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This anthology is dedicated to those who are tired of the alien invasion story, who instead would prefer to see a friendlier alien.  
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Esteemed Readers,

Do Not Pet the Humans started because a group of writers found a post on Tumblr about a new side to aliens, a side that wasn't all about invading Earth and death to humans. Instead, they were our friends. That spawned a desire to read SciFi with friendly aliens, and so a group of people put together an anthology.

Here are some notes from the organizers:

“With most sci fi showcasing aliens as either hostile or condescending towards humans, we wish to create an anthology geared towards aliens that treat humans as equal, even maybe being as awe-inspired by humans as humans are by them.”

-Joshua Newport

“I joined this set because the idea of humans aliens interacting and trying to learn about each other has always interested me. The idea that aliens would have to learn about humans' menstrual cycles or eating habits was especially entertaining to me. “

-Catherine Banks

“I created this anthology because I've spent so much time reading nothing but adversity between human and alien. Initially, this idea was brought into being because of a TumblrTM post that was circulating on FacebookTM. I craved the human/alien interactions that we will see in these stories, and hopefully, this anthology inspires friendship when they finally make contact.”

-Jessica M. Kirkpatrick

Thank you,  

The Organizers  
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Liz Rosales

It all started like a cliché: blinking LED lights in a row on a panel outside the kitchen window. It was a small panel, like the ones that used to be popular to add at the top of the rear window of cars some years ago, to draw attention of the car behind in a Hey! I'm using the brakes ok, maybe you should too? I’d often pondered if adding a message to scroll by in a less emergency associated colour like Hello sweetie, or Hope your day is going better than mine, and perhaps even Fancy a coffee? Deliberately staying away from more aggressive Back off Buster, or Not so damned close, or even Hasta la vista baby. Probably a waste of time as people in general seem to avoid reading if they can. Unlike me. I can't seem to help myself.

Thus I simply assumed I was still asleep and having a rather odd dream when I spotted the orange LED's through the lower part of the net curtain. After emptying the bladder I slipped on the back garden mules and the nearest jacket and ventured outside to have a closer look. I was still not convinced I was awake so no risk and no worries.

Still convinced I was dreaming, I unlocked the backdoor/kitchen door and went outside.

Two humanoid figures about 5 ft tall were inspecting the garden such as it was in late October in Ireland -not a lot to see in other words. Only they had silvery white fur, and tails.

“Wow! You got tails! How frikkin’ cool is that.” I breathed delightedly.

“Eh, hello?” The smaller one of the two had turned around and was observing me too. The taller one removed the panel of lights that had initially caught my attention through the window. Apparently it attached like any fridge magnet only bigger. Immediately it stopped flashing.

“We've got your attention already” the taller one said.

I nodded dumbly.

“Can... I... help you?” I offered meekly.

I noted these felines had opposing thumbs unlike my own smaller companions. Where are the cats? Fear suddenly rushed through me and I was all of a sudden wide awake.

“Steady on! you're making us dizzy! Your cats are just fine”, came the calm reply to my unspoken question. “The ginger is on top of the wardrobe and the tux is asleep on the sofa.” They twitched their tail towards the living room window of our ugly but comfortable bungalow, almost in the middle of nowhere. Just quite far from everywhere else. We'd hoped to renovate the old house – more like a ruin actually- on the property, but so far the lack of funds had us still living in the functional addition built in the seventies I called the outhouse.

I took a couple of steps to the side and looked through the window and there was Tuxie, sleepy, fluffy tailed and curious, calmly watching procedures outside with detached amusement. I pinched myself. It hurt. The dewy grass was soaking my clogs and making my feet wet.

“This isn't a dream then?” I asked timidly.

“It isn't.”

“You speak English though... Or did you slip me a babelfish?” I shuddered at the thought of admitting something through my ear to swim into my brain or whatever Mr Adams dreamed up.

“Head talk translates itself according to the subjects own frames of reference.”

“Oh” I said. “How convenient.”

“It is.”

I looked back at the tiny craft set on it's impossibly spindly legs with round flat feet and marvelled at just how traditional it looked.

“It's bigger on the inside” the taller of the two remarked.

I suppressed a giggle, just.

“Well, no actually” said the shorter one. “When you pass through that port it condenses you, making it seem more spacious.”

“So what size are you, really?”

“Not fixed. We adjust to wherever we find ourselves. Appearing smaller make us seem less threatening.”

“Huh. How practical.” The word fixed had sparked thoughts in another direction and before I could curb myself my gaze had darted to check. No visible clues.

There was a purrlike rumble and an amused exchange of glances. Nothing given away without a question.

“You are?” I tried.

“Our world is not binary when it comes to genders and procreation of the species. We have many genders and they are all one.”

“Oh, right” I said, admitting not even to myself I did not understand. At all. Because why? It didn't actually matter. But my curious mind took a while longer to shut up. One on one? In groups? Did it require more than two? I shook my head. Different combinations?

“So what brings you here? Can I offer you something? Water? Coffee?”

“We came to see how you were doing. Sorry about the time of day – less attention.”

“Think nothing of it.” Then it slowly sank in. “See...me?”

“You do not remember us do you?” the smaller said gently/kindly.

“Not in so many words....no.”

“But you are not afraid of us either?”

“No! Of course not.” That's odd. It never occurred to me to be. Not until now... “should I be?”

“I hope not.”

I relaxed. It occurred to me then that I'd been dreaming, daydreaming even, about spaceships and aliens, hoping to see one for years. And here they were, in my own garden!

“I think I must be asleep still.”

The smaller of the two slowly reached out with a paw and stroked my face, once. I took the delicate paw in my hand and stroked it, the velvety pads, the soft fur, the unusual thumbs my house-companions lacked, but the thumbcats in the adverts had mastered. It made me smile, and marvel. A thrill ran through me.

“And you have tails too! That's fantastic, I'm so excited! I always thought I ought to have one...”

“You used to... I mean you do! When you flew with us...before you had the idea to incarnate here and experience life as a human, you did.”

“You're how old?”

“Age in earth years means nothing, human understanding either, I'm...we...are still at the beginning of our lives.”

“You said...I decided to incarnate here as a human – foolish mistake that was – I'm not sure that was such a good choice.”

“Oh, but it was. We will all be able to gain much understanding from your experiences.”

“That's not what I was thinking. Does that mean...what happened to me? The part of me that was flying with you? When I'm done here, will I be a baby – or kitten – again and grow up a completely different generation? Did I die?” How did I die? Did I die young? Horribly?

“Oh no. Your body is back onboard the mothership in a stasis chamber. You will return there once you're done here. Unless you decide you want to stay for another sojourn, or go someplace else for a while.”

“Fat chance!” The feeling of relief made me giddy. “ One spin on this wheel is enough for me for a while I reckon. I want my tail and whiskers back!” I was trying to keep my eyes from staring at their tails. So that's why I'd always loved cat's tails. I found them soothing and so expressive, much more so than words.

The old saying that a picture speaks more than however many words – well give me the language of tails any day. I'd always had an almost spooky affinity with cats, only lions scared me a bit. I wasn't convinced it was the actual beings themselves or the fact that they were often kept in cages that made me associate them with fear and rage. If you locked something so majestic up why would it not bring out the rage of generations? Not that one ought to lock anything up really... Unfortunately for me that was the only way I had encountered them.

“Oh let me have a peek!”

Accompanied by that purry laughter and rolling their eyes the felines twirled and flicked their tails a couple of times for my delight and amusement.

I laughed out loud too too, surprising myself with the happy and carefree sound. The whole situation was so surreal I didn't know what to make of it.

I reached out and touched a furry arm. It felt warm and solid. I could not help but grin.

“I wish you would not do that” the taller averted their eyes.

“What do you mean?”

“That. That human habit of showing your teeth. I can feel your joy but it's still confusing.

“I know my Irish teeth does not compare to that of bleached American ones, but come on. They're not that bad.”
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