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I sigh as I stand in the convenience store on Thanksgiving. Because all of my coworkers had plans, I—a sad, lonely orphan—volunteered to work today. Though I don’t know why my boss bothers keeping the store open on Thanksgiving. No one has come into the store, and I literally mean no one. Oh well. I’m getting holiday pay, and it’s not like there’s anything (or anyone) waiting for me back in my shitty studio apartment. 

After I check the parking lot, which is empty, as expected, I start blasting my music and shaking my hips to “Dancing with Myself” by Billy Idol. I’m singing off-key and jumping around like a maniac when I suddenly see a bright light. What the...? When I look outside, I gasp. Is that a freaking UFO? In any case, it’s a silver flying saucer-shaped object, and it’s definitely not an airplane. I glance suspiciously at my Mountain Dew. Did a disgruntled factory worker lace it with a hallucinogenic drug? 

“Hello.”

I drop my Mountain Dew as I stare at the 7-foot-tall green man with cropped silver hair. His eyes are completely violet—not a hint of white—and he’s only wearing black pants. Does he have a 12-pack? 

“Greetings,” he says when I have yet to make a sound. 

Aliens are real. Aliens are freaking real!!!! 

He frowns. “Do you not speak English?” He begins speaking Mandarin Chinese. When I was a kid, my parents made me go to Chinese school, but because I would doodle in class instead of paying attention, I don’t comprehend most of what the alien is saying. I get “ni hao” and that’s basically it. Ice runs through my veins. What if he wants to kidnap me and conduct experiments on me? 

I blurt out, “Don’t hurt me! I think aliens are awesome. Have you come to take over Earth? Take it over! I shall be your humble servant. Just please don’t stick a probe up my asshole.”

His frown deepens. “I’m not here to conquer your planet. And I don’t wish to stick a probe up your...asshole.”

“Oh,” I say. “Well, that’s a relief. Are you on vacation? Cleveland isn’t exactly the coolest city on Earth, but we have the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. That’s pretty cool. Do you have rock and roll on your planet?” I am babbling like a total moron.

“I’m not on vacation,” he says.

“Then how may I help you? Are you hungry? Do you have Pringles on your planet? If you don’t, you should definitely try some. They don’t offer much nutritional value, but they’re delicious.” Why can I not stop babbling?

“I’m here to find a mate.” Then he asks, “You are a human female, correct?” 

It’s not the worst pick-up line I’ve ever heard. “I am a human female. Wait, you want us to bone?”

“Bone?” he says, confused. “Isn’t bone the hard white tissue?”

“Yeah, but it’s also slang for...” I flush. “For having sex.”

He nods. “Ah. I do wish to have sex with you and create a baby in your womb.”

I’m guessing the people on his planet aren’t much for romance. “Why did you need to go to Earth to find a mate? Aren’t there women on your planet?”

Sadness creeps into his face. “There’s a lack of women on Eler.”

Before I can ask him why, I glance outside and see a crowd gathering around the UFO. Shit. “Um, I think you need to leave soon,” I say.

“Why?”

I point outside.

“Oh,” he says. “Should I greet them?”

I shake my head vigorously. “No.”

He knits his brow. “But on my planet, it is customary to greet visitors.”

“Well, on Earth, it is customary to shoot at visitors.”

His violet eyes are wide. “Oh my. I suppose I shouldn’t waste any time then.”

I’m about to bid him farewell when he grabs my hand. “Uh, what are you—?” Before I can finish my sentence, I’m blinded by a flashing light. Once I can see again, I find myself surrounded by metal walls and funky looking machinery. Oh my God, am I inside the UFO?!

I gape at him. “How...?”

He points at a silver bracelet around his wrist. “Transporter.”

A transporter?! That is so cool. Wait, why am I geeking out over a transporter? An alien just abducted me! “You need to take me back to the store.” 

The corners of his mouth curve down. I can’t help noticing that his dark blue lips are very luscious. I glance at his abs. Yep, he indeed has a 12-pack. Jesus, am I lusting over an alien? He says, “But we’re already in space.”

“What?!” I look out a small round window and catch my breath. We’re surrounded by the stars. It’s dazzling but also scary as fuck. My new year’s resolution was to travel more. However, I was thinking a road trip to Toronto, not traveling to freaking outer space. 

He touches my shoulder, and I flinch. Is he going to rip off my clothes and impregnate me right here, right now? 

“Why do you seem frightened?” he asks with genuine curiosity.

“You abducted me! And you said you want to put a baby in my womb!”

He blinks. “Do you not wish to mate? Do you not find me attractive?”

I blush. “I find you attractive enough, but I don’t know you.” I want to add, Plus you’re a freaking alien, but that feels kind of racist to me. Or would it be species-ist?

“I am Sani, the prince of Eler. What is your name?”

He’s an alien prince?! As if my mind wasn’t blown enough. “I am Prudence Chang, the, er, convenience store clerk of Cleveland.”

“Okay, Prudence Chang, do you wish to mate now?”

This guy. “Uh, not yet,” I say. I brace myself, half-expecting him to ravish me anyway. Maybe consent isn’t exactly a thing on Eler. 

But to my relief, he nods and maintains a respectful distance. “Do you want to return to Earth? I didn’t mean to kidnap you.” 

I should say yes. I need to go back to the convenience store if I don’t want to get fired. But how many chances do people get to travel to another planet? And honestly, this beats eating a sad turkey sandwich by myself for dinner on Thanksgiving. I shake my head. “But uh, about the mating thing...”

He nods. “We will mate when you’re ready.” 

What if that’s never? In spite of myself, I wonder what it’s like to bang an alien. Are the mechanics similar? Are intergalactic dicks bigger? I discreetly glance at the crotch of Sani’s pants. His bulge is quite conspicuous. 

“Do you want to see my penis?” Sani asks. “I can pull down my pants—”

“No!” I shout, reddening. So much for being discreet. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been looking down there.” 

“Why are you apologizing?”

“It was rude of me.”

“On Earth, it’s considered impolite to look at a person’s genitals?”

“Er, yes.”

“How odd,” he says.

Lord, what are people on Eler like?

“Would you like some refreshments, Prudence Chang?” he asks.

My stomach grumbles. All I had for breakfast was a stale bagel. “Yes please.”

I follow him down a hallway. This UFO is bigger than I thought. When I saw it in the parking lot earlier, I thought it would be cramped inside, but it’s actually spacious and several times the size of my apartment.

My jaw drops as we enter a room and I see a Thanksgiving feast on a table. There’s a beautiful golden brown turkey, mashed potatoes with gravy, cranberry sauce, caramelized Brussels sprouts, and a pumpkin pie. 

“According to my research, American humans eat these foods on the fourth Thursday in November,” he says. “To celebrate a holiday called ‘Thanksgiving.’”

“Thank you,” I say.

He nods. “You’re welcome.”

We sit down and dig in. Well, I dig in. Sani picks at a Brussels sprout. I have to resist the urge to moan as I eat. Everything is delicious and cooked perfectly. This is the best Thanksgiving I’ve had in a long time. Last year, I spent Thanksgiving eating a frozen pizza by myself while watching Pieces of April.

“In America, it is customary for humans to spend Thanksgiving with their family, correct?” Sani asks.

The turkey in my mouth suddenly tastes a little less delicious. “Yes.”

“Why were you spending Thanksgiving alone?”

There’s no judgment in his voice, only curiosity. “My parents died a couple of years ago.” I remember I was studying for a Calculus midterm when I got the call from the hospital
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