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      To everyone who is watching the skies waiting for the aliens to finally invade Earth. This one’s for you.
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      Evangeline

      Leaning over my dresser, I slicked a coat of the deep red of Mac’s Sin over my lips. The velvety feel helped to calm my nerves. It was just a stupid halloween party. Didn’t matter that my bestie had begged off for the night. I could go on my own. It was fine.

      I rubbed my lips together and checked my teeth for the stain of cherry on them. Giving myself a half-hearted flirty wink, I tugged at the bottom of my corset top that ended just over my navel.

      “You sure you don’t want to come?” I asked Caleb, who had been lounging on my bed, his goth aesthetic clashing with the mound of pillows that he was propped up on, reading a romance novel he had grabbed from my desk. He quirked a thick black eyebrow at me before his eyes ticked back to the page.

      “Wild horses couldn’t drag me. But you should definitely go. I got this feeling. Maybe you’ll get laid tonight. You could use it. Your lady cave might need some dusting off first, though”

      “Gross.”

      “Lady flower?” I made a gagging sound, but he just turned the page and sighed. “Are these all so predictable?” He waved my newest fascination at me. Sue me, I was a sucker for fated love, and add in a little big blue alien with a magic as fuck dick? Yes, please.

      “That’s kinda the point.” I swiped another layer of Sin over my lips and adjusted the lace hot pants that served as the only thing keeping my bits covered. Mostly. “Can you see anything if I bend over?” I turned around and bent double, watching my friend roll his eyes from between my own knees.

      “Your pussy’s covered, Genie,” he said from behind the book, not even looking. “Wouldn’t one of the girls be better for this?” Caleb turned another page. He wasn’t fooling me, I knew he stole my books when he thought I wasn’t looking, just like I borrowed his sweatshirts when I had a bad day. We bonded on the first day of university. Five years later we had settled into an apartment across from campus as we dove head first into graduate school.

      “We’re still in the nicy nice stage. You’ll tell me if my nether lips are on display.” I shrugged. “Or if the pants make my ass look fat.”

      “You look like you have a sign on your ass asking to be fucked hard against a dirty wall in an alley.” He raised his brow again. “I assume that’s what you were going for?”

      “I was going for sexy cupid.”

      A low grunt came from my friend, like I had unintentionally kneed him in the balls, but he didn’t comment.

      “Have you seen my boots?” I wiggled my toes in the plush rug that covered the ice cold hardwood floors of our little apartment. “I know I saw them a minute ago.”

      “Under the couch in the living room, behind that hideous bear you got me for my birthday.” Another page turned, and he hummed under his breath. “At least this chick is creative,” he commented. “Wouldn’t mind a vibrating cock.”

      “Yours or your lover’s?” I asked as I crawled under the couch and grabbed the bear, depositing it on the cushions before feeling around until my hands connected with the faux leather of my hooker boots. “Cause if you need one, there's one I haven’t tried out yet in the top drawer.”

      “Got my own toys, Kitten.” Caleb winked at me. “But I’ll keep that in mind if my night doesn’t pan out.”

      Grabbing my phone off the counter and stuffing it in my ludicrously tiny red purse I did a quick time check. “Speaking of, aren’t you going to be late?”

      “Crap.” He slapped the book shut and waved it at me. “Do you mind?”

      “Just give it back without crusties in the pages, please and thank you.” My toes wiggled into the deep recesses of my boot as I tugged them up over my knee. “And use a fucking bookmark, you heathen.”

      Caleb just pressed a kiss to the apple of my cheek before he grabbed his studded leather jacket and disappeared through the door.

      My reflection in the full length mirror in our shared bathroom took me by surprise. Sweet little Evangeline was completely gone. In her place was a dark-haired vixen, my aversion to the sun just made the blood red of my outfit that much more stark. Even my lily white ass cheeks looked fabulous from where they winked out under my hot pants. I picked up the plastic bow that I had picked up at Halloween Town and struck a pose. It was fucking ridiculus, but I felt sexy for once.

      Then the string snapped.

      Looking down at the dangling bit of elastic that had held the bow together I growled. Deep enough that even Caleb would have been proud. I threw the bits of plastic in the bathroom trash and fisted my hands on my hips.

      From the corner of my eye I spotted something through the open door of my bestie’s room. Well, shit. I had forgotten about Caleb’s archery equipment. He had captained the team at school, and was fucking amazing with a bow, rivaling that chick on TikTok who did all kinds of fancy trick work.

      The door creaked as I pushed it open. Tip toeing in my hooker boots as I crossed the disaster area that was Caleb's room. Boys were so predictable. The bow was lighter than I thought it would be, the grip fitting perfectly in my hand. Behind it was a small quiver of arrows, their fletching the same red as my bodice.

      Perfect.

      I situated the leather harness over my shoulders and wore the bow itself crosswise over my body. Another quick look in the mirror was all I needed to give me the confidence boost to head out the door, pushing the tiny flash of anxiety back down where it belonged.
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      Bazyll

      I sat with one leg crossed over my knee as our ship settled down in a field not far outside a small city. Though from the maps I had studied of the planet, nothing was particularly far outside the city, not by Sir'gth standards anyhow. While wildly populated, Earth was surprisingly primitive for the age of its most highly evolved species, and that alone made it ripe for investigation. The fact that our scientists believed that there was a chance that homosapiens--the name they had given themselves--may be compatible with our males, made it far more interesting.

      Zel'ko expertly landed the ship on the bare ground, the small crusing vessel scarcely disturbing the dirt underneath. He worked in synchronization with Vik'ngr to do the final checks before shutting down the drive system, and settling us in for planetside minimal power usage.

      Tapping the device on my wrist, I started my log. I kept up a running commentary until we emerged from the wood and were confronted with a curious sight.

      "Brief said nothing about a pleasure planet," Vik'ngr growled. I tracked his gaze to a female clad in what could only be described as bedroom attire. Attire that only the most promiscuous of Axtar 6's brothels would employ, and yet these females were walking free down the streets, skipping and frolicking with their friends. My bond mate’s eyes traveled from one scantily clad female after another. Most in groups of three or more.

      Our honor dictated that we look away from such a sight unless an agreement had been forged, be entering into an exchange of currency or bonding marks. But they were literally fucking everywhere. Every flick of the eye was another female presenting their skin to the eyes of everyone around.

      "Do you think their females bond in triads?" Zel'ko looked more than a little concerned, which I readily understood. If that was how they grouped, then the scientists were incorrect. “‘Cause then we’re fucking wasting our time.” He pulled up his wrist and scanned the group in front of us. Normally, that wouldn't have been permissible, but we needed the data before we continued.

      The Sir'gth paired three males to a female. Males bonded to their chosen brothers early in life, ensuring a close knit group, who would be best able to serve their sesstra, their hearts’ match, the most effectively. Vik'ngr, Zel'ko and I had served together in the royal fleet until our mating age had arrived.

      The likelihood of us finding a match was dismally low. Over the generations female children become more and more scarce. And this drove the Sir'gth people to the stars.

      "Rok'gris was positive the data was true." Vik'ngr was eager to find our fourth, to build the family he had never had. "I say we dive the fuck in. Get this shit moving." He straightened the animal hide vest that covered his chest. We were told it was called a cut and was indicative of a cultural group
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