he stopped to take a drink off a nearby table. "Wine is good. Hey, Billie, would you like to go shopping with me tomorrow? I need more of these wonderful Earth clothes. They have much more personality than the boring uniforms we usually wear."

      "Shopping with you would be great, little buddy. I've never had a friend to shop with. I think this room is perfect. All it needs is a roaring fire to keep us warm. Well, keep me warm." She hiccuped and dropped to the couch. "Just need a little break."

      Ulk turned to face me. She's sloshed.

      What was sloshed?

      Drunk. Inebriated. Had too much liquor. Get it? Ulk used his telekinesis to move logs into the fireplace then with a snap, lit a fire as the tiny human requested.

      Billie sat up from her slumped position. "Oh, it's beautiful. Thank you Ulk." She jumped off the couch and bent down to hug Ulk. "You have saved me hours of work tonight. I hope you'll give me the opportunity to repay you. And it's been so fun!"

      Ulk took her hand in his smaller one. "You need better friends. Now that you've gotten rid of your loser husband, I'm sure it will be easy for you to enjoy life."

      She had a husband, but he ran away when her son got sick. Atar filled me in. He left her with heavy debts. I think we should pay him a visit.

      I was shocked by the menace in Atar's voice. Usually, our healer avoided all forms of violence. Is her son healed now or do we need to step in and help?

      Billie said he was well now, but I would attempt to run scans when he joined us.

      Returning my attention to Billie and Ulk, I watched as Billie jumps up. "I have an idea. S’mores! You'll love them." She rushes toward us, heading for the kitchen. "And more wine. Would you like to try some red Ulk?"

      "What is a s’more?" He followed her. "I'll try some of your red wine. We'll have to go to an alcohol store so I can stalk up on these delicious drinks."

      "Okay. I wouldn't mind picking up a bottle of Bailey's. I think you'll like it too. You can drink it with coffee, warmed milk. Some people add it to hot chocolate."

      Billie's ass was in the air as she dug through a cupboard. I was so glad she does not have a mate. My mind wandered and I pictured taking her from behind. Or I could bend her over the sturdy table in the center of the room. I'd love to spread her legs wide and taste her essence. I bet it was amazing.

      It startled me when Billie stood abruptly. Her face was flushed, eyes wide. Oh moons. I glanced toward Atar. I believe I just sent her an image of⁠—

      You did. I could see it as well. But look at her reaction. She doesn't seem upset.

      We watched as Billie dropped a few packages on the table. Her hands gripped the back of the seat tightly.

      This time, I sent her an image on purpose. I pictured undressing her then sucking on her luscious breasts.

      Her thighs squeezed together while she gripped the chair.

      I sent her the continuation of the scene. My fingers finding her center and plunging inside while continuing to lick and nibble on her breasts.

      "Oh, holy hell," Billie shakily said under her breath. "Please excuse me, Ulk. I just need to use the washroom."

      Atar laughed while Billie ran out of the room and headed up the stairs. I don't think she was opposed to the visions. She looked turned on to me.

      Ulk turned and scowled at us. "Leave Billie alone! We're having a delightful time. Ulk wants to be friends with Billie so stop trying to ruin it."

      Atar grinned at him. "Sorry, Ulk. I'll take my leave and get some rest. Remember, tomorrow we have scheduled meetings with the council for introductions."

      "I won't forget. See you later, Atar." Ulk turned toward me with another scowl. "You behave. I hear her coming back."

      "Okay, where were we? Hmm, let me just find my roasting sticks." Billie pretended like nothing happened. She searched more cupboards until holding up two sharp stakes. "Ah ha. Let's do this Ulk."

      Scooping up the items on the table, she carried everything into the living room with Ulk following. After explaining how to make a s’more, they got to it.

      When Ulk lit his marshmallow on fire and wiped his arm back and forth in fear, the tiny white flaming ball hit a wall. Billie stared at it in shock before laughing like it was the funniest thing she had ever seen. I loved her laugh, but the flame was startling. Thankfully, Ulk came to his senses and with a wave of his arm, doused the fire and cleaned up the mess.

      "Sorry, Billie. I will be more careful." He glared at me then turned back to his mission. Making a s'more. His lips were pursed. He watched as Billie cooked the marshmallow and then tried again. This time he did well, and he wore his satisfaction clearly. My stomach growled at the delicious smell that filled the room. I was going to have to try one of these things going by the look of appreciation on Ulk’s face.

      They continued to enjoy eating and drinking, talking and laughing. I was jealous of Ulk and of the ease she shows around him, but it gave me hope. If she could relax around Ulk, there was hope for us. Any time she spoke of her son, I tucked the information away to share with Aayala and Atar. All mothers were the same across all the species we had run into. They loved their children. If we got along well with the child, it would increase our chances with the mother.

      I also kept track of other things to fill them in on. Billie was a mechanic and had a shop in town. We would need to find reasons to visit her there. She enjoyed nature and going for walks. She liked to cook and read. Having Ulk spend time with Billie was a great idea. We should easily be able to seduce her with all our newfound knowledge.

      The wine bottle was empty when Ulk attempted to stand up. His small legs buckled under him. He giggled up at Billie from his position on the floor. "I think I had a little too much wine."

      Billie tripped on her way over to help him up and landed on the couch beside him. "Oops. I think maybe I have too. Here, let me help you up." She held out a hand which he latched onto and pulled him to his feet. "Maybe I should walk you home."

      "I'll be fine. It's just next door. I'll just call Rebi to give me a ride," he said.

      Billie stood shakily. "Who's Rebi?"

      "You'll love Rebi. She is very loving when you get to know her. Just don't let her standoffish attitude fool you. And her fur is very soft and snuggly." He was silent for a moment. "Here she is. I'll introduce you."

      Billie followed him to the door, staggering slightly. Halo, who had grown bored with the couple’s antics, popped an eye open then went back to snoring.

      Ulk flicked his finger, and the front door opened so Rebi could saunter inside. Billie froze for a second before letting out a sharp squeal. "Oh, my God! You are the most—" Her words cut off when she landed on the floor.

      Her dog startled awake and jumped up. He got one look at Rebi, let out a low menacing growl and rushed to stand in front of Billie.

      "Dang it. Stupid legs won't work. Here kitty kitty. Come to Billie. Oh, you're so beautiful. It’s okay, Halo. She’s a friend, right kitty kitty?”

      Rebi shook her massive feline head. "What is wrong with the human? And do something about that dog," she commanded.

      "Oh my God, she talks," Billie whispered from her still prone position on the floor. "You didn't tell me she could talk, Ulk."

      "Yes, I talk." Rebi stalked toward Billie, ignoring Halo who continued to growl. "Are you injured? Do you need assistance? I could alert someone for you."

      "No, no. I'm good. I'll get up in a minute. Halo, quiet. Rebi is our friend.”

      Ulk stepped forward. “Easy, Halo.” His hands wave through the air and Halo stops growling. “Make nice with the pooch, Rebi. You can stop acting so tough.”

      “I’m not acting.” She let out a huge snarl, baring her teeth. “He must learn his place. I am the bigger predator.”

      Ulk smacked Rebi’s butt. “We know, but you don’t have to scare the poor creature. Now, go make nice!”

      Rebi released an enormous sigh then slowly approached the dog who even after Ulk’s attempts to calm, was still visibly agitated. She held out a paw and Halo inched his neck out to give it a sniff. She stepped closer and Halo held his ground but didn't growl. Rebi bumped her big head against the smaller dog. Halo took it as a sign of friendship because he walked a circle around her, wagging his tail while sniffing her.

      “Oh gross. That is disgusting,” Rebi yelled. “Do not lick me, foul creature.”

      Billie hiccupped and then giggled. "Talking giant cats and little green Martians. I like this place. I can't wait for Dylan to meet you both." Her expression turned sober. "But those other three, they can stay away from us. I've no interest in being friends with them."

      Ulk swished his hand through the air and Billie was lifted off the floor and gently deposited on the couch. "Sleep, Billiechurch. We will be back tomorrow."

      Billie's eyes were already closed. "Lock the door please," she muttered.

      Ulk hefted himself onto Rebi's back. "Home, noble stead," he giggled out.

      Rebi growled under her breath. “Goodnight, Durok.”

      I sat down lightly on the couch beside Billie. "Goodnight."

      Once the door had closed, I breathed a sigh of relief and enjoyed the blessed silence. I loved our friends, but I was really hoping for some alone time to watch how Billie would normally spend her time. There was a magnetism that kept my eyes on her.

      I couldn't resist sending more mental images to her while she slept. I undressed her slowly, starting with her button-down shirt, working the buttons until I could part the edges. I imagined her in what she was wearing earlier, that sexy bit of lace and working downward until she lay completely nude before me. Picking up her foot, I kissed my way up her leg till I made it to the juncture of her thighs. I bit the inside of her thigh then moved my mouth to her hot center. Taking my time, I thought about licking and sucking every inch of her until she was moaning and writhing in pleasure.

      "Oh Durok," dream Billie moaned.

      I knew it was working when her womanly scent flooded the room. I held still as she thrashed her head back and forth. I desperately wanted to caress her heated flesh but didn't dare in case I woke her.

      I sent her more images of myself moving further up her body until reaching her breasts. I lifted them in my hands, enjoying the weight and softness of her. Lowering my head, I licked across her stiff peak before sucking her nipple into my mouth. Stars, I wanted this to be real. In my mind, I caressed her curves, until grasping her hips. Positioning my erection at her center, I slowly entered her slick heat.

      On the couch, Billie moaned and shuffled around. Her hand rubbed against her breasts and her breathing sped up. I couldn't take my eyes off her.

      In our minds, I thrust into her steadily while caressing her body. Her head was thrown back. She reached down and using two fingers, rubbed circles around her clit.

      The Billie in front of me thrust her hips around empty air. Lowering her hand, she ground her mound against her hand. I wanted fiercely to take over for her. To bring her the same pleasure in real life as in our mind. My rod was rigid to the point of pain. Playing mind games with her was a double-edged sword. I was in just as much discomfort as she was. We both desperately needed relief.

      In our minds, my thrusting picked up speed, and her walls tightened against me. I spilled my seed at the same time she orgasmed. It was glorious. I viciously wanted it to become reality.

      Billie was tossing and turning, thrusting her hips against her hand, looking for relief. I leaned over her, whispering into her ear. "Take your pleasure, beauty. Feel how good your hand feels against that hot pussy."

      She cried out softly, her body tensing as her orgasm took hold before relaxing again. Billie sighed in satisfaction. Grabbing a blanket off the back of the couch, I draped it over her.
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      BILLIE

      Jerking awake, my eyes flit around the room. It took me a minute to figure out where I was. My hands clutched my head. It felt like my brain was trying to leak out. “Ow. Fuck.” Pieces from the night before rushed back. Doing shots, Ulk coming over, drinking more. And more. “What was I thinking?” I hardly ever drank more than a glass or two of wine.

      Halo sat beside me and nudged my face with his head. I absently pet him while waiting for the room to stop spinning. “Okay buddy, let's get you some breakfast.” I dropped my legs off the edge of the couch and forced myself to sit up. After picking my cell phone off the coffee table, I tapped the screen to check the time. “Holy shit! I’m going to be late.”

      I jumped up and rushed to the kitchen to find some pain pills for my aching head. Tossing them back with a drink of water, I hurried to my bedroom to throw on some clean clothes. There was no time for a shower. I just prayed nobody would smell the alcohol working its way out of my system.

      Back in the kitchen, I dumped some dog food in Halo’s dish, picked up my cell phone and typed in the address for the rec centre where the meeting was being held. “They better have fucking coffee there.” After throwing on my coat and a toque, I ran out the door and was hit with the freezing temperature. “Couldn’t be a nice day.”

      I ignored my stupid Christmas decorations, although now that Ulk had taken over, it was looking pretty good.

      The windshield on my SUV was covered in snow. “Fuck.” I started the vehicle and grabbed a snow brush out of the back and went to work scraping off a big enough spot that I could see while driving and jumped back in. I turned the defrost on high, knowing it would blast cold air at me until warming up, and tried unrolling the front windows so I could see if anyone was coming. Of fucking course, the driver's window was frozen shut. I banged on it a few times, but it wouldn’t budge. I opened my door and made sure the coast was clear before backing onto the road.

      I thumped my forehead with the palm of my head. “You’ve got command start you moron.” Oh well, at least it wasn’t a long drive. But it was a slow one as my visibility was shit.

      Being late, the only place to park was at the very back of the lot. I jumped out and ran toward the building. I’d forgotten my mittens at home, so my hands were chilled from the cold steering wheel. “Please have coffee.”

      This was not the first impression I wanted to make. I didn’t dare remove my toque because I hadn’t even stopped to glance in a mirror. Hopefully, it wasn’t too warm inside. At least with jeans, whatever top I’d thrown on would work. Unless it was stained. “Please don’t be a work shirt.” Maybe I should leave my coat on too.

      I glared at the stupid blow-up snow globe and giant freaking Santa on my way by. There were speakers over the door playing We Wish You a Merry Christmas. It tempted me to scoop up some snow and throw it at the speaker. Knowing my luck, someone would catch me.

      Pulling the heavy door open, I stepped inside to hear a hum of excited chatter. Looking around the large school gymnasium type room, I saw only humans. Where were the Drexians? A blonde woman separated from a large group and made her way toward me with a huge smile on her face. Pamela was dressed to the nines again in another over the top Christmas outfit. I tried not to grimace.

      “Billie! You finally got here. Couldn’t you just die from excitement? I can’t wait to meet the Drexians.” As she gushed, I scanned the room for any sign of coffee.

      “Yep, so excited. Ah ha.” Pamela continued talking, something about her new house but my focus was on the giant coffee urn in the corner. I took her elbow and guided her along with me toward the nectar of the God’s. It was the fastest way I could think of to get her moving.

      “Wow, someone must really need a caffeine kick,” Pamala laughed when I rushed to pour a cup.

      “Sorry about that.” I took a big gulp, not caring it was burning my tongue. “I slept in and didn’t have the chance to grab a cup before leaving.”

      “Oh, there’s Daddy.” Pamela pointed to a short, round man wearing a red blazer with white Christmas trees. His tie was green, and pants were forest green. Guess I knew where she got her love of Christmas from. “We must be getting started. Let’s find a seat.”

      “Just a sec.” I guzzled some coffee and refilled my cup. “Okay. Let’s do this.” I followed Pamela down the middle aisle of chairs to the front of the room, of course. I’d rather have sat in the back, but it wasn’t worth the argument from my new Christmas loving gal pal.

      Pamela’s dad stepped up to a podium on a small stage at the front of the room. He cleared his throat and then his voice boomed out. “Merry Christmas New Hope residents! My name is Bob Parker and I hope you are all settling in and are happy with your new homes. If there are any concerns, bring them to the council members. We can be found at the town office during working hours.” He paused and took a drink of water.

      My head was killing me from the fluorescent lights overhead and Bob Parker’s boisterous voice. I should not have drank so dang much last night.

      “We’ve partnered up families, one Drexian with one human. You will help them learn our ways. We realized after meeting our new friends that our ways of life are vastly different, and they may need a bit more help than we’d originally planned. Which is why we came up with the initiation program to help strengthen human-alien relations. A council member or one of our helpers will introduce you to not only your block neighbours but also your partnered family today. I hope you are all as excited as we are. Before we bring in our new residents, does anyone have any last-minute questions?”

      I crossed my fingers and toes and prayed Dylan and I would be paired up with any family but the neighbours I’ve already met.

      When everyone remained quiet, Bob cleared his throat again. “Alright everyone, let’s welcome our Drexian neighbours and have fun mingling.”

      Pamela jumped up and clapped her hands loudly. Everyone followed suit. When a side door opened and the first Drexian walked through the door. A woman in front of us let out a shriek and fell over in a dead faint. I tried to stop myself, but a giggle burst free. Thank God there was a flurry of activity to cover my slip. The man beside her, I guessed it was her husband, attempted to pick her up off the floor, but was unable to do it on his own. A man a few seats down jumped in to help but then they didn’t know where to put her so ended up lowering her back down.

      Meanwhile, the rest of the Drexian’s walked into the large room. My focus, as well as most of the other humans in the room, was on them. They made quite an imposing sight as they lined up against the far wall.

      Pamela, who’d been worried about the woman, gave up on her to join in staring at the Drexians. She leans closer to me and whispers, “Hey, Billie. Is it just me or are they all totally hot?”

      “It’s not just you,” I whispered back. I spotted my neighbours in the front row. Yep, they were pretty to look at.

      People shuffled around. It was getting awkward. I glanced behind me when I heard a loud moan. The woman who’d passed out was waking up. The two men helped her to sit up. She shook her head. “What happened?”

      “It’s okay, dear heart. You were just a bit startled.” The man patted her hand. “Take your time getting up.”

      I moved closer to Pamela, wanting to ask her what we were supposed to be doing. I guess my moving gave the woman an unobstructed view of the Drexians because she again started screaming. Her husband tried to calm her, but it didn’t work.

      Pamela turned and glared at the woman. “Stop it! What kind of welcome is that?”

      The man glared at Pamela and yelled to be heard over the woman. “Don’t talk to my wife that way, you bitch.”

      The woman stopped screaming.

      Bob, who’d appeared beside us, gasped in outrage. “Did you just call my daughter a bitch? That’s not showing Christmas spirit at all! I think you need to take your wife outside for some fresh air and to give you both time to cool down.”

      “Fuck Christmas,” the woman screamed. “We need to get out of here before they kill us all.”

      I was so busy watching the drama unfold before us I hadn’t noticed Ulk approaching. “Hey Billie. What’s her problem?”

      And the woman started screaming again.

      Glancing down, I saw Ulk in a pair of plaid shorts and a black t-shirt. I patted him on the shoulder and, deciding I’d had enough, I marched toward the woman. “Get a hold of yourself, you moron! Ulk is my friend and a very nice alien. You’re making him feel bad.”

      “I don’t feel bad,” Ulk called out to me. “I just think she’s nuts.”

      The woman stopped screaming, jumped up and glared at me. “Listen fat ass⁠—”

      I about lost my shit, but Pamela beat me to it. “What the heck did you just call my friend?”

      Bob grabbed Pamela’s wrist. “Now honey, don’t lower yourself⁠—”

      “I called her fat because she is.” The woman just didn’t know when to quit. And considering it had taken two grown men to lift her off the floor, she shouldn’t talk.

      Bob cleared his throat and held up his hand. “I believe the council will back me up when I say we don’t want these kinds of unpleasant people to sponsor our new residents. So, as they cannot fulfill their contractual obligations, they will be moved out of town.”

      “You can’t do that!” The man took a step toward Bob and Pamela. When he raised his fist, I knew right away that Ulk was stopping him. “What the⁠—”

      A group of men in black uniforms rushed inside the building and headed straight for us. “We’ll take over from here, sir,” the large man in the lead said. They must be some flavour of government. Maybe army.

      Bob nodded. “Escort them to the airport and lock them down until their belongings can be packed up. I don’t want them going anywhere unattended.” He turned his stern gaze to our side of the room. “This goes for all of you. We will not tolerate any hate or ill will toward our alien brethren. We will show them we are a civilized people.”

      Woah, Bob Parker sounded like a badass commanding the army dudes. Not the Christmas loving jovial man who’d spoken on the stage. And now I was concerned…I better learn to get along with my neighbours or I could be the next one sent home.

      I turned to check out the Drexians. They were still standing in rows by the wall. Ulk was the only one who’d come forward.

      Bob held a hand up again to quiet the murmurs from the human side of the room. “Let’s not let this unpleasantness spoil the festivities.” He must realize nobody wanted to make the first move. It was very similar to a junior high school dance where the boys would be on one side and the girls on another.

      Pamela took the initiative and unfortunately dragged me along. I grabbed Ulk’s hand and made him come with us.

      “Hello,” she said with a sunny smile. “My name is Pamela Parker. Welcome to Earth. I hope you will be happy here.” She jerked on my hand; I think wanting me to say something.

      “Um, hi.” I thought that was plenty to say to a boatload of strangers, but apparently Pamela disagreed. She squeezed my hand. “Welcome.”

      Slowly but surely, people and aliens mingled. I followed Pamela around and let her do all the talking since she was so good at it. Ulk had offered me an encouraging smile and walked away, probably to find his roommates.

      A woman walked up to me with a clipboard and a large binder. “Hi, hun. I’m here to help you find your sponsored family.” She glanced around. “Do you have a partner or is it just you?”

      I caught Pamela’s eyes and gave her a finger wave. “Hi. No partner. I’m Billie Church.”

      “Hi Billie. I’ve already spoken with the neighbours you’ll be sponsoring. Follow me, please.” The woman led me toward a table, and I saw them. Durok, Atar, Aayala and Ulk.

      Fuck my life. Well, at least Ulk and I get along. Maybe we can use him as a go between.

      My steps slowed as we got closer, but I was putting off the inevitable. The woman motioned me to sit with them which I did. “Okay so I’ll just leave this with you, Billie.” She handed me a binder. “It has all the information you’ll need to do your part of our initiation program. And remember to have fun!” The woman sashayed off, clipboard in hand.

      Durok nodded his head at me. “Hello Billie. Ulk tells us you two had an enjoyable evening last night.”

      The dream I had last night popped into my brain of Durok and I having sex. A blush heated my fair skin. Fuck sakes they better not try to give me mouth to mouth again. I shook my head to dispel the memory. “Hello. Um, yes, we did.”

      Aayala tapped the table, gaining my attention. “Please accept our apologies for how poorly our meeting yesterday went. As you saw, we’ve got a lot to learn and are looking forward to you being our teacher.”

      Her smooth voice was impossible to resist. “Maybe we can put our first meeting behind us and start fresh. Hopefully, this program can help us work through our differences.”

      I could tell they didn’t quite follow what I had said, but heads nodded so good enough.

      Atar smiled at me. “Shall we come over later in the day to begin our work?”

      “Ulk and I have a date to go shopping and I need to go check out my shop. I should also take some time to read through what’s expected of me.” I tapped the top of the binder.

      Atar nodded. “So would four o’clock work?”

      I fought not to slam my head against the table in frustration. “No. I’ll need more time. Maybe tomorrow, but even that could be pushing it.”

      Aayala ran her hand through her long purple hair. “We understand. Shopping is more important than educating us.”

      Oh shit. I thought she was blackmailing me! If they tell the council I was pushing them aside to shop, I could get axed. I mean, surely, they wouldn’t be that strict. Plans were already in place and Ulk wasn’t human so it should be okay.

      “Okay, new plan.” I felt my left eye twitch. “Would you care to join Ulk and I on our shopping trip?”

      Ulk stood up on the chair he’d been seated on. “You can join us, but it will not go well for you if anything ruins Ulk’s fun. Billie and I have lots of stores to visit.”

      Durok pushed his chair back from the table and stood up. “Does New Hope have many stores? I don’t think so.”

      I guess we were going now.

      “Well, we’re going to them all then.” Ulk glared at Durok then jumped off the chair.

      I threw back the rest of my coffee before getting to my feet. Aayala and Atar followed suit.

      Ulk stopped and gazed up at me. “Can I drive your car, Billie?”

      “No. Nice try.” I giggled when he stamped his tiny foot. That he was wearing flip-flops made it even more funny.

      Other groups were leaving the building. I looked for Pamela so I could wave goodbye but didn’t see her anywhere. Oh well, I was sure she would show up soon enough. “Come on, guys. Let’s get this shit show on the road.”

      “Why is she speaking about bodily functions?” Atar’s eyebrows arched up.

      I ignored them and headed out the door. Ulk could explain it to them.
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      BILLIE

      First, we went to the clothing store. Durok managed to rip three shirts when he tried them on. I kept telling him not to be so rough. He complained our clothing was not built strong enough. And they didn’t understand the concept of a changing room. He’d kept undressing in front of me, and dang, did he have a nicely muscled chest. I’d fought not to stare. The odd thing was the clear pictures that kept flashing through my mind. Pictures of my hands all over his muscles. Maybe I still had booze in my system.

      Ulk found a bunch of cute outfits and was in his glory. Aayala kept trying to get me to try on dresses which I politely declined until she stopped. She’d wanted lingerie as seen on the porn documentaries they’d been watching. I’d flushed beat red while picturing her in sexy fuck me clothing. Fuck she was hot. I’d pointed to the section in the back. Atar had behaved himself until we got to the gumball machine at the exit. I’d given him a coin so he could try it out after I’d explained how it worked. He’d broken the lever and gumballs dropped out and ran across the floor.

      At the liquor store, I’d explained repeatedly to stop opening the bottles. They thought it was okay to taste them then put them back on the shelves when they didn’t like them. Atar had dropped an expensive bottle of tequila and Ulk had filled a shopping cart with things to try. Aayala’s tails had continually touched me, not always in appropriate places. There was a glint in her eyes which made me think at least some of it was her doing. I picked up several bottles of my favourite wine. I had a feeling they would be empty before I’d made it through the counsel’s dumb binder.

      They’d talked me into taking them to my shop. I’d reluctantly agreed but made them promise not to touch anything. They’d done very well if you didn’t count breaking the three chairs in my waiting room. Note to self…get tougher chairs. Alien sized ones.

      And then they’d gotten bored while I had gone through my new tools, lost in a euphoric haze of bliss. They’d knocked over a stack of winter tires and upon discovering they could roll, took turns to see who could make it go the furthest. Ulk kept them from breaking anything until I’d let out a shriek of joy at seeing my new office. I’d heard the smash and gone running back down the hall to see the window separating the shop from the waiting area on the floor and three sheepish looking Drexians. Ulk easily cleaned the mess, but God only knew how long it would take to order replacement glass.

      We arrived at the grocery store. I’d tried unsuccessfully to leave them in the SUV. Atar had pointed out they needed to learn how to shop for food themselves. I really have no idea how they have Earth currency. Maybe they sold some weird alien tech to the government.

      “Touch nothing. And stay right by my side. I don’t want you wandering off.” I stopped at the door and turned to glare at them.

      After a round of nods, we walked inside the store. I grabbed a shopping cart. They each followed suit.

      “Woah guys, we don’t need four carts. One will be plenty as we’re only picking up a few things.”

      Surprisingly, they put them back. Durok’s may have gotten bent a little but hey, at least they didn’t argue with me. Walking down the vegetable and fruit isle, the no touch rule went out the window.

      Atar picked up an eggplant. “What is this, Billie? It’s very similar to my rod. Is it a sex aid?”

      Aayala frowned. “But why would you have such in the grocery store?”

      I glared at him. “Put it down. Gently. It’s called an eggplant, and no it is not a sex aid.”

      “Eggplant,” Atar parroted.

      When a crunch sounded from behind me, I whipped around, catching Durok biting into a grapefruit with the peel still on. His eyes met mine briefly before turning to the side and spat it out on the floor. His skin had a slight gray tinge to it. Weird.

      “That was disgusting.” He rubbed the back of his hand against his tongue.

      “We can’t eat anything until we pay for it, Durok.” I grabbed a bag and held it open for him. “Place it in here.” Once he followed my instructions, I placed it in the cart. I handed him another bag. “Pick up the mess you just made. We do not spit inside buildings.”

      “I know that!” Durok’s eyebrows drew together and his ears twitched. “It was an emergency. I had to get the foul taste out of my mouth. Why would you willingly eat that?”

      I rolled my eyes in exasperation. “You take the peel off and then eat it. But come to think of it, I don’t care for it without the peel either.” I glared at him. “Just stop touching things!”

      “Billie, what is this?” Aayala’s smoky voice had me turning toward her. Just in time to watch watermelons falling from a large stand. Ulk saves most of them. Only two are broken open on the hard floor.

      I counted to ten. And then did it again as I watched Aayala push the smashed watermelons under the stand as if to hide the evidence.

      “Here’s what we’re going to do. I want each of you touching the cart—. Where the fuck did Atar go?” I scowled at the three remaining aliens.

      Aayala pointed across the store to the bakery section. When I looked in the direction she was pointing, I found Atar stuffing donuts into his mouth. Letting out a shriek of frustration, I grabbed the cart and dashed over to his side and grabbed the half-eaten treat from his hands.

      “No! We do not eat food until we’ve paid for it. How many did you eat?”

      He looked at the ground and shuffled his feet.

      “Six,” he muttered.

      “Six? How did you eat six donuts so quickly?” I groaned in frustration. “You’ll have to tell the cashier so we can pay for them. Do not eat anything else until we get home!”

      Ulk sidled up to me. “Could we go to the baking aisle now? I want some more supplies.”

      "Yes, Ulk. We'll get there." I glared at the other three. "I want each of you to grab the side of the cart. If you behave, I'll let you take turns pushing it, but if you continue to touch things, you'll go sit in the vehicle."

      Aayala took hold of the front of the cart. Atar and Durok each grabbed a side. As I watched, the cart started bending outward as the two male Drexians tried pulling it

      "No fighting. Just walk alongside the damn cart and do not touch anything." I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. “Aayala, you’ll have to move to the side, please.”

      “We are not children.” Durok stamped his foot.

      I bit my lip to stop myself from laughing at his childish display.

      “What is so humorous?” When I didn't reply, he turned to Ulk. “Why does Billie think my display of dominance is something to laugh at?” His skin was turning green.

      What the actual fuck?

      “I’m sure she wasn’t laughing at you.” Ulk spun around and winked at me which was kind of disturbing with his large alien eyes. It made his lack of eyebrows and eyelashes even more obvious.

      When I attempted to push the cart forward, it didn’t move. The three Drexians held it immobile.

      “You have to move with the cart or we won’t go anywhere.” I reminded myself they were new to our world. They must not have shopping carts where they come from.

      Before I can say anything else, they’ve shot forward and left Ulk and I behind.

      “Oh, for the love of God.” I stared wide eyed as they took the corner of the aisle and Atar’s elbow knocked down a shelf of cookies. Ulk again saved the day but instead of placing them back the way they were, he formed them into a Christmas tree.

      “There. That looks more festive,” he stated proudly.

      “Good job, little buddy. Let’s catch up to the morons before they destroy the place.” I jogged in the direction the Drexian’s had taken. Turning the corner, I found an empty aisle. When I heard a loud smash, I followed the sound toward the far end of the grocery store.

      When I finally caught up to them, Ulk hot on my heels, I groaned at the sight that greeted me. Aayala was sheepishly holding an exploded pudding cup, there was a broken jar of pickles on the tiled floor and the cart was overflowing with groceries.

      “They are worse than children.” Ulk shook his head. “We should have made them wait in your SUV.”

      When it looked like they were going to take off again, I yelled, “Freeze. Don’t you fucking move.” My patience was gone.

      Atar dropped a jar of pickled eggs into the cart. “She is very attractive when angry, is she not?”

      I stalked forward and grabbed the plastic bottle of ranch dressing out of Durok’s hand. His hold on it tightened, and the top popped off. Ranch dressing spewed out the top and dripped onto my boots.

      Fuck my life.

      Catching movement at the end of the aisle, I glanced over to see a cashier standing with her mouth hanging open and eyes rapidly blinking at us. She continued to stare for another moment before turning and racing away.

      “That’s it. We are leaving!” I pointed to Durok whose hand was still covered in ranch. “You, walk behind me. You.” I pointed to Atar. “Walk beside him.” I pointed to Aayala. “Come walk beside me. Ulk, if they attempt to touch anything, freeze their asses!”

      Atar stepped forward. “But⁠—”

      “No. I’m done. Ulk, we will come back another day to buy your supplies.” I grasped the cart and pushed it to the front of the store. “And you will apologise to the nice cashier about the messes you’ve made. And you are paying for all this.” I gestured toward the weird assortment of groceries.

      When we got to the till, I placed items on the conveyor belt. Aayala’s tails wrapped around my legs as I worked. I stopped to glare at her, but when I did, she was licking pudding off her hand. I had a flash of her between my legs, her long tongue licking my centre instead of her hand. Grabbing the cart to keep myself upright, my pulse sped up.

      Why did this keep happening? I mean, did I find all three Drexian’s attractive? Hell yes. But I had never had such an active imagination. Or such powerful fantasies.

      The cashier’s eyes were wide as the Drexians took turns apologizing. She kept giving Ulk worried looks which had pissed me off. He’d smiled through it all. I don’t understand how anyone could be afraid of the little cutie.

      The Drexians, the woman had warmed up to them quickly. She had batted her eyes and leaned over to show off her cleavage but oddly, they didn’t seem to notice.

      “Come back anytime,” she’d called to our backs.

      After a quick pit stop to the washrooms for clean-up, we’d walked outside to find snow falling at an alarming rate. Good thing we didn’t have far to drive. I just wanted this day to be over.

      A careful drive through the snow and extremely high speed winds, and we’d made it home. I was driving into the garage when Rebi ran up to the side of the Explorer. Once stopped, the aliens jumped out quickly. I was slower to open my door and get out.

      I heard Rebi’s excited voice saying something about their house being broken. I almost ran and locked myself in the house. They were adults, let them deal with whatever it was. Instead, I slowly joined their little group, knowing it was the neighbourly thing to do.

      “What’s going on, guys?” I watched as Rebi paced in a tight circle.

      “Our house is broken! It is flooding. I didn’t know how to fix it and I couldn’t reach any of you!”

      “Okay, let's go see if we can fix the problem.” I try to remain calm. I mean, how bad could it be?

      “Billie will fix it.” Atar stated it with conviction.

      “What is broken, Rebi?” It still felt weird talking to the animal and knowing she would answer back.

      I closed the garage door behind us and followed the group toward their house. The bitter wind had me huddling into my parka as we trudged through the snow. This storm was getting worse and all I wanted to do was go home, call Dylan then curl up with a good book.

      “It made rumbling noises. And then banging.”

      Maybe their furnace kicking in. They did just move in and probably don’t know all the noises a house can make.

      “And then water started flooding from all over.”

      Fuck me. I hated plumbing. What else could go wrong today?

      When Aayala threw the door open, I gasped in shock. “Oh, holy hell.” Water was steadily flowing from a hole in the roof.

      “There’s more.” Rebi ran to the kitchen, and we slogged through the water after her. The kitchen was flooded. Water was running down a wall and from under the kitchen sink.

      “We have to shut off the main water valve.” I didn’t wait for permission. Knowing it would be in the basement, I hurried to the basement steps and ran down the stairs. If I had been smart, I would have slowed down. I had almost made it to the bottom when the carpet became slick with water and down I went.

      I was yanked upward, but the damage was done. My clothing was dripping wet, and I started shivering.

      “Fuck!”

      “Are you okay, Billie?” Durok looked down at me. Through my shock, I noticed his skin was changing colours.

      “Maybe I hit my head.” I reached my hand up and wiped my wet hair from my eyes.

      “Does your head pain you?” He lifted me into his arms. “Atar. Help her.”

      “It doesn’t hurt. I’m just cold and embarrassed.” As I watched, his skin went back to its normal purple colour. I shook my head. “Put me down, big guy. I need to turn off the water.”

      When he followed my instructions, I quickly but carefully made my way to the utility room. Finding the shut-off valve, I turned the water off. As I shivered, I took stock of the situation. There was no way they could stay here.

      I trudged up the stairs, splattering water as I went. Once back in the kitchen, Ulk ran up with a blanket. “Here, Billie.”

      Wrapping it around me did little to chase away the cold. “Grab what you’ll need for a few days and come over to my place. We’ll call the counsel and ask them to find you somewhere else to stay. I need to get home and warm up.”

      “We can stay with you.” Aayala said with a huge smile on her face.

      “It’ll be like a human sleepover.” Ulk clapped his hands.

      “That won’t be necessary,” I gritted out. “I’m sure the counsel will have temporary housing for you. Just come in when you get there. I might be in the shower. Do not scare, Halo. Touch nothing.”

      Without waiting for a reply, I stomped my way out the door and across the yards to my house. By the time I reached my door, my hands were shaking so badly from the cold I could barely open the door.

      “This day could seriously not get any worse.”
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      AAYALA

      We watched as Bill paced across the floor. She was angry. Furious.

      "This is not my fault." A pause. "Why didn't you think to teach them simple things like home maintenance before moving them in?" Another pause. "How were they supposed to know the pipes would burst if they didn't keep their heat on? They don't feel cold! Why would they need heat?"

      A longer pause. I stared, with wide eyes when Billie turned a bright red colour. My gaze sought Atar's. Is she okay?

      He held a hand up in an I don't know gesture.

      "What do you mean there is no alternative housing?"

      Does that mean we get to stay with Billie? Durok's eyes glinted in excitement as he used our mind link.

      We must be on our very best behavior. No more mistakes. Atar was quick to remind us.

      "Fine." Billie glared at us. "Yes. I understand. Thank you." She lowered the phone and stabbed it a few times. "Fuck."

      Her loud shout caused me to jump. "Are you angry, Billie?"

      She sat down on her couch, leaned forward, fisted a handful of hair in her hands and pulled on it. Her breath came in short pants and she held up a finger.

      "Oh, you want to have sex. Yes, that always makes me feel better. And maybe some exercise will warm you up." I'm surprised by her gesture, but can't wait to carry out the sex act with her.

      Billie's eyes were wide, and mouth was open wide when she looked up at me. She blinked. A sound came from her mouth, but I didn't understand.

      Ulk laughed. And laughed. When he finally got control of himself, he explained. "That doesn't mean she wants to have sex. It meant she wanted a moment to gather her thoughts, or maybe gain control of her anger." He popped out a hip. "I'm not really sure. I just know it means wait."

      Billie rubbed a hand across her forehead. "Okay." She cleared her throat. "Okay. So the counsel doesn't have anywhere for you to stay tonight, so I guess we're having that sleepover."

      "That is excellent news." Durok stepped forward. "May I put my belongings in your room now?"

      "What? No!" Billie shook her head. "You will not be sleeping in my room. You'll have to decide who wants to sleep where. There's a spare room upstairs. One of you could sleep on this couch. There's a pullout bed in the games room downstairs. But first, I need to get the fireplace lit cause I still feel like an icicle. And then we'll figure out the food situation."

      "I can cook," Ulk offers. He uses his telekinesis and easily moves firewood before lighting a fire. "You rest Billie. Durok, Atar, go get the groceries out of the garage. Aayala, you can sit with Billie and help her warm up."

      I smiled at my friend for giving me the best job. Thank you, Ulk.

      After sitting beside Billie, I noticed her colour is paler than usual. The couch is shaking from her body's shivering. I covered her with a blanket from the back of the couch and placed my arm around her back. She didn't object, so I pulled her close against my side. An enormous sigh escaped her.

      "Oh, God. You're so warm." She snuggled against me but continued to shiver.

      "Rebi, come sit on her other side. She is freezing to the touch."

      Rebi jumped up beside her and pressed into her.

      "I'll make soup," Ulk called from the kitchen. "That will help Billie warm up."

      "I am sorry we have made your day a bad one. We did not mean to cause you trouble."

      Billie grunted in response. When my tails brushed against her hand, I felt how cold they were. I didn't think it was normal for a human to be at this alarming temperature.

      "May I warm your hands?"

      After a moment, her head nodded.

      Taking her cold, fisted hands in mine, I moved them till they rested against my bare stomach. I felt her sigh and her hands opened against my much warmer flesh.

      When Durok and Atar walked in, I watched their faces go slack with surprise.

      "Go find another blanket. I can't get her warmed up enough."

      "She would warm up faster if you were naked," Ulk said as he joined us. "Why don't you take her upstairs and lay down in bed with her? She'll warm up in no time."

      Billie sat up. "I'm okay now."

      Atar stalked over and placed his hands on her cheeks, then forehead. "You are not fine, Billie. Your lips are an alarming shade of blue and you are still shivering. But we will warm you."

      "I'll light a fire in her room." Durok strode off without waiting for a reply.

      I stood and easily lifted Billie off the couch.

      Atar draped the blanket over her. "Would you like some tea or coffee? That may help as well."

      "Coffee, please."

      I'm surprised Billie isn't arguing more. She really must not be well. Not wasting more time, I easily moved through the house with her in my arms. She doesn't notice I don't have to ask directions to her room.

      Durok was stacking wood in the fireplace when we walked in. I carefully lowered her to the edge of the bed before undressing her. Sadly, this was not the way I had pictured getting her naked. After pulling off her top, her arm went across her bra and she shook her head. Leaving it alone, I gently pushed her back, so she was lying down. The pants she wore had no button, so I removed them in one fast motion, being sure to leave her underwear on, then covered her up. Divesting myself of my clothing only took a moment, and then I was climbing under the covers with her. She lay rigid. I moved closer to her, and she tried to move away from me.

      "That's close enough. I already feel warmer."

      "The whole point is to be flesh to flesh so you can absorb my heat."

      The bed shifted, and suddenly Billie was pressed tight against me.

      Durok's eyes met mine overtop of the human's head. He moved closer, so we had Billie trapped between us.

      "Ah fuck it." Billie exhaled loudly.

      We lay quietly. I think Durok and I were afraid to speak in case we scared our mate into running away. I was enjoying having her curves pressed against me. Billie's shivers slowed. When I heard a soft snore, I placed a hand gently on her stomach. I pulled it away when she shifted in her sleep to face Durok. Moving with care, I slid closer until I was wrapped around her small frame. I wrapped my arm around her waist and let out a contented huff.

      This is what the human Heaven must feel like.

      Durok smiled at my comment. Yes. I too feel a spark that has been lacking in our lives. I grow more and more firm in my belief. Billie is indeed meant to be our mate.

      I stroked a hand across Billie’s stomach. But how are we to convince her? So far, things have not gone as planned.

      Let me think on it. I do believe our mind projections are working. We will keep bombarding her with visions until she cannot resist our charms.

      I nodded my head in agreement. Atar entered the room, a steaming cup of coffee in his hands.

      I see things are going well. He grinned down at us. Ulk said the soup is almost ready but I think we should allow Billie to rest.

      I agree. Ulk. Durok called through the mind link. Billie has fallen asleep. We will join you for a meal when she wakes.

      Okay. I’ll bake some fresh buns while you sleep. Don’t scare her off!

      Atar chuckled into our minds. He has grown attached to Billie already. Another sign that she is meant to be ours.

      Come join us. Durok held up a corner of the bed coverings on his side of the bed.

      I watched as Atar removed his clothing, enjoying the sight of his lean, but muscular body. He climbed into bed beside Durok.

      We must look into getting our bonded a bigger bed.

      Atar’s comment made me think about what it would be like to bond with our mate. We would be able to communicate with our mind link. She would be ours in all ways. We’d share everything and grow old together. I couldn’t think of a better fate than to have Billie with us forever.

      Durok slowly moved tighter against Billie. His hand gently rested on the side of her hip and then he entered her mind.

      The images he sent were a mirror of the position we were in. The three of us naked and snuggled in bed. Only in this case, we were awake. Durok was passionately kissing Billie while we both ran our hands over her soft curves. Durok cupped her breasts and bent to suck one nipple then the other.

      Billie moaned in her sleep and shuffled against us.

      Durok had me licking and nibbling on the side of her neck while my hand moved down her stomach till I reached her heated centre. My fingers worked their way through her slick heat until I found the small nub. I rubbed against it while Durok feasted on her heavy breasts.

      Billie moaned again. Durok’s breath caught when she threw a leg over him and thrusted her hips, rubbing her center against him.

      I do not have the control for this. Her scent is driving me wild.

      I gripped his forearm and squeezed it tightly. Yes you, do, Durok. Finish the vision. It is working.

      The vision changed, I think to what Durok was craving.

      Durok flipped onto his back, pulling Billie on top of him. She leaned down to kiss him. I watched as their mouths devoured each other. Durok positioned his rod and entered her in one long thrust. Billie moaned as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, digging her nails in as she pulled him even closer. Durok continued to piston in and out of her in the vision.

      Billie cried out in her sleep, startled awake and sat up quickly. Her panting was ragged and loud in the otherwise silent house. She peaked at us over her shoulder then whipped her head back to face the front.

      “What are you all doing in my bed?” Her voice came out squeaky and unsure.

      I tried to be unthreatening as I reminded her what led to our current situation. “You were freezing, Billie. Don’t you remember?”

      She jerked the blanket so she could cover more of herself. Looking back at us, her eyes widened at the amount of flesh we were displaying. She cleared her throat. And then did it again.

      “I remember. But that doesn’t explain all three of you being in my bed.”

      Durok stroked a hand down her back. “You needed our heat.”

      “Why don’t you lay back down?” Atar suggested. “You may not be warm enough yet.”

      Billie stayed where she was, apparently frozen in shock over the unexpected company in her bed. She looked back, her mouth opened and closed. But no words came out.
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      BILLIE

      Fuck me!

      I glanced back over my shoulder. Yep, still there. I pinched my arm. Fuck. This was really happening.

      When I felt a hand rub against my naked back, I admitted to myself it felt nice. Since my ex took off, I’ve been so consumed with my son, I hadn’t even thought of trying to find another partner. And who had time to date these days?

      But I had missed human contact. Why not give alien contact a try? There was nobody here to judge me. And so what if Aayala had a few tails? I hadn’t been with a woman since getting married. If I was being honest, I’d missed it. Hell, I’d missed everything about sex. I could admit to myself that I was intrigued by the idea of something new. And having sex with three aliens, well, you couldn’t get much newer than that. And it was just sex. It’s not like I was planning on dating them.

      But what if this wasn’t what it seemed? I didn’t want to make a total ass of myself. For all I knew, getting into bed with each other wasn’t necessarily about sex. Maybe they were like some shifter books I’ve read where they just like being touched.

      Deciding to just go with it, I lay back down, pulling the blankets with me. I’d know soon enough where this was going.

      My back had barely hit the mattress when Aayala’s arm wrapped around my waist. “That’s better.”

      I tried to loosen up, but my body was still rigid. Durok’s hand found my thigh and stroked up and down causing goose bumps to break out across my body. Oh God. What was I supposed to do? Surely this meant they wanted me.

      “Relax, Billie. We won’t harm you.” Durok said as he continued to caress me. His fingertips found my thong and ran along the edges.

      I trembled from the gentle touch. Okay, this was definitely sexual. Remembering the dream I’d been having, I couldn’t help but wonder if his dick was as big in real life.

      Reminding myself I was a grown ass woman in charge of my sexuality, I decided to stop being a chicken shit and own my needs.

      “I hope this means you guys want to have sex. Because you do not touch people’s underwear unless you plan to have sex with them. And if that is your plan, how does that work for your species?” I stated boldly, glancing at first Aayala and then Durok and Atar.

      Durok smiled, his eyes lighting up and his skin flushing red. “Yes. We would very much like to have sex. And we do it the same way humans do…only better.”

      His fox ears wiggled, and I did what I’d been dying to do since first laying eyes on them. I turned and stroked my hand against the first one and then the other. “Oh, my God. They’re so soft.”

      His chest rumbled against mine as he pulled me close. “Do it again.”

      As I did what he asked, Aayala’s hand rubbed my back and over my ass. “Your skin is so soft, Billie. And your curves are perfection.”

      I preened under Aayala’s praise. A girl liked to feel sexy. I watched Atar’s long fingers massaged Durok’s shoulders then moved to his side.

      Durok plucked at my bra. “How does this thing come off, Billie? I want no clothing between us.”

      I reached between my breasts to the small catch at the front and un-do it. Durok eagerly pushed the cups away. Aayala pushed the blankets off of us then pulled my bra strap down and off on the side she could reach.

      “Stars and Moons, Billie. You have the most amazing breasts. Your nipples are begging to be sucked. But first, I want to taste your lips.”

      Durok gently grasped my face in his hand, easily covering my cheek with his large hand, and pulled me toward him. When our lips met, I melted into him. He was gentle, yet firm. Durok’s tongue pressed against the seam of my lips. I opened for him. His tongue delved into my mouth and I eagerly ran mine against his in a dance as old as time.

      I had missed kissing. And boy could Durok kiss. He nibbled my lower lip before slowly releasing me.

      “That was so sexy.” I glanced over to find Atar studying us intently as he stroked a hand down Durok’s thighs. They looked damn good together.

      Durok pressed me against the mattress so I was laying on my back. I was suddenly looking at a very naked Aayala. Her high breasts and naked pussy on full display from her kneeling position on the bed. I reached out a hand and ran it over the nearest thigh. I wondered what alien pussy tasted like and was determined to find out before the night was over.

      Durok dragged my attention back to him when he licked across my nipple. Aayala leaned forward and copied Durok, each of them sucking, licking and nibbling on my breasts while their hands ran up and down my body.

      I was already lost in pleasure when I felt a hand on my ankle pulling my legs apart. I watched as Atar crawled up my body. He was putting any male stripper I’d ever seen to shame. He was almost catlike in his sensuality. I gasped when I found myself staring at the two cocks protruding from his body where normally there was only one.

      “Two?” I blurted out.

      He smirked up at me. “Two. Durok can have two as well. Or one rather large one.”

      I finally jerked my eyes away from Atar’s dicks to stare at Durok’s huge appendage. “Oh my God. That is not going to fit!”

      Aayala giggled against my breast.

      “Don’t worry, Billie. I will make it enjoyable when I tunnel into your hot sheath.” Durok smiles gently down at me as if that would make it better.

      Oh what the fuck? Were we in some weird historical romance now? “It’s called a pussy, Durok.”

      Durok bit his lower lip. “Yes. It will be enjoyable when I thrust my rod into your pussy.”

      My attention was pulled away from Durok and his sensual mouth by Atar licking a path across my mound. When he got to my centre, he spread my legs further and leaned forward to inhale deeply before running his tongue along my folds. My hips jerked upward, wanting more.

      “Moons, she tastes like a ripe janda fruit. Delicious.” He went back to licking and sucking. It felt like he was french kissing my pussy as he placed his open mouth around me. His talented tongue hit every part of me. I moaned low in my throat when his tongue met my hot centre.

      My hand waved in the air, needing something to grasp onto. Durok fixed the problem when he kneeled on the bed, took my hand and guided it to his cock. I was still coherent enough to notice he was maybe even larger than I’d first seen. I really was worried he wouldn’t fit. My hand glided up and down the steel like pole and as I watched pre-cum dripped down the side. A lot more than a human male.

      “I want to taste. Come closer.”

      While he moved closer and guided his dick toward my mouth, Aayala’s hand found the breast that Durok had been sucking. Her fingers plucked at my nipples almost in perfect symphony with Atar’s sucking on my clit.

      Durok’s cock was filling my vision. I noted absently that he was hairless as well. His balls were also much larger than any human male I’d seen and they were perfectly smooth. I licked the pre-come off the side of his dick. It was so good that I lapped at it like a cat with cream, making sure to get every drop. More kept coming. I scooped some up and when I went to suck it off my fingers, Aayala was there to stop me.

      “Allow me a taste,” she said before sucking my fingers deep into her mouth. Her eyes watched me the entire time. “May I help you pleasure Durok?”

      I nodded my head,and we both licked and sucked Duroks dick. We took turns sucking him into our mouths, but admittedly I couldn’t take as much as Aayala. That didn’t stop me from giving it my all. More than once I choked on the size of his cock.

      I continued to stroke my hand up and down the base of Durok’s cock, but with my free hand, I found Aayala’s body and moved till I could reach her pussy. From this angle, it was a bit awkward, but I managed to run my fingers through her folds. She was dripping wet and I had a feeling she would taste just as good as Durok.

      Atar had moved lower, his mouth moving between my asshole and pussy. It was driving me crazy. I humped against him, wanting something more substantial to fill my holes. “Fuck me, Atar. I want your dicks inside me.”

      After one long lick, he obeyed my instructions. When his dicks were placed against my holes, I felt hot liquid being squirted out.

      “You make your own lube?” I couldn’t keep the astonishment from my voice.

      Atar chuckled. He slowly pushed both dicks inside me, releasing more hot liquid as he went. He was being considerate and going slow but with how wet I was, I didn’t need or want for him to be gentle. I tried rocking against him, but he held me imobile.

      “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

      “Be still, woman. I don’t want to harm you.” He continued working himself inside me. He was long and though not as large as Durok, he still had plenty of girth.

      Aayala took my hand, the one that had fallen still at her entrance when Atar began to fuck me. She used my hand like one would a dildo and fucked herself with my fingers while continuing to suck Durok.

      I arched my neck back further until I could suck Duroks balls into my mouth. I ran my tongue over and around them. Durok let out a guttural yell.

      Atar’s hips met mine and he was finally buried as deep as he could go. He pulled back and then thrust back into me. Over and over. Deep and slow. I released Durok and looked up at Aayala as she continued to fuck herself with my fingers.

      “I want to taste you Aayala. Come sit on my face.”

      Her eyes grew wide and she nodded her head. Durok moved back until Aayala was positioned over top of me. Her purple pussy gleamed with moisture.

      “Suck my dick, Aayala.” Durok’s deep growl came from above me. I heard a choking noise and knew Durok was feeding Aayala his massive dick.

      Wrapping my hands around her thighs, I pulled Aayala closer. At my first taste, I knew that I’d found a new addiction. She tasted sweet and womanly. My tongue ran through her folds, learning her body. I worked my tongue as far into her body as I could, pulling her tighter against me. I couldn’t get enough of her taste.

      Atar continued to fuck me at an agonizingly slow pace. I was panting against Aayala’s pussy as my hips continued to bump against the strong hands holding me in place.

      “Faster Atar. Please. Fuck me harder.”

      He finally took me at my word. I yelled out at the exquisite pleasure. Both holes were pounded hard and fast.

      I found Aayala’s clit and worked my tongue furiously against it. I wanted her to come with me. As I sucked and licked her tight nub, she began humping my face. I was in heaven. Both holes filled with a dick and a pussy smothering my face. If I was to die right now, I’d die happy.

      “Right there Billie. Oh Stars, I’m going to come.” Aayala called out.

      I could feel myself approaching orgasm as well. When Atar’s fingers found my clit, I cried out against Aayala. I flattened my tongue and furiously worked it over Aayala. I wanted to feel her come apart in my arms before I succumbed to my own passion. When her body tightened around me, her muscular thighs almost strangled me, I knew she was close. But so was I. It was a race to see who would go first.

      Determined to win the race, I sucked hard on Aayala’s clit. The sweetest juices flowed out of her body as she wiggled and moaned above me. “I’m coming. I’m coming,” she cried out.

      Atar’s furiously working fingers threw me over the edge. My body clamped down tightly. My toes curled. I screamed my pleasure against Aayala’s inner thigh.

      Atar stilled inside me, and I felt spurt after spurt of hot cum bathe my insides. But he didn’t soften. At all. While Aayala climbed off of me, Atar pulled his cocks free. Aayala leaned down and we shared a tongue tangling kiss. I hummed my appreciation for the taste of Durok’s cum. I wondered if all aliens tasted as sweet and addicting as the ones I was in bed with.

      I squealed in surprise when Durok jerked my down on the bed so I was laying sideways with my legs over the edge.

      “My turn, Billie.” He stepped in between my legs.

      Aayala and Atar mirrored our position at our side. I couldn’t take my eyes off Durok’s huge dick.

      Would it really fit? Did I want it to fit? At least I was good and lubed up thanks to Atar.

      I watched as Durok stroked his hand up and down his cock before placing it at my entrance. As he pressed into me, my body fought him, tightening up and trying to deny him access.

      “Relax. If you are really worried, I can morph to form two cocks. I don't want to cause you distress.” Durok looked down at me with concern written across his face.

      Choking on my shock, I stared open-mouthed at Durok, sputtering in surprise.

      “Your face Billie. Oh Moons, it's humorous to watch your expressions.” Aayala chucked. “Durok’s the only one in our group with the ability so don’t expect me to grow a third breast or anything.”

      Durok cleared his throat. “Decide, Billie. How do you want me?” He tapped his dick against my centre.

      Looking back down at his cock, I was more worried about how freaked out I might get watching him morph then worried about him ploughing me with his one large appendage.

      “I’m good. But please start gentle. Maybe we can work up to being vigorous.” Forcing my body to relax, I waited patiently for him to enter me.

      With ever so much care, he pressed forward until just the tip was inside my body. Holy hell did it burn. He carefully pushed in another inch or two. Our eyes clung to each other. I felt the bed moving beside me, but I couldn’t break Durok’s stare. His fingers found my clit, feathering across it.

      I was panting while working through the delicious pain. Aayala’s hand found mine and I gripped it tightly. Durok withdrew before pushing in again. This time he spurted hot come inside my already full pussy as he pressed further. And further still.

      “Oh fuck!” I bit my lip.

      “Are you good, tiny human?” Durok paused. “I will go no further if this is causing you pain.”

      “Keep going,” I gritted out. When Durok backed out and slowly pushed back in, I grew impatient and thrust upward until he was buried to the hilt.

      He stilled above me. “Oh Stars, are you alright Billie?” His hand wiped the sweat off my forehead. “Why did you do that? We have all night.”

      Once I was sure talking was possible, I replied, “I wanted to get to the fun part.”

      He flooded my pussy once again with his cum. Scooping up some liquid that was dripping out of my body, he rubbed it against my clit. The heat felt amazing. It was like warm up lube only better.

      “It is all fun, Billie. We don’t have to rush. We are able to stay hard for however long we’d like. We could fuck you all night and never run out of stamina,” Durok explained in his deep, growly voice.

      And then they proved it to me. Over and over again.

      Before I drifted off to sleep, my brain was running a mile a minute. Why am I acting so out of character? I don’t easily fall into lust.  Are they giving off some weird alien pheromones to make me lose my mind? Are they doing some weird freaky alien thing to make me want them?

      I’m acting like some young woman with a crush. Blushing and shit like that. I didn’t believe in the fated mates bullshit you find in romance novels. But for this kind of sex, and the level of care they’ve shown me…I might make an exception for these three. I guess only time would tell.

      The End.
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        * * *

      

      DEAR READER, Did you enjoy this novella? Look for the next holiday installment for this group of hot aliens with NEW YEAR’S BANG.

      
        
        ALSO COMING SOON to the ALIENS FOR THE HOLIDAYS series…:

        Hard On Hearts (A Valentine’s Short) 

        Some Bunny’s Coming (An Easter Short)

        Goblin All Night (A Halloween Short)

        Better When Stuffed (A Thanksgiving Short)
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