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      Belle’s books contain: bulls and hucow (human / cow play), high heat, spicy explicit scenes, milking, breeding, transformation, easy smut read, HEA / HFN, no cheating, primal / pet play, possessive dominant MMCs, submissive FMCs, no noncon / dubcon

      In addition, the Alien Alpha Bulls series contains aliens who look human (mostly), primal, predator / prey, hunter / hunted.

      The term hucow is a cross between human and cow involving kink elements related to lactation, breeding, bull and cow-like behavior/treatment, and incorporates domination (bull) and submission (cow) dynamics.
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            CAELUM

          

        

      

    

    
      “We have a situation.” Our head commander speaks from his ship as we gather around the large monitor on our outpost.

      “This is never good,” Brax mutters beside me.

      “Now before anyone gets it in their head to leave and go out on their own, I’ll remind you of the consequences of disobeying a decree, and, until you receive express permission, you are to stay where you are.”

      “Or is it?” Brax straightens beside me as many others in the room listen intently.

      “There is a planet outside of our jurisdiction that has fallen to the Krelyx.” Our commander pauses for a moment, letting that information sink in.

      Grumbles go up around the room.

      The Krelyx are vermin. They attack planets that are not protected by our treaties so they can skirt an all out war with our allies. They round up the males of each species and put them to work in their mines, stripping dead planets of their resources. Those taken rarely last long as it is grueling work, and they’re left with little food to survive. Since the Krelyx only mate with their own kind, they leave the females of the species to die off.

      Every single one of us would love to see them wiped from existence.

      The commander continues, “Our information is old. They’ve taken the males from this planet already. We’ve tried to reach out to see if there are any leaders left to negotiate a treaty, but we have received no response. There are signs of Krelyx still on the planet.”

      He pauses again, this time for a little longer and the entire outpost goes eerily silent.

      My heart thuds into my chest.

      “The females left behind are a physical match for all our species and there are a lot of them.”

      An uproar of voices fills the room, Brax included.

      “Our mate could be down on that planet as we stand here.”

      Now I understand our leader’s need to remind us of the consequences of going rogue. To do so means we forsake our kind and we’d be cast out and punished accordingly.

      But to find a mate, that would definitely be worth it to many.

      I grip his shoulder to focus his attention.

      “Hear him out,” I tell him.

      We have many ally species who are physical matches to our own with a few notable differences. Some can breathe underwater. Some can see in the dark. My species, the Borakai, can link with our herd telepathically, but the internal makeup of our bodies are all similar.

      What we also share is a lack of females. All our species so far have a higher birth rate of males as opposed to females so our numbers are declining.

      Finding a species who has a better female birth rate ratio would ensure the continuation of all of us. As if to confirm my thoughts, the commander adds, “We believe the Krelyx have stayed behind to exterminate the rest of the females to hinder us from growing our numbers.”

      Tension coils through my muscles as I scan the room. I flex my arms until my claws protruding from the bone in my forearms ache.

      Mates are precious. They are a gift. Knowing they are being slaughtered doesn’t sit right with anyone.

      “Our alliance is one of many and we can only assume we are the first to have this information. It may not remain this way for long. Without a head council of their own, these,”—he checks his notes—“humans have left themselves vulnerable. The Alliance has agreed that each species will send a group of twenty-five teams to Earth in the first wave to hunt for a suitable and willing mate. We recognize that there are others outside of our treaties who would not seek the consent of the human females so time is of the essence. We’ve already reviewed everyone in our command and we will send out our orders within the hour. Alphas, if your herd is chosen, you may decline.” We all scoff. There is no alpha alive that will pass up the opportunity to find their mate. “If you accept, your ship must be ready to depart within the day. You will update us regularly so that we may make decisions about taking in the rest of the females.”

      Our commander leans toward the camera, slowing his tone. “I want to make this absolutely clear. We have received intel that there are enough females left on this planet for all herds within the entire alliance who wish to claim them. You will forfeit your right to a claim if you attempt to hunt before you have been granted the right to do so.”

      With that, the screen goes blank and voices raise, speaking against each other around the room half a second later.

      The surrounding males slowly congregate into their respective groups. With the dismally low rate of females to males, the males of our species have taken to forming herds. Our herds share a female together if we are lucky enough to find a mate.

      Being compatible means that we have the chance to find our very own mate to milk, breed and claim, and our herd would be complete.

      “I’m heading to the docking bay.” Brax says as he points at the exit. “I don’t know about you, but if we get the go ahead, I want to be ready to leave right away.”

      I take a mental note of what supplies we’ll need and nod, dismissing him to his task.

      It’s probably wishful thinking that we would be chosen first, but we have a shot.

      We have four outposts, and knowing our leaders, they will send an even number of teams from their own ranks and the four of our groups, so we’ll probably have five chosen from our area, the Nova Quadrant. This will make up the twenty-five allotment for the Borakai.

      The other three species will sort out their own numbers.

      This first wave will have one hundred herds in total hunting for their mates.

      Groups around me have already pulled out their personal devices to check for approval, and I check my own. I have no new messages, so I switch to our team’s accounts and place an order for supplies I know we’ll need that won’t expire if we’re not chosen in this first round.

      “Caelum, do you have a minute?” Dravyn approaches me with his hands in his pockets.

      Dravyn is a good shipmate. He was on board Nova with a medical issue when his herd was killed in an ambush on their way back to our outpost years ago. Now he works around our main ship as a sole bull, helping where he can. He’s become like a brother to Brax and I, and we’ve talked occasionally about taking him on as the newest member of our herd.

      He rubs his hand along his bare arm. Borakai alphas have distinct markings that evolve as we do. It is told that these symbols appear and tell our life story in an ancient language. Losing his herd at such a young age has halted Dravyn’s markings from forming along both of his arms.

      I reach for the unmarked space over my heart hidden by my shirt, then feign an itch I needed to scratch. Once we claim our mate, more symbols will appear.

      “Of course.”

      He scans the other groups before returning to me. “This is, um, a pretty big deal. I wanted to talk to you about joining your group, but I was going to wait until I—had more to offer. But if your herd is chosen to go and you find your mate, then it’ll be too late. It’s just that,”—he takes another look around the room—“I feel like…I’m most comfortable when I’m among your ranks.”

      He takes a deep breath. His cheeks swell on his exhale.

      “Look, Dravyn.” His expression falls for a second when I talk. “We don’t have time to talk this over and decide. Gather your things and head to our ship. Tell Brax I said I was okay with it if he is. We’re planning on departing as soon as we get the word if we are chosen, so do not delay.”

      A smile stretches across his lit up face as he nods and rambles incoherent words before telling me he’ll be there right away, then he runs out of the room.

      I check my device once more.

      Still no message.

      The room has thinned out now and I take it as my cue to leave and make my way to my herd’s quarters on Nova. I pull out two large bags and start filling them with my clothes and personal supplies. Then I activate our ship's medical center and withdraw a large supply of vitamins, antibiotics and other necessities and charge it to my herd’s account before they arrive in my slot and I pack them away.

      A mate. My mind spins with the possibility and my cock stirs to life at the thought that I might be so close to claiming one of our own.

      I’ve heard accounts of what happens when we react to a suitable female and saliva floods my mouth at the thought of rutting her when she is full of milk for her bulls and ready to be seeded.

      I lift the two packed bags over my shoulder and make my way to the docking bay.

      Every single bull on this ship has the same determination I feel in my bones. On each passing, we make eye contact with each other and nod with a serious expression pinching our lips.

      This is a good thing for our whole species, but every single one of us wants it to be us who is chosen first.

      Also, I can’t wait to kill some Krelyx. Those parasites have destroyed enough planets. They dance around our treaties just enough to avoid punishment, but this now means they are on uncharted planets, and, as such, we are within our rights to battle them to claim it if the Alliance so wishes.

      More importantly, our mate might be down there, and I can’t wait to begin the hunt once we land.

      I think about the four main species that make up our allied worlds and imagine what the humans might look like. Would they have tougher flesh like the Jurions or fur and horns like the Ith’rias? A frown draws my lips down at the thought they might be more like the Delphas, making them harder to hunt since they have the ability to render themselves almost invisible.

      Or would they look like me? I lift my tanned and marked hand in front of my face before fisting my hand and continuing on.

      I wonder about their human customs as I trek through the narrow halls. We are bulls, alphas, hunters. Our mating is primal. My balls ache as I think about how pleasurable it would be to hunt our little human female down and claim her with my herd.

      The docking bay is alive with activity as males move around their ships, some looking more worried than others at the state of repairs needed.

      A smile graces my lips when Dravyn pops his head out of our ship, the Sentinel. He glances at the panel on the outside, then returns.

      Brax has accepted him.

      I knew he would.
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        * * *

      

      The three of us sit in the common area of our ship. Along the sides are eight small pods to sleep.

      “Anything yet?” Brax’s eyes lower to my device and I check it again before shaking my head.

      We’ve just reached the hour mark. Right now, our only good sign is that no ship has made a request to leave Nova.

      Brax glances at the piles of food we have yet to put away then looks at Dravyn with a smile on his face.

      “You know, if we aren’t chosen, we’re going to have to eat all of this in the next couple of months.”

      Dravyn’s face flushes as he looks over. “I guess I got carried away.”

      He took care of ordering our rations with his savings. They arrived within minutes of him paying his credits.

      Brax glances nervously out the small window, then crosses the ship to the other side doing the same as he mutters, “Everyone is still here.” I take another look at my device as he sits back down. “I can’t even comprehend this, Caelum. Can you imagine what it would be like to be chosen?”

      My eyes round when I glance at my device. Two words appear on the screen.

      Slowly, I turn it to face my herd and their expressions drop from their faces as they read the same two words I just did.

      
        
        Permission granted.
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            SELENE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Another day,” I whisper, then wish myself a silent happy birthday.

      I’m not entirely sure if this is my actual birthday since we don’t follow calendars anymore.

      The little candle flickers, barely lighting the storage closet we’ve claimed for the night.

      I scan my cramped area, landing on the lump asleep under the blankets in the corner. Curled at his feet is another more furry lump. The dog’s eyes are closed, so that’s a good sign that we’re safe for now.

      I note the positions of my sleeping bag and supplies, then slide my arms through my backpack and blow out the candle.

      It shouldn’t create enough heat to alert anyone of our location, but I’ve taken that chance before and paid for it dearly.

      There’s no point in keeping my eyes open in the pitch black, but I do just the same. I’ll stay like this until my exhaustion wins and then I’ll wake up in the morning and we’ll move along.

      So this is twenty-six years old.

      Another year…that’s it. It’s been another year of fighting each day just so I can see the next day and fight some more.

      It’s been like this ever since the reapers invaded Earth almost two years ago.

      No one actually knows what they’re called. They didn’t stop to tell us anything before they downed our satellites and blew up our military bases. As we scrambled to make sense of it all, they attacked, knocking out our power and all means to communicate. To my knowledge, it’s the same all over the world.

      Then they started taking us. They corralled humans by the thousands then they just weren't there anymore.

      We scattered, leaving our homes and headed into the streets, then into the sewers to escape them.

      Part alien, part animal, they walk on two feet but run on four and have serrated appendages that slice and kill.

      I found some notes on our community boards that said they herded the humans they captured onto massive ships and took them away. Other notes leave tips on how to avoid them or directions to camps.

      Most of us just put our name, the city we’re from, our birthdate, and what direction we are heading in.

      You know, just in case a loved one is alive and looking for us.

      I leave my name although I don’t think anyone is looking for me anymore.

      We lost most of our males in the first wave. Word spread quickly that the reapers were after the men. They just disappeared. The females they caught were killed and left for the rest of us to bury.

      I made a mistake early on when I decided to travel with another group. One man said ‘there’s strength in numbers’.

      I had grown close to a father and his eighteen-year-old son while we walked. Jake told me he lost
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