TITLE: Antlers of Seduction

Burlington needed this mission to be successful. His taking the throne depended on it.

Few compared to him in stature and none were left in the direct line of descent for the throne.

As he stepped from his small personal ship, Burlington gazed at his new home for the next three years.
Amazing colors, he thought, as he watched the sun’s rays slide across the land. That’s when he saw her -
- a most graceful creature. Things were definitely promising here on this incubator planet.

STORY:

Long ago, before many humans walked this earth, Earth served as a rest-stop for many alien species.
They shared a mission to find suitable habitats for reproduction of their species. Each mission volunteer
was given three earth years to adapt, evolve and reproduce before returning to the home world.

Burlington had volunteered. Upon arriving he went out to find a mate. He flaunted his long, supple
ears. Muscles rippled under the honey-colored thick fur of his large frame. His eyes rivaled the striking
blue skies of Earth, his fanged smile bright white as the sun.

His heart raced at the beauty he saw. The plants tasted sweet, the gentle breeze felt soothing. Local
smells made his nose twitch with delight. As dawn’s light painted the land with subtle greens and
browns, he glimpsed the most amazing creature he could have ever imagined.

She looked perfect, so feminine. He knew in that instant that she would be his mate. She had stamina
in those slender legs... and speed. Together they would create a new and superior species to populate
this planet. He slowly, seductively moved over to introduce himself to her.

“Hello, my beautiful lady. The name’s Burlington.”
She paused in her grazing and looked up into his twinkling eyes. “Good morning. Where are you from?”

Her confusion was obvious. She knew all the animals in this area. He was a new male -- peaceful-
looking, strong, and gentle, though different. He recognized her awareness of his gaze on her trembling
body. His scent filled her nostrils. He sought to convince her that he was the most desirable male she
had ever encountered.

They touched, nose to nose. Burlington’s libido stirred as he looked into her soft brown eyes,
mesmerized by her silky antlers. He must have her. In a swift, nuzzling motion he kissed her neck.



She sighed and pressed back against his warm fur. He gently hugged her as he bit her neck, his fangs
savoring the sweet blood from her pulsating vein. He could tell that she didn’t notice his love nibble as
they made love.

They lay snuggled together, on that warm and foggy summer night, enraptured in the afterglow of
love--she, a small demur antelope, and he, a handsome jack of a bunny. Their hearts beat as one on that
knoll in the Wyoming foothills. They knew they must continue to reproduce before time ran out. She
now carried her first of several litters. Their new species depended on that fact.

Time passed. Time filled with joy. They lovingly raised their family of what they named -- Jackalopes.

Their time together shortened. He had two years left. In the end he must return to his planet where
he would become King of the Vampire Bunnies. He knew that she loved him and hoped that his leaders
would take her back as his Queen when the time came. It remained to be seen whether that promise
could be held.



TITLE Caught In The Middle

The year was 2040 and the world had been taken over by alien vampire bunnies. They arrived from
Hoptonia about 20 years ago and only a small group of bunnies were still alive. Niko was the head of the
task force for the Alien Vampire Bunny Association (AVBA). His main job was to make sure all the
bunnies who survived the takeover were captured and turned into vampire bunnies. It wasn’t until he
met Liliya the last of the female bunnies that he started to question his dedication to the AVBA.

STORY

“Niko, get your hind end in this office right now,” yelled Colonel Brady from his doorway on the
other side of the office.

Niko got up off the desk and threw away the toothpick in his mouth. Niko was the head of the
task force for the Alien Vampire Bunny Association (AVBA) and without a doubt Colonel Brady’s right-
hand bunny. If it wasn’t for Niko the surviving population would have been a lot worse than it was. Niko
strolled over to Colonel Brady’s office who had already returned back behind his desk.

“What can | do for you colonel?”

“You can tell me just what in the heck you are doing.”

Niko gave him a confused look and waited for him to continue, which the colonel always did.
Colonel Brady picked up a stack of papers and started to wave them around in the air.

“Have you seen the latest numbers? The bunny population is growing at a rapid rate and they
are not vampire bunnies, what am | paying you for Niko?”

Niko knew better to answer that question. He knew Colonel Brady had to vent and he was in for
a long one sided conversation. Niko pulled out the chair and sat down.

“Now | know you are the best | got. That is why | can’t figure out what is going on with you
lately,” the colonel started to pace back and forth behind his desk, “are you getting enough sleep at
night? Do you need a break from this job, would that help?”

Again, another question Niko knew not to answer.

“Niko, why don’t you take a few days off? You have been going strong for the last few years
really cleaning up this God forsaken place. You should go back to Hoptonia and see the wife and kids.
How is Kara doing anyway?”



Niko hadn’t been to his home plant for 3 years, when he got the assignment to come to Earth
and help with the takeover, Kara was not happy about it. He left despite her threats of taking the kids
and going back to her mothers.

“Kara left me 2 years ago colonel, but thanks for asking,” said Niko with a sarcastic tone in his
voice.

Colonel Brady stopped pacing and looked at him.

“Sorry kid, I'm sure that can’t be easy for you, but your strong you’ll be fine,” Colonel Brady was
never very good with the emotional talks. He had been married and divorced more times than one could
remember, mainly because he couldn’t remain faithful.

Niko got up from the chair and was about to walk out the door when the phone rang and the
colonel gave him that all too famous where do you think you’re going look.

Niko sat back in his chair as Colonel Brady picked up the phone.

“What is it Jimmy...they what...when...where...okay tell General Peters that Niko is on his way,”
Colonel Brady slammed down the phone and looked up at Niko

“Well, it looks like there is some kind of meeting going down at the arena with the Norms. |
need you to get over there right away and see how many you can turn. And for Christ’s sake find those
female bunnies. You will just have to take that vacation another time.”

Colonel Brady had been trying to get the Norms under control for the last 20 years and there
was always a doe around to reproduce. He had finally got the number of them down but until they were
extinct there would always be Norms.

“What are you waiting for Niko? Get going,” yelled Colonel Brady at Niko, who was still just
sitting there.

Niko got up and walked out the door towards the locker room, where he could suit up.
He always hated to work with General Peters. Everything was always black and white with him.

General Peters was one of the first to arrive with Colonel Brady from Hoptonia and had done a lot of
good but with all the progress he had made he also developed a heart of steel, which made dealing with
him undesirable.

Niko was also very familiar with the Norms. They were the last of the bunnies who survived the
takeover of Earth. The humans were long extinct when the AVBA arrived on Earth. It should have been
theirs for the taking. However, getting rid of Norms was a lot harder than anyone expected.

Niko arrived at the arena where the meeting was taking place. The AVBA had placed Ryan on the inside
who provided them with all the meeting places. It gave them the opportunity to turn as many Norms as
possible.



“Glad to see you finally made it sunshine,” said General Peters to Niko as he pulled his cigar out
of his mouth, “my men have been waiting for you.”

“Gee sorry to keep you waiting. Maybe next time you can give me a heads up before things are
going down,” shot back Niko as he strolled past General Peters to take a look into the arena.

“Listen up kid, | don’t take orders from you. If memory serves me correctly, | out rank you” snapped
General Peters, sticking the cigar back in his mouth.

“Funny how you out rank me, and yet, you still have to wait until | arrived to make a move.”
“l am so tired of your attitude-"

“General, | just don’t have time to bicker with you right now. | have a job to do,” said Niko, and
grabbed a pair of binoculars from one of the other men standing by.

“Okay, this is what we are going to do, Jones, you take Garcia, Davis, Anders and Shelley and go
to the left. Get in place but wait for my command. The rest of you come with me. General make sure
you get to Ryan. See if he can tell you how many does are left and where they are keeping them. Any
guestions?”

If there was one thing that Niko was good at, it was commanding the situation. The groups went
there separate ways, Niko and his men went around to the right side of the arena and stayed low.
Everyone got into place and was waiting for Niko to give them the sign to move in. Niko was listening to
the meeting going on and waited to hear the signal from Ryan that it was a good time to move in.

In the arena Les was leading the meeting and he kicked it off like he did every one.

“In the beginning there was man, but we out lived them. We were stronger than them. This is our world
now and we will not let those alien vampires take it from us.”

“Amen” yelled the crowd.

“Now | know meeting here is dangerous and that we are leaving ourselves open to being
attacked, but you know me and you know that | wouldn’t have done this unless it was necessary,”
continued Les as he started to pace back and forth on the center stage.

“There is good news and bad news. The good is that you all know my daughter Liliya, well, she is
finally ready to settle down and start a family” Les stopped pacing and bowed his head

“The bad news is Liliya is now the last doe we have, those alien bloodsuckers got Jenny last
week.”

Silence fell in the arena.



TITLE: Hypnotize

Blair, a vampire bunny, finds herself confused as a random drink named Ryan stirs emotions she never
knew existed within her.

Fighting off Bunny, the blond bunny vampire hunter in pink, she must decide what she wants out of life.
She is, after all, human for 18 hours a day.

Using her hypnotizing ability to weave her way on Earth unscathed, Blair finds herself in love and on the

run.

STORY

| knew he was behind me before he even uttered his first word.
| could hear his pulse humming underneath his skin, singing to me.

"If, um..." he began awkwardly, running a hand through his hair, "If you like carrot juice, | know
this great little place just around the corner."

He was gesturing toward my shopping cart, which was filled to the brim with vegetables, but

consisted mostly of carrots.
| turned to look at him. A twenty-something guy with sandy hair and blue eyes.
He smiled at me, flashing his pearly whites.
Perfect teeth are a particular weakness of mine.
Teeth are very important to bunnies; even for part-time bunnies like me.
| could feel my fangs growing pointier by the second.
| glanced down at my watch; it was only 9 P.M. | still had three hours before | turned.
| grinned, "l could use a drink."

And boy, could |. Being a vampire bunny really screws with your nutritional needs.

| could feel other bunny-like urges wash over me. My nose twitched, as it usually does this close

to midnight.



At this point | couldn't decide if | would rather drink him dry or jump his bones.

"I'm Ryan." he held out his hand. | stared at it for a moment until | recalled humans greet each
other with their palms instead of their noses.

"Blair." | clasped his hand and shook it. | must have overdone it though, because he winced just
a tiny bit.

| chose my name all by myself; | was particularly proud of it, since it was as un-bunny like as |
could find while still starting with a "B".

I'm the only "Blair" in our group. Then again, I've always been considered special, if by 'special’
you mean the freak in the corner everyone's afraid of.

Because, you see, even on our world, vampire bunnies are rare.
Very rare.
Hunted, even.

By bunny vampire hunters named "Bunny"; These blond bunnies with pink uniforms go around
with carrot-sticks searching for bunny vamps to kill.

More often than not, by the time they turn human again, they'd have eaten their own weapons,
but then again, bunny vampire hunters aren't known for their intelligence, but for their wardrobe.

Ryan smiled again and | could feel my cheeks flaming with desire. | ran a hand over my upper lip,
nonchalantly, just to make sure my whiskers weren't making their debut.

| grinned back; there was no need to hypnotize this one; he will come willingly enough of his
own accord.

Hypnotizing is a specialty of mine.

Each vampire bunny has a specialty; Of course, | only know a handful of vampire bunnies in the area, but
they all have abilities.

We don't really know that much about ourselves because of the dying breed thing. We escaped
to Earth in a last attempt at survival, hoping we could find a home here.

So far, considering the ample gardens and the big stores that sell carrots for pieces of paper or
plastic (which my blood donors happily hand over), I'm happy as a clam.



| don't quite understand the meaning of that idiom as | have yet to meet a clam that expressed
any feelings whatsoever, but | like it all the same.

Ryan cleared his throat. | smiled. It was obvious | wasn't paying attention to what he was saying.
Then again, | hardly listen to my drinks. What if | accidentally kill him? | could end up feeling guilty or
something if | actually knew details of his mundane little life.

| paid for my groceries using his wallet (I didn't say | wouldn't hypnotize him, just that | didn't
have to) and existed the store after him. | tried not to hop excitedly.



TITLE Alien Vampire Bunnies

From a distance, the little planetoid appeared to be nothing more than just another dead rock, floating
in space. A closer look revealed signs of life - buildings, vehicles, machinery - but all dead, still and silent.
No workers to operate the machinery, no families filling the living quarters.

No bodies, no skeletons, no signs of anything but interruption and abandonment,

Something has happened here. Something that has left nothing but death in it’s wake.

Something... hungry.

STORY

Night cycle ended. The lights across the ship came up automatically, simulating the rising suns
of Langomour. In one of the crew quarters, the cover slid back into the wall over the bunk set into the
wall, revealing the long lean figure inside. Clad in general issue tank top and underwear, Zhanni
Brynstar stretched her long, lightly furred legs, yawning as she shook off the effects of the cryo-sleep
tube. She appreciated both the safety features in case of hull breach, and the extension on her life it
could offer, but waking up from them was always hell.

Sitting up, she scratched her nose, sneezed lightly, and shook her head to clear it. Stretched
again, she extended her ears and flexed her toes, hesitating before putting them down on the cold deck
plating. She kept trying to remember to get a pretty little rug to wake up to, but she always forgot when
she had the opportunity to get one. She gave the floor under her feet a slightly nasty look, and padded
over to her desk, pulling her feet up while she checked the “Urgent Message” flashing on the computer
screen.



FROM: LANGOMOURI HIGH COMMAND

SUBJECT: INVESTIGATION OF RICKTER COLONY

NO COMMUNICATION RECEIVED IN OVER 30 DAYS.
POSSIBLE DISASTER SCENARIO.

INVESTIGATE AND REPORT.

Zhanni smirked a little, “Oh, High Command, you’re such a sweet talker. How can | refuse you
anything?” She sighed, eyeing the timeline and destination details included in the missive. Wriggling
her whiskers, she forwarded the message on to the C.O. of the Space Marines filling her forward cargo
hold. Might as well let him know the job. Most of it was his job, anyway - Zhanni and her ship were just
his transportation.

She spent a few more minutes dealing with more red tape, then unfolded herself from her chair,
and went to get ready for work.

Dyson Kasey cracked his eyes open, groaning softly. He hated spaceborn sleep. His sinuses
hated it even more, and rebelled by congesting. He forced himself to sit up, hearing the sounds of the
other marines nearby, doing the same as him. As C.0., he’d been granted at least a semblance of
privacy, with his cryobed set up behind some equipment, making a sort of fake cabin. On the other side
of the wall of gear, a line of ten beds held his platoon. Nine male Langomouri, and one female that was
tougher than the other nine put together. Bigger, too.

They joked and teased as they all got up and got dressed, giving Dyson time to notice the urgent
message alert. He stretched, smoothed his ears back, and called up the message on the terminal. His
dark eyes flickered over the words and info, and he made a small, determined nod.

He’d never heard of Rickter colony, but the Langomouri had colonies all over known space - they
were nothing if not a prolific race. He grabbed his clothes, and got dressed, grooming himself as best as
he could. He wished for a ship big enough for daily showers, but knew they were lucky to have gotten
berth on the I.S.S. Lepori. The “I.S.S.” was new; he was well aware the Lepori had been a private vessel
until recently. As it was, they were under contract, instead of actually signing up.



Dyson left the confines of his ‘cabin’, and barked out an order, hiding faint amusement as the
puppies tumbled into an orderly line. He moved to roughly center of the line, “Got us a job. Rickter
colony’s been comm-dark over 30 days. We’re gonna find out why.”

The line barked back, “Yes, Sir.”

Dyson ignored the muttered smartass comment that slid out of the line near one end. It
worked, as the comment was followed by a grunt. He slid a glance down to confirm that Beatrix had,
indeed, just popped Griffid in the back of the head. Judging from her smirk and the way he was rubbing
his head and flicking his ears, she had. The woman was a great-great-grandmother, and he suspected
she’d joined as much to “mother” the other recruits as for something more interesting to do than knit.
Given that he couldn’t even imagine her large hands holding knitting needles, he suspected the corps
had gotten quite the bonus deal.

“Twenty hours till landfall, you know the drill. Dismissed.” Dyson watched them salute, and
immediately disperse. For all the surfeit of personality, they were a well oiled machine when duty
called. He was proud of them.

Food was first, so he followed them up the galley, finding much of the small crew already
gathered, being swarmed by his platoon. Good humor abounded, for the most part, with the grouchy
doctor arguing good naturedly with Beatrix over something, and Griffid and the ship’s mechanic
comparing... Dyson had no clue what, some kind of bits of machinery. Griffid would have made a good
mechanic...

Dyson approached the food, finding himself standing next to the captain. She gave him a smile,
“So, Rickter’s Colony, huh?” She gathered a bowl of breakfast, dodging a widely swung arm as Beatrix
argued her point in her debate. Dyson nodded, “I guess so.” He felt about as witty as your average rock.
Something about those big blue eyes, and the delicate pink of her nose... He shook his head slightly,
grabbing his breakfast before he was noticeably slow.

She didn’t seem to notice, leading the way back around the table to take a seat. “I pulled up
some information, but it’s not much.”

Dyson took a seat next to her, listening, and covering his total lack of conversation by stuffing a
spoonful of food in his mouth, and nodding encouragingly.

Zhanni grinned at him, but went on smoothly, “Only been there six months. Used to send ore
shipments like clockwork, but then, two months back, the ore never arrived, and then a month ago, they
lost contact completely. They use unmanned shuttles, on a special autopilot navigational system,
guided by bounce points. Much faster that way, even though it still takes them about a month to fill
one. Apparently upgrades were planned for faster production, but that’s all on hold now.” She ate
some more, pulling a small pad from her pocket, “Here’s some maps and blue prints of the colony.”

Dyson took the pad, looking through them quickly, “This is great - I'll download it into our rigs.
Thank you.” He returned the smile she shot at him, and prayed he didn’t look as silly as he felt.



Zhanni tried to subdue her smile. Three of her female crew members had deadly crushes on the
man, and he sat here staring into his food like women were something to be avoided. She wanted to do
something outrageous, just once, to unsettle him, but it felt like such an immature impulse, she ignored
it.

~kas

Zhanni watched worriedly out at the world she was trying to land on, trying to quell the
unsettled feeling all that grey brought up in her. Dyson stood behind her, watching as the surface of the
world rose up to greet them, the small cluster of buildings and mining equipment that was the colony
growing closer.

Dyson didn’t like how abandoned everything looked. He frowned, as Zhanni brought the Lepori
in close, and settled her gently down in the colony’s rough excuse for a shipyard. Even from here he
could see a mule sitting there, trailer attached but lying on it’s side. Grey dust covered everything.

Dyson glanced down at Zhanni, his expression stern, “I wish you’d keep yourself and your crew
here on the ship.”

Zhanni shook her head, “We’re coming - but you guys are going first.”



TITLE: True Confessions of an Alien Vampire Bunny

Hi, I'm Rhonda. My life is in shambles. | met a handsome hunk bounty hunter, Stone Hensley, who
would like to use me as a trophy with his boss. But he is so hot and | am so horny for him. What is an
Alien Vampire Bunny to do? Unfortunately, my mother is stuck on Galaxy Five and | can’t reach her for
advice so | am going to this shrink named Mervin for help. Oh yeah, | forgot to mention, being of the
Vampire Species, | am in constant need of fresh blood.

STORY:

It really was a weird foggy night and | just finished up with my psychologist and was going to a baby-
sitting job all night to make ends meet. | put my fluffy, natural white cotton hair back up while looking in
the dark-smoky mirror the doctor had in his bathroom. Mervin, a nasal talking, super intelligent creep,
was old fashioned, quant and even though | am a vampire, | would not kill him, if | could help it. He had
lasted for months, and | was rather proud of that. It was nice to have restraint where humans were
concerned and | was on a diet.

So | went outside and before hailing a taxi | went down an alley with my little tight outfit sending out
signals of rape me or something, so when a gang tried, my Alien Vampire buddies jumped in and we had
dinner. | was an expert at this, and known for neatness of my kills, so | could go on to my babysitting job
directly after this orgy of blood letting.

| had excellent references and stayed all night with a two year old toddler, named Tommy. | had
been satisfied before then, and could put him to bed after singing him lullabies. When his parents came
in, | felt a little interest in their human bodies and if | wasn’t so satisfied, well, the kid would have been
an orphan.

| left by taxi and we talked and laughed as | told him | was going over to a friends to see if he loved
me or not. Most taxi cab drivers are so surly, or they will talk your arm off. This one was a talker, so we
talked.

He watched my legs and | watched his arms, thick ones, and rather fat as he maneuvered the cab
through traffic. “If the guy is a real loser,” Mr. Cabby said, “Call me, and we can do something.” It was
funny, in a way, that both of us craved the other, but in different ways. | flashed him a smile and he said,
“That’s my baby.” | showed him some leg by pulling up my skirt, and that was it. | probably would never
see him again. But | promised him | would, and | panted and pouted and moved my legs.

In that way | made my way to my boyfriend, Stone. It was lovely to see him again. | liked his body,
hairy and masculine. He was just back from the gym, pumped up and ready, and fresh from a shower.



His body looked like a river and valley of desire. He was enough to make any Alien Vampire Bunny just
want him all of the time. But he was satisfying as well, so again, satisfied with blood earlier, and now
with love making, | pondered when to let him go. Of course | could always kill him.

| looked into his eyes and shivered at what | caught there. He looked like he wanted to kill me. And
suddenly his hands were upon my throat and | was being strangled.

“Oh no,” | thought. “The bounty hunter in him has won!” | felt myself sob with exertion and lust
mixed up. But the Alien Vampire Bunny in me caught hold and it was a fight to the death. We grabbed
for hand holds and | knew it was strength against strength. | wouldn’t let him know how stupid the fight
was really, for he did not have a weapon on that magnificent naked body, nor did I.

He was totally outmatched. | had tooth and claw and | was hungry, diet be damned. | would just
be over him once | drank his blood, but then | saw his teeth and thought and even screamed it, “You
traitor! Are you one of those despicable Alien Vampire Bunnies who hunt down their own kind?”

He had me down then on the floor and | felt his knee in between my breasts. | was just about
done for. His betrayal of US was enough to kill me. Then the phone rang, and we automatically looked to
see if it was his or mine. After all we both kept up with a busy social life and work schedule and we for a
moment forgot we planned to kill each other. It was my little blue phone and my mother’s ring tone
sang out, “How is my little child today, mamma fluffy needs to have a say,,,, so get on this phone and call
her dear, or she will bounce you on your rear”.

“Isn’t that a little childish,” said my former lover (albeit a few minutes ago) and now hostile
bounty hunter, and oh yes, betrayer of vampire bunnies throughout the universe.

“It’s my mother,” | answered, “I have to get it. She hates it when | just let the minutes add up.”
My bare breasts were heaving and | sounded like an air-head.

“Of course,” he said, so off came the foot on my chest and | stood up and retrieved the phone.
Mother was a little hard of hearing, so she thought everyone else was to, so her voice boomed out in
the room.

| frantically searched for a weapon | usually kept concealed with my phone, but Stone whistled
softly and | saw he was holding it. “Talk to your mother,” was all he said.

Several thoughts went through my mind; none of them seemed good for the moment. “Mother,
| am rather busy,” | told her. | tried to pull myself together, what now, for goodness sake.

“Dear you called me, “she reminded.
“Ill call you right back. I'm busy.

“Oh you are at a kill. How exciting. Well have fun darling, “and with that mother hung up.



“She isn’t really any help for me,” | thought, and then turned to Stone to resume our skirmish,
but he said, “Marvin put me up to this.”

| was so shocked at everything which had happened in Stone’s apartment, tonight, and | mean
everything. Some of it was fantastically awesome, | must say. “What does Marvin have to do with this?

“He’s my father.
“You are joking.”
”NO,”

He had an affair with a vampire bunny. | am a cross breed. | thought | would never love a
vampire bunny, but you proved me wrong. | can’t kill you, so go ahead kill me.

We had sex instead and this is a story we saved to tell our little Alien Vampire Bunnies, at times
when they don’t want to go to sleep and Stone and | want to recapture the lust we had that night when
he confessed to me and | confessed to him. You see Marvin had told me something also, and it was that
Stone was a man who would know how to love an Alien Vampire Bunny like me.



TITLE: Three’s Company

Oscar Denny, a Special Agent from the division of supernatural beings is called in on a case with
signs of vampire activity. But there are other unusual signs as well and agent Juliana Howell
from the division of extra terrestrial beings is assigned to help him. Neither one believes in the
others’ field, but they can’t deny the chemistry between them. They soon realize they’ll have to
put their differences aside if they want to solve this case, especially when they find new
evidence and agent Conrad Thomas from the division of the preservation of small mammals is
called in.

STORY

When | woke up the morning of October 25" | was not the happiest guy in the world. It
wasn’t because someone was calling me before 5 am, | got more calls after dark than during
daylight hours. The fact that | had been out until midnight with less than desirable company
might have had something to do with it. Let’s face it, the police usually aren’t the liveliest
people, but at least they are alive. Don’t get me wrong, | love my job and | know | should’ve
been grateful for the sudden rush of business but even someone who specializes in vampires
can get a little tired of fangs and blood (or lack of it), especially when a lot of the instances were
usually just stupid kids getting into the Halloween spirit a little too early. Unfortunately, after
last night, | had a feeling this wasn’t just another cry wolf. | just hadn’t expected it to happen
again so soon.

“Agent Denny?” | immediately recognized the voice on the other end of the line as
Sheriff Michaels. | was out of the bed and digging my jeans out of the closet before he had
finished apologizing for waking me up so early. “In any other situation | would’ve waited,” he
said, his voice rising to an annoyingly high pitch.

“It’s alright,” | said, switching hands as | pulled on the first somewhat smoky shirt | could
lay my hands on. “Just tell me where I’'m going.”

| wrote down the address and was on the verge of hanging up when he said, “Oh, | just
wanted to let you know, | called in someone else as well.”

“Why?" | asked, pausing with one sock half way on my foot. “I’'m the only agent in
Division 116.”

“Well, we found...signs.” He was fairly squeaking now. | pulled the phone away from my
ear and groaned.

“Don’t say it,” | whispered.

“Signs of paranormal activity.”

| sighed then said into the phone, “On my way.” | slapped the phone shut and threw it
on the bed. For a split second | entertained the thought of just going back to sleep. But then |
remembered the last time I'd crossed paths with someone from Division 115. We were dealing



with my line of work this time and | was not going to be outdone by some alien-obsessed
female. | was out the door in five minutes.

As | pulled off the still fairly deserted road, | was pleased to see only three police cars
and a BMW Z4. Whoever was coming from the spaceoid division hadn’t arrived yet. No one in
any division above 100 could afford a car like that. | shivered slightly as | stepped out of the
warm car. I'd never been a fan of summer but the sudden change from a blazing September to
a freezing October was not my idea of fall. The sun was just starting to peak over the line of
trees causing the blanket of fog on the surrounding fields to sparkle. The rising mist added a
peaceful touch. It would’ve been a breathtaking sight if it hadn’t been marred by the lines of
yellow tape marking out a small rectangular piece of ground about 20 yards from the road.

Seven police officers were milling around, most of them staying a safe distance away
from the tape, | noticed. Sheriff Michaels was trying to talk to a middle-aged man who would
not stand still, the owner of the convertible | assumed. As | approached, the sheriff glanced
over and with a relieved sigh said, “Here’s the man you need to talk to, Mr. Dawson. This is
Special Agent Oscar Denny from the—"

“You the Twihard?” Mr. Dawson asked trying to sound casual. The act of crossing and
uncrossing his arms was having the opposite effect.

“l work in the division of supernatural beings,” | said. “Sorry to burst your bubble, but |
deal with real vampires, the kind that don’t sparkle in the sun.” The man unconsciously glanced
at the rising sun, which was now giving off a reassuring amount of light. “You don’t have to
worry about any more attacks for now at least,” | said, pulling out a pad of paper. “Just relax
and tell me what you saw.”

“Uh, sir,” Sheriff Michaels said, his voice starting to get pitchy again. “Can you wait a
moment, Agent Howell is just pulling up.”

At the name | stopped writing mid word and jerked my head around to see a white four-
door sedan pull up next to my car.

“Who’s that?” Mr. Dawson asked.

“Juliana,” | said, smiling to hide my grinding teeth. Of course they would’ve sent for her.
The best in the business, they called her. The most narrow-minded, spaced out, nut job in all of
spec ops, even if she could make a trench coat sexy. She quickly flashed her badge at the
approaching policeman then continued walking towards us.

“Good morning, Sheriff,” she said when she reached us. She shook his hand then turned
to Mr. Dawson. “I’'m Special Agent Juliana Howell. | specialize in extra terrestrial activity and |
understand you think you’ve seen a UFO.”

Sure, just ignore méthought. That ' s n ot “Egclsé me,lisasl Istepping a | |
closer to Mr. Dawson. “Hey, Jules, long time no see, but | think you’ll find this UFO has more to
do with the otherworldly than outer.”

“Why Mr. Denny, | didn’t recognize you under that beard,” she said, flashing me a smile
from full, rosy lips, the kind that could heat up any red-blooded male. Since no vampires had
gotten a hold of me, | still fell into that category. | rubbed my unshaven face, trying to hide the
slight flush and mentally cursed myself. A woman with her looks had no right working in a job
like this. Even at 6 am with her thick, black hair pulled back in an informal ponytail and the hint



of dark circles under her eyes, she was the best looking woman I'd seen in a long time. “You still
running after trick-or-treaters?” she asked.

The mocking laughter brought me back to reality. Get a grip, Denny chided myself. |
had a job to do and was not going to let Juliana Howell distract me, no matter how much |
would’ve enjoyed it. | turned back to find Mr. Dawson staring at us with what looked like a
mixture of anger, disgust, and slight confusion. “Didn’t mean to ignore you,” | said. “It’s
unfortunate, but a pretty face doesn’t always make up for foolishness.”

Juliana turned that pretty face away and smiled at Mr. Dawson who looked like he was
on the verge of telling us all off right there. “I'm sorry, sir” she said smoothly, with only a hint of
annoyance. “l know you must be very tired, so if you could just tell me what you saw we’ll let
you get on your way.”

“Geez, as far as I’'m concerned you’re both nuts,” Mr. Dawson said. “l was just driving
along, not even halfway through my coffee, when | have to slam on my brakes ‘cause
something runs right across the road. There were two of them. | was sure one was a man, but
the other was an animal of some kind.”

“What were you doing out this early?” | asked.

“l was going out of town on a business trip. | live just a few miles away. Anyway, |
stopped to make sure the car was okay and | heard this horrible scream, and I’'m not talking top
of the rollercoaster scream. It was still pretty dark but | could see something just over there in
the tall grass.” He pointed to the lines of yellow tape. “Before | could even think about what to
do, whatever it was flew away,” Mr. Dawson continued. “After that | went over to look for the
man.” All at once he started getting jittery again. “I’'m no expert, but I've seen enough movies
to recognize the fang marks in that guy’s neck.”

“Sounds like a basic vampire attack to me,” | said, smirking triumphantly at Juliana.

“But that wasn’t all,” said Mr. Dawson. “He was completely covered in this glowing
green gel-like stuff. | can still feel it on my hands.”

Juliana looked at me, one eyebrow cocked, the corner of her mouth twitching, and said,
“Sounds like basic alien signs to me.”



TITLE From Duds To Studs

Caroline Walker has dated them all...tardiness offenders, Stingy Stans, Halitosis Hals, and even
dreaded “You owe me, baby” types. She comes from a long line of divorcees—although never
married herself—and knows good men don’t exist. She might as well search for Alien Vampire
Bunnies, which happens to be the title of her newspaper column aimed at expounding her
theories on men.

But all isn’t fair in love and bunnies. When a life-sized Alien Vampire Bunny stalks her, Caroline
finds herself in Jax Hollingsworth’s capable arms. Can he scare off her frightening stalker and
prove her theories hold water?

STORY:

“Alien Vampire Bunnies?” Dexter snorted as he shifted through a pile of envelopes on
the floor of Caroline’s cubicle. “I can’t believe you get this much response to such a ridiculously
titled column. Why not name it something cool like From Duds to Studs?”

“Oh yeah, because that sounds so much cooler.” Caroline snatched an envelope out of
his hand and sat behind her desk to open and read it. “Rings more like an equestrian magazine
to me. My title works just fine. The whole point of my column is to prove good guys don’t exist
out there. Stating that duds can turn to studs would be misleading to all those innocent women
out there.”

“And men.”

“What?”

“And men as well.”
“Sure, whatever you say.”

“l guess you have a point.” He shrugged. “But don’t you think your current column
comes off a bit bitter and cynical? All those women walking around think the worst of us?”

As Caroline read the letter in front of her, Dexter’s words blended into the background
noise of ringing phones and clicking keys. The pierce of paper with her hands shook and a cold
sweat crept over her skin.

Sweet Caroline,



Y o u theso sweet once | finish with you. You and your rotten column will officially
be toast. You know what they say, do onto others as they do onto you. Well that means
|l " ve got a | ot on my agenda, but | don’t w

“Hey, you okay? I’'m sorry. | didn’t really mean that.” Dexter knelt in front of her. “I
know you’re not bitter and cynical. You're looking a bit pale, do you want to get some lunch?
Maybe it will make you feel better.”

“What?” Stomach churning, she met his concerned cinnamon gaze. What had he said?
Oh yeah, lunch. She took a deep breath to compose herself and stood, slipping the letter into
her pocket. “I can’t, I've got to finish this article by three.”

“Oh, okay.”
“Hey, um, I'll see you in a bit. | need to make a phone call.”
“Sure, no problem. I've got to get back to work anyway.”

Caroline moved past him as she headed to the ladies’ room, but not before she caught
Dexter’s wounded look. She didn’t have the time or the desire to delve into what her latest
offense had been. He couldn’t seem to get it through his head that she wasn’t interested in him
that way. Sure he was nice—for a guy—but there was just nothing there. No passion—not that
she was looking for that anyway.

Inside the bathroom, she leaned along the counter of sinks and unfolded the letter
she’d received, reading the last couple sentences.

|l > ve been watching you | eave the office aw
watch your back as this Alien Vampire Bunny has a vendetta to settle.

Sincerely

Very Angry Alien Vampire Bunny

What kind of sick joke was this? There was no such thing as an Alien Vampire Bunny. It
was just a fun name for a fun column, or so she’d thought until now. She’d long since gotten



over her aversion to angry readers but none had ever admitted to watching her. Crumpling the
letter, she tossed it into the trash bin and froze as the bathroom lock clicked.

Caroline walked to the door and gave it a shove but the heavy wood stuck hard. What
the hell? Who would lock the restroom midday? An uneasy feeling trickled down her spine as
the sweet scent of smoke pervaded the air around her. Above her, a gray haze seeped from a
couple ceiling vents.

“Help.” As panic and the realization the building was on fire set in, Caroline pounded
harder against the wood. The smoke grew thick, choking her. She coughed, sinking to her
knees. The letter had said she and her column would be toast. She sucked in a breath of terror.
“No.” The psychopath mean to burn her alive.

Her lips trembled and tears streamed down her face. This couldn’t be happening. She
wanted so much more from her life. She didn’t want to die alone. A knot caught in her chest as
her vision blurred and her weakened body sank to the cold tile floor. Wheezy breaths left her
throat as she knocked lightly on the base of the door, reluctantly resigning herself to the fact
that there wasn’t much left in her to keep fighting. So tired. Her limbs felt as if they were laden
with bricks.

The soft click of the bathroom lock instilled a sliver of hope in her that maybe she’d have
a chance. Maybe someone had found her. Tipping her head up, she searched out her hero. The
figure which emerged from the smoke was too gruesome for her mind to grasp. A giant green
bunny with beady black eyes and walrus-like fangs.

“No, please no.” Her cries barely audible, Caroline tossed her head from side to side as
the frightening creature bent closer.

“You and | are going to get real acquainted.”

The last thought she had before slipping into the pull of unconsciousness was that her
worst nightmare had come life...literally.

-HitH-

“Hey Jax. Where the hell you going, man?”

“Editor in chief says they’re missing a woman, first floor.” Jax didn’t bother to slow
down as Nate hurried to catch up with him. “If she’s in there, I'll find her.”

“You’re crazy. The fire has made the structure unstable. Besides, how do they know she
didn’t go to lunch?”

“Her car is still in the parking lot.”



Nate’s hand locked on his shoulder, slowing his momentum. “Don’t do this, man. Look
at that building.” He thrust his hand out to the office building, which was engulfed in flames. “If
she’s in there, the chance of her being alive is slim to none.”

“But there is a chance. You know this as well as | do. Remember what Carson said? ‘No
one dies on our shift if we can help it.””

“Yeah, and that’s what fucking got him killed...shit, I'm sorry.”

“Forget it. Just have the paramedics ready for when | bring her out.” Without waiting for
a reply, Jax pulled his oxygen mask down over his face and ran into the burning building.



TITLE: Tagged

When community activist, Anna Little, is rescued by Ryder, a known Alien Vampire gang member, Anna
gets a glimpse beyond his dark, edgy persona, and she can’t get him out of her mind. Their
instantaneous connection draws Anna into Ryder’s world, where she discovers that a person’s worth
cannot be defined by affiliation alone, especially since spending time with Ryder has his gang calling her
an AV Bunny, but not everyone is willing to accept their relationship, and being an Alien Vampire Bunny
soon becomes dangerous for more than just Anna’s career. Protecting her could cost Ryder his life.

STORY:

“Right on time,” | said. “You see? Stopping for snacks at the gas station didn’t make us late for
the movie.”

“Fine, but | hope no one asks to see inside your purse,” Kim said flatly.

“Who would want to see inside my purse?”

| shot her a crazy look, but she was turned away, staring into the night.

“You Okay?”

“Look,” Kim whispered as we approached the traffic light.

The signal moved fluidly from amber to red, leaving my convertible VW at a standstill, and Kim’s
distraction came into full view.

Along the edge of the downtown buildings, a small knot of people were moving in large
overstated ways. | recognized them at once and | knew precisely what they were doing.

Across the street a small crowd of onlookers was forming a lose circle, wanting to cross, but
unwilling to get too close to the group we were watching. A movie at the multiplex just let out and the
delinquents against the building were drawing attention. It was hard to miss them, even with the inky
shadows, and they made no attempt at hiding their criminal behavior.

On the quickly populating street, not twenty feet from my car, four thugs wearing black jeans and tight
t-shirts stood tagging an historical building with their green gang graffiti.

Idiot Alien Vampires.

“What are you doing?” Kim hissed as | pulled into the next open space along the curb.

“My job, and yours,” | said sliding out of my seat and tossing Kim my keys.

| crossed through both beams from my headlights, and planted an assured foot on the sidewalk
as a set of rowdy men ambled out of a bar next to the hoodlums.

“Hey,” one man pointed and slurred at the gang, “No one wants to look at your little cartoons,
or your ugly faces.”

| was instantly immobile. Kim sucked air hard and | heard my power locks clamp down behind
me.

“Who are you talking to? Eh?” One spray paint wielding derelict stepped away from his pack,
and a throng of others | hadn’t noticed came around the side of the old building. There were probably a
dozen of them previously unseen. More black jeans, black hoodies and tight t-shirts. Most carried some
form of green bandana. They stood shoulder to shoulder and made up several rows.

They called themselves Alien Vampires and they were a more gothic version of the typical inner
city gang. They were the reason my office was on a hiring frenzy. The community center was developing
new programs at break neck speed to deal with the chaos those Alien Vampires were unleashing
everyday. Truthfully, we weren’t far from becoming the next Gotham City, but ours was without the
benefit of a vigilante hero.



“Anna,” Kim was trying to get my attention, but | couldn’t take my eyes off the large gang that
just materialized.

“Annal,” she called again, this time loudly enough to draw a pair of steely blue eyes from the set
of Alien brawlers who were shoving their sleeves up while | struggled for air.

The eyes were fierce, narrowed, and pulling down at the corners, but something in the
expression seemed alarmed to find me so close. His lips were parted and | half expected him to tell me
something, but no words came. He lifted his palm towards me, low enough to be subtle, high enough for
me to see. Was it fear in his countenance? Fear for me?

Whatever words were exchanged between the men in that moment were lost in my
contemplation of such an unusual expression. Gang members were cold and distant, practically inhuman
by lifestyle, circumstance, and choice. My training taught me the opposite of what | saw in this man’s
gaze.

As quickly as the eyes appeared, they were gone. All heads were turned forward, hoodies up
where available, and the voices were getting louder, punctuated by the occasional hoot or two from
across the street. No one had crossed in several minutes, but the crowd doubled in size.

The AV up front raised his paint and sprayed the obnoxious bar patron in his face until his friend was
forced to retaliate. The commotion drew a line of others from the bar and then it was on. One side of
the line was all in black, sporadically dotted with green, and the other side was a sea of khakis and golf
shirts. A few brave movie-goers began sliding into the mix and the clump of testosterone morphed
outward to where | was standing.

Seconds after the paint ran out, a man twice my size came flying in my direction and knocked
me back into my car. Kim screamed and my arms flailed against his back, fighting to regain my footing. |

didn’t want to be the next news story, an innocent bystander caught in gang related violence.

“Watch it you jerk!” | screamed. Humiliation and fear translated to adrenaline and belligerence.
| shoved him with everything | could muster and he spun towards me with a fist raised high behind him.

| shut my eyes because | couldn’t run. | was still wedged against my car, and | braced myself for
pain that never came. Suddenly | was flying sideways, yanked by my arm back around my car as a cluster
of fighters slammed into the place where | was just leaning. Kim screamed and threw her head into her
lap while | was shoved into my backseat by a large man wearing all black, hoodie up. He folded himself
into my driver’s seat and mumbled something incoherent. It sounded as if he was somehow upset with
me, but | was the one being carjacked, or possibly abducted.

Kim handed him my keys before he even asked. | supposed the rocking car, lack of a roof and a
half dozen men bleeding against her door was motivation to escape. Whatever she was thinking, we
were leaving and | was searching for my purse.

“Put your phone down,” a deep tenor rose from the front seat. His voice was as calm as if we'd
been out sailing instead of escaping a riot.

“I’'m only circling the block. You can leave me back where we started as soon as that settles
down.” His eyes checked the rear view and | saw it was him. The blue eyes | would never forget if | lived
to be a hundred.



Consternation troubled his brow line and he pulled his hoodie down to reveal a billboard
model’s face. Abercrombie needed him, and | was pretty sure | might too.



TITLE: Toying With His Affections

Win Adrian is a flaming fag, and most days he’s proud to be just that. But then there are the days when
his toy store manager gets sick and he has to fill in behind the counter. He's lousy with kids and the
parents look at him like he’s going to abduct their little darlings. Until Mark Segester comes looking for a
vampire bunny doll for his daughter and Win's balls and his heart aren’t playing games. But why does he
have to fall for a guy whose life is devoted to a kid?

STORY:

“I’'m sorry, ma’am. Both versions of the bunny are sold out.”

The blonde woman looked frantic. “How can they be sold out? You’re ad said you had them in
stock and they’d be on sale this morning.”

Okay, Win, be patient. What would Laura do? He looked up from the woman for a second just
to clear his head. Jesus. Who was that? The man standing behind her in line made his pulse quicken.
Deep breath. Pay attention. He smiled at the woman and shrugged. “Yes, ma’am. We had lots when |
opened this morning, but the rush was huge. The vampire bunnies went first and then the alien bunnies
sold out about three hours ago.” He pointed to the obvious bare spots on his otherwise crammed
shelves.

“But what will | tell my daughter?”

He pushed a piece of paper toward her. “I've started a list of people looking for the bunnies. If
you want to sign it, | promise to call if | can get more or if | hear of any other stores that have stock,
okay?”

She looked like he’d killed her bunny, but she grabbed the pen and started signing. Win stole a peek at
the tall, looker behind her. Wow. Longish dark brown hair and, though he was looking down, eyes that
seemed turquoise. Win looked away quick as the man glanced up at him, almost like he felt the
admiration.

Finally, the woman left, and tall, dark and handsome moved up to the counter. He smiled. Shit.
Dimples were Win’s weakness. “I'm afraid | already heard the answer to my question.”

“The bunnies?”

“Yeah, Vampire.”

“Daddy!” A little girl, maybe five or six, ran to the counter and grabbed the man around his leg,
looking up with a beaming smile destined to melt the iceberg heart of any male of the species. “Do | get
my bunny? Where is he? Oh, where?”

The man reached down and scooped her up, kissed her cheek and smoothed her dark brown
curls. Win could practically see him girding his loins. “Sweetheart, | have some bad news. All the bunnies
are gone from the store.”

A frown creased the flawless forehead and she looked straight at Win with suspicion. “Where
did they go?”

Oh God, he wasn’t great with kids. That was one reason Laura usually handled the toy store.
“Uhhh, they went home with other little girls.”

“I see.” Mini-lawyer cross-examining her witness. “Did they go to good homes?”

He tried not to laugh she was so serious. “Yes, | believe they did.”

“And there are no more? Perhaps Miss Laura could find some?”

Her dad intervened. “We come here a lot. Miss Laura usually waits on us.”

Sorry to be a disappointment. “Yeah. She’s sick. | own the store and am filling in.”



The guy’s dimples again. “Oh. Surprised we haven’t seen you before. How can you resist all
these great toys?”

Win knew what the man saw. Too pretty to be a guy. Flaming Queen. Fag. He’d heard it all. “I
own the art gallery across PCH. | tend to stay away from the toy store because parents don’t — I’'m not
the best around kids.”

The child pointed “I’'m a kid and | like you fine.” Win did chuckle this time at the totally
composed expression.

“How old are you?”

“My father says I’'m five going on thirty.”

Win threw his head back and howled. Reaching out to tousle the child’s hair, his hand brushed
against her father’s. Fucking struck by lightning. An electrical charge shot up his spine and down to his
balls. Instant hard. He yanked his hand back, not even trying for cool and glanced up to see the man
staring at him. The look in those turquoise blue eyes wasn’t disgust or shock. Was he kidding himself? It
looked a hell of a lot like lust. Raving imagination.

“Daddy, may | look at the dolls.”

“Sure, honey. Don’t go out of sight, okay?” He put the child down and she scampered toward
the racks of Barbies.

Win took a deep breath. “Look, | may have a solution for the bunny problem. | actually saved a
sample of each one. | could get the vampire bunny for you, uh, | mean, she’s so cute and all.” C’'mon
Win, don’t blush.

“My God, that would be so incredible. You can tell, she’s a good kid. She’s only got me and it’s
tough for a girl, you know. No mom.”

Important information. “The bunny’s at my house. How can | arrange to get it to you?”

“I can’t put you out like that. Why don’t | come by and get it?”

Win gazed into the blue-green. Don’t go creating fantasies, you hopeless queer. The guy had a
wife sometime. “Let me write down my address. Do you know Laguna?”

“Pretty well, yeah. | live in town.”

Win wrote and handed the card to the guy. “I'm Winslow Adrian, by the way. People call me
Win.”



TITLE: Rabbit Noir

Allie knows it’s a mistake to let Rafe seduce her with mushrooms and sweet talk, but how can she
resist that big hunk of alien vampire bunny-love? His whiskers take her places she’s never been, and the
things he does with his big teeth and cotton-tail are probably illegal.

Rafe craves her body and her blood, but it’s not love he wants from her —it’s a litter of Rafelets.
She’s more than the sum of her eggs, and if Rafe can’t see that, he can go suck carrots. When Rafe’s
cousin Dutch shows up, things come to a head.

STORY:

If you’ve seen one hookah-smoking caterpillar, you’ve seen them all, but that didn’t mean Allie
had to like them. The six-foot slug on the bar stool next to hers reeked of something other than tobacco,
and the fumes were potent.

But not potent enough.

“Hey, pretty lady, want to shed with me tonight?” Beady black eyes leered at her and the
grotesque green and black skin rippled suggestively. “You know what they say. Once you’ve had larvae,
you’ll never go back.”

“Go metamorphose yourself, dickhead.” Allie didn’t think it was a butterfly he was hiding under
his tented chrysalis. “Wait — maybe you can help. I’'m looking for a rabbit.”

“Forget it.” The caterpillar slid off the stool and inched away.”If you know what’s good for you,
you’ll stay away from those bloodsuckers.”

“One O'Toole’s O-Positive, room temperature.” Queenie slammed a pewter tankard on the
counter, cursing when the thick red liquid sloshed over the side. The beetle-faced bartender watched
warily as Allie dropped a pill into the glass, then backed away as the drink began to fizz. “I don’t want no
trouble here, missy. Drink up and leave — this one’s on the house.”

“I’'m looking for a rabbit,” Allie repeated. “Big guy, white-blond fur. Eyes like rubies.”

Damn, just describing Rafe was turning her on and she hadn’t even gotten to the good part yet.
The erotic buzz was probably a residual effect of the mushrooms he’d fed her last night, the lying lapin.
When would she stop being so gullible? He didn’t love her — he just wanted to fill her belly with little
hopping, neck-biting Rafelets. Allie tried to resist, but one word from that hunk of alien bunny-love and
she turned into a marshmallow.

While she might be a marshmallow, Allie hadn’t completely lost her common sense. She knew
what happened when humans got cozy with those snuggly, over-sexed aliens. Who didn’t? The whole
world was familiar with the saying by now: big ears, big feet, big ...

Ah, hell with it. If Rafe thought she was going to start churning out mini-marshmallows to fulfill
some masculine fantasy of his, he could go suck a carrot. The way he made her feel wasn’t natural. No
one could make her explode the way he did. All that soft fur wrapped around her, those big paws
stroking her, and, lord, the things he did with that cute little powder-puff tail!

Allie chugged back her drink and hoped the pill would act quickly. She was still horny as hell and
would stay that way until Rafe managed to impregnate her. No one had found a contraceptive effective
against alien rabbit super-sperm, until now. Dr. Hatteras claimed his pills — drink tablets called Fizzies —
had proven effective in tests. He damn well better be right.

She had a bone to pick with Mr. Alien Lover-buns. Those mushrooms must have been
aphrodisiacs — why else would Allie have let Rafe sink his big front teeth into her neck and drink her
blood? Only drugs or temporary insanity could have made her guzzle his blood, and now she was craving
the stuff. Allie stiffened as strong, fur-covered arms pulled her into an embrace.

“Miss me, bunnikins?”



“Piss off, Rafe.” She wriggled out of his arms. “Go find some other fertile female to make Easter
eggs with you. I’'m sure anyone with ovaries and Rh negative blood will do.”

“Don’t be mad, bunnikins.” He nuzzled her neck, tickling her with his whiskers — his deliciously
talented whiskers. “You can’t fight destiny with Fizzies, lover. The Dormouse foretold it. We were meant
to be.”

“Don’t call me bunny, honey — or I'll chop up your carrot and make rabbit stew.”

Rafe’s arms tightened around her as a motorcycle roared into the parking lot. Allie knew who it
was before the door swung open.

A brawny black and white rabbit in leathers strode in with a curvaceous blonde bunny on his
arm. “Well, butter my bandana, if it ain’t cousin Rafe and sweet little Alice. What brought you down to
this hole, darlin’? Looking for me?”

Allie was glad for Rafe’s towering presence behind her. “What’s the matter, Dutch? Isn’t Miss
October enough of a handful for you?”

Dutch’s laughter boomed across the bar. “Honeybun’s knockers are more than a handful. Want
her surgeon’s name, Allie? Seein’ as how you're a few balloons shy in that department.”

A low growl issued from Rafe. “Let’s get out of here.”

Honeybun flipped a sun-streaked golden lop ear over her shoulder and flashed her headlights at
Rafe. “You sure you can’t stay a little longer, Rafie?”

Allie bared her teeth at the brazen bunny. Honeybun's tiny bikini top emphasized her assets, her
Venezuelan-style shaved belly and over-inflated breasts. Too bad she didn’t have the only asset every
male rabbit on the planet was after — working ovaries.

Since myxomatosis had sterilized all the female rabbits, alien and Earthling, human females had
become highly prized for their ability to reproduce. Allie was fed up to her teeth with male alien rabbits
wanting to play mommies and daddies. Rafe was bad enough, and she liked him — well, lusted after him.
Sometimes she was fool enough to think she loved him.

Dutch was another story — he didn’t seem to understand the words “Not in this lifetime.”

Rafe gave Honeybun a sad smile. “You deserve better, you know.”

“Hey!” Allie yelped as Rafe took her hand and tugged her off the barstool. “I didn’t finish my
drink!”

He glanced at the dark red fluid and grimaced. “Why drink that when you can have it fresh? Let’s
go back to my place.”

Allie shot him a dark look. “Yeah, like that’s all you want to do.”

Dutch ambled over and leered at her cleavage before addressing Rafe. “Honeybun wants you,
Cuz, for some odd reason. Now, | like the bitch, so | aim to keep her happy. I’'m willing to put up with
Allie’s drawbacks if you want to swap. Keep it all in the family, you know?”

Rafe’s fist flew past Allie and, before she could blink, Dutch lay sprawled on the floor like food
for the crows. Honeybun knelt down and cooed over him, her nose twitching in concern. “Oh, Dutchie,
your whiskers are all bent up! And, look — your front tooth is chipped!”

“Keep your paws off Allie, cousin.” Rafe’s ruby eyes glittered. “You should treat your mate
better. And | guess | should take my own advice.” He held out his paw. “Allie?”

She considered her options. All rabbits weren’t like Dutch, who was a mess of black and white
and red. Even cleaned up he’d never be Rafe. Allie checked out her flat belly and pictured it swollen with
Rafe’s bunnies. Mating with him wouldn’t be the worst thing on Earth.

“I'll come with you — but not because of anything the Dormouse said.” She ran her fingers along
the length of his whiskers. “It so happens I’'m a sucker for a certain alien vampire bunny with a great
right hook.”

The caterpillar set down his hookah and chortled, “Oh frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”

Allie nodded sagely. “Whatever butters your carrots, man. Feed your head.”



Rafe scooped her up in his arms. “Do you want to hang out here or go make babies?”

Sliding her arms around his furry head, Allie kissed him until her toes tingled. Maybe it wasn’t
the mushrooms after all — Rafe didn’t need magic to make her heart soar.

Hang out at the bar or jump his big bad bunny bones? It was no contest.



TITLE: First Star | See Tonight

Lyssa did something she wasn’t proud of. She sold personal pictures of her famous fiancé to the tabloids
when she caught him cheating. It didn’t help, but it did make the boring librarian front-page news, so
she used the money to get off-planet on her first interstellar cruise. Jason grew up with the best of
everything, but when his father died at his desk, unmissed until discovered by his secretary the next
morning, Jason started rethinking his workaholic life. Three cruises later, he finally knows what he needs
in his life, but she won’t give him the time of day.

STORY:

Lyssa stepped closer to the cage, bending a little to better see inside where a number of cute
little creatures in shades of gray, white, and brown all turned simultaneously to look back at her. Funny
how red eyes looked freaky on anything other than a white rabbit, but here they looked completely
normal.

The gray and white patch-work bunny with a single floppy ear took a single step toward the
metal mesh where Lyssa squatted, then tilted its head, looking over the rest of the group. Bunny
intimidation? Odd thought, but that’s how the others seemed to take the glance, going back to their
food or naps, whichever she’d interrupted. Most of them had turned away before Patch took another
step-bounce her direction.

Oh well, at least she could pet one of them.

It would be nice to touch something soft after a two weeks on the ship with nothing but hard
metal lines everywhere she looked. Patch knew exactly what she wanted, approaching slowly with that
odd step-hop motion rabbits were known for and pressing its side against the metal mesh. Its longish fur
pushed through the grates and it stared into her eyes, almost daring her to touch it. If she asked, she
had no doubt the stall owner would tell her this one was a boy bunny. She cocked a half-smile and ran a
finger down the soft fluff; certain, for once, that this was one male she could handle.

“Nol”

The shout was sharp behind her; recognizable and nearly on cue. It was fellow human passenger
Jason who seemed sure she was an idiot. This was her first touch of happiness for days so of course he’d
be here to ruin it. He’d been correcting her for a week straight, ever since he’d found out this was her
first interstellar cruise, and she was more than tired of it.

She rolled her eyes and dug her fingers deeper into the bunny’s soft fur, ignoring the annoyance
behind her as well as the slight hope that Jason might see her as more than a simpleton that needed to
be saved from herself. Patch sighed, leaning into her fingers and staring into her eyes. Now this was a
relationship she could enjoy. She wondered if they’d let her bring an animal along for the rest of the
cruise.

“Don’t,” Jason shouted again. Hands fell on her shoulders jerking her away from the cage, and
dropping her onto her rear on the shiny gold Sesserian sand. She rolled the rounded pellets across her
fingertips to see what they would feel like even as she glared at Jason.

“What the hell?”

“Did you even read the sign?” He talked over her. Of course. Just like a man.

Her lips tightened into an angry scowl as she searched the cage for the sign, noticing as she did
that Patch seemed to be as angry as she was. Interesting expression on a rabbit.

She scanned up and found it in the form of a large white board covering the top half the cage;
that thing she’d been ducking under without really noticing to better see the creatures inside. The large



letters in English said “Not Touching,” but the Mandarin pictographs down both sides of the hand-
scribed board suggested that biting meant buying.

“I wasn’t going to bite it.” Lyssa muttered, pretending she knew what she was doing while she
brushed the sticky gold grit off her gray pants. The two colors looked good together, if only the bright
sprinkles weren’t scattered across a place to which she preferred not to draw extra attention.

“They bite.” Jason explained, emphasizing the ‘they.” He had reached a hand out to help her up,
but dropped it back to his side when she ignored the gesture.

“Do you even know what the word ‘joke’ means?” Her voice was low and annoyed. “I’'m not an
idiot, you know. They’re rabbits. Of course they bite.” She shared an eye-roll with Patch.

“They’re not rabbits.” Jason was trying to step between Lyssa and the cage or trying to step
between her and Patch. Lyssa crossed her arms to show her displeasure while she waited for him to
finish. He pointed out a symbol on the large white sign she was unfamiliar with. “They’re Rilruns.”

“The vampire bunnies, from the news?” She peered around him, catching a scowl on Patch’s
face before it saw her and switched back to bunny innocence. It even wiggled its droopy ear and fuzzy
little v of a nose. As manipulative as any man.

Jason nodded and stepped toward her with his arm out, ready to curve around her and lead her
away — for her own good, probably. Did no one think she had a brain of her own? But he could answer a
question for her.

“Aren’t the Rilrun sentient?”

“They think so.” Jason dropped his arm to his side again when it became obvious she wasn’t
budging.

“But that’s a pricetag, up there.” Lyssa pointed to the upper edge of the sign where it listed
currency from several home worlds.

“Not our world, not our rules.” He shrugged. “Can’t fix the universe.”

Patch whimpered. Like a dog. Lyssa and Jason both turned to look at the creature.

“What happens if | do buy him, if | take him home? You know, back to Earth.”

Patch looked pleased, maybe a little cocky. Jason stood beside Lyssa watching the creature. His
shoulder brushed hers, but it didn’t feel overbearing for once. This time they were together in their
confusion, in their curiosity.

“That’s the argument. You'll get to own him for a few years, at least. Until all the cases make it
through court. Maybe after. You never can tell.”

Lyssa had a number of questions: Had other humans owned one? Could the creatures
communicate in some way? If they could communicate the sentience wouldn’t be so much a question,
would it? If they couldn’t communicate, how could they live on their own —in any world. It was all too
much, and it put him back in the position of power, of knowing so much more than she did. So she asked
an easy question.

“So you think it’s a boy too?”



TITLE: The Hacker and the Hare

Canni pretends she doesn't notice that her friend Leever has fangs and red eyes and an insanely large
rabbit fur framed in his study. He doesn't know she's a Regulator and therefore responsible for ensuring
that alien Visitors behave themselves. But when someone illegally stages gruesome alien sightings and
Leever gets blamed, Canni has to take the job, because nobody else will care that Leever's being framed.
But if she can't find the actual perpetrator by the time her time limit for reconnaissance is up, she'll have
to punish Leever for the crimes, herself, making him disappear—permanently.

STORY:

My heel catches on my thankfully stretchy gown. | stumble into my date's arms, attracting the
notice of even the valet. | flush.

Leever gently sets me aright and straightens my shiny black number before releasing me. "Did
you hurt your ankle?"

That question wins him a sour look. Mister Touch Empath knows | didn't. "I don't belong here,
Leever!" | should be home cracking Yahoo's security net or something.

He tucks my hand in his arm and ignores that he has less right to be here than | do. "You look
stunning."
| blow him a raspberry but hobble along with him to enter the restaurant. All candlelit tables and outfits
that cost more than my paycheck. "Don't let your girl hear you say that."

Leever glances around, finds our party, heads that way. "Hope she does."

"Hey, wait. You said you needed arm candy, not that you wanted to make your girl jealous." He
shakes his head in resignation. | must be missing something important. "What?"

"Sometimes | forget you're of this world." He pulls the chair out for me at a table that already
hosts a classily dressed woman. Standard Visitor getup, nothing flashy or drab enough to stand out and
be remembered by the Norms.

"Um, thanks?" I sit.

Leever pushes me in and sits, himself, giving me a glimpse of his smile before he drops it. |
carefully don't peek after the glint of red-eye and fang. He always stares back at me like I'm an idiot for
not calling him out.

The woman already seated at the table only react to us after Leever takes his seat, like a wind-
up toy suddenly released. She leans forward and gives us a smile that flashes red eyes and fangs.

Crap, another Homo leporid. | scoot my chair closer to Leever. He casually drapes his arm
around my shoulders so | can lean into him. Is that to comfort me, or to keep this Visitor from staking
me as food? Homo leporid are blood hunters, and some like their game sentient. It honors the eaten
and improves the hunter's intelligence or some such bull.

The woman's now-blue eyes study me. "You brought a guest."

"A witness," Leever replies with enough nonchalance to worry me. He's never this relaxed with
Norms around. He's using his theater classes.

The woman's eyes narrow. "What is she?"

"A Speaker."

Thanks for announcing my Freak-ness to the world, dude. Maybe | can strangle him with my
corset lacing before he bites my jugular? Nah, suffocation takes too long. A knife to the heart, then.
The waiter steps up to the table. "May | get drinks for you while you review our menu?"



Great timing. "l want a steak."

The waiter blinks. "Ah, would you like a drink with that?"

Aw, what the heck. I'm not covering the check, tonight. "Vodka."

"Water," the woman says.

Leever studies me with an amused smirk. "The merlot, please."

The woman locks her red—er, blue?—eyes on me, as if I'm to blame for his order of alcohol. |
shake my head to clear it, but | still can't decide what color her eyes are despite her stare.

The temptation's too much. | cross my eyes and stick out my tongue.

Leever's coughs sound suspiciously like suppressed laughter. | elbow him. He just coughs
harder.

The waiter clears his throat. "How would the young lady—"

"Dude, did you not see me just now? I'm so not a lady."

The waiter smiles tolerantly. "How would you like your steak cooked, miss?"

Right, I'm gonna kill Leever. "Rare." Leever chokes and gives me an evil look. | smile brightly.
"What? Blood's delicious."

Leever bangs his head on the table.

The woman is on their feet at the sound, eyes wide and nose twitching like a startled rabbit's.

"Leevannar?" she asks, already around the table but not quite touching Leever.

| glance over my shoulder, but the waiter's already moved on. "Leevannar? That your name
back—" But just because he's revealed my secret doesn't mean | should announce his. "—home?" Just
in case, you know, I'm imagining the fellow red eyes and fangs of his friend.

Leever smiles tightly. "Thank you, Hiritashel. | am perfectly fine." He looks at me. "Please tell
me you are not this stupid."

| innocently widen my eyes and stare back. "Not what stupid? What'd | do?"

He bangs his head, again.

| accept the waiter's offer of vodka but gulp Hiritashel's water. "Hey, watch it. You wanna owe
them for the tablecloth? What if it snags?" | mime Monty Python Beast of Aaaaarrrrrggggghhhhh teeth.
Leever's astonished stare makes me sad. "Look, you can't handle being around a rare steak, you don't
belong here, okay? Better for me to find out than for some hapless Norm."

"Do you Speak to the living or the dead?" Hiritashel asks me.

"Neither." | wait a moment for the confusion to set in. "I'm not much of a Speaker." That isn't
my primary designation, either, but my weak psych talents are what people are more likely to notice and
live to freak out about. "I can pick up on residuals, maybe bump a few electrons along here and there."
There, see if they get that hint.

Leever's nose twitches. "Telekenesis isn't a part of Speaking."

I shrug. He's right, but I'm just a dumb little blonde who thinks she's a special human, not a
Regulator who knows she's an alien crossbreed Freak. "l never said | was a Speaker." Not to him,
anyway. | usually save the full bimbo act for the evil dictator wannabes, and that's right before | ensure
that Earth never sees them, again.

Of course, their homeworlds never see them again, either, but that's their problem. They want
to visit a world that can't give them official sanction? Fine. They want to misbehave while here? |
should hope they expect the locals to do something about it.

The waiter brings another water for Hiritashel—hm, does she translate that as Hiritachi or
Hera?—and refills the one | requisitioned. "Thanks, dude."

The waiter doesn't smile. "Are you ready to order?" he asks the others.



TITLE: Breeders

When human satellites identify a massive alien craft orbiting the earth, Macey is thrilled when she is
chosen to serve on the team of ambassadors. Then she learns that they are not ambassadors, but
sacrificial lambs. But when she is presented to her new mate Rex, the heir to the throne of the AVB race,
she discovers that being selected as a ‘sacrifice’ might not be such a bad thing.

Soon the AVB’s secret agenda is revealed —to enslave human females as breeders. But how can Macey
be enslaved when she has found heaven in Rex’s arms?

STORY:

Macey tugged the collar of her gown up a little higher in an ineffectual attempt at some
modesty. She snuck a glance at the trembling line of women beside her. Each of them had been chosen
to serve as an ambassador based on the new ‘visitors’ request: virgin females with ample bosoms and
hips, narrow waist, long hair, between the ages of 18 and 25. Most of them barely met the age
requirement. It had been a difficult task for NASA to find virgins in the requested age range. She tugged
the collar once more with little success and realized that the goal of these god-awful brocade corsets
with full skirts was not to cover their ample cleavage -- it was to showcase it.

She squared her shoulders as the hatch hissed open, sliding into a hidden recess in the wall. At
first, she expected to see something similar to Fred, her first grade class pet, hop into the hangar. An icy
finger of fear stroked down her neck as she got her first true look at the Alien Vampire Bunnies who had
a mother ship orbiting the earth. He marched into the hangar, with two massive grey AVB’s flanking him
who brought to mind the private body guards the mob bosses used.

The AVB leader’s floppy snow-white ears and blood red eyes reminded her of Fred, but the razor
sharp front teeth that emerged from his cleft upper lip as he let out a hiss of satisfaction were nothing
like Fred’s blunt buck teeth.

“This is the first shipment?” the albino male asked, his voice strangely soft and gentle despite
the fear that his fangs elicited.

“Yes sir. We selected them carefully based on your requirements,” the scientist said. He mopped
the sweat away from his shiny brow with a shaky hand.

A flame of doubt singed her skin as Macey wondered why he seemed so terrified. According to
the announcement that she had responded to, they were the human ambassadors to the AVB’s and
were guests on the mother ship while it was in orbit. So why was this head NASA scientist scared out of
his mind right now?

“Good, very good. I’'m impressed with your selection,” the albino said as the he sauntered past
the line of trembling females. Macey’s stomach dropped to the floor when he stopped directly before
her, his blood-red eyes trailing over every inch of her exposed skin. The unmasked hunger in his eyes
made her skin crawl, like a thousand fire ants scurrying across her naked flesh.

“Mmm, very good indeed,” he said and spun on his heel, returning to the center of the line. She
let out a quiet breath of relief that she was unaware she had been holding.

“Thank you sir,” the sniveling scientist said.

“My son will be by momentarily to select his mate.” His announcement elicited a collective
outraged gasp from the gathered women.

Macey stared at the stocky, sweaty scientist that the AVB leader had addressed. He lifted his
steel blue eyes to meet hers and a look of remorse crossed his face. Her stomach churned at the
confirmation in his gaze: they were not ambassadors — they were sacrificial lambs.



Silence filled the hanger as the women regained control over themselves. She wasn’t given
much time to contemplate her new future as the door slid open again with a hiss. A cloaked figure
strode confidently into the hangar and bowed deeply before the albino.

“Father,” a deep melodic voice filtered out from under the heavy hood. The voice sent delicious
chills over Macey’s body that had nothing to do with fear.

“Rex — pick your mate,” the albino commanded.

Rex made his way to the first of the women in the line. He stepped forward and reached a
gloved hand out to brush her flaming hair away from her neck before leaning his cloaked face towards
her neck. Macey tensed. The redhead’s shoulders relaxed, and relief washed over her features as he
pulled away. He turned and continued down the line, sniffing each woman in the same manner, until he
finally stopped before Macey.

She stood ramrod straight, her shoulders back, her jaw clenched, eyes flaring. His face was
hidden behind the cloak, but his blue eyes burned intensely as he returned her gaze. He pulled the glove
off his hand and brushed her silky hair from her face before resting the warm, smooth skin of his hand
on her bare shoulder, his thumb gently stroking her neck.

“What is your name?” he asked, his voice caressing her. His hand was warm and soft against her
neck, and she had to fight to keep her eyes from sliding closed on their own accord. The trails his thumb
was tracing on her neck caused delicate goose bumps to rise over her skin in response.

“Macey,” she said, her voice strong, and fearless.

A rumble of satisfaction came from deep in his chest as he pulled her forward, his face lowering
to her neck. His whiskers tickled her skin as he inhaled her scent deep within his chest. He tentatively
pressed his lips against the tender skin at the base of her neck and an involuntary moan escaped her
lips. He smiled and pulled away.

“I select Macey,” he said as he slipped her hand in to his and turned to face his father.

As the warmth that had overwhelmed her body the moment his lips touched her throat ebbed,
her heart froze. She had just been selected to be the first human ‘mate’ for an Alien Vampire Bunny, an
she didn’t even know what he looked like.



TITLE: Crossing Secrets

Bunny Mac is on the run. Agent Dave Arden, part of an elite, quasi-governmental agency called
The Bureau, is tracking Bunny and the strange rabbit she possesses. Is it a magical creature or a deadly
weapon unlike anything the world has ever seen? Even Bunny doesn't quite know. But tall, dark and
dangerous Agent Arden is determined to find out everything about Bunny Mac. Dealing with forces she
can't understand and powers she can't control, Bunny is anything but a terrorist. When she turns to the
last man she'd ever ask for help, Arden must cross the line for love.

STORY:

The girl in the videotape was slim and slight. The grainy security camera feed did not reveal her
hair or eye color, but those Agent Dave Arden knew from the file. Brown and green. On camera she
snugged her small hand through the arm of her companion, one Benedict Concannon, recently of
Atlanta, Georgia. Current whereabouts unknown.

"Watch this, Arden." Agent Terrill leaned forward. "Right here. See what she does."

The victim, Concannon, turned serious as he punched his access code into the ATM keypad.
Dave couldn't see the keypad from his perspective. The Bank of America security camera was positioned
above the ATM's monitor, giving Dave a bird's eye view of the detective's thinning hair. Concannon was
a white male, aged thirty-six, a decorated officer of the Atlanta PD and most recent victim of Belinda
Jean Maccabee, AKA Bunnie Mac.

The girl, still clinging to his side, spoke a few words and Concannon kissed the top of her head.
The two had enjoyed cocktails and a bottle of wine with dinner at a restaurant half a block from the
ATM. After leaving the restaurant, another security camera outside a nearby hotel caught the two
figures locked in a kiss at more or less the seven minute mark. Concannon appeared to have lost his
objectivity.

Agent Terrill had a catch in his voice. "Here she goes...wait for it..."

Even in the grayed-out feed, Dave saw the girl's eyes track the movement of her mark's hand.
She was good. Concannon was tipsy, his guard down. She leaned against him, her silk blouse grazing his
bare arm. No bra. Three months later and two thousand miles away, Dave wondered about his own
objectivity.

Agent Terrill's laser pointer trembled as it illuminated the girl's bulky canvas messenger bag. She
shifted the bag on her shoulder, reached for the buckle. Something in the bag moved. The girl slipped
her hand inside, grappled with whatever it was. After a brief struggle, she pulled it out of the bag.
Concannon turned to squint at the object she held in the crook of her arm.

The girl spoke again, her face visible only in profile. Concannon touched the object and there
was a burst of light like an old fashioned flash bulb going off. And Concannon vanished.

On the screen, the girl tucked the thing into her bag again. She gathered up Concannon's money
and ATM card, took a second to thumb through the bills, and slipped everything into her jeans pocket. In
the act of turning away, she glanced at the monitor one last time. Or maybe the first time. Her eyes
widened and she backed away.

"My god." Dave leaned forward in his chair. "You checked the tape? No tampering?"

Agent Terrill froze the feed just before Bunnie Macc melted into the night, the pale oval of her
face fading to gray. "The FBI went over it. | have the report, if you're interested."

Dave couldn't suppress the chill that rattled down his spine. "What the hell wasthat?"

"The million dollar question."” Terrill pressed a button on the table console that raised the blinds.
"Or should | say, quarter million dollar question. Someone emptied Concannon's accounts the next day
via electronic transfer."



"The object?"

"Take a look." Terrill slid a pile of eight by tens across the table, black and white video captures
that were little better than gray fuzz. In the last photo the object was slightly better defined. Long floppy
ears and wide-spaced eyes. "Is that—it's not—a rabbit?"

Terrill sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose. "Rabbit fur was found at the scene."

"You're telling me a woman is using a rabbit to disappear people" On the video monitor, the
girl's dark eyes were frozen in shock, as though she hadn't known about the security camera.

"Usually the other way around, isn't it? That's why we've come to you, Arden."



TITLE: Night of the Alien Vampire Bunny Hunter

A duty-bound warrior and a rebellious alien vampire bunny hunter battle invading bunnies to
prevent the world from becoming an alien playground and must sacrifice everything to pursue a
legendary love.

Simon the Tortured is summoned to bring the leather-clad Rhea to the otherworld, and his
desire for her burns stronger than any threatened otherworld torment.

When Simon awakens her long dormant physical yearnings, Rhea longs for an emotional
connection she has long been denied.

Opposing hoards of alien vampire bunnies, Rhea and Simon join forces to fight for humanity,
their own existence, and their burgeoning love.

STORY:

Centuries had passed since he’d heard his name spoken aloud.

Within the otherworld prison in the midst of his agony, was he hallucinating someone calling to
him?

“Simon?”

The sound of his name again followed by a nudge to his upper chest jarred him further into
wakefulness.

He squinted at a shadowy figure hovering over him.

What did this specter want of him?

Through the veil of darkness and pain surrounding him, it came to him.

A response.

Unsure of being able to form words, he nodded.

Stripped of his identity when he’d been captured and sent to the alien prison, they called him
Simon, and since his first day in torment, Simon the Tortured he became.

Despite the name bestowed upon him, no one could take away who he was as a man or his
loyalty and sense of duty.

“Come with me. You've been summoned to the Hutch.”

A poke to his midsection forced a grunt from him.

Simon tried to recall how to form words. His bottom lip twitched, yet because he was a man of
few words, he chose action.

Shifting his weight, he shuffled his feet backwards and beneath his body and slid his back up the
rock wall. When the muscles in his thighs and calves bunched and knotted, his legs went out from under
him and Simon landed in a tailbone-jarring heap upon the ground.

With his back once again propped against the wall of rock, Simon wagged his head. Hurt searing
through his veins, he lifted his hand, palm up, and reached out to the specter.

By some miracle of fate, was he to be given a reprieve?

Centuries of running a severe fever, the punishment for perjurers such as he, settled hurt deep
in his muscles and joints. He struggled to stand, then fell to the ground again.

“Oh, for Br'er Rabbit's sake." The robbed specter tapped the end of the staff in an angry tattoo
upon the granite cavern floor.

Simon's rescue or release might be in the offing, and because of the machinations of the aliens,
he could not get to his feet.

If he failed to follow, would they leave him to his eternal agony? If he followed, did they plan to
feed upon him, use him as blood-thirsty Lepus fodder?



He ground his molars and squeezed shut his eyes. Reaching inward, past the pain, he found,
burning deep and more intense than the ceaseless fever he suffered for centuries, a fiery rage festering
like the boils of an ancient plague deep within him.

Recalling the reason and the conniving flop-eared entity which sent him to prison, he bunched
his leg muscles and planted his feet again. His limbs shook from his effort force his weary body upright.

He heard a sound of someone sucking at their teeth and the rustle of fabric. He felt a touch
upon his forehead.

“You humans are such wusses.”

With the first touch of another being he’d experienced since his imprisonment, Simon’s pain
lifted. Not completely, but his suffering eased, enough for him to take in a complete lungful of air.

The obscure way the specter spoke . . . had times changed to affect language thus?

“Let’s go.”

Although awe and relief banked his ire, seething rage coiled within his chest like a serpent
waiting to strike.

An alert and strengthened Simon opened his eyes to discover his vision cleared enough for him
to make out the end of a staff prodding his bare ankles.

Bracing his feet, he walked backward to stand tall against the wall, allowing the rock to support
him while he flexed his neck, stretched the muscles in his shoulders and back.

The cavern's shadowed grayness, lit only by sparse glowing embers embedded in the
surrounding cavern walls, represented decades of Simon's wretched existence in the otherworld prison
of the Alien Vampire Bunnies.

Moving away from the wall, he stepped side-to-side and flexed his hands. As if sizing up an
opponent on the battlefield, Simon discerned his staff-bearing escort wore a hooded robe.

The flaps of the bulging hood revealed nothing.

Only a gruff squeak and a toss of something in his direction lent any reaction to Simon’s
renewed physical state.

“Put this on.”

His pain had been lessoned, and he had been given clothing. Simon doubted either was
provided for his benefit. For what purpose was he being given these boons? Why was he being
summoned?

“Come,” the specter chewed the word and handed him the end of a length of chain.

The chain, melded in the head Br'er's forge no doubt, encircled the specter’s waist and served to
guide him through the prison's winding corridors.

Movement after centuries of inactivity brought forth a sense of strange disorientation, yet his
mind was, for a first time in ages, clear. No matter the reason for the reprieve from his punishment,
Simon intended to take advantage of his warrior’s wits.

He was free. Of hurt. Of punishment.

His liberty should bring him relief, even joy, yet both, like the foul animal fumes of the
otherworld, eluded his grasp.

His centuries of torment in the underworld were the result of his trust of the whims of the alien
vampire bunnies; therefore, a wary Simon shuffled along behind the nameless, faceless shuffle-hopping
guide, feeling as if he were riding in a runaway carriage, careening down a mountainside, headed
toward a precipice from whence there was no return.



TITLE: You’re Not From Around Here, Are You?

Victoria Dermot dreamed of the day when she would marry her childhood sweetheart, Samuel
Harrison. When a car accident kills the love of her life, Victoria tries to hold on to hope, and the lavender
farm she and Sam buy prior to his death.

Out of the darkness, (literally), an alien visitor not lifts Victoria’s spirits, and helps the Lavender Fields
Forever Farm in Sequim become a lucrative business. However, the more time Victoria spends with her
alien vampire bunny lover, the more secrets she uncovers as to why the farm, and her relationship, are
so successful!

STORY:
| plunked our favorite movie, “The Ghost and Mrs. Muir,” into the DVD player. The popcorn had been
popped. Our favorite bottle of wine set on the table.

“Sam, what are you doing?” | asked.

“Just making sure that the workers aren’t...what’s the term?” Sam’s brow furrowed as he searched
for the proper word. “‘Slaking?"”

| walked over to my spouse of fifteen years. We looked out the window at the acres of blue-grey hued
plants we raised on our Lavender Fields Forever Farm. | looped my arm through his and rested my head
against his shoulder.

“1 believe the word you’re looking for is ‘slackers.” It means to shirk your duty. As for ‘slaking,” well, |
guess you and your workers would fall under that heading.” | laughed and felt Sam shake. | looked up
into his face to see that he was laughing, too.

“It doesn’t bother you, does it, Victoria?” Sam asked.

“Oh, everything took getting used to,” | admitted. “But, I’'m happy with the way things turned out.”

“There are many complexities of your world,” Sam noted.

| squeezed the soft, furry hand of my alien lover, and said, “Then it’s a good thing we’ve got each
other to remedy those complexities, isn’t it?”

Sam was about to answer when the orchestral notes of the movie blared through the speakers.

“The intro to the movie,” Sam said. “Shall we?”

“Could you pour the wine, sweetie?” | asked.

“Of course,” Sam replied. His whiskers tickled my cheek as he kissed me.

I sighed as he walked/hopped to the table where the bottle of cranberry wine set. Sam’s hand
hovered over the bottle. There was a faint hum and glow as | watched the cork pop out, without a
corkscrew. | had learned not to ask questions years ago and just accepted that this was who Sam was.
He cared for me during a difficult time in my life, and helped to put our farm on the map. | had very little
to worry about.

We sat on our oversized sofa, put the popcorn bowl between us, clinked together our wine glasses,
and snuggled in for the movie.

* * * * * * * * *

Here | sat, reclined in a lawn chair under a starry, summer night sky a year after the accident. | should
have felt the calming effects of ten acres of lavender in bloom. But, instead, | felt anxious. | tilted my
head back, thinking of Sam, and wished | was floating in the heavens with the rest of the stars. | was
brought out of my reverie when a bright light illuminated the entire farm. | yelped and threw my hands
in front of my eyes. My first instinct was that the barn was on fire. | shielded my eyes and slowly made
my way to the red building. The closer | got to the building | noticed the light began to subside. When |



reached the barn, | flung open the doors and saw nothing. No smoke. No fire. No light. The only items
stored in the building were garden tools, and those were left undisturbed.

Galumph! Galumph! Galumph!

The thudding sound came from behind me. | grabbed the closest garden tool and whirled around on
the trespasser. Words of warning caught in my throat as | took in the sight before me: three, six-foot tall
red rabbits, wearing blue jumpsuits, stared at me. The closest of the three had fur the color of paprika,
and beautiful, solid blue, almond-shaped, eyes. The creatures looked down at the shovel in my hands,
then back up to my face. Something overcame me as | kept staring at this unusual creature. | felt safe
and comforted, and | let go of the shovel. | took a closer look at the alien face and noted that there were
antennae between the long rabbit ears. | reached out to touch the thin protrusions on top of the
animal’s head. My action was stopped by a velvety red hand, and the creature shook its head.

“You don’t want to do that,” Paprika said to me. “l can’t have anything happen to my communication
devices.” The voice sounded male when he spoke. “He” had a thin mouth and | barely saw it move as he
spoke. As he blinked, his lower eyelid raised up, opposite direction of a human.

“Wh-wh-who are you? Wh-what do you want?” | asked.

“We came here to help you with your problem,” Paprika replied.

“Well, I've got lots of problems,” | laughed. “Maybe you can narrow it down as to which one you’re
referring to?” | stopped laughing and stared at the rabbit-alien creatures.

They looked around to one another. None of them opened their mouths, but a blood-red rabbit
behind Paprika nodded to a third rabbit, which was brick red. Paprika nodded to both. Were they
communicating? Paprika turned to look at me once more, as if he knew what | was thinking.

“We’re here to help you with your lavender fields,” he said. “In return, we’d like to set up a base
camp here. If you allow us to stay, we’ll help harvest and propagate your crops.”

Stunned. Floored. Speechless. | was not one to be caught without something so say, but this little
statement shut me right up. For a minute.

“Okay,” | said. “What are you going to do? Fertilize the plants with your bunny droppings?” | couldn’t
help myself. I'm glad | hadn’t lost my sense of humor during this ridiculous exchange of words. | burst
out laughing again.

Apparently, my visitors thought it was quite funny as well. The laughter escalated into guffaws. With
their mouths wide open, | noticed their incisors weren’t normal, run-of-the-mill rabbit incisors. The trio
was sporting fangs. While they continued to laugh, | went into panic mode.

“Um, excuse me?” | interrupted. The creatures slowly calmed themselves to a dull laugh.

“We're sorry,” Paprika said as he dried a tear from his eyes and squinted in my direction.

“We weren’t laughing at you, if that’s what you think.”

“No,” | said. “I just had another question.”

“Go ahead.”

“You're not from around here, are you?”

The farm erupted in laughter again. Huh. | must be a regular Phyllis Diller.



TITLE: 24 — Carrot Wedding Ring

Summoned to a French magnate’s house to perform an allegedly routine haircut, Maggie McGregor is
stunned by what she finds: a boy, haunted by a traumatic incident; a father, as overprotective as he is
lonely; and a secret that keeps them trapped behind gated walls. But it isn’t long before she discovers
her presence is no accident. The McGregor and Lapin families have been bound to one another by an
alien-inflicted curse. Unless she can find a way to break the spell, she might live with the man she’s
come to love, but under less-than-desirable circumstances.

STORY:

Maggie had gone through security for wealthy clients in the past, but the intensity of this
particular gatehouse guard was starting to spook her. He’d spent ten minutes verifying her documents
and now a good five examining her vehicle’s undercarriage — overkill, considering she drove a Smart Car.
All this so she could perform a haircut?

By the time he’d finally granted access to the tree-lined drive, some of his sombre mood had
rubbed off on her. She shivered despite the warmth of the summer evening and wished she’d asked
Georges more questions about the reclusive Mr. Alexandre Lapin. She’d heard the words “family friend”
and “trustworthy”, and after the size of her fee had been mentioned, forgot to be curious. Maybe that
had been a mistake.

The uniformed maid waiting for her on the chateau steps didn’t reassure. She led the way
through a dimly lit marbled foyer, up two floors of spiral staircase, and down an oppressive corridor.
Their footsteps made an echoing, lonely sound in the cavernous space.

Just when Maggie had decided upon retreat, no matter the cost to her reputation and cheque
book, she was ushered into a brightly lit room. She had the sense of a book-lined area, inhaled the
pleasing scents of polish and of a birchwood fire. Then the maid murmured introductions before slipping
out and Maggie found herself alone with quite the most handsome man she’d ever seen.

He sat in a leather swivel chair behind an expanse of oak desk and regarded her from coffee
colored, inscrutable eyes. Eventually he waved her into a chair opposite with a languid gesture. Then he
tented his fingers and repeated her perusal. The silence dragged. His mouth compressed. The subtle sign
of disapproval decide her. She might be a mere hairdresser while he was reputed to be an international
magnate, and clad in khakis while he wore a silk suit, but she had given up an evening with friends to be
here. He owed her.

She stood, held her arms out at shoulder height, and turned as if on a dais. “This is it. This is me.
One squat American who loves reality TV and Cheetos. Can be we done with the inspection now and get
down to business, Mr. Lapin? Or should | prepare for a body cavity search?”

She’d meant to intimidate him with her directness, but her remark had the opposite effect. A
gleam came into those dark eyes and for long moments, the silence became ripe with a peculiar tension.
Then it was gone and she found she could breathe again.

“You seem to have questions, Miss McGregor.”

“Maggie.” She took a deep breath. “Just call me Maggie. And yes. What’s this all about? Why the
super-spy routine?”

“I'm told you are good with children.”

She blinked. What did that mean? Would her client be a child? Relief rocketed through her at
the knowledge she wouldn’t have to touch that thick mane of hair. “I'd like to think so.” In fact it was
her policy to take whatever time was required to earn the trust of her young clients, but he’d know that,
if his research was half as thorough as his security. “What’s this all about?”



He plucked a Rubric’s cube from the desktop and rolled it between his palms. “Two years ago
my son was abducted, Miss McGregor. He was returned somewhat...worse for wear.”

She gaped at him, sank to her chair as her legs grew boneless. No wonder he had the place
hermitically sealed. With his wealth and history, he was probably terrified his child would be targeted
again. Then she recalled her taunt of moments ago and heat rushed to her cheeks. “I-I'm so sorry. [—"

He waved her apology away with one pale hand. “I’'m not interested in anything but your
competence and discretion. You see, my son’s been left with a number of challenges. For the most part
we’ve learned to manage.” A rueful smile twisted his beautiful mouth. “Haircuts would be a notable
exception. It’s the scissors. They terrify him. He cannot be rushed.” His tone implied dire consequences
for those who did.

“And if | push him too hard?”

His abrupt smile held no mirth. “He’ll bite. Efficiently and without remorse.” He dropped the
cube to his desk with a thump and uncoiled his limbs to rise. “Naturally, | won’t subject him to restraints
so you’ll have to charm him. Are you capable of charming an eight-year old, Miss McGregor?” Because
youcertairf haven’t don eledditeoicshss thaughtls aloud, boteéhey hung in the air
all the same.

Maggie lifted her chin. “I make no promise, except that I'll try.” Silence while he presumably
measured her sincerity. Then, as if she’d passed an invisible test, he nodded. “Now,” she said briskly,
“tell me what to expect.”

“The deformities are rather minor — one bump on either side of his head. If you’ve any acumen
at all you’ll easily avoid them. He has a nervous tic — a nose twitch. And his gait can be odd at times.”

Maggie shrugged. She had a niece who’d spent an entire year pretending to be a black panther,
scooting around the house on her hands and knees. “And his name?”

Teeth flashed white against his skin. Whatever was coming was a source of deep amusement to
Alexandre Lapin. “His given name is Lucien, but since his return, he insists upon being called “Pierre.” He
watched as she connected the dots and gave a soundless chuckle at her reaction. “Yes, Miss McGregor.
It is ironic, no? My son, who has given himself the French name for Peter Rabbit, being attended by a
woman named McGregor? How very fortunate your services will not require use of a rake.”



TITLE: Cottonopolis

Nineteenth century British beauty Jessica Cotton was everything a young lady ought to be: kind,
compassionate, caring. Born to wealthy, aristocratic parents who adored her, Jessica was unaware of
the secret her father kept. Raul Rhys-Jones was not, and revenge is what he sought. A trained killer and
decorated soldier from Planet Cottonopolis, the alien rabbit searched for years to find the king who
defected with the potion, leaving their planet in decay to live out his life as a human. Raul Rhys-Jones’
mission was personal: capture the king He never expected the king’s daughter to capture his heart
instead.

STORY:

1853, Manchester, England. It had stopped raining, but the clouds remained gray and low,
providing an ominous backdrop against the dark, green leaves of the burly oak trees that lined the
narrow lane. Their leaves scattered, sticking to the earth’s floor as if they were suctioning themselves to
it.

After searching planet Earth for over a decade, alien rabbit soldier Raul Rhys-Jones could hardly
contain his anticipation as he crept along the shadowed edges of the red, brick estate. He inched
forward through the wet grass, his damp, gray belly fur matted with moisture, his long ears erect as he
closed in on his mark. It had been a long journey -- finding the rabbit king. But it had all been worth it.
King Peter Cotton-Tayle, the once beloved ruler of planet Cottonopolis, was no more than a cowardice
defector to him now. He had betrayed his own; selfishly fleeing with the potion that his kind needed to
survive —all so he could live on Earth as a human. He chose treachery over honor, greed over
compassion. For Rhys-Jones, killing the royal rabbit that left his planet to decay would bring him
satisfaction. But killing the traitor that left his sisterfor dead? Thatwould bring him pleasure. He was a
trained killer, but today, he did it for sport.

Assessing his surroundings, Rhys-Jones lay in wait as King Cotton and his steward descended
their carriage, moving in on them as it pulled away.

“Bloody rodents,” the squat, untidy steward grumbled, his lip curling in disgust as a wild
jackrabbit scurried by. He scratched his protruding middle, his suspenders stretching over the mound
like pulled taffy, doing what they could to keep his pants around his girth. He sucked on his pipe, the
pungent, stale smoke billowing through his clenched, yellow teeth. Rhys-Jones quickly decided that the
repulsive man would be no contest for him.

Peter Cotton, as King Cotton-Tayle now called himself, smoothed his tense human hands over
his gray, wool slacks, his eyes on the hare that scampered across the freshly manicured lawn of his
estate. A sense of nostalgia passed through him. “Yes, I'll have to ask the groundskeeper about that,”
he said most politely, glancing back as the creature disappeared in the tall brush of the meadow. “I shall
attend to it immediately.”

Rhys-Jones chuckled sardonically over Cotton’s concern for his precious land. No doubt the
menacing rot-iron gate and deep, green hedges surrounding the property constructed to keep rodents
out. How useless that would be for him today.

A swift burst of cool air kicked up around Cotton’s face, leaves scattering by his feet, the atmosphere
around him odious. The putrid stench of wet fur hovered over him like burnt flesh as Rhys-Jones eased
closer. The familiar scent was unmistakable. Cotton picked up his pace; keeping his wife and daughter
concealed his only concern at that moment.

“Damn rodents,” the steward bellowed gruffly as they walked on.

Damn fool, thought Rhys-Jones bitterly, rabbits aren’t rodents. It was going to be a pleasure to
kill the ignorant sloth.



“Well, | think ="

It was too late for second thoughts. Rhys-Jones was upon the steward, bolting toward him like a
streak of lightning, topaz eyes lit like fire, claws out like scissors as they punctured the human’s
membranes. A cry for help was futile as Rhys-Jones sank his fangs into the man’s fleshy neck, injecting
the venom that would stop his heart. Within seconds, his cold body splat against the slick soil below, his
crinkled form slumped over like a heap of dirty laundry. He was gone, disintegrating before his eyes,
and Rhys-Jones thought this world a better place for it.

Peter Cotton’s head whipped up from the empty pile of clothes that were crumpled on the clay
surface, his dark eyes like slits. “Rhys-Jones,” he said, his tone low, his eyes vigilant. “I've been
expecting you.”

Rhys-Jones’ face hardened as he circled his mark, twenty years of contempt oozing from his
small but powerful frame, his whiskers twitching as he sized up his prey. “King Cotton-Tayle,” said Rhys-
Jones, his eyes on his opponent’s every move, age being no disadvantage for the ruler he once looked
up to as a father. “Wouldn’t you agree it’s a wonderful day to die, your highnes3”

Cotton lowered his eyes. “Leave now, and | will spare you your answer,” but Rhys-Jones’ step
forward proved he would not.

Without hesitation, Cotton reached inside the pocket of his tweed jacket for the repellant that
would kill Rhys-Jones. He had to protect his family. “You’re playing with the big boys today, Raul. Go
home before you get hurt. Go home to your sister.”

Rhys-Jones eyes bulged at Cotton’s callousness, every vein in his body exploding. He lunged at
him, using his hind legs to kick the vile from Cotton’s hands, sending the potion careening to the dirt
below, the bitter smell of acid burning Cotton’s nose as it burst on impact, hissing like a teapot as steam
rose up from the muddied soil. Cotton wrapped his fingers around Rhys-Jones neck as the rabbit
attacked, hurling him to the ground, sending him to the vat of poison. Rhys-Jones cried out in pain,
patches of his gray fur scorching. “Go ahead, kill me,” Rhys-Jones snarled up at Cotton, his breathing
labored, “like all the others you left to die.”

Cotton’s face contorted into confused fury. He had left no one to die. He had left to save them.
Enraged, Cotton raised his heavy boot, looking like a giant above the small but lethal rabbit. “Prepare to
die.”

“Father. NO” the anguished, angelic voice filled Rhys-Jones’ ears as he lie glaring up at Cotton,
the young lady with the silky flaxen hair spread out behind her like a cape as she dashed toward them
from the mansion behind the gates. “Pleas¢’ she pleaded, tears welling up in her aqua-blue eyes,
“please don’t harm the creature.” She stopped, breathless in front of her father, her ivory cotton
nightdress swaying around her feet as her father’s arm prevented her from moving forward. Rhys-Jones
eyes darted up at the unexpected vision, his short, labored breaths pumping in his small but muscular
chest. He was dying, and the angel above him proved it.

But if he was dying, he was taking Cotton with him. He dragged himself toward him, every
muscle in his body on fire, ready to take his last breath as he sank his fangs into Cotton.

“Jessica, No!” Cotton’s voice boomed as gentle, warm hands surrounded Rhys-Jones’, his frail
form rising towards the angel, her lips soft against his as she breathed life back to him.

Revived, Rhys-Jones’ head whipped toward Cotton, his lungs full of the intoxicating oxygen from
the human who had saved him. As she held him close, her face nuzzled close to his descending fangs,
Cotton looked at him in horror. Rhys-Jones’ lips curled. Cotton had a daughter.

“Take me, Raul. Please,” Cotton choked, his hands before him as he begged for her life.
Rhys-Jones lifted his eyes towards the daughter, about to steal her last breath, when his heart tightened
and pulled as if Cotton’s hands were around it. Revenge was to be his, but his heart had betrayed him.



Jessica smoothed his charred fur with the gentleness of a feather. “Don’t worry, my sweet,” she
whispered tenderly, her tone soft like her touch. “I shall nurse you back to health, and | shall set you
free.”

But it was too late. Rhys-Jones had already been captured, heart and soul.

Revenge would have to wait...

For now.



