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Imagine: you’re driving with the man you love, the road is
empty, the weather is fabulous, and you watch him as he’s
subconsciously trying to manage his hair ruffled by the wind. Got
the picture? And now the million-dollar question: what do you need
to make you feel terribly in that very moment?

No, I don’t mean something like you’re about to break up
with him or you’ve got only two weeks to live. I mean
something much worse: he’s going to meet your family. And not the
whole family is aware of some aspects of him. It’s not like they
don’t know you’re gay and they think the nice guy with you is
nothing more than a friend.

The trouble is, your boyfriend they haven’t met yet is an alien.
Like, alien alien. Not from Earth. E.T. And although he
is drop dead gorgeous, anybody who looks at him knows
instantly where he came from. Of course, if someone sports this
shade of pale, he’s either a vampire or an alien.

Nobody ever accused him of being a vampire.

“You’re tense,” he says.

“How can you tell? Do you have any super powers I’m not aware
of?” I’m trying to joke.

One look of his pale grey eyes is all he needs to shut me up. “I
know you, Luke. What’s wrong?”

“My family,” I shrug as if it was self-explanatory.

“Not too happy about you being gay? I thought…”

“No, they got used to it long ago. It’s just… Well, family.
Imagine what your family would do if they saw me.”

No it’s his turn to get all tense.

“That’s something else,” he says, looking forward.

“I’m sorry,” I touch his arm. “I didn’t mean…”

Ray shakes his head. “They disowned me for loving you and they
didn’t care what you are like. Your family wants to know me.”

“My mother wants to know you,” I murmur. “Can you
believe she asked me if, by any chance, extraterrestrial males can
bear a child?”

He bursts with laughter. I love when he laughs. I love when he
frowns. I love him.

Although I have known it long ago, suddenly it strikes me – his
long, delicate fingers, his smile, the glint in his pale eyes… I
love him.

“And when you told her I can’t give her grandchildren, didn’t
she condemn me?”

“No. She’s okay. She’s gonna love you.”

“So what are you nervous about?”

I sigh. “I don’t know. There are more people in my family.”

“Yeah. Big family party. Your Aunt Elspeth’s birthday. Talk
loudly but don’t shout. Don’t get offended by her comments or
comments of her sisters. Aunt Marge and… umm…”

“Ellen. And they are not sisters. Cousins, sisters in law or
something like that. Nobody really knows. They’ve always been this
three-headed hydra, weird sisters, witches from Macbeth.”

“Witches from where?”

“Shakespeare.”

“Were there witches in Hamlet? I don’t remember.”

“No. Different play, the same author.”

“The same language. Thank you, I’m not going to see it.”

“Well, my family is worse than Elizabethan English.”

Ray shudders. “You should have told me that earlier.”

“I thought nuclear blast and a bad case of diarrhea was
just the accurate description of my family.”

“It’s not that bad.”

“I’ll ask you in two days, honey.”

He laughs.

“What.”

“Honey. You use such strange words.”

“Why? That’s what we say. How would you call me in your
language?”

He thinks about it. “It’s hard to translate… Something like… a
leaf.”

“A leaf?”

“Forget it. It doesn’t sound good in your language.”

A leaf. Before I can contemplate on it, Ray says: “Looks like
we’re here.”

Oh, shit.

*

We carry two bouquets, one for my mother, the other for Aunt
Elspeth. I didn’t want it to look like Ray is going to ask my
parents if they allow us to get married but Ray was thrilled when
he learned that a prospective son-in-law should bring flowers to
his fiancé’s mother. There was no way to talk him out of it.

Mom is peeking out of the window and before Ray can take the
bouquet from the backseat, she’s at us.

“Luke!” she exclaims and hugs me.

“Hi, Mom.”

“And you must be Ray,” she turns to my beloved before I can add
anything else. Thank God, she doesn’t hug him and, thank God twice,
he doesn’t try to kiss her hand.

“Mrs. Levy, it’s nice to meet you…”

“Please, call me Natalie. Come in, boys, I hardly slept this
night, I was so thrilled. Luke doesn’t come home too often and
finally, finally I get to meet his boyfriend. He’s trying
to keep you all for himself. Bad luck, Luke, now Ray is in my claws
and I won’t release him until my curiosity is sated.” My mother
drags Ray inside and I get the flowers from the car and follow.

“John!” she yells and my father appears. “John, the boys are
here.”

“Hey, son,” my father nods and stares at Ray.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Levy,” Ray steps out and holds out his
hand.

“Ray, right? I didn’t know you can speak English.”

And here we go. It’s been twenty seconds since we got here and
the first member of my family already found a way to put a foot in
his mouth.

Twenty fucking seconds.

I quickly put the flowers to Ray’s hand and he ceremoniously
hands it to Mom.

“Oh, they are beautiful! Thank you, Ray, you shouldn’t have.
God, I have never seen flowers like this!”

“They’re alien,” my father observes dryly and eyes the bouquet
rather suspiciously. “They’re not carnivorous, are they?”

“Dad!” I groan.

“What? It was a joke! Geez, sonny, get a grip!”

“Come in, let me just put them in the vase… Uh… They go into
water, right?”

“Of course,” Ray smiles politely and I just wonder how these
remarks affect him. I know I’m furious.

We follow my father to lounge room.

“Sit down, boys. Can I get you something? A beer? Something
stronger? I’m sorry we don’t have anything from the Outworld but
our supermarket isn’t exactly…”

Suddenly I find a concept of patricide very appealing.

“A beer would be fine, dad, thanks,” I interrupt him. “Where’s
Sam? I thought we meet her here.”

“Uh… She’s not coming,” Dad says and sticks his head into the
fridge.

“What happened?”

He tells something unintelligible to the bottles.

“Chrissy’s sick,” the bright blue flowers enter the room with
Mom in tow. She holds the vase in her outstretched hands as if the
flowers were indeed carnivorous and just waited for the next
opportunity to get a healthy bite to her nose.

“I hope it’s nothing serious…”

“Oh, it’s just a common cold but you know how children are –
cranky, sneezing and coughing, and really, Elspeth and Marge and
Ellen are a bit frail, catching something wouldn’t do them any
good.”

Did she just really call the three witches frail? I
don’t like the way she doesn’t look in my eyes, unnecessarily
adjusting the position of the vase on the table, talking too fast…
Dad buries himself deeper in the fridge and I feel an ice block
slowly forming in my intestines. They must be kidding. My sister?
The very same sister who told me not to worry and come out to my
parents? If they freak out, I’ll take care of them, she
had said.

And now…

“I think she just doesn’t want to spend time with Aunt Elspeth,”
I can hear myself saying quickly, too quickly. “We don’t have an
antidote for her venom, you know,” I confide to Ray and he smiles
but his eyes linger on me inquisitively. Damn it, he’d be too
perceptive even for an Earthling.

“Ah, here’s the beer,” Dad emerges from the fridge and hands us
the bottles. I open the beer and take a nice gulp but it tastes so
bitter I almost spit it out.

“So,” Mom rushes to drop the dangerous topic of my sister. “Tell
me, how did you two meet?”

“Mom, you know it already,” I beg.

“Hush, Luke. I know only what you told me. Which wasn’t that
much, really. Now I want to hear Ray’s side of the story.”

Ray’s eyes sparkle. “Well, I think it’s pretty much the same as
Luke’s side. We were assigned on the same project on the space
station…”

“God, I was so scared!” Mom remembers. “It wasn’t like Luke was
flying to Canada. Deep space! A station! Some piece of metal is
supposed to keep him alive? And not to mention the…”

This is the first time in my life when I see her turn crimson.
The silence is uncomfortable beyond anything I ever
experienced.

“Well, by the time we met, the plague was already well
contained,” Ray says smoothly. “We both got our vaccinations and,
obviously, we both survived.”

“I’m sorry. I’m stupid,” Mom mumbles.

“Anyway, the project was about sharing information about our
respective civilizations. It was a big thing because both sides
were a bit reluctant… Well, in case of my planet, very
reluctant.”

“Why so?”

Ray shrugs. “Cultural thing, I guess. Our civilization is very…
how to say it…”

I have an idea or two but I keep my mouth shut.

“Mentally self-contained. Indrawn. We care more about ourselves
than anything else. The main interest is on family, less so on
community, even less for state affairs… And another planet? Not
interesting at all.”

Mother opens her mouth and before she can ask something that
would hurt Ray, I quickly shake my head.

“How interesting,” she says instead. “So you two worked
together?”

“We did,” Ray smiles at me affectionately. “It was actually the
best kind of co-operation for this project. We didn’t just share
facts but also… feelings. I got to know Earth through Luke’s eyes,
his personality… And I fell in love with him. Very quickly.”

I try not to chuckle. I remember it very well. The day we met we
didn’t leave the room for twenty-four hours. Just talking and
eyeing each other, both a bit taken aback with the attraction we
felt to each other. After we finally got some sleep and met again
next time, he interrupted me in mid-sentence and kissed me.

It would be nice to say we were taking it slowly but that would
be a lie. The project took a much unexpected turn when we explored
similarities and differences of our respective races from the
first-hand experience.

Of course we’re not telling that to my parents. Let my
mother think we’ve been dating and had our first kiss after two
moths or whatever she believes is appropriate. Let my father think
whatever he wants, as long as he doesn’t vocalize his thoughts.

“When Luke left for your planet, I feared I’ll never see him
again. I’m so glad you moved here!” Mom says. “I reckon it was very
brave from you.”

Ray just shrugs. “I’ve always been much more curious than your
average E.T.”

Dad snorts. “I’m sorry,” he apologizes quickly but I can see he
can hardly contain himself.

“Ray is not familiar with the movie, Dad.”

“What movie?” Ray turns to me.

“I’ll tell you later.”

The aliens like to address themselves as extra-terrestrials and
nobody had ever the guts to tell them about this particular movie.
The good chance is, they will never see it anyway. They refused to
agree on a name of their planet Earthlings would be able to
pronounce. It took me almost a year before I could let out the
proper sounds in proper tones and my ability to speak E.T. is
limited to the name of the planet, “Good day”, “Thank you” and
“Good bye.”

Ray speaks my language perfectly and is absolutely charming. My
parents like him and that’s a good thing. He’s at ease and smiling,
he likes them, too.

And yet, I’m still tense, waiting for whatever stupid or
unintentionally rude thing they might say.

*

“I think your parents are great,” Ray says when we finally
manage to escape my great parents and collapse on the double bed in
the guestroom.

“I think they really could have behaved much better,” I sigh.
Ray, as always, knows instantly how tired I am and starts massaging
my nape.

“C’mon. Do you see where we are? In one room, in one double bed
and it doesn’t look like they don’t know what we are about to do in
it.”

I don’t argue. Ray obviously doesn’t know what’s bothering me
most. But I’m not the one to remind him about his alien roots. Now
when there are only two of us, I can forget about the rest of the
world staring at him like at some weird animal.

I feel light kisses on my nape, just where his gentle fingers
kneaded the tension off it. I almost gasp; shiver is running down
my spine, my cock suddenly at attention and my nipples shrunk to
tiny hard lumps. That’s the effect he’s having on me. I know where
this is going to and, as always, I can’t resist – not that I would
ever want to. No, I want him to feel just as good as he can make me
feel and I know how to do it.

Sex with an Extraterrestrial Man by Lucas Levy, First
edition: E.T. males are extremely sensual once they get into it –
and it’s pretty easy to get them into it. If they feel the right
connection with you, all you have to do is look at them
and they know what’s going on in your head. Don’t try quick shag.
It’s not going to work. Ever. They need slow, gentle and long
foreplay. Don’t think it’s a waste of time. You can make him come
just with your kisses – that’s the first type of their orgasm,
light, sweet but with gallons of semen. Don’t get freaked out about
it.

Once you get to the real deal, they start their journey
towards the second type of climax – shattering, huge, loud (very
loud!) and with another impossible ejaculation.

I chuckle at the absurd words in my head. Soon I won’t be able
to think about anything but Ray and his body so I need to make a
plan now. I’m not kidding about E.T.s being loud and oh, I might
add: they will make you scream too.

Ray moves fast, his hunger already showing in his eyes, his
fingers, lips and tongue are everywhere at once as he’s undressing
me and I’m trying to do the same because I want to hear him moan,
selfishly I wish to hear my name whispered together with words of
love and those strange, melodic sounds of his language.

He feels I want to be in charge tonight and he’s not
complaining. I have him spread on the bed naked, white skin glowing
in the dim light, sinewy body covered with the softest skin I ever
touched. Completely hairless, which I found strange at first but I
got used to it, just as he got used to my hairy chest, arms and
legs. I lick his skin wherever I can reach with my tongue, kissing
him deeply while I play with his nipples – and it sends him over
the edge, his first climax, he moans into my mouth and I feel warm
splash between our bodies. I feel lightheaded but keep my intention
firmly in my mind. I slow down for a moment but soon I’m back at it
and Ray is moaning again.

“I want to taste you,” I groan when it’s almost too much. I know
his answer already.

“As long as I can taste you,” Ray whispers and turns so I have
his beautiful smooth cock right where I want it.

A small wave of guilt washes over me. It’s not nice to use his
arousal like this but I really need him gagged when he comes. With
my cock satisfactorily deep in his mouth, I can forget about
everything and most importantly about my parents somewhere in the
house. I don’t need to broadcast our lovemaking live and I’m pretty
sure they don’t want to hear it, either.

Now I can lose myself in Ray’s mouth, relish his touches and
glow in his love.

*

Looks like I managed to keep the noise on an acceptable level
because today my parents don’t act awkwardly, although Dad asked
Ray with bewilderment: “You can drive a car?”

Now we’re at the three witches’ doorstep and my intestines are
dancing again. Somebody opens the door, yells “Come in!” and rushes
away. Probably one of my aunts. The amount of people inside is
enormous. I can’t believe everyone here is my family.

Well, they all act the same way: “Nat, John, Luke, it’s nice to
see you and… oh!” A brief shock when they see Ray, then a quick
recovery, introduction of my extraterrestrial boyfriend and then a
very short conversation ending with: “Oh, look who’s here! Excuse
me.”

They all know the plague is a history. It started when human and
E.T. viruses met and felt immediate attraction to each other. The
mutation of otherwise completely harmless bugs almost wiped out the
first contact team. After several months of fear the infection
proved to be easily manageable but the damage was done – E.T.s
became almost hostile towards us and the first thought of any human
when seeing an alien was “the plague”.

My cousin Kelvin is the only one who doesn’t think about the
plague. When he sees Ray and realizes what his skin color means,
his eyes almost pop out. “Whoa… Man, you’re an alien, aren’t
you?”

Sudden silence around. Find a definition of enfant
terrible and you have Kelvin.

“Extraterrestrial, yes,” Ray nods.

“Man, that’s fuckin’ awesome! I heard there’s an alien living
here but I never thought I’d meet one.”

He’s seventeen, clad in oversized jeans and several layers of
shirts. He’s usually weary and rolling his eyes ten times an hour.
But not now. If you don’t know how to make your teenager pay
attention to something, show him an alien. He’ll be thrilled.

“Luke, seriously, man, you’re fucking an alien!” Kelvin
grins.

“Uh… Kelvin, that’s enough. Watch your mouth!” My mother glances
around nervously, probably looking for Kelvin’s parents.

“Sorry, Aunt Nat. Are you guys travelling to your home planet on
holidays? Take me with you, I’d give my left nut for a chance to
fuck an alien chick!”

“I don’t think that would happen,” Ray says politely.
“Extraterrestrial females are not likely to enjoy sex with
you.”

“Are you kidding? They call me Donkey!” Kelvin argues.

“Shut up, Kelvin!” I howl in frustration.

“Our females are able and willing to have sex only when they
want to conceive,” Ray explains.

“Conceive what?”

“Get pregnant!” I blurt. “Do you want to become a father?”

Kelvin looks like we shattered his biggest dream. “Holy fuck!
But I’ve seen this video… Two alien chicks were going down on each
other…”

“I don’t want to hear that,” my mother interrupts and
leaves.

Kelvin is oblivious. “They wouldn’t do that if they only wanted
to get pregnant, right?”

“It was a fake, Kelvin,” I clarify, hoping to end this
discussion. “Extraterrestrial women don’t do porn. They just shaved
a couple of girls, dyed them blond, applied some make-up and voilá,
we have alien lesbians.”

“That sucks, man,” Kelvin pouts and another idea pops in his
head. “So you don’t get too much sex, right? How can you bear it? I
mean – having sex two or three times in my life? I’d die.”

“Well, that’s why extraterrestrial men sleep with each
other.”

Now I don’t want to end this debate. The look on Kelvin’s face
is priceless. “What?”

“That’s what friends are for,” Ray explains calmly. “The act of
conceiving is almost like a ritual. If we want just to have sex, we
have it with another male. Actually, if you say someone is your
friend, everybody assumes you have sex with him.”

“Shit! It’s a… gay civilization?”

“No, not really. Having sex with a male is absolutely normal,
whether you are married or not. We don’t have a concept of
infidelity. You have sex with your wife only for conceiving and
that’s it. All other sexual encounters happen with males. But we
don’t know the concept of homosexuality, either.”

Kelvin looks a bit lost.

“Ray wants to say they have sex with men but they are not gays
because they don’t love men,” I try to help.

“Oh. So… If you wanted to fuck around with someone else, Ray
would be totally okay with it?”

“No,” Ray replies firmly. “I’m… different. I’ve never felt the
urge to marry and I love Luke. And I’m not sharing. Not even with
you, Donkey.”

Kelvin suddenly goes red like a British phone booth. “I didn’t
mean…” he protests but Ray just laughs: “I’m kidding. You can have
him. Ouch!”

I swat him again. “Forget it, E.T. And you two aren’t sitting
next to each other, I’ll make sure of that!”

*

By the time we reach the room with food and the hydra, the word
has spread and everyone knows not only I’m here with a boyfriend;
he’s also a little green man. I mean, tall bluish-pale man but
that’s just the same. My relatives whisper and cast furtive glances
and none of them comes too close.

The hydra is perching at the top of the table, Elspeth
commanding everyone around.

“Which witch is which?” Ray mutters.

“Aunt Elspeth is the hideous crone in the middle. Aunt Marge is
on her right, with the lavender hair. Aunt Ellen is on the other
side, the one with totally useless glasses.”

“You love them.”

“You’re gonna love them, too.”

Before we can come closer, Aunt Elspeth yells at the top of her
lungs: “Jesus F. Christ, it’s true! There’s an alien here! What is
an alien doing on my birthday party?”

“Hello, Aunt Elspeth,” I sigh. Everyone goes silent. They stare
at us as we approach the hydra.

“The alien is my boyfriend, Ray, and he’s here to wish you a
happy birthday.”

“He’s an alien?” Aunt Ellen interjects. “How can you tell?”

“You could, too, if you weren’t blind as a bat,” Elspeth
snorts.

“Ladies, behave!” Aunt Marge tries to save the day. “We have a
very special guest so don’t forget about your manners!”

“Manners?” Aunt Ellen giggles. “Elspeth never had any.”

“Shut up! It’s my birthday party and I’m the queen of the day.
Come closer, you alien boy.”

Ray produces the bouquet and hands it to the curious birthday
girl. “Uh… Happy birthday.”

“Call me Aunt Elspeth. Everybody does, although God knows I’m no
aunt to them.”

“You’re Fred’s aunt,” Marge reminds her.

“And who the fuck is Fred?” Elspeth is genuinely surprised.
“Nevermind. What’s wrong with the flowers? They look strange.”

“Do they? They smell heavenly.” Aunt Ellen tries to see the
flowers so hard she almost squints.

“Strange carnivorous flowers from outer space,” I murmur.

“They are from my planet,” Ray explains politely. “We usually
give them to well respected women in the family.”

“And I am your family?” Elspeth blurts out warily.

“You just told him to call you Aunt.” Marge is always
helpful.

“True. So you’re with the gay boy, right?”

“It’s Luke,” Marge whispers loudly so Elspeth can hear her,
“Nat’s and John’s son.”

“Their son is Sam,” Ellen objects.

“Sam is their daughter, Samantha.”

“Who cares?” Elspeth interrupts them. “I know there’s a gay boy.
How many gay boys are in this family?”

“Well, if you remember Ricky…” Marge starts to count on her
fingers but Elspeth cuts her off.  “Forget it. I’ll remember
him as ’the one who brought and alien to my eighty-fifth birthday’.
Oh, the alien boy,” she snaps her fingers. “That’s interesting.
Finally something interesting here. Why do you live on Earth?”

“I moved here with Luke.” Ray looks amused. I’m not.

“I thought aliens are scared shitless when they see us.”

“No,” Ellen says, “We are scared because of the disease
they carry.”

“Oh. Do you carry some disease?” Elspeth eyes Ray sharply.

“No. I’ve been vaccinated and so has Luke. You are safe from any
disease,” Ray smiles.

“Did you hear that?” Elspeth yells at Ellen triumphantly.

“Of course I did, I’m not deaf like you,” Ellen mumbles.

Finally Marge decides to put an end on this show. “Quiet, both
of you! Such a picture you’re showing about our civilization!
Excuse them, Ray,” Marge turns to him, “they are just excited about
the party and all.”

“You mean, Elspeth is drunk as a skunk,” Ellen hollers.

“No, she means you’re senile,” Elspeth snaps at her.

“Why don’t you grab some food and drink? There’s plenty of it,”
Marge does her best to ignore them.

“Can aliens eat and drink our food?” Ellen wants to know.

“Of course they can,” Marge says curtly. “C’mon, be our
guests.”

“Stop organizing my party!” Elspeth exclaims. “I’m not finished
with the alien boy yet.”

“Yes, you are!” I can hear myself. Talk loudly but don’t
scream. Well, now I’m screaming.

The hydra and everyone else stare at me in awe. Nobody ever
dared to use this kind of tone at the three matrons.

But I had enough.

“If Aunt Marge is the only one with some manners here, God help
us. No, Aunt Ellen, you can’t catch the plague even if you tried.
Aunt Elspeth, Ray is my boyfriend; he’s not “the alien boy”, just
as I’m not “the gay boy”. We have our names and if you can’t
remember them, check with your doctor about Alzheimer’s. Until
then, try to remember Ray is not a guinea pig to examine just for
your pleasure. And everybody else,” I turn to face the rest of my
relatives. “Ray is a human being, just as you are. Staring at him
like you do is rude and disgusting.

“Dad, I’m talking to you, too. What if you just tried to take
Ray as a human? Why do you treat him like something exotic, like
some bizarre animal? You never asked him what he does and what his
family is like – no, you go like ’Do you drink our beer? Can you
drive a fucking car?’ He might be from another planet but that’s
not the only thing he is! Oh, and, Kelvin,” I turn to him, “we’re
not going to Ray’s planet. Because we’ve been there and it sucks
royally.”

And then I just storm out.

*

Yeah, having an outburst, storming out and then hiding in the
small abandoned room next to the kitchen usually used by the hydra
for dining, that’s just the thing to do at a family gathering. I
feel miserably. Not only because I just made a scene in front of
the whole family.

Surprisingly, my father is the first who finds me.

“What was that?” he demands to know. Oh, well, you’d think all
of them would eventually come crawling and begging for my
forgiveness. Not gonna happen. Dad is offended and hurt and it
looks like I am the one who should say he’s sorry.

Maybe it’s not such a bad idea.

“It was something I should have said yesterday,” I reply
instead.

“Well, if my behavior was offending him, maybe you should have,”
he spits angrily.

“I tried!” Again, I feel fury rising in me. “But you just didn’t
get it!”

“So I’m offensive and dumb?”

“Call it as you want.”

“How should I know that? I’ve never met an alien before. For all
I know they can drink battery acid and drive a flying saucer. Maybe
if you talked to us…”

That’s it.

“Dad,” I say, deadly serious. “You weren’t listening, were you?
I said stop seeing an alien in him. He’s Ray. He’s just like any
other man.”

Dad sits down, frustration clearly showing on his face. “You
haven’t said that either. All I knew was you’re with an
alien named Ray.”

I open my mouth to protest but suddenly I realize he’s
right.

“I’m sorry, Dad.” There. I’m apologizing.

Dad looks like he’s trying to say something unpleasant. “Luke…
You stopped talking to us when you moved to his planet. Your
mother… We were scared shitless. Not because of the plague
but we just didn’t know what can happen to you and you were there
all alone… Do you think we didn’t notice how short and vague your
messages had become?”

Ugh. And I thought he’s dense.

I sigh. “That was because… Yeah, it really sucked there. I
didn’t want you to worry. Ray told you how they view us. The best
reaction I could hope for was ignorance. Some of them were
downright hostile. You know, Ray had assured me his friends were
very tolerant. Some of them really were and they didn’t shun him.
And do you know what those tolerant friends did for his birthday?
They got him a hair trimmer and gave it to him saying ’So you have
something to groom your Earthling’. And they thought it’s
funny.”

I can’t sit anymore, I stand up and turn to the window, staring
blankly out, not really seeing anything.

“And his family… They disowned him. For real. Not only because
he slept with this disgustingly hairy Earthling. But he dared to
love him. A man! They called Ray a pervert, a loathsome pervert.
And it wasn’t just calling him names and throwing him out. He was
banned to use his family’s name - something their society used for
child rapists and mass murderers two centuries ago. Can you imagine
how he must have felt? All their culture is about the family and he
gets kicked out of his?”

“Luke…” Dad sounds horrified but I don’t let him talk.

“Ray lost everything because of me. We more or less ran away
from his planet to live here and I hoped it wasn’t going to be that
bad… I wanted him to feel at home here. Maybe I’m a little bit
overprotective at times but… If he feels like I did at his planet,
there’s nowhere to go now. He lost his home and if he can’t find
another… what then?

“And one little thing – I don’t want to lose him! I love him,
Dad.”

I turn to look at my father but suddenly I realize there are
more people in the room. My mother stands by the door, her eyes
full of tears. Behind her is Ray, watching me with an emotion I
can’t really decipher.

“Shit,” I mutter. “Sorry, Mom. I didn’t want you to hear
that.”

“What? Shit? I’ve heard worse,” she tries to brush it aside but
I can see how my little confession had upset her.

“They want to have a toast now… We should go there,” she says
uneasily.

Dad stands up and as he leaves, he sheepishly pats Ray on his
shoulder. “C’mon, guys. We don’t want to keep Elspeth from her
booze. She gets angry and an angry Elspeth is much worse than
drunken Elspeth. Trust me, I’ve learned it the hard way and I’m
lucky I live to tell the tale.”

“We’ll be there in a minute,” Ray promises.

“Don’t hold your breath,” I mutter.

“Well… Let them have their toast. Don’t wait for us,” Ray
corrects his outlook.

Mom casts a last sad look my way and they’re gone. Ray comes
closer and takes my hand.

“You never told me how bad it was for you.”

I close my eyes. “Does it matter? You had much more to worry
about than me.”

His arms circle my waist. And he’s smiling, with his
breath-taking smile, sparkling eyes and everything else that makes
me love him.

“Indeed. But you don’t need to worry, Luke. It’s different here
but you know I’ve always been curious.”

“Yes, but people…”

“I can understand their curiosity. I don’t mind. I’m just as
curious as they are. It will wear off eventually. Don’t be so hard
at your family. The hydra is actually quite adorable,” he
grins.

I press my face to his chest. “Sorry, honey. I’m just…”

“I know,” he kisses the top of my head. “Let’s go back. You
know, just in case Aunt Elspeth decided to wait with the toast
until we come.”

*

Looks like everybody forgot about my outburst. People are
walking around, drinking, eating, talking, having fun. Ray sits
with Aunt Elspeth and she grills him with thousands of questions.
They both enjoy it and as I watch the man I love, I can feel a
smile spreading on my face.

“Man, Elspeth is having a ball,” Kelvin observes. “Just wait,
before the party is over she decides to keep your… your man.”

“Tough luck,” I reply. “He’s mine.”

He grins. “Yeah? Well…” Kelvin eyes Ray with interest. “He’s
kinda hot. Maybe I can be his friend.”

I stare at him at disbelief. “What?”

He howls with laughter. “I’m kidding, man! Really, Luke, you’re
serious as heart attack. Cheer up!”

He drifts away, still chuckling. I shake my head. No matter
what, my family is really exhausting.

Ray looks my way and smiles. I think it’s time to save him from
Elspeth.

“Hey, gay boy!” she waves at me. “I mean… Yeah, whatever your
name is. Marge will talk my ears off for it but what the hell,” she
shrugs. “I still owe you one nice kick to your balls for accusing
me of Alzheimer’s. Your boy here is trying to save your nuts and
you’re one lucky man he’s so charming. I like him.”

“Me too,” I wink at her. “That’s why I’m taking him away from
you. Now. There are more people here who want to meet him. You have
fun with some other gay boy, Aunt Elspeth. Take Ricky,” I say as
I’m dragging Ray away.

“And who the fuck is Ricky?” she yells after us.

When it’s time to leave, my parents hug both me and Ray.

“Next month it’s Sam’s birthday,” Mom says. “I’ll make sure she
invites you both. Or else I’ll release the Elspeth on her,” she
adds darkly.

“That would be great,” Ray beams. “I mean, seeing you again, not
Elspeth unleashed.”

I think for a second. “Next month? In that case, it’s time to
order some flowers from your planet. And this time, make sure they
are carnivorous, please. Just in case.”
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I’ll
tell you a secret, Jackalope (2010)
What can make a young director hide under the stuffed bison? The
answer is in the museum after hours where Will struggles to keep
his sanity. His crew is sent directly from hell, there are too many
ghosts and the crowbar and the curator are nowhere to be found.
When Will finally finds the latter he wishes he rather had gone
insane. The curator is Roger, Will's lover who has left him
unexpectedly and rather mysteriously three years ago. And there are
more and more surprises to come including mythical creatures,
shocking revelations and life-changing decisions.
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